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ST. NICHOLAS.

VOL. XI.

NOVEMBER,

1883. No. 1,

[Copyrighl, 1883, by The CENTURY CO.]

THE LITTLE LORD OF THE MANOR.
A Story 0/Evacuitiion-Day.

By E. S.

IT was the 2jth of November, 1783 — a brill-
iant day, clear, crisp, and invigorating, with just
enougli of frosty air to flush the eager cheeks
and nip tlic inquisitive noses of every boy and girl
in the excited crowd tliat filled the Bowery lafe
from Harlem to the barricrs, and presscd fast
upon the heels of General Knox’'s advance detach-
ment of Continental troops marching to the posi-
tionassignedthem, nearthe “ tea-waterpump.” At
some points the crowd was especiaOy pushing and
persistent, and Mistress Dolly Duane was decidedly
uncom.fortable. For little Dolly detestcd crowds,
as, In fact, she detested everything that interfered
with the comfort of a certain dainty little maiden
of thirteen. And she was just on the point of ex-
pressing to her cousin, young Edward Livingstonc,
her regret that they had not staid to wltness the
procession from the tumblc-down gate-way of the
Duane country-house, near the King’s Bridge road,
when, out from the crowd, carne the sound of a
child’s volee, shrill and complaining.

* Keep off, you big, bad man,” it said; “ keep
off and let me pass. How daré you crowd me so,
you wicked rebcls ?”

“ Rebels, hey?” a harsh and mocking volee ex-
claimed. "Rebels! Hcard ye that, mates? Well
crowed, my little cockerel. Let'’s liave a look at
you,” and a burly arm rudely parted the pushing
crowd and dragged out of the press a slight, dark-
haired little fellow of seven or eight, ciad in velvet
and ruffies.

BROOK.S.

‘* Put medown 1 Put me down, | say!” screamed
the boy, his small face flushed with passion. *“ Put
me down, | tell you, or I’ll bid Angcvine horse-
whip you !”

‘*Hark to the little Tory,” growled his captor.
‘“ A rare young bird now, isn't he? Horscwhip
US, d’ye say— us, free American citizens? And
who raay you be, my little beggar? ”

“ 1 ain no beggar, you bad man,” ciied the
child, angrily. “ 1 am the little lord of the
manor.”

“ Lord of the manor! Ho, ho, ho ! laughed
the big fellow.- “ Give us grace, your worship,”
he said, with mock humility. “ Lord of the
manor! Look at him, mates,” and he held the
struggling little lad toward the laughing crowd.
“Why, there are no lords fior manors now in free
America, my bantam.”

“But I am, | tell you!” protestcd the boy.
“That's wbat my grandfathcr calis me — oh, where

is he? Take me to him, please: he calis me the
little lord of the manor.”

* W ho's your grandfather?” dcnianded the
man.

“Who? Why, don't you know?” the “ little

lord” asked, incredulously. “ Everj'body knows
my grandfather, | tliought. He is Coloncl Phil-
lipse, barén of Phillipsbourg, and lord of the
manor. And he'1 kill you if you hurt me,"” he
added, defiantly.

“ Phillipse, the king of Yonckers! Phillipse,
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the fat oid Tory of West Chester! A prize, a
prize, mates!” shouted the bully. *“ What say
you? Shall we hold this young bantling liostage
for the tainted Tory, his grandfather, and when
once we get the oid fellow serve him as we did
the refugee at Wall-kill t'other day ?”

“ Wliat did you do ?” the crowd asked.

“ Faith, we tarrcd and feathcred him well, put
a hog-yoke oti his neck and a cow-bell, too, and
then rodé him on a rail till he checrcd for the

Congrcss.”
“ Trcat my grandfather like that— my good
grandfather? You shall not! you daré not!”

cried the small Phillipse, with a flood ofangry tears,
as he struggled and fought in his captor’s arms.

Dolly Duane's kindly heart was filled with pity
at the rougli usage of the “ little lord.”

“ Oh, sir,” she said, as she pushed through the
crowd and laid her hand on the big bully’s arm,
“ let the child go. 'T is unmannerly to treat him
as you do, and you 're very, very cruel” .

The fellow turned roiighly arouud and looked
down into Dolly’s disturbcd and protesting face.

“ What, another of 'em?” he said, surlily.
“ Why, the place is full of little Tories.”

* No, no; no Tory I!” said indignarit Dolly.
“ My father is Mr. Duane, and he is no Tory.”
“ Mr. Duane, of the Congress ?” “ Give up the

lad to the maid.” “ W hy harm the child?” carne
minglcd volees from the crowd.

“ What carc | for Duane!” said the bully, con-
temptuoiisly. “ One man’s as good as another
now in free America,— is n't he? Bah! you 're
all cowards; but I know when | 've got a good
thing. You don’'t bag a Phillipse every day, | Tl
warrant you.”

“No ; butwe bag othcr game once in a while,”
said Dolly’s cousin, young Edward Livingstone,
pushing his way to her side. “ We bag turncoats
and thievés, and murdering runagates sometimes,
even in ‘free America’'; and we know what to do
with thcm when we do bag them. Friends,” he
cried, turning to the crowd, “ do you khow this
fellow ? He 's a greater prize than the little Phil-
iipse. 'T is Big Jake of the Saw-mill— a ‘sldnner’
One day and a ‘cow-boy’ next, as it suits his fancy
and as briiigs him booty. I know him, and so does
the water-guard. | am Livingstone, of Clermont
Manor. Let down the lad, man, or we Tl turn
you over to the town-major. He 'd like to have a
chance at you rarely.”

The crowd uttered a cry of rage as it closed
excitedly around the burly member of the lawless
gang that had prej'cd upon the defenseless people
of the lower Hudson during the years of war and
raid. The bully paled at the sound and dropped
the little Phillipse from his arms. W ithout wait-

ing to see the issue, young Livingstone dragged the
“ little lord” from the throng, while hiscompanion,
M aster Clinton, hurried Dolly along, and thcy were
soon free of the crowd that was dealitig roughly
enough with Big Jake of the Saw-inill.

“ Now, Dolly, let us go back to the farni before
we get into fuither trouble,” said Cousin Ned, a
pleasant young fellow ofeighteen, who looked upon
himselfas the lawful protector of “ the children.”

“ But what shall we do with our little lord of
the manor, Cousin Ned ?” asked Dolly.

“ The safest plan is to take him with us,” he
replied.

“ Oh, no, sir; no,” pleaded the Ilittle boy.
“ W e sail to-day with Sir Cuy Carleton, and what
will grandfather do without me?” And then he
told them how, early that morning, he had slipped
away from Angevine, Colonel Phillipse’s body-
servant, passed through the barriers and strolled
up the Bowery lafie to see the “ rebcl soldiers” ;
how he had lost his way in the crowd, and was
in sore distress and danger until Dolly interfered;
and how he thanked them “ over and over again”
for protecting him. But “ Oh, picase, | must go
back to my grandfather,” he added.

Little Mistress Dolly had a mind of her own, and
she warmly championed the cause of the “ lost little
lord,” as she called him.

“ Cousin Ned,” she said, “ of course, he must go
to his grandfather, and of course, we must take
him. Think how I sliould feel if they tried to keep
me from my father!” and Dolly’s sympathetic
eyes fillcd at the dreadful thought.

“ But how can we take him?” asked Cousin
Ned. “ How can we get past the baniers?”

A hundred years ago, New York City proper ex-
tended northward only as far as the present Post-
office, and during the Revolution a line of earth-
works was thrown across the island at that point to
defend it agaiiistassaultfrom the north. The British
sentinels at these barriers were not to give up their
posts to the Americans until one o’clock on this
eventfulevacuation-day, and Cousin Ned, therefore,
could notwell seo how they could pass the sentrics.

But young Master Clinton, a bright, curly-
haired boy of thirteen, said confidently; “ Oh,
that 's easily done.” And then, with a knowledge
of the highways and by-ways which many rambles
through the dcar oid town had given him, he un-
folded his plan. * See here,” he said, “ we’ll
turn down the Monument lafie, just below us, cut
across through General Mortier's woods to Mr.
Nicholas Bayard’'s, and so on to the Ranelagh
Gardens. From lhere we.can easily get over to
the Broad W ay and the Murray-street barrierbcfore
General Knox gets to the Fresh Water, where he
has been ordered to hale until one-o’clock. When
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the guaré at the barrier knows that we have the
little barén of Phillipsbourg with us, and has
handied the t«'o York sixpences you will-give him,
of coursG he Tl let us pass. So, don’t you see, we
can fix this little boy all right, and, better yet,
can see King Gcorge’s men go out and our troops
come in, and malee just a splendid day of it.”

Dolly, fuUy alivc to these glorious possibilities,
clapped her hands delightedly.

“ Whata brain the boy has !” saidyoung Living-
stone. “ Keep on, my son,” he said, patronizingly,
“and you 'll make a great man yet.”

“So | mean to be,” said De Witt Clinton,
cheerily, and then, heading the little group, he fol-
lowed out the route he had proposed. Ere long
the barriers were safely passed, Cousin Ned was
two York sixpences out of pocket, and the young
people stood witliin the British lincs.

“ And now, where may we find your grand-
father, little one?” Cousin Ned inquircd, as they
halted on the Broad W ay beneath one of the tal!
poplars that lined the old-time Street.

The little Phillipse could not well reply. The
noise and confusion that filled the city had turned
his head. For what with the departing English
troops, the disconsolate loyalist refugees hurrying
for transportation to distant English ports, and the
zealous citizens who were making great prepara-
tions to welcome the incoming soldiers of the
Congress, the streets of the little city were full of
bustle and excitement. The boy said his grand-
father might be at the fort; he might be at the
King’s Arms Tavern, near Stone Street; he might
be— he woutd be— hunting for him.

So Master Clinton suggested, “ Let’'s go down
to Mr. Day’s tavern here in Murray Street. He
knows me, and, if he can, will find Colonel Phil-
lipse for us.” Down into Murray Street therefore
they turned, and, near the road to Greenwich, saw
the tavern,— a long, low-roofed house, gable end
to the Street,— around which an excited crowd
surged and shouted.

“ Why, look there,” Master Clinton cried,
“ look there, and the King’s men not yet gone !”
and, following the direction of his finger, they saw
with surprise the stars and stripes, the flag of the
new republic, floating from the pole before the
tavern,

“ Huzza!" they shouted with the rest, but the
“ little lord” said, somewhat contemptuously,
“ Why, 't is the rebel flag— or so my grandfather
calis it,”

“ Rebel no longer, little one,” said Cousin Ned,
“ as even your good grandfather must now admit.
But surely,” he added, anxiously, “ Mr. Day will
get himsclf in trouble by raising his flag before
our troops come in.”

An angry shout now rose from the throng around
the flag-siaff, and as the fiinge of small boys scat-
tcred and ran in liaste, young Livingstone caught
one of them by the arm. “ What's the trouble,
lad?” he asked.

“ Let go 1” said the boy, struggling to free liim-
self. “ You'd better scatter, too, or Cunning-
ham wiil catch you. He’s ordercd down Day’s
flag, and says he’ll cicar the cvowd.”

They all knew who Cunninghain was— the
cruel and vindictive British provost-marshal; the
starver of American prisoners and the terror of
American children. “ Come away, quick,” said
Cousin Ned. But, though they drew off at first,
curiosity was too strong, and they were soon in
the crowd again.

Cunningham, the marshal, stood at the foot of
the flag-pole. “ Come, you rebel cur,” he said to
Mr. Day, “ | give you two minutes to haul down
that rag— two minutes, d'ye hear, or into the
Provost you go. Your beggarly troops are not in
possession here yet, and | 'U have no such striped
rag as that flying in the faces of His Majesty’s
forces!”

“ There it is, and there it shall stay,” said Day,
quietly but firmly.

Cunningham turned to his guard.

“ Arrest that man,” he ordered. “ And as for
this thiiig here, I ’ll haul it down myself,” and,
seizing the halyards, he began to lower the flag.
The crowd broke out into fierce murmurs, uncer-
tain what to do. But, in the midst of the tumult,
the door of the tavern flew open, and forth sallied
Mrs. Day. “ fair, fat, and forty,” armed with her
trusty broom.

“ Hands off that flag, you vihain, and drop my
husband ! ” she cricd, and before the astonished
Cunningham could realize the situation, the bi-oom
carne down thwack! thwack! upon his powdered
wig. Oid men still lived, not twenty years ago,
who were boys in that excited crowd, and remem-
bered how the powder flew from the stiff white
wig, and how, amidst jecrs and laughter, the de-
featcd provost-marshal withdrew from the unequal
contest, and fled before the resisiless sweep of Mrs.
Day’s all-conquering broom. And the flag did not
come down.

Froin thevantage-groundofa projecting” stoop ”
our young friends had indulged in irrevei'ent
laughter, and the marshai's quick ears caught
the sound.

Fuming with rage and secking some one to vent
his anger on, he rushed up the “ stoop ” and hade
his guard drag down the culprits.

“ What pcstilent young rebels have we here?”
“Who are you?” He starled as
“ Livingstone? Clinton?

he growled.
they gave their fiames.
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Duane?” he vepeated. “ Well, well— a rare lot
this of the rcbel brood! And who is yon young
bantling in vdvet and ruffles ?"

“ You must not stop us, sir,” said the boy, facing
tite angi-y marshal. “ 1 am tho little lord of Che
manor, and my grandfather is Colonel Phillipse.
Sir Giiy Carleton is waiting for me.”

“ Well, well,” exclaimed the surprised marshal;
“ here’'s a fine to-do ! A Phillipse in thisrebel lot!
W hat does it mean ? Have ye kidnapped the lad ?
Hcre may be sorae treachery. Bring them along!”
and with as much importance as if he had capturad
a whole corps of Washington’s dragoons, instead
of a fcw harmless children, the young prisoners
were hurried off, followed by an indignant crowd.
Dolly was considetably frightened, and datk visions
of the stocks, Illie whipping-post, and the ducking-
stool by the CoUect pond rose before her eyes. But
Cousin Ncd whispered; Don’t be afraid, Dolly—

'twill be all right”; and Master Clinton even
sought to argue with the marshal.
“ There are no rebels now, sir,” he said, “ since

your king has given up the fight. You yourselves
ave rebels, rathcr, if you restrain iisof our freedom.
I know your king’s proclamation, word for worcl.
It says; ‘We do hereby strictly charge and com-
mand all our ofiicers, both at sea and land, and all
other our subjects whatsoever, to forbear all acts
of hostility, either by sea or land, against the
United States of America, their vassals or subjects,
tinder the penalty of incurring our highest dis-
pleasurc.” Wherefore, sir,” concluded this wise
young pleader, “ if you keep us in unlawftil cus-
tody, you brave your king’s displeasure.”

“You irapudent young rebel ” began Cun-
ningham; but the “ little lord” interrupted him
with: “ You shall not take us to jail, sir. 1 will tell
my grandfather, and he will make Sir Guy punish
you.” And upon this, the provost-marshal, svhose
wrath had soincwhat cooled, began to fear that he
might, perhaps, have exceeded his authority, and
ere long, with a sour look and a surly word, he set
the young people free.

Sir Guy Carleton, K. C. B., commander-in-chief
of all His Majesty’'s forces in the colonies, stood
at the foot of the flag-staff on the northern bastion
of Fort George. Before him filcd the depavting
troops of hisking, evacuating the pleasantlittle city
they had occupicd for ovcr seven years. “ Thcre
might be seen,” says one of the oid records,
“ the Hessian, with his towering, brass-fronted
cap, mustache colorcd with the same blacking
which colorcd his shoes, his hair plastered with
tallow and flour, and rcaching -in whip-form to his
waist. His unifoi-m was a blue coat, ycllow vest
and breeches, and black gaiters. The Highlander,
with his 'ow checkcd bonnet, his tartan or plaid,

short red coat, his kilt above his knees and they
exposed, his hose short and party-colored. There
were also the grenadiers of Anspach, with towering
yellow caps; the gaudy Waldeckers, with their
cocked hats edged with yellow scallops; the Ger-
man yagers, and the various corps of English in
glittering and gallant pomp.” The white-capped
waves of the beautiful bay sparkled in the sunlight,
while the whale-boats, barges, gigs, and launches
sped over the water, beaving troops and refugees
to the transports, or to the temporary camp on
Staten jsland. The last act of the evacuation was
almost completed. But Sir Guy Carleton looked
troubled. His eye wandered from the depariing
troops at Whitehall slip to the gate at BowHng
Gteen, and then across the parade to the Gov-
ernor’s gardens and the town beyond.

“ Well, sir, what word from Colonel Phillipse?”
he inquired, as an aid hurried to his side.

“ He bids you go without him, General,” the aid
reported. “ The boy is not yei found, but the
Colonel says he will risk scizure rather than leave
the ladbehind.”

“ It can not well be helped,” said the British
commander. “ 1 will myself dispatch a line to
General Washington, requesting due courtesy and
safe conduct for Colonel Phillipse and his missing
heir. Butsee— whoin have we here?” he asked,
as across the parade two children came Imrrying
hand in hand. Fast behind them a covcred caridle
came tearing through the gate-way, and ere the
bastion on which the General stood was reached,
the caridle drew up with a suddeu stop, and a very
large man, descending hastily, caught up one of
the children in his arms.

“ Good; the lostis.found!” exclaimed Sir Guy,
who had been an intercsted spectator of the pan-
tomime.

“All is well, General,” Colonel Phillipse ciied,
joyfully, as the commander came down from the
bastiéon and welcomed the new-comers. “ My little
lord of the manor is found; and, faith, his loss
troubled me more tban all the attaincler and for-
feiture tlie rebel Congress can crowd upon me.”

“ But how got he here?” Sir Guy asked.

“ This fair little lady is both his rescuer and
protector,” rcplied the grandfather.

“And who may you be, little mistress?” asked
the commander-in-chief.

Dolly'made a neat little curtsy, for those were
the days of good raanners, and she was a proper
little damsel. “ 1 am Dolly Duane, your Excel-
lency,” she said, “ daughter of Mr. James Duane,
of the Congress.”

“Duane !” exclaimed the Colonel; “ well, well,
little one, 1 did not think a Phillipse would ever
acknowledge hiinself debtor to a Duane, but now
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do | gladly do it. Beai' my compliments to your
fatlier, sweet Mistress Dolly, and tell him tliat his
oid enemy, Phillipse, of PhilUpsboiirg, will never
forget the kindly aid of his gontlc little daughter,
who has this day restored a lost lad to a sorrowing
grandfather. And let me thus show my gratitude
for yonr love and servicc,” and the very large man,
stooping in all courtcsy before the little girl, laid
his hand in blcssing on her hcad, and kissed her
fair young face.

“ A rare little maiden, truly,” said gallant Sir
Guy : “ and though | have small cause to favor so
hot an encmy of the King as is Mr. James Duane,
1 admire his dutiful little daughter; and tlius
would I, too, render her love and Service,” and
the gleaming scarlet and gold-laccd arms of the
courtly oid commander encircled fair Mistress
Dolly, and a hearty kiss fell upon her blushing
cheeks. But she was equal to the occasion. Rais-
ing hcvself on Ciptoe, .she dropped a dainty kiss
upon the General's smiling face, and said, “ Let
this, sir, be America’s good-bye kiss to your
Excellency.”

“ A right royal salute,” said Sir Guy. “ Mr.
De Lancy, bid the band-master give us the fare-
well march " ; and, to the strains of appropriate
music, the commander-in-chief and his staff passed
down to tlie boats, and .the little lord of Phillipse
Manor waved Mistress Dolly a last farewell.

Then the red cross of St. George, England’s
royal flag, carne fluttering down from its high staff
on the north bastion,, and the last of the rear-
guard wheeled toward the slip. But Cunningham,
the provost-marshal, still angered by the thought
of his discomfiture at Day’s tavcin, declared
roundly that no rebel flag should go up that staff
in sight of King George’s incn. “ Come, lively
now, you blue iackets,” he shouted, turning to
some oi the sailors from the fleet. “ Unreeve the
halyards, quick; slush down the pole; knock off
the stepping-cleats! Then let them run their rag
up if they can.” His orders were quickly obeyed.
The halyards were speedily cut, the stepping-
cleats knocked from the staff, and the tall pole
covered with grcase, so that none might cliinb it.
And with this final act of unsoldierly discourtesy,
the memory of which has lived through a hundred
busy years, the provost-marshal left the now lib-
erated city.

Even Sir Guy’s gallant kiss could not rid Dolly
of her fear of Cunuingham’s frown; but as she
scampered off she hcard his final order, and, hot
with indignation, told the news to Cousin Ned and
Master Clinton, who were in vvaiting for her on the
Bowling Creen. The younger lad was for stirring
up the people to instant action, but just then they
hcard the roll of drums, and, standing ncar the

ruinsofKing George’s statue, watchcd tlic advance-
guard of the Continental troops as it filed in
to take posscssion of the fort._ Beneath the high
gate-way and straight toward the north bastién
marched the detachment— atroop ofhorse, aregi-
mentof jnfantry, and a company ofartillery. The
battcrics, the parapets, and the ramparts were
thronged with cheering people, and Colonel Jack-
son, halting before the flag-staff, ordered up the
stars and stripes.

“ The halyards are cut, Colonel,” reported the
color-sergcant; “ the cleats are gone, and the pole
is slushed.”

“ A mean trick, indecd,” cxclaimed the indig-
nant Colonel. ‘‘Hallo there, lads, will you be out-
witted by such a scurvy trick ? Look where they
wait in their boats to give us the laugh. Will you
let tainted Torics and buttcnnilk W higs thus shame
US? A gold jacobus to him who will climb the staff
and reeve the halyards for the stars and stripes |”

Dolly’squick carcaughtthe ringingwords. “ Oh,
Cousin Ned,” she cried; “ | saw Jacky Van Ars-
dale on the Bowling Grcen. Don’t you remember
how he climbed the greased pole at Clermont, in
the May merrying ?” and with that she sped
across the parade and through the gate-way, re-
turning soon with a stoiit sailor-boy of fifteen.
“ Now, tell the Colonel you ’ll try it, Jacky.”

“ Go it, Jack!” shouted Cousin Ned. “ 1l
make the gold jacobus two if you but reeve the
halyards.”

‘1 want no money for the job, Master Living-
stone,” said the sailor-lad. “ 1'll do it for Mistress
Dolly’s sake, if I can.”

Jack was an expertclimber, but ifany of iny boy
readers think it a simple thing to “ shin up” a
greased pole, just let them try it once— and fail.

Jack Van Arsdale tried it manfully once, twice,
thrice, and each time carne slipping down covered
with slush and shame. And all the watchcrs in
the boats off-shore joined ina chorus of laughs and
jeers. Jack shook his fist at them angrily. 1N
fix 'em vyet,” he said. ‘‘If but ye'll saw me up
some cleats, and give me hammecr and nails, |11
run that flag to the top in spitc of all the Tories
from 'Sopus to Sandy Hook 1”

Ready hands and willing feet carne to the assist-
ance of the plucky lad. Some ran swiftly to Mr.
Gcolet’'s, “ the iron-mongcr’s,” in Hanovcr square,
and brought quickly back “ a hand-saw, hatchet,
hammer, gimlcts, and nails ” ; olhers drew a long
board to the bastion, and while one sawed the
board into lengths, another split the strips into
cleats, others bored the nail-holes, and soon young
Jack had material enough,

Then, tying the halyards around his waist, and
filling his Jacket-pockets with cleats and nails, he
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workecl his way up the flag-pole, nailing and
climbing as he went. And now he reachcs the
top, now the halyards are recved, and as the beau-
tifiil flag goes fluttering up the staffa mighty cheer
is heard, and a round of thirteen guns salutcs the
stars and stripes and the brave sailor-boy who did
the gallant deed.

From the city streets carne the roll and rumblc
of distant drums, and Dolly and her two compan-
ions, following the excited crowd, hastened acioss
Hanovcr square, and from an excellent outlook in
the Fly Market watched the whole grand proces-
sion as it wound down Qucen (now Pearl) Street,
maldng its triumphal entry into the welcoming
city. First carne a corps of di-agoons, then fol-
lowed the advance-guard of light infantry and a
corps of artillery, then more light infantry, a bat-
talion of Massachusetts troops, and the rear-guard.
As ihe veterans, with thcir soiled and faded uni-
forms, filed past, Dolly could not help contrnsting
them with the brilliant appearance of the British
troops she had seen in the forc, *“ Their clothes
zfo look worn and rusty,” she said. “ But then,”
she added, with beaming eyes, “ they ate our sol-
dicrs, and that is everything.”

And now she hears “ a great hozaing all down
the Fly,” as one record queerly puts it, and as the
shouts increase, she sees a throng of horsemcn,
where, escorted by Captain Delavan’s “ West
Chester Light Horse,” ride the heroes of that
happy hour, General George Washington and
Governor George Clinton. Dolly added her clear
little treble to the loud huzzas as the famous com-
mander-in-chief rodé down the echoing Street.
Behiiid their exceHencies carne other officials, dig-
nitaries, army officers, and files of citizens, on
horseback and afoot, many of the latter returning
to dismantled and ruined homes afler nearly eight
years of exile.

But Dolly did not wait to see the whole proces-
sion. She had spied her father in the line of
mounted citizens. and flying across Queen Street,
and around by Golden Hill (near Maiden lafie),
where the first blood of the Revolution was spilied,
she hurried down the Broad Way, so as to reach
Mr. Cape’s tavern before their excellencies arrived.

Soon she was in her father’'s arms relating her
adventurcs, and as she received his chidings for

mingling in such “ unseemly crowds,” and his
praise for her championship and protection of the
little Phillipse, a kindly hand was laid upon her
fair young head, and a voice whose tones she could
nevcr forget said ; “ So may our children be angels
of peaco, Mr. Duane. Few have sutfercd more, or
descrvcd better from their country, sir, than you;
but the possession of so rarE a little daughter is a
faircr recompense than aught your country can
bestow. Heaven has given me no children, sir;
but had I tlius been blessed, 1 could have wished
for no gentlcr or truer-hearted littie daughter
than this maid of yours.” And with the stately
courtesy that markcd the tiine, General Washing-
ton bent down and kissed little Dolly as she sat on
her father’s knee. Touched by his kindly words,
Dolly forgot all her awe of the great man. Fling-
ing two winsome arms about his neck, she kissed
him in return, and said, softly, “ If Mr. Duane
were not my father, sir, I would rathcr it should
be you than any one else.”

In all her after-life, though she retained pleas-
ant memories of Sir Guy Caileton, and thought
him a grand and gallant gentlcman, Dolly Duane
held still more firmly to her rcverence and aifection
for General Washington, whora slie described as
“ looking more grand and'noble than any human
being she had ever seen.”,

Next to General Washington, 1 think she held
the fire-works that were set off in the Bowling
Green in honor of the Peace to have been the
grandest thing she had ever seen. The rockects,
and the wlieels, and the tourbillions, and the bat-
terics, and the stars were all so wonderful to her,
that General Knox said Dolly’s “ ohs” and “ ahs”
were “ as good as a play ”; and staid Master Clin-
ton and jolly Cousin Ned threatened to send to the
Ferry stairs for an anchor to hold her down. Both
these young gentlemen grew to be famous Ameri-
cansin afteryears, and witnessed manyanniversaries
of this glorious Evacuation-Day. But they never
enjoyed any of them quite as much as they did the
exciting original, fior could they ever forget, amidst
all the throng of memories, liow sweet Mistress
Dolly Duane champioiied and protected the lost
“ little lord of the manor,” and won the distin-
giiished honor of being kissed by both the com-
manders-in-chiefon the same eventful day.
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BENEVOLENT BIRDS.

Ry Wirl

« “ An’whatdid ye sec that was strange-iike over
beyant, Pat? ” asked an Irishman of a fellow-serv-
ant tvho had just rcturned from Paris with his
master,

“ Surc,” said Pat, “ an’ | niver see the loikes
o’ the childer thcre. There wiiz n't wan o’ thim
that cud n’t spake the langwidge — an’ they so
young; an’ there wuz 1, a man grown, thatdidn’t
know the first wurd !”

Pat’'s astonishment was no Itidicrotis, in
trutli, than the surprise wc ali express, when we
discover in some lower anima! a trait which we
have always considerecl as belonging to ourscivcs
alone as human bcings. Tliei'e is, of course, a

inore

W oodman.

great diffcrence between the human animal and
other animals; but, after all, it is not so great as
we in our coinplacency are wont to think. In-
deecl, one witty naturalist has said Ihat there is
only one difference between us and other animals,
and that is, tliat we can talk and tell each other
how wnndcrfully smart wc are, and they can not.
W hy should not the lower animals have many
traits of charactcr similar to those seen in the hu-
man animal? They have to seek their food as wc
do; they have enemies to contend against; they
neecl help at times; the wcakcr ones have to band
together, or they would be destro.’cd by their
stronger enemies. In facc, the battle of life among
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10 BENEVOLENT

the lower animals is so like the battle of life among
US that we really ought not to be surprised at the
exhibition by any creature of any particular virtue
which we cali human, or any vice which we cali
brutal.

For example, we think very highly of the vir-
tue of bencvolence, and we cali the feeling that
proinpts it humanity, asifonly man could have the
sensation. As a face, any animal may be benev-
olent, and it is only because we know so little of
animal life that we have not discovered many in-
stances of it. There is one very odd case of benev-
olence of one animal toward another which shows
that help is often needed where Icast suspected.

W ho would suppose that the elephant, with its
great size and massive strength, could be in heed
of such aid as so insignificant a creature as a bird
could give it?

Against such large animals as lions, tigers, and
rhinoceroses it can defend itself, but against tiny
insects, which it might crush under its feet by the
hundred, it has no protection except what is given
it by a little feathcred friend. W ith such a thick
skin as it has one might well suppose that the
elephant would have no trouble from insects; but,
in truth, it is the very thickness ofits hide which
makes the small insect dangerous.

Ticks, which are abundant in all forests, work
their way into the cracks in the skin of the liuge
creature, and as the skin is so thick they are en-
abled to bury themselves so completely that they
can not be scraped off when the smarting animal
rubs against rocks or trees. A diffcrcntly con-
structed animal could use its teeth or feet to re-
move the annoyance; but for the elephant, there
is nothing but suffering and torture, unless some
kind friend lends a helping hand— or bili.

And this kind friend is notlacking; for no sooncr
are the little pests comfortably ensconced than a
pairofsmall, bright, yellow eyes searches them out,
and the next moment a pretty, orange-colored beak
plucks them forth. The owneroi the eyes and
beak is a beautiful, snow-white heron; small of
body, but large of heart; for it seems, in Northern
Africa at least, to have devotecl its life to the benev-
olent work of watching over its monstrous pro/cg;/.

It is a novel and beautiful sight to see the dark-
skinncd giant of the jungle stalking ponderously
along, with as many as a score of these beautiful
birds perched upon his back and head, busily work-
ing to free-him from his little tormentors. And
fuli well the elephant knows what he owes his
benefactors. Not for anything would he harm
them, ugly-tempered as he often is. Even when
the Sharp beak probosdeep into the sensitive flesh,
the great creature bears ilic pain patiently, seeming
to know that it is necessary.

i- T Tvilfef

BIRDS.

[Novembes,

In countries where there are no elephants this
bird cares in the same way for cattle; for which
reason its popular fame is cattle-heron. Scientific
men, however, cali it Subukus ibis.

W e have a saying that charity begins at home,
and it has been added that a great deal of the
charity that begins at home stays there. Of this
narrow sort of benevolence, too, we find examples
among the animals. There is the barbel, for in-
stance. It is a solitary bird, and sits most of the
time in morose silence on a twig, waiting for its
food (in the shape of an insect) to fly by. Some-
times it is said to rouse itself and make a descent
upon the nest of some smaller bird, and eat all the
little oncs.

Certainly, one would not look for any sort of
benevolence from such a bird; and yet it offers a
very stiiking and beautiful example of the begin-
at-home-and-stay”~there kind.

The celebratcd naturalist, Levaillant, who has
told USso many interesting things about the birds
of Africa and South America, says that he discov-
ered a barbet’s nest in which there were five birds.
Four of them were young and vigorous, but the
fifth was so oid and weak that when it was put into
a cage with its comrades it could not move, but
lay dying in the cérner where it had been placed.

When food was put into the cage, the poor oid
bird could only look at it longingly, without having
the strength to drag itself within rcach of it. Then
it was that the younger birds manifested a singular
spirit of kindness. Quickly, and even with an aii
of tenderness, as it seems, they carried food to the
decrepit oid bird, and fed it as if it had been only
a fledgling. Struck by this spectaclc, the naturalist
examined the nest from which the birds had .been
taken, and found it was full of husks and the
remains of insects, showing plainly that the oid
bird must have been maintained a long time by jts
vigorous companions, which probably were its own
offspring. Furthcr study of otlier birds of the
same species convinced the naturalist that it was
the custom for the oid and infirin birds to be cared
for by the young and strong.

There are several different species of barbéis
found in Africa and South America», and though
not graceful in shape, many of them are excccd-
ingly beautiful in plumage. They get their flame
of barbel from the French word barbe, mcaning
beard, because they have tufts of stiff hair at the
base of the bili. Naturalists place them in a genus
called Buceo, and some persons cali them puff-birds,
because they have an odd way of puffing out the
feathers all over the body, which then looks more
like a bale of feathers than a bird.

But it has happened, too, that man himself has
been madc the object of a lower animal’s benevo-
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letice; and thus the efforts of a few human beings
in behalfofanimals maybe seen to have had a par-
alie! in countcr-efforts on the part of the animals.
In South America there is a very beautifiil bird
called the agami, or the golden-breasted truinpeter.
It is alDQUt as large in the body as one of our com-
mon barn-yard fowl, l)ut as it has longer legs and
a longer neck it scems much larger. Its general
color is ljlack, but the plumage on the breast is
beautiful beyond dcscription, being what might be
called iridescent, changing, as it continually
does, from a stcel-bluc to a red-gold, and
glittering with a metallic luster.
In its wikl State the agami is not

peculiar foranythingbutits beau-

ty, its cxtraordinary cry, which

has given it the iame oftrum-

peter, and for an odd liabit

ofleaping with comical an-

tics into the air, appar-
mently for its own amuse-

mcnt. When tamed,

however,— and it soon

learns to abandon its

wild ways,— it usually

conceives a violent at-

tachinent for its master,

and, though very jcalous

of his affection, endeavors

to wander, they are quickly biought to a sense of
duty by a sharp reminder from the strong beak of
the vigilant agarai. At night, the faithful guardkin
drives its charge home again.

Sometimes it isgiven the care of aflockofsheep;
and, though it may seem too puny for such a task,
it is in fact quite equa! to it. The misguided sheep
that tries to trifle with the agami soon has cause to
repent the experiment; for, with a swiftness uuri-
valed by any dog, the feathered shcpherd darts

THE DIHD THAT DEFENDS THE SHEEP.

to. please him by a solicitucle for the well-being of
all that bclongs to him, which may fairly be termed
benevolence.

It is never shut up at night as the other fowl are,
but, with a well-deserved liberty, is permitted to take
up its quartevs where it pleascs. In the morning,
it drives the ducks to the water and the chickens to
their fecding-ground; and if any should presume

after the runaway, and with wings and beak drives
it back to its place, not forgetting to impress upon
the offender a sense of its error by frequent pecks
with its sharp beak.

Should a dog think to take advantage of the
scemingly unguarded condition of the shéep and
approach them with evil design, the agami makes
no hesitation about rushing at him and giving
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combat. And it must be a good dog that will
ovetcomc the brave bird. Indeed, most dogs are
so awed by the fierce onset of the agami, accom-
pamed by its straiige cries, that they incontinently
turn about and run, fortUnate if they escape un-
wounded from the indignant creattire.

At meal-times it walks into tlie house and takes
US position near its master, seeming to ask for his
It will not permit the presence of any

caresses.
other pet in the room, and even resents the
mtrusion of any servants not belonging there,

dnvmg out all others before it will be contented.
Like a well-bred dog, it does not clamor for food
but waits with dignity until its wants have beeif

[November,

satisfied. Likc the dog, too, it exhibits the great-
est joy upon the return of its master after an
absence.

Travelers in Guiana and other parts of South
America, north of the Amazon, find the agami
domesticated even by the natives; and one writer
tells of a young bircl which was taken to England
and brought up in the country, It made friends
with the hounds and followed them in the hunts,
having no difliculty in kceping up with them, and
seeming to enjoy the whole affair as much as any
of the paiticipants. This story may not be true,
but it is not improbable; for a bird of the intelii-
gence of the agami might easily do as much.
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A THANKSGIVING DINNER THAT FLEW AWAY.

By H. Butterworth.

“Honk!”

I spun around like a top, looking nervously in
every direction, 1 was familiar with that sound ; 1|
had heard it before, during two summer vacations,
at the oid farra-house 011 the Cape.

It had been a terror to me. | always put adoor,
a fence, or a stone wall between me and thatsound
as speedily as possible.

I had justcome down from the city to the Cape
formy third summer vacation. 1 had leil Uie cars
with my arms full of bundies, and hurried toward
Aunt Targood’s.

The cottage stood in from the roacl. There was
a long meadow in front of it. In the meadow
were two great oaks and some clusters of lilacs.

An oid, mossy stone wall protécted the grounds.

from the road, and a long walk ran from the oid
wooden gato to the cloor.

It was a sunny day, and my heart was light.
The orioles were flaming in the oid orchards; the
bobolinlts were tossing themselves aboutin the long
meaclows oftimothy, daisies, and patches ofclover.
There was a scent of new-mown hay iit the air.

In the distance lay the bay, calm and resplen-
dent, with svhitc sails and specks of boats. Beyond
it rose Maitha's Vineyard, green and cool and
bowery, and at its wharflay a steamer.

I was, as | said, light-hearted. I was thinking
of rides over the sandy roads at the cidése of the
long, bright days; of excursions on the bay; of
clam-bakes and picnics.

I was hungry; and before me rose visions of
Aunt Targood’s fish dinners, roast chickcns, berry
pies. lwasthirsty; but ahead was the'old well-
sweep, and, behind the cool lattice of the dairy
window, were pans of muk in abundance.

| tripped on toward the door with light feet, lug-
ging my bundles and beaded witb perspiration,
but uiimindful of all discdmforts in the thought of
the bright days and good things in store for me.

Honk ! fionk !”

My heart gave a bound !

Whcrc did that sound come from ?

Out of a cool clustcr of innocent-looking lilac
bushes, | saw & davk object cautiously moving. It
seemed to have no head. | knew, however, that
it had a hcad. | had seen it; it had seized me
once on the previous summer, and | had been
in terror of it during all the rest of the season.

I looked down into the irregular grass, and saw
the head and a very long neck running along on

the ground, propelled by the dark body, like a

snake running away from a hall. Itwas coming

toward me, and faster and faster as it approached.
| dropped all iny bundles.

In a few flying leaps | returned to the road again,
and armed myself with a stick from a pile of cord-
wood.

* Honk! honk! honk!”

It was a cakE oftriumph. The head was high in
the air now. My enemy moved grandiy foward, as
became the monarch of the great meadow farm-
yard.

| stood with beating heart, after my retreat.

It was Aunt Targood’s gander,

How he enjoyed his triumph, and how small and
cowardly he made me feel |

“Honk! honk! honk!”

The geese carne out of the lilac bushes, bowing
their heads to him in admiration. Then came the
goslings— a long proccssion of awkward, half-
feathered things: they appeared equally delighted.

The gander seemed to be telling his admiring
audience all about it: how a strange girl with
many bundles had attempted to cross the yard;
how he had driven her back, and had capturad her
bundles, and now was monarch of the field. He
clapped his wings when he had finished his heroic
story, and sent forth such a “ honk I” as might have
startled a major-general.

Then he, with an air of great dignity and cool-
ness, began to examine my baggage.

Among my effects were several pounds ofchoc-
olate caramels, done up in brown paper. Aunt
Targood liked caramels, and | liad brought her
a large supply.

He tnre off the wrappers quickiy. Bit one. It
was good. He began to distribute the bon-bons
among the geese, and they, with much liberality
and good wili, among the goslings.

This was too much. | ventured through the gate
swinging my cord-wood stick.

“Shoo!”

He dropped his head on the ground, and drove
it down the walk in a lively waddie toward me.

“Shoo!"

It was Aunt Targood’s voice at the door.

He stopped immcdiately.

His head was in the air again.

“Shoo!"

Out came Auut Targood with her liroom.

She always corrected the gander with hcrbroom.
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If1 were to be whipped | should choose a broom—
not the stick.

As soon as he beheld the broom he retired, al-
though with much offended pride and dignity, to
the lilac bushes; and the geese and goslings fol-
lowed him.

* Hester, you dear child, come here. | was ex-
pecting you, and had been looking out for you, but
missed sight of you. 1 liad forgotten all about the
ganden”

W e gathered up the bundles and the caramels.
I was light-hearted again.

How cool was the sitting-roora, with the woodbine
falling about the open Windows ! Aunt brought
me a pitcher of milk and some strawberries; some
bread and honey; and a fan.

W hile 1 was restillg and taking my lunch, !
could hear the gander discussing ihe affairs of the
farm-yard with the geese. | did not greatly enjoy
the discussion. His tone of voice was very proud,
and he did not seem to be speaking well of me. 1
was suspicious that he did not think me avery
brave girl. A young person likes to be spoken
well of, even by the gander.

Aunt Targood’s gander had been the terror of
many well-meaning people, and of some evU-doers,
for many years. 1 have seen tramps and pack-
peddlers enter the gate, and start on toward the
door, when there would sound that ringing warn-
ing like a war-blast, “ Honk, honk 1” and in a fevv
minutes these unwelcome people would be gone.
Farm-house boarders from the city would some-
times enter the yard, thinking to draw water by the
oid well-sweep; in a fevwwv minutes it was customary
to heai- shrieks, and to see women and children
flying over the walls, followed by air-rending
“ honks ! ” and jubilant cackles from the victorious
gander and his admiring family.

Aunt Targood sometimes took summerboarders.
Among those that | remember was Reverend Mr.
Bonney, a fervent-souled Methodist preacher. He
put the gander to fiight with the cart-whip, on the
second day after his arrival, and seemingly to
Aunt’s great grief; but he never was troubled by
the featliered tyrant again.

Young couples sometimes carne to Father Bonney
tobemarried; and, one sumraer afternoon, there
rodé up to the gate a very young couple, whom we
afterward learned had “ run away” ; or, rather,
had attempted to get married without their parents’
approval, The young bridegroom hitchcd the
horse, and helped from the carriage the gayly
dressed miss he expected to make his wife. They
started up the walk upon the run, as though they
expected to be followed, and haste was neceMary
to prevent the failure of their plans.

* Honk !~

Thcy stopped. It was a voice of authority.

“ Justlook at him !” said the bride. “ Oh loh!”

The bridegroom cried “ Shoo!” but he might
as well have said “ shoo” to a steam-engine. On
carne the gander, with his head and neck upon the
ground. He seized the lad by the calf of his leg,
and made an immediate application of his wings.
The latter seemed to think he had been attackcd
by dragons. As soon as he could shake him off
he ran. So did the bride, but in another dii-ection;
and while the two were thus perplexed and dis-
comfited, the bride’s father appeared in a carriage,
and gave her a most forcible invitation to ride
home with him. She acccpted it without discus-
sion. What became of the bridegroom, or how
the matter ended, we never knew.

“ Aunt, what makes you keep that gander, year
afteryear ?” said I, one evening, as we wcrc sitting
on the lawn before the door. ‘ Is it because he
is a kind of a watch-dog, and keeps troublesome
people away? ”

“ No, child, no; I do not wish to keep most
people away, not well-behaved people, fior to dis-
tress fior annoy any one. The fact is, there is a
story about that gander that I do not like to speak
of to every one— something that makes me feel
tender toward him; so that if he necds a whip-
ping, | would rather do it. He knows something
that no one else knows. 1 could not have him
killed or sent away. You have heard me speak of
Nathaniel, my oldest boy? ”

“Yes.”

“ That is his picture in my loom, you know.
He was a good boy to me. He loved his mother.
I loved Nathaniel— you cannot think how much 1
loved Nathaniel. It was on rayaccount that he
wcnt away.

“The farm did notproduce enough for us all:
Nathaniel, John, and I. We worked hard and had
a hard time. One year— that was ten years ago
— we were sued for our taxes.

“ “Nathaniel,” said I, ‘1
boarders.’

“ Then he looked up to me and said (Oh, how
noble and handsome he appeared to me!);

* * Mother, I will go to sea.’

will go to taldng

“ ‘“Where ?’ asked 1, in surprlse.
“ “In a coastér.’
“ 1 turned white. How I felt!

‘* *You and John can manage the place,” he
continued. ‘One of the vessels sails next week
— Unele Aaron’s ; he offere to take me.’

“ Itseemed best, and he made preparations to go.

“ The springbefore, SkipperBen— you have met
Skipper Ben— had given me some goosc cggs;
he had brought them from Cafiada, and said
that they were wild-goose eggs.
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* 1 set them under hens. In four weeks | had
three goslings. | took them into the house at first,
but aftenvard made a pen for them outin the yard.
| brought them up myself, and one of those gos-
lings is that gander.

“ Skipper Ben carne ovcr to see me, the day be-
fore Nathaniel was to sail. Aaron carne with him.

“ | said to Aaron;

“ “What can | give to Nathaniel to carry to sea
with him to make him think of home? Cake,
preserves, apples? | have n't got much ; I liave
done all I can for him, poor boy.’

* Brotber looked at me curiously, and said:

* *Give him one of those wild geese, and we will
fatten it on shipboard and will have it for our
Thanksgiving dinner.’

“ What brother Aaron said pleased me. The
young gander was a noble bird, the handsomest
of the lot; and | resolved to keep the geese to kill
for my own use and to give him to Nathaniel.

“ The next morning— itwas late in September—
.1 took leave of Nathaniel. | tried to be calm and
cheerful and hopeful. 1 watched him as he went
down the walk with the gander struggling under
his arms. A stranger would liave laughed, but 1
did not feel like laughing; it was true that the
boys who went coasting were usually gone but
a few months and carne home hardy and happy.
But when poverty compels a mother and son to
part, after they have been true to each other, and
shared their feelings in coramon, it seems hard, it
seems hard— though | do not like to murmur or
complain at anything allotted to me.

“ 1 saw him go over the hill, On the top he
stopped and held up the gander. He disap-
peared; yes, my own Nathaniel disappeared. |
think of him now as one who disappeared.

“ November carne— it was a terrible month on
the coast that year. Storm followed storm; the
sea-faring people talkcd constantly of wrecks and
losses. | could not slecp on the nights of those
high winds. 1 used to lie awake thinking over all
the happy hours I had lived witli Nathaniel.

“ Thanksgivingweek carne.

* It was full ofan Indian-summerbrightness after
the long storms. The nights were frosty, bright,
and calm.

“ 1 could sleep on those calm nights.

“ Onemorning, | thought | heard a strange sound
in the woodland pasture. It was like a wild goose.
1 listened; it was repeatcd. 1 was lying in bed.
| started up — | thought | had been dreaming.

“ On the night before Thanksgiving | wentto bcd
early, being very tired. The moon was full; the
air was calm and still. 1 was thinking of Nathaniel,
and lIwondered ifhc would indeed have the gander
for his Thanksgiving dinner: if itwould be cooked

as well as | would have cooked it, and if he would
think of me that day.

“ | was just going to sleep, when suddenly 1
hcard a sound that made me start up and hold my
breath.

* ‘Honk!"

“ 1 thouglit it was a dream followed by a
nervous shock.

““'Honk! honkJ'

“ There it was again, in the yard. 1 was surely
awake and in my senses.

“ 1 heard the geese cackle.

“ 'Honk! honk! honk!

‘T got out of bed and lifted the curtain. It was
almost as light as day. Instead of two geese there
were three. Had one of the neighbor’s geese
stolen away ?

“ I should have thought so, and should not have
ielt disturbed, but for the reason that none of the
ncighbors’ geese had that peculiar cali— that horn-
like tone that | had noticed in mine.

* 1 went out of the door.

“ The third goose looked like the very gander |
had given Nathaniel. Could it be?

“ 1 did not sleep. | rose early and went to the
crib for some corn.

‘It w/as a gander — a ‘wild’ gander— that had
come in the night. He seemed to know me.

“ 1 trembled all over asthough I had seen aghost.
I was so faint that | sat down on the meal-chest.

“ As | was in that place, a bili pecked against the
door, The door opened. The strange gander
carne hobbling over the crib-stone and went to the
corn-bin. He stopped there, looked at me, and
gave a son of glad “ honk,” as though he knew me
and was glad to see me.

“ 1 was certain that he was the gander | had
raised, and that Nathaniel had lifted into the air
when he gave me his last recognition from the
top of the liiil,

“ It overcamc me. Itwas Thanksgiving. The
church bell would soon be ringing as on Sunday.
And here was Natlianiel’'s Thanksgiving dinner;
and brother Aaron’s— had it flown away ? Where
was the vessel ?

“ Years have passed — ten. You know 1 waited
and waited for my boy to come back. Decem-
ber grew dark with its rainy seas; the snows fcll;
May lighted up the hills, but the vessef never
carne back. Nathaniel— my Nathaniel — never
returncd.

“ That gander knows something he could tell me
if he could talk. Birds liave memories. He re-
membered the corn-crib — he remembered some-
I wish he could talk, poor bird ! I wish
I will never sell him, fior kill him,
He knows!"

thing else.
he could”talk.
fior have him abuscd.
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TWO MEN OF COLOGNE.

By Emma C. Dowd.

A long timo ago, there lived, in Cologno,
Otto von Hiller and'Rupert Van Tono;
And Otto wrote fables,
But Rupert made tabies—
“ The very best tablee that ever were known
So said every sensible frau in Cologne.

“ Briond Rupert,” said Otto von Killer, one day,
“ Come, tell me the wonderful reason, | pray,
W hymen cali you clever,
When, really you never
Professed to have very much learning, you know,
And |— well, in truth, I 'vo enough for a show
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“1’'m master of Latin, I 'm famous in Greek,
Both French and Italian | fiuently speak;
I could talk by the year
Of our nation’s career;
Yet, some one has said— to his shamo be it
known—
That | aar the stupidest man in Cologne!”

Said Rupert Van Tone; “ If you "1 promise to
try it,
I Tl tell you tho secret;— | 've learnod to keep
quiet.”
“But 1've so much to say !"—
“’T wont spoil in a day;

VOL. XI.— 2.
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Who lets his tongas run like a vibrating lever
Stands very small chance of being called clever.”

But he 'd “ 30 much to say,” this Otto von Hiller;
T was novi to the judge, and now to the miller;
Ho 'd appear without warning,
And stay all the morning,
Till his hearers would sigh as ho left, “What a drone!
He is truly the stupidest man in Gologne.”

But Ruport Van Tone worked on at his trade;
He listened and thought, but his words he well weighed,
Till at twoscore and twenty
He 'd moncy in plenty;
And through summer and winter his mmnsion was known
As the homo of the cleverest man in Gologne.

*»
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WINTER FUN.

By William O. Stoddard.

Chapter [

“ Now, Lavaujer, that cutter 's all you have to
show for as hard a montli's work as ever you
did ”

“ But, Mother, just look at it.”

“That's what I 'm doing, now. You 've had it
painted red, and varnished, and there ’'s room in it
for two, if neither one of 'em was too heavy ”

“ Now, Mother, you ought to try it. 1’1l take
you to meeting in it, next Sunday, It runs—
well, you ought to see how the sorrel cok gets
along, with that cutter behind him.”

“And I 'm not sorry you 've got something for
him to do. You 've been ‘raising’ him, as you
cali it, ever since you were a twelve-year-old, and
he was a yearling then.”

Mrs. Stebbins had indeed been looking hard at
her son’s new “ cutter,” and she had taken a good
five minutes to tell him all she thought about it;
but there was pride in her eye as she turned to go
into the house. He did not hear her mutter:

“He’'s the smartest boy in all Benton Valley,
and now he has the nicest horse and cutter. |
guess it wont spoil him.”

He was leading his sorrel pet, with the trim little
sleigh behind him, through the gate that led to the
b~ It was a grand thing for a country boy of
his age to have such an “ outfit,” all his own.

If he were not just a little “ spoiled,” it was no
fault of his mother’s, for he was her only son, and
she had talked to him and about him for almost
seventeen years. He looked a year or so older
than that, to be sure, and his mother said he
knew enough for a man of forty. She had named
him “ Le Voyageur,” afteragreat French traveler,
whose iame she had seen in a book when she was
a girl, but the Valley boys had shortened it into
“Vosh.”

“ Now, Jeff,” he said, as he cast the sorrel loose
from the cutter, “ 1 'm not sure but you ’'ll have a
better load to haul next time you 're hitched in.”

Jeff whinnied gently, as if to express his willing-
ness for any improvement, and Vosh led him into
the stable.

“ City folks know some things,” he remarkedto
Jeff, while he poured some oats in the manger;

butl don’t believe they knowwhat good sleighing
is. We 'll show 'em, as soon as we get some bells,
and the deacon has more buffalo-robes than he
knows what to do with.”

That was a good half-hour before supper-time,
and he seemed jn no hurry to get into the house;
but it was odd that his mother, at the very same
time, should have been talking to herself, in de-
fault of any other hearer, about “ city folks,” and
their ways and by-ways and short-comings.

Down the road a little distance, and on the other
side of it, a very different pair of people were even
more interested in city folk, and chiefly in the fact
that certain ofthem segmed to be expected at the
house where the pair were conversing.

It was away back in the great, oid-fashioned
Idtchen of a farm-house, as large as three of the
one in which Mrs. Stebbins was getting supper
for Vosh.

“ Aunt Judith, I hear 'em |”

“ Now, Pen, my child !'”

The response carne from the milk-room, and
was followed by the sound of an empty tin milk-
pan falling on the floor.

“ It sounded like bells 1”

i | t’'s the wind, Pen. But they ought to be
here by this time, | declare.”

“ There, Aunt Judith!”

Pen suddenly darted out of the Idtchen, leaving
the long hind-legs of a big pair of waffle-irons
sticking helplessly out from the open door of the
stove.

Penelope!” cried Aunt Judith. *“ 1
There, | 've dropped another
I just
Poor

“ Pen!
declare, she 's gone.
pan. 'What is the matter with me to-night ?
do want to see those children, | suppose.
things! How coid they will bel ”

Penelope was prcssing her eager, excited little
face cidse to the frost flowers on the sitting-room
window. It was of no use, coid as it made the tip
of her nose, to strain her blue eyes across the
snowy fields, or up the white, glistening reaches
of the road. There was nothing like a sleigh in
sight, Aior did her sharpest listening bring her any
sound of Corning sleigh-bells.

“Pen! Penelope Farnhaml” interrupted her
aunt. “ What 's that a-bumin’? Sakcs alive ! If
she has n't gone and stuck those waffle-irons in
the fire. She’s put a waffle in 'em, too.”

Yes, and the smoke of the lost waffle was carry-
ing tales into the milk-room.

“ Oh, Aunt Judith, | forgot1
try one "

“ Just like you,
always a-tryin’ somethin’.

| just wanted to

Penelope Farnham. You 're
If you are n't a trial to
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me, | would n’'t say so. Now, don’t touch the
waffles once again. On no account!”

“ It ’s all burned as black ”

“ Courseitis. Black as a coal. | 'd ha’ thought
you 'd ha’ known better 'n that. Wby, when 1 was
ten year oid, | could ha’ cooked for a fam’ly.”

“ Guess 1 could do that,” said Pen, resolutely;
but at that very moment Aunt Judith was shaking

mput the smoking remains of the spoiled waffle, and
she curtly responded;

“ That looks like it.
myet.”

You ’il burn up the irons

Halfa minute of silence followed, and then she
again spoke from the milk-room:

* Peneiope, look at the sitting-room fire and see
if it needs any more wood. They 'U be more 'n
halffroze when they get here.”

Pen obeyed, but it only needed one glance into
the great, roaring fire-place to make sure that
nobody could even half freeze in the vicinity of
that blaze.

A stove was handier to cook by, and therefore
Mr. Farnham had put aside his old-fashioned
notions to the extent of having one set up in the
kitchen. The parlor, too, he said, belonged to his
wife more than it did to him, and so there was a
stove there also, and it was hard at work now. He
had insisted, however, that the wide, low-ceilinged,
comfortable sitting-room should remain a good
deal as his father had left it to him, and there the
fire-place held its own. That was one reason why
it was the pleasantest room in the house, especially
on a winter evening.

Peneiope had known that fire-place a long while.
She had even played “ hide and seek” in it, in
warm weather, when it was bright and clean; but
she thought she had never seen a better fire in it
than the one that wasblazing cheerily this evening,
as if it knew that guests were expected, and in-
tended to do its part in the welcoming.

“Suchabig back-log,” Pen said to Aunt Judith,
who had followed her in, after all, to make sure.

“ Yes, and the fore-stick 's a foot through. Your
father heaped it up, just before he set out for
town. He might a’most as well ha’ piled a whole
tree in.”

“ Father likes fire. So do I.”

“ Pie 'savery wasteful man with his wood, never-
theless! Pen, what do you intend to do with that
poker? Do you want to have the top logs rolling
across the fioor?”

“ That one lies crooked.”

‘*“My child 1 1 daré n’'t leave you alone a min-
ute. Yo'u'll burn the house over our heads, some
day.”

Pen obeyed. She lowered the long, heavy, iron

rod and laid it down on the hearth, but such a fire

as'that was a terrible temptation. Almost any
man in the worid might have been glad to bave
a good poke at it, if only to see the showers of
sparks go up from the glowing hickory logs.

“ There they come !”

Pen turned away from the fire very suddenly,
and Aunt Judith put her hand to her ear and took
off her spectacles, so she could listen better.

* 1 should n't wonder ” she began.
“That's the sound of sleigh-bells, I 'm sure!
It’s our sleigh, 1 know it is! Shall | begin to

make the waffles ?”

* No, indeed; but you can get out that chiny
thing your mother bought to put the maple sirup
in.”

“ Oh, I forgot that.”

She brought it out immediately, and it must
have been the only thing she had forgotten when
she set the table, for she had walked anxiously
around it, twenty times at least, since she put the
last piate in its place.

Faint and far, from away dowii the road, be-
yond the turn, the winter wind brought up the
merry jingle of the bells. By the time Pen had
obtained the china pitcher for the sirup from its
shelf in the closet and once more darted to the
window, she could see her father’s black team,
blacker than ever against the snow, trotting to-
ward the house magnificently.

“* Don’'tl wish I 'd gonewith tliem !” she sighed.
“ But it was Corry’s turn. | guess Susie isn’t used
to ivaffles, but she can’t belp liking them.”

That was quite possible, but her appreciation of
them would probably depend upon whether Pen-
elope or Aunt Judith should have the cate ofthe
waffle-irons.

Jingle-jangle-jingle, louder and louder came the
inen-y bells, till they stopped at the great gate,
and a tall boy sprang out of the sleigh to open it
The front door of the house swung open quicker
than did the gate, and Pen was on the stoop,
shouting anxiously:

“ Did they come, Corry ? Did you get them?”

A deep voice from the sleigh responded, with a
chuckle:

“ Yes, Pen, we caught them both.
right here and they can’t get away now.”

“ | see Cousin Susie!” was Pen’s response as
she rushed toward the sleigh, at that moment
remembering, however, to turn and shout back
into the house; “ Aunt Judith, here they arel
They 're both in the sleigh !”

But ihere was her aunt already in the door-way,
with the steaming waffle-irons in one hand.

“ Sakes alive, child! You'll freeze the whole
house if you leave the door open! Poor things—
and they are n't used to coid weather!”

They're
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Aunt Judith must have had an idea that it was
always summer in the city.

The sleigh jangled right up to the bottom step
of the stoop, now, and Mr. Famham sprang out
first and then his wife. They were followed by a
young lady into whose arms Pen fairly jumped,
cxcLaiming:

“ Susie ! Susie Hudson !'”

There were no signs of frost on Susie's rosy
cheeks, and she hugged Penelope'vigorously. Just
behind her there descended from the sleigh, in a
rather more dignified style, a boy who may have
been two years younger, say fourteen or fifteen, and
who evidently felt that the occasion called upon
him for his self-possession.

“ Pen,"said her mother, “ don't you mean to
kiss Cousin Porter ?”

Pen was ready. Her little hands went out, and
her bright welcoming face was lifted for the kiss,
which Porter Hudson bestowed in gallant fashion.
Susie had paid her country cousins a long summer
visit only the year before, while Porter had not
been seen by any of them since he was four years
oid. Both he and they had forgotten that he had
ever been so young as that.

Mr. Farnham started for the barh with his team,
biddingCorry accompany his cousins into the house,
and Aunt Judith was at last able to ciése the door
behind thcin and keep a little of the winter from
Corning in.

It took but half a minute to help Susie and
Porter Hudson “ get their things off,” and then
Aunt Judith ali but forced them into the chairs she
had set for them in front of the great fire-place.

“ What a splendid tire !" exclaimed Susie, the
glowofit making hervery pretty face look brighter
and happier. She had alreadywon Aunt Judith’s
heart over again by being so glad to see her, and
she kept right on winning it needlessiy, for evei-y-
thing about that rooin had to be looked at twice,
and admired, and informed how *“ pretty” or
“lovely” or “ nice ” it was.

“ It is, indeed, a remarkably fine fire,” added
Porter, with emphasis.

“And we're going to have waffles and maple
sugar for supper,” said Pen. “ Don’'t you like
ivaffles 27

“ Yes, indeed !” said Porter.

“ And after such a sleigh-ride," chimed in Susie.
“ The sleighing is splendid ! Delightful 17

“ Is n't there more snow here than you have in
the city?” inquired Cony of Porter.

“ Yes, a little,” he acknowledged.
we have to have ours removed as fast as
down. We must get it out of the way, you know.”

It isn’l in the way, here; we ’'d have a high
time of it, if we tried to get rid of our snow.”

“ But then
it comes

“ 1 should say you would. And then it does

very well, where the péople make use of sleighs.”

“ Don’'t you have them in the city?” exclaimed
Pen, who was looking at her cousin witli eyes that
were full of pity j but at that moment Aunt Judith
called to her, from the kitchen:

“ Penelope! Come and watch the waffle-irons,
while I make the tea." '

“ Waffles ! ” exclaimed Susie.
made."

“ Come with me, then,” said Pen. “ I'li show
you. That s, ifyou ’'re warm enough.”

“Warm?” echoed Susie. “ Why, | was n’t coid,
one bit. I ’'m warm as toast"

Out they went, and there were so many errands
on the hands of Aunt Judith and Mrs. Farnham,
just then, that the girls had the kitchen stove to
themselves for a few momcnts. Pen may have been
several years the younger, but she was consdous
of a feeling of immense superiority in her capacity
ofcook. She kept it until, as she was going over,
for Susie’s benetit, a list of her neighbors and tell-
ing what had become of them since her cousin’s
summervisit, Mr. Farnham carne in at the kitchen
door and almost instantly exclaimed:

“ Mind your waffles, Pen! They'rebuming!”

“ Why, so they are. That-one is. just a little.
1 was telling Susie "

“ A little? My child!"
dith. “ Why, it’s burned to a crisp ;
Give me those irons.”

“ Now, Aunt Judith,” pleaded Pen. “ please fill
them up for Susie to try. Iwant to show her how.”

The look on Susie's face was quite enough to
keep Aunt Judith from uttering a word of objec-
tion, and the rich, creamy batter was poured into
the smoking raold.

“Don’tletit burn, Susie,"cautionedPen. “ They
must come out when they 're just a good brown.
1'’il show you,”

Susie set herself to watch the fate of that waffle
most diligently, but she had not at all cnnnted on
what might come in the meantimec.

A visitor, for instance.

Susie had already asked about the Stebbinses,
and Pen had answered:

“They know you're coming. Vosh was here
this very morning, and 1 told him.”

Only a few minutes before Aunt Judith poured
out that waffle, Mrs. Stebbins had said to her
son;

“ 1 heerd the Deacon’s sleigh come up the road,
Lavaujer. Take a tea-cup and go over and borry
a little tea from Miss Farnham. And tell me how
the city folks look, when you come back.”

She told him a greatdeal more than that before
he got out of the door with his tea-cup, and it

“ 1 never saw any

interrupted Aunt ju-
Oh. dear!
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looked as if he were likely to have several ques-
tions to answer when he returned.

He escaped a little unceremoniously, in the
middle of a long sentence; and so, just when Susie
was mostdeeply absorbed in her cxperiment, there
carne a loud rap at the kitchcn door. Then, with-
out waiting for any one to come and open it, the
door swung back and in walked Vosh as large as
life, with the tea-cup in his hand.

He did look large, but no amount of frost or fire
could have made him color as red as he did when
Susie Hudson left the irons and stepped forward to
shake hands with him.

“ How do you do, Vosh? Howis your mother?”

“ Pretty well, thank you. How do yon do?
Mother ’'s very well, thank you. And you 're just
as you were last summer, only prettier.”

The one great weakness in the character of Vosh
Stebbins was that he could not help telling the
truth, tosave his life. 1t wasvery awkward for him
sometimes, and now, before Susie could smother
her laugh and make up her mind what to answer
him, he held out his tea-cup to Aunt Judith ;

“ Miss Farnham, Mother told me to borrow a
drawingoftea. We 'renotoutoftea, butshe heard
the Deacon’s sleigh-bclls, and she wanted to know
if the folks from the city had come.”

“ They 've come,” almost snapped Aunt Judith.
“ Susie and her brother. Please ask your mother
if she can send me over a dozen eggs.”

“We 'll send them over in a few minutes,”
Vosh.

“ W alk into the sitting-room, Vosh, and see our
other cousin,” said Pen. “ Corry’s there, too. O
Susie ! Our waffle 's bumed again !”

“ Dear me, so it has!”

“ Never mind, Susie,” said Aunt Judith, hos-
pitably, as she shook out the procecds of all that
cookery upon a piate. “ It’s only spoiled on one
side. There’'re alwayssome o’ them burned. Some
folks like them better when they 're crisp.”

Vosh looked as if he would willingly stay and
see how the next trial succeeded; but politeness
required him to walk on into the sitting-room and
be introduced to Portcr Hudson.

“ Vosh,” said Corry, “ Porter 'snever been in the
country in winter, before, in all his life, and he’s
come to stay ever so long.”

“That's good,” began Vosh, but he was inter-

said

rupted by an invitation from Mrs. Farnham to

stay to supper and eat some waffles. He very
promptly replied;
“ Thank you, | don’t care if I do. | threw our

waffle-irons at Bill Hinks’s dog, one day last fall.
It almost killed him, but it broke the irons, and
we 've been intcnding to have them mended, ever
since. We have n’'t done it yet, though, and so
we haven’t had any waffles.”

Aunt Judith had now taken hold of the business
at the kitchen stove, for Susie had made one tri-
umphant success and she might not do as well
next time. AU the rest were summoned to the
supper table.

The room was at one glow of light and warmth.
The maple sugar had been inelted to the exact
degree of richness required. The waffles were
coming in rapidly and in perfcct condition. Every-
body had been hungry and felt more so now, and
even Porter Hudson was compelled to confcss that
the first supper of his winter visic in the country
was at least equal to any he could remember eat-
ing anywherc.

“ City folks,” remarked Penelope, “ don’'t know
how to cook waffles, but 1’'ll tcach Susie. Then
she can make them for you when you go back.
Only you can’t do it without milk and eggs.”

“ We can buy thcm,” replied Porter.

“ Of course you can, only they are not such
eggs as we have. You'll have to send up here
for your maple sugar.”

.“ We can buy that, too, | guess.”

“ But we get it fresh from the trees.
different from the kind you buy in the city.
ought to be here in sugar time.”

“ Pen,” said her father, “ we’'re going to keep
them both till then, and make them ever so sweet
before we let them go home.”

He was glancing rapidly from one to another of
those four fresh young faces, as he spoke. He did
not say so; but he was tracing that very curious
thing which we cali “ a family likeness.” It was
there, widely as the faces varied otherwise. Per-
haps the city cousins, with special help from Susie,
had a little advantage in looks. But then Aunt
Judith had had the naming of her brother’s chil-
dren, and Penelope and Coriolanus were longer
fiames than Porter and Susan. There is a good
deal in Aames, if they are rightly shortened.

It ’'s very
You

(To be cofitinued-i
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A YOUNG SEAMSTRESS.

A YOUNG SEAMSTRESS.

By Mary L. B. Branch.

I"AM iearning how to sew,” said an eager little maid;
I push the needle in and out, and make the stitches strong -
I 'm sewing blocks of patchwork for my dolly’s pretty bed,
And Mamma says, the way | work it wil not take me long,
It 's over and over— do you know
How over-and-over stitches go ?

I have began a handkerchief; Mamma turned in the edge.
And basted it with a pink thread to show me where to sew.
It has Greenaway children on it stepping staidly by a hedge;"’
I look at them when 1 get tired, or the needle pricks, you know.
And that is the way | learn to hem
With hemming stitches— do you know them?

and darn, and back-stitch, too | guess

Next | shall learn to run,
if 'twas n't for the’ thread; "’

It would n't take me, long, | know,
But the knots kcep coming, and besides— | shall have to confess—
Sometiines | slip my thimble off, and use my thumb instead!
When your thread knots, what do you do ?

And does it turn all brownish, too?

My papa, he’s a great big man, as much as six feet high;
He 's more than forty, and his hair has gray mixed with the black:
Well, he can’t sew ! he can’t begiti to sew as well as 1.
If he loses off a button, Mamma has to set it back!
You mustn’t think me proud, you know,
But I am seven, and / can sew |”
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SOPHIE'S

By Louisa

A PARTY of young girls, in their gay bathing
dresses; were sitting on the beach waiting for the
tide to rise a little higher before they enjoyed the
daily frolic which they called “ raermaiding.”

“ 1 wish wc could have a clam-bake, but
have n't any clams, and don’t know how to cook
them if we had, It’s such a pity all the boys have
gone off on that stupid fishing excursion,” said
one girl in a yellow-and-black striped suit which
made her look like a wasp.

“ What is a clam-balce? | do not know that
kind of féte,” asked a pretty brown-eyed girl, with
an accent that betrayed the forelgner.

The girls laughed at such sad ignorance, and
Sophie colored, wishing she had not spoken.

“ Poor thing! she has never tasted a clam.
W hat should we do if we went to Switzerland ?”
said the wasp, who loved to tease.

“ We should give you the best we had, and not
laugh at your ignorance, if you did not know all
our dishes. In my country, we have politcness
though not the clam-bake,” answered Sophie, with
a flash of the brown eyes which warned naughty
Di to desist.

“We might row to the light-house, and have a
picnic supper. Our mammas will let us do that
alone,” siiggested Dora from the roof of the bath-
house, where she perched likc a flamingo.

“That's a good idea,” cried Fanny, a slendcr
brown girl who sat dabbling her feet in the water,
with her hair streaming in the wind. *“ Sophie
should see that, and get some of the shells she
likes so much.”

“ You are kind to think of me. 1 shall be glad
to have a necldace of the pretty things as a sou-
venir of this eso charming place and my good
friend,” answered Sophie, with a grateful look at
Fanny, whose many attentions had won the
stranger’s heart.

“ Those boys bave n’'t left us a single boat, so
we must dive off the rocks, and that is n't half
so nice,” said Di, to change the subject, being
ashamed of her rudeness.

“ A boat is just coming round the Point; per-
haps we can hire that and have some fun,” cried
Dora from her perch. “ Thcre is only a girlin it;
1’1 hail her when she is near enough.”

Sophie looked about her to see where the hail
was coming from; but the sky was clear, and she

we

SECRET.
M. Alcott.

waitcd to see what ncw meaning this word might
have, not daring to ask for fear of another laugh.

W hile the giiis watch the boat float around the
farther horn of the crcscent-shaped beach, we
shall have time to say a few words about our little
heroine.

She was a sixteen-year-old Swiss girl, on a visil
to some American friends, and liad come to the
sea-side for a month with one of them who was an
invalid. This left Sophie to the tender mercies of
the young people, and they gladly welcomed the
pretty creature, with her fine manners, foreign
ways, and many accomplishments. But she had
a quick temper, a funriy little accent, and dressed
so very plainly that the girls could not rcsist criti-
cising and teasing her in a way that seemed very
ill-bred and unkind to the new-comer.

Their free and easy ways astonished her, their
curious language bewildered her, and their igno-
rance of many things she had been taught made
her wonder at the American education she had
heard so much praised. AU had studied Frencli
and German, yet fcw read or spoke either tongue
correctly or undcrstood lier easily when she tried
to talk to tbem. Their music did not amount to
much, and in the games they played their wani
of useful information amazed Sophie. One did
not know ihe signs of the zodiac; another could
only say of cotton that “ it was stuff that grew
down South ” ; and a third was not sure whether a
frog was an animal or a reptile, while the hand-
writing and spelling displayed on these occasions
left much to be desired. Yet all were fifteen or
sixtecn, and would soon leave school “ finished,”
as they expressed it, but not fnmished, as they
should have been, with a solid, sensible education.
Dress was an all-absorbing topic, sweetmeats their

delight, and in confidential moments sweethearts
were discussed with great freedom. Fathers
were conveniences, mothers comforters, brothcrs

plagues, and sisters ornaments or playthings ac-
cording to their ages. They were not hard-
hearted girls, only frivolous, idie, and fond of fun,
and poor little Sophie amused them immensely
till they learned to admire, love, and respect her.
Coming straight from Paris, they expected to
find that her trunks contained the latest fashions
for demoiselles, and begged to see her dresses
with girlish interest. But when Sophie obligingly
showed a few simple but pretty and appropriate
gowns and hats, they exclaimed with one voice:
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“Why, you dress like a little girl! Don’t
you have ruffles and lace on your dresses? and
silks and high-heeled boots, and long gloves, and
busties and corscts, and things like ours ?”

“ 1 am a litile girl,” laughed Sophie, hardly
underetanding their dismay. “ W hat should | do
with fine toilettes at school? My sisters go to
balls in silk and lace; but 1— not yet.”

“ How queer! Is your father poor? ” asked Di,
with Yankce bluntness.

“ We have enough,” answered Sophie, slightly
knitting her dark brows.

“ How many servants do you keep ?”

“ But five, now that the little ones are grown
up.”

“ Have you a piano?” continued undaunted Di,
while the others affected to be looking at the
books and pictures strewn about by the hasty un-
packing.

“ We have two pianos, four violins, three flutes,
and an orgaii. We love music and all play, from
Papa to little Franz.”

“ My gracious, how swell! You must live in a
big house to hoy ail that and eight brothers and
sisters.”

“ We are not peasants ; we do not live in a hut.
Voila, this is my home.” And Sophie laid before
them”™ a fine photograph of a large and elegant
house on lovely Lake Geneva.

It was droll to see the change in the faces of the
girls as they looked, admired, and slyly nudged
one another, enjoying saucy Di’s astonishment,
for she had stoutly insisted that the Swiss girl was
a poor relation.

Sophie meanwhile was folding up her plain
piqué and muslin frocks, with a glimmer of mirth-
ful satisfaction in her eyes and a tender pride in
the work of loving hands now far away.

Kind Fanny saw a little quiver of the lips as she
smooched the blue corn-flowers in the best hat,
and put her arm round Sophie, whispering:

“ Never mind, dear, they don’'t mean to be
rude; it’s only our Yankce way of asking ques-
tions. | .like all your things, and that hat is
perfectly lovely.”

“ Indeed, yes! DearMamma arranged it for me.
I was thinking of her and longing for my morning
kiss.”

“ Do you do that every day ?” asked Fanny, for-
getting herself in her sympathetic interest.

“ Surely, yes. Papa and Mamma sit always on
the sofa, and we all have the hand-shake and the
embrace each day before our morning coffee. |
do not see that here,” answered Sophie, who sorely
missed the affectionate respect foreign children
give their parents.

“ Have n'ttime,” said Fanny, smiling too, at the

idea of American parents sitting still for five min-
utes in the busiest part of the busy day to kiss their
sons and daughters.

“ It is what you cali old-fashioned, but a sweet
fashion to me, and since | have not the dear, warm
cheeks to kiss, | embrace my pictures often. See,
I have them all.” And Sophie unfolded a Russia
leather case, displaying with pride a long row of
handsome brothers and sisters with the parents in
the midst.

More exclamations from the girls, and increased
interest in “ Wilhelmina Tell,” as they christened
the loyal Swiss maiden, who was now accepted as
a companion, and soon became a favorite with oid
and young.

They could not resist teasing her, however— her
mistakes were so amusing, her little flashes of
temper so dramatic, and her tongue so quick to
give a Sharp or witty answer when the new lan-
guage did not perplex her. But Fanny always
took her part and helped her in many ways. Now
they sat together on the rock, a pretty pair of mer-
maids with wind-tossed hair, wave-washed feet,
and eyes fixed on the approaching boat.

The girl who sat in itwas a great contrast to the
gay crcatures grouped so picturesquely on the
shore, for the oid straw hat shaded a very anxious
face, the brown calic6 gown covered a heart full of
hopes and fears, and the boat that drifted so slowly
with the incoming tide carried Tilly Reed like a
young Columbus toward the new world she longed
for, believed in, and was resolved to discover.

It was a weather-beaten little boat, yet very
pretty, for a pile of nets lay at one end, a creel of
red lobsters at the other, and all between stood
baskets of beriies and water-lilies, purple marsh-
rosemary and orange butterfly-wccd, shells and
great smooth stones such as artists like to paint
litele sea-views on. A tarae gull perched on the
prow, and the morning sunshine glittered from
the blue water to the bluer sky.

“ Oh, how pretty! Come on, please, and sell
us some lilies,” cried Dora, and roused Tilly from
her waking dream.

Pushing back her hat, she saw the girls beckon-
ing, felt that the critical moment had come, and
catching up her oars rowed bravely on, though her
cheeks reddened and her héait beat, for this vent-
ure was her last liope, and on its success depended
the desire of her life. As the boat approached,
the watchers forgot its cargo to look with surprise
and pleasure at its rower, for she was not the
rough, country lass they expected to see, but a
really splendid girl of fifteen, tall, broad-shoul-
dered, bright-eyed and blooming, with acertain shy
dignity of her own, and a very sweet smile, as she
nodded and pulled in with strong, steady strokes.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



.883,] —
sophie’s

Before they could offer help, she had risen, plaiited
an oar in the water, and, leaping to the shore,
pulled her boat high up on the beach, offering her
wares witli wistful eyes and a very expressive wave
of both brown hands.

“ Everything is for sale, if you Tibuy,” said she,

Charmed with the novelty of this little advent-
ure, the girls, after scampering to the bathing-
houses for purses and porte-monnaies, crowded
around the boat like butterflies about a thistle,
all eager to buy, and to discoverwho this bonny
fisher-maiden might be.

“ Oh, see these beauties !” “ A dozen lilies for
me !'" “ Ali the yellow flowers for me, they Tl be
so becoming at the dance to-night!” “ Owl that
lob bites awfully !” “ Where do you come from ?”
“ W hy have we never seen you before ?”

These were some of the exclamations and ques-
tions showered upon Tilly as she filled little birch-
bark panniers with berries, dealt but flowers, or
dispensed handfuis of shcUs. Iler eyes shone, her
cheeks glowed, her heart danced in her bosom, for
this was a better beginning than she had dared to
hope for, and as the dimes tinkled inlo the tin pail
she used for her till, it was the sweétest music she
had ever heard. This hearty welcome banislied
her shyness, and in these eager, girlish customers
she found it easy to confide.

“1'm from the light-house, You have* never
seen me bccause | never eame before, except with
fish for the hotel. But | mean to come every day,
if folks will buy my things, for I want to make
some money, and this is the only way.in which 1
can do it.”

Sophie glanced at the oid hat and worn shoes
of the speaker, and, dropping a bright half-dollar
into the pail, said in her pretty way :

For me all these lovely shells. 1 will make
necklaces of them for my people at home as sou-
venirs of this charming place. If you will bring
me more, | shall be much grateful to you.”

“ Oh, thank you! 1°ll bring heaps; 1
where to find beauties in places where other folies
can’'t go. Please take these— you paid too much
for the shells,” and quick to feel the kindness of
the stranger, Tilly put into her hands a little bark
canoe heaped with red raspberries.

Not to be outdone by the foreigner, the other
g~ ls empticd their purses and Tilly’s boat also of
all but the iobsters, which were ordeied for the
hotel.

“ Is that jolly bird for sale ?” asked Di, as the
iast berry vanished, pointing to the gull who was
swimming near them while the chatter went on.

“If you can catch him,” laughed Tilly, whose
spirits were now the gayest of the party.

The girls dashedinto the water and, with fhrieks

know

secret.

'of merriment, swam away to capture the gull, who

paddied off as if he enjoyed the fun as much as
tney.

Leaving them to splash vainly to and fro, Tilly
swung the creel to her shoulder and went off to
leave her lobsters, longing to dance and sing to the
music of the silver clinking in her pocket.

When she carne back, the bird was far out of
reach and the girls diving from her boat, which
they had launched without leave. Too happy to
care what happened now, Tilly threw herselfdown
on the warm sand to plan a new and stiU finer
cargo for next day.

Sophie carne and sat beside her while she dried
her curly hair, and in five minutes her sympa-
thetic face and sweet ways had won Tilly to tell
all her hopes and cares and dreams.

* 1 wantschooling, and I mean to have it.
got no folks of my own, and Unele has married
again; so he doesn’'tneed me now. Ifl only had a
little money, | could go to school somewhere, and
take care of myself. Last summer | worked at
the hotel, but I did n't make much, and had to
have good clothes, and that took my wages pretty
much. Sewing is slow work, and haby-tending
leaves me no time to study; so | 've kept on at
home picking berries and doing what | could to
pick up enough to buy books. Aunt thinksJ'm a
fool; but Unele, he says, ‘ Go ahead, girl, and see
what you can do.” And | mean to show him !'”

Tilly’s brown hand carne down on the sand with
aresolute thump, and her clear young eyes looked
bravely out across the wide sea, as if far away in
the blue distance she saw her hope happily ful-
filled.

Sophie’s eyes shone approval, for she understood
this love of indepcndence and had come to Amer-
ica because she longed for new scenes and greater
freedom than her native land could give her. Edu-
cation is a kige word, and both girls felt that
desire for seif-improvement that comes to all cner-
getic natures. Sophie had laid a good foundation,
but still desired more, while Tilly was just climb-
ing up the first steep slope which rises to the
heights few attain, yet all may strive for.

“ That is beautiful! You will do it! | am
glad to help you if I may. See, | have many
books, will you take some of them? Come to my
room to-morrow and take what will best please
you. We will say nothing of it, and it will make
me a truly great pleasure.”

As Sophie spoke, her little white hand touched
the strong, sunburned one that turned to meet and
grasp hers with grateful warmth, while Tilly’s face
betrayed the hunger that possessed her, for it
looked as a starving girl's would look when offered
a generous meal.

I 've
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“ 1 tvill come. Thank you so much ! 1 don’t
know anything, but just blunder along and do the
best I can. | got so discouraged | was real des-
perate, and thought 1'd have onc try and see if
I could n't earn enough to get books to study this
winter. Folks buy berrics at the cottages, so |
Just added flowers and shells, and I'm going to
bring my boxes of buttorflies, birds’ eggs, and sea-
weeds. |’'ve got lots of such titings, and people
seem to likc spending money down here. 1 often
wish 1 had a little of what they throw away.”

Tilly paused with a sigh, then laughed as an
impaticnt movemcnt caused a silver clink; and
slapping her pocket, she added gayiy;

“ 1 wont blame 'em if they’ll only throw their
money in here.”

Sophie’s hand wcnt involuntarily toward her
own pocket, where lay a plump purse, for Papa

“and KEPT them

was generous, and simple Sophie had few wants.
But something in the intelligent face opposite
made her hcsitate to offer, as a gift, what she felt
sure Tilly would refuse, preferring to eam her
education if she could.

“ Come often, then, and let me exchangc these
stupid bilis for the lovely things you bring. We
will come this afternoon to see you ifwe may, and
I shall like the buttcrflies. 1 try to catch them; but
people tell me I am too oid to run, so | have not
many.”

Proposed in this way, Tilly fell into the little
trap, and presently rowed away with all her might
to set her possessions in order, and put her precious
earnings in a_safe place. The mermaids clung

about the boat as long as they dared, making a
pretty tableau for the artists on the rocks, then
swam to shore, more than ever eager for the picnic
on Light-house Island.

They went, and had a merry time, while Tilly
did the honors and showed them a room full of
treasures gathered from earth, air, and water, for
she led a lonely life, and found friends among the
fishes, made playmates of the birds, and studied
rocks and flowers, clouds and waves, when books
were wanting.

The girls bought gulls’ wings for their hats,
queer and lovely shells, eggs and insccts, sea- weeds
and carved wood, and for their sraall brothers,
birch baskcts and toy ships, made by Unele Hiram,
whohadbeen a sailor.

When TiUy had sold nearly everything she pos-
sessed (for Fanny and Sophie bought whatever the

TILI- MOONRISe.

others declined), she made a fire of drift-wood on
the rocks, cooked fish for supper, and kept them
till inoonrise, telling sea storiesorsinging oid songs,
as if she couid not do enough for these good fairies
who had come to her when life looked hardest and
the futurevery dark. Then she rowed them home,
and, promising to bring loads of fruit and flowers
every day, went back along a shining road, to find
a great bundle of ljooks in her dismantled room,
and to fall asleep with wet eyelashes and a happy
heart.

FOR a month Tilly went daily to the Point with
a cargo of pretty merchandisc, for her patrons in-
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creased, and soon the ladies engaged her berries,
tiie boys ordered boats enough to supply a navy,
the children clamored for shells, and the girls de-
pended on her for bouquets and garlands for the
dances that ended every summer day. Unele
Hiram’s fish was in demand when such a comely
saleswoman offered it, so he let Tilly have her way,
glad to see the oid tobacco-pouch in which she kept
her cash fill fast with well-earned money.

She reallybegan to feel that her dream was com-
ing true, and she would be able to go to the town and
study in some great school, eking out her little
fund with light work. The other girls soon lost
their interest in her, but Sophie never did, and
many a book went to the island in the empty bas-
kets, many a helpful word was said over the lilies or
wild honeysuckle Sophie loved towear, and many a
lesson was given in the bare room in the light-house
tower which no one knew about but the gulls and
the sea winds sweeping by the little window where
the two heads leaned together over one page.

“ You will do it, Tilly, I am very sure. Such a
will and such a memory will make a way for you,
and one day | shall see you teaching as you wish.
Keep the brave heart, and all will be well with
you,” said Sophie when the grand breaking-up
carne in September, and the girls were parting
down behind the desertad bath-houses.

* Oh, Miss Sophie, what should | have done
without you? Don’t think | haven’t seen and
known all the kind things you have said and done
for me. | 'U never forget 'em, and | do hope Il
be able to thank you some day,” cried grateful
TiUy, with tears in her clear eyes that seldom wept
over her own troubles.

“ 1 am thanked if you do well. Adieu, write to
me, and remember always that I am your friend.”

Then they kissed with girlish warmth and Tilly
rowed away to the lonely island, while Sophie
lingered on the shore, her liandkerchief fluttering
in the wind, till the boat vanished and the waves
had washed away their foot-prints on the sand.

(To becomludid.)
WISDOM IN THE WELL.
By Phil o’ Celos.

There was an oid man in Birtleby-town,
Who chose to live down in a well;

But why he lived there, in Birtleby-town,
Was never a man could tell.

The reason we 'd never have known to this day,
Had not the oid gentleman told:

He said he was cool when the weather was hot.
And warm when the weather was coid.

A bucket he had to draw himself up,
A bucket to let himself down;

So, perhaps, he was either the silliest man,
Or the wisest, in Birtleby-town.

SNOW-SHOES AND NO SHOES.

By John R. Coryell.

Far away to the north of us stretches a land
white with snow during most of the year, where
bleak winds in unobstructed fury sweep over de-
serted wastes; where night hangs like a somber
cloud for months and months unbroken, and where
those crystal mountains called icebergs are born.
There is the home of the polar haré. There, where
man aimlessly wanders in a vain search for food
or shelter, this dainty creature thrives.

Excepting the Irishman’s haré, which was no

liare at all, but a donkey, the polar haré is the
largest of the long-eared tribe. It equals the fox in
size, and wOl sometimes reach the heiglitofa man’s
knee. Being so large, and, moreover, being found
as far north asever man has been able to go, it is
often the means of saving the lives of unfortunate
explorers or whalers who have been imprisoned by
the ice so long that their supply of provisions has
given out.

Strangely enough, however, it sometimes hap-
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pens that men are overtaken by starvation in the
midst of numbers of polar hares. This is because
the little creature has a peculiarity which makes it
difficult for the inexperienced hunter to shoot it.

When approached, it seems to have no fear at
all, but sits up, apparently waiting for the coming
hunter. Just, however, as the probably hungry
man begins to finger the trig'ger of his gun, and to
eat in anticipation the savory stew, the liare tums
about and bounds actively away to a safe distance,
and, once more rising upon its haunches, sits with
a provoking air of seeming unconsciousness until
the hunter is again nearly within gun-shot, when
it once more jumps away.

This must be tantalizing enough to a well-fed
sportsman, but how heart-breaking to the man who
knows that not only his own life, but the lives of
all his comrades as well, depends upon the capture
of the pretty creature whose action seems like the
cruelest of coquetry, though, in fact, it is only the
working of the instinct of self-preservation common
to every animal.

Notwithstanding, however, the apparent impos-
sibility of approaching near enough to the haré to
shoot it, there is in reality a very simple way to
accomplish it. This plan is practiced by the na-
tives, who no doubt have learned it after many a
hungry failure. It consists in walking in a circle
around the animal, graduaily narrowing. the circle
until within the proper distance. Simple as this
plan is, it is so effective that, with care, the hunter
may get within fifty yards of the haré, which seems
completely bewildered by the circular course of its
enemy.

Perhaps the sad story of the heroic suffering and
final loss of Captain De Long and his brave com-
rades might never have had to be told, bad it not
been for their probable ignorance of a matter of no
more importance than this of how to shoot a polar
hare. When they left their ship, the “ Jeannette,”
they took with them only rifies, thinking, no doubt,
that they would fall in with only such large game
as bears, reindeer, and wolves.

As a matter of fact, such large animals were very
scarce, while ptarmigan, a species of grouse, were
plentiful, and would have supplied food in abun-
dance to the whole brave hand had there been shot-
guns with which toshoot them, As itwas, the rifles
brought down but a few of the birds, and thus, in
the midst of comparative plenty, the brave fellows
starved.

(Since the ground is covered with snow such a
great part of the year, it might be imagined that
the haré would find it no easy matter to procure
its food. Fortunately for it, however, an evergreen
bush, known as the Labrador tea-plant, is scattered
throughout these regions, and seeking this in the

snow, the creature makes a grateful meal upon it.
At other times, the bark of the dwarfwillow affords
it a dainty repast.

Not only in the matter of food is the polar haré
suited to its bleak, snowy home, Human beings
who Uve in the same latitude have found it neces-
sary to make forthemselves broad, flat, light frames
which they cali snow-shoes, to enable them to move
about on the feathery material into which they
would otherwise sink over their heads at times.
Nature has done the same thing for the haré when
it gives it the broad, long, fur-clad hind legs, upon
the lower jomts of which the animal rests, and from
which it springs.

Its bodyis protected from the bitter coid by long,
soft, and thick fur, and as, even in its lonely homo,
it has enemies, this same fur, by a simple yet most
ingenious plan, is made to serve as a means of
safety.

The golden eagle and the snowy owl are both
particularly fond ofthe pretty creature, but it is a
fondnesswhich the haré has no desire to encourage,
and therefore, when it spies one of these greatbirds
sailing through the air, with its sharp eyes search-
ing about for something to devour, it instantly
sinks upon the snow as motionless as if dead, and,
thanks to the whiteness of its fur, it can hardly be
distinguished from the material it rests upon. This
same snowy fur which protects it in winter would,
however, as surely betray it in summer, when the
snow is gone; so the little creature changes its
white winter coat for a brown one as soon as the
short spring has Cleared the ground, and thus it is
still made to resemble its surroundings.

Still another provision is necessary to enable the
haré to exist in its chosen home. It must have
eyes arranged so that it can see during the long
night of winter; and it iswonderful to find that its
eyes are not fitted for total darkness, but for twi-
light; for the aurora borealis, which glows almost
continuously in the arctic heavens, dispels the com-
plete darkness that would otherwise exist, and
makes a sort of twilight.

There is scarcely any animal that can not be
tamed if properly treated, and the polar haré is no
exception to the rule. Indeed, its gentle disposi-
tion makes it avery easy subject, and consequently
it has not only been tamed for.a pet, but even
domesticated and kept for food.

Captain Ross, the great arctic explorer, caught
a young one which had come, with a number of
others, to eat the tea-leaves which had been thrown
overboard from the ship on the ice. This haré he
tamed and made such a pet of that it spent most
ofits time in his cabin. There it would sit, with a
solemn air, listening to the conversation that was
going on as if it understood every word, and when
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the conversatioii was over it would leave the cabin
with an air of having learned all that it wished to
know.

A story is told of a boy in Newfoundland who
had two polar hares which he one day determined
to harness to his sled. Gentle as the creature is,
it has the utmost dislike of being touched, and so
it was a long and tiresome struggle for Master
Tom before he could induce the hares to submit
to even the simple hamess he had contrived.
At last it was accomplished, however, and with
little Miss Annie, his three-year-old sister, on
the sled, Tom touched his pets
with his whip.

Poor little Annie
must have
thoughtshe
had sud-
denly

alighted

upon the

tail of a comet

going about a hun-

dred miles a minute, for no soon

er had the hares felt the whip

than with one accord they started.

And as the haré has but one way

of going, and thatis with a jump,

and as Tom, to help matters,'had

headed them down a pretty steep

hill, the sled was jerked from under

Annie, who, being something like a very

chubby barrel in shape, went after the flying

hares as fast as she could roll, over and over.
The sled, too, being free at the second jump of

«ib
(O

the frightened animals, ivas also on its way
the incline, while Tom had started to run after
Annie, but, losing his balance, had sat down, and
was skimming along in the rear of the procession.
When Tom picked Annie out of a snow-drift
she was breathless with indignation and fright,
but recovering herselfin a few moments, de-
clared with an cmphatic stamp ofher foot:
* Don’'t want to yide yabbits any more.”
Nor did she have the opportunity, for Tom
never saw his hares again, they having
concluded, no doubt, that they were not
fitted for that kind of work. Tom
would have tricd the experi-
ment again with An-
nie’s pet liare,
but this that
positive
young
lady

refused
to allow,
telling her
petafterward, in
confidence, that he was
“ a veiy nice yabbit, but not
a good horsey.”

There is a use to which the polar
harc, or more properly its fur, is
put, which is certainly novel. The
fur is so long that the Esquimaux
women spin tho hairs into thread,

which they afteiward knit into gloves.

Captain Ross, the celcbrated arctic ex-

plorer, had sucli a pair of gloves made for him,

and says they rivaled Angora wool in whiteness,
and surpassed it in softness.
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LITTLE MAUD’'S STORY.

By M. M. Gow.

| 'M going to tell you
a story—
It’s nice, | know you
Tl say;
Notan oid tale
Worn out and
stale —
1 made it inyself, to-
day.

There was once a bee-"iJo-tiful princess
Oh, ever so long ago !

W licn fairies and kings

And all such things
Were comraon' enough, you know.

And oh, she was awfully lovely! But oh, she was awful unhappy!

W ith eyes as blue as the sky; And if ever she smiled at all,
Slcnder and fair, 'T was once in awhile,
W ith long, light hair. A weak little smile,

And about as bis as |I. W hen she played with her Paris doli.
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For she had such terrible teachers!
And Icssons she could not beav;
And slie hated to sew,
And she hated — oh,
She hated to coinb her hair!

Well, one day, she .wandcred sadly
In a dark and dismal dell;

W hcii, do you know,

She stiibbed her toe,
And tumbled into a well!

The well was wet and slimy,
And dark and rauddy and deep,
But tile frogs below
They pitied hei' so,

T'hey scrapcd the mud in a heap.

And then they clubbed togethcr,
And a toad-stool tall they made;
And safe on that
The princcss sat.
And waited for mortal aid.

And she, to keep from crying,
And ljer anxious fears disable,
Repeated fast,
From first to last,
Her multiplication-table.

And all the songs and verses

Slie had ever learned to say,
Books she had read,
Pieces she 'd said,

And the lIcssons of yesterday.

Now, a prince there camc a-riding,
In the forest thereabout;

When he saw the fair

Maid sittiiig there,
O f coui-se, he helped her out.

And, of course, they rodé togetlrer,
Till they reached the palace gate,
W here they alighted,

Their tale recited,

And tlie wedding was held in state.

CAPTAIN MAYNE REID.

By J. T. Trowbridge.

The lives of authors are so often at variaiice
with the spirit of their writings that it is always
plcasant to learn that the poct is also a man of
harmonious personal qualities; that tlienovclist who
makes us weep over his pathetic domes.tic scenes is
a good husband and father; and that the eloquent
apostle of liberty is not a tyrant in his own house-
hold. An intercst of this sort attaches to the sub-
ject of our sketch, and we shall be gratificd to
know that the author of “ The Boy I-lunteis” and
“The Rifle Rangers ” was in youth a daring
adventurer.

Of Captain Mayne Reid’'sboyhood we hear little,
except that he was born in the North of Ireland in
1819, of mixed Scotch and Irish parentage, and
that his father, a Presbytcrian ministcr, designed
him also for the pulpit. What manncr of home
he had, and the sort of life the fiiture traveler and
writer lived there ; who were his associates, what
liis aspirations, his adventurcs,— for adventurcs he
must certainly have had,— of all this we know
nothing, when we could wish to know so much.
But it is fitting, perhaps, that this haze of obscurity
should hang over the early years of the romancer,
whose life is itself like a pagc of romance.

YorIl. XI1.— 3.

Of one thing we may be sure, that the clerical
profession was not to the taste of the imaginative
boy, whose brave dreams beckoned him from far
away, and cast altogether too dazzling a light over
the sober books he was set to study. And we are
not surprised to find him, at the age of twenty,
quitting his tutors and his tasks, to foilow those
bright visions over seas.

Landing in New Orleans, he began a career of
adventure in the wilcis of America, the recol-
iections of which stood him in good stead when
he carne to write tiie romances which fiowed so
copiously from his pen a few years later. Of this
part of his career, also, wc have 110 very definite
Information, except that he made two excui-sions
up the Red River, hunting and trading with the
Indians; that ho, in like inanner, ascended the
Missouri and cxplored the vast jirairies which the
wave of civilization had not then reached. He
aftenvard traveled extensively in the States, writ-
ing descriptions of his journeys for the newspapei-
press.

He was thus employed when, in 1845, war bc-
tween the United States and México broke out,
and young Reid threw himself ardently into the
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struggle as a volunteer.
regiment, with a

Joining a New York
lieutenant’s coramission, he
fought through the entire campaign, coming out
of il with honorable wounds, a reputation for im-
petuous bravery and generous good-fellowship,
and the title of captain, by which the woiid has
known him since.

Two or three incidents of this memorable cam-
paign serve to show the intrepid character of the
young officer.

When our army, under General Scott, on its
victorious march to the Mexican capital was, after
several battles, stopped at Churubusco by the
enemy under Santa Anna, a bloody engagement
took place (August 20, 1847) at the causeway and
bridge over the little river, Mayne Rcid’s active
mpart in which is d'escribed by a correspondent of
the Detroit Free Press, and substantially corrob-
oratcd by affidavits of mcmbers of his regiment.

In the midst of the fight, ata moment of great
uncertainty and confusién, when it was impossible
to tell how the scale of battle would turn, Reid,
then lieutenant, noticod a squadron of the enemy’s
lancers preparing to charge. Fearing the lesult
to our broken and hcsitaiing troops, he decided
that it ought to be anticipated by a counter charge.
As thcre was no superior officer of his own regi-
ment on the spot to order such a movcment, Rcid
hastenéd to the lieutenant-colonel of the South
Carolina Volunteers, then in command, Colonel
Butler having retired woundcd from the field, and
said to him:

“ Colonel, will you lead your men in a charge?"

Before he could receive an answei-, “ he heard
something snap,” and the officer fell to his knees
with one leg broken by a shot. As he was cavried
away, Reid exchanged a few words with the re-
maining ofiicers, then hurried back to his own
men, calling out, as he rushed to the front of the
line;

“ Soldiers! will you follow me to the charge ?”

“Ve vill!" shouted Corporal Haup, a brave
Swiss. The ordor was given, and away they went,
with Haup and an Irishman namecl Murphy the
tirst two after their leader, the South Carolina
Volunteers joining in the charge.

A broad ditch intervencd between the causeway
held by the enemy and the field across which the
Americans were sweeping. Thinking this was not
very deep, as it was covcred by a green scum,
Mayne Reid plungecl into it. “ It took him nearl)’
up to the armpits,” says the correspondent whose
account we condense, “ and as he striigglcd out,
all over slime and mud, he was a sight for gods
and men !” and for our teaders, if they can pict-
ure him there, emerging froin the oozc, and rush-
ing on with waving sword, not the Icss a hero for

the piight which seems ludicrous enough to us
who have the Icisure to smile at it-

The leader’s mishap servcd as a warning to liis
followers, and thc)' avoided the plunge by taking a
more roundabout course. The Mexicans, at sight.
of Che advancing bayonets, did not wait, but took
to their heels down the splendid road which lcd
to thc City of México. As the pursuers gained
the causeway, Phil Kearney’'s fine company of
cavalry came thundeving along on their dapple
grays; and Reid firmly believed that the city
might that day have bccn taken, if a recall had
not been soimdecl and the enemy given time to
fortify a new line of defense, “ the key of which
was Chapultepec.”

The Castle of Chapultepec, comraanding the
great road to México, was successfully stormed by
our troops on the 13th of September. Of the part
taken by Reid in that action we fortunately have
an account written ljy himself, which appeared in
thc Nexu York Tribunc about a year ago, togetlier
with the printcd testimony of several ofiicers who
witnessed his behavior on that occasion.

Reid was in command of thc grcnadier company
of New York Volunteers and a dctachmecnt of
United States marines, with orders to guard a
battery which they had thrown up on thc south-
castern side of the castle on the night of thc
iith, and which had been hurling its crashing
shot against the main gate throtighout the I2tlr.
The morning of thc 13th was fixed for the assault,
and a storming party had been formecd of fivc hun-
dred volunteers from various paris of the army.
The battcries were ordercd to cease firing at eleven
U’clock, and the attack began.

Reid and thc artillery ofiicers, standing by their
guns, watched the advance of thc line with intense
anxiety, which becamc apprehension when they
saw that about half-ivay up the slope there was a
halt. “ I knew,” he says in his account, “ that if
Chapultepec was not taken, neither would the city
be; and faiiing that, not a man of us might ever
leave the vallcy of México alive.” This opinion
he formed from the fact that the Mexicans had
thirty thousand soldiers against our six thousand,
and that a serious check to our advance would give
them, and a host of hostile rancheros* in the coun-
try around, all the advantages of position and
ovenvhelmingnumbers. Whatever maybethought
of his judgment from a military point of view, thc
decisién he took was certainly a brave one.

Asking leave of thc sénior engiiicer officer to
join the storming party with his men, he obtained
it with the words, “ Go, and God be with you !”
He was off at once, with his volunteers and
marines. .After a quick run across the interven-

ing ground, they camc up with the storming

*A Mecxica» icrm for )ierdsmen.
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party undei' the brow of the hill, where it had
halted to await the scaling ladders. “ At this
point,” says Licutenant Marshall, of the FifteentU
Infantry, “ the fire from the castle was so continu-
ous and fatal that the men faltered, and several
officers were wounded while urging them on. At
this moment, | noticcd Lieutenant Mayne Reid,
of the New York Volunteers; | noticed him more
particularly at tlie time on account of the very
hrilliant uniform he wore. He suddenly jumped
to his feet, and calling upon those around to fol-
low, and without looking around to see whether
he was sustained or not, pushed on almost alone
to the very walls.”

Reid’s action was not quite so reckless as this
account of an eye-witness would make it appcar.
The outer wall of the castle was commanded
by three pieces of cannon on the parapet, which,
loaded with grape and canister, fearfully deci-
mated the ranks of the Americans at every dis-
chargc. To aclvance seemed certain death. But
death seemed equally certain whether the as-
sailants retreated or remained where they were.
Such is his own explanation of his conduct.

‘*Men !” he shouted out, in a momentary lull
of tho conflict, “ if we don’t take Chapultepec,
the American ai-iny is lost! Let us charge up
the walls!”

Voices answered: “ We will charge if any
one will load us!” “ We 're ready !”

Just then the three guns on the parapetroared
almost simultaneously. It would be a little time
before they could load and fire again. Reid
seized the opportunity, and calling out, “ Come
on! 1’ll lead you !” leaped over the scarp that
had teniporarily sheltered them, and made the
charge already descrujed.

'I'nere was no need, he says, to look back to
see if he was followed. He knew that his men
would not have been there, unless prepared to
go where he led. About half way up, he saw
the parapet crowdcd with Mexican aitillerists.
on the point of discharging a volle\\ He avoidcd
it by throwing himself on his face, receiving only
a slight wound in his sword-hand, another sliot .
cutting his clothing. Instantlyon his feet again,
he made for the wall, in front of which lie was
brought down by a Mexican ouncc-ball tcaring
through his thigh.

All the tcstimony goes to show that he was first
before the wall of Chapultepec. Second was the
brave Swiss, Corporal Haup, who also fell, shot
through the face, tumbling forwai-d over the body
of his officer- It was Reid’s lieutenant, Hypolite
Dardonville, a young Frenchman, wlio afterward,
mounting the scaling ladders with tho foremost,
tore down thf Mexican flag from its staff.

Before that, however, Reid was obseived by
Lieutenant Cochrane, of the Voldgeurs. Coch-
rane was pushing for the castle w.ith his men,
when before him, scaicely ten yaids from ihe wall,
an officer of infantiy and a comrade were sliot and
fell. “ Thcy were the only two at the time,” he
saj's in liis statcmeiit, “ whom 1| saw in advance of
me on the rock upon which we were scrambling.”

Reacliing the wall, Cochrane ordered two men
“to go back a little way and assist the ladders

CAITAJN MAYNE KEID,

up the hill,” As they passed the spot where the
wounded officer lay, he raised himself with evident
pain, and sang out above the din and rattle of
musketiy, imploring ihc men to stand firm :

“Don’tleave that wall,” he cried, “ orwe shallall
be cut to pieces. Hold on, and the castle is ours !”

Cochrane answered, to re-assure him : * There is
no danger, CSptain, of our loaving this! Never
fear!” Then the ladders carne, the nish was
madc, and the castle fell.

“Thc wounded officer,” Cochrane continues,
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“ proved to be Lieutonant Mayne Reid, of the
New York Volunteers.”

Lieutcnant Marshall, to whom we are indebted
for that vivid glimpse of the young officer in “ liis
very .brilliant itnifovm.” describes the effect pio-
duced by the cxploit,— all those who witnessed or
knew of il pronouncing it, “ without exception, the
bravesl and most brilliant achievément perforincd
by a single individual during the campaign.”

These stateinents of Reid’s fello\v-officers (thcrc
are others from which we have not quoted) were
called out shortly after the ciése of the war by the
question going the rounds of the neuspapers,
“ Who was first at Chapultepec ?” Reid’s own
statement was in answer to some criticisms 011 his
Mexican record by a newspaper corrcspondent, «vho
admitted that he was foremost in the charge, yet
attributed his action to a false motive.

It was charged that Reid had previously, in the
heat of passion, run his sword thi'ough the body of
a soldier he was leprimanding fot some offensc,
and that his conduct at Chapultepec was prompted
ily a remorseful desii'e to atone for that rash act.

“ It is quite tnie,” Reid says, “ that I ran a
soldier through with my sword, and that he after-
ward died of the wound; but it is atasolutel)'
untrue that there was any heat of temperen my
part, or other incentive to the act than that of self-
defense and tlie discharge of my duty as an officer.
On the day of the occurrence | was an officer of
the guard, and the man a piisoner in the guard-
prison, where he spent most of his time j for he
was a notcd desperado and, | mayadcl, robber; long
the.pcst and terror, not only of his comrades in
the regiment, but the poor Mexican people, who
suffercd from liis dcpredations.” This man, hav-
ing several times escaped, had that day been re-
captured, and for his greater security Reid had
ordered irons to be put upon his hands. He was
a fellow of great strength, fierce and reckless; he
had boasted that no officer should ever put him in
irons ; and now that the attcinpt was made, clutch-
ing the manaclcs and rushing upon Lieutenant
Reid, he aimed a murdcrous blow with them at bis
head. Tiie'sword was too quick for him. and he
rushed upon it, to his own hurt.

Tliat tile act was considered justifiable is shoii'n
by the fact that the court-martiai wliich investigated
it acquitted Reid of misconduct, and ordered him
to rejoin his regiment. That he felt a brave man’s
regret for the neccssity which forced him to take
the life of a fellow-man, we can readily believe.
But why should tliat have caused him to risk his
own at Chapultepec ? *

The war over, Captain Reid resigned his com-
mission. But the spirit of adventure was roused in
him again when the Huugavian struggle for free-

dom enlistcd the sympathies of IUDcrty-loving
people everywhere; and in 1849110 organizecl, in
New York, a body of men to join it. He had
aiTived in Paris, on his way to Hungary, when
news reached him of the failure of the insurrection.

Reid then retired to Eiigland and sectled down
to literary work. “ The Scalp Huntors,” his first
romance, was written iargely from his own knowl-
edge of the scenes itdescribes, and it had an imrac-
diate success. It was follov'cd rapidly by others,
drawn partly from recollection, partly from the
observations of other travelers, and partly, it must
be admitted, from his own audacious imagination.
A man who had displayed such intrepidity with
the sword could hardly be expected to lack coiir-
age in wielding the pen. You are follbwing no
timid leader when you eiitcr the field of fiction,
«'here the calculating rashness of his invention
goes forwai'd somewliat like the “ very brilliant uni-
form ” that led the charge at Chapultepec. He
takcs you through regions where strange things
liappeiT— almost too strange and improbalile, you
sometimes say ; but this criticism serves rather to
raise ihaii to depreciate his books in the opinién
of most lioys. We can forgive some extravagance
of incident and peculiarities of style in an author
who evidently writes as he acts — with unhcsitating
boldness and decisidon.

lii the last jetter written by tlic great African
explorer, Livingstone, he says, “ Captain Mayne
Reid’s boys’ boolcs are the stuff to make travelers.”
There is, moreover, this to be said of them, that
the frame-work of fact in which he sets his pictiires
can always be lelied on as fact. Believe as much
or as little as you please of the marvclous things
that happen in his stories; liut be surc that he
has carefully gathcred from the most trustworthy
sources all that he has to tell you of natuial his-
tory, of tlie traits, manners, and habits of the
strange people among whom his scenes are laid,
and of the wondcrs of the countries themselves.

Of Captain Mayne Reid's forty volumes of
romances, nearly all Jiave been reprintecl in this
country, and many have been translated into other
languages. He is popularin Russia, where several
of histales have had a large circulation. No doubt,
many readers of St. Nicholas have satup nights
over “ The Desert Home,” “ The English Family
Robinson,” “ The Forest Exiles,” and “ The Bush
Boys ” ; and those whose youthful recollections go
back as far as the first volumes of “ Our Young
Folks,” will remember “ Afloat in the Forest,”
which delighted the early readers of that magazine.

Captain Mayne Reid’s home isin Engiand, where
he iivcs the life of a quiet country gentleman,
devoting himself to literature and rural pursuits.
He is now a man of sixty-four yeaif, but young-
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looking for jlis age, although suffering from severc
laraeiiess caused by the oid wound receivcd at
Chapultepec. In 1854 he was married to a young
English lady of the Clarendon-Hyde family, a
lineal descendant of thc famous Lord High Chan-
cellor, Among his latest writings are a series of
interesting letters on the Rural Life of England,
which have recentiy appeared in the Now York
Tribune, giving detailed and graphic descriptions
of the farmer, the parson, the squirc, the magis-
trate, field clubs, and sports, and many other things
of which we over the water read so much in books

and yet kno.v so little. but his very latest work, as
the editois will tell you, is a story written for St.
Nicholas, in which jou \i-ill ije invited to accom-
pany some English and American boys throiigli
some thidling perils and mai-velous escapes in thc
“ Land of Fire,” during the coming year. You
i'tH be sti)-c to lie cntertained, for whatever elsc
may be said of him, Mayne Rcid is never dull.
And you will feel all the more intercsted in the
story told when you know that tlie toller is a
b~ave man, who cairics ivouncls j-cccivetl in fight-
ing your country’s hattles.
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NUTTING-TIiME.

By H. i.

The month was October,

the frosts had come down,

The woodlands were scarlet and yellow and brown;
The harvests were gathered, the nights had grown chill,
But warm was the day on Che south of the hill.

'Twas there with our bSgs and our baskets we went,
And scarching the dry leaves we busily beitt;

The cbestnuts were IDIg and the beccli-nuts were small,
But both sorts are welcome to boys in tbe fall.

And when,

in the ashes beneath the bright Aame,

On eves of November, with laughter and gamo,
The sweetmeats are roasted, we recéllect still
How fine was the day on the south of the hill.

THE GENTLEMAN FROM CHINA.

By Sophie Sweit.

HERE he stood, on the nur-
serymantel-piece, “ grin'n’
and grin’'n’, as if he 'd grin
the hairt out iv him,” as
Nora, the nurse, said, and
nobody seemed to know
how he camc there. He
might have walkcd all the

way from China, and set himself up there of his
own accord, for all that Dode, or Teddy, or Mar-
ion, or the baby knew. But he looked so much
like a gentleman on a screen down in the ILbrary,
that Marién ran down to see if it were not he. She
had thought, before, that he must have a very
slupid time, standing there on the screen, always
squinting with his quecr long eyes, at nothing in
particular, and she did not think it in the least
strange that he had preferred to hop off, if he
could, and come up to the nursery where there
was always something going on.

But no; there he was on the screen, squinting
away, just as usual, and when you carne to com-
pare them, the resemblance was not so very great.
Instead of an agreeable smile, the one on the
screen liad a scowl, and his petticoats were pur-
ple, instead of red, like the gentlcman’s in the
nursery, and his tunic and trousers, instead of being
a lovely golcl color like his. were a very dull.

unpleasant pink. He had no queer, box-like cap
perched on the top of his head and tied under
his chin, like the one upstairs; but when yon
carne to his pigtail, there was the greatest diffev-
ence. The Chinese gentleman in the nursery had
a pigtail of “ truly ” hair, wcll corabed and glossy,
and reaching almost to his fcet; while the one on
the screen had only an embroidered one, that
could n’'t have looked like anything but sewing
silk, if he liad come off.

Mariéon decided Chat they could be only distant
relativos.

When she got back to the nursery, she found
that an astonishing thing had happened.

Teddy had given the Chinese gentlcman’s pig-
tail a jerk, and there had suddenly appeared in the
front of his queer little box of a cap the word,
SATURDAY.

It ivas Saturday. They did not need to be told
that, for Saturday was a holiday. But how he
knew what day of the week it was, the children
could not understand.

The letters seemed to be rattling about in his
head like the bits of glass in a kaleidoscope, and
suddenly to rattle themselves together into a word.

“It’s a wise ould fclly, he is,” said Nora, shak-
ilig her head mysteriously. ‘It ’s meself knew
that same be the quare looks iv him. He Tl be
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afther watchin’ ivcrythin’ that’s go’n’ on, and if
there 's mischief clone he 'll not kape it til himself
Och, but he has a shly way wid him!"

The children looked at each other in dismay.

There was certainly something very queer about
him. He ran his tongue out, in a mocking and
very unpleasant way when the word appeared in
front of his cap, and there was no denying that he
had a very sly and knowing twinkle in his eye.

He seemed to know altogcther more than was
pvopcr for a gentleman who, after all, was only
made of wood, if he was Chinese; and if he was
going to be a spy, and tell who did mischief, he
was not to be tolerated. Teddy gave his pigtail
anotherjerk, after a rather cross fashion, and out
carne his tongue in that very impolite way, and
up into his cap popped the word Sunday.

* Pooh 'he is n't much,” said Dode. “ He isonly
just fixed up inside so that he can tell one day after
another. Just let him alone, and he ’'ll say to-mor-
row is Monday. Nora isoiily trying to scarc you. |
should think she might know that/would know
better.” And Dode drew himself up to look just
as tall as he possibly could, which was not, after
all, so tall as he could wish, and did not seem to
impress Nora, although it did impress Teddy, and
Marién, and the baby.

“ He's only an oid wooden image, is he ? and
not so very pretty either!” said Marién, who al-
most always believed what Dode told her,

“He’s acalendar! He’suseful. | know Aunt
Esthcr brought him!” said Dode, with great
contempt.

Aunt Esther was very kind about some things,
and she had a big dog named Ponto who could
dance a polka, though she valued him only be-
cause he kept burglars away. But she had one
failing that almost spoiled her; she would make
useful presents.

It was noC of the least avail for Maiion to hint,
about Christmas time, that her doli. Lady Jane
Grey, was suffering for a Saratoga trunk full of
stylish clothes; Aunt Esther was sure to send her
a work-box, or a writing-desk. She gave Teddy
a 'clozen pocket I"pndkerchiefs when he wanted a
pistol; and Dode a very dry History of the World,
in seven volumes, when he had hinted for a banjo.

She took Teddy to a lecture on Fossil Remains,
when he wanted to go to the circus, and she made
Dode go to the School of Anatomy to see a lot of
skeletons, instead of to the Zoological Gardens.
She never bought candy, and she thought Mother
Goose was silly. She said doOs were a waste of
time, and she thought drums made a noise.

Aimt Esther had no children of her own.
all died young. Dode said it was no wonder.

It did not seem, at first thought, as if Aunt

They

Esther could have bought the Gentleman from
China. He was so red-and-gold, and had such a
grin. He looked cxacily as if Aunt Esther would
not a&pprove of him.

“ If you pulled his pigtail every morning he
would tell you what day of the week it was, and
that was useful, certainly; but if Aunt Esther had
bought a Chinese Gentleman at all, she would
have bought a drab one, who would n’t under any
circumstances have run out his tongue,” the chil-
dren thought.

How he carne there was not explaincd to the
satisfecrion of Marién and Teddy and the baby,
whatever Dode might think j and they did think
he was a little “ quare,” and feel a little awe of
him, although they pretended not to.

He had such an opportunity to make himself
disagreeable if he really could watch all the mis-
chief that was done, and tell who was at the bot-
torn of it! For there was no denying that they
were full of mischief— Dode and Mari6on and the
baby. Teddy did not really belong to the family;
he was a little orphan cousin. “ He is just the
same as one of us, only not so bad,” Marién al-
ways explaincd.

It was not often Teddy who did the mischief,
but it was very often Teddy who was blamed for it.

For several days the Gentleman from China
conducted himself as mildiy and unobtrusively as
a wooden gentleman might be expected to; he
certainly saw plenty of mischief, if he kept his
eyes open, but he never mentioncd it, and the
children grew so bold as to laugh to scorn Nora’s
warnings that he was a “ foxy ould felly, that was
layin’ up a hape o' saycrets to let out agin 'em,
some foine day.”

His smile became very tiresome, and
decided that be was not, after all, very handsome.
His pigtail was not pulled, even once a day, and
the children’s big brother, Rob, said he “ smiled
and smiled and was a villain,” because lie so sel-
dom told the truth about the day of the week.

One rainy day, Dode did take him down to trj’
to find out what there was inside of him. He was
a long time about it; but he put him back rather
suddenly, at iast, and went offas if he were in a
hurry. And neither Marion fior Teddy for the
baby cared enough about the Chinese Gentleman
to remember to ask him, when he carne back, if
he found out where the gentleman kept his letters.

One leason for this may have been that the
nursery was enlivened, just then, by three of the
most bewitching kittens that ever frisked- Three
fuzzy balls with blue eyes, and the pinkest of noses
and toes; and they tore and scampered ov?v
everything, like small whirlwinds. They under-
stood so thoroughly the art of being agrccable.

it was
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there was suchvarictyin their entertainments, and
they enjoyed them so much themselves, it was no
wonder that they put the Chinese Gentleman
in the background. The kittens, to be sure, could
not tell you what day of the w.eek it was,— the
baby had pulled each oftheir laiis to see,— but so
long as theic was time enough in it to turn somer-
saults, race together pell-mell, and tumble head-
long, they did n’t carc.

It was a great shame that such lovely kittens
should nothave had prettier iames; but there had
been so many kittens in that family that the chil-
dren had exhausted alljhé pretty flames, or got
fairly tired out thinking them up. They had had
Gyps, and Fluffs, and Daisies, and Muffs, and Pink-
ies, and Fannies, and Flossies, and Minnies ; and
dignified Afames, too— Lord This and Lady That;
a splendid oid patriarch nained Moses, and a wicked
little black kitten called Beekebub ; and now there
rcally did n't seem to be any filames left for these
three ljut Rag, Tag, and Bob-tail; and Rag, Tag,
and Bob-tail they were accordingly named.

Bob-tail did have a funny little bob of a tail; it
looked as if half of it had been bittcn off; that was
what made them think of his Alame, and his flame
suggested the others. Bob-tail was white, with-
out a speck of any other color upon him; but, I
am sorry to say, that he usually looked somcwhat
dingy. His one fault was that he would not keep
himself clcan.

Marién and the baby — who was a three-year-old
boy, if he was still called the baby, and could do
as much mischief as an ordinavy ten-year-old one
— had become so disgustedwith Bob-tail's want of
deanliness, that they had resolved to dye him. He
rcally ought to be of some dark color that would
not show dirt, they thought.

And they had found, in Mamma’s room, a bottle
nfindelible ink, ofa bright, bcautiful, purple color,
whicli, they decided, would be just the very thing
to dye him with.

The opcration was pcrformed that very day, as
soon as Dode had finished examining the interior
arrangements of thc Chinese Gentleman, and left
thc room.

They waited until he had gone, bccause he al-
ways wantecl to superintend things, and thought he
ought to, because he was the oldcst. Marién and
the baby thought, as it was their own idea, they
ought to have the privilege of dyeing Bob-tail
just as they pleased; so it was just as well not to
mt Dode know anything about it until it was done.

"bddywas allowed to look on, and was finally
f ' loted to the honor of holding Bob-tail, who,

-m only a kitten, had not sense enough to un-
. ind the advanlage of being dyed purple, and

jled and scratched likc a little fury.

The baby thought he would be prettier dyed in
spots; but that was found to be impossible, be-
cause he would not keep still. The only way was
to pour the ink over him, and they had to take
great care to prevent it from gctting into liis eyes.
A great deal went upon thc carpet; but, as Nora
was down in the kitchen, ironing, and would never
know how it camc there, I am sorry to say that
they did not think that was of much consequencc.
Marién did look up, once, at the Gentleman from
China, to see if he showed any signs of noticing
what was going on, any more than any image
would, for she could not rid herself of the fancy
that, after all, Nora mightbe right about his being
“ quare ” and “ shly.” But he exhibitecl only his
usual pleasant grin, and no more ofa twinkle in his
queer, long eyes. Marion concluded that it would
be just as absui'd to suspect him of noticing what
was going on as it would be to suspect the little
hrass Cupid on the chandelier, who always had his
arrow poised, but never let it fly,

It was proposed to hold Bob-tailover the furnace-
register until the ink was thoroughly dry ; but Nora
suddenly opened the door, and Bob-tail took ad-
vantage of the commotion which her entrance
caused to make his escape. It liappened, unfort-
unately, that the street-door had been left ajar,
and out Bob-tail slipped.

W hen Marién and Tcddy reached the lower hall
there was no kitten to be seen. They called until
they were Loarse, but no Bob-tail came.

“ Perhaps he has gone to see if his mother will
know him,” suggested the baby; for Bob-tail's
mother, a sober-minded and venerable tabby, lived
only a few blocks away.

* If he should happen to see himself in a look-
ing-glass, he might think it was n't he, and never
come home,” said Marién; “justlike the little oid
woman on the king’s highu'ay who had her pctti-
coats cut off, and said :

“*“Oh, lauk a inercy on mel TIllis surely can't he 1!" "~

“ 1 'm not afraid of that,” saidTeddy, after some
deliberation, “ because he’ll know himself by his
bob-tail.” .

Still, they all felt very anxious and uneasy, and
would have rushed out in pursuit of him, only that
it was raining very hard, and they were not allowed
to go out.

They thought he would be sure to come home
to supper, for Bob-tail was the greediest of thc
three, and always cried lustily for his saucer of
warm milk.

But supper-time came, and no Bob-tail. It was
so sad to miss his shrill little “ mew ! ” that they all
three cried, and were quite cross to Rag and Tag,
who had not got lost.
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The next morning, they were ail iip bright and
early to see if Bob-tail had not come home. But,
alas! thcrc were Rag and Tag alone, and so de-
jectecl in spirit that they hardly cared to play, and
lookingvery melanclioly with the liits of black ribbon
which Dode, who was rather heattless and would
make fun, had tied around their left forefect.

Marién and Teddy went up and down the Street,

“ 1T’'s A WtSE OltLlI> KELLY, HE 18,"

and called Bob-tail in besecchiug tones, but no
Bob-tail responded.

When they camc home from school, and found
that he had not come back, it was resolved that
something must be done.

“1'd rather have him dir-dir-dirty-white and
found, than pur-pur-purple and lost!” sobbed the

baby.

SAIU VORA,

And they all agreed tu that sentiment. But that
did not help matters in the least.

* 1f the Chinese Gentleman
much as Nora said, he might tell us where Bob-
tail is,” said Teddy, “ Let’s give his pigtail an
awful pulil”

Pooh ! he'll only say itis Wedncsday. | sup-
pose he will tell the truth, because he was pulled

reaily knew as

yesterday, but we all
know that already,” said
Marion,

Dode cast a somewhat
uneasy glance at the
Gentleman from China,
but said nothing.

Teddy gave his pig-
tail “ au awful puli.”
And a most cxtraordi-
nary thing happened.
Instead of the Aame
of the day of tlic week.
this was what appeared
in the front of the
Chinese Gentleman’s
head-dress:

SEA'l) it W

Some of the Ictters
were tipsily askew, but
the message was plain
enough. ‘““Send E.W.”
Of course, E. W, stood
for Edward Wanen,
Tcddy’s ilamc.

Teddy turned palé,
and Marién tliought that
Nora was certainly right,
and wished that she had
believecl her before.

Dode looked a little
frightened, but he laugh-.
ed and went and gave
the Chinese Gentleman'’s
pigtail another twitch.

“We’ll find out
whether he really mcans
it,” he said.

Those letters foll away,
and up carne: TES.

The letters were even
more askew than the others, and there was a great
rattling before they carne, as if he had to make
gieatcffort~o get them up into his cap. But hq
it was, as plain a “ Yes ” as one could wish to_.

“ There’'s no doubt about it; he means for,
to go, Teddy,” said Dode, laughing still, thy der.
he did look a little frightened — and Dode wa-, big
easiiy scared.

MYSTEIIIOUBLY.
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“ And oh, Teddy, perhaps you will find Bob-
tail!” cried Marioén, foi-getting her fears in joy at
this prospect-

Teddy prepared at once to obcy the Chinese
Gentleman’s divection. He had not the least idea
where to go, but he liad faith that he should find
Bob-tail, for the Chinese Gentleman seemed giftcd
with miraculous powers.

Dode and Mariéon and the baby escorted him
down to the door; and Marién, dotcrmined to
have everything properly done, tied a handkcr-
chief over his eyes, and madc him whirl around
until he could not tell which way he was facing,
and then started him off. When he took the hand-
kerchief off, he found he was turned in just the
opposite direction to the one he had intcnded to
follow; but, since Marién was sure it was the proper
way to do, he went on, having a queer feeling that
the Chinese Gentleman had l.acl something to do
with turning him around.

On he went, up one Street and down another,
peering into every alley-way, and calling “ Kitty,
Kitty,” or “ Bobby, Bobby,” continually. Several
limes he stopped and asked persons whom he mct
if they liad seen “ a purple kitten without very
much of a tail.” They all looked surprised and Said
“No”;oneboylaughed, and said there wasnosucli®
thing as a purple kitten. Teddy did notcondescend
to explaifi, and, as thé other boy was a big onc,
Teddy did not tell him what he thought of him.

He grew very weary and discouraged, and liad
bcgiin to think that the Gentleman from China
was a humbug, when suddenly he espied a crowd
collected around a hand-organ. Perhaps there
was a monkey 1 |If there was anything in tlie
world that Teddy thoroughly delighted in, it was
a moiikcy. Ho forgot thai he was tired, he almost
forgot Bob-tail, for there was a monkey, and an
uncommonly attractive onc, too, with scarlet trou-
sers and a ycllow jacket, car-rings in hisears, and a
‘fimny little hat, with a feather standing upriglit in
itt. He was holding his hat out for pennies, and,
suddenly sceing a lady at an uppcr window of a
house, he darted nimbly on to the window-blind,
and so madc his way up to her.

The lady put some money into his hat, and he
turned away; but something on the roof of the
house suddenly cauglit his eye, and he darted up
the spoiit to the very top of the house !

There sat a kitten — a most forlorn, and dirty,
and draggled-looking kitten, of a dull, dingy black
color, with stroaks and spots of dirt>;white here
and there, &nd notvery much ofa tail.

Bob-tail's very self; but oh, how cliangcd from
the happy, frisky Bob-tail of other days 1

The monkey advanced, chattering, and with \ip-
lifted paw, and cuffed poor Bob-taii’s cars.

The kitten madc a fiercc little spit at the
monkey. And thcii, seeming to be overedme with
fear of a kind of enemy which was new to his
expcriencc, and might be altogethcr too much for
him, he turned and ficd.

Teddy could sec an open sky-Ught, and the tip
oftlic Idtten’s tail vanishing into it.

Teddy ran up the steps of the house and rang
the bell.

* My kitten, is in your house 1 1 saw him go
down through your sky-light,” he said to the young
girl who openecl the door.

“ Is it a queer kitten,'that looks as if he 'cl been
through everyjking ?” said the girl.

“ Yes, perhaps he does. He 's been dyed,” said
Teddy, rather shamefacedly.

“ Dyed? What a cruel, wicked boy you must
be to dye a poor little kitten 1” said lhc girl, sc-
verely. “ He has been crying around here all day.
He would n’'t eat anything, he was so frighteneri.
1'm sure 1don’tknow about letting you have him.”

“ Wec thought he would be prettier purple. But
we 'll never dye him again,” said Teddy, meekly.

The girl seemed to have difficulty in catching
Bob-tail, but she at last appeared with him, though
he was struggling frantically for frccdon.

The moment he saw Teddy he made a Icap into
his arms. Ho was of a forgiving disposition, and
willing to overlook the dyeing, or perhaps he liad
found, already, that there is no place like home.
At all events, he curicd up smigly in Tcddy’s arms,
and Teddy, rcjoicing, carried him home.

Great was the joy itmong the children over the
wanderer restored to the bosom of his family, but
Rag'and Tag were somewhat coid and rgserved in
their manner toward hira.

Thcy eyed him askance for awhile, Tag cvcn
showing an inclination to do battle'with him, but
at last they both drew nearer and smclled of him,
and seeming re-assurcd by this, they set to work to
restorc him to his natui‘al color. But they rctircd
from the labor with disgustcd faces before fong,
evidently not finding the taste of the ink agreeable.

It was night then, and by gasliglit ‘Dode and
Marién did not think Bob-tail looked very badiy,
considcring that purple is not expected to bo very
pretty by gas-light; but the next morning Marién
thought he did look “ horrible,” as she said.

“ Oh, I wish we had him back as he was 1” she
exclaimed. “ 1don’t think purple is in good tastc
for kittens, and he ’'s almost black anyway, and so
streaked 1 W hat shall wc do?”

“ Ask the oid chap; maybe he’ll know,” said
Dode.

“ Oh, the Chinese Gentleman ! Do you date to
twitch his pigtail, Dode?” asked Marién, in avoice
of awc.
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Dode pulled it,and with a great déal ofrattling—
more than he had made just to tel) the days of the
week — up came these letters :

DURTY
“ Diity! why, ofcourse, Bob-tail isdirty. That’s
true, oid fellow, if you can’t spell!” cried Dode.

“ Oh, hush,Dody ! Perhaps that’s the way they
spell it in China. How could he know ?” cried
Marién.

“ 1 don’'t see that we know any more,” said
Teddy. “ You 'd better ask hitn again, Dode, how
we can clean him.”

Dode twitched the Chinese Genticraan’s pig-tail

m'TEDDY, RBJOICINC,

again, he being the only one who had the courage
to do it.

STAY camc up, the letters askew, as if he ivere
in a great hurry.

“ Stay? What does he mean by that? We
wont let Bob-tail stay purple, if that's «’hat )'ou
mean, my ancient chap,” said Dode, whose bump
ofreverence was but small.

“ 1 should n’'t want to be so rude to a witch likc
him,” said Teddy, sedously. “ He might turn you
into something.”

“ There are n’'t any gentleman witches in my
book,” said Marién, doubtfully ; “ but perhaps they
have them in China. Puli him once more, Dode,
and be awfulLy polite.”

Dode pulled, and TRY came up, veiy straight
and trim.

“Try! So we will
everything,” said Marion.

And into the bath-tubwent poor Bob-tail as soon
as they came from school that afternoon, and such

We will wash him like

CARRIED BOU-TAIL HOME.

a scrubbing as he had it is probable that no other
kitten was ever compelled to endure since the
world began.

They could hardly tell whether he looked any
better or not that night, he was so wet, and drag-
glcd, and unhappy. And the next morning he
was still shivcring, and seemed, as Marién said,
“as if he were going to have a fit of sickness.”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



The purple had come offa good deal, but that was
lio comfort if he were going to die !

“1'd agooddeal rather have him pur-pur-purple
than not to have him a ter-ter-talll” cried the
baby.

“ Oh, Dode, askthe Chinesc Gentleman what we
shall do for him !” exclaimed Marion.

“ All right,” said Dode. “ !t 's Friday to-day,
isn'tit?”

“ What has that to do with
Teddy.

“ Oh, nothing,” said Dode, “ only he 'll be sure
not to say the same that he did yesterday.”

“What do you mean, Dode?” said Marion.

“ Oh, nothing, only they never lepeat themselves
in China,” said Dode, who could be very disagree-
able about kecping things to himself.

He jerked the pigtail, and IRDF greeted tbe
children's astonishcd cyes.

“ What does it mean?” exclaimed Marién.

“I1t's probably Chinese. If you only understood
Chinese you 'd know just how to cure Bob-tail. 1'll
puli again and ask him to speak English.”

The pigtail being jerked, up carne these letters;

DRY.

“That’'s English, anyway! And | don’t sup-
puse he ’'s quite dry, or he would n’t shiver so.
Let 's ivrap him up in warm blankcts.”

The Chinese Gentleman’s command was accord-
ingly obeyed, and in tvventy-four hours Hob-tail
was himself again, and really more a ivliitc kitten
than a purple onc.

Sunday afternoon, it happened that Dode and
Marién were alone in the nursery. Marién, who
had been carnestly looking at lhe Gentleman from
China, suddenly said, in a very serious tone :

* Dode, do you think he really is a witch ?”

“ Oh, you goosel | should think anybody
might see through that,” said Dode, who was in
an unusually good-natured mood. “ | broke him,
trying to find out how he was made, and now,
instead of coming up in order, the lettei-s that
make the fiame of the day come any way; that'’s
all.  Sometimes it makes a word, and sometimes
it does n’t. It has happened quecrly, sometimes,

it?” demanded

and that’s all. Yesterday | pulled him, and he
said DUTY; now we 'll see what he ’ll say.”

DUNS carne up, at which Dode clapped his
hands provokingly, and declared that the oid
Chinee liad some sensc, after all; for if that did n't
spell “ dimce,” what did it spell ?and did n’t it Just
describe tlie girl that tliought he was a witch ? It
was rathci' hard to make Mariéon believe Dode’s
simple explanation, and he told her, giandly’, that
“ half the grown people in the world could be
humbugged by a simple thing like that, whicli any
fellow, with a head on his shoulders, could explain
to them in two minutes.”

TecTdy, on being summoned, was inclined to
agree with Marién in thinking that the Chindse
Gentleman must have brains, instead of macliincry,
in the head which that wondevful pigtail grew out
of.»

But they all united in one opinién, that he was
“ the splendidest fun they ever had; and if Aunt
Esther did buy him, he made araends for all the
useful presents sh~had ever given them.”

Jt happened that Aunt Esther carne to see them
tlie very next day. Tho first thing that she said,
when she carne into the nursery, was :

“ 1am very glad to hear that you like the pres-
ont | scnt you. | did n’t suppose you would, be-
cause ic is not a frivolous, useless toy. | am son-)-
that it is broken, and I will have it repnircd.”

“ Oh, Aunt Esther, please don’t! ” cried Marion.
“ We hated him when he went right. We only
like him spoiled !”

Aunt Esther heaved a great sigh.

“ Itisjust as | might have expected. You never
will care for anything useful. Hereafter, I shall
give my presents to deserving children.”

Just at that moment Dode slyly pulled the Chi-
ncsc Gentleman’s pigtail, and— of course it was
very impolite and wrong, but he did n't know any
better— the Chinese Gentleman, rimning out his
tongue and, it seemed to the children, with a
broader grin than he had ever grinned before.
rattled these letters up into hiscap; O MY.

And Aunt Esther will not believe, t6 this day,
that the children did not mean to make fun of her.
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THE LAMP-LIGHTER.

By Mary a. Lathbury.

Light up the sky! Light up the sky!
The moon is set and the wind is high.
And two little ruilaways— Madge and 1
Must journcy and journey
Till night is done,
To the Land’o’ Clouds,
To meet thc sun.
So, little Lamp-lighter.
The stars mu.st burn brighter.
And whether to Cloud-land
Or Dream-land, or nearer,
The stars must burn clearer,
For Madge and for me,
To go when the sun comes up
Out of the sea.
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THE BEE-MAN AND HIS ORIGINAL FORM.

By Frank R-

In the ancient country of Orn, there lived an
uld man who was called the Bee-man, because his
whole time was spent in the company of bees. He
lived in a little hut, which was nothing more than
an immense bec-hive, for these little creatures had
built their honey-combs in every coérner of the
one room it containcd, on ihc shcives, under the
one little table, all about the rough bench ou which
the oid man sat, and even about the head-board
and along the sides of his low bed. All day the
air of the room was thick with buzzing insecls, but
this did uot interferc in any way with the o]d Bee-
man, who walkcd in among them, ate his meais
and went to sleep, without the slightest fear of
being stung. He liad lived with the bees so long,
they had become so accustomed to him, and liis
skin was so tough and hard, that the bees no more
thought of stinging him than they would of sting-
ing a tree or a stone. A swarm of bees had made
their hive in a pocket of his oid leathcrn doublet;
and when he put on this coat to take one of his
long walks in the forest in search of wild bees’
nests, he wasveiy glad to have this hive with him ,
for, if he did not find any wild honey, he would
put his hand in his pocket and take out a piece of
a comb for a luncheon. The bees in his pocket
worked veiy industriously, and he was always cer-
lain of having something to eat with him whcrevcr
he went- He lived principally upon honey; and
when he nceded bread or meat, he carried some
nice combs to a village not far away and bacteicd
them for other food. He was ugly, untidy, shnv-
eled, and brown. He was poor, and the bees
seemed to be his only friends or rclations. But,
for all that, he was happy and contented ; lie had
all the honey he wanted, and his bees, wliom he
considered the bost company in the world, were as
friendly and sociable as they could be. and seemed
to increase in number every day.

One day. there stopped at the hui of the Bee-
man a Umior Sorcerer. This young person, who
was a studcnt of magic, necromancy, and the
kindi-ed arts, was much interested in the Bee-man,
whora he had frequently noticed in his wanderings.
He had never met with such a being before, and
considered him an admirable subject for study.
He gota great deal of useful practice by cndeavor-
ing to find out, by the various rules and laws of
sorcery, cxactly why the oid Bee-man dicl not hap-
peii to be something that he was not, and why he
was what he happened to be. He had studied

Stockton.

a good while at this matter. and had found out
something.

“ Do you know,”
carne out of his hut.
formed ?”

“ What do you mean by that?” said the other,
much surprised.

You have surely heard of animals and human
beings who liave been magically transformed into
different ldnds of creatures ?”

he said, when the Bee-man
* that you have been trans-

“Yes, | have heard of these thiiigs,” said the
Bee-man ; “ but what have | been transformed
from? ”

“ That is more than | know,” said the Junior
Sorcerer- “ But one thing is certain — you ought

to be clianged back. If you will find out what
you have been transformed from, | will see tliat
you are made all right again. Nothing would
please me better than to attcnd to such a case.”
And, having a great many things lo study and
investigate, ihc JUnior Sorcerer wcnt his way.
This information grcatly disturbed the mind of
the Bee-man. If he had been changcd from
something else he ought to be that other thing,
whatever it was.
and ovcrtook him.
“ If you know, kind sir,” he said, “ that I have
been transformed, you surely are able to tell me
what it is 1 was.”
“ No,” said the Junior Sorcerer,

He ran after the young man,

‘ 'my stuciies

have not procccdcd far enough for that. When 1
become a sénior | can tell you all about it. But,
in the meantimec, it will lie well for you to try to

discover for yourselfyour original form, and when
you have done that, 1 will get some of tlie learned
masters of my art to restore you to it. It will be
easy enough to do that, but you could not expect
them to take the time and trouble to find out what
itwas.”

And, with these words,
was soon lost to view.

Grcatly disquietcd, the Bee-man retraced his
steps, and wcnt to his hut. Never before had he
heard anything which had so troubled him.

* 1 wonder what | was transformed from? ” he
thought, seating himself on his rough bench.
“ Could it have been a giant, or a powerful
prince, Ol- some gorgeous being whom the magi-
cians or the fairies wished to punish? It may he
that | was a dog or a liorse, or perhaps a fiery
dragén or a horrid snake. 1hope it was not one

he hurried away, and
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of these. But, whatever it was, every one jlas
certainly a right to his original fonn, and | am
resolved to find out mine. | will start early to-
morrow morning, and I am son-y now that | have
not more pockets to my oid dciiblet, so that 1
might carry inore bees and more honey for my
journey.”

He spent the rest of thc day in making a hive of
twigs and straw, and, having transferred to this a
colony of bees that liad just swanned and a great
many honey-conibs, he rose before sunrise the
next day, and having put on his leathern doublet,
and having bound his new hive to his back, he set
forth on his qucst, the bees who were to accom-
pany him biizzing around him like a cloud.

As the Bee-man passed through the little village
tlie people gieatlj' wondered at his queer appcar-
ance, with the hive upon his back. “ The Bee-man
is going on a long expedition this time,” they said;
but no one imagined the strange busincss on which
About nonn he sat down under a
trcc, near a beautiful meadow covcred with blos-
soms, and ate a little honey, Then he untied his
hive and stretched himselfout on thc grass to rest.
As he gazed upon his bees hoveiing about him,
some going out to thc blossoms in the sunshinc,
and some returning laden with the sweet pollen,
he thought that he noticed a hee who was a stran-
ger to lilm. He was so familiar with his own bees
that he could distinguish an outsidcr.

“ This strangcr seems very busy,” he saidaloticl.
“ 1 wonder what it wants of my bees?”

As he said this, a large and very ljeautiful bee
alighted on his knee, and looking up at him said,
in a clear little voice; “ I wantonlyto knowwherc
you are going, and what you intend to do. And |
have been asking your bees about it.”

“ My bees can’t talk,” said the Bee-man, in
surprise.

mThey can talk to me,” said the bee, “ and 1
can talk to you. | am really a fairy, and have
taken the form ofa bcc for purposesof my own.”

“ Then you have been transformed,” cried the
Bee-man, “ and no doubt you know all about that
sort of thing!”

“ 1 know a good deal about it,” said thc Fairy.
“ Your bees say you are greatly troubled. What
has happened to you?”

Then the Bee-man, with much carnestness, told
all that had occurred, and what he was trying to
find out.

“ So you have been transformed, have you?”
said the Fairy bee, “ and you want to know what
your original form was. That is curious, and, if
you choose, I will gowith you and help you. The
case is very interesting.”

“ Oh, that will be an excellent thing ! ” said the

he was bein.

Bee-man. “ If you help me, 1 shall be sute to
find out everything.”

“ But you should consider,” said the Fairy,
“ that you may have been some cireadfiil creature.
In that case, it would be well to know nothing
about it.”

“ Oh, no,” cried tlic Bee-man. “ Itis nol honest

for any person to have a form that is not originally

his own. No matter what | was before, | am de-
termined to be changed back. . | shall iicvcr be
satisfied to live in a false form.”

“ Very well,” said the Fairy, “ | will help you

all I can.”

And when the Bee-man started out again, thc
Fairy bee went with him.

“ How did you expect to do this thing,” said
the Fairy, “ when you first set out?”

“ I supposed | should find my original form,”
said the Bee-man, “ very much as | find bee trees.
When | come to onc 1 know it.”

“ That may be a very good plan,” said the Fairy,
“and when you see anything in your original form
you may be drawn toward it.”

“ 1 have no doubt of it,” said the Bee-man.

It was not long after this tliat the Bee-man and
his companion entered a fair domain. Around
them were rich fields, splendid forests, and lovely
gardens, while at a little distance stood the beauti-
ful palace of the Lord of the Domain. Richly
dressed people were walking about or sitting in the
shade of thc trees and arbors; splendidly capari-
horses were waiting for their riders, and

soiiecl
everywhere wei'C seen signs of opulence and
gayety.

“ 1 think,” said the Bee-man, “ that | should

like to stop here for a time. If it should happen
that | was originally like any one of these happy
creatures, it wouid pleasc me much.”

“ Veiy well,” said the Fairy bcc. “ | suppose
we might as well stop here as anywhcre.”

“ Perhaps,” said the Bee-man, “ you can help
me to pick out my original form.”

“ No,” said the Fairy, “ that you must discover
for yourself But if you ave so drawn tc*vard any
liviiig creature that you feel certain that once you
must have been like it, then, perhaps, I can help
you.”

The Bee-man untied his hive, and hid it behind
some iDushes, and taking off his oid doublet, laid
that besidc it. It would not do to have his bees
flying about him if lie wished to -go among the
iiihabitants of tliis fair domain.

For two days the Bee-man wandered about the
palace and its grounds, avoiding noticc as much as
possible, but looking at everything. He saw hand-
some men and lovely ladies; the finest horses, dogs,
and cattle that were ever known; beautiful iDirds
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in cages, and fishes in crystal globes, and it seemed
to hira that the best of all living things were here
collected-

At the ciése of the second day, the Bee-man
said to the Fairy, who had accompanicd him every-
where: “ There is one being here toward whom 1

meAS THE BEE-MAN I'ASSED T..EOUGH

feel very much drawn, and that is the Lord of the
Domain.”

“Indeed!” said the Fairy.
swere once like hii-i-i ? 7

“ 1 cannotsay for certain,” replied the Bee-man,
“ but it would be a very fine thing if it were so;
and it seems impossiblc for me to be drawn toward
any other being in the domain when 1 look upon
him, so handsome, rich, and powerfui.”

“ Welf, I have nothing to say about it,” said the
Fairy. “ You'inust decide the matter for yoursclf
But | advise you to observe him moro closcly, and
feel more sure of the matter, before )'Oii apply to
the sorcerers to change yon back into a lord of a
fair domain.”

The next morning, the Bee-man sasv the Lord
of the Domain walking in his gardens. He slippcd
along the shady paths, and followed him so as to
observe him closely, and find out if he were really
drawn toward this gracious and handsome being,
The Lord of the Domain walked on for some time,
not noticing that the Bce-maii was behind liim.
But suddenly turning, he saw the little oid man.

“ Do you think you

THE L.TTLE V.LLAOE

“ What are you doing here, you vile beggar?”
he cried; and he gave him a kick that sent hira
quite over some bushes that gi-ew by the side of
tiie path.

The Bee-man carne down upon a grass-plat on
the other side of the path, and getting to his feet

i*UOPLE WONDEKEU AT HIS gCEEI. AITE,ARANCE.

he ran as fast as he could to the bush where he
had hiddcn his hivc and his oid cloublet.

“ Do you still,” said the Fairy,
toward the Lord of the Domain ?”

“ No, indeed,” replied the other, much excited.
“ If 1 am certain of anything, it is that 1 was never
a person who would kick a poor okl Bee-man, like
myself. Let. us lcave this place. |
formed from nothing that I see berc.”

The two now travelcd for a day or two longer,
and then they carne to a great black mountain,
near the bottom of wliich was an opening liko the

mouth of a cave.
“ This mountain,”

“ feel drawn

was trans-

said the Fairy, “is filled
with caverns and under-ground passages, which
are the abodcs of dragons, evil spirits, horrid cveat-
iires of all kinds. Would you like to visitit?”

“ Well,” said the Bee-man with a sigh, “ 1 sup-
pose 1 ought to- If 1 am going to do this thing
properly, | should look on all sides of tlic subject,
and | may have been one ofthose horrid creatiires
myself.”

Thcreiipon they went to the mountain, and as
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they approached the opening of the passage which
led into its inmost recesses they saw, sitting upon
the ground, and leaning his back against a tree, a
Languid Youth.

“ Good-day,” said this individual when he saw
Che Bee-man. “ Are you going inside ?”

“ Yes,” said the Bee-man, “ that iswhat | am
going to do.”

“ Then,” said the Languid Youth, slowly rising
to his feet, “ I think | will go with you. 1 was
told that if I went in there I should get my ener-
gies toned up, and they need it very much ; but I
did not feel equal to going in by myself, and I
thought |1 would wait until some one carne along.
I am very glad to see you, and we will go in to-
gether.”

So the two went into the cave accompanied by
the Fairy, whom the Languid Youth had not
noticed. They had proceeded buta short distance
when they met a little creature, whom.it was easy
to recognize as a Very Imp. He was about two
feet high and resembied in color a freshly polished
pair of boots. He was extrcmely lively and active,
and as he carne bounding toward them, bis quick

eye perceived the | airy bee, and, paying no atten-.

tion to the Bee-man and his companion, he imme-
diately entered into conversation with her. \Y

“ So you are changed into a bee, are you?”
said he. “ Thatisqueer. Butyou need not keep
up. that sort of thing in here. | wish you would
change back into a fairy. | like you ever so
much better that way.”

“ I have no doubtof it,” said the Fairy, “ for then
1 would not have any sting. | Icnow what you
want to do. You want to put me in a jar and
pickle me.”

“That is exactly it,” said the Very Imp. “ 1
have gotlots ofthings in pickle, but | never had a
pickled fairy; butif I can’'t get hold ofyou I sup-
pose | shall have to give it up. What did you
bring these two people here for?”

“ 1 did not bring both of them,” said the Fairy.
“Thatyoungerone carne lierc to have hisenergies
tened up.”

“ He has come to the right place,” said the Very
Imp, giving himself a bounce like an India-rubber

"'i» tone him up. And what does that
oid Bee-man want.?”

He lias been transformed from something, and
wants to find out what it is. He thinks he may
nave been one of the things in here.”

‘1 should not wonder if that were so,” said the

ery Imp, rolling his head on one side, and eying
tne Bee-man with a critical gaze. “There is
something about him that reminds me of one of
nose double-tailed dragons with red-hot claws, that
«ve m the upper part of the mountain. 1 will take
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him to one of them, and see if we can make a
trade.”

“ No, you wonc,” said the Fairy bee. *“ He is
under my protection. He shaii see all these creat-
ures, and if he fcels a drawing toward any of them
as ifhe must once have been the same kind of tliing
himself, I will know if it is really so, and he will
be changed back.”

“ All right,” said the Veiy Imp ; “ you can take
him around, and let him pick out his previous ex-
istence. We have here all sorts of vile creepers,
crawlers, hissers, and snorters. | suppose he thinks
anything will be better than a Bee-man.”

“ It is not because he wants to be better than he
is,” said the Fairy bee, “ that he staned out on
this search. He has simply an honest desire to
become what he originally was.”

“ Oh, that is it, is it?” said the other. “ There
idiotic moon-calf here with a clam head,

is an
which must be just like what the Bce-maii used
to be.”

“ Nonsense,” said the Fairy bee. “ You have

THE BEE-MAN AMD THE LANGUID VOUTH IIEET THE VERV IMP

not the least idea what an honest piirpose is. 1
shall take him about, and let him choosc for him-
self.”

“ Go ahead,” said the Very Imp, “ and 1 will
attend to this fellow who wants lo be toned up.”
So saying he joined the Languid Youth.

Look here,” said that individual, rcgarding
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him with interest, “ do you black and shinc your-
self every morning ?”

“ No,” said the other, “ itis water-proofvarn sH
You want to be invigorated, don't you.
will tell you a splendid way to begin.
that Bec-man has put
with the bees in it. Just wa.t tdl he gets out of
sight and then catch a lot of those bees, and
sQueeze them flat. Ifyou spread them on a sticky
rag, and make a plaster, and n
ofyour back, it will invigorate you like "verythmg,
esoecially if some of the bees are not quite dead.

“Yes ” said tbe Languid Youth, lookmg at him
with his mild eyes, “ if | had energy enough to
catch a bee 1 would be satisfied. Suppose you
catch alot for me.”

“ The subject is changed,” said the Very Imp.
“We are now about to visit the spacious chambei
of the King of the Snap-dragons.”

“ That is a flower,” said the Languid You

“You will find him a gay oid hlossom,
the other.

Well, 1
N« N

h,s h.ve and bis coat

i

said
“When he has chased you round
his room, and has blown sparks atyo", and has
snorted and howled, and cracked his tail, and
snapped his jaws like a pair of anvils, your cner-

gieslili be toncd up higher than ever beféte m

N N ? doubt of it,” said the Lan”id Youdn;

“but | think I will begin with something a httle

“Well then,” said the other, “ there is a flat-

tailcd Demon of the Gorge in here. He is gener-

ally asleep, and, if yo« say so, you cmi shp mto
the fartbcst comer of his cave, and | 11 solder

Then he «S

and toar, but he can’t get at you, for he doesu t
reach all the way across bis cave;
ured him.

his tail to the opposite wall.

I have meas-
It will tone you up wonderfully to sit
there and watch him.” tv.-“ V.,r

“ Very likely,” said the Languid Youth, but
1 would rather stay outside and let you go up m
thc cérner. The performance in that way will
be more interesting to me.”

“You are dreadfully bard to please,
Very Imp,
and |

sa d the
* 1 have offercd them to you loose,
have offercd them fastened to a wall, and
now the bestthing | can do is to g.ve yon a chance
at one of them that can’'t move at ah. It is the
Ghastly Griffin, and is enchanted. He can t stir
so much as the tip of his whiskers for a thousand
vears You can go to his cave and examine Inm
iust as if he was stuffed, and then you can s.t on
his back and think how it would be if you shou d
live to be a thousand years oid, and he should
wake up while you are sitting thcre. It would be
easy to imagine a lot of horrible thmgs he wou d
do to you when you look at his open mouth with

its aivful fangs, his drcadful claws, and his horrible
wings all covered with spikes.’

* 1 think that might suit me,”
suid Youth.

, ot

said the Lan-
“ 1 would much rather imagine the
exerciscs of these monstcrs than to see them really

Come on, then,” said the Very Imp, and he

led the way to tho cave of the Ghastly Griffin.

The Bec-man and the Fairy bee went
through a great part of the mountam, and looked
into many of its gloomy caves .and recesses, thc
Bee-man rccoiling in horror from most of the
dreadful monsters who met h.s eyes. Many of
these would have spmng upon I'™
to Dieces had not the Fairy bee let them know tbat
the oid man was under her protection and, ffiere-
fore, could notbe touched by any of them. W hik
they were wandering about, an awful roar was
heard resounding through the passages of Ure
mountain, and soon there carne flapping along
an enorraous dragén, with body black as mght, and
wings and tail of fiery red.
he bore a little baby. s, .

“ Whatis he going to do with that?’ asked the
Bee-man, shrinking back as the monster passed

* He will take it into liis cave and devoiir it,
siippose,” said the Fairy bee.

“ Can’tyou save it?” cried thc other.
“ No,” said the Fairy.

In his great forc-claws

“ 1 know nothmg about

that baby, and have no power to protect it. 1 have

only authority from our Quecn to act as your

~N?hcy"saw the dragén enter a cave not far away,
and they followed and looked in.

was crouched upon the ground with the little baby
lving before him. Itdid not seem to be hurt, but

was frightened and crying.

/ f
looking upon

it with delight, as if he mtendcd o
make a dainty meal of it as soon as his appetite
should be a little stronger.

‘It is too bad!” exclaimed the Bee-man.
“ Somebody ought to do something.” And turn-
ing around, he ran away as fast as he could.

He ran through various passages until he carne
to the spot where he had left his bec-liive. Pick-
ing it up, he hurried back, carrymg the hive in his

two hands before him. When he reached the cave

of thc dragdén, he looked in and saw the monster
still crouched over tbe weeprag child. W ffliout a
momcnt's hcsitation, the Bee-man rushed iiito thc
cave and threw his hive straight mto. the face of
the dragén. The bees, enragcd by the shock,
rushed out in an angry crowd and unmecdiatdy
fell upon the head, mouth, eyes, and "°se of thc
dragén. The great monster, astounclcd by this
suddcn attack, and driven almost wild by the num-
berlcss stings of the bees, started suddenly back
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to the farthcst portion of his cave, still followed by
his relentless enemies, at whom he flapped wiidly
with his great wings and struck with his paws.
W hile the dragén was thus engaged with the bees,
the Bee-man sprang fonvardand, seizing the child,
he rushed away, He did not stop to pick up his
doublet, but kept on unlii he was out of the caves.
The Fairy bcc followed him; but perceiving the

THE RETURN 01'

Very linp hopping along on one leg, and rubbing
h:s back and shoulders with his liands, she stopped
to inquire what was the matter, and what had
become of the Languid Youth.

“ He is no kind of a fellow,” said the Ver* Imp
eHe disappointed me dreadfuliy. | took him up
to the Ghastly Griffin, and told him the thing was
enchanted, and that he might sit on its back and
think about what it could do if ii ivas awake; and
when lie carne near it the wretched creature oponed
Its 0)-cs, and raised its head, and then you ought
to have seen how macl that simpleton was. He
made a dash at me and seized me by the ears;

till 1 can scarcely move.”
-lis encrgics must have been toned up a good
deay- said the Fairy bee. h o
u “Tonedup ! 1should say so!” cried the other.
J, «"ti a Scissor-jawed Clipper carne
out of his hole, and got after him ; but that lazy

o ran so fast that he could not be caught.”

THE BABV.

The Fairy bce said no more; but, (lying on she
soon carne to the outside opening, beyond which
she sa,v the Languid Youth talking to the Bee-man,
whi still held the child in his arms.

“ You need not be in a hurry now,” said the
former, “ for the rules of this institution don’t allow
the creatures inside to come out of this opening or
to hang around it. If they did, thcj- would frighten

v S\Ke

(SEE NEXT PAGE.)

away visitors. They go in and out of holes in the
upper part of the mountain.”

The Bee-man now walked on, accompanied by
the other. “ That wretched Imp,” said the latter,

cheated me into going up to a Griffin, which he
said was -enchanted, | gave the little scoundrel a
thrashing, and then a great thing, with clashing
jaws and legs like a grasshopper, rushed after me
and chased me clean out of the place. All this
warmcd me up, and did my energies a lot of good.
W hat are you going to do with that baby ?”

“ 1 shall cany it along with me,” said the Bee-
man, “ as | go on with my search, and pcriiaps |
may find its mother. If I do not, I shall gii-e it to
somebodyin that little village yonder. Anything
would be better than leaving it to be dcvoured by
that horrid dragén.”

“ Let me carry it
now t6 carry a baby.”

“ Thank you,” said the Bee-man, “ but 1

| feel quite strong enough

can
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take it myself. 1 like to carry something, and 1
have now neither my hive fior my doublet.”

“ It is very well that you had to leave them be-
hind,” said the Yputh, “ for the bees would have
stung the baby.”

“ My bees never stung babies,” said the other.

“ They probably never had achance,” rcmarked
his companion. “ But there is one bee flying
Shall I kill it?”

“ Oh, no!” cried the Bee-man.
fairy bee. She is my protector.”

The Youth wasvery much astonished, and looked
at the Fairy bee with wide-open eyes; and when
she flew near him, and spoke to him, he «vas so
much ainazed that he could not answer.

“ Yes,” she said, “ | 'm a fairy, and | 'm taking
care of Chisoid man. | do nottellhim where to go,
or whattodo, buti see that he comes to noharm.”

“ It is very good of you,” faltered the Youth.
He was trylng to tliink of some other complimentary
remark, but they had now entered the village, and
somethingaheadofthemattractedhis attention. In
amoment, heexclaimed: “ Do you see thatwoman
over there, sitting at the door of her house ? She
has beautiful hair, and she is tearing it all to
pieces. She should not be allowcd to do that.”

“ No,” said the Bec-man. “ Her friends should
tie her hands.”

‘“ It would be much better to give her her child,”
said the Fairy bee. “ Then she will no
think of tearing her hair.”

“ But,” the Bee-maii said,
think this is her child ?”

“ Just you go over and see,” replied the Fair)’.

The Bee-man hesitated a moment, and then he
walked toward the woman with the baby. When
the woman heard him coming, she raised her head,
and when she saw the child she rushed toward it,
snatched it into her arms and, screaming with joy,
she covercd it with kisses. Then, with joyful
tears, she beggcd to know the story of the rescue
of her child, whom she nevcr expected to see
again; and she loaded the Bee-man with thanks
and blessings. The friends and neighbors gathered
around, andtbere was great rejoicing. The mother
urged the Bee-man and the Youth to stay with her,
and rest and refresh themselves, which they were
glad to do, as they were tired and hungry.

The next morning the Youth rcmarked that he
felt so well and vigorous that he thought he would
go on to his home across a distant plain. “ If |
have another fit of languidity,” he said, “ lwdl
come back and renew my acquaintancc with the
Very Imp. But, before | go, | would suggest that
something ije done to prcvent that dragén from
returning after the child.”

“ 1 have actended to that,” said the Fairy bee.

about you now.
“That is a

longer

“ you don’'t really

* Last ifight | flew away, and got. permission to
protect the infant, and | have given it a little sting
on its forchead which will so mavk it that all drag-
ons and otber evil creatures will know it is under
fairy protection. It hurt a little at first; but that
was soon over, and the scar will scarcely be noticed
by common eyes.”

“ A good idea,” said the Youth, “ and
very generous in you to think of it.”
saying, he took his leave.

“ And now,” said the Fairy bee to the Bee-man,
“ | suppose we might as well go on.”

“ Not just yet,” said the other. “ This is a
«'ery pleasant place to rest, and | am tired.”

The Bee-man reinained at the cottage all day,
and in the eveiiing he said to the Fairy ; “ Do
you know that 1 never felt drawn toward anything
so much as toward this baby ? And 1 believe that
I was transformed from a baby.”

“ That is it,” cried the Fairy bee. “ I knew it
all the time, but you had to find it out for your-
self. Your original form was that of a baby.
Would you like to be changed back? ”

“Indeed 1 would,” said the Bec-man. “ | have
the strongest yearning to be what 1 originally was.”

That night the Fairy bee flew away, and in-
formed the Janior Sorcerer and his Masters that
the Bee-man had discovered -what he liad been
transformed from, and desired to be changed back.
The Janior Sorcerer was very mucli interested, and
with some of his learned friends he journeyed
down to the mother’s cottage. And there, by
magic arts, the %ee-man was changed into a baby.
The mother was so grateful to the Bec-man that
she agreed to take charge of this baby, and bring
itup as her owii.

“ It mil be a grand thing for him,” said the
Junior Sorcerer, “ and | am glad that I studied
his case. He will now have a fresh start in life,
and will have a chance to become somethingbetter
than a miserable oid man, living in a wretched hut
with i8i friends or companions but buzzing bees.”

The Junior Sorcerer and his Masters then re-
turncd to their homes; and the Faiiy bcc, having
vaccinated the new baby against dragons, flew
away to her Queen, and resumed her usual form.

Years and years aftenvard, when the Junior
Sorcerer had become a Sénior, and was very oid
indeed, he passed through the country of Orn and
noticed a small hut about which swarms of bees
were flying. He approached it and, looking in
at the door, saw an oid man in a leathern doublet,
sitting at a table, eating honey. By his magic
ai-t, he knew this was the baby which had been
transformed from the Bee-man.

“Upon my word!” exclaimed the Sorcerer.
* He has grown into the same thing again !”

it was
And, so
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ragamuffin.

[NOVCMBER.

Qinu

B~ Tjuc”™ G IUotso.

At the comer of Broadway and the Street
where little Rolf Kinginan lives, there is a
small, ncat grocery store kept hy a man
named Jacob Dilber. Jacob is red-faced and
rough looking, but he has a good character
in the neighborhood, and Friend Haviland,
who lives just opposite Rolf, buys all her
grocerics of him because he wont sell any
kind of liquot.

She was in the store one morning, buying
some Kennedy wafers, when Rolf’s round
hcad, under his broad-brimmed hat, showed
itself in the door-way. The shop was quite
croivdcd, there being in it at least six pco-
ple waiting to be servcd, and Jacob had a
cross scowl on his face, for the Street boys
had teased him unmecrcifully that morning
by pilfering apples and nuts from the liarrels
outside, and. he had discovered a counterfeit
trade dollar in his money drawcr. Friend
Haviland had not seen him so “ putout”
fot months.

“ Can’'t standit!” he muttercd, as he was
i writing down his orders.

*

“ Must have some
protection 'gainst a set of mis'rable, good-for-
nothing loafers ! 1 'll tcach 'em a lesson some day

just wait till 1 catch one ! No, Mrs. Smith,” he
said to a shabby-looking woman who asked him a
question from the back of the store ; “ eggs have
ii't ris’! 1 'vc been lettin’ you have 'cm at cost
price, and now | can’t afford it.
dcficiencies somehow !”

Got to make up
And Jacob’s manner was
gruff even to Friend Haviland, until, counting her
change on the edge of the counter, he spied Rolf’s
big, blue eyes peering over it athim. In an instant
Jacob’s scowl vanished. A broad smile spread over
his face, and he stopped short in the midst ofhis
counting to bend his ear and listen to Rolf’s won-
derfully sweet, clear voice say, rather softly:
* How do ye feel to-day, Mr. Dilber?
feel well ?”

Do ye

“ Pretty well! Pretty well, 1 thank you, sir!”
answered Jacob, heartiiy. “ And howdo”~wfccl?”
‘erra all well,” answered Rolf. “1 have a

scratch pussy made on my thumb,” holding u|3 a
dimpled hand for Mr. Dllbcr’s examination. “Oh,

| forgot— itis n’t that hand— it 's this one.
But 1 'm all well —good-bye !'”

* Good-bye, my boy— good-bye! Come
again to-morrow,” said Jacob, covering the
tiny hand with both his great oncs, and
watching the child as he stopped off a soap-
box and quietly left the shop.

Turning again to his duties, it was with
quite a different manner that Jacob gave
Friend Haviland her change.

“ Thirty-eight an’ two are forty— fift)'—
a dollar. Can send 'em home for ye as wdl
as not, Miss Haviland— no trouble at all.
Thankyou'm! Good morning, mum !
Mrs. Smith, what can 1 do for you? WwWdl

no matter. You can have the eggs for

thesaineasusual— ten, twclve— there | We
Il throw in one an’ cali it a ‘bakcr’s dozen.’
Never mind thanks— we must do a good
turn for one another sometimes. That lit-
tle chap does me a good turn most oveiy
day. 1'm so used to seeing his hit of a fig-
ger coming in and stepping up on that box
lo ask me how 1 feel, that it’s like organ
music to me. | keep that box (he shoved
it there himself onc day) o’ purposc— he
can’'t see over ihc counter without it; and
every day, sure as the sun shines, he trots
down just to inquire about my feelings ! He
wont take anything,— not a seed-cake even,
— and there 's something in his way that makes
ye think of all the angels at once, and it sets me
up for the day. There’'s a mighty power in just
a pleasant word now and then.”

When Rolfleft the shop, he trudgcd back to his
own door-step. There he found onc of the very
ragamuffins who had been pilfering some of Mr.
Dilber’s nuts; he was now cracking them with a
pieceofa brick. Rolfwasvery fonclof human kind,
and his mother’s prejudiccs made nuts a rarit)".
So he sat down on the bottom step by the ragamiif-
fin and said,

Now

“W hoareyou?”

“1'm Tim Rilcy,” said the boy. “ Who are
yOU ?))

‘1’'m Rolly Kingman, and I 'm most as big as
you,” said Rolf.

* 1 ’'m growin’ longer every day.
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My mamma found a dress what | worc once and
it’s too little for me and Wiliie 's got to wear it ”

“ 1 guess she must 'a’ found it with a spy-glass
-an’ | guess Wiliie 's a sparrer!” said Tim
“Where did you come from ?”

“ From Mr. Dilbcr’s; an’ 1live in thisbouse, 'an
1 have a kitty an’ a little brother,” said Rolly.

“ Did ye get any nuts at Dilber’s?” asked Tim.

“No. 1ldidn’'t ask him for any,” said Roliy,

“Ho! Wcll, afore ye get many yards longer,
ye’ll find out that it wastes time to ask for wot ye
want, Never mind, though— ye can have that,”
sard Tim, trying to get his teeth into an impossible
mside cérner of a walnut, and throwing halfa onc
into Rolf’s lap.

“Did Mn Dilber ¢ive it to you
askmg him ?” said Rolly, thoughtfully.

“ Ho! Ofcourse not! I luk it when he was n’t

"thout your

Laws !” said Tim, “ Ye need n't be so savin’
-y e can get plenty of 'em, if ye watch round.”

Dont want to get any,” said Rolf. “ An’
' «ot goin’ to eat it at all.”

W hat did ye go to the shop for, if ye did n't
want sumpthin’? an’ wliat'il ye do with a nut if
ye don't eat it?” asked Tim.

“ 1’ give it back to Mr. Dilber,” said Rolf.
“ 1t’s/zzk, an’ itaint— aint ”
Rolf was instinctively a gentleman, and tliou..ht

an mstaiu before he said; “ It aint anybody else’s.
I don’t go to get nuts— | go to ask Mr. Dilber how
does he feel.”

Tim giggled and said; “ Well, | guess he said
he felt kind o’ peppery this mornin’— did n't he ?”
n Rolf, quietly. “ He said he

“No,” said
felt pretty well, \ but I don’t think he did.
No— I really don’'t.” Rolly shook his
liead sevei-al times an
expression of
much anxiety,

and looking up

mto Tim’s face, said, mysteriousiy. “ He had a
trouble I'”

“Ye don't mean it!” said Tim. “ What kind
of a trouble could it 'a’ been, | wonder ?”

“ 1 don’'t know,” said Rolf, “ But he ’'s got it

for he wr.ted it in a book — I saw him.!' An’1’'m
goin’ to ask my mamma what makes people well
But first 1 'll give him

when they have troubles.
back this piece of a nut. If ye want me to, I 'll—.
I TI - 1°ll talco them other ones back what you 've
got, an’ 1’ll give '’em to him for ye.” And Rolf
said this m such a |)leasani voice, holding out his
hand so prettily, that Tim felt something stirring
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within him which lie had never felt before. Some-
how, that last bit of a nut had lost its fine flavor,
and he rattled the others uneasily in his pockets.
“1°'ll doit, if ye want me to,” said little Rolf
again,— “only I wont give him back those”—
pointing to the broken shells on the step— “ 'cause
you 've ate 'em up — all what'’s good. But when
you get a penny, you can buy some at the store,
an’ you can give 'em back theti. Or, if you don't
want to, you can give 'em to me, an’/’'//give ‘cm

back, an’ ”

“ Oh, bothcr 1” inteiTupted Tim. “ How m 1
ever goin’ to git a penny? Nobody ever gives
me a cent! But ye can take these, if ye likes

only don’t let on that it was me.
/ took 'em — will ye ?”

“ No,” said Rolf, quite delighted to see the nuts
cmpticd into his lap.
Is it a secret? ”

“ Yes — ‘'course it is,” said Tim.

“ Then I must n’t tell anybody,” said Rolf “ If
you tell a secret to more than just one person, it
Lsn’'t a secret any more— my papa says so.” And
so saying, tho little fellow gathered his skirts into
a kiiot to accommodatc the nuts, and traveled off a
second time to Mr. Dilber’s.

Very soon he camc running back, and his big
eyes shone as he said to Tim; “ | put ’em all out
on thc counter, an | told Mr. Dilber / did n't take
'em, but a boy did— a boy what’s sorry, an’ wont
do it another time, an’ | said jhe boy’s naifie was
a secret. An’ 1l guess it’s good for troubles to take
back things, '‘cause it made Mr. Dilber laugh. So
now he can ’'cratcli the trouble out of his book if
he wants to.”

Now, Rolf was too little to understand what he
had done. A child so carefuUy reared as he was
acquires a scnse of justice at a vei'y early age, and
he took back the nutswithout any real sense of the
fact that Tim had stolen them, or that it was a
crimc to stcal, but simply as he would give his little
brother a toy which belonged to him. The nuts
were Mr. Dilber’s, and Mr, Dilber ought to have
them — that was all.

But Tim was ncarly twice as oid as Rolf, and
iinderstood the Icsson better. When Rolf’s mother
called him in, Tim sat still a long while thinking.
He had heard plenty of people talk about steal-
ing, and been addressed many a time as a young
sinnct, and called to rcpentance. But nobody
had ever made him want to repent before.
“ Thcre he was— nothin’ but a baby,” said Tim
to himself, “ settin’ aside o’ me an’ lookin’ up to
me as if | was just exackly as good as him ! An’
he kind o’laughed up beautiful in my face, an’ he
looked as if he was as good— right through to his
bones— as— as aliull church ! | wisht his mother

Don't tell him

“ 1711 tell him it's a secret!

had n’t 'a’ called him in! |1 guess if she 'd seen
him talkin’ to me, though, she 'd 'a’ called him
sooner. Laws! would n't she have been scared?
W hy, he don’'t know nothin’ bad, I don’t b’lieve !

An’ | know how to steal”— and Tim counted over
his sins on his fingers— “ to steal, an’ to fight, an’
to tell lies— my, irZi.~such rousin’ ones as | can

tell 'd take the crinklc out o’ her hair in a jiffy'l
All tbe same,” he said, heaving a great sigh as he
rose and looked up at the Windows, “ | wisht she
had n’'t called him I would n't let on to htm
what I knows— an’ | wisht | bad a penny !’

in!

The nextday, Rolf left his tin cart on thc door-
step while.hc ran down to Mr. Gilbcr’s. When he
came back thc cartwas gone, and thcre was a
scufflc among some boys farther down the Street.
Rolf drew himself together, lookmg very forlom,
and was just about to raisc a cry when out from
the gi'oup of quarreling boys darted Tim with the
cart. Racing as fast as his legs could take him lo
Rolf's house, he placed thc toy in the child’s hands,
and squared round in front of him, with fists ready
for the boys, if nccessary. But tbey, sceing the
front door open, passed on with only a few sneers
for Tim’s benefit. Tim, bctousled, sat down to
right his much abuscd cap, and to get his breath.

“ Those boys are n’t polite ! ” said Rolf.

“ They aint never been to ‘Lasco’s Dancin’
'"Cademy ' roun’ the cérner— so ye mustn’t spect
too much of 'em,” said Tim, adding, with signifi-
cant gestures, “ they’ve just liad a little dance
that'll tcacli 'em sumpthin’, though !”

The boys had another conversation which lasted
until Rolfwas callcd in, as usual. But the next
day, and every day when Rolf wentout fot his little
airing, he found Tim on the lookout for him, and
their acquaintance grew rapidly. It was Rolf’s
custoin to play out-of-doovs, and take his little trip
to Dilber’s grocery while his mother dusted the
parlors, looking out of thc windows or stepping td
thc door now and then to see if her boy was safe.
Tim watched his chance and talkccl to Rolf when
she was not in sight, fot he held to his first idea
tliat she would be troubled to see them together,
and he would run away at thc first sound of her
voice. Rolf naturally repeated things which “ a
boy ” bad told him, and she saw tliem together
sometimes, but she knew that Rolf was social in
his dispositioii, and, not rccognizing Tim, thought
only that thc boys passing along the Street ex-
changed greetings witb the child.

But the two were growing meanwhile vciw fond
of each other. They had formed a friendship with
which time had little to do. Rolf, in his baby way,
acceptcd Tim as a stanch defender of his rigbts
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and liis confidential friend. And Tim grew to
love the little fellow as he had neverloved anything
or anybody in his life before.

One day Rolf failed to appear,
Tim tried several times fiom the opposite pave-
mcnt, he caught no glimpse 6f him at any of the
Windows.

The next day, and the next, and many days
went by and Tim did not see his little friend. He
hours to look at the house; but, al-

and altliough

went at all

RAGAMUFFIN.
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asked Jacob, gruffiy. “ An’ how do ye daré set foot
on that box when it’s put there for him to stand
on when he comes down to the shop? | wont
have anybody touch thatbox— I wont! It stands
there just where he shoved it himself— an’ |l
break anybody’s bones who touches it!”

Not awhit did Tim care for Jacob’s scolding.
Fie only squeezed his hands hard together and
“1°’ll go, an’ I wont touch nothing never,
Rolly

cried:
if ye ’jl just tell me what's come to Rolly !

TIM MAKES A VISIT TO POLLY.

though he saw every other person who lived in it,
and even the eat through the basement blinds, he
saw no Rolf, and his heart was troubled.

One day it occurrcd to him to ask Mr. Dilber
what was tlie matter, and he walked into the shop.
He was greeted by being ordered out at once.
Instead of obeying, he walked up to the counter
and, putting his foot on the soap-box which Rolf
used to stand upon, was about to speak, when
Jacob, whose back had been turned for an instant,
saw him and made a dive for him. Tim sprang
toward the door and squared off, shouting at the
top of his voice: “ I tell ye I don’t want nothing,
an’ 1would n't take it ifye gave it to me! 1 want
to know 'bout Rolly Kingman !” Here there was
a catch in”~im’s voice, and he added huskily:
“ What's come to him ?”

It was Rolly’s filame that caught Jacob’s atten-
tion — not the catch in Tim’s voice.

“ What do you know about him? An’ what

business is it of yours what's.come to him?”

likcs me, an’ nobody ever did afore, an’ they never
will.  Oh, what’'s come to him, Mr. Dilber ?”
Jacob saw inisery in the boy’s face, and his toncs
softened as he said: “ Well, boy, they say he s
near to death’s door! An’ may be, by this time___
may be the Lord Himsel/has come to him !~
Tim’'scry was n't a loud one, but it was desoiate.
Hedropped his head and trcmbied. He was tuin-
ing to go, when his eye lighted on Rolly's box.
Jacob did not interfere with him then, ivlien he
dropped on his knccs before it, and, rubbing it
with his ragged sleevcs, said: “ | wont— wont
put my foot on it again — no, 1— Iwont but__
O Rolly! Rolly!” and his poor face was pressed
down on the box and his tears fell upon it fast.

It was many weeks afterward that Rolly sat up
in his crib one morning, cutting papcr soldiers
and waiting for Tim. For Tim was coming to
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see him! The Doctor had told about the poor
boy who waited for him every day in coid or wet,
whether the sun shone or the rain fell, only to hear
how Rolly was.

Tim had Iseen hunted up and taken care of.
had — but wait!
himself to Rolly.

“ Halloo!” said Rolly, when Tim showed him-
self with a bunch of lilacs in his hand. If Rolly
had been older, he would have sccn Tim'’s clean face
and neat clothes before he spied the lilacs. As it
was, he had sniffcd at the flowers a good while be-
fore he said again ;
jacket!”

He
Let him tell his good fortune

“ Halloo ! you 've got a new
And it was then that Tim told what had
happened to him.

“Ye sec,” said he, “ the Doctor axed me to
hold his horse, an’ then he seen rae everyday, an’
the horse an’ me got 'quaintcd. An’ the Doctor
was 'stonishcd 'cause 1 held on to the horse when
the fire ingines went by. Hut before that, he
knowed you an’ me was friends. An’ | said nobody
did n’t know me much ’'cept Mr. Dilber, an’ he
would n’t say nothiu’ good for me, ‘cause | used to
crib nuts an’ things. But 1was n't fair to Mr. Dil-
ber, for he told the Doctor that he tliought if I had
a chance | 'd learn how to b’have myself in time.
‘ Certain sure,” says he, ‘he has n’t touched any-
thiu’ o’ mine since Rolly Kingman was took sick!’
So the Doctor tried rae, an’1’m his boy, an’ the
horse an’ him both likes me, an' I 'm earnin’ my

clothes (yoiu-'mother gave me two suits to start
with) till 1 show 'cm 1 can keep my tongue in ray
head and 'tend to my business. But I’'ve got a
secret, Rolly, that I 'm not goin’ to tell to any one
butyou!” And Tim seized his opportunity while
Rolf's mother left the loom for a moment.
“ Rolly,” he whispered, “ do ye mind them nuts |
took that day?”

Rolly nodded.

“ Well,” said Tim, “ | told the Doctor, when he
talked to me about earnin’ my clothes, that I did
n't want no moncy but just a penny, an’if he 'd
give me that | would n't ax for another cent. So
he did. An’ this is the secret: 1 bought a ccnt’s
worth o’ thern same nuts, an’ 1 watched round tiil
Mr. Dilber did n’t see me, an’ then | just put every
one of 'em back in the barrell”

Rolly laughed as if he thought the secret was a
capital one.

“ 10 tell
Tim. “1’'m
Kidearnin’!

ye sumpthin’ else, too,” continued

Icarnin’ at night school, an’ 1'm
1 used to know heaps o’ bad tliings,
but since 1 tuk those nuts back, an’unlcarned how
to— howto — steal, ye know— it’s lots casierthan
I thought it 'd be to unlearn the other things. An’
since you 've been my friend, Rolly, somchow it’s
haider to do bad things than it used to be, an’ 1
think if you're my friend long enough, why ljimeby
1’1l forget how altogether an’ quite entirely for
evermore!”

AMONG THE FINES.

A CMldreds Play/or Chratmas-Tide.

/« Two Acts.

By Ruth Oguen.

CHARACTERS.

PoM .v; iilhilo village maid.
Father Pive: aiieldctly pine.
>l0THEE Pine: " " "

Jack: Poll/s yoimger broihet.

i Two promising young Pinelets,

Cone and bCKUD: j sons to Fatherand Mother Pino.

Neddie Shed, Loois Screw, <Four giicer litdo fellows, aids-de-
Felix Dean. Tinv M ite : camp to Sama Claiis.

{jCENE.
A saow-covcced hill-sidc in New Englaad.

B  Por parlor representation, sides and background of some
rich, red color, bordered wiih pine-boughs at the lop, will be
round most elTective. The four pine-ireos included in ihe drawa/is
fersona imist be of varying beighis, and should be placed at the
roar of the st-Tge.  Green is the bosi color for covering ihe floor.

An ingenious arrangement of cotton on and about ihe trees will
give ihe effkct of snow; anda low fence, running directly across
the ftont of the siage, wiU lend a certain finish to tbe sceae.

The snow covetlid needcd in the play should be made of some
red material, gcnerously covered with cotton, and should be folded,
readylbruse.onthefiooratthefroniof the stage. Two bwbenchea
will be iieeded These should be placed one on either side toward
the forward part of the stage. The membcre of the Pine family are
io be impersonatcd hy children, concealcd behind the various irccs,
with only heads and arms showing. Father and M other Pine
musebe placed respecKvely at the back of the latgest trees.

M other Pine's costume should be disiinguisbed from the rest
by a wide-frilled groen cap, tied under the chin; a baby held m her
arms may be impersonaied by a large doli in greon long-clothes.
Father Pinr, attired in a broad-btimmed green hat, should he
smoking a pipe. It may be necessary to cutaway” few branches,
in order lo allow the children to stand close to the main siems of the
trees, and to afford them free play of the arms. As the Pinc family
is neccssarily stationary, as much expression as pos-sirr* must be
ihrown into voide and geslure.

The four aids.de-camp should be respecllvely costumed in red,
blue, green, and yellow. Imitations of Katc Greeiiaw.iy costumes
will prove most effective for Jack .andpPollv.
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Curiain rises to piano accompanimint of the Pine-iree
carol :

| 'Tis nier-ry Cliriai-mas - lide, Tlic

air Is filled witli glad - iisss, Bid gloom de-i>arl from

Chorus,

ev-eryh«iT, A iruce 10 cai-e and sd<) *iica«. ITieu

i¢zzi=d=rd=drgEd---— —

join our Chrishnas song, And swell tl»e nwi  ry
7Ti = —n—T7ATp~ r:— — r-i Femmee Feeeee 1=
~oe «- T C -11— czus,d
cho - rus.Wliile «now lieswhite this ftos- Iy nigln. And

r-J I

mooli «b€tims shlin - mer o'er us.
n 1

iIS— «t
:5c me-

2. Between briglU lioliy-leaves
Lo! berries red are glowing!
The ivy vine climbs round tlie pine
Krom very love of growing.
C/ioms.
3- And we, this frosty eve,
Our Chrislmas watch are keeping;
WTiile cradled low, beneath the snow,
Frail summer Idooms are sieepiiig.

T, ., . . Choms.
4. Bleak winter storins we brave

With joyous exaltatioii,
Right proud to be tho Christinas-tree
Of every Christian natioii. Choras.

Father Fine 'igrufflyl. 2t takes a pretty stout heart
to sing lhatsong to-night; that is, with any feeling.

CoN-E PI.-JE, Why, Pa? Why?

SCRUB Pi.ME. Yes; what 's the matter, Daddie? | 'm
sure | feel asjoliy as a si.xpence. \_Begins lo whisHe ]

Mother Fine. Be still, this minutei

Father Fixe. Jolly as a sixpencel To be sure you
do! You ’'re a flighty young thing, with scarce sense
enough to understand the reason wliy we should all feel
anything but joliy. Do you forget that this has been
the first Christmas-day, for many a year, when some one
of US has not been carried off for a Chvistmas-tree ?
I 'm ashamed of the family. We are degenerating.

CONE Fine. Nota bitofit, Pa! Just look at me!

Mother Fixe. Yes, Conie, yon are certainly very
liromising; and yet, Xdoubt if you will ever be wanted
fora tree. You are a little spiiidly, and not quite straight.
You see, a wood-cutter sat down on you when you were
young, and you nei-er seemed to get over it.

ScRuUB. Would I do, Ma?

Mother Fine. Yes; | amsure you would, Scrubbie;
but no one [slghing heavily' has caréa for even lhe best
of us, this year. Your father and I, iny dear, have been
coulent lo live right on here, trusting that you would
each be a Cliristmas-treo in your day.

Father Fine. Well,— come what will, three of this
family have been Chvistmas-trees in their day, and very
fine ones, loo, There ’'s great comfort in thal.

CoNE. Well, I 'm satisfied. It seems to me a deal
more fun to kcep sprouling Itere wilh the rest of you
than to be tricked out in pop-corn and gimcracks for an
evening, and then thrown into some one’s back-yard lo
die. |1 don't mind being crookcd and spindly, if il
keeps an oid wood-cntter from choppiiig me down.

Mother Pixe. Why, Conie! You can nol tell how
it grieves me to hear you talle in this fa.shinii. .Ah, what
evil influenoes will group themselves about one station-
ary little pine-tree. Tell nic, Conie, from wiioni did you
contvive to pick up ,so0 many queer cxi>ressjons ?

Come, From an oid wood-chopper. He said Pa was a
tough oid customcr, and that there was mighty liltle sap
left iii you, Ma. Then he told us he had two children
at home that he was bound to care for. They were n’t
his own, though. They itelonged to a -soldier-cousin of
his who was kilied in a war with the Indians. *“ Ciot a
wifc ?” said 1. “ Great grief, no!” said lie. “I 'ma
bachelov, every indi of me; and yet | haveto look out
for a pair of youngsters. Hard luck, is n'til, sonny?”
“ Well, I don’tknow,” | said. “ Are they nice ciiildren?”
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“ Dependi, upon what you cali nice,” said he; “ tliey re
well favored as far as looks is concerned, and has kmd
of'cute ivays; but their appetites 15 fearful.’

SCRUB Pise. H e was a queer oid chap, M a. | asked
him wliat the children's fiames were.

“What were they
christened ? ” said he.

I did u’t understand h.m ; but 1
was afraid he 'd dig his pickax mto rae if | seemed
stupid; so | said, “ Yes. sil-, that 's what | mean.

“ Say so, then,” said he. “ One’s called Jack, and
f other Polly ; but their regular cognomens is John and

acrt\nlse Pise {intermpting\. Then | asked linn. Ma,
if he was going to have a Christmas-tree for ihera,
which made him look awful macl, and he said: My
eves! voung offshoot, what do you take me for? It s
'bout al! I can manage to keep 'cra in food, and clothes,
and fuel, let alone any such nonsense as a Christm~-
tree  Bcsides, they 've heeu extra troublesome latcly,
and don’t deserve a single thing,” Then lie looked cross
enough, and said he was tired answermg questions, and
he 'd advise all us little pinelets to shut nghl up, if we
did n'twant tobe cut (lownforfitewood.

Mother Pine Syery much shocked\ You should
have known better, both of you, than to have anything
to do with a man like that. Why, every other word he
used was slang. You are a great grief to me, Come..

CONE PIiNE. “ Great grief” is slang, Ma .

M other Pine \severely’\. Notwhen I “se it.

SCRUB PiNE \innocently’\. W hat is slang, Pa.

Father Pine. It is a concise but vulgar form of
expression. originating in insttutions of learnmg, and
much in vogue among young men and women of the
present day. A really higb-toned pine-tree would never
indulge in it. You had better writc it down, boys.
Wbere are your slates ? .

CoNE and Pine, Here, Paj iProduang slaUs with
penfils amched.\ What shall we vyite ?

Father Pine. Write just what | told you.

CONE and SCRUB. W hat was il about, Pa?

Father Pine. About slang, | believe.

cone and SCRUB. But, Pa! What about slang?

Father Pine li,np<Uicuily\ | do notatthe momen
recall what I said, but never mmc! 1 YVnte it down, all
the same, commencing with a capital I.

The Pinetni"lcok surprised, and listen
attenlively.]

CoNE and ScRuUB. Wliy— what— is— that?
Father Pine Ipeerhg into the distance”™.

children ; they are coming this way.
MOTHER PINE \.cagerly”™.

It s two

Let thcm come. Don't
frighten ’ein.
CONE and ScRUB. Pa!
Father Pine. Silence, 1 say ! both of you. Eyes

right— 50 as not to cmbarrass them.
CONE Pine \_iookingfurtively to the Uf(\. It s a boy

and a girl, Pa. -

t ui
Father Pine.

Bé quiet. 11 you spea'k agaiii 1

puli you up by the roots.

verses of Chnstmaahymn.]

Christmas hymn:

“ Good-will to men,” the blessed siain
Is ringing far and wide;

And ail who will may/eei the thrill
Of joyous Christmas-ticle.

3, Let loving words, and loving deeds
Crowd out each sad regret;
For one short day, good Christians may
Their cares and toils forget.

lack \interrupiing at dose of second verse\. Oh,
Polly! Don’t let’s go no furder. These mittens are
n't worth a cent for keeping out the coid. n

Poltly. Blow your fingcrs this way, Jack. Don't
give up yet. Where will this year’s miltens be commg
from, if wec don’t find Santa Claus? Let’'s sing ariother
verse, and try and keep our spirits up till we do find him.
(The children wandcr about once again, and ring third verse of

hyron.]

Jack Utopping abrupUy-l It is n't any good.

POLIY Oh.yes.itis. The little boy said, you know,
that Santa Claus lived in a cottage, on a snowy hill among
the pines. . ,

TaCK. Well! here 's the hill, and the pme-&ees, and
Ilhesnow; but you can see for yourselfthere 's "1° sign
of a cottage. \ConfidenliaUy-\ | guess the little boy hed.

Father Pine. Tul Il tut! tut! never say that.

JACK and Poi-LY {looking up surprised™ Never say
what ? . -

Father Pine, Lied, to be sure! say prevancatod;
it means the same thing, and sounds better.

Polly {accusingly\ 1fw e’'d known you were listen-
ing, we would n't have said anything.

But who ever
heard ofpine-treeshearingand talking?

Mother Pine. Tliere are a great many wonderiul
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things, my dear, whicli sucli a small cidld as yourself
may be prcsumed not to have heard of.

Jack. And can you eat?

Cone and Scrub. Canwe!

Jack. What did you say ?

CoNE and Scrub. Wc said we could.

Jack. Could what?

Come and Scrub. Why, eat, to be sure!

Jack. And do you like candy rabbits?

Cone and Sceub. Love 'em.

Jack {.producingapiece of eandy], | have only a part
ofone. A little boy gave it to me who got it for his
Christmas. But | guess | had better give it to the baby.
May she have it, Mrs. Bine ?

Mother Pine. Certainly, my dear, if you do not
want it yourself.

Jack. But I do.

Mother Pine. Then keep it.

Jack. No.lwont! There,then! 'thandingittoMother
Pine/orthebaby\ MySunday-schooUeachersays,“ There
s no creditin giving only what you 've got no use for.”

Cone and Scrub, Three cheers fon Jack! Hip__

Jack [inlernipHng]. Uh, please don’'t both talle at
once | It frightens me so !

Cone and Scrub. We wont, then.

Jack. But you 're doing it now [very despairingly”.

Cone and Scrub. We wont do it again.

Father Pine. See that you don't, boys. | will not
allow it. But look here, Jack and Polly, teU me what
do you want way up here? for it 's growing late, and you
ought to be at home, and in bed. Where do you live ?

PoLLY. In that little cottage, yonder, way down at the
foQt of the hill. You can just see the light in the kitchen
windosv from here.

Jack [sadlyl. But you can't smell the mufliiis.

Polly. Never mind, Jack I What's muffins to find-
ing Santa Claus? [Turning ic Father Pine."\ 1 guess
you must have heard us say, sir, lhat we were hunting
fof Santa Claus. We want to talk nialters over with
him. Our Unele Dick says we do not deserve anv
pvesents ; but don’'t you think it 's pretty hai-d for little
folks like us not to have just a little Christmas ?

Cone and Scrub [indignantiy'\. To be surewe do.

Jack. Therel You 've broken your promise.

Cone and ScRUB. Beg your pardon, jack ; we forgot.

Jack. Well, picase don’t forget again.

Polly. You see, Mr. Pine, Jack thinks he 'll be a
better boy next year,and | know | shall be a better girl;
so if we could only see Santa Claus our own selves and
tell him so, | believe he «vould give us sonielhing, We
really need it. We have no father fior mother, and Jack’s
inittens — look — are almost worn out.

Father Pine [gravejy'\. But how can | help you,
my dear ? Santa Claus does not live here.

POLi.Y. Does n'the?

Jack. No wheres near?

Father Pine. Whoevcrtoldyouhedid, prevaricated.
Don't forget that word; say it after me ; pre-var-i-ca-ted.
Now ! all together!

Cone and Scrub. )
Jack and Polly. | P'-”-var-.-ca-ted,

[The dwarfs, or aids.de-cainp to Santa Claus, ate hoaid sinRInE ihc
airof Homeward Match " sofily in the distance.]

I'ATHEr Pine. Really, i 'mvery sovry foryou; |

Jack [listening to the viusiel- Oh! what is that?

Fatheb Pine. Only lhe boys, singing as they come
home,

Jack and Polly [exeifedly']. And who are the boys?

FATIIER Pine. Oh, a jolly set of fellows who live up
here. Crawlinunder my boughs, and they wontsee you;
but they would not hurt you if lliey did.

[Dwarfs eiiter, kccping step to the music, and whon fairly upon ihc
siage conimence singing. Descripiivc gestures Introducid at
ihc «ame moment hy each little dwarf, and of#; «rfi'tfrfsimilafity,
will add greatly lo ihe taking" properlies of the song,]

Homewa”™'d March :

skies 50 chill and gray, We've Irudged, «otn-oui nntl

[ J—— * —
(VYA N— |

Avea « ry, Tiils Ivc «long day. Biit no Avise el - fin

rov - er Need an ¢y /dr*ther roain,

o —

lo! oiirjour-ney’5 o - ver, We've reachedonr home.

-

ti
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Never were dwarfs enlisted in such_a worthy cause
As we while we 've assisted good Santa Oaus.

More work had he last season than he could fully do.
And for this simple reason, we 've helped Inm through.

Such scores of wee doll-mothers wtited. In every town;
Such ranks of baby brothers, lately come down.

And 'twould have been so shocking, if any girls or boys,
Op’'ning their Christinas stocking, had found no toys.

Therefore, wilh hearts most wiling, we 've worked our
level best—

Hundreds of stocldngs filung, no thought of rest.

Such dolls! such wondrous treasure!
ginger-bread! -

Have we, with keenest pleasure, dIS trib-u-ted.

Such stacks of

Just what each child expected, we’'ve served on ev'vy
hand —

Not one has been neglected in this great land.

So now, each consdence easy, softly to bed we 1lereep.

And in this bcdroom breczy, all fall asleep.

[During the singing ofthe last four Ibes, the dwarfs crawl unrta thc

~ sncw ccverlb. and fall asleep, restbg thc.r nghtelbcws en ihe
fleor, and their heads on their r.ghl hands. |

jACK

\after « faiise, and in a stage tohisper].
please,

I do not like it. | want to go home.

POLLY \dragging him from tntder the boughs of the
treg\  Now, Jack, don’'t be afraid!

Oh,

If they are such
good friends of Santa Claus, they 'Il do someffimg for
ns We Il ask them. LSlaris to touch one of tluni.-\

Jack. Oh, no! no! no! Don’'t waken’em!
very tired, and they '!1 be awfal mad.

PoLLY. No, they wont. 1 'll risk it, and waken the
one that seems kindest \taalking from <nic to the otker,
and bendingovereach critically\. Snapptsh — cross
worn out-rather grouty-Well!

They re

a
none of them look

very kind, asleep;
FATHER Pine. Children!

Tack and PoLLY. Yes, sir.

Father Pine. Sing a verse of your httle hymn. 1
will waken them all at once, and waken them in a good
humor. They are very susceptible to ~music.

v i
[ina subducd tone

wonderingly at the childtcn-1

POLLY \_timidly\. Please, sirs, w e-w e-w e he~d
you say you had been working for Santa Claus. and that
no child had been forgotten; but. please. sirs, you
mistaken. When Jack and | wolce up this mornmg
there was nothing for us; not— one— single thmg.
Unele Dick, who takes care of us, says he did not tell
Santa Claus about us, because wc did not deservc any
presents. Then we both cried very liard, aml weie so
disappointed, till a little boy told us Santa Claus lived
somewhere up here, and gave Jack a candy rabbit what
he had gotten for his own Christmas. So that is how
we came up, trying to ftnd him; for rcally we have not
been so very bad. You sec, it seems so to Unele Dick
because he is not fond of children. Now, could you do
anything for us, sirs?

Jack Ueseechingl)”™. Yes;

could you?
A1l THE Dwares

Yes; we could.

THE

{KOVEMDEI?,
TINES.

Loilis SCREW. And we could liang your oid Unele

Dick. He deserves it. How would you like that?
\decidedly\. Oh, we would not like that, sir;

cause then there would be no one at all to care for us.

Jack. Besides, you see, he ’'s the muffin man, and
makes splendid muffins xvhat he sells out of a little cart.
TThoughlfully.] We 'd rather you would not hang him.

Félix Dean. We wont, then! But now, look here:
tell US, what would you like for Christmas ?

Jack. A great, big tree.

POLLY. With pretty lanterns.

Jack. {holding uf his hands\ And some mittens .

POLLY. And books.

Jack. And asled, and roller-skates, and candy — lots
ofcandy — and avelodpede. N

TINY M ite [sarcasucally, andin a ftplng v0|cef Is
that all ?

Jack Ulowly-]. Yes; — that's all,— | think.

Neddie Shed. Well, you shall have tliom. Sit down
yonder, on those little beuches, and we ’ll fix things up
for you.

ITack and Polly sit down on thc little henr.hes, and the Dwarfs,
mkine hold of hands, dance, lo the inuNiic of the J-antem Song,
in frontof Fatheb Pine, during which the curUun falls.]

act second.

fDuring thc Intcnnission between the acts, Father Pine must he

*  trimmed with tho usual Chnsimas-iree decoraaons. i his proc-
ess necd consume hui very Uttlc time, as only the side of the
troe visible 10 the audience requites decorauon. Some of the
toys eniimerated by Jack and Polly should
b¢ie. Tho cuitala rises. discovenngJack and Polly atill aoaiea
upon the little benches.]

CoNE and sScRuUB {looking in wonder at Father
Pine.y Oh,Ma! Justlook at Pa! Is n’'t he,splendid?

Mother Pine. Yes, dears, splendid. | always knew
he had it in hira to make a beautiful Christmas-tree.

W hat wonderful miracle-workers these little dwarfs are,

to be sure' To think that only a moment ago he was

a sober, green pine, like the rest of us, and now -
welU is n't he magnificent, Polly?
' Polly {with a long-drawn sigh.'i Yes, inagmhcent.
Jack. But it seems to me, a regular Christmas-tree
needs candles, or lanterns, or something.
Father *You ungratefui httle anng! You
ought lo he only too thankful to have any tree at all—
but, haru!

Pine.

[Enter the Dwsrfs, euch csrrybg light,” red lanterns, (the oM bs”™
ting!tiss lanterns which come specially prepared for Chri tmas.
ueei are the hest for this purpose), and keeping ime lo the
m¢ic of the foUowing song. Neddie Shed leads_lhe i«t,
and coming to the front of siage, smgs the Lantern Song, dur-

g whbh”ihe other dwarfs fasten the ‘tshffd

trie  Here again descnpnve gestures on the pan o~he »lo-

isis wul add ereatly to the cfTectivcness of the song. hghis

™ thc ,smfC®rhould be lowered te make the dwarfs’' lanterns
moro oflective, ]
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[ The Chorus should be suug by jhe Lhoarfsandthe Pine

Famity, the Dviarfs coming tofront of stage and
dancing in perfcct lime."\\

Neddif. Shed.

And red are the rubies that maidons coy
Contrast with their snow-white hands.

And red are the sedis which great kings employ,
Indorsiiig their high commands ;

And ved is ihe rose whose op'ning bud
Tlie loveliest grace altains.

And red is the sifenily coursing blood
Which tingles in mortal veins.

Chorus— Tlien hang, etc.

. B.—If more lime is required for orranging ihe lanicms than is

allowed by che song, lei the interliidc between the two verses be
a prolongad one. At closc of second chorus thcDwarfs dance
off the slage and dircctly back again. each carrying blue iighted
lantems, and LouiR Screiv Icading the rest, with by-play same
as before, and soin turn “ Félix Dean, of thel.antcm Groen,"
and “ Tiny Mile, of the Ycllow Light."]

LOUIS SCREW.
Oh, | 'ra Loiiis Screw, of the lantcrn blue,

And therefore .alord am |,
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For blue are ibe flowers of tend’rest hue,
And blue is tlie cloudless sky;

And blue are the eyes of tlie maiden grave
Tlie sailor would make his bride,

And blue is tlie sweep of the crestcd wave
That kisses the brave ship’s side.

ChOBuS; . )
Then hang the blue lanterns on ev'ry ljough
And twig of the hardy pine;
For who 'd care to see a brave Christmas-tree
¢ mine.
Without these blue lights of™ thine.
Loliis Screw.
And blue are tlie turquoise, and wonehous rare,
They set in the king’s-gold crown;
And blue is the robe he sees fit to wear
On occasions of great renown;
And blue is the tiny forget-me-not,
Which true lovers prize, 1 ween,
While ]>lood that is red in a Hottentot
Is liie in a king or queen.
CAorus: Then hang the blue lanterns, etc.

FELIX Dean.

Oh, I 'm Félix Dean, of the lantern green,
And therefore a lord am |1,

For green is the moéss of the deep ravine,
And green are its hemlocks high;

And green is the lafie with tall, plumy ferns
Where violets and harebells hide,

And green is the signal the st“mer burns
All night on her starboard side.

Choros: ) )

Then hang the green lanterns on evry hough

And twig of the hardy pine;

For grave as a rooU any tree would look,
<mine.
Without these green lights of?
And green is the mermaid whose winrang smile

Exerts such a wondrous spell;

And green are the-shores of blest Erin’s isle,

And'greén are hef félk as.well;

And grécn is the beaulifnl emerald stone,

That all other gems 6éutvies;

And green, with a peen that is all their own,

Ave pussy-cats’ brilliant-eyes.

c/iorus: Then hang the gréen lanterns, etc.

TiNY MITE. i,

Oh, I'm Tiny Mite, of the yellow light,
And therefore'a'lord am 1, , ¢

For yellow ’s the moon that shines al night
So ciear in the dark, dark sky;'

And yellow of hair, I make bold lo clmm,
Are ladies of high degree;

And yellow and bright- is- the .heacon flame
Which gleams o’er the storm-tossed sea.

Choros ;
Then hang yellow lanterns on ev'ry bough
And twig of the hardy pinc;
For nothing, you know, can excel the glow

f mine.
Of these yellow lights of?jjN~g»™

And yellow’s the ore that the goldsmitli molds
For bracelet and broocli and ring,

And rich yellow gold is the cup which holds
The «vine of the royal king;

And yellow of hue is the primrose s«veet
W herever maids chance to range,

And yellow 's tlie coin «vhich buys a seat
For you in the Stock Exchange.

Chorue: ITien hang yellow lanterns, etc.

[At conclusién of song Uio Dwarfs lako their stand a utlle in the
hackgtoiind, two on cilheraideof the tree.)

Cone and Scrub. There, now, Jack, what do you
think of that?

Jack. | don’t think atall. | can’'t thmk. |
happy to think.

Neddie ShED. Come ! help yourselves, children;
step right up to the tree and help yourselves. .

LoUIS SCRE«V Jack by the hamr\. Yes, in-
deed! Come right along. Don’t be bashful!

m too

riACK and POULY leave theirbenches and, whiie the Mr ofthcChtust-
mas Hyinn is playcd softly, appropnaie some of lhe toys from
the foot of the iree.J
Polly [standingwith her armsfull oftoys\ Oh, you
nhave all been so verykind! |1 'm surewe never dreamt
of anytliing like this. 1 do not see how you ever did it!
Tiny Mite. Of course yon don't. We never tell
how. Besides, you could not understand if «ve did.

[Jack, loaded with toys, siaris to walk quietly off che stage.]

Polty. Jack! Jack! Wliere are you going?

Jack. Home.

PO1.LY. But you have not so much as tlianked Mr-
Dean and all the rest of therru.

Jack. W hat's the use? 1 can't thank’em enough,

Polly. And is that any reason why you should not
tlianlc them ataU? Come right back, Jack.

[Jack obeys, and Poutly takes him by ihc hand.|

Polly 1 would like to make you a fine little speech,
sirs, because of all yon have done for us; butyou would
only wonder juno I did it, and [slylyl 1 never tell how ;
so I'll just say that we are very much--——--

Jack. Don’'t make such a fuss, Polly!
“ Thanks” and be done with it.

Father Pine. Oh, | do hope you will not “)ust
say" anything of the kind. |If diere is a barbarous
abbreviation in the English language, it is that word
“Thanks.” Itislazy; itiscommon. | sincerely hope
it may never again be utteved in my presence. AVhat
has become of the courtly, old-fashioned “No, | thank
you,” and “ Yes, | thank you " -——-- But | am leoturmg.

Polly [indignadtly\ AndJack is almost crying, Mr.

Just say

Father Pine. No cause for tears, Jack. Now run
alone home, and show your presents to your Gnele.

Jack [wistftMy tothe Dwarfs\ W Imt-what are you
going to do with all the other things ?

Neddie Shed. Well Suggestions r e m order.

Jack. | woitld like something for Unele Dick, though
he does not deserve anything. .

Polly. And there are a good many other people m
the town besides Unele Dick— real nice people, too.
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LOUIS Screw. Is thatso? Then | 'll tell you wliat
we’lido. Lay your toys down here; ihey’ll be safe.
Cone and .Scrub will watch them, and we 'U all load up
and carry .some presents lo your friends. Do you
approve of that, Miss Polly?

Poi.LY. Why, I 'd rather do tliat than have a Chriat.
mas of my own. Would n't you, Jack ?

J.ack {/iesifalgngi. No, 1 would ii'l ;

but I think it

FA.HER Pine. That 's right, Jack; wliaiever else
you do, always speak the truth, and now, Mother and
Cone and Scrub, we can surely sing om oid carol
meriTly enough.

(The Pine femilydng il.o Piiw-tree Carol while Jack, Pou.v, and
the Dwarfs pa« down among theaudience and dinribute present

or Imle snnvemrs from the tree. il would l)e better, perhaps,

ATonged on tmys

would be very nice, very nice, indeed, to liave both. b fo T ‘¢y mnrmn
I-AUAS LIMNLE «ANi “ WONTPATA BE PLEASKD ! HK t'INKS SO MUCH ABOUT
OESE ItCSUBS — AND NOW HIS DOOD 'iTTLE HAN 'tL CUT 'em
OUT FOR HIM ALL NICE AND SMOOVE!"
VOL. XI.— 5.
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the

By Edward W.

ON thc 14th of June, 1777, thc Continental

Con-ress resolved “ that the flag of the thirteen
United States be thirteen stripes, altérnate red
and white; that the unién be Alteen stars whR.
in a blue field, representmg a constellat.on
This was the flag which, first unfurled by Captam
John Paul Jones on the “ Ranger,

standard ofthe new American repubhc. It

above the historie field of Yorktown, and fluttered
tom the north bastién of oid Fort George when,
S e hindred years ago this very

ber the troops of King George evacuated the city
of New York, and the long war of the Revolution
was ended.

Does any reader of St. Nicholas know why the
stars and stripes were ado.pted as our nationM
emblcm ? Various tlieories have been advanced
frim t L which traces them to the “ Union Jack”
of England’s flag to thc highly poetical claim that
the baimer of the Union representa crimno”
clouds of sunset blown mto stripes by the tree

w |¢ of heaven, and spangled with thc evening

stars just twinkling in thc blue, But none of thesc

can be proven, and, as one authority says, thc
official origirt of the ‘grand Union’ flag is mvolved

you, if I can, the story- of the flag
as | have been able to read it.

Some twenty years ago, | drove, one
mer day, through pleasant country roads from the
borough town of Northampton, some sixteen miles
north-wesl of London, to a gloriot.s oid mansién
itanding in a spacious park amid the green wood-
lands of Northamptonshire-Althorp House,
many generations the faraily-seat of the noble

house o'r Spencer. | would like to -troduce ~

voung American readers to lhis great Engl.sh es-
tate, with its far-stretching fields and forests, its
heronvy (onc of the very few still remammg in
England), its dairy standing in the sliadow of thc
ancestral oaks, its broad fiower-beds and beautfful
lawn, on which | saw such a funny sight-- a mow-
ing-machinedrawn by a mulé shod

so as not to injt.re the turf, 1 should like to t 1
you of the giand oid house, with
fnents, its stiperb antiquities,
rarc paintings; its library, onc of the «"~1
England, so lined with books that, once m, you can

scarce find your way out; its patch-work ~edroom
and other rare sights.

its State apart-

But tlns is not part of my
‘Copyright. 1883, by Root &

ORIGIN OF THE_

STARS AND STRIPES.-

Tuffley.

Storv. Althorp House isthe home of Earl Spencer,
now Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and not far away
stands the parish church of Bnngton, rich in
monumcnts and memorials of the noble Spencer
family. Passing down the aisle with the paris
clerk he called my attention to an unmvitmg-
looking spot-aboard about two yards long and
one wide, covcring part of the pavemcnt. Stoop-
ing down, he removed the board and uncovered
one of the old-timc “ brasses,” so common m the
parish churchés of England-a piece of laitm or
sheet hrass, set into the pavement of the church,
and bearing an engraved inscnption.

“ 1 wish to cali your attention tothisbrass,
the clerk;

his wife.

said
“ it is one to robcit Washington and
They lived in this pansh many years,
and died in 1622, within a few days of each other.
Here is their coat-of-arms,” he contmued,
the stars and stripes.”

“W hat'" | exclaimed, starting in surpnse,
“ do you really mean that the .American flag, the
stars and stripes, was taken from the arras of the

See.

o «plied. mE .r. Spe«”

frequently bvings American gentleraen here to see
this brass. Mr. Motlcy, the historian, has been
hcre, and so has Senator Suraner.”

1 was interested at once, for 1 am something o
an antiquary. “ But surely,” said 1, “ few Amen-
cans can know of this. 1 wish I could take the brass
away with me, but that is out of

“ W hy nottake arubbinginheel-ball on pape

suffeested the clcrk.

“ The very thing,” ! replied; and 1 soon tran”

ferred the whole inscription bywhatwe cali heel-

ball,” that is, an impression on paper in the way
that boys take the impressions of pennies, by cover-
ing them with paper and rubbing the surface vig-
orously with a blunt pencil.

| obtained a fair copy of the Washington brass,
and, years after, traccd the letters on gilt paper so
that 1 have a fac-simile of the brass as it now lies
beneath the unattractive-lookmg board in Bring
Church, and you will find a copy of it on the next

'"ANWecll 1 caiTied my treasure home and read and
re-read the rubbing- “ RobertWashington, gent,

second son of Robert Washington of Solgrave,

“ Sulgrave? ” | repeated, “ I wonder if there are

any Washington relies at Sulgrave ?”
I wrote to the Vicar of Sulgrave and was politely

Tinker. All rights reservcd.
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informed that there wasa tomb to Laurencc Wash-
ington, bearing- several brasses, in Sulgrave Church.
In reply to a second letter, thevicar kindly sent me
rubbings, beautifully done on tracing-paper, of the
Sulgrave brasses. First of these was the inscription
placed on the tomb by Laurence Washington upon
the death of “ Amee his wyf” in 1564, of which
also a fac-simile is shown on this page.
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Then carne the likcnessofLaurence Washington,

in his mayor’s robes of black cloth triramed witli

k hundred shields

o the mayors in the corridors of Northampton

~n-house bear record, the Worshipful Laurence

Washington was twice mayor of Northampton__
‘n 1532 and 1545.

ail

Next to this carne
the brasses of his
numerous family—
four sons and seven
daughters— allvery
quaint in style, as
wiil be seen by the
sketcheson page 68.

The shield, much
defaced by the feet
ofthree centuries of
woi-shipers, is hard
to dedphecr. But,
dim as are the out-
Unes, we may still
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gotten wealth is not always the most secure, and
trace tbere, on the pavecment of Sulgrave Church, sometimes, as the ofd sayingis, it “ spendsbadly.
the shield bcaring upon iu face the Washington

So with the Manor ol bul-

arms — the stars and stripes. grave. For we

Every boy and girl who studies English hi”® learn that
tory knows the sad and terrible stor>' of ** Bluff

King Hal,” Henry tho Eighth of England, and
his six unhappy wivcs. When, in 1533. t"is
royal Bhie-beard sought to marry fau- Mistress
! Anne Boleyn,
the Pope, Cleni-
ent the Scventh,
seeing no just
cause for the
King’s divorce
from (¢ueen
Kathcrine, re-
fused his con-
sent. But the
self-willed inon-
arch, throwing
offallallegiance
tothe Pope,pro-
clairaed himself
“ head of the
Church,” se-
zurel,;cl al_drl]vlorce d Robert Washington, Esquire, the next heir, getting
myarrr:i]dls tr:/v, i:lir into difficulties, was forced to
Mistress Anne Bol- sell the estate in 16io;
eyn, only (poor
lady!) to cut off
her hcad scarce
three years after
in his grim oid
Tower of Lon-
don. And when
King Hcnry had
declared himself
free of the ** See
of Rome,” he
took forcible
possession of the
religious houses
in England, con-
fiscatcd their

money and di-

corv OF BFAS5 IN sULGRAVE cHurcH To Vvided the church
THR MEMORY OF LAURENCE WASHINGTON

THE SEVEN DAUOHTBRS OF LAURENCE WASHINGTON.

lands among his
friends and adherents. Noiv, the Wo.-shipfiil
Laurence Washington,, some time mayor Ot
Northampton, was an adherent of the King,
a clever lawycr, and a man to concuiate, and
how better could King Honry make a fast
friend Of hlm than by presenting hlm Wlth a THE FOUR SONS OF LAURENCE WASHINGTON
parcel of the dissolved prlorprf St. An- 1and his son Laurence, grandson of the mayor, went
drews, Northampton,” under the iame of the Manor . . .
. | i back to Great Brington, and died there in 1616, as
of Sulgrave? This was done in 1538. But easily
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the “ muralrecord ”on histomb in Brington Church

bearingtheshieldwith the starsand stripes, bearswiif
ness. (In the Boston State House may be seen afac-
simile ofthisinscription, presentad by Earl Spencer
through the instrumentality of Governor Andrew’
Senator Sumner, and Jared Sparks, the biographer
of George Washington.) Twice had the Washing-
tons mamed into the lordly family of Spencer, and
the removal to Brington was doubtless to be near
their noble relatives, for, even in their days of
adversity, we find the Washingtons to have ijeen
honored guests at Althorp House. John Wash-
ington, second son of this second Laurence, and
great-grandson of the mayor, was knighte'j at
Newmarket in 1622; and, when the great civil «var
faetween king and parliament fiUed Engiand with
blood and blows, we find this Sir John Washington
a stanch cavalier, fighcing “ for church and king.”
But poor King Charles lost hiscrown and his head
m 1649, and Cromwell, the Protector, was by no
means a comfortable “ protector” of those who
had taken sides «vith the King. At least, Sir John
Washington found it so; for, in 1657, he left his
pleasant home in Yorkshire, and emigrating to
the New World, scttied at Bridge's Creek in
Westmoreland County, in the colony of Virginia

where he soon afterward married Mistress Anné
Pope. Fhus was cstablished the American line of
the Washingtons, for General George Washington

first President of the United States, was great-
grandson of this same Sir John, the emigrant, as
bir John was great-grandson of the first Laurencc

twice mayor of Northampton and lord of the
Manor of Sulgrave.

This browsing among the Washington genealo-
pes and studymg of their monumental brasses and
faraily records grew very interesting to me, and
about a year ago 1 made a trip to Sulgrave on a
search for Washmgton relies and memorials. There
was the oid diurch, and there, not far away, was
tlie still older manor-house, part of the confiscated
estates of the unfortunatc priory of St. Andrew.
‘ church and studied the brasses
of which | had received such exceUent copies, and
then turned my steps to the manor-house. The
ancient home of the Washingtons belongs now to
a farmer hy the fiame of Cook, and is little more
than a quaint and interesting ruin. A few signs of
B former stability and grandeur may be traced
hut the window with the Washmgton crest, whicli
wastimgton Irving mentions in his “ Life of Wash-

longer to be seen, having been

ington,” s no
“ for

foken after it had been removed elsewhere
=ae keepmg.” The porch, or entrance, to the oid
manor-house still speaks, though somewhat shak-
'ly. of the early glory of the place; and from the
village doctor | was fortinate enough to obtain a

gaster cast of the Washington arms which King
Henrys adhereiu, the worshipful ex-mayor of
Northampton, had placed abovc the porch of the
manor-house in 1540 — the now familiar shield
bearing on its face the stars and stripes.

And now, from genealogy, come with me, girls
and boys, into the Heralds’' Coilege, in London.
W e will take the Washington arms with us and
make a short study of heraldry. You knew what
heraldry is, I suppose. It is the artof blazoning
or describmg m proper tcrms crests, arms, and
armonal bearmgs. It is full of odd and curious
termswhich, to any one notversed in the mystcries

THE WASHINGTON SHIELD
FAC bimile.

FROM OLi MANOR HOUSE, SULGRAVE. NORTHAMPTONSHIRE
A.D. 1540.

of the art, seem but a strange jargoii, Representa-

tionsofarms and crests can not, ofcourse, be always
given in colors, and in the study of heraldry, there-
fore, colors are denoted by the lines of shading.
Fhus perpendicular lines denote red; horizontal
blue; diagonal, green and purple ; and these col-
ors are thus designated; red is gulesy white is
argeni; blue is asure; black is sable; green is
uert, and purple xspurpure. Gold is or, and silver
is argeni. An ohject given in its natural color is
calied proper. Chief\% from capul, the>head, and
indicales the head or upper part of the shicki, cov-
enng one-third of it and set off by a horizontal line.
The mnllctis the small star-shaped wheel or rowel
of a spur and, in heraldry, indicates a third son.
Now, with this short study as a guide, see whether
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you can transiate the description of the mid
crest of the Washington family as | obtamed them
from the Heralds’ College in London, Rernember
that arms and crest are by no means the same
thing- Arms means the shield itself— protection
in battle; crest is the ornament that surmounts
the shield.

THE WASHINGTON FAMILY

Arms; argent; two \roxz gnks;

mullets ofthe second.
crest; a raven with wings indorsed proper,
issuant from a ducal coronet or.

| obtained a drawing of the atmor.al bcarings
of the W ashingtons-a fac-similc of

in chicf, three

tion that has stood for ccntunes in the oid and
timc-worn book | studied so catefully in
Mcv-Airis’ C'olleee. And here it is.

The bars on the shield, you see, are in perpen-

dicular shading, signifying red and

f'p "
..d themysteryastothe -gm n

gledbannerbe-

plam to me.
from the armo-

General Wash-
Archaiological

~N|Bal]nk i.calbearingscf
ington. The

Society of

THE WASHINGTON ARMS S CREST.

"fi0O « HEBALO-8 «>LUESE._LONOOJ-._

arms.

dorse my opinién, for it has said that
and white bars, and the stars of h.s shield, and the
eagle issuant from his crest, borne laterby General

W ashington, the framers ofthe Constitution

their idea of the stars and stripes and the spread
eaglc of thc national emblem ”-on ly an advance
upon the bars gules, the three midleis, and the
raven of thc oid shield of thc Washmgtons of

have been added to the flag be-
is the A
colorofred. Coats-

cause blue companion

2rr*“: = Hpe.

THE ARME EMECA20HED ON CENERAI. WAEH.NCTON-5 COACH.

Ovid- “ Exitus acia probat,” which, freely trans-

lated, means “ Actions are testedby
These arms were on his carnage panels, hisbook-
marks, and his watch-seals.

Admiral Preble, of the Unitea States navy, who

wrote a very interesting work on OurFlag, "says

in regard to Washington’s crest and arms . lhe
American patriot was fond of genealogies, and
corresponded with English heralds
of his pedigree.

“

Yes! this George Washington,
who gave sanction, if not birth, to that

cratic of sentiments,— ‘all men are born free

and equal,’— was, as the phrase goes, a

of blood, of court armor, and ancient lineag

WheR the Amerieans, Wamtheir most t'g Seous
revolt against the tyranny of the mother country,
cast about for an ensign with which to distingu”~h
themselves from their English oppressors, wh.t
ffld they «Itimately adopt? W hy nothing mor
than a gentleman’s badgc-a modification of the
oid English coat-of-arms borne by thcir leader

and deliverer. A few stars and stripes had, in the

oid times, distinguishedhisancestors; nN
and additional stripes were added, denotmg the
number of States that joined in the

this now became tlie standard round wb.ch he
patriots so successfully rallied, It is n
strange that this ‘worn-out rag of feudalism,
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so many would cali it, should have expanded into
Ihat bright and ampie banner that now waves on
every sea.”

So much for the flag; but ere I dose, | wish to
mention another matter that may be found of

WASHINGTON'S SEAL WASHINGTON'S LAST WATCH-SEAL,

interest. The stare on the flag are five-rayed,
that is, having five points. The stars on the
coms of the United States have six points. Did
you ever notice Chis?
1 doubt whether one
American in a thou-
sand ever remarked
it. Look at any coin
in your pocket. The
stars are all six-rayed.

Now, notice the
stars on the flag.
After my study

of the Washington
arms, 1 felt confi-
denctiiat, ifl could
obtain a coin of
Washington’sday,
1 should find that
the stars corre-

sponded with

those on the

flag. Aftcrlong

search,! finally

found what 1

wishedinacol-

lection of coins belonging to an English friend —
a fine specimen of a copper cent of 1791, showing
a beautiful profile of Washington on one side, and
on the reverse the eagle and the %\.ix%~allivith
five points. This confirmed my opinién. ljoy-
fully pocketed the coin, with my friend’s permis-
sion, of course, and when in America compared it
with others in the Treasury Department at Wash-
mgton. In every case | found that the coins of
Washmgton’s day have five-rayed stars. So the
stare on the carly coinage and the stars on the
early flag of the young republic are but an adap-
tacion of the “ three mullets” of the oid Washing-

«ACTA

washington’'s BOOK-PLaTS§,

ton arms. The five-rayed stars on the coins died
with the great President, for | find that the coin-
age of the next Presidential term, and all issued
since, have six-raycd stars. Here is a historieal puz-
zle. Who can explain the reason for the change ?

This, girls and boys, is my story of your flag.
rhe stars and stripes of the armorial bearings of
oid Laurence Washington, the worehipful mayor
of Northampton three hundred years ago, as thev
appear on the brasses of Sulgrave Church and
y>ve the porch of the oid manor-house, were the

heraldic insignia of the oid English ancestry
which is traced back almost to the days of Col-
umbus,” and these re-appear in the arms and

crest of General George Washington of Virginia
first President of the United States of America,
and sixth in descent from the first Laurence W ash-
ington of Sulgrave. The stars and stripes of
the flag of the Union had their origin in the
armorial bearings of the Washington faniily a
compliment from his fellow-citizens to the man
whom they hailed as leader and dcliverer, “ first
m war, first in peace, and first in the heavts of his
countrymen.” No written records exist to prove
this, but the fact was well known at the time, and
W ashington’s oid friend, Mrs. Ross, an uphoister-
ess of Ardi Street, Philadelphia, was intrusted by
a committce of Congress, in June, 1776, to work
these emblems into a flag, from designs drawn by
W ashington himself in the little back parlor of
the Arch-street house.

So the Star Spanglcd Banner dates back almost
to the days of knights and crusaders, and, as the
English author of an interesting book on “ the
W ashingtons” says (when speaking of doughty Sir
John Washington, tho King’'s man of the oid
Roundhead days, who left his Yorkshire felis for a
new home beyond the sea): “ On ho rodé to carry
across the Atlantic a fiame which his great-grand-
son should raisc to the loftiest lieights of earthly
glory, and a coat-of-arms which, transformcd into

AN AMERICAN ?2ENNY OF 179X.

the flag ofa mighty nation, should float over every
sea as far and as proudly as the blended erosses
ofSt. Andrew, St. Patrick, and St. George,”
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WILLIE AND ROSA.

By Emma G ilbert.

LiT-Tie WIiElie Jack-son and his sis-ter Ro-sa lived

in a pret-ty ht-tle
B p m fhe coun-crv. W il-lie

had six toys and Ro-sa had four dolls.
A°nd Wil-lie had a lit-tle toy-bank, too,

that his pa-pa had pven him;
td |

uicle gave him ev-er so many pen-nms and some sdver. to pnt

Wildmtnd Ro-sa lived ci6se by a tiv-er And they had fine times

nlav-ine a-long the shore, throw-ing in sticks and stones and ~ail-i g

Ht tle bits of board and pieces of bark which they called boats. Wil-lie
wassix years ofd-and Ro”~sa was eight. The nv-er was not deep near
their home and they played near It al! they chose, and they oft-en put
alot of lall sticks™~n the batk boats and played that the sttcks were
nnd p-ii'ls 20-ing for a ride-on the wa-tei.
'o L dsy, Ro-sa was gone from home, and Wil-lie a N
Aft er send ing off some boats load-ed with nt-tle sttcks, he wtshed for
fom IffW -to sari that looked more like real peo-ple, and he went

:iy ly in-to the house and got Ro-sffs four doUs Mand,

ald Pol-ly and set them all on a large piece of board and pushed the

off in-to the mid-dle of the riv-er with a long stick. He played that Mand,
l o was the latg-est, was the mam-ma the oth-ets, and that they were

,0-ing to the end of the world. They float-ed a-long m fine =yl®,

W il-Ife fol-lowed them a-long the shorel great-ly pleased to see them sail

un ta they got so fat a-way that he could hard-ly see them when he

wenl hom 1 fnd the four dolls were. left a-lone on the nv-er to sail as far

@

N olU sa had gone to see a llt-tle girl

named Hel-en, who lived
far-ther down the riv-er,

and as the dolls sailed a-long, the
at play on the shore throw-ing sticks

Sey tLew a stick in-to the riv-er,

gmls were
in-to the wa-ter. For '“hen-ev-er
Hel-en’s big black dog would then
swim out and bring the stick back m his mouth. _

All at once Hel-en cried out, "W hat is that com-mg down the
nv-eri" and as the boat carne near-er,

Ro-sa 1ooked and looked an
soon she saw that her

own dolls were np-on it, and she be-gan

for fear they would all be drowned. _
Hel-en said, “ Per-haps Trip will bring them in.

cry

There
There, Tnp, Ther ,
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Trip!" and pointed to them; but Trip on-ly looked and wagged his tail.
He would not go in-to the wa-ter un-less some-thing was thrown for
him to go in aft-er; and when Hel-en threw a stick, he swam out and
got it and let the dolls sail a-long.

“He does n't know what we want,” said Hel-en. “ 1 will run and tell
Mam-ma; may-be she can get them out.” But be-fore she got to the hou.se
the board ran a-gainst a rock, and all the dolls tipped in-to the wa-ter;
and when Hel-en’s mam-ma carne, the emp-ty board was float-ing far
a-way down the riv-er.

Then Ro-sa went home ver-y .sad, and Hel-en cried a lit-tle, too.

When Wil-lie's mam-ma knew what he had done, she said he must
o-pen his lit-tle bank and give all the pen-nies and sil-ver his un-cle had

. m e

'THBRE, TBir!” SAID ROSA, I'OIKTINO TO THE DOLL.<5.
giv-en him to Ro-sa, to buy her an-oth-er doli like La-dy Maud * and
Hel-en’'s mam-ma and Ro-sa’s aunt brought her some more, and Wil-lie

nev-er sent Ro-sa’s dolls to sail a-gain.

But when Wil-lie grew to be a big boy, he had a real boat with
seats in it, and he oft-en took Ro-sa and Hel-en in his boat on the
blue wa-ter. They were carc-ful not to tip out, as the poor dolls did.

He could not think what had made him act so bad-ly to the dolls. But
it must have been be-cause he was such a ver-y lit-tle boy in those days.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

It may interest you, dear fnends, young and
otherwise, to know that the first of November is
YOur iack’s birthday.

Yes, with this month 1
enter upon the eleventh volume of my existence,
so to speak, and a very happy one it promises to
be, thanks to your faithful attendance, the smte of
things in general, and the successof bT. NiCHOLAS

Nmyv that™! think on it, to be in the eleventh vol-
ume of one's age is about as grand a thing as
a Tack-in-the-Pulpit of this latitude can desire —
an unusual thing, too, though that s neither he”
fior there in this case. Our famiy raNtly
sensitive to coid weather; but a Si. NicHOLADb
Tack-in-the-Pulpit is quite another thmg. lhe
love of boys and girls should make even a mush-
room as strong and hardy as an oak.

After all, every one of us, my chicks, be~ns a
fresh volume once a year — so herh s to all our
birthdays! May they be happy and honored —
full of pleasant memories and joyful promises,
and a hearty deteimination to go ahead.

FALLING STARS.

Drab Tacii.in-thf.Pulpit; I Giink 1 can answer the giiMUon

becomcs different from what ii ts around : Enalbe p.eot
nlanei or star falUnirdownward from abovc. where the air is dilierent,
tL ¢~ ut of air around the carth, when it

by the friciion of falling through the a.r and shines ?¢'Y have

LcnoK, Mass.

You are shown Jobnny’s letter, my friends, just
as he wrote it (excepting that the detir Little School-

ma’ara scratched out the rest of his fiame).

Does
he clear up the matter much ? | fear not. You
see, it is such a very hard subject. Well, here is

a letter from a Washington boy i

W ashington 1883.
Dear Mr. Jack-in-the-Pulpit; If you will let me answer I-ulu
Clarke’s aod NelUe Caldweil’s questions about Shooiing.stars,
in the August St. Nicholas, | will ask all Uiose who have access
10 an encyclopedia or book on asironomy lo look under the subjeckK
“ meteors”™' ahd “ aerolites,” asboth are commonly called ‘shoocing-
smrimm In “ e encyclopedia or book on astronomy wdl be, found
mucli mote informauon iban you would allow me k
would like to say for those who can not see an
on astronomy that the scientific raen have decided
stream of meteors or shooting-slars SVU'S =™“nd ~e sun all foe
time, after the manner of ihe going around of the earth aiid rae
Other -Dlaikeis' hut thU sircam férms a difitrent nng- or orbil,, as
fhey cSfi. from that of the ear.h, that ihc two orbus or rmgs
mado by the earth .and the -stteam of meieoia cioss VT
August or November. when we can see more shoouagjstais than a&&
othfr times. Now. when the earth passes through the sheam of
meteors as the rings of the two meet, the meteom V -f
air which is around the earth; some even fall re the earth, ano De
cause the¥ move so fast through the mt tliey begm ft»Y
friciion riciion, you I<now, is caused by the rubbing of two
hodies together and causes heat, as when we scratch a match to
thGL HSrwSnderful it is that, a. lightand thin as air is, t™re
IL CTOUgh fricdon between tbe air and meteors to make them lighl
and biirn. Meteors are found to be made mostly of iron. Some
Inoris have oollecrions of, them. There are ¢lso some at tho
Smth onlan nstitution in |? Cht\e/ ) iIA,--. Nr 1ie asked
elieve | have answered all the questions Lulu an ellie asteo,
and | hoM, dear Jack, you will pardon me if my lotter ~en s long.
but ‘I could n't -seehow I could make it shorter and make ii phin.
Yours, ele.,

, D. C., August 17,

i'red. H. W ., of Michigan City, Indiana, writes
that “ these meteors. when rushing through the

air go with such velocity that they are ignitcd by
friction and are consumed.” —

Jesse A-— |, of De-
troit, Mich., says: “ In answer to Miss L. Clarke,
in the August number, | think that the stars do
not fall

Il looks as if they did, but what really
falls is a stonc. These are called meteorites.
According to Miss Yonge, one of these which fel!
in the fifleenth century was four feet long ana
weighed 215 pounds. They are very numerous,
and sometimes set houses afire.”

Elise VanW . asks : “ W hat makes these pieces
break off and go rushing through the air? and what
do thcy break offof, anyway ?” and a numberofcor-
respondenis tell your Jack that at the Smithsonian
Institute, in Washington, there are specimens of
raeteoric stones or &ero\itssrealspecimens - tnat
have been found on the ground after a raeteoric
shower, and that have fallen right out of the sky.
The dear Little School-ma’am and Deacon (ureen
have seen some of these vei7 specimens at the
Smithsonian Institute, and they tell me the stones
about them are perfectly Irue. Btg stones some of
‘cm are, too. | hope 1shall never be bonorcd by
having any extra fine specimens rained upon my

other letters on this subject have come

from my boys and girls ; butas 1 can not show them

all to you, ! must be conteni with Banking Ella
B. G,, Frank H. Stephens, Jr,, “ Barebones
F C L.. Mary and Henry L., Edsvin B. S., KCQ-

school-house boy, and Willis F , whose letters
the Little School-ma’am says are'very creditablc.
The fact is, “ Shooting-stars” are rather heavy
and risky things for a Jack-in-thc-Pulpitto handle,
but so long as my chicks are pecking at it, 1 am
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content. They 'll be sureto find out something be-
fore they get through — bless their busy noddles !
A BEAUTIFUL FLOWEB.

But all the shooting-stars do not come from the
great sea of air and the greater sea of nothing in

particular that is said to sunround our earth. Hear
tliis letter from a California girl:

Pasadeka, California, July 30, 1883.
I"AR Jack : 1d the Augiist number, \n the repnris from chapcers
of the Agaisiz Asiociaiion, | nodccd a picture of one of our Cali-
fornia wild flowers. 'Phe “ shoodog-stars/’as wc cali them, grow
in our hclds m gre<itabundance. They are a palé lavender color, or
sometimes a pinkish tim,
These Uitle flowers grow in cUisicrs, as large as your hand, upon
a single stem; the flowers are verydrooplng and sometimes quite
Inge; they are also very fragrant. So we considcr them as one of
tne most beauiifu) and sweet of all our wifd flowers.
Yours iriily, “ §'e

GOOD MOTHER WOODCOCK-

My friend the woodcock has an excellent wife,
and an excellent mother— that is, an excellent
mother to liis children. He may have had an ex-
ceUent mother himself; probably he did, for of all
birds the woodcock mother
is the kindest and most
affcctionate to her
little ones. But
what 1 wish
to State,
though

rilcon-

fcss that,

like Brother

Béreas, I 'm a

little long-winded

this time, is that the

ofispring of my friend Wood-

cock actually are carried about by their mother
when they are too young to escape from danger
unaided. She does not carry them byher bili (no,
even the cat-bird would not atteiiipt that), but she

closes her little feet upon them and so holds them
as safely as your mother holds the baby in her
careful arms.

In numbers of cases hunters have seen the
great-eyed birds rise and fly away heavily and low,
seemingly holding something between thcir feet.
Mr. C. F. Holder, one of the St. Nicholas
writeis, tells me that a Western sportsman recently
had curiosity enough to follow such a bird, and a
good chase she led him, through a hay-ficld, over
brambles, bushes, and stones, but he finally gaincd
upon her, and saw that in her feet shé carried a
tiny downy woodcock that seemed not the least
alarmed by such a strange mode of traveling.
The oid bird carried it several hundred yards,
I~efore alighting with it; and then quickly disap-
peared in the tall thick grass.

My little Mrs. Woodcock is the proudest mother
I ever knew. She thinks her children are perfec-
tion. To me they seem to have rather largo
mouths, but she scoiits the idea of that being
anything against their beauty. To her way of
thinking, a large mouth gives an openness of ex-
pression to the young thatis simply charming, Ah,

Woodcock is a happy fellow |

DOG WHO TRIED THE TELEPHONE.

Dear Jack-ik-the-Pulpit: | r«ad such a gne«r

irue story In our paper lo-day, that | want to

tell il to you and al) the girls and bOys. The

paper saJd ihata Rhoae Island gentlemaQ

lately took his pet dog (named Pat) to

Providence, which, you know, is one

ofihe capitalsof Rhode Island. Well,

somehow, he and Pat becaine sepa-

rated and could not fInd each other

at all. Well, what did thacdog

do bul go to a cerwWtn telephone

office, whiiherhe had ofteo §one

with his master. He whjned

50 disoially that chcoperator,

iinderstanding the case, tele-

phoned lo a store whcerc he

thougbt the dog's owner

injgSt be; and finding him

there, asked him to speak

to Pat by the telephone.

The master did so. The

operator held che instrument

to Pat’s ear, and che dog

gave a joyful bark at the

soitnd of his masier's voice.

Then, the paper says, Pat

was let out and darted off lo

find him, as though he knew

exactly whcrc to go; but it

does not tell . my more. 1 wish

I could say, for certain. that

Pal found his master; bul 1

really think he did, because ihe

sound of his volee gave the poor

dog courage, you see, and, with

courage to help him, I t)iink he muse
certainly have succeeded.

Your trucyoung friend, JENffY S.

POSTPONED!

Deacon Green requests me to say that
the .emnouncement of his SPLENDID OFFER,
as / cali it, is unavoidably postponed to the
December number of St. Nicholas.
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THE LETTER-BOX,

CaSPENTERSVIL.LILTii., 1883.

Dear St. Nichoijis: | do not have mud. time to road, but
alwavs take time to read your mleresnne acones.

I am in an office from €ighi A. M. uno! five or six P. m. every day,
and when | am athome | haveochy du”
ork is taking dow ahort-h~d, N A Shive
ers . %the n% H tﬂen pnnting t{lem on a nrpe-wnler., 1 nave
offtnw”~k aU puttmg np*~the maU, sending orf ctrculars, rndex ng

“e|"“~rgan atudying shon-hand in Februaiy laat, and was aix-
ceen yira oidinJdy. Am now supportmg ~
keep on doing so. [

loaephine B.'s welcome lelter is but one out of many which we
hatro received from boys and giris who are aJready suppornng them-
sdves orwho are intending soon to begin the battle of Ufe m earnes .
And it is very gratifying lo ua to know that *11 of theM buddmg men
and women who have been reading St. Nichoi-as refuse to ouigrow
the magazine, as they outgrow their juvemle toys and pleaatites,
and that they find it as interesting and helpPiil a companion on their
return from office-desk or counter as when, m past times, they
rushed home from school to greot 1.

MILWAUKEB, Wis.
Da.p dT Nicholas: Willyou please tell me how an oil paini.
i,?“ ould be doailed, when Sustfand fly.s"ned? 1 have tned
several methods, but have not suoeeeded u. findmg ‘ha',™
notinjure the pamung.

An experienced dealcr in oil-paintings seuds os this answer to
AenesL’squeryt Take a quart of lukewarm water, and mto.tput
tea drops of ammonia. Wilh this water and a soft .spouge clean the
painting very carefiilly, and wipo it dry wiih a piece of chnmo.s or
softsUk.

The “Shiv in the Moon" Acaih
Nr. Caebnarvon, N. W ales,” September 3,1883.

Dpsr St Nicholas: | was much interested in an articlc eii-
.it°d* rhe5hipin.heirAnnn the September number of your
magazine, moro espedally as. a short “.it® “i M
rofhpr similar to thc cunous fiilght descnbed by S. 1. K,
staying two miles from <”a«rnaivon, Nortlt Wties, and
didviewfromo.tr house over the Mena. Strmis, and also over the
Sa where the sun sets. W e have somo beaunful sunsets here over
the water, and about ten days ago, when we were watching one,
iust as the sun was looking like a bright hall on the honzon, a ffis-
tant ship crossed slowly in froot of ii, looking quite h>a?h a ™ ~*
the_%oldw orb. Wc all thoughtit rather a remarkable tlung to sM,
fo?i?.!15rauocourrcnce quite new to us. ‘hAreftiro, ra her
astonished when | saw .0 the next St. Nicho”s S. T. R. s“ >ide.
relating a somewhat similar comcidcnce.  Yours truly, J.

we are

Nicholas: Un at
we had |hc rare cxpenence menaoned by b. f. R, m the current
number of St Nicholas, only instead of a ship m the moon we
sawan occan steamer; and until sccingthe atticle have never met
with any one who liad seei. this umgtie and picturesque sight ~

Dr St Nicholas; This summer we were at Maplewotxl,
N H and 4 gentleman told father, thalfrom ihehotdpiazza there
he had S n the moon rise behind Mt. Washington, br.nging out rite
HpTop House in strong relief. A sight, m\x sure, somewhac d”™er-
ent frotS that witnessedty S. T, R., but quiteos rare. m C.

Stoninoton, 1883,

Dear St. Nicholas; |am going to tell y.ou a liltle about our
town of Sioningion. When the war was going on between the
British and the Americans, the Bnush tricd to capture our town on
a ceruin morning-1 foiget the date,
orise and therefore we were nol ready for the fight, butas all the
L oo e were pretty brave, we rose up in a multitudc, at least as many
E th”~ ™ e inle town. Wc had two oannons, and yol we we.e
all so braveaste hold out till rcénforoements ‘P
thus we won the battle. on the roth of August,
those two oannons vet, in ;e center of the town in a lude square,
and four bomb-shells that did not go off. Now 1 must say good-bye.
Hopiug thal This will be piibfished, I remam your” Jr.

‘land's arricie on “

¢~he Bnu” téok us by g™

W ashington, D. C.. August, 1883.

DearsSt, In reading one of the oid volumes of st.
Nicholas. | came across a stoty of a blackrand-m .dog, which
told of the numcrous tricks that he could do, aij I tvish tome of
the little folks of the st, Nicholas who Itave been successful.n
ttaining dogs could tell me how 10 leach my httle b~ k-aiid-tan.
He can already sil upon his hat.nches, wajtz, and
Please print this, anioblige your true reader,

Nicholas;

Aunt Emily.

Now, boys and girls whose pets under your careful iufifot have
giaduated in trioks-who of you will best answer Aunt Emdy s
quesrion ?

ROMVEf Oa.

T>RAH St Nicholas: 1 like your Leiter*box so much. The
letter« ate so imerosiing. | often wonder how oid
are and try to guess from their letters. | compos” a httle
~try, which going lo ask you to publ™h if you can find a
?nare comer | expectyou are bothered by other such people as I,
K a hoS my w il notshare the fate of some others. 1fyou
will publish my piece, you wiU obbge your little ji

LirTLE Beginnings with Great Endinos

See! a little brooklet is iraveling. through a field of clover.
Il Ls running on as though a child at play,

Turning thc little pebbles over and over,

In its happy and joyous way

Un and on it iravels through railes and acres of land,
Cartying with it as it goes everythiug that comes on haitd,
Such as pchblea, weeds, and sand.

As it begins to expand.

Lo! what do we see?

A'river! Yes, a river travelrag on to sea.

*Tis the sameiitile brooklet that through the field was flowing,
We did not think that it was 10 the great ocean gomg.

‘Tis ihiis with you, my uitle friend, .
When a little baby iu your eradle laid low,
We could not picture for you

Into a fine and noble woman to grow.

scALEs, SierraCo., Cal.

Di'AR St. Nicholas: | can not find wocds Io express the
pleasure | fell when | reccived a letter. wiih a «=
your dear magazine, from my aunt who lives in Oaklan" Cahfornia,
saving that she had subscnbed lo it for us as a piesent. lhete
arferohi of us, four boya and four girls. You can nnaginc what
a commotion there is in our house when it arnvcs, for ij;«
ones want to see the pioture-s, and the large ones ff'X
and read the stories, My father is a mmcr, and we hveJ.n"e
Sierra mountains. In the winter the snow is from.ten “
W i rleen and tvc travcl on snow-shoes, or skees.just like ihoac
you described in tlie Fobruary number. We have 2P
down hill. But last winter was an excepUon, for we had only thirly

inches of snow at one \
I'lioom your arrHent reader, M

f,,v,R

| w sslall
a'ttie

~westall

Philadelphia, Julyjs, i38l
I was very much interested in M r. "~
Brass Work," in the July number, as I know htm
and have been to the school he spcaks of. | have never heaien
W s but have seen il done, ani | do not thmk it looks ycry
S jll | take les.sons in modeling, and 1 .find it very .nteresUng,

ara extremcly fond of iL Itls not dtfficuit lo nodfe >

think anv one could doil. Mysisicr, who is nine.yeats oid, takes
etonJm modeling at theschool Mr. Lelund mcnt.ons. and modeis
very nicely. 1 also take in paintmg and m designtng from
M~1l.eland. | do not go to the same school with my sister,Tut eo
the Art Club, of which Mr. Leland is also the founder. | am sure
Ihe readets of st. Nicholas wiU like ihe art.cle on Modclmg,
and fiud it very intecesdng-

a .
I ho e you will print this lelter, mtlt is my first.
nvH p ¥ 8 Your conslant readgr

Dear St, Nicholas;

H. Robin?.’

Hosis of readers, wo are sute, will welcome Mr. Lclatid’s tudcle
on < Modeling,” and the kindred ardeles that he is lo contnbuie.
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AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION,— THIRTY-SECOND REPORT.

T he Agassiz Aesociadon, os inade known through st. Nicho-
las, Is tliree ycats oid chis month. The number of members as
recorded a year ago was 38x6, and wc chen remarked that the mem-
bership had doublcd «iihin the year, The latest number 0o ourreg-
iater is 5970, which shows a siill laxgcr increase for ihe closingyear.

As st. Nicholas greets a large number of new friends ac the
opening of the new volunte, we will give a briefreview of the or-
ganization, purposes, aod mechods ofthe A. A.

The aasodation origlnated at Lcnox, Mass., and its hcad-quarcers
are still in Leoox Academy. Here are kept cur regiscer, with its
nearly six thousand fiames; our album, coniaining the faces of many
of our members; our cabloec of some thousands of specimens, con-
iribuCed by near and distant fnciids, and the lile of letters, pre-
serving the crcam of a three years’ correspondence. Grouped around
this center are now 525 branch socleties, or chapters, represeoiing
nearly every State and Terricory, and also Engiand, Iceland, Scot-
land, France, Cafiada, and South America. Each ofthese chapteis
is required to send a report of jk doings to the President at the
beginning of gvery other month. There Is no charge for the admijs-
sion of a chaptcr, and there are no dues, eilhcryeaily or monthly.
The smallest number that can be rccognized as a chaplcr is four.

In cases where four can not be found lo unite as a chapter, indi-
vidudis are admitted on che payment of a nominal entrance fee.

The purposes of ihe A. A. are thus briefly siated in Ardele 2 of
the Constitutioo:

“ It shall be the object of this Assoclaiion to coDect, study, and
preserve natural objecis and facts.”

Our mechods are as simple as possible. Natural objects must be
studied from actual speclmens. Rocks must be broken; floner®
gatbcred, and studied as they grow; animals watched as they Uve
freely in their own homes. Eacli mcmber of the A. A. is encour-
aged lo be~n right at homo; lo collect the flowcps, minerals, or
insecLs of his own town; lo learn to detennioc their fiames by his
own study. Knowing well, however, ihe difiicullies which beset
the entrance of theyoung nalumiist's path, we have considered how
we may render him the assistance he most needa at the oucset.
We have preparad a list of the best books in each departmentof
Science, so that he may know what eools to work with; and best
ofall, a number of eminent sdentisis have most gcoerously offered
their Services to aid in the classification and determination of specl*
inens. So that now if a bright boy wishes to learn something about
buiterfiies, or birds' eggs, or minerals, he can begin by picking up
whatever he can find. Our hand-book tells him where lo look for
ihem, how to preserve and mount them, and what books 10 get to
find out about their habits and flames. Then, if he gcts puzzled by
some strange specimen, he has ihe privilege, at no expense, of ad-
dressiiig some gentleman “who knows nll aboui it," and who will
prompily answer any quesiions lie may ask,

Further ihan ihjs, we have begun lo organire summer classes by
correspondcnce,— also enlirely free,— and we award certificares 10
all who satisfactorily complete the various courees of observation.

The flames of che gentlemen who have so kindly volunteered
their Services in the several deparCmcnis have been given from
month to month in St. Nicholas, but for the informaiion of our
new readers, and for the convcnience of all, wc herewith give a corn-
piete and classified list of them ;

Botany

I, N. E Slaies and Cafiada......... Prof. C- H. K. Sanderson,
Greenfield, Mass,
Dr. Charles Atwood,
Moravia, N. Y.
Southern States........ccocvvvveennenn Dr. Chapman,
Apalachicola, Fia.
iv. Wesiem States to Colorado. ... Dr. Aug. F. Foersie
(pufT-balls a specialty), Dayinn, O.
V. Far We«c and North west....... Dr. Marcus L. Jones,

n. Midclle States..

™N A4» Denver, Col, .
VI, Prof. w. R. Dudlcy (ferns, sedges, and grasses speciaUyl,
Ithsca N Y
VH. Middle StaleS......cccvveeierneann. Prof Edw.'L.>rench,

u... ) ) Collego, Aurora, N. Y,
VIIl. Mr. Wm. H. Briggs, Columbio, ckl.
CONCHOLOGY

l. Prof. Bruce Richards, 172$ N. i8th st., Philadclphia, Pa,
Il.  Mr. Thomas Morgan, Somervilic, N. J.

111, Mr. H. A. Pilsbey, Davenport, lowa.

IV, Prof. G. Howard Parker, Academy of Sciences, zochand
Race sts,, PhUadelphia, Pa.

V, Mr. Harry E. Dore, 521 Clay st., San Francisco, Cal.
(Pacific MoJinscs,)

Entomology

1, Prof. G. Howard Parker (addrcss above),
Il. Prof. C H, Femaid, Siate Collcge, Orono, Me.
iiopiera.) .

Mr. H. L. Fcmald, Urono, Me. (Heiniptera.)

IV. Prof Leland O. Howard, Depc. Agriciilturc, Eniomological
Div., W.”shington, D. C,

V, Prof. H- Atwood, office Oermania Life Ins. Co., Rochestei
N .Yy, (ParasiUs atid v/icrosccpic iu/usoria.)

V1. J>r. Aug. F. Foersie, Dayion, U. (Spiders,)

(Lepu

Geology

I. Mr, Wm. H. Briggs, Columbia, Cal..

Il1. Mr. Jas- C. Lathrop, 134 Park Ave., Bridgepott, Conn.
I11. Mr. W. R, Lighton, Ottumwa, lowa.
IV. Prof Wm. M. Bowron, South Pittsburg, Tenn.

MINIISALOCYV,

I. Prof Wm. M. Bowron (address above).
11, Mr. Jas. C. Lathrop (address above).
I11. Prof. F. W.Slaebncr, Westfield, Mass.
IV. Mr. Chas, B. Wiison, Colby University, Waterville,
(Minerals 0/M aiw,)
V. Mr. David Alian, box 1x3, Webster Groves, Missouri.

Me,

Obnithology.

I. Mr. James De B. Abbott, Germaniown, Pa.

20QU)Gv.
I. Prof. C. P. Holder, American Museum Nat, Hist, Central
Park, N.Y,, 7?th st and Elghthave. (Marine Ufe.)
Il.  Dr. Aug. Foerste, Dayton, U. (Mammals).

All questions relating to the ideotificatioo of specimensarc lo be
sent to these gentlemen, and those who avail themselves of chis
privilegc must be members of ihc A. A., and must carefully observe
the fullowing rules:

iftt. Nevcr wriie for assisiance, until you have tried yourbesi to
succeed without it; thatis, do not ask Iasy questions.

ad. Always inclose sufficicnt posiage for the return of your speci-
mens, and also an cnvelope, with a two-cent stamp, addressed 10
yourself.

Having now outlined ihe history, purposes, and methods of ihe
A. A., the quection alises,

Who Can Join It ?

Wc have no limitaiions of age, wcalth, or rank. AU who are
inierestcd in studymg naiurc are welcome. W e have members four
yeaia oid, and members seventy years oid, and of all ages interme-
diate. Some of our chapters are composed maloJy of adulta, and,
as in ihe case of our Moiitreal chapler, bid fair to take a strong
stand among the scientiJic orgauizacions of the country. Others are
made up inaiuly of chUdren, who study and observe in their own
way— not probing so decply Into scienliflc problems, but finding
many very interesting specimens and facts, and ofien puziling their
older fricnds wiih thcii eager questions.

Some ofour branches are “ idimUy chapters,” coosisting of father,
mother, and the little ones, all working logethct, and holding meet-
ings rcgulaily in library or drnwing-room. They constltutc one of
the plea.santest featurcs of ihe association. Perhaps as common as
any are school or college chapters, sometimes under the guidancc of
leacher or professor, sometimes not. By means of such socieiles,
the study of uatural history has been intioduced profilably into
many public schools. A live tcacher will be able to accomplish
unknown good by orgaulzing and conducting such a chapicr.

Thb Hand-Book,

Of course, in the actual working of our association, hundreds of
questions arise, concerning which the beginner desires Information.
How shall I oiganizc a society? How ought the meetings to be
conductcd? How shall | awaken and keep alive the interest of
others? What plan of work shall I follow? How shall I build
a cobinet? How shall | collectand arrauge my various speclmeas ?
What books shall | read? How about a badge? Etc., etc,

At first, wc underiook to reply to all these quesdons by letter,
but the ta.sk soon became an impossibiHty. Then, for a rime, we
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reaorted to circular!i but finally the ituige of inquiry broadened so
rapidly, and the number of inquircrs increased so last, that we were
obbgced to issue a little volunie called “ The Hanu-book of the
St.Nicholas Agassiz Association.” In this we endeavored !o
put nnswers lo every possiblo quesoon regarding the sodety, and
the book has now come to be indispensable lo every wide-awake
membor of the A. A. The first step, therefore, to be taken, if ene
wishcs to form a “"chapter,” or tojoin the A. A. as an individual
member, is to send for a copy of the hand-book. The pnce is fifiy
cents, and all orders should be sent to the President

We should ptcfer writing personal letters to all ofour kind fnends,
a?aprinied circular is apt to seem formal and coid: butwith six
ihousand members lhis evidently can not often be done.

AU who have not already done so are invited to send their pholo-
graphs, and paruciilatly groiip photographs of their chapters.

Mori» Help Needed.

While, as seen above, we have a goodly array of scien6Bc gentlc-
men ready to assist iis, there is ampie room for many more; particu-
larly in more restricted subdivisions of the various branches: such
as ihe “ logies " of beetles, dragon-flics, birds’ cggs, trees, etc., etc.

But now, to proceed with our regular work, the subject for Pro-
fessor Parkor's Entomologioal class for November is Coledptera.

The work on Lepidoptera has been salisfactoiily completed, and
ten members have passed the examination. We regret that the
number pursulng the courseis so small; but the success of these will
doubtiess atimulate othets tojoin the class.

The best essay was

1. On Dryocampa pellMida. by Bashford Dean, Tanytown-on-

Hudson, N. Y.

Then follow

o Onsphinx quiiigHinmcHIlala, by Fred. Clearwaler, Brasil, Ind.

3! On TiUnpolyphemus, by Helcn Montgomery, Saco, Me.

4. On AttaeuspolypAentus, byG. J. Grider, Bethlehem, Pa.

5. On Plalysamia jxcropia, Linn., by Daisy G. Dame, West

Medford, Mass.
6. On Plalysamia cecropia, Linn., by Isabel G. Dame, West
Medford, Mass.

7. On Dryocampa senatoria, by Etzabelii Marquand, Ncwbury-

porl, Mass.

$ On Pafiilhiuruus, Linn., by A- H. Stewon, Washington, D.C.

o On CoHasphilodice, by Arthut Sione, Boston, Mass.

10. On GeneralLepidoptera, by Rachel H. Mellon, Piltsburgh, Pa

Ptofessor Parker wriies, " I think all have eamed their diplomas,
so far, and that the essays reflect great crodit on the association."
Papera for November should be prepared and sent to Professor
Parker, as explained in detail in St. Nicholas for July. Any who
have hithcrto been prevenicd fromjoining the class may enter now
and continué with the others; and on compleiing the course shall
receive certificates of the actual work accoinplished.

The Botanical section will now take up Flowers, and specimens,
or better, drawings should be arranged according to the following
scheme, and sent to Dr. Jones, as explained in July;

pelAl-1iUe,
N uses.

eic.,

MonopeiaJous (paris united):

calyx,

corolla.
Free (from each other).
United by filaments,

eniirc monadelphous,
tcothéd, diadelphous,
ciefi, U _tet:::l. b in
paxted, nited by anihers-
shapes (see blade Length™
of leaf), individual,
wheel.shaped, comparative,
saWer-fonn, «qual,
bell-shaped, unequal,
funnel-form, didynamous,
tubular, citradynamous,
irregular, etc.
ismiate, Number,
ringem, Parts,
persénate, filaments,
sirap-shaped, lengths,
spurrcd, shapes (see stems and
etc., leaves),
appendages, anlhers,
pi%lds ¢ »pherical,
scaleé, didymous,
neclaries, ta_uled,
eic. eic. (see leaves and
Polypctélous (parts sepa- stems), .
v rate) ; ® P attachment to fila-
parts ' . ments,
shapes (see blade of Innaie,
leaf), udnate,
nujnber, introrse,
special forms exirorse,
of Leguminosa, versatUe,
ofDkentra, parts,
of Columbino, cells,
. eic, one,
mserUon, two,
on che receptacle, dehiscence, (mode
ovary, of opening),
calyx, by sliis,
«esdvation (arrangement valves,
in ihe bud), holes,
open, shapes,
-valvate, pollen,
reduplicate, shapes (_secleaves
induplicaie, and siems),
convolute, appe_ndages,
imbricated« spirals,
plaited, bands,
supcrvolute, knobs,
etc. points,
c. Stawem- usggc-, etc.,
Inaeraon
on receptacle, to the plants,
ovary, insccis,

style (apparenlly),

other animals.

New CHATrTERS,

M, No.- 0/Members. Address.
eii lowa City, lowa, (A)., . 4..W. M. Cinte.

515 Rogersi4 rk, 11, (A),... 4..C. B. Coxe,

516 Dighton, Mass., (A)... -,x8. ,W. A. Reade.

IV. FIL.LOWERS.

Inflofescence (arrangement

Pafts of Flowers.

onstem). o. Calyx,
Di/fnitc b. CoroUa,
glomenils c. Sinincns,
Midele, d. Pbrils,
cyme. ' e. Recepcacle.
IruiRniv: a. Caiyx,
head Ordinaiy forms! B
spikr’\ jnonis”~aldotis  (sepais
spadix, \|n|ted),
catkin shapes (see coroUa),
umbel, lecth, lobes, etc. (see
corymb, leaf). .
raceme, polyse;ialous (sepais
i not United),
le,
:)haynr‘scues shapes (see Icaf).

Special forms:

KiNDS OF Flowres. burs, .
Ptr/tcU fruits (appies, etc.
Impir/ect, pappus,
CecmpUu, naris,
Incomplfu, awns,
Svinpetrical) scales,
UnsjfinwetriaU. cups, etc.,

517 Trenton, N.J., (C)— ..1?. .Herbert Wcstwood.

N i - . 5. MUs Aflda Conover,
ilg Eg;ﬂ%mfeh’}(a.n\{ eA_)_( , 5.,Fred. H. Bowersock.
520 Baltimore: Md.,’(G)—»—- . 4..E B. Stoekton, 179 McCnllogb

Street,
521 New York, N. Y., (0). . 6..R. A. Linden, 207E tasdst.

BbidGEPOFT, Conn
H, H. Ballahd — iimf .?>m | would be very glad 10 asMSt any
ofyour A. A, in gcology, mincrabgy, or microscopy. Havmg s«n
the ill effecrs of sclence teaching, as conducted at present generally,
I am desirous of itding seekers all I can, Yours, very truly.
Jas. C-Latufop, 1341 ave.

Exchahges.

A few fine moths.— Miss Ullie M. Stephan, sec-, Pine City, Minn.
Plaiiis, cggs, and minerais,— Edwin F. Stratton, sec., Greenfieid,

~Correspondencc with distant chapters.— Miss NelUe Scull, box S,
Rochester, Indiana.
Notes

(s6) Cicadn.~K cicada was in its immaiure state, dcslitute of
wings, and evidently just our of the ground | placed it undera
fflas.s. and left it a few minutes, On rciummg, T saw that ihe skm
had separated along the back in a line from a point on th«”~”~d ina
linc with tho oyes, to the first scgment of the abdomen. The body

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



WEShcd soas to re« oniis extrcmides. By expanding and con*
tractiing Us body» the insect drew thc abdomen partly outofihe en*
velofMng skin, and siUl did not draw it forth through ihe openingin
the back, When iq thb posiiton, by the same process as before, it
fbrced theskin of the head and thorax down until the eyes and head
appeared. |t then straightened itself, and lay as if exhausted. After
a time it began again to move, ana drew out first the thorax, then
the first pair ofle”, then the wings, foided and refolded, so that¢cy
seemed but smaiT bits of dssue covered with minute veins» After
the wings, the second and third pairs of legs appeared. By this rime
the abdomen had been drawn nearly halfway through the opening.
Thereoiaining portion was now drawn slowly forth, segment 1"seg*
ment. The oid skin dlscarded. the body of the insect was light pink;
its feet Wght red, its legslight green, and its eyes dark brown.

Its wings now began to expand, not apparently by any aciion of
the m~ct, but by iheir natural expansién, much as a fiower unloids.
The lime occupied in the entire caange was a Uttie over an houi.

Hiram H. Bice, Uiica, N.Y.

In your August number, page 798, uodcr che heading of “ Re-
ports from Chapters,"'reference is made to “ a lavender drooping
nower,* and is accompanied by a wood*ciit. Tho fiower referred
to must be ~odecatiuoH Meadia fa primrosel, which is vory common

ihroughout California, growingin groac abundance in meadow land.
It has a fine perfume, and filis thc air with fragrance. It rcsemble®
the cwlamen, but ts more showy and fragrant. The childreo call
it “snootin”™sUr,” and il Is also known as the “ American cow-
slip” and “ Pride of Ohio.”

The flame Dodecatheon is derivcd from the Greek, and signifies
cwelve gods, in allusion to the flowers, which aro sometimes tweivc
in number, though the usual number in this State is from chree to
six. Respecifully yours,

Daniel cleveland, of San Diego, Cal-

We regret that a Inige number of interesting notes and very en*
couraging chapter reporté6 are crowded out this month. We belicve
the A. A. was ncvcrinamore prcsperous or happy condition ilian
now. We invite all interested to join our ranks, and while wc again
heartily thank out many friends for their sympathy and aid, we urge
aU oid members to renewed effbns for the cause, and to rencwcd
eneigy in their special depariments. Address all communications
to the President,

Harlan H, Ballard,
Principalof Lenox Academy, Lenox, Berkshire Co., Mass.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

i A5 AhiFTOIJi’
o LA? PUOACHE ™RA:>
A A bOTAEAptE:
07 0GREATE TOH*
TH FEWE.COMES'
LAMAKES5 CAPEST
A.. « o * o
6 0FROMERRYEAR°®
IFFA5TOHESTAK ®

« v 7

TW« PUZZLES FOR THANKSGIVIXG.

I. HIDDEN Words: In each of the nine horizontal lines are con-
cealed one or morewords. By selecting the right One from each
Une, a quotation from thc “ Comcdy of Errors” may be formed.

I1. A Double Acrostic: DiviSe cach of the fotjr lettcr-drcles
iq such a way that the letters, in the order in which they now stand,
will forma word. The four words, when rightiy placed, will make
a doublc acrostic; the initials and finéis will each Aame the result of
an engineering enterprise which is very useful to commerce.

Tbe rebus Beneath the letier-cirdes, when rightiy rcod, wiU'fur-
nish some information concerning tlie primais and findis of Ae
acrostic.

TNCOWPLETE KHOAMfBOID.

_ 00—
— 00 —
— 0 —
— o0 U —
— 00—
— 00—
— 00—
— 00—
— 00—
— 00 —
Across: x. Acircle, 2. Aforest. 3. A dunce. 4. To pUmdecr..
5. An apartmcnt. 6. Meager. 7. An implemeiiL é. To decree.

9, Tlie part of a class where nobody likes to be. 10. Midday.
XI. A bird.

Dowhward: 1.
| "hree-fourlhs of the wefc.
enirance*way. 6. A noose.
ing. 10. A swimming and diving bird, ii.
13. A negacive. 14. In kerchief

In kcrchief. 2, Two*thitds of an animal. 3.
4. A small body of water. 5 An
7. To blow. 8 ~umor. 9. A cover-
A hcath. 12. Also.
m v. w.

DIAMOND.

1. In in~pid. a. A preposition.
An instrument of torture ei”“bycd by dentiscs.
collectors of hric-a-brac- 6. To choose a second time.
ily. 8 To rest, 9. “

3. A peniosula of Asia.'
5. Beloved by
7, Specd-

In insipid, alcibudbs.”

TIIUEE WORDS WITITIX WORDS.

iKeacb of the following sentCnccs bchead and curiail thc word
represenled by the bng dash, and th~ will rcenain three words,
whioh may replace the three short dashes. kixAMPLE: It Is Sue at
ihe door ?— lamglad of a Answer: V-Isito-r.
h_T. Joseph’s brethren seetned 10 think — * ~_pktce to hide

im in

2. When such a claim---------- there is but Uitle use In -iL

3. One would gaze — admiratioa, no matter howiaige the

*at which she was mci.

4. His success in — — — acknowledgcd fact by enemies as well
as dcvoted mm.

5. We look with admiracién only — — — of thc career of Napo-
leén . B
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ANA(JRAM ;UATK!AI. SPELT.IKfI-DESSHN.

Iv ,.«rh of these examples, the piohlem is to arianse the grotiped
letters so agreeiogwith the sccompaoy-
mgdelmition.

TuLLIFANIf.

Vety small.
Tenntoopmi, AlUpowerfiii.
, MisstUpacoB- Coniised,

Turmilent. .
The autlior of a diciiopary.
a group ofstars. h. v

XiGOBEECPHItAL.

2

3

A Smebtutsoup.
t

i Tascootkillne

PUOVEItB KEBOS.

T he answer to this rebus is a saying of Poor Richard.

DOIJBI'E DIARONAXTi.

Ea&h Word described contains ei™t letters  WhOT ih«e hasT
been T1ghtly selected. and placed oneVelow another tn the order here

ANSWF.RS TO PUZZLES IN

Illustrated GeograbhicalPuzzlu First row; white lettere,

Maryland; fiisl monogram, I'rcderick; second, Potomac; ihiid,
AnMpois; founh, Chcsapeakc; fifth, S~dbury, Second row.
while letters, France; first monogram, ther; second, Ro”'!"’

third. Mame; fourth, Nantes; fifth, Fecamp. lhiid row. whne

given, the diagonals (rcading dowmvard), fimm IMt to right, and
from fight to left, will spell the flames of two large lakes m the cen-
tral part of North America, s . ,

1 Tupemalural cv-ents. 2. A formal conversauon belween two
oersons. 3. Bioken down with age. 4 Up to thia 5- 4@
me exorbitant intcresi for ihe use of money. 6. A three-sided
fimire 7. Matrimonial. 8. Supphcauon. summer BOARUER.

DIAMOND IS A UAI.P-SqUAIIE.

Cross-worBs; i. Blotted oiit. a. Cut off or suppreased, as a

syllable 3. Cloth made oi flax or hemp. 4. A paradise. 5. A
numeral, b. A boy’s nickname. 7. In diaraond.

Incluoed Diamond; 1. In nimble. a A cover. 3. Uoth
madc from flax or hemp. 4- A cave. 5. In nimble. C. D

ZIGZAG.

Each of the words described contains four letters. The zigzag,
be~nning at the upper left-liand cérner, w.IlI spell the fiame of an

‘"cROsSImMRDs: r,

aP ifirture
™

To ripplc. a. 'lo oh”rvc,
4 A volcainc mountain of Sicily,
who reign'ed but thtee months. 6A bmrowing an.mti,
n at hand. 8. Aminute partccle. 9. A decrce. 10. -The
JVindptl goddes.s worshiped by the Egypdnns. “ robin hoop.

3. A" ins.rm
5*.A Roman

EASV WOKD-SItTIAKEBI.

| lpartofa book.

a. A girl's lame. 3. Partof praycr.
' a. Part of a plant. 3. Fashion.
A?2rr'\ft«nk. a A metal. 3. P - “f I»-'

joint covered by the putella.

THE OCTOBER NUMBER.

I.OUBLE ACROSTIC.

l-riinals, Mozart.
words; 1. MeddlinG.

a. UpottO.

Finan
3- ZonE 4 Araral- 5.

letters Asia; first monogram. Kiusiu; second, Japan, ih”, -
Bnmah; foilrih, Mandalfii; fifth, Osaka. Fourth row; wluie 51N
letters Maine; first monogram, Decr; second, Schoodic, tbird. . .
KHJLELS Wohdgin Fron, ¢ 1o p Columbus; (Frgn o Cones
from2 109, vaoe,
log, Male; from6 i
O0UBtE DiaGONALS. R — L
y |, Pshaw, 2. Nomad, 3x Sulky, 4«Siak” 5* ~
East'im n, Easy Beheauings. Behcaded leitcrs, Colt.i. L-lock. 2
CONNECTED piamonds. Cenlral words, Oh~'e* ? , s
°HrLr-~ulTKE"'-..""HudL- a.Union, 3. Dial. 4. Sol. 5.
S. Y. S™au it on. 6 N. RiDDLE. Bar.
J, s. Charade. Hotientot
THE NAMRS Of tbose N n SCANES ~83 i not
addressed to Nicholas " Riddle-box, Cent™ 'N ElsieT .. i
— Maceie i» lurnii —jcimuc a»* T )
Bessie C. Rogers— Jcssie A. Platt— F. and H. Dauvis, h.r,. c-ntember ao, from BncknorVan Amringe, i — Eliza West-
Hobbic, 8- Josephme. Sh.~AwSy’ 6- ChariesR, Wright. 5- édd,~,4- D.L,b
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