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A S/ffry @ two Minins Camps.

BY H. H.

W hen Eisie.McFarland’s'fathcr said, one morn-
ing at breakfast, that he believed he vvould go up
to Tin Cup and see if he could gct work, Elsie
burstout laughing, and thought he wasmakingfun.

“ What is there so funny in that, Eisie?” said
her father. “ | thought yon would be very sorry to
ilave mo go away.”’

Elsie had been laughing so hard, she could
not stop for a moraent or two, although her father’s
tone sobered her, and his face looked so grave that
she knew he was very far from jesting.

“ Why, Papa,” she said, as soon as sh” could
speak, “ | was laughing at the Aiame ‘' Tin Cup.’” 1
thought yon were joking. Is there really a place
called Tin Cup? The fiame of this town is funny
cnoiigh, but Tin Cup is funnier.”

“ Oh, yes,” replied Mr, McFarland. “ Didyou
never hear anybody speak of it before? It is oniy
four miles from here. The man who brought
those beautiful elk homs that are over the store
door lives in Tin Cup. It used to be a lively
camp, but there is n't much doing there now:
Still it is n’t so dead as this place,” and Mr. McFar-
land sighcd heavily, and leaning forward, rested
hiselbows on the Cable and buried his face in his
hands.

Elsie was fairly sobered by this time. Spring-
ing out of her chair, she ran to her father’s sido
and, putting both her arms around his neck, ex-
clairaed:

Dear Papa! don't cover up your face tliat

way. What is the matter ?” and the tears carne
into Elsie's eyes so fast and so big, she had hard
work to keep from crying outright. She knew
only too well what was the matter. It was many
months now since she had known that her father
was getting.poorer and poorer; that the whble
town .was getting poorer and poorer, and ail the
people who had money enough to lakc them away
were léaving. Every day she noticed one or two
more houses shut up, boards nailed across the
dodrs and Windows, and the pcople gonc. It was
ver-y dismal; but Elsie would not have mifided
the dismalness of it, fior the loneliness, If that had
been all. But it was not. Her father was a store-
keeper, and they had nothing to Uve on except the
profits he could make on selling goods; so, as the
people in the town grew fewer and fewcr, and those
who were left behind grew poorer and poorer, the
business at the store fell off, until sometimes maiiy
days would pass without a pcrson coming in to buy
anything, and Mr. McFarland did not know what
to do.

In a few moments he lifted up his head, and
said: “ Never mind, Elsie. Yon ate a brave little
girl, and a grcat comfort to Papa. W e shall puli
through, somehow; but it looks as if 1’'d have to
go and leave you alone here for awhile, and 1
hato to do that.”

“ Oh, I sha’n’t mind it, Papa,” answcrcd Elsie.
“ So long as Mrs. Christy stays, 1 would n’t be a
bit afraid. 1 can cali right through into her room



from mine, the housc is so near. And if you 're
only going to be four miles away, that is n't far.
Sball you keep a store iii Tin Cup ?” and Elsie
laughcd again, in spite of her sorrowful hcart, at
the idea of kecping storeina “ Tin Cup.”

Mr. McFarland shook his head.

“ No, Elsie,” he said, "thcre is n't anything
more to be made out of store-keeping in Tm
Cup than here. | was thinking about working m
the Silver Queen mine. They want more hands
there.”

Elsie turned palc, and made no reply.
was full of woe.
said:

“ Oh, Papa! Inamine?”

“ Yes, dear,” her father replied. “ 1 am afraid
I must, imless 1 can find somebody to buy this
cabin and store, and that is n't any way likely.
But | sha'n’tgo for a monih yet, and perhaps some-
thing else may turn up.

Her face
At last, she gasped, rather than

So don’t you worry about
it, child. Mining isn’t any worse than lots of other
things,” and he pushed back his chair and, Idssing
Elsie, went out of the room.

Elsie did not stir. She folded her arms and
stood Icaning on the back of her father’s chau,
with her eyes fixed on the floor.

“In a mine!” she kept saying to herself. “ My
papa work in a mine!” And she recalled the
miners she had seen in the store, rough, dirty, ill-

clad inen, who drank whisky, sraoked pipes, and
talked in loud, coarse voices. “ My papa be a
miner! 1'd almost ratherhe’d die!’* and Elsie

broke into a paroxysm of loud crying, and sank
into the chair. .

“ Whisht now, honey, what's aflher makin yees
cry? It’s killin’ yersilf ye 'll be if yer cries loike
that Whisht now a bit, an’ tell me what'’s 'ap-
penéd,” cried Mrs. Christy, the good-natured Insh
woman, whosc cabin stood only a fcw feet from the
McFarland’s house, and who had been Elsies
stanch friend ever since they had moved into the
town. But Elsie turned away from her now with
an instinctive feeling that this was a grief she could
not confide to any one, least of all to Mrs. Christy.
Mrs. Christy would not understand why the being
a miner should seem to any one a terrible thing.
Her husband had been a miner, and her two eldcst
boys wcre working in a mine now. In fact, they
were the very men whose faces, clotlies, and gen-
eral behavior bad given poor Elsie a great part of
her unspeakable dread of a miner’s life.

“1t’s nothing | can tell, Mrs. Christy. |
could n’t tell aiiybody. And I’'m silly to cry; but
it carne on me all of a sudden,” said Elsie, jump-
ing up, wiping away her tears, and beginnmg to
. clear off the breakfast-table. “ You wont praise
me for a housekceper any more, if you come in

and find me sitting down to cry, and leaving my
work undone at this time in the morning.”

“ An’it’s mesilf that’s always a-praisin’ ye fot a
housekeeper,” retorted Mrs. Christy, “ an’ always
wiU be ; ye 've got the stiddiest head | ever see on
young shoulders, ez 1've said a hundcrd times ef
1've said it onc’'t; an’ ifye 'd ease yer thrubble by
tellin’, it’s more 'n loikely I cud help ye.”

“ No, thank you, Mrs. Christy, not this time,”
said Elsie, now quite herself again. “ But if | did
need help, you may be sure that there is nobody
in the town 1'd ask it of so soon as of you. | was
teUing my father only this morning that 1’'d never
feel afraid, even if I wcre alone in the house, so
long as you lived next door.”

“An’wull ye may !” Mrs, Christy replied, much
flattered. “ | 'ra yer woman, whin ye want me,
that 's sure; but | 'd hate to see ye a-atin’ yer
heart out with a soirer ye 'd not shpake about.
Shpache is a grate easemint to the feeUn’s, my
dear, ez ye 'll learn whin yer older. An’ don't
ye ever misremember that | 'm here whin ye
want me,” and the good soul whisked back to her
tubs.

Elsie McFarland was indeed, as her father hac
said, a brave little girl, and, as Mrs. Christy had
said, a housekeeper with a “ stiddy” head on her
shoulders. She was only fourteen years oid, and
so small that she did not look more than twelvc,
but for a year she had taken all the care of her
father’'s house, and had done all the work except
the washing and ironing.

When Elsie’s mother died, Mr. McFarland ex-
pected to go into a boarding-house to Uve; but, to
his great surprise, Elsie implored him to continui.
to live in their own little house, just as they had
been living.

“ 1 know | can do all the work, just as Mamma
did,” she said. “ | always helped her do it. 1
know just how she did everything. Oh, try me,
Papa, just try me. Try me one week. Don't let
US give up our house. ft will be dreadful not to
have a house of onr own.”

FinaEy, Mr. McFarland consentcd to make tho
experiment. He fclt as Elsie did, that it would be
a dreadful thing not to have any house of theii
own; and he knew, even better than Elsie, how
uncomfortablc would be the very best boarding-
place that could be found. But he did not believe
the child realized what she was undertaking, or
would be strong enough to do the work. He did
not know how much she had helped her mother
for the last two years. In fact, Mr. McFarland
never knew as much as he ought to have
about what was going on in his own house.
McFarland was a drearaer.

Mr.
He had come to Cwo-
rado thirteen years before, when Elsie was a baby.



He had brouglit with !liim from the E;ist thirty
thousand dollars, and had been sure that iii a very
few years he would makc a large fortune and
go home to live. Mrs. McFarland bad from the
outset opposed the plan of coming to Colorado.
She had much more common sense.than her hus-
band, and believcd most firraly in the good oid
proverb of “ letting well enough alone.”

“ You have a,good business wherfi you are,
husband,” she said ; “ and a good home. Every-
body knows and trusts you. It is wiser to stay.”

“ But it takes a life-time to make a fortune
here,” Mr. McFarland would reply. “ And out
in Colorado it is sometimes made in a day ! Once
there, 1 can put my money into mines, and let it
be turning over and over, while I make our living
by a store.”

And now the thirty thousand dollars was all
gone. In one unlucky spcculation afier another,
in mine after mine, smelter after smeltor, a few
hundreds here and a few thousands there, it had
melted away, and nothing was left “ to show for
it,” except a “ claim ” or two in the EIk mountain
range.

In all this time, Mrs. McFarland had nevcr
been heard to complain; but she had grown weaker
year by year. As they went slowly down in the
scale of living, she accepted each change without
any murmur; but when it carne at last to living
inalog cabin in a mining camp, and doing with
her own hands all the necessary work, her strength
proved unequal to it; and when the first severe
winter vveathcr set in, she took coid and, after only
three days’ illness, died. The doctors said it was
of pneumonia; and that was, in onc sense, true,
for she ccrtainly had pneumonia. But the pneu-
monia would not have Idlled her if she had not
been feeble and worn-out by her twelve years of
hard work and unhappiness. Her death was so
sudden, that Elsie never fully realized that she
would not see her mother again. She was away
from home at the time, having gone to spend a few
days at the Chieftain mine, twelve miles distant.
The manager of this mine was an oid friend of
her father and mother. He had recently mar-
ried, and brought his prptty youiig wife out from
tlic East to live in a log cabin at the mouth of the
mine. She was exceedingly lonely, and often used
to implore Mrs. McFarland to “ Iénd” Elsie to her
for a weck. And hard as it was for Mrs. McFai-
land to be without Elsie, cvcn for a day, she never
refuscd to let her go; for she pitied the poor young
bride, who had come su-aight iroin New York City,
with all its gayeties and comforts, to this bare log
cabin on a mountain-top.

“If 1 had had to takc it so sudden as that,” Mrs.
McFarland once said to her, “ | should not havo

borne it half so well as you do. | Ve come to it by
slow degrees, and that's been hard enough, .! 'l
confess. If | had two daughters, I 'd almost let
you have one all the time.”

Elsie had been away only two days when her
mother was taken ill. As it seemed to be nothing
more than a severe coid, Mrs. McFarland would
not send for the child, though her husband was
anxious to go immediatcly. Very bitterly he after-
ward regretted that he had not done so; for poor
little Elsie could never understand why it was, and
her cries of “ Oh, Papa, oh. Papalwhy did n't
you let me see my Mamma before she died?”
almost broke his heart.

The people in the town were exceedingly kind
to both Elsie and him. Severa!begged him tocome
and make hishomewith them. Everybodyhad liked

patient, gentle Mrs. McFarland, and everybody
lovcd Elsie, for her gay and cheery ways. They
did not like Mr. McFarland quité so well. They

thought he held himself a little aloof from them.
That is never a popular course anywhere, but of
all places in the world most unpopular in a mining
camp. It was not really true of Mr. McFarland,
at all. He had no idea of holding himself aloof;
but he wore better clothes than the other men in
the camp, his habitual speech was more refined,
and he did not drink whisky; and these things
made a barrier between him and the rest, in spite
of all his kindliness and good fellowship.

And so it carne about that after the fimt outburst
of sympathy for him, at the time of his wife’s
death, had spent itsclf, and it had come to be an
oldstoryin the camp about “ poor McFarland, livin’
there all alone with his little gal,” he was left more
and more alonej and this really had something to
do with the falling off iii his business, though Mr.
McFarland did not know it. Thcrc was a sort of
store over at Tin Cup, a combination of whisky
saloon and store, where most of the common gro-
ceries, and a few of the cheaper dry goods, could
be bought; and theRed Jacket men had gradualiy
fallen into the habit of making tlieir purchases
there whenover they could “ make it come in their
way,” as they said.

“ 1’1l be goin’ over to Tin Cup before long; if
you can get along tillthen, we might as well trade
at Ben Holladay’'s,” many a man said to his wifc
when she asked for money to buy something; and
the wifc was very sorry to get the rcply, for she
knew it mcant that her husband would loungc
around in Ben Holladay’s store, incur habits and
associations that were not good for him, and vci-y
possibly come away, after all, without buying the
thing she had asked for.

No onc who has not seen a mining “ camp” can
have the Icast jdea of what a strange sort of tosvn



it is, and what a strange Ufe the miners’ familics
lead.

It'does not take many days to build the kind of
town miners are willing to Uve in, and they don’t
care what sort of a place they put it in, cithcr, if it
is only near the mines. It may be in the very midst
of a pine forest, or out on the steep, bare side of a
moiintain, all stones and rocks. They cut down
a few trces, and leave all the stuinps standing; or
they clear away the biggest of tire stones, enough
to make a sort of Street; and then eveiy man
falls to and builds the cheapest-house he can, in
the quickest way; sometimes of logs, sometimes
out of rough boards; often with only onc room,
very rarely with more than three. Whcn they wish
to niako them very fine, they make the end front-
ing the Street, what is called a “ battlement front” ;
that is, a straight square wall, higher than the
house, 50 as to convey the impression that the
house is much bigger than itis. It is a miserable
make-believe, and goes farther than any othcr one
thing to give to the new .towns in the West a
hideous and contemptible look. These log cabins,
board shanties, and battlement fronts are all crowd-
cd as near together as they can be, and are set
ciése to the Street: no front yards, no back yards,
no yards at the side,— but, around the whole set-
tlerfient, a stony wilderness. It is n't worth whiie
to put anything in order, because there is no know-
ing how long the people will stay. Perhaps the
mines wil not turn out to be good ones; and then
cverybody will move away, and in very little more
time than it took to build up the town it will be
deserted. There are a great many such deserted
towns in Colorado and California. They always
scem to me to look like a kind of gravcyard.

The town of Red Jacket, in which the McFar-
lands lived, was namedfor the Red Jacket mountain
near which it stodéd; in fact, it was closc to the
base of the mountain. At the time Mr. McFar-
land moved there, a tremendous excitement had
arisen about Red Jacket mountain. Silver ore
had been found there, so rich that men said the
whole mountain iniist be made of solid silver.
From far and near, people rushed to Red Jacket.
Whole mining camps in the neighborhood were
deserted in aweek; cverybody “ moved to Red
Jacket.”

A brisk, biisy little town was built, and, in less
than a month, two thousand pcople were living
there. Evcry footof the mountain was staked outin
“ claims,” and hundrcds of piles of rock and earth
thrown out in all dircctions showed how many were
atwork. This wasone year before the time at which
our story begins. Veiy soon, pcople began to find
out either that their claims were not good for any-
thing or that it needed so much machinery to get

the ore out that they could not afibrd to work
their mines. Red Jacket mountain was not made
of solid silver, by any manner of means. Then
the camp began to dwindle. Man after man sold
out his claim for a song, ifhe could find somcbody
to take it off his hands; family after family moved
away, until there were not more than two hundred
souls, all told, in the town, and more than three-
quarters of the houses were empty.

No wonder Mr. McFarland was discouraged. Of
his own two “ claims,” one had proved to be worth-
less, the other was in a rock so difficult to work
that nothing could be done with it without spending
thousancls of dollarson machinery; the store, which,
in the time of the camp’s biggest “ boom,” Mr.
McFarland had spent ncarly his last dollar in stock-
ing, had ceased to bring in any reliablc income,
and was now bringing in less and less each day. It
looked as if the owner would be left alone with a
largo quantity of unsalable goods. sThe winter was
near at hand, and after ithad once setin, there would
be no going out of or coming into Red Jacket.
By the first of November, the snow would be from
ten to twelve feet deep, all roads closed, and no
getting about except on snow-shoes. The poor
man sat in his silent and deserted store, day after
day, brooding over this State of things, and unabic
to devise any scheme for bettering himself, till he
was nearly out of his wits. Then he would go
home to the littlelog cabin, and find it cleanandin
order, and the simple meal well cooked and neatly
set out on the table by the affectionate Elsie, always
so glad to see him, and so guilelessly proud of her
housekecping, and he would feel more self-reproach
than ever that by his folly and lack of judgment
he had brought so sweet a child into such straits.

It was in onc of these discouraged and rcmorse-
ful moments that he exclaimed to Elsie, at break-
fast, that he believed he would go up to Tin Cup
and look for work. The more he thought of it,
the more sensible tbc plan looked. In trutli, it
was the only way he could see of being surc of
money enough to support Elsie and himself through
the winter. In the spring, people might come back
to the camp again, and he might sell his goods.

Elsie’s grievecl and astonished cry, “ Oh, Papa'!
In a mine !” had cut him to the heart; but he
tried to forget it, and he resolved that she should
never see him in his miner’s suit. The thought of
Icaving her alone in the cabin through the long
and dreary winter was terrible to him; but he re-
flectad that she would be safe there; he could sec
her every Sunday ; and good Mrs. Christy, within
cali 1)y day and night, would kcep as ci6ése watch
over her as if she were her own child. The tears
carne into his eyes as he thought to himself: “ It
has really come to this, that a poor ignorant Irish-



woman is the very best fi-iend 1
little daughter to.”

Poor Mr. McFarland ! It was a sore secret that
jay between hiin and his little girl for some days
after his suggestion of the Tin Cup projcct. Each
was thinking of it, and knew the othcr inust be,
l)ut neither would speak of it. Perhaps it was as
well. Both father and daughter werc being, by
diese sad and secret thougbts, prepared for the
inevitable. And when it carne they were able to
ineet it more calmly.

When, a week later, Mr. McFarland said toElsic;
“1 have been up to Tin Cup, Elsie, and got the
place 1 was speaking of, and | shall go the tirst of
next month. Will you be afraid to stayhere alone?
1 shall come down to see you every Sunday,”—
Elsie replied, with only a little quiver of her lip:
“ No, indeed, Papa; | shall not be afraid. 1 only
wish there was soincthing. | could do to carn money’,
too.
can't think of anything.”

“ My dear cliild,” said Mr. McFarland, “ don’t
worry yourself about that. You are all the comfort
Papa has lefi to him in this worid. You just keep
up courage, and | tliink better times will come be-
fore long. | don't want you to earn money; what-
cver happens, Papa will always have enough to
take care of you.”

This he said to cheer Elsie, but in the bottom
of liis heart he did not feel sure of it.

Only three weeks were left before Che time fixed
for him to go to Tin Cup, and there were so many
things to be done to make Elsie comfortable for the
‘'vinter, that it kept him busy enough till the last
minute. In the first place, he cut and split and piled
up a quan.tity of wood for her to burn. He piled it
so high that Elsie said the wood-pile looked bigger
than the cabin, as indeed it did. Besides this blg
pile out-of-doors, he filled one small room in the
house full of wood, to be used when the wcather
'vas too bad or the snow too deep for her to get to
thebig pile outslde.

The next thing he did was to get Mrs. Christy’s
|)ermission to bulld a covered passage-way from
her kitchen windovv to Elsie’s bedroom window.
Elsie’s window he made into a door, opening into
this passage-way, and then he built steps at the
end which joined Mrs. Christy’s house, so that, by
going up these steps, Elsie could get into Mrs.
Christy’s kitchen through the window. When
Elsie found that this was to be done, she jumped
for joy. “ Now | wont be one bit afraid,” she
said; and by that, her father knew that she had
really felt a little afraid before, but would not dis-
hess him by letting him know it. Elsie was a
very brave and loving little girl, as you will see
before we get to the end of the story of this winter.

bave tq trust my

lve been'trying to thinkofsomething; but 1

Thcre was no difBculty about her food; for in the
store were barréis of flour and crackers and sugar
and salt pork, and shelves full oi canned fruits,
vegetables, and meats. When Mr. McFarland had
carried in as much of all these as he thouglit Elsie
could use, and had arranged them on shelves and in
the corners of the room, the place looked more like
a shop than like the living-room of one little girl.

Elsie thought so herself. “ Why, Papa,?’ she
exclaimcd, “ it looks just like a little store! What
made y'ou bring in so many things ? W hy could n't
I go to the store when | wanted things? Or you
could get them out for me Sundays, when you
come down.”

“ 1 know,” replied licr father. “ But it wont
do any harm to have them all here. There may
be such deep snows that | can't get down some
weeks, and you can’t get out. |'d feel easier to
know that you have everything under this roof
that you could need for the whole winter.”

“ Well, l‘m sure | have,” answcred Elsie, look-
ing around. “1 should think 1 'd enough for a
whole year. I 've enough to take boarders!
You 'll see thcre 'll be lots left when you come
home in the spring.”

“ Papa,” she continued, “ can |
else out of the store, if | want to ?
things to eat, but other things.”

get anything
1 don't mean

“ What is there in the store that you want,
Elsie?” said her father, a little surprised. “ Do
you want a new gown ?”

“ Oh, no, no, indeed!” cricd Elsie. “ | have

plenty of gowns. Bnt there is something there that
1'd like to crib from; but 1 don’'t want to tell you
swhat it is,” and she turned very red in tlie face.

Mr. McFarland hesitated. He did not like to
refuse Elsie anything, but he could not imagine
what it could be she wanted; and, as he had some
valuable silks and laces in the store, he feared she
might have set her heart on something he could
not aiford to let her have. But he need not have
been afraid to trust his little Elsie’'s good sense.
Seeing that he was hesitating, Elsie laughed out:

“ Oh, you need n't be afraid, Papa; itis n't any
of Che nice things | want. It is only some of that
yarn that oid Mrs. Johns brought to pay for the
flour. Don’t you remember? It 's under the
counter, in a box, a whole lot of it; | heard you
tell Mamma when you took it, you did n't believe
you 'd cvcr sell it, it was such.a liorrid slaty color.
Mrs. Johns dyed it herself. Mrs. Christy says
she 'll tcach me to knit this winter, if 1 can get
the yarn. So | thought of that.”

“ Yes, indeed, child,” replied Mr. McFarland,
and he felt quite ashamcd of himself. “ You can
have that and welcomc,— the whole of it.”

So when he went to the store the last time, he



brought over the box of Mrs. Jolins’s yarn, and
away down in the bottom of the box, under the
“ horrid slaty” skeins, he put in some nioer yarns,
a big bunch of bright red and some blue, and
green, and ycllow, and a great lot of white.

“ Poor little girlie ! ” he said to himself, “ if she
is going to find aiiy pleasure
must have some bright colors to mix in.”

And so Elsie wasTeft all alone to keep house by
herself in the cabin, where only one year before
she had been living, a happy, gay ILttie girl, with her
father and mother. It was pretty hard, but Elsie
never stoppcd to think about its being hard. She
just went to work. That is the only way in this
world ever to bear up under things that are hard.
Go to work, and kcep busy.
everything else
“ consolation.”

It is wovth all and
in the way of what pcople cali
That word “ consolation ” | never
liked, myself. It does not seem to me to mean
much. There isn’'t any such thing, to my mind,
as being “ consoled ” for a real trouble. If it is
a real trouble, it will be a real trouble always, as
long as you live; but you can always go to work
and keep busy, and so long as you do that the
trouble can not get the better of you. But that
is neither here fior there in this story about Elsie
McFarland, except that it was the way Elsie did.
How the wisdom carne to her, | don’'t know. No-
body had ever told her, and she never put it into
words to herself. It simply seemed to her the
natural way to do.

Her head was full of plans of what she would
accomplish in the winter. She was going to learn
to knit, for one thing. She already knew a great
many ways of crocheting, but she was going to
learn to knit stockings and mittens, and perhaps a
bed-spread like one Mrs. Christy had once shown
her. She was going aiso to learn to cook a great
many things ;. she now knew how to cook only a
few simple dishes.

“ 1l mean to have some one new thing for Papa
every Sunday when he comes down,” she said.
“ 1’1l go right straight through Mamma’s cook-
book; only, the worst of it is, most of the things
take eggs, and there wont be any eggs very often.
I remcmber Mamma used to say she wished some-
body would make a cook-book of good things for
poor people,” and Elsie sighed and fclt sad as she
recallcd the days when she used to help her mother
in all the houschold.work.

There was another air-castle in Elsie’s mind,— a
beautiful secvct which gavc her joy whenever she
thought of if. In one of the trunks where lier
mothei’s clothes had been put away was nearly a
wliolc piece of cotton cloth, a half dozcn linen
bosoms and collars and cuffs, and, nearly finishcd,
one shirt, on which Elsie had been at work just

in her knitting.'she.

before her mother died. Three more shirts were
cut out, and Elsie’s air-castle was to cut out two
more, and have a half dozen nice new shirts all
ready for her father in the spring. She had been
meaning to go to work on them all through the
stimmcr, but summer days ivere great temptations
to Elsie ; there was nothing she loved better than to
ramble in the cafions and grassy hill slopes, and
gather flowers. Red Jacket was awonderful place
for flowers; such felds full of purple asters were
never seen anywhere else in the world, | do believe.
They were as thick as clover in a clover field, and
looked like a solid surface of beautiful purple.
Then there were dozens of other flowers, red and
blue, and white and yellow, some of which are not
to be found anywhere outside of Colorado. Elsie
was pever tired of arranging great bouquets of
them. She put them in the window-seats, on the
shelves, on the table, in the fire-place, till some-
times the little cabin looked like a garden.

So, while the summer lastcd, Elsie had not found
time to sew. After her housework was done, she
had usually rambled off after flowers. When her
own room was as full as it would hold, she wonld
bring bunches to Mre. Christy, who did not care
much fox them at first, but after a time began to
notice their splendid colors, and to like them for
their own as well as for Elsie’s sake. Mrs. Christy
loved Elsie with all the strength of her warra liish
heart.

“ Indade, an’ she 's more to me, thiii, thnn I 'm
loikely to be to her, an’ that’s the thruth,” she
replied to Mr. McFarland, when, on the morning
he set off for Tin Cup, he had told her how gi ate-
ful he felt for -her kindness to Elsie, and that he
felt easy to leave the child in her protection.

“ An’ it’'s no great purtectin’ she nades,” she
added, looking after Mr. McFarland as he walked
slowly and sadly away. “ To my way o’ thinkin’,
it 's pertectin’ yces she ’'ll be, an’ not so long time
first, nayther. There 's more o’ the makin’ uv a
man in her than ye 've got yersilfl”

Dut we have run away from Elsie’s air-castles.
There were the knitting, the cooking, the shirt-
making, these three; then there was one other,
which | daré say many of you will think was the
queerest of all: Elsie was going tn learn to wash.
This alsowas a secret from her father. He had-
arranged with Mrs. Christy to continué to do the
washing, as she had hitherto done, and Elsie had
said nothing; but in her own mind it was all
arranged that, as soon as her father had gone, she
would coax Mrs. Christy to teach her how to do
it herself.

“ And then | can do up the shirts as fast as they
are finished,” thought Elsie, “ and that will be the
greatcst surprisc ofall to Papa.”



And so Elsie cntered on her winter. It was the
livst of October when her father went away. In
less than a month, the snow carne; day after day
it snowcd soft, steady, and still, until nothing could

THE SKOW-SUDE-

be secn of the Red Jacket cabins except their roofs,
chimneys, and, in some of the higher ones, the
upper halves of the rvindows. To the door of every
uihabitcd cabin a long passage-way, like a tunnel,
was dug through the snow, and the windows in some

of them were shoveled clear, so as to let the light in.
The covered passage-way bctween Elsie,’s room and
Mrs. Christy’s kitchen was buried up entircl)’, so
that it looked like nothing but a snow-drift.

(SEE PACE 195.]

There is something beautiful as wel! as terrible
in such a winter as this. The surface of the snow
shines and sparklcs as if it were made of millions
of diamonds. It is sometimes almost as hard as
ice, and men can glide about it on snow-shoes.



ovcrmiles of country and from one town to another,
as fast as they can skatc.

One of the last things Mr. McFarland had done
for Elsie was to make her a new pait of snow-
shoes. She had learned the art of waiking on
them the winter before, and was as fond of it as
of sliding down hill on a sled. She often caught
a tumble, but she only thought it all the more
fun. Everybody in the camp liked to see her go
skimming by, with her cheeks red and her eyes
shining; and there was not a boy in the camp
who could go faster than she.

Mrs. Christy used to stand at the window and
watch her with mingled terror and pridc.

“ Luk at her, thin !'” she would exclaim. “ Isn’'t
it a birrd she is! But the heart av me’s in me
mouth, so long cz she 's got her two feet in thim
boats."

Mrs. Christy herself had never mustered courage

to learn to use snow-shoes. She put them on once,
took two steps from her door, lost her balance, and
fell headlong in the snow.
“ 1’ll not timpt Providcnce any more,” she said.
1'll stayin till it plazcs God to lift the snows
from aff us.” And sUy in she did through that
entire winter— twelvc long weeks— until the snows
melted.

Nobody would believe how fast Elsie’s days flew
by in this strange and lonely life. She was as busy
as a bee all day long, and in the evenings she sat
with Mrs. Christy, knitting and listcning to Iri&h
fairy stoiies, of which Mrs. Christy knew many, so
weird and fascinating that Elsie was never tircd of
heating them over and over. The “ slaty-colored”
yarn proved a great success, when the gayly-col-
ored was mixed with it; and Elsie before many
days liad passed, had completed a pair of mittens
with long gauntlet tops, and a splendid scarf a
yard and a halflong, for her Christmas prescnts to
iier father.

These Mrs. Christy exhibited with great pride to
her acquaintances, and the first thing Elsie knew
she was besicged with entreaties to knit more such
mittens for sale. This gave her real dclight. Here,
at last, was a way by which she could earn money,
— only a little, to be sure, but it was something.
Every one who saw the mittens wanted a pair, men
and woinen alike. They would have bought twice
as many as Elsie could have knit before spring.

All through November, Mr. McFarland carne
down every Sunday and spcnt the whole day with
Elsie. What happy days they were ! Elsie grew
reconciled to her father's being a miner, as she
listened to all he had to tell her of the wondcrful ores
in the mine, and how they vwere made into money.
He brought her some pieces of what is called “ pea-
cock ore.” It has all the colors of a peacock’s

neck in it. Elsie was never tired of liolding it in
the sun and tuxning it over and over.

The first Sunday in December carne a great dis-
appointmcnt,— instead ofher father, a strange man,
whom Elsie had never seen, bringing a note from
her father, to say that he had hurt his foot and
could not come down. But he hoped he should
be weU enough to come the next Sunday. The
next Sunday carne. No father. The same kind
man, however, carne all the way down to tell Elsie
that her father's foot was much better, but still
not strong enough for snow-shoe waiking.

By this time, all the miners in Tin Cup knew
about the little girl leii alone in the cabin at Red
Jackct, and there was not a man of them all who
would n't have gladly walked the eight miles to
save her from being anxious about her father. In
fact, after the report which the first messenger car-
ried back, describing the neat room, cheery little
girl, and good diimer she gave him, thcre was
almost a rivalry among the men as to who should
go next time.

They had all become attached to Mr. McFarland
also. They had found that he did not really mean
to hold himself aloof from them at all; that he
took hold of the hardest work with good courage,
unused as he had been to it, and that he was as
friendly and kind-liearted as it was possible for a
man to be, Without knowing it, or trying to do
so, he had made dozens of friends, who were all
ready, if he should re-open his store, to give him
all the help they could.

At last there were only tlircc days left before the
arrival of the Christmas Sunday, to which Elsie
had looked forward so long. Her father had writ-
tcn that he would certainly be ablc to come dotvn
if it did not storm.

“ An’ it 'ud niver have the heart to storm on
the blissed Christmas, an’ it comin’ on a Sunday,”
said Mrs. Christy.

“ No, indeed !” said Elsie. “ | 'm sure it wont.
I wish Christmas always carne on a Sunday.” And
she danced around the room and hugged Mrs.
Christy for very joy.

Mrs. Cliristy’s two boys also were coming from
the Chieftain mine, where they worked. Elsic
had long since got over her dislike of the Christy
boys. She had learned how kind and good
they were under all their roughness of manner.
The last time they had been home, they had,
of their own accord, brought her two splendid
young fir-trees for Christmas greens. They cut
the trecs down, fastened them by stout ropes to
their belts, and carne shooting into camp on their
snow-shoes, each with a fir-trce dragging twenty
feet behind him on the snow. Such a sight had
never been seen in Red Jacket before. Then they



chopped the boughs off in front of tiie cabin,
brougbt them in, and threw them on the floor in a
lieap huge enough to trim two much biggerrooms
than Elsie’s and Mrs. Christy’'s. Elsie and Mrs.
Christy worked the whole day before Christmas,
making wreaths and long festoons; and when all
was done, the rooms were so changed one would
hardly know them. Very late Elsie sat up that
night, for she had some things to do she did
not want Mrs. Christy to see: a nice scarf she
had knit for each of the Christy boys, and a warm
jacket for Mrs. Christy herself;, and these were
to be wrapped up in clean paper, and a little note
written to go with each gift, and Elsie was a slow
writer. It was past twelve o’clock when she crawled

into her bed, very tired and sieepy. “ It is Christ-
mas now,” she thought. “ By nine o’clock Papa
will be here. How he will like the grecns! We

never had it so pretty before,” and Elsie was asleep
in two minutes.

The next thing she knew, she heard volees talk-
ing outside, and saw lights flashing on the ceiling
of her room. It did not seem to her she had been
asleep a minute. The volees grew louder, and
mote and more, and the lights kept flashing. Ter-
ribly frightened, Elsie sprang up, and ran through
the covered way to Mrs. Christy’'s room. As she
reached the window, she heard Mrs. Christy sob-
bing, and crying:

“ Och, an’ who'U till her? W ho'll have a
harrt to till her? I ’ll niver be the one to till her!”

Like a flash of lightning, Elsie knew it was of her
that Mrs. Christy was speaking, and in a second
more she had spning through the window, into
the center of a group of excited men, all talking
together, but all silent, as soon as she appeared;
all except Mrs. Christy, who burst out crying
louder than ever, and running to Elsie, tlirew her
aims around her, and gaspcd out: “ Och, honey,
there’s bad news for ye. It’s a slide they 've had 1
Och, an’ who ’ll till her? ” and Mrs. Christy broke
down,

Elsie looked from one to another. She did not
cry, but she turncd very white, and that frightened
the men. They wcro used to seeing womecn cry,
as Mrs. Christy was doing; but this little white-
faced, resolute-looking child,— as one of the men
said afterward, “ it took the strength right out of
a man to see her.”

“Is my Papa dead? |Is he buried up in the
snnw-slide ?” said Elsie, speaking very loud in a
shrill voice. “Wont somcbody please tell me
what has happened?” and the tears began to roil
down her cheeks.

Then they told her all there was to tell. It did
not take many words. A man had just come down
from Tin Cup, running for dear life, to cali all the

Red Jacket men to come up and help dig out
three cabins that had been buried in a snow-slide
at midnight. The slide was a terrible one, he said.

It had started with a sudden noise like a gun-shot,
waking everybody in the camp. Then, with a great
roaring sound like wind or a waterfall, the avalanche
of snow had swept down the mountain-sidc, carry-
ing away all the buildings ofthe Silver Queen Mine,
and burying up three of the miners’ cabins, nobody
could toll how many fect deep. It was all over in
the twinkling of an eye.

Luckily, the moon was shining at the time;
and the people had turned out, and were digging
as near as they could judge where the first cabin
stood. But the snow was pilcd like a mountain, and
there was hardly a hopc of finding any one alive
in the cabins. The messenger had gone on to the
next town to get more help. While the men were
telling all this, Elsie stood very still, her eyes turn-
ing first to one, then to another; she did not in-
terrupt till they stopped speaking. Then she said;

“ Are you sure my papa was in one of those
cabins?”

The man who had been speaking last nodded
his head and looked away from her. He could
not speak.

“ The man that carne down, he said so,” said
another man. “ He guv us the fames. There’s
ten men in the three cabins, and there 's a woman
and babyin one. Butwe must be goin’. It’'sapoor
kind of a Christmas we 've got,” and he glanced
at the Gvergreen wreaths and boughs around the
room. “ It’'s minéis’ luck, anyhow. But keep up
your heart, Miss; we 'll send a man down to tell
ye the very fustnews there is.”

. Elsie did not speak Aior move. She stood as if
she were turned to stone, watching the men as
they examined and lighted their lanterns, mufflcd
themselves up, and prepared to set off. It was not
yet four o’clock.

“ Three more hours before daylight 1» thought
Elsie. “ How can they see in thisawful davkness?”

“ Could n’tlgo with you ?” she exclaimed, sud-
denly. “ I can run fast on snow-shoes. Oh, do
take me, so | can be thcrc when they get my Papa
out! Oh, let me come! | wontbe any trouble.”
“ Blcss your sweet cycs,” cried one of the men,
it 's all we 'll be able to do ourselvcs to get
up Coal Creek Gulch 1 Ye could n't stand up a
minute, little gal, in the wind thet blows down
thet gulch a night like this ’cre. It 'ud take ye
like a dead leaf off a tree.”

It was only a few minutes since the first sound
01 voiccs and the flash of light in Elsie’s room had
awakened her,— only a few minutes; but it seemed
a thousand years. The men were all gone; silence
reigned inside and outside; one flickering candle



gave a fitful half light in the room.
sat rocking backward and forward, occasionally
sobbing, and looking at Elsie without speaking.
She did not daré to say a word to her. She could
not understand the sort of grief which neither
cried, fior moancd, fior spoke. She was almost
afraid of Elsie. Elsie stood still at the window,
her face pressed against the pane. Occasionally,
a light would flash out in the distance, twinkle
for a few scconds, then fade away in the direction
of the Coal Guich road— one more helper on the
way to Tin Cup. In times of such disaster, min-
ing people are all like brothers, in their eagerness
to help and to rescue.

Finally, Elsie turned away from the window and
said to Mrs. Christy:

“ 1 think I will go back to bed again.
is n't anything to do.”

Mrs. Christy stared at her. She was on the
point of exclaiming in remonstrance, but suddenly
changed her mind, and replied:

“ Arf indade, if ye can slape, it 'ud be the best
thing for ye.”

“ 1 don’t think I shall go to sleep,” said Elsie,
“ but | suppose if | could, it would be better than
to lie thinking.”

“ An’ there’s no knowin’ thin ; ye mightjist fall
off unawaires like, an’ a dale o’ good it 'ud do
ye, darlin’.  1’ll not make a sound. Ye cali me
when ye want me. 1 think 1 'll maybe take a bit
av a nap mesilf,” said Mrs. Christ>', as she helped
Elsie over the window-sill.

Elsie felt guiltily relieved at these words, and
there was almost a remorseful tenderness in the Kiss
she gave to the tender oid Irishwoman as she
stepped down into the passage-way.

For nothing was further from Elsie’s mind than
going to sleep. She had already decided on a
plan of action, which she knew Mrs. Christy would
oppose, perhaps even by forcé. Elsie had deter-
mined to go to Tin Cup. She knew the way.
Her father had told her where the road lay; it was
a road on which she herself had often walked a
long distance, gathering flowers. There were no
such purple asters anywhere as on the hills on the
north side of that road. The south side oi it, as
far as Elsie knew it, was a steep slope down to the
bottoin of tire gulch, whcre ran a swift little strcam,
called Coal Crcek because there were coal mines
on the banks of it. Beyond this stream, the hill
rose abruplly again like a precipice, and was
covcred thickly with a fir forest. Elsie never liked
to look at that side of the gulch. The fir forest
looked so black and gloomy, and reminded her
of fairy storics of forcsts where evil gnomes and

elves lived.
Poor child !

Mrs. Christy

There

If the fir forest had been grim and

terrible to her in summei-,
would it seem now!

how much more so
She little dreamed how black
and fierce it would look with the whole country
round about white with snow, and the sparlding
stream hid from sight!

It seemed to Elsie that it would nevor be light.
When the fii-st streak of red carne in the sky, she
jumped out of bed and began to dress. By the
time it was light enough to see distinctly, she
was all ready.

“ How lucky that our front door is on the side
Mrs. Christy can not see,” thought Elsie, as she
crept out, strapped on her snow-shoes, and set off.
Nobody in the camp saw her. All the men had
gonc to Tin Cup, and most of the women were stQIl
asieep as Elsie sped down the silent Street. Whcn
she carne to the cérner where the road tumed off
up Coal Crcek Gulch, she Italtcd a moment, dis-
mayed at the sight. She would not have known
the place. It seemed to her at first that it could
not be the way. The gulch was so filiad in with
snow that the sides did not look half so high as
they used to look; and there was not a trace of a
road. No sleigh had been up Coal Creek Gulch
for a month.

Still, she could see the tracks where the men
had gone.that morning, on their snow shoes.

“ 1 can follow those tracks,” thought Elsie, “ and
I can go by the trees, too. | think the fir forest
reaches all the way up !” and she hurried on. Oh,
how black the fir-trees looked, and how terribly
still it was! Not a sound except the sound of
Elsie’s own sliding steps; and, to make it worse,
the rising sun, which at first had shone out for a
few minutes, soon went under a great gray cloud,
which gradually spread and covered the whole sky.
Elsie shuddered as she saw this. She knew what
itineant. Itwas going to snow. “ Ifitsnows hard,
I shall lose my way, surely,” thought Elsie, and she
hurried on faster and faster; too fast, alas ! for be-
fore long, she lost her balance on the treacherous
snow-shoes, recled, pitchcd headlong, and fell.
Luckily, the leather bands of her snow-shoes gave
way; if they had not, she would have broken her
ankles. As it was, one of them was so spraincd
that when she tried to get upon her feet, she fell
back again, almost faint from the pain. She tried
again and again, but each time the pain made her
more weak and dizzy.

guess | 've broken rayleg,” thought Elsie,
so now | shall have to lie here till | die. | don't
care; if my papa is dead, | might as well die, ton.”

Scattering snow-flakes began to fall. They carne
faster and faster ; soon, it was a blinding snow-
storm. Elsie was so coid, she could hardly move.
Again she tried to get upon her feet. It was of
no use; the ankle was powerlcss, and the torture



movine
iried.

it was more dreadful each time she
shut her eyes, and thought to her-
-1f “ Now I will just say my prayers, and then
t ni nrettv soon ”

A few tears rolled down her cheeks, but she

Elsie

,T SNOWS HARD, | SHALL LOSS MY WAV, SURE ENOUCH,

did not cry hard ; in fact, she did not in aiiy way
suffcr so much as you would have supposed. She
ivas already benumbed by coid. To be froten to
death is not so terrible a deatb as the words sug-
gest. A gentle drowsiness comes on, and the last
thing people who are froten know is that they feel
like going to sleep. This was what Elsie thought.

“ Why, how queer it is,” she thought. “1
don’'t feel half so coid as ! did. Perhaps it is
gctting warmer. 1'in so sleepy, I can't keep my
eyes open,” and that was the last Elsie knew

till she felt a man shaking her shoulder hard, and
pouring into her inouth some bad-tasting stuff
that made her tbroat burn like fire.

“ Git up, little gal— git up!” he said, trying
to lift her on her feet.

Elsie shrieked with the pain: ‘** Oh,sir! mylcgl
Don’'t. My leg’s broken. | can t stand up.

As soon as she opcned her eyes and spoke, the
inan bent over and took another look at her face.

“ Great Almighty! ” he cried. “ If it aint McFai'-

THOUGHT ELSIE. ANO SHE HURRIEO ON RASTER ANO RASTER."

land’s little gal I Excuse me, Miss,’Mie added; for
even in her great pain Elsie
reproachfully at his first words.
thunder come you here?”

It was the man who carne down to Elsie’s house,
the first time, to bring the note from her father,
when he was hurt. As soon as Elsie recognized
his face, she felt she had found a friend, and then,
in spite of herself, she bcgan to cry and sob.

“ My papa’s buried up in the snow,” she said,
“and | was going up to Tin Cup, so.as to be
there when they got him out. The men are all
digging. Don’'t you know about tbe slide? AU
the Red Jacket men have gone up to help; and
I knew the way, and | could n’'t stay at home,
and | was going too fast, and 1 fell over, and

lifted her eyes
“ But how in



my leg ’s broken.
and 1 can’'t.”

Before she had done speaking, the man had cut
her boot off from the sprained foot. As it fell, the
relief was so great that Elsie exclaimed ;

“ Oh, thank you ; it was the foot that was hurt
— was n't it? | guess | can get up now,” and she
made a movement to try; but the man put his
hand on her sltoulder and said:

“ | guess you oan’'t, my gal. You ’'ve got to let
me carry you. We 'll fix that all right. | 'll have
you into Tin Cup in next to no time.”

“ Oh.” said Elsie, “ you never can carry me.
I 'm very heavy. If you can mend the straps to
my snow-shoes, I 'm sure | can walk.”

“ Snow-shoes be hanged !” said the man gruffly.
“ That looks like snow-shoes, don't it?” pointing
to Elsie’s foot. It frightened Elsie to see it. It was
already much swollen, and the pain was coming
back agaiii ivorse than ever.

“ Now, jist don't you cry,
the man, patting her head.

1 've tried and tried to gét up,

little woman,” said
“ You jist do as | tell

ye, an’ | ’il tow yer in ’'s easy 's nothin’! You
heavy ?” he went on. “ WIliy, ye 'r no mote 'n a
skeeter!”

At this, Elsie gave a little smile, which seemed
to please the man grcatl)'.

“Fact!” he said. “ Ef 1 kin onct git ye hoisted
on my shoulders, I kin run with ye 's well's 1
could without ye. There 's nothin’ to ye, any-
how.”

Then he pickcd up Elsie’s snow-shoes, tied them
together, and hung them upon a tree.

“We ’'ll git them another day,” he said.
‘" They 'll be safe there. Aint man>'tramps 'round
this kind o’ weather.”,

Then he took off his comforter, Isound the poor
swelled foot in it, and then, grasping hiswalking
pole in his right hand, he managed with some
difficulty to kneel down, ciése to Elsie, with his
back to her.

“ There, dear,” he said; “ now you jist hug
your arms tight 'roun’ my neck, and hang on,
an’ 1°'ll git up slow, an' then we 'll be off in a
jiffy.”

Elsio did as she was told, and the man, with his
strange load on his shoulders, rose slowly and care-
fuUy to his fcet; but as soon as Elsie’s sprained
ankle hung at its full weight, the pain was so ter-
rible that she could not endure it, and she gave a
shriek, exclaiming: “ Oh, my foot, my foot! Oh,
sir, please put me down! | can’t!”

“ Blastitall!” said the man. *“ Ye poor little
young 'un, I might ha known ye could n't. |1
forgot about yer fect a hangin’,” and setting Elsie
down gently, he scratched his head and fcll to
thinking.

Elsie had around her neck a small plaid shawl,
tied on like a comforter. “ Could ye git along
without that shawl; ye ’'ll be piitty warm up
there ciése to my back hair ?” he asked, laughing.

“ Oh, yes,” said Elsie, taking it off at once, and
handing it to him.

Out of this shawl he made a kind of sling, and
knotted it across one of his shoulders. Then,
while still on his knees, he took the swollen foot
and very carefully set it in the sling.

eT5IE 5 REScCCBR.

“ There,” he said, “ that 's the best we can do.
It "Il help considerable to hold you up. | 'ni
afeard it 'll hurtye putty bad, evenMiis way; but
ye 'll have to bear it 's well 's ye kin, my gal,” and
he set off at a quick pace. At first Elsie did not
suffer much, but in a few minutes the pain grcw su



SL'vere that she could not keep from groaning,
tliough she tried very hard to desist.

“ Don’'t mind my groaning,” she said at last.
*Tt hurts so | can’t help it; but I can bear the
liurt. Please go quick. How far is it?”

“ Only two miles,” he said. “ W e’ll soon be
there.”

“ 1 did not think I had come two miles,” said
Elsie, feebly, and that was the last word she said.
The man spoke to her several times, but could get
no answer.

“ Blest if the kid aint fainled,” he thought.
‘aWell, it's jistaswell; 1n git her there quickcr,”
and he shot along in great strides.

Just in the outskirts of Tin Cup was a two-stoi-y
fraine house, the only frame house, the only two-
story house, in the regiéon. It wasaminer’s board-
ilig-house. It was painted an indescribable shade
of light red, and known as the “ Pink Boarding-
house.” Its size and its color coinbined made it a
conspicuous landinark, well known to cverybody.

«Ef | can jist git to the Pink Boai-din’-'us,
thct's all | '11 ask,” thought Elsie’s rescuer. “ Mis’
Barrett, she 'll bring her round first-rate. But |
dunno ’s tire poor little thing 's got much to come
round to. Her father 's dead 'n’ gone, an’ she
liaint got any othcr folies as ever | heern on.
Blamed if it wa’ n't a mighty foolish thing, a feller
like McFarland goin’ into minin’, anyhow.”

It was not half an hour from the time Elsie liad
been lifted on this kind ininer's broad shoulders
before she was laid in Mrs. Barrett’'s own bed,
with blankets and bottles of hot water all around
her, and Mrs. Ban-étt rubbing her hands, holding
hartshorn to her nose, and doing all she could
think of to bring her. to conscLousness;— crying
over her, too, for Mrs, Barrett was a motherly soul,
and her lonely lifc of three long years at the head
of the Pink Boarding-house, and all the sufferings
and troubles she had seen in the mining country,
had made her compassionate and tender.

“ 1 reckon she’s gonc, Phil, “ she said, when
he first staggercd in with Elsie on his back.

“ No, she aint,” he cried. “ Ye kin feel her little
heart a-beatin’, if ye try; she 's the pluckiest kid
ever | saw. It ’s McFarland’s little gal; she 'd set
out to come itp here all alone, do ye know, 's soon
's she heard the ncws o’ the slide. Got any on 'em
outyit?”

“ No,” said Mrs. Barrett.
to any o’ the caliins yet.”

“ They 'll all be dead, then, I 'm afeard,” said

“ They have n't come

the man; adding “ More 's the pity!” as he
looked toward Elsie. Mrs. Barrett nodded si-
lently. “ Which cabin was McFarland in?” she
asked.

“The onc nearest the mine,” replied Phil.

“ That one 'll have the best chance. It can't be
so deep up there 's 't is down in the holler.”

“ Poor young un,” he added, “ she 'd got the
two cabins, her'n and Christy’s— (they was jined
into one; Mac did it before he carne up licre, so
Mis’ Christy could look after the gal)— she 'd got
the two cabins all trimmed up with greens, like a
meetin’-'us, a-lookin’ for her father to come down
to-day. | never 'll get over that fust time | took
her down the note to say he wa’ n't comin’. The
tears cum in her eyes at fust, but in a minnit she
had 'cm brushed away, and sez she, ‘But you
will stay and eat your dinner with me, sir. That
is what my papa would like, and I, too. Then |
wont be all alone.; an’ the dinner ’'s ready,’ jist
like a woman; an’ a mighty gcod dinner the little
kid 'd cooked, too, all by herself.”

“ She’'s comin’ to,” said Mrs. Barrett, who had
not for a moment stopped chafing Elsie’s hands.
“ She 's comin’ to, poor little thing; how 'll | ever
muster up courage to tell her about her father ?”

“ Oh, she knows,” said Phil, as he hurried
away. “ She knows it. That 's what brought her
up here. She overheered the men telun’ it at
Christy’s.”

When Elsie opencd her eyes and saw Mrs. Bar-
rett’s kind face bcnding over her, she thought she
had died and gone to heaven.

“ Is this heaven?” she said.
angel?”

Good Mrs. Barrett, in telling the story afterward,
used to say: “ Well, of all the things that ever hap-
pencd to me, | was never so took aback as | was
at that. And | never knew rightly what I did say
to the child in the first of it. But in a minute or
two she got her eyes really opeii, and then she

“ Are you an

saw | was n’'t an éangel. And she said, ‘'Oh,
thank you very much! | feel better. Where is
the kind man that brought me hcrc? Have they

got my papa out of the snow yot?’ An’she was as
calm ’'s a grown woman, and a sight calmer than
most of 'em; and there she lay all that dreadfiil
morning, just as peaceful's any lamb. She'd
ans™ver when | spoke to her, and she 'd eat and
drink whatever | told her to. But 1 don't believe
she spoke six words o’ her own accord— not till the
door oponed, and her father walked in. And then
the scrcam that child gave! It would ha’ raised
the dead! | thought I ’'d never get it out o’ my
ears. She just raised up in bed, and gave that onc
scream, and then she fell back in anothcr dead
faint, worse than the one | 'd brought her out of
in the morning. | thought she never would come
out on’'t. | wont ever forget it’s long’'s | live.
And her father, he stood lookin’ at her with the
tears rolling down. And, says he, ‘ Mrs. Barrett,
this little girl 's all | 've got in the worid to live for.’”
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Yes, it was indeed Elsie’s fether that opened the
door and walked in— safe and sound, and as well
as ever. A very strange thing had happened.
On the evening before, one of the miners, Mr.
McFarland’s best friend and room-mate, had
asked him to take his place on what is called the
“ night shift”— that is, the gang of men who work
in. mines at night. It is a very common thing,
when mines are prosperous, to keep the work
going on in them night and day,— one set of men
working in the day-time and another at night.
So Mr. McFarland, to relieve his friend, had
gone into the mine to work that night, and was in
the timnel when the snow-slide took place. His
friend had staid in the cabin, and was Idlled in-
stantly— crushed to death in hisbed, under the tim-
bers of the cabin. All who were in the other cabins
were killed except one man, whose escape seemed
like a miracle. The broken timbers fell in such
a way that they did not press on him, and held
the snow up like a roof above him; and there he
lay in his bed, unable to stir hand or foot, in total
darknessunder the mountain of snow, till the morn-

THE OAK AND THE

By Joel

T he mushroom and the oak

In the meadow stood together,

When the former, in his cloak

Pearly-white, briskly said:

"1 have just got out of bed,

And | find the world is radiant with good
weather.

1 see a thousand pretty things—

Flowers with color, birds with wings

That fly so far and so fleetly j —

But there 's one thing puzzles me most com-
pletely i

How a tree of powcr and size

Should take so long to rise.

I at once sprang from the ground.

And have hardly looked around.

And have not been here an hour; —

But, to win your state and power,

As your wrinkiedness appears,

Took a dozen score of years.

Look at me.

And you 'll agree

1 am whole and clear and sound.

Is n't that a perfect dower?

And 1 've not been here an hour!”

MUSHROOM .-

MUSHROOM.

‘A FABLE. iJANUASY,

ing of the second day, when he was taken out,
nearly dead from fright, but with not a hurt of
any kind.

Elsie did not want to speak when she carne out
of her faincing fit and found her father holding her
hand. She clasped both her hands tightly around
his, but she did not speak fior move. As he told
her how it had happened that he was saved, tear.i
trickled down her cheeks; but still she did not
speak. It seemed to her that she should nevei
want to do anything as long as she lived but to
hold her father’s hand in hers and look into his
face. And he felt almost in the same way; as if
he never wantcd to have his little daughter out of
his sight again.

In the course ofthe afternoon, he said to her:

“ 1 have n't got any Christmas present for you,
Elsie, dear.”

“ Oh, Papa!” she said, in a faint little voice,—
for she was very weak still,— “ | 've got the best
.Christmas present in the world! | don’t believe
any other girl in the world ever had a Christmas
present of a papa |”

“"A FABLE.

Benton.

Then the oak
To his callow comrade spoke;
All depends on what you set yourself to be-
Whether mushroom, or a tree.
Very little needs but little for supply;
And to one who can say
He has had no yesterday—
Who, springing from a showcr,
Was born in an hour,
And with weeping and quick sorrow,
Must vanish ere to-morrow,—
Things are easy, | admit.
But if you had had a bit of real, sturdy wit,
You would know
Quick to come is quick to go.
But hither strolls the epicure ;
He will settle this debate, 1’m sure.
See, he ends our fact or fablc,
By picking you to sit as a morsel on his table.
But to you 't is little difierence, any way—
Small intrader of a day—
Had he missed your meadowy spot,
Found you here, or found you not,
Death has uses:— and your takc-off is as just,
For to-morrow you would crumble into dusC.”
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A \VA\4H-D WINTER CVENING» e?<ACTL.Y AT PIVEsS

MATweW g~1JTT?..EjSRFITHEESg *

By N. G. Cone.

The New Year gave a dinner to twelve little
brothers,

No one of whom had the same tastes as the
others;

The Moons, they are called, from the very large
she

And wonderful roundness of all of their eyes.

'T was a mild winter evening, exactly at five,
When the twelve little brothers began to arrive.
March carne in a comforter big as a shawl;
And August without any stockings at all;
And Feb. in an ulster, although he was small;
And April in boots, wiiich he left in the hallj
December in arctics— he fearecl he would fall,
And therefore was constantly giving a haul
To the straps; and November, if right | recall,
Had brought an umbrella in case of a squall;
And May had a beautiful blue parasol;
And then carne July, with the rosy-cheeked Jan.
Though Jan. was in furs, and July had a fan;
And Septy and Octy in round caps and frills;
And June in a pinafore oid as the hills.

There was plum pie, and peacock, and turtles, and thyme.

And more than | ever can tell in my rhyme.

May remarkcd, “ If you please, | 'll take lamb and green peas,”
Whilc September exclaimed, “ Apple dumplings and cheese;”
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And July was inquiring for lemons to squeeze;

And August for ices his palate to freeze;

And june a great spoon did impatiently seize

And drummed on the table for “ Fresh strawberra”r!''
November said, “ Turkey— I can’'t wait a minute!”
December said, “ Pudding, with cinnamon in it!”
Jan. clamored for oysters— March hinted “ Half-sbcU; ”
Feb. thought chicken salad would do very well;

Said Octy, “ Dessert without nuts can’t excel;”
And April was anxious his wishes to tell—
(They were chiefly boiled eggs)— lili, the tumult to quell,

The New Year made use of his silver hand-bell,

And was forced té confcss, not at all at his ease,
That thcre never were twelve little brothers like these.
And he rose and declarcd he would stand it no more,
And the twelve little brothers he savagely bore,

By their twelve little collars, outside of bis door;

And the last thing | heard of was June’s pinafore,
Which caught on the door-knob and dolefuUy tore.

So, if these little brothers, in good Eighty-four,

Get treated to wcather they ’'ll sadly deplore;

And it rains every day in the sweet month of May,
And freezes in August, my readers can say

That the twelve little brothers, so fractious and queer,
Have excitad the wrath of the lordly New Year.
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CONTINE,NTS.

By Hjalmar Hjorth Boyeskn.

First Story — M agnie's Dangkrous Ritle.— (Part 11.)

Magnie never knew how long he was uncon-
scious. The first thing he remembered was a
delicious sense of warmtli and comfort stealing
through him, and strange, unintclligible sounds
buzzing in the air about him. Somcbody was
talking kindly to him, and a large, warm hand
was gliding over his forchead and cheeks. The
peace and warmth were grateful to him after tho
intense strain of his dangerous ridc. He was cvcn
loth to open his eyes when his rcviving memory
began to make the situation clear to him.

“ It was a reckless sliot, Harry,” he heard some
one saying in a forcign tongue, wliich he soon rec-
ognized as English, “ even if it did turn out well.
Supposc you had sent your bullet crashing through

the young fellow instead of the buck.
you have felt then ?"

“ 1 should have felt very badly, | am sure,” an-
swered a younger voice, which obviously belongcd
to Magnic’s rescucr; “ lut | followedmy usual way
ofdoing things. If 1 did n't act thatway, | should n’t
act at aO. And you will admit. Unele, it is a queev
sort of thing lo seo a fellow come riding on a rein-
deer buck, in the midst of a wild herd, and in a
tracklcss wilderness like this, where nobody but
wolvcs or geologists would be apt to discover an;'
attractions. Now, 1 saw by the young man’s re-
spectable appcarance that he couldn’t be a gcolo-
gist; and if he was a wolf, | did n't mind much if |
did shoot him.”

Hosv would
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At this point, Magnie opened his eyes and
stared wonderingly about him. He found himself
in a small, crampcd room, the walls of which were
draped with canvas, and scarcely high enough
under the ceiling to allow a man to stand ercct.
Against the walls a iiuinbcr of shining brass in-
struments were leaning, and in a cérner there was
a hearth, the smoke of which escaped through a
hole in the roof. Two bunlcs filled with moss,
with a sheet and a blankct thrown over each, com-
pleted the outfit of the primitive dweiling. But
\iagnie was more interested in the people, than in
che looks of the room. A large, blonde, middle-
aged man, inclincd to stoutness, was hokling Mag-
ilie’s hand as if countiiig his pulsc-beat, and a very
~ood-looking young fellow, of about his own age,
was standing at the hearth, turning a spit upon
«'hich was a venison steak.

‘eHallo! Our young friend is returning from
the land of Nod,” said the youch who had been
addressed as Harfy. “ | ain glad you did u’l siart
nn a longer journey, young chap, whcn 1 fired at
you; for if you had, you would have interfered
seriously with my comfort.”

Magnie, who was a fair English scholar, under-
stood perfectly what was said to him, but several
minutes elapsed before he could collect himself
sufiiciently to answer. In order to gain time, he
made an efforl to raise himself and take a closer
look at his surroundings, but was forced by the
tulder man 10 abandon the attempt. “ Not so fast,
my dear, not so fast,” he said, stooping over him,
and gently pushing him back into a reclining po-
sicion. “ You must rcmember that you have a big
lump 011 your head from your fall, and it wont do
to be frisky just yet. But before convcrsing fur-
tlier, it might be well to ascertain whetber we
understand eacli other.”

*Yes, T think— 1 think— | do,”
Magnie. *“ I know some English.”

“ Ah, then we shall get along charmingly,” the
man remarked, with an encouraging smilc. “And 1
think Harry’s venison steak is done by thjs time ;
and dinner, as you know, affords the most delight-
ful opportunity for getting acquainted. Gunnar,
our gtiide, who is outside skinning your rcindeer
buck, will soon present himself and serve the
dinner, Here he is, and he is our cook, butler,
charabermaid, laundress, bcast of burdcn, and in-
terpreter, all in one.”

The man to whom the profcssor alludcd was at
this moment seen crawling on his hands and feet
through the low doot-way, which his bulky figure
complctely filled. He was a Norwegian peasant
of the ordinary sort, with a square, rudely cut face,
dull blue eyes, and a tuft of towy hair hanging down
over his forehcad. With one hand he was drag-

stammered

DAXN'GERUUS

KIDI-;. 205

ging the skin of the buck, and between his teeth
he held an ugly-looking knifc.

“ We have got to bury him,” he said.

“ Bury him ! ” cried Harry ! “ Why, you blood-
thirsty wretch I Don’t you see he is sitting there,
looking as bright as a sixpence ?”

“ i mean the buck,” replied Gunnar, impertur-
bably.

“ And why do you wish to bury the buck? |
would much rather eat him. This steak here has
a most tempting flavor, and 1 ain quite tired of
canned abominations by this time.”

“ The wolves will be sure tb scent the meat, now
that it is flayed, and before an hour we might have
a whole congregaciéon of them here.”

“ Well, then, we will shoot-them down,” insisted
the cheerful Harry. “ Come, now, Unele, and let
US have a civilized dinner. 1 don’t pretcnd to be
an expert in the noble art of cookery; but if this
tastes as good as it smclls, I would n’t cxchange it
for a Dclmonico banquct. And if the wolves, as
Gunnar says, can smell a dead rcindeer miles
away, why they would be likcly to smell a venison
steak fronr the ends of creation. Perhaps, if we
don’t hurry, all the wolves of the earth may invite
themselves to our dinner.”

Gunnar, upon whom this fanciful raillery was
lost, was still standing on all-fours in the door,
with his front half in the warm room and his rcar-
ward portion in the arctic regions without. He
« as gazing helplessly from one to another, as if
asking for an explanation of all this superfluous
talk- “ Vill you cawme and help me,
HaiT)- ?” he asked at last, stolidly.

“ Yes, when | have had my dinner, | will, Mester
Gunnar,” answered Harry, gayly.

“ Vcll, 1 have nothing more to say, den,” grum-
blcd the guide; “ but it vould vondcr me much if,
before you are tvoo, you vont have some unbidden
gucsts.”

“ All right, Gunnar —the more thcmcrricr;”
i-etorted Harry as. with exaggerated imitacion ofa
waiter’s manner, he distributed plates, knives, and
napkins to Magnie and his uncle.

They now fell to chatting, and Magnie learned,
after having given a brief account of himself, that
his entertainers were Professor Winchester, an
American geologist, and his ncphew, Harry Win-
chester, wlio was accompanying his uncle, chiefly
for the fun of the thing, and also for the.purpose
of seeing the world and picking up some crumbs
uf scientific knowledge. The Professor \yas espe-
cially interested in glaciers and their action in ages
past upon the surface of the earth, and, as the
Norwegian glaciers had never bccn thoroughly
studiedi he had determined to devote a couple of
months to observations and mcasurements, with a

Mester
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view to settling some mooted geological questions
upon which he had almost staked his reputation.

They had just finished the steak, which would
perhaps have been tenderer if it had not been so
fresh, and were helping themselves to the contents
of a jar of raspberry preserves, when Harry sud-
denly dropped his spoon and turned with a serious
face to his unele.

“ Did you hear that?” he said.

“No; what wasit?”

Harry waited for a minute; then, as a wild,
doleful howl was heard, he laid his hand on the
Professor’s arm, and remarked :

“ The oid fellow was right.
unbidden guests.”

“ But they are hardly dangcrous in these regions,
so far as | can learn,” said the Professor, re-assur-
ingly.

“ That depends upon their number. W e could
tackle a dozcn; but two dozen we might find
troublcsoinc. At any rate, they have spoiled my
appetite for raspberryjam, and that is something
I sha’'n’t soon forgive them.”

Three or four howls, sounding nearer, and echo-
ing with terrible distinctness from the glaciers,
seemed to depress Harry’s spirits still further, and
he put the jar away and began to examine the lock
of his rifle.

“ They are evidently summoning a mass meet-
ing,” remarked the Professor, as another choriis
of howls reéchoed from the glacier. “ I wish
we had more guns.”

“ And | wish mine were a Remington or a
Springfieid brecch-loader, with a dozen cartridgcs
in it,” Harry exclaimed. “ These doublc-barreled
Norwegian machines, with two shots in them, are
really good for nothing in an emergency. They
are antediluvian both in shape and construction.”

He had scarcely finished this lament, when
Gunnar’s huge form re-appcared in the door, quad-
ruped fashion, and made an attempt to enter.
But his great bulk nearly filled the narrow room,
and made it impossible for the others to move. He
examincd silently first Harry’s rifle, then his own,
cut off a slice of steak with his pocket-knife, and
was about to crawl out again, when the Professor,

We shall have

who could not quite conceal his anxiety, asked
him what he had done with the reindeer.
“Oh!” he answered, triumphantly, “ | haf

buried him among de stones, vhere it vill be safe
from all de volves in de vorld.”

“ But, my dear fellow,” ejaculated the Professor,
hotly, “ why did n’t you rather let the wolves have
it? Then, at least, they would spare us.”

“ You surcly vould n’'t give a gooC fresh rein-
decr, legs and all, to a pack of skountrelly'volves,
vould you? ”

DANGEROUS
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“ 1 would much rather give them that than give
them myself."

“ But it is vorth tventy dollars, ef you can get
it down fresh and sell it to de English yachts,”
protested Gunnar, stolidly.

“ Yes, yes; but you great stupid,” cried the
Professor in despair, “ what do you think my life
is worth? and Master Harry's? and this young
fellow’s?” (pointing to Magnie). “ Now, go as
quick as you can and dig the deer out again,”

Gunnar, scarcely able to comprehendsuch crim-
inal wastefulness, was backing out cautiously
with his feet foremost, when suddenly he gave a
scream and a jump which nearly raised the roof
from the hut. It was evidcnt that he had been
bitten, In the same moment a fresh chorus of
howls resounded without, mingled with sharp,
whining barks, expressive of himger and ferocity.
There was something shudderingly wild and mourn-
ful in these long-drawn discords, as they rose
toward the sky in this lonely desert; and brave as
he was, Magnie could not quite restrain the terror
which he felt stealing upon him. Weakened by
his icy bath, inoreovcr, and by the nervous strain
of his first adventure, he had no great desire to
encounter a pack of ravenous wolves. Still, he
manned himself for the occasion and, in as steady
a voice as he could command, begged the Pro-
fessor to hand him some weapon. Harry, who
had instinctively taken the lead, had just time to
reach him a long hunting-knife, and arm his unclc
with an ax, when, through the door which Gunnar
had left open, two wolves carne leaping in and
pausad ih bewilderment at the sight of the fire on
the hearth. They seemed dazed by the light, and
stood panting and blinking, wiih their trembling
red tongues lolling out of their mouths. Harry,
whose gun was useless at such cidse rangc,
snatched the ax away from the Professor, and at
one blow split the skull of one of the intruders,
while Magnie ran his knife up to the very hile in
the neck of the other. The beast was, however,
by no means dead after tbat, but leaped up onhis
assailant's chest, and would have given him an
ugly wound in the neck, had not the Professor torn
it away and flung it down upon the fire, where
with ahowling whine it expired. The Professor had
also found time to bolt the door, before more
visitors could enter; and two suecessiveshots widi-
out seemed to indicate that Gunnar was Holding
his own against the pack. But the question was,
how long would he succeed in keeping them at
bay? He had fired both his shots, and he would
scarcely have a chance to load again, with twenty
hungry beasts leaping about him. This they read
in one another’s faces, but no one was anxious to
anticipate the other in uttering his dread.



“ Help help!” cried Gunnar, in dire need.

“ Take' your hand away, Unele!” demanded
Harry “ 1 am going out to help him.”

“ For your life’'s sake, Harry,” implored the
Professor, “ don’t go! Let me gt>! What would
your Mother say to me, if I should return without
~ “ 1’ll come back again, Unele, don’t you fear,”
said the youth, with feigned cheetMness; “ but |
wont let this poor fellow perish before my very
eyes, even though he is a fool.”

“ Itwas his foolishness which brought this
dangct upon us,” remonstrated the Professor.

“ He knew no better,” cried Harry, tearing the
door open, and with ax uplifted rushing out into
the twilight. What he saw seemed merely a dark
mass, huddled together and swaying sideways, from
which now and then a black figure detached itself
with a howl, jumped wildly about, and again joined
the dark, struggling mass. He could distinguish
Gunnar’s head, and his arras fighting desperately,
and, from the yelps and howls. of the wolves, he
conduded that he had thrown away the rifle and
was using his knife with good effect.

* Help!” he yelled, “ help !”

“You shall have it, oid fellow,” cried Hariy,
plunging forwatd and swinging his ax about
bim; and the Professor, who had followed ciése
at his heels, shouting at the' top of his voice,
pressed in Harry's wake right into the center of
the futious pack. But, at that very instant, there
carnealong “ Hallo-o!” from the lake below, and a
rifle bullet flew whistling above their heads and
struck a rock scarcely a yard above the Professor’s
hat. Several wolves lay gasping and yelping on
the ground, and the rest slunk aside. Another
shot followed, and a large beast made a leap and
fcll dead among the stones. Gunnar, who was
lying bleeding upon the ground, was helped to his
feet, and siipported by Harry and the Professor to
the door of the cottage.

“ Hallo, there !” shouted Harry, in response to
the cali from below.

“ Hallo !” some one shouted back.

The figures of three men were now seen looming
up in the dusk, and Magnie, who instinctively
knew who they were, sprang to meet them, and in
another moment lay sobbing in his brother’s arms.
The poor lad was so completcly unnerved by the
prolonged suspense and excitement, that he had
to be carried back into the hut, and his brother,
after having hurriediy introduced himself to the

Professor, carne very near giving way to his feel-
ings, too. Gunnar’s wounds, which were numerous,
though not serious, were washed and bandaged by
Grim Hering-Luck; and having been wrapped in a
horse-blanket, to keep out the cbld, he was stowed
away in a bunk and was soon asleep. As the hut
was too small to admit all the company at once,
Grim and Bjarne rcmained outside, and busied
themselves in skinning the seven wolves which had
fallen on the field of battlc. Harry, who had
got a bad bite in his arm, which he refused to
regard as serious, consented with reluctance to his
uncle’s surgery, and insisted upon sitting up and
conversing with OlafBirk, to whom he had taken a
great liking. But after a while the conversation
began to lag, and tired heads began to droop;
and when, about midnight, Grim crept in to see
how his invalid was doing, he found the Professor
reclining on some loose moss upon the floor, while
Harry was snoring peacefully in a bunk, using
Olaf's back for a pillow. And Olaf, in spite of his
uncomfortable attitude, seemed also to have found
his way to the land of Nod. Grim, knowing the
danger of exposure in this coid glacier air, covcrcd
them all up with skins and horse-blankcts, threw
a few dry sticks upon the fiie, and rcsumed his
post as sentinel at the door.

The Aextmoming, Professor Winchester and his
nephew accepted Olaf’s invitation to spend a few
days at Hasselrud, and without further advent-
ures the whole caravan descended into the vallcy,
calling on their way at the saeter where Edwin
had been left. It appeared, when they carne to
discuss the strange incidents of the precedmg day,
that it was Magnie’s silk handkerchief which had
enabled them to track him to the edge of the lake,
and, by means of a raft, which Bjarne kept hidden
among the stones in a little bay, they had been
enabled to cross, leaving their horses in charge of
a shepherd boy whom they had found tendmg
goats ciése by.

The reindeer cow which OInf had killed was
safely carried down to the valley, and two wolf-
skins were presented to Magnie by Harry Win-
chester. The other wolf-skins, as well as the skm
of the reindeer buck, Bjarne prepared in a special
manner, and Harry looked forward with much
pleasure to seeing them as rugs upon the floor of
his room at college; and he positively swdled with
pride when he imagined himself relating to his
admiring fellow-studcnts the adventures which had
brought him these precious possessions.
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SPINNING-WHEEL

By Louaisa M.

“ IT is too bad to have our jolly vacation spoilt
by this provoking storm. Did n’t mind it yester-
da\', because wc could eat all the time; but here we
are cooped up for a week, perhaps, and 1 'd like to
know what we are to do,” growled Geoff, as he
stood at the window looking gloomily at the bleak
scene without. It certainly was discouraging ; for
the north wind howled, tlie air was dark with
ifilling snow, and drifts wcre rising over fcnces,
rnads, and ficlds, as if to barticade the Christmas
party in the great country house.

“ We can bear it pleasantly, since it can’t bu
helped,” said gentle sister Mary, with a kind h;md
0ll his shoulder, and a face full of sympathy for
his disappointment. “ 1'm sorry for the coasting,
skating, and sleighing frolics we have lost; but if
we must be shut up, I 'm sure wc couldn’t have a
pleasanter prison or a kinder jailer. Don’'t let
(irandma hear us complain, for she has made great
uxertions to have our visil a inerry one, and it will
irouble her if we are not gay and contented.”

“ That's easy for a parcel of girls, who only
want to mull over the fire, and chalter, and drink
tea; hutit’s rough on us fellows, who come for the
outside fun. House is well enough, but when you 've
seen it once there’s an end. Eating is jolly, but
you can’t stuff forever. We might dig or snowball
ifitdidn't blow a gale. Never saw such a beast
of astorm 17 and Geoff flattencd his nose against
the window-pane and scowicd at the elemcnts.

A iaugh made him turn around and forget his
wocs, to stare at the cpiaint little figure that stood
curtseying in the door-way of the keeping-room,
where a dozen young people wcre penned while
the maids cleared up the remains of yesterday’s
feast in the kitchen, the mothers were busy with
the babies upstairs, and the fathers read papers
in the best parlor; for this was a family gathering
under the roof of the oid homestead.

A rosy, dark-eyed face looked out from the
faded green calash, a g~yly flowered gown was
lonped up over a blue quilted petticeat, and a red
camlet cloak hung down behind. A big reticule
and a funny umbrella were hcld in either hand,
and red hose and very high-hecled, pointed shoes

covered a trim pair of feet.
“ God bles» you, mcrry gcnClcmon,

May nothing you dismay;
Herc'ft your anclent granny come

To ciul, thiR Chrl.nmns day,”

sang Minnie, the lively member of the flock, as she
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bobbed little curtseys and smiled so infectiously

that even cross Geoff cheered up.

“ Where did you get that rigging?” *“ Isn’t
it becoming!” “ What queer stuff!” *“ Did
Grandma ever look so, | wonder?”

These and many other questions rained upon
thewearerof the oid costume, and she answered
them as fast as she could.

“ 1 went ruminaging up garret for something
to read, and found two chests of oid duds.
Thought |1 'd dress up and see how you liked me.
Grandma said | might, and told me l loolved like
her when she was young. She was a beauty, you
knosv, so | feo! as proud as a peacock.” ' And Min
danced away to stand before the portrait of a
blooming girl in a short-waisted, white satin gown
and a pearl necklace, which lumg opposite the
companion portrait of an offtcer in an olcl-fashioned
unifonn.

“ So you do. Wonder if 1 should look like
urandpa if I got into his oid toggery? ” said Geoff,
looking up at the hanclsome man with the queue
and the high coat-collav.

“ Go and try; the uniform is in the chcst, and
not much moth-eaten. Let’s have a jolly rum-
mage, and see what we can find. IVe did n’'t eat
turselves sick, so we will amuse these lazy inva-
lids,” and Min glanced pityingly at several eousins
who lay about on sofas or in easy chairs, pre-
tending to read, but evidently suffering from too
great devotion to the bountiful dinncr and evening
feast of yesterday.

Away went Min and Lotty, Geoff and Walt,
glad of anything to bcguile the stormy afternoon.
Grandma smiled as she heard the tramp of feet
overhead, the pedis of laughtcr, ;ind the bang of
chest-lids, well knowing that a scene ofdire con-
fusiéon awaited her when the noisy frolic was
done, but thankful for the stores of andent finery
which would keep the restless children happy for a
day.

It was truly a noble garret, for it extended the
whole length of the great squavc house, with Win-
dows at either end, and divided in the middle by a
solid chimney. All around stood rows of chests,
dilapidated furniture, and wardrobes full of oid
relies, while thcwalls were hung wath many thmgs
for which modern tongues can find no fiames. In
one comer was a book-cnse full of inusty books and
papers; in another, kitchen utensils and rusty
wcapons; the third was devotcd to quilts hung or>



lines, and in the fourth stood a loom with a spin-
ning-wheel beside it, both scemingly well cared
for, as the dust lay lightly on them, and flax was
still upon the distaff.

A glorious rummage followed the irruption of
the Goths and Vandals into this quiet spot, and
soon Geoff quite forgot the storm as he pranced
about in the buff and blue coat, with a cocked, hat
on his head, and Grandfather’s sword at his side.
Lottie arrayed herself in a pumpkin hood and
quilted cloak for warmth, while Walt, the book-
worm, went straight to the ancient library, and
became absorbed in faded souvenirs, yellow news-
papers, and almanacs ofa century ago.

Having displayed themselves below and romped
all over the house, the masqueradeis grew tired at
last, and early twilight warned them to leave be-
forc ghostly shadows began to haunt the garret.

“ 1 mean to take this down and ask Grandma to
show me how it’s done. 1 've heard her tell about
spinning and weaving when she was a girl, and
lknow I can learn,” said Minnie, who had fallen
in love with the little wheel, andvainly tried to twist
the flax into as smooth a thread as the one hang-
ing from the distaff, as if shadowy fingers had lately
spun it

“ Queen Victoria set the fashion in England, and
we might do it here. Would n’'t it be fun tohave a
wheel in the parlor at home, and really use it, not
keep it tied up with blue ribbons, as the other girls
do !” cried Lotty, charmed with the new idea.

“ Come, Geoff, take it down for us. You ought
to do it out of gratitude for my cheering you up so
nicely,” said Min, leading the way.

“ 50 1 will Here, Walt, give it a hoist, and
come behind to pick up the pieces, for the oid ma-
chine must be about a hundred, | guess.”

Shoiildering tlic wheel, Geoff carried it down;
but no bits fell by the way, for the stout little
wheel was all in order, kept so by loving hands
that for more than eighty years had been spinning
the mingled thread of a long and useful life.

Glorious fires were roaring up the wide chim-
neys in parlor and keeping-room, and oid and
young were gathering around them, while the
storm beat on the window-panes, and the wintry
wind howled as if angry at being shut out.

“ See what wc 've stolen, Grandma,” cried Min,
as the procession carne in, rosy, dusty, gay and
eager.

“ Bless the child! What possessed you to lug
that okl thing down ?” asked Madam Shirley, much
amused, as the prize was placed before her where
she sat in her high-backed chair, a right splendid
oid lady in her stately cap, black silk gown and
muslin apron, with a bunch of keys at her side,
like a model housekeeper as she was.

“You don’'t mind our playing with it, do you?
And will you teach me to spin ? 1 think it ’s such
a pretty little thing, and | want to be like you in
all ways, Grandma dear,” answered Min, sitting
on the arm of the great chair, with her fresh check
ciése to the wrinkled one where winter roses still
bloomed.

“ You wheedling gypsy ! 1 11 teach you with
all my heart, for it is pretty work, and 1 often won-
der ladies don't keep it up. | did till I was too
busy, and now | often take a turn at it when l‘m
tired of knitting. The hum is very soothing, and
the thread much stronger than any we get nowa-
days.”

As she spoke, the oid lady dusted the wheel, and
gave it a skillful turn or two, till the softwhir made
pleasant music in the room.

“ Isit really a hundred years oid? " askedGeofl',
drawing nearer with the others to watch the new
work.

“ Just about. It was one of my mothcr’'s wed-
ding presents, and she gave it to me when 1 was
fiftecn. Deary me, how well | remember that day,”
and Grandma seemed to fall a-dreaming as her
eyes rested on the letters E. R. M. rudely cutin
the wood, and below these were three others with
something meant for a true lover’s knot between.

“ Whose initials are these?” asked Min, sceni-
ing a romance with girlish quickness, for Grand-
ma was smiling as if her eyes read the title to
some little story in those worn letters.

“ Elizabeth Rachel Morgan and Joel Manlius
Shirley. Your blessed Giandfather cut our fiames
there the day 1 was sixteen, and put the flourisli
between to show what he wanted,” added the oid
lady, laughing as she made the wheel hum again.

“ Tell about it, please do,” begged Min, remem-
bering tliat Grandma had been a beauty and a
bele.

“It's a long tale, my darling, and | could n’t
tell it now. Sometime when | ’in teaching you to
spin | 'll doit, maybe.”

But the girl was determinad to have her story;
and after tea, when the little ones were in bed, tho
elders playing whist in the parlor, and the young
folks dcciding what game to begin, Minnie sat
down and tried to spin, sure that the familiar
sound would lure Grandma to give the lesson and
tell the tale.

She was right, for the wheel had not gone around
many times, when the tap of the cafie was heard,
and the oid lady carne rustling in, quite ready for
a chat, now that three cups of her own good tea
and a nap in the chimney cérner had refreshed her.

“ No, dear, that 's not the way; you need a
dish of water to wet your fingers in, and you
must draw the flax out slow and stcady, else it



runs to -waste, and makes a poor thread. Fetch
me that chair, and | 'll show you how, since you
are bent on learning.”

Establishing herself in the straight-backed seat,
a skiuful tap of the foot set the wheel in swift and
easy motion, and the gray thread twisted fine and
evenly from the distaff.

“Is n'tit a pretty picture ?” said Min to Lotty,
as they watchcd the oid lady work.

“ Not so pretty as the one | used to see when
my dear mother sat here, and I, a little child,
at her knee. Ah, my dears, she could have told
you stories all night long, and well worth hcaring.
i was never tired of them.”

“ Please tell one now, Grandma. We don't
know what to play, and it would be so nice to sit
around the fire and hear it this stormy night,” sug-
gested Min, artfuUy seizing the hint.

“Do! do! We all love stories, and we 'll be as
still as mice,” added Geoff, beckoning to the others
as he took the big arm-chair, being the oldest
grandson and leader of the flock.

Camping on the rug, or nestling in the sofa
corner, the boys and girls all turned expectant
faces toward Grandma, who settled her cap-strings
and sraoothed her spotless apron, with an indul-
gent smile at her little audience.

“ 1 don’t know which one to tell first."

“ The ghost story; that'’'s a splendid one, and
most of the children never heard it,” said Walt.

“ Have Indians and fighting in it. | like that
kind,” added Geoff.

“No; tell a love story.
ing,” said L.otty.

“ I want the story about the initials first. 1 know
it is very sentimental. So do begin with that,
Grandma,” begg'ed Min.

“ Well, dears, perhaps | 'd better choose that
one, for it has the battle of New Orleans, and
wolves, and spinning, and sweethearts in it so
it will suit you all, I hope.”

“ Oh, lovely! Do begin right away,” cried
Minnie, as the clapping of hands showed how
satisfactory the prospect was.

Grandma gave a loud “ hem!” and began at
once, while the little wheel hummcd a soft accom-
paniinent to her words.

They ai-e so interest-

grandma’s story.

“When | was fifteen,
this wheel, and said:

my mother gave me
‘Now, daughter Betsey, it
is time for you to begin your wedding outfit, for
I raistrust you 'll marry young.” In those days
girls spun and wovc webs of fine linen and laid
'em up in chests, with lavender and rosemary, for
sheets and table-linen after they married. So 1

spun away, making ail manner of fine plans in my
silly head, for | was a pretty piece, they all said,
and young as 1 was, two or three fine lads used to
come cvenings and sit staring at me while | worked.

“ Among these, was my neighbor Joel Manlius
Shirley, and | was fond of him, but he had n't
much money, so | put on airs, and tried his pa-
tience very much. One day he carne in and said:
‘ Betsey, | 'm going a-soldiering; they need men,
and | 'm off. Will you think of poor Joe when
I 'm gone?’

« 1'dont know how I looked, but | felt as if |
could n'tbear it. Only | was too proud to show
my trouble; so | laughed and gave my wheel a
twist, and said | was glad of it, since anything was
better than hanging round at home.

“ That hurt him, but he was always gentle to
saucy Betsey, and taking out his knife, he cut those
letters under mine, saying, with a look | never
could forget:

“ *That will remind you of me if you are likely
to forget. Good-bye ; I 'm going right away, and
may never come back.’

“ He kissed me and was off before 1 could say a
word, and then 1 cried till my flax was wet and
my thread tangled, and my heart 'most broken.
Deary me, how well I remember that heavy day!”

Grandma smiled, but sometliing shone in her
oid eyes very like a tear, and sentimental Lotty
felt deeply interested at this point.

“ Whcre does the fighting come in?” asked
Geoff, who ivas of a railitary turn, as became the
descendant of a soldier.

“ ldid n't know or care much about the War of
i8i2, except as far as the safetyofone maa was con-
cerned. Joc got on without any harm till the bat-
tle of New Orleans, when he was nearly killed
behind the cotton-bale breastworks General Jack-
son built.”

“Yes, | about it! Jackson fought
against twelve thousand and lost only seven men.
That was the last battle of the war, January 8, 1815.
Three cheers for Grandpa!” shouted Geoff, waving
a ticly, as no hat was at hand.

The others echoed the hurrah, and Grandma
beamcd with pride as she wenton; “ We could n’t
get ncws from the army very often in those troublous
times, and Joe was gone two years before the war
ended. After the great battle wc had no ncws for
a long spcll, and we feared he was one of the
sevcn men killed. Those were dreadful days for
all of US. My honorcd mother was a pious soul,
and so was Mrs. Shirley, and they kept up their
hearts with hope and prayer; but I, poor thing,
was young and weak, and | cried myselfhalfblind,
rcmembering how naughty | had been. 1 would
spin no more, but set the wheel away, saying |

know all



should have no nccd of wedding gear, as | should
ilever many; and | wore black ribbon on my
caps, and one of Joe’s buttons stning about my
neck, mourning dismally for my lost dear.

“ So the winter ended, and the summer went,
and no ncws carne of Joe. All said he was dead,
and we had prayers at
church, and talked of
setting a stone up in
the grave-yard, and |
thought my life was
done; for 1 pined sad-
ly, and fclt as if 1

could never laugh
again. But I did, for
the Lord was very

good to us, and out
of danger and cap-
tivity delivered that
dear boy.”

Grandma spoke
solemnly, and folded
her hands in thanks-
giving as she looked
up to the picture of
the handsome officcr
hanging on the wall

before her. The eid-
er children couldjust
remember Grandpa

as a very oid and
feeble man, and it
struck them as funny
to spcak of him as a
“dearboy but they
never smiled, and du-
tifully lifted their eyes
to the queue and the
high-collared coat,
wondcring if Joe was
as rosy in real life as
in the portrait.

“ Well, Chat'’s the
sentimental part; now
comes the merry part,
and that will siiit the
boys,” said the oid lady, briskly, as she spun away,
and went on in a lively tone;

“ One December day, as | sat by that very win-
dow, dreaming sorrowfully at my sewing work,
while oid Sally nodded over her knitting by che
fire, 1 saw a man come creeping along by the
fence and dodge behind the wood-pile. There
were many bad folks 'round in those times for war
abs'ays leavos a sight of lazy rascals afloat, aswell as
poor fellows maimed and homeless.

“ Mother had gone over to the sewing society at

WIIHX MY USAR MOTHER SAT ilEHB, AND |,

Mrs. Shirley’s, and lwas all alone, for Sally was
so stiff with rheumatics she could scarce stir, and
that was why | staid to take care of her. The
oid musket always hung over the kitchen chimney-
piece loaded, and | knew how to fire it, for Joe
taught me. So away | went and got it down, for 1

A LITTLE CIHILO, AT HER KNEE_'" [SEE RACE SH .|

saw the man popping up his head now and then
to spy the land, and 1 felt sure he meant mischief.
I knew Sally would only scream like a scared lien,
so 1 let her sleep; and gctting behind the shutter 1
pointed my gun, and waited to blaze away as soon
as the enemy showed signs of attacking.

“ Presently he carne creeping up to the back
door, and lheard him try the latch. All was fast,
so | just slipped into the kitchen and stood behind
the settle, for | was surer than ever he was a rascal
since 1'd seen him nearer. He u'as a tall man,



di-eadful shabby in an oid coat and boots, a ragged
hat over his eyes, and a great beard biding tbe
lower part of his face. He had a little bundle and
a big stick in his hands, and limped as if foot-sore
or lame.

* | was much afeard; but those were times that
made hcroes of men and taught women 10 be
brave for love of home and country. So | kept
steady, with my eye on the window, and my finger
01l the trigger of the oid gun that had n’'t been
fired for years. Presently the man looked in, and
| saw what a strange roll his great eyes had, for he
was thin-faced, and looked half-starved. If Mother
had been there, she 'd have called him in and fcd
him well, but | dared not, and when he tried the
window | aimed, but did not fire; for finding the
button down he went away, and 1 dropped on the
settle shaking like a leaf. All was still, and in a
minute | plucked u)3 courage to go to look out a
bit; butjustas Ireachcd the middle of the kitchen,
the buttery door opened, and there stood the rob-
ber, with a carving knife in one hand and my best
luaf of spicc bread in the other. He said some-
tliing, and made a rush at me; but 1 pulled the
trigger, saw a flash, felt a blow, and fell somewhere,
thinking, ‘ Now l’m dead !'"”

Here Grandma paused for breath, having spoken
rapidly and acted out the scene dramatically, to
the intense delight of the children, who sat like
images of interest, staring at her with round eyes.

“ But you were n’'t dead? What next?” cried
Walt, eageri)'. .

“ Bless you, no! 1 only fell into Joe’s arms, and
when | carne to, there the dear fellow was, crying
over me like a baby, while oid Sally danced round
WS like a bedlamite, in spite of her rheumatics,
shouting: ‘ Hosanna! Thanks and praise! He’s
come, he's come !'”

“ Was he shot?” asked GeofT, anxious for a little
bloodshed.

“ No, dear; the oid gun bitrst and hurt my
hands, but not a mite of harm was done to Joe.
I doii't think I could tell all that happened for a
spell, being quite dazed with joy and surprise ; but
by the time Mother carne liomc | was as peart as a
wren, and Joe was at the table eating and dtinking
every mortal thing 1 could find in the house.

* He 'd been kept a prisoncr till exchanged, and
had had a hard time getting home, with little money
and a bad wound in the leg, bcsides being feeble
with jail fevcr. But we did n't frot over past
troubles, being so glad to get him back. How my
blessed mother did laugli, when ive told her the
reception | gave the poor lad. But | said it seived
him right, since he carne sneaking home like a
thief, instead of marching in. like a hero. Then he
owned that he carne there to get something to eat,

being ashamed to go in upon his mother with all
her company about her. So we fed and comforted
him; and when wc’'d got our wits about us, 1
whipped away to Mrs. Shirley’s and told my news.
and every onc of those twenty-five women went
sti-aight over to our house and burst in upon poor
Joe as lie lay resting on the settic. That was my
revenge for the scare he gave me, and a fine one
it was; for the women chattercd over him like a
flock of magpics, and | sat in the cérner and
laughed at him. Ah, 1 was a sad puss in those
days!”

The oid lady’s black eyes twinlded witli fun, and
the children laughed with her, till Walt caused a
lull by asking:

“ Where do the wolves come in, Grandma?”

“ Right along, dear; 1’'m not likely to forget
‘'em, for they most cost me my life, to say nothing
of my new slippers. There was great rejoicing
over Joe, and evei-y one wanted to do something to
honor our hero; for lie had done well, we found
out, when the General heard his story. We had
a great dinner, and Judge Mullikin gave a supper;
but Major Belknap was bound to outshine the rest,
so Ite invited all the young folks over to his house,
nigh ten miles away, to a bal!, and we all went. 1|
made myself fine, you may believe, and wore a
pair of biue kid slippers, witli Mothei’'s bestbuckles
to set 'em off. Joe had a neiv uniform, and was an
elegant figure of a man, | do assure you. He
could n’'t dance, poor dear, being still very lame;
but | was a proud girl when | marched into that
ball-room on the arm of my limping beau. The
men cheered, and the ladies stood up in chairs to
see him, and he was as red as m;' ribbons, and |
could hardly keep from crying, as 1 held him up;

'tlie floor being slippery as glass with the extra

waxing it had got.

“ 1 declared | would n't dance, because Joe
could n't; but he made me, saying he could see
me better, so | footed it till two o'clock, soon for-
getting all my sorrow and my good resoltitions as

well. 1 wanted to show Joc that | was as much a
favorita as ever, though 1'd lived like a widow for
a year. Young folks will be giddy, and 1 hope

these girls will take warning by me and behave
better whcii their time comes. There may n't be
any wolves to sober 'cm, but trouble of some sort
always follows foolish actions; so be careful, my
dears, and beliave with propricty when you ‘come
out,” as you cali it nowadays.”

Grandma held up a warning forefinger at the
girls, and shook her head impressively, fecling that
the moral of her tale must be made olear before
she wont on. But the lassies blushed a little, and
the lads looked all impatience, so the dear oid lady
introduced the wolves as quickly as she could.



“ About half-past two, Joe and | drove off home
with four fine hams in the bottom of the sleigh,
sent by the Major to our mothers. It was a bitter-
cold February night, with just light enough to see
the road, and splendid sleighing, so we went along
at a good pace till we caine to the great woods.
They are all gone now, and the woolen milis stand
there, but then they were a thick forest of pines,
and for more than three miles the road led through
them. In former days Indians had lurked there;
bears and foxes were still shot, and occasionally
wolves were seen when coid weather drovc them
to seek food near the sheep-folds and barn-yards.

“ Well, we were skimming along plcasantly
enough, | rather sleepy, and Joe very careful of
me, when, just as | was beginning to doze a bit
with my head on his arm, | felt him start. Oid
Buck, the horse, gave a jump that woke me up,
and in a minute | knew what tHe trouble was, for
from behind us carne the howl of a wolf.

“ ‘Just the night to bring 'em out,” muttered
Joe, using the whip till Buck went at his quickest
trot, with his ears down and every sign of hurry
and worry about him.

“ *‘Are you afraid of them?’' | asked, for I'd
never had a scare of this sort, though |'d heard
other people tell of the fierceness of the brutes
when hunger made them bold,

“ “Not a bit, only I wish 1 had my gun along,’
said Joe, looking over his shoulder anxiously.

“ “Pity | had n'tbrought mine— | do so well with
it,’ I said, and | laughed as | remembered how I
aimed at Joe and hurt myself.

“ *Are they chasing us?’ | asked, standing np to
look back along the white road, for we were just
on the edge of the woods now.

“ *Should n't wonder. If I had a better horse
it would be a lively race, but Buck can’t keep this
pace long, and if he foundcrs wc are in a fix, for |
can't run, and you can’'t fight. Betsey, there'’s
more than one— hold tight and try to count 'em.’

“ Something in Joe’s voice told me plainer than
words that we were in danger, and | wished we 'd
waited till the rest of our party carne; but | was
tired, and so we started alone.

“ Straining my eyes, | could scc three black
spots on the snow, and hear three howls as the
wolves carne galloping after us. | was a brave
girl, but 1 'd never tried this kind of.thing before,
and in a minute all the wolf stories |1 'd ever heard
carne flytng through my mind. | was mortally
afeared, but I would n't show it, and turned te Joe,
trying to laugh as lsaid; ‘Only three as yet.
Tell me just what to do, and 1 'll do it.’

“ *Brave lass.! I must see to Buck or he'il be
down, for he'’'s badly scared. You wait till the
rascals are pretty ci6ése, then heave over one of

these confounded hams to amuse 'em, while we
make the most of their halt. They smell this
meat, and that's what they are after,” said Joe,
driving his best, for the poor oid horse began to
pant, and limp on his stiff legs.

“ ‘Lucky for uswe 've got 'em,’ says I, bound to
be cool and gay, ‘if we had n’'t, they 'd get fresh
meat instcad of smoked.’

“ Joe laughed, but a long howl ciése by made
me dive for a ham, for in the darkness of the woods
the beasts had got closer, and now all I could see
were several balls of fire not many yards away,
Out went the ham, and a snarling sound showed
that the wolves were busy eating it.

“ “All right!’ said Joe. ‘Rest a bit, and have
another ready. They 'll soon finish that and want
more. \Ve must go easy, for Buck is nearly blown.’

“ | prepared my ammunition, and,in what seemed
five minutes, | heard the patter of feet behind us,
and the fiery eyes were ciése by. Over went the
second mouthful, and then the third, and the fourth ;
but they seemed more ravenous than ever, and each
time were back sooner in grcater numbeis.

“ We were nearly out of the woods when the
last was gone, and if Buck had only had strength
we should have been safe. But it was plain to see
that he could n't keep up much longer, for he was
very oid, though he 'd been afine horse in his prime.

“ ‘This looks bad, little Betsey. Cover up in the
robes, and hold fast to me. The beasts will begin
to snatch presently, and I ’ll have to fight 'em off.
Thank the powers, | 've my arms left.’

“ As he spoke, Joe pulled me ciése, and wrapped
me up, then took the whip, ready to rap the first
wolf that dared come near enough to be hit. We
did n'twait long; up they raced, and began to leap
and snarl in away that made my heart stand still at
firstt Then my temper rose, and catching up the
hot brick I had for my feet, I fired it with such
good aim, that one sharp, black nose disappeared
with a yelp of pain.

“ ‘Hit’em again, Betsey! Take the demijohn
and liang 'em well. We are nearing Bearaan’s,
and the brutes will soon drop off.’

“ It was a lively scrimmage for a few minutes, as
we both warmed to our work, Joe tlirashing away
with his whip on one side, and | on the othcr fiour-
ishing the demijohn in which we had carried some
eider for the supper.

“ But it was soon over, for in the fury of the
fight Joe forgot the horse; poor Buck made a
sudden bolt, upsct the sleigh down & bank, and,
breaking loose, tore back along the road with the
wolves after him.

“ ‘Run, Betsey! run for your life, and send
Bcaman’s folks back! | 'm done for— my leg’s
broken. Never mind, | 'll crawl under the sleigh,



and be all right till you come. The wolves will
take a good while to pick poor Buck’s bones.’

“ Just waiting to see Joe safe, l ran as | ncver
ran before, and | was always light of foot. How
ldid it 1 don't know, for I 'd forgot to put on my_
tnoccasins (we did n't have snow-boots, you know,
in my young days), and there 1 was tcarmg along
that snowy road in my blue kid slippers like a crazy
thing. It was nigh a mite, and my heartwas 'most
broke before | got there; but | kept my eye on
the light in Hetty's winder and tugged along,
blessing her for the guide and comfort that candle
«as. The last bit was down hill, or l could n’'t
have done itj for when | fell on the door-step my
voice was dedn gone, and | could only lie and
rap, rap, rap! till they carne flying. | just got
breath enough to gasp out and poinc:

«<<Joe wolves— the big woods— go!’ when
my senses failed me, and | was carried in.”

Here Madam Shirley leaned back in her chair
quite used up, for she had been acting the scene
to a breathless audience, and laying about her
with her handkerchlef so vigorously, that her eyes
snapped, her cheeks were red, and her dear oid
cap all awry.

“ But Joe— did they eat him ?” cried the boys
in great excitement, while the girls held to one
another, and the poor little wheel lay flat, upset by
the blows of the imaginary demijohn dealt to an
equally imaginary wolf.

“ Hardly,— since he lived to be your grand-
father,” laughcd the oid lady, in high feather at the
success of her story.

“No, no,—we mean the horse ; ” shouted Geoff,
while the others roared at the mistake.

“ Yes, they did. Poor oid Buck saved us at the
cost of his own life. His troubles were over, but
minewere not; forwhen | carne to | saw Mr. Bea-
man, and my first thought and word was *‘Joe ?’

“ ‘Too late— they 'd gothim, sowe turned back
totell you,’ said that stupid man.

“ 1 gave one cry and was going off again, when
his wife shook me, and says, laughing :

“ *You little goose ! He means the folks from the
Major's. A lot carne along and' found Joe, and
took him home, and soon ’'s ever you 're fit we 'll
send you along, too.’

“‘1'm ready now,’

says |, jumping up in a
liurry,

But | had to sit down again, for my feet
were all cut and blceding, and my slippers just
vags. They fixed me up and off | went, to find
Mother in a sad taking. But Joe was all right; he
had n't broken his leg, but only spralned it badly,
and being the wounded one he was laid up longer

than I, We both got well, however, and the

first time Joe went out he hobbled over to our
house. | was spinning again then, and thought |
might need my wedding outfit afier all On
the whole, I guess we 'll end the story here; young
folks would n’t care for that part.”

As Grandma pauscd, the girls cried out with one
voice: “ Yes, we do ! we like it best. You said
you would. Tell about the wedding and all.”

“Well, well, it is n't much. Joe carne and sat
by me, and, as we talked over our adventure, he
cut that true lover’s knot between the letteis. |
did n’'t seem to mind, and spun away till he pointed
to it, saying with the look that always made me
meek as a lamb; “ ‘May it stand so, my bttle
Betsey?’

‘| said ‘ Yes, Joe,” and then — well, never mind
that bit; —we were married in June, and

I spun
and wove my wedding things afterward. Dreadful
slack, my mother thought, but | didn’tcare. My

wedding .gown was white lutestring, full trimmed
with oid lace. IlaLr ovcr a cushion with white
roses, and the pearl necklace, just as you see up
there. Joe wore his'uniform, and 1 tied up his
hair with a white satin ribbon. He looked beauti-
ful, and so did 1.”

At this artless bit of vanity, the girls smiled, but
all agreed that Grandma was right, as tliey looked
at Che portraits with fresh interest.

“lcall that a pretty good story,” said Walt,
with the air of an accomplished critic.

“ 'Specially the wolf part.
added Geoff.

‘It was quite long enough for me, my dear,
and | did n't hear the last of it for years. Why,
one of my wedding presentswas fourhams done up
elegantly in white paper, with posies on’em, from
the Major. He lovcd a joke, and never forgot how
well we fought with the pigs’ legs that night. Joe
gave me a new sleigh, the next Christmas, with two
wolf-skin robes for it. Shot the beasts himself,
and 1 kept those rugs till the moths ate the I"t
bit. He kept the leavings of my slippers, and 1
have them still. Fctch ’em, Minnie— you know
where they are.”

Grandma pointed to the tall secretary that stood
in a comer, and Minnie quickly took a box from
one of the many Srawers. All the hcads clustcred
around Grandma, and the faded, raggcd shoes
went from hand to hand, while questions rained
upon the story-tcUer till she bade them go to bed.

Nothing but the promise of more tales would
appcase them; then, with thanks and kisses, the
young folks trooped away, leaving the oid lady to
put the little wheel to rights and sit thinking over
her girlhood, in the fire-light.

| wanted thatlonger,”
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DURING last winter’'s holiday season, the
young people of our quiet village were sur-
prised and- plcased at receiving pretty cards,
each bcaring a picture of a huge bubble, with
two pipes crossed beneath it, and an invitation
to attend a soap-bublile party at Wistaria
Cottage.

All were curious to attend the party; for,
altliough they had seen this novel enter-
fainment mentioned in the newspapers, no
one had the least idea of what it consisted,-

In fact, the young ladies who were to give
the party were almost as ignorant as their
guests as to the manner of conducting it;
but they called together a few of their
brightest friends and quietly made such
preparations as seemed most nccdful. They
orderecl from the grocer a box of common clay
pipes with long slender
stems, and eight
diiTeront - col-
ored m nar-
row rilj-
bons,
five

yards

ofeacli.

They also

purchased

twodozen bright

Japanese fans and a

large bowl, which they filled with strong soap-suds,
to every quart of which were added two teaspoon-

SOAP-BUBBLE

PARTY.

[Danuarv,

fuls of gelatine. Then they held a meeting
and selected by vote eight prizes, consisting of
one l)ox of assorted candied fruits, one box of
chocolate-creara drops, a Tam o' Shanter
ecap, onc pair of silver bangles, a box
of cologne, a silk tnouchoir-case, a story-
book, and the amoimt needed for a
year's subscription to the St. Nich-
OIl.AS. Each prize was done up in
several wrappers to make the pareéis
nearly alike in size, and each was tied
with a ribbon of a special color, viz.:
red, green, white, Isvown, yellow, violel,

pink or blue.

As" about forty guests were expccted, forty
pipes were decorated, each with a rib-
bon bow and streamcrs of one of the
above-named colors— five pipes with
one color, five with another, and so ou

till the eight colors were appor-
tioned. Besicles these decorations,
there were forty. roscttes, five of a
color, so that each guest could have
a rosette and pipe to match. A grand
single prize was next prepared. This
consisted of a pair of bellows very
finely painted in bright colors,
with two slender pipes crossed on
the upper side. Chinese lanterns
and flowers were procured
for the halls and pariors, and
an expcricnced pianist was
cngagedtosupply themusic.
At last the long-expected
evening arrived, and as tho
guests drew near, the Win-
dows of Wistaria Cottage
glowo'd through the wintrj-
darkness with the light that
shonc from its broad fire-
pkices, piled high with blaz-

ing brands.
When ready, the guests
were formed in pairs for
the march ; and as the leading couple reached the
entrance to the drawing-room, they were stopped



by a little boy and girl holding a basket, from wrcaths of bright flowers, and gay fans and white
which each was requested to draw a rosette and to pipesin graccful groups. From the ceiling, lanterus

WHOSE 15 THE BICGESTf

fastcn it upon the left shoulder with a pin, from a of many colors were suspended, but some were
cushion held by the girl. As pair after pair were made of plain white oiled paper to repre”nt huge

RSPELLING AN ATTACK OP BUDDLE-0LOWERS.

thus decorated, the procession moved on, into bubbles. Large vascs of flowers and graceful ferns
the room, the walls of which were adorned with filled each cérner, and in the center of the room a

VoL, XI1.— 15.



O uK

21

round table was placed, bearing, on a pedestal of
moss and flowers, the bowl of soap-suds, around
which were the prizes in packagcs and the forty dec-
orated pipes. After maxching twice around this
table, the company vvere grouped about it and the
colors were called out by the little girl who had
distributcd the rosettes. As one color was called,
all who wore it advanced and selected pipes to
match, and when each had taken one, all formed
themselves into groups of a color, each group choos-
ing two umpires from one ofthe seven othcr shades.

The girl then again called out a color, and the
five blowers who wore it took their places around
the bowl. She next namcd a color for umpires,
and they also took their places at the right and
left of the circle, where each could see plainly.
It was the aira of each blower to make the largesC
bubble. Each was allowed five min-
utes at first for practica, but had the
privilege of devoting all of Ibis time to
one bubble. Butwhen oneof theirum-
pires called “ Time !” all were obliged
to goonwith the one then begun. Some
by blowing too hard cxploded their
bubbles, but could not begin another
after the word “ Time” had been
spoken. Others were so
carcful, that their bub-
blesweresmall. Theum-
pires, of course, award-
ed the prize to the one -
making the largest bub-
ble that was the last to
explode ; but, if two or
more bubbles were alike
in size and duration, the
blowers of them were at
once allowed to contest
again until one gained
the prize.

And so the fun and — “
merriment went on that
memorable nightatWis-
taria Cottage, and it was
a late hour before the
last of the happy guests
departed.

In order to give our
boy and girl readers an
intelligent idea of all that may be done on such an
occasion, we will follow out in dctail the plan which
we have seen adopted with the greatest success.
W e will suppose the party assembled as dcscribed
above, and one merry group ofblowers to have been
disposed of by their umpires. The lattcr and those
of their color then take their places, while another
group, marked with a ribbon of different color, sit

TBE

SOAP-BUBBLE

CHAMPION PRIZE-WINNER OF THE

[lanuarv,

PARTY.

ilijudginent upon them; and thus the contest goes
on until one player of each color has won a prize.
The children then bring in a quantity of smaller
bowls or cups, which they fill from the large bowl
and pass to any of
the players who are
ready for them.
The grand
march, shown
in the picture
on page N
220, is
thenform-
ed, and
the win-
nersofthe

EVENINO

prizes are escorted by the others once around the
room, and then take their places in a semicirclc in
front of the table, where the prizes are distributed to
them by some gcntleman, designated by the hostess
to act as orator, who should make a pompous spcech
of a humorous nature to each one of the fortinate
winners. During this march and
tation ceremony, the air

lively presen-
is filled with bubbles



blown by the other players in honor of the winners
iuid of the orator, who, perhaps, is surroundcd liy
a cloud of them in acknowledgment of some very
brilliant remark. Then the grand trial for the

prizes then each take a fan from the wal! and
station themselves outside of the rows of players,
four on each side; they choose umpires for each
of the lines, who stand midway lietween them.

BURSTINC THE DUDOLES

chicf prize is announced; and the fortlinate win-
ners of the minor prizes,— one from cach group,—
each having deposited in a place of safety the pack-
age which was tied with ribbon of his color, surround
the bowl and prepare for tho contest. The orator
acts as chief umpire, sumraoning to his aid two of
the other players, and when he calis “ Time !” great
is the interest fclt in the trial. Among so many
of the best blowevs, the rivalry is veryclosc; ljut
after a raerry struggle, the Champion is at last
decided upon, and is made the happy recipient of
the grand prize (whatever may have been sclected
for the purpose), which is dclivered to him by
the orator, with a flowery speech ; a general
salute of bubbles from the other players follows,
after which the march is continued around the
room, and the players, bowl in hand, form in
two Imes, ten feet apart. The winners of the

at the end of cach row. Two players from each
side provide themselves also with fans, and stand
between the lines at the center. The umpire calis
“ Time !” and the blowers in each line make bub-
blcs as fast as they can, which the fan-players in
the center try to fan (without cxploding them) over
the heads of the opposite linc. The players outside
try to fan them back, and the umpires declare that
side to be the winner which has been able to drivc
tbc most bubliles over the heads of the opposite
linc, in spite of the cfforts of the outside players
to fan them back. A little practice in using the
fan will often enabio the players to drive the ljub-
bles very quickly without cxploding them.

The prize for this contestis, appropriately, a fan
for each player on thewinning side, the fans being
selected from the decorations on the walls. Afer-
ward, the pleasures of the evening may be lerigth-



ened by a social dance, during

the changes of which the fliglit

of bubbles may be kept up.

Any dancer can devote a hand

to that purpose — as, while

dancing, the pipe may be worn

around the neck, attached by

the long streamers, and it may

be dippcd in the large bowl or in

one of the cups, which should be left '

about the room in convenient places
Between the dances, some quiet con-

tcsts may be tried by a few players, to

see which can make a bubble that will

outlast the others, using their osvnjudg-

ment as to size. Each player may, if he

chooses, follosv his own bubble around the

room, endeavoring all the time to protect it

from injury; as in this game no fans ave

allowed, the players can only attack one

anothcr’'s bubbles, or move their own, by

blowingupon them through the empty pipes.

But this style of attack and defense is a very

interesting and effective one.

Another party may find much amusement
by competing to sec which player can touch

the ceiling first with a bubble, wunder
the same regulations as before. But
the bubble must remain unbroken;

nono will count which
simply t there and brcaks by the «the grano marcn
contact.

A simpler contest, depending wholly on
strength of lungs, may be tried, by seeing
can make the largest coilection

of bubbles

on the

top of

the large

bowl, by
blowing witli
his pipe be-

neath the sur-

face of the

soap-suds. During all

the contcsts, a little boy and girl should
flit about the room with sprayers, from
which they blow a fine mist of colognc



and lavender water, thus making an agrecable
conu-ast to tiie odor of ihc soap and giving re.
frcshment to the inerry players.
A very pretty dance for the soap-
liubble party may be found in the
ilyramid figure, where one couple
walttes to the center, two couples
follow and stand three feet be-
hind them, three couples form
the next line, and all stand

A SOAP-BUBBLE

blowing bubbles while the rest of the compan)'
march in single file in and out ‘between the
Unes.

Later in the evening, bon-bon costume crack-
ers may be used to advantage, and their fanci-
ful paper caps may be uscful also to protect the
hair of the ladies from the showers of bubbles
which are constantly falling in the soap.bubble
carnival.

For these showers, by the way, it may be well to

prepare by wearing any odd costumc or fancy
dress which the wcarers may posscss. And, in-
deed, fancy-drcss costumcs are in themselves
most appropriate for a soap-bubble party,
as they form a bright pageant wcll-
suited to the glowing lantcrns, the
gay fans and parasols, and the

Lridescent hucs of the bubbles.
The final music should begin
with a slow march and quickcn

PABTV OF TWO

into a rapid measure, all the guests blowing bub-
blcs as fast as possible, so that the air shall be
bright with them. In that way almost the finest
scene of the entertainment is produced. The shin-
ing bubbles mount up to tire lighted ceiling andaré
driven up and down in clouds by the flying fans,
and around about into the faces and ovcr the heacls
of the whirling clancers, until tire bubbles burst,
and the soap-suds are cxhausted as well as the met-
ry and delighted guests of the soap-bubble party.



IN THE

By Bessie

PARK.

Chandler.

‘We must n't go near the pond, sissy,
'Cos there’s something— | don’'t know what — there.

But |

heard Mamma talking about it;

It is n't exactly a bear,—

But a stagnant,

| think Mamma called it;

And she says she 's afraid every day

To live by the Park

any longer,

And she wishes they ’'d take it away.

I never have seen a
But | guess it has

real stagnhant,
teeth and would bite;

But don’'t be afraid, little sissy,
Because, if it comes, | wil fight.

| 'd be glad to see just what it looks like,
But | don’'t want to get very near,

'Cos it might make & spring of a sudden!

— | guess we had

better stop here,

And sit down on one of the benches.

Now, don't make a noiso;— just keep mum !
And don’t takc your eyes off the water,

And we 'll watch for the stagnant to come.”

JERICHO
By John

, X the Centennial

Exposition,

not far from

the Turkish

café, where

Oriental

waiters serv-

ed custom-

erswith very

tolerablecof-

fec and very

long pipes,

there was a

stand owned

and kept by

a Turk from

Constantino-

ple, whose stock-in-trade consisted principaty of
rosarles cut in olive wood, and little heaps of
what looked like clriecl herbs. These latter were
objccts of much speculation to American visitors;

ROSES.
R. Tait.

but 1 recognized them at once, having often seen
them before, not in the Holy Land, whence they
come, but in the streets and squares of Munich and
other German cities, where they are always to be
bought at the kirmesse, or fair, which is held a
short time before Christmas. As in Pliiladclpliia,
the merchant who had them for sale was always an
Oriental. In Munich, he was a Jew from Smyfna,
with a venerable white beard, and 1well remember
his piping cry: ‘~ericho Rosen!" «ixA the curi-
osity with which | first looked upon the seemingi)’
withered and worthless twigs he called by that
Aame, and which had not the slightest rescmblance
to roses or, in fact, to any flower whatever.
Neverthclcss, the Jew used to lind many custoin-
ers, of whom | was one; but it was not unti! a
German friend had explained what the quecr thing
was, that | knew what to do with it, or vvhether it
was not, perhaps, intendcd to be caten. The gray,
shrivcled, apparently dead plant, the size of a
child’s hand, possesses a singular and interesting



characteristic, which has given rise to the behef
(some would cali it superstition), very general
among the people of Southern Europe, that, when
placed in a vcssel of water on the night before
Easter or on the holy eve of Christmas, the withered
stcms will— if good fortune awaits tho household
during the year— revive, expand their tendrils, and
chango to a fresher hue before morning,

After hearingthis account of the plant, | carried
one home on a certain evening, when on my table
a little Christmas-tree stood, winking its waxen
tapers through a net-work of silver tUsuc, its green
boughs wcighed down with incongruous fruit,—
rosy-cheeked apples, oranges, gilded walnuts, and
glass balls. Underneath it, in a giass of water, |
put the “ rose,” and went to bed.

My first thought the next morning was to see
what had happened. The story told of it was sub-
stantiated, and the rose bad really bloomed, if by
“ blooming” one understands only an entire change
of form and increase of size. The same thing
happened again at Easter; but | am bound to State
also, that it has happened frequcntly on other
evenings as well, which takcs away a little of the
poetry of the story, and has made me doubt
whethev, after all, its blooming is a sign of any
especial good fortune. Yet | hopc it may be; for
when 1 broughtithome, the specimen 1 still possess
looked like the picture here
shown, while, placed in a
glass of water, it grew,
within twenty-four hours,
to the form indicated by
theillustration near the top
of this page.

Naturalists cali the plant
by a very hard fiame:

Anastatica hierochiinlina.
The leaves fall off from
the plant after the flower-
ing, and the branches and
branchlets become dry, hard, and woody, rising
upward andbending inward at their points; henee,
they become contracted into a globular fonn, in
which State the plant is carried off the sand by the

wind, and blown from the desert places where it
had its birth into the sea. Here, floating on the
water, the branches gradually expand and the pods
open and letout the seeds,which are in turn thrown

back again upon the shore by the tides, to germi-
nate and grow.

The home of the queer “ rose” is amid the arid
wastes of Egypt, near Cairo, and those of Palestina
and Barbary. It flourishes on the roofs of houses
and on rubbish in Syria, and on the sandy coasts
ofthe Red Sea.

The plant long retains the power of expansiéon
when immersed in water,— the circumstance in
which originated the many wonderful stories told of
its miraculous influence. It iscalled KafMaryam,
or “ Mary'’s flower," in Palcstine, where it isbelieved
that it bloomed at the time tho Savior was born.
According to another legend, it sprung up in the
places where the Virgin Mary rested on her flight
into Egypt. It was probably first brought by the
crusaders to Europe, where it is still named the
“ Holy Rose ” by those who believe the fable of its
blossoming only on the great festivals.

Whethcr onc believes the fable or not, the plant
is of itself a wonderful one, and all of its fiames
are pretty, When it can be procured, it makcs
a fitting accessory to a Christmas-tree, for the
reason that it grew in the far country where our
Lord was born, and its strange reviving is a typc
of his immortality and rcsurrection, from which,
indeed, it derives its generic wxOiC
being the Greek word for Rcsurrection.

Anastasis

"™



Then straightway all the knights, with jeer.
And laugh, and jest, upon him turn'd;
Yet all the kinglier was his cheer,
Though just a whit his forehead burn’d.
And off they rodé, the flouting train;
Behind the hill the laughter died;
With kindly face and slackened rein.
He rodé the aged dame beside.

Oh, blue are tlie hills of Faeryland,
And green the summer mcadows be.
And reedy many a rtver's strand.

V.
And stately every forcst tree.
And all the bridle beEs do ring sNow whither rid’st thou, fair Sir Knight,
As knights come riding, two and two, By wild and waste and woody lafie ?"
Aneath the wood; and, like a king, "1 ridc,” quoth he, * in joust to fight,
Sir Urgan rides in armor blue. Before the King in fair Mentaine.”

1" "Now good betide thee, fair Sir Knight;
' When thou a Icague hast parted henee,

And lo 1 as down the wood they rode,— Tho path that swcrveth to tho right

The lake beyond just gleams in sight,—

¥ Will lead to Mentaine’s battlements.
A wrinkled crone beneath a load v
Bewails her bones in sorry plight. '
Good mother, be of better cheer; *And midway down the thicket's mazc,
Give me your load," quoth Urgan; “ so— A horse and armor thou wilt find;
Your fagots on my crupper here Mount; leave thine own; and rlde thy ways;

Will ease you in tbe path you go.” Yon flouting train thou ’'It leave behind.



Who rides him, conquers; thou shalt win

Fame at this joust, good knight and fair.”

And lo ! the ljeldame oid and thin
Did vanish into empty air !

VI.

Right well amaz'd, Sir Urgan rodé
By many a bosky thicket's edge;

A sumiller brook beside him flowed
With hiddcn laughter in the sedge.

Till, gleaming through the dancing leaves,
A brazen charger rcared on high;

With rusted lance, and helm, and greaves,
The faery arraor hung thereby.

VII.

Ml mute upon the statue stared

Sir Urgan: “ By my faith 1” he cried,
‘* An thou hadst lifc, 1 had not cared

To find a noblor steed to ridc.
‘Who rides tliee, conquers !’” Then

He cast his mail upon the gorse;
Soon, in the rusty armor laced,

He vaulted on the brazen horse.

in hastc

VI
Flashed wide the charger’s brazen eyes;
All flcshly warm the metal grew;
His mane began to stir and rise;
A single struggling breath he drcw;
Through swelling veins his blood did run;
Sir Urgan felt his pulses beat,
He reared — he plunged from off the stoiic
And lighted down upon liis feet!
1X.
Hold fast, Sir Urgan! with such haste
Thy courser'never sped before!
By hill and dale and windy waste,
With headlong spced, the charger borc.

As past the fiouting knights he buvst,
‘* Who rides,”’ they wondered, ‘‘ in such liaste ?—
A churlish knight, adorned with rust,

And in his grandsire’s armor laced!"

X.

But later, in the tourney’s fight,
These scoffcrs somcwhat changed their cheer;



* A bravér than this stranger knight,
In joust hath never battled here.”
For helms were cloven, spears were broke,
And knights and steeds of gallant course
Wont down, before the charge and stroke
Of Urgan and his faery horse.

XI.

Him to the King the herald brought;
Throned high he sat above the lists.—
Right well, Sir Stranger, have ye fought,
Though of your fiame we nothing wist.”
His rusty hclm the victor doff'd;
A murmur broke amid the crowd.

And acclamations swelled aloit
As good Sir Urgan, kneeling, bowcd.

XI1-

They crowned him victor.
Ye who read

sWith kindly eyes my story through,
Say, lives there not some victor’'s meed

For all good deeds that you shall do?
And when did Urgan kinglier show ?

When glowcd his breast with holier flame?
Was 't when he rushed upon the foe,

Or bent.to help the aged dame?

FUN-BEAMS.

By Rose Hawthorne Lathrop.

No MATTER how dark the day, there can be
fun-beams; and where there are children, the
mothers know how often they shinc. There was
such a snow-stonn outdoors tirat Roger said the
nurscry must have sailed away from the rest of the
housc, up into a cloud; and almost everybody
went to the window to see if what he said was
strictly founded on fact.

“The Angel” stood in the middle of the big, un
encumbcred nursery-floor (covered with acarpetof
roses on green grass), and seemed to be thinking
about the large snow-flakes which he saw falling,
falling, down across the upper panes of tho wide,
wide window, while the others looked out of the

lower panes, with their faces ciése to the glass.
“ The Angel's” other hame was Dan.

The fire on the hearth crackled like a cricket
andwhirred like abitd, and intimated that it could
melt the snow-flakes quicker than anybody else, if
it got hold of them. The children shivered and
ran back to the fire, eager to warm themselves,
heart and soul, by the genial blaze.

* If there’s to be a coid stoi-m all the afternoon,”
said 'Vemon, “ we 'd better play ' tropics,.’ and 1
speak for being the boa-constrictor.”

“ Oh,” said Marie, “ you make such a big onc,
it is terrible ! If you were only delicate, like Cara,
it would be inore like ‘playing.’”

* If you want Cara to play something huge, yon
can make her the elcphant,” replied 'Vernon, who
was the oldest of the children. “ And Roger shall
be a monkey, and Marie a lovely, red-headed cock-
atoo, as you really are. Then “
have a part assigncd him.
dear?”

“1’'ll be a man," answered Dan, with good-
natured dignity, thrusting his fingers into his sidc-
pockets over his kilt, and waiking forward and
backwarcl with a slow step, like a sentinel.

“ All right,” cried Roger; “ you shall be the
explorer who comes through the forest and finds
us all. As for me, I am a monkey from now on;
and | find it dreadfully hot all at once !'”

Among some odds and ends, Roger hunted out
the enamel-cloth cover to an umbrella, and this he
pinned to his jacket as the “ monkcy's” tail. As
often as necessary, however, Rqger also fanned him-
self with this article. The umbrella

the Angel ” must
W hat shall it be, m)

itself was a



fine big, green, one, and Vernon spread it and set
it between two chairs, and then coiled himself in
and out of his junglc with dangcrous grace; while
Cara, dear little sylph, upset everything small and
climbed over itj and, in short, swept all before her
as elephant, not forgetting to tic Dan’s trum-

pet overher mouth for a rather stiff trunk.

Marie put on a little gray cape, and

pinned her auburn braids up like a

uift on her head, and sat upon a

table whistiing in various fash-

ions, torepresen!alivelybird.

“ Now, Dan, be prepared
to make your way through
the forest,” cried Vemon.

“ We shall allbeobliged
lo attack you, as wild
things do men; but you
must notbe afraid. See,
here 1 come, wriggling
out from my trees and
bushesl” And Vernon
hissed himself purple as
he slid around the floor
and then gUded up to
Dan’s vicinity. “ Now,
you must run away from
me, Dan, and then make
up your mind to fight
me." Vernon was say-
ing; but allof a sudden
gave a splutter and
grunt, for Dan’s warm
littleshoehad comedown
on the back of his neck
and pinned him fast.

“ No fair,” called the inon-
key from under the table, to the
center-leg of which he was clinging.

“You mustn'trifl/~Akul him, Dan, myboy!”

Dan had n't yet taken his fingers out of those
pockets of which he was so proud, and now non-
chalantly lifted his conquering toe from the boa-
constrictor and saimtcred off. Vernon was too
much ashamed to follow his little brother at once,
but made for the monkey, and got dreadfully mixed
up with his tail and the pin which held itj while
Dan tried to catcli the cockatoo, who flesv down
from the table to the floor and hopped away, hotly
pursued by the explorer. They both met the ele-
phant in her ivar-path, who tried hard to trample
them down, amid shouts of laughter and a good
deal ofdamagc from the trumpct. The elephant,
in her peregrinations, had collected two palm-Ilcaf
fans, which she had hung in her hair by the handles
for a couple of ears; but in the heat of combat, the
fans forsook her, instead of serving to cool her

fury; and when Dan seizcd her by her tin nose and
trotted her all over the floor at his will, you may be
surc the elephant’s dignity was greatly jmpaired,

and her own laughter crowned her defeat.
The boa had made off at the same time with the
monkey’s tail, and hung his head down from
[ the top of a bureau, with glittering eyes;
while Rogcr, who, the boa said, looked
| his partsufficiently without any tail
atall, stood pleadingforhis chief

point of distinction.

“ assure you, Vernoit, there
is nothing else in the room
that makes such a good

tail as that!” cried the
monkey,tearfully. “ It’s
too bad to be ablc to
understand that like a
boy, and then kcep my
tail like a real boa!”

“ He ought to eat
it, if he 's a real boa,”
said four-year-old Dan,
pompously, as if he

were accustomed to
being the 'Doge of
Venice, and settling

nice difficulties of the
law. “ If you keep it,
Vern, youraust swallow
it!” he commanded.

“ 1*'giveitup, then!”
exclaimedV ernon, with
awrigglc onthebureau,
“ for 1 can’t think of
the right answer to
Dan’s puzzle. Oh,you
dear pet 1” And down
the boa clambered, and
coiled over his small

brother, giving him such an
affectionate hug that he did
nearly choke him.

“ Oh,” said Marie, “ | am
actually hot | Playing ‘trop-
ics’ is no joke, if it is going to
bring it on in this way.”

“You speak as if South
America was mecasles,” re-
sponded Vernon ; “ and | sup-

pose we all should feel as we
do when we have fever, if
we roamed about under a
broiling sun. Cara, go pick
up your ears and pass them to us, for 1 feelhot, too.”
As Vernon was speaking, the monkey wound his
tail about his cnemy’s neck, and pulled him down

WATCIING THE SNOW-
FLAKES.



to the ground, from which he had risen, as the boa
occasionaliy rises from its coil; and when Vernon
fell there was a sound of parting splinters.

“ Oh, dear!” cried Marie, “ whatisbroken now?”

“ ldon’t know,” replied Vernon, with a wry face;
" but whatever it is, | don’t believe it feels as badly
as | dol” He got up, and Dan rushed to the
ruins. It was his darling little red cart, which he
loved better than all his other pct playthings, and
the four whccls were peeping into the cart ina man-
ner whollyat odds with the toy-maker’s intentions.

Big tearsstood in “ the Angel's” eyes, andhislips
looked pinker and softcr than ever, with heart-felt
distress; and pretty soon one of his hands slid
out of his pockct to his face in the pcrfect silcnce
ofthe nui-sery, while the other children breathed
gcently out of sym-
pathy with him.

“ It 's too bad,
my dearboy,” said
his cldest brother,
with a trembling
voice, “ and | 'll
inend it, if 1 have
to learn the car-
penter’s tradc, my
litele man.”

Dan stooped
down and put the
lolling wheels into
the body of the
cart, and then took
up the disjointed
mass in his arms,
without a sob.

“ Good Ver-
non,” he said, in
sweet accents, and
walked away to
mourn in a nook

alone, and try to
aiTangc his cart

into a semblance
of its oid self.

“ The Angel's”
self-controhvastoo
much for Marie,
who tonk down her
cockatoo’s red top-
knot in honor of
her feelings, and
went to the fire to
throw on another
cbeering back-log.

Just then, when shadows hung throughout the
piay-room, the dooropencd, and therewas Mamma,;
and, after one of her loving looks around the circle,
she carne in with her delightful step,

‘“WHO HAY XHIS YOUKGSTP.n

BP vntO NEVER SAW A

“Where’'s Nursc? ” said she. “ It is time for
you older children to come with me for your les-
son ; but Dan is not oid enough tolearn this lesson,
and so he has to stay behind.”

She saw by this timo that there was rain in the
wind, and as everybody looked at Dan’s back
where he sat on the floor, she knew that something
had happened to him. So, after ringing the bell
for Nurse, she went over to her small son and
found out the latcst nursery news.

| n >

CHRISTMAS-TREE?

“ Mamma loves that cart, too,” said she, cor-
dially, “ andwants to have it in her own room
until itis mcnded, so that no more harm can come
to it. And here is Nurse, and she will help take



itinto Mainma’s room, where Dan shall choosc the
place he wishes it to wait in ; and then Vernon shall
do his best to put it together— dear oid cart!”
And with a big kiss, that bright Mamma was gone,
and “ the Angel ” was looking almost as happy as
she had.

The oldcr children followed her, and brought
up in the sewing-room, where great preparations
were going on for the Christmas-tree, and for the
costumes of Dan’s brothcrs and sisters, who were
to be quite transformed for Christmas Eve. There
had been no tree for several years, because every-
body wanted to have it a complete surprise to Dan
when he should be oid enough to thoroughly en-
joy it. And Vernon was to be St. Nicholas; and
Marie, Titania; and Roger, Robin Goodfellow;
and Cara, the ‘' Frog who would a-wooing go, with
a hi and aho and a gamraon and spinach, heigh-ho
for Anthony Rowley!" which latter was a per-
sonage in a nursery-rhyme of no easily explained
meaning, but deeply dear to I'lan’s noddle at bed-
time, when he always heard it. Of course, the
children had to rehearse their parts for the pci-
formance, in order to conceal their real selves as
long as possible from Dan; and then they had to
help makc their dresscs, besides collecting the
ornaments for the tree. An hour every afternoon
had long been devoted to this busy pastime, and
Mamma always called it their lesson-hour, so that
Dan should only know that they were learning
something, and not that they were having quan-
tities of fun, or he would never have lingered so
paticntly in the nursery until the great day.

Thihgs were fer advanced, as may be supposed,
on that stormy afternoon, for the next evening
would be Christmas Eve; and Cara’s greén sarcenet
frog-dress, with ycllow spots, had to be tried on,
and her outer head (which looked dreadfully like a
frog’s) stuffed with a little more wool. Then down
she sat on the floor, and between long pauses gave
a jump, with so much effort (on account of her
awkward position) that she looked for all the world
like a frog, which never seems quite contcnted with
its own style of getting about.

Titania was very beautiful in a gown of feathery
aspcct, covered with pearls and spangles which
had cach been put on by her own fingers, and bor-
dered by a fringe of shells of bcr own gathering
that hung down in drops and tinklcd together.
And she had a long white veil of several thick-
nesses of tulle, so that her face was rather indis-
tinct. And oh, how her wand sparkled with a large
paste diamond on its tip, and a thread of Steel
beads wound down its whole length!

Roger had had all his ten fingers in the pie of
making his own costume, and had used more paste
insticking paper on his mask than any boy ever

handled before — which was one of his objccts.
Mamma said, for manya day afterward, tliat he
had even succeeded in getting paste onthe scwing-
room ceiling, by dropping one end of Marie’'s wand
into the paste-bowl (an accident, no doubt) and
then tumbling over the other end, which sent
everything flying- Tlieu, too, Roger had a way of
drying his sticky fingers on his hair, so that after
awhilc, if you touclied him in the ncighborhood
of his head, you were apt to get scratched, as if
with cork-screws. Toward all remarks and excla-
raations of disgust, Roger remained calm and
silent; for hewas having a lovely time, and could n’t
stop to argue.

Vemon’s mamma seemed to take immense de-
light in turning him into an oid man as soon as
possible, and knit him a flowing beard and curly
wig of light-gray split zephyr, and then sprinkled
it well with little bits of wool and a glittering dust
for snow-flakes. His cap and muffler were made
of crochetcd silver thread, which Vernon had been
taught to work himself; and his coat was cut out
of Papa’s faded purple velvet dressing-gown. His
leggings were fashioned out of oid white satin,
with wool snow-flakes and more sparkling dust;
and his switch was a bundle of twigs covered with
tiny tin bells.

The oid storm, which usually comes around at
Christmas Eve, staid to see the cclebrations all
over town, and the fine snow-flakes scattered them-
sclves about next day, and got on peoplc’s noses,
and stuck in their eyes, and tried to pccp into the
bundles of presents which were being carried to
every house. But oh, how the great parlor, emp-
tied’ of its tables, and its floor covered with white
linen, and with its white and gold wood-work,
looked at six o'clock! The wonder-tree was alight
near the middle of the room, and the fairy children,
St. Nicholas, and Titania, were gliding near it,
while Robin Goodfellow capered in and out of
ever.y corner. At the tree’s foot sat the frog-

“ Bravo!” cried Papa, laughing gayly. “ This
is a grand succcss, and dear oid Dan must be
called forthwith 1”

So Mamma went to bring the small fellow for
whom all this magic and frolic had been pianned;
and presently he was heard chatting on the stairs,
as he carne down. The little brothcrs and sisters
waited with bated breath to see his face, eager to
find that he was enchantecl by their work. The
door at the end of the room was thrown open, and
Dan ran in.

In a moment, he stood transfixed. His bright,
cxpressive eyes shonc back at the gleaming tree,
and his fair, waving hair fcll like a gauzy vcil from
under its goldcn cap over his forehead.

* Oh, tree of stars!” he said.



“ Darling child,” callcd Titania, inan evcn voice,
coming toward him all sparlding Uko a mist, “ how
do you do, this pleasant Christmas Eve ?”

“ Are you real, or a talking doli? ” Dan asked,

stoutly, but feeling as if it was time to find out
just where he might be.
“ lam the Queen of the Eairies,” answered she,
who always does what is kind in your fairy tales.
And here is St. Nicholas, hobbling up to us, who
is always oid, just as | am always young.”

“ Ho, ho!" cried St. Nicholas, in a deep bass,
dropping some big apples and oranges out of the
bag over his arm as he approached. “ Who may
this little youngster be, who, 1 hear, never saw a
Christmas-tree till to-night?”

“ My fiame is Daniel Fairmont Roseley,” replied
Dan, with pomp, “ and | think you are a very nice
man. | have heard ofyou. Pray, sitdown,” and
then Dan turned to Titania, slipping a couple of
fingers into his sash, as was his wont, and speak-
ing in a tone of great deference; “ picase sit down,
or fly, whichever you like best.”

Titania and St. Nicholas laughed and twirled
around on their toes, and Robin Goodfellow, who
really was a naughty roguc, carne scampering up ;
and St. Nicholas shook his switch of silvery bells
at him. Then the Frog hopped slowly out from
under the tree and all at once rolled over on the
floor with a burst of laughter; and pop ! offcarne
Cara’s green head with its big mouth and eyes,
and her pretty flaxen curls peeped about her
shoulders.

At this, Dan gave a tremendous shout, and Papa
and Mamma chimcd in, together with Nurse and
everybody in the hall; and Titania went sailing
and whiriing hither and thither, like a dancing
dove, for sheer merriment.

“ Howdid you gct in there. Cara? ” asked Dan,
going up to the little green hcap ofsarcenet on the
white carpet, and placing his hands on his knees
while he took a good look. “ Do you want your
othcr head again, dear ?”

Just then, Robin Goodfellow blew a tiny horn at
Dan'’s ear, and made him turn about with a jerk j
but Robin was ever so far away before his rosy
victim stopped winking, and who could only run
after him. Then Titania called out in her clear,

“

high tones;

“ There are presents for ‘the Angel’ on this
tree! Come and see what they are ! ”

Dan knew his pet fiamewell, anddashcdup to the
tree from pursuit of Robin, his cheeks as red with
all this fun as if he had been out on a sleigh-ridc.

Titania waved her sparkling wand, and then St.
Nicholas reachcd up to a branch and cried; ¢

“ Here 's a little purse with Danicl’s fiame on it;
does that little boy know what to do with it? It

says on the outside, ‘ Give this io thepoor.” Are
you willing to give all this monoy to the poor?”

“ The sick-looking people on the Street?” asked
Dan.

“ Yes,” said Titania.

Dan thought awhile, feeling the soft puise witli
all his small fresh fingers.

“ Yes, | do want to,” he replied at last, looking
up at the tree. “ Because they were not invited
to our great Christmas Eve !”

Here Robin gave Dan another merry jump by
ljlowing his wee horn at his elbow, and shooting
off again.

“ You funny-looking thing 17 called Dan. “ What
makes you dance so? Does the floor scorch your
toes ?”

Papa laughed loudly at tlils, and Mamrna’s
sweet notes rang in; and everybody in the hall
chuckled again.

“ Hallo, here’s another present for Dan Fair-
raont,” calis St. Nicholas. “ A Frencli doli forhim
to give as a present to his slster Cara. W:ill you
give itto her, Dan? Or shall you keep ityouvself?”

Dan took the doli, and looked into its face
earnestly.

“ 1 like it,” said he.

“ Yes, but so would Cara,”
in a gentio voice.

Cara stood by, gazing with wide open eyes at
her possible treasure.

“ Oh', Dan, | hope | know what you are going
tosay!” she gasped.

“ Take it!” he gulped; iDUtinslantly drcw dolly
back. Then he kissed it and hugged it, and thrust
out his arm again. “ You are Cara’s dolly,” he
said firmly, scowling a little. And Cara pounced
upon it immediately.

Here Goodfellow performed a wild, original reel,
all by himself, and to a song of his own, criss-
crossing down the center of the saloon, and ended
up with a somersault. This seemed to inspire
Cara, who put on licr green head and began frog-
jumping, singing aloud the rhyme which Dan had
heard every night for a year.

The boy was delighted beyond measure, and he
followed Froggie’s doublings to catch every word,
and to basten the jumping process with a sturdy
little push upon Froggie’s shoulder.

Suddenly, he stood still and turned all around.

“ Where ate Marie, and Vernon, and Roger ?”
he exclaimed, in a frightened voice. “ Oh, Mamma,
why did not you tell them there was everything in
the parlor to-night?” And he ran up to her, look-
ing very solemn.

“ Oh, you must find them, Dan, my pet,” said
Papa, giving him a toss up on his shoulder and
down again.

Titania remarked



“ You must ask Titania if she can help you,”
added his mother.

“ Naughty Titania!” said Dan. Do you think
vou are good, when you let my sister stay in the
dark while you sparkle so? My sister would be
more polite,if she were you.”

At this, Marie threw back her veil and knelt
down before Dan, who looked a trifle scared; and
then flung his arms around her neck and tried,
apparently, to dance off with it; which ended in a
jicap of tarlatan and screams, and Dan’s black
velvet body and rosy, white-socked legs showing
here and there in the vcil.

And now, what had naughty Robin done but
mone hovering about the tree with a stage-strut,
looking at all the presents through his mask, and
calling out :

Where 's Roger Roseley 5 where ’'s that sweet
child, I say? He wants his presents badly, I
know!”

A very queer fragrance pervaded the parlor at
that moment, and Roger’s heavily pasted and
scarcely dry nose was seen to smoke like a new
sort of chimney.

“ Oh, dear 1" he shrieked, “ lbelieve my paste
is cooking over again, Mammal Do untie my
face, somebody!”

Papa had rushed to him and dragged him away
from the small candle which had too cordially
accosted his big paper nose, and St. Nicholas
.showcred a volley of thuraps at him with his musi-
cal birch, and Mamma took the delinquent aside
and talked to him about the danger he had been in
from going too near the dazzling bough. It must
be confessed that the exptession of Roger’s funny
mask in contrast to his dejected figure, during this
ivhispercd lecturc, hearly cost Mamma a laugh, in
spite of her alarm.

“ So that was Roger,” said Dan, musingly; and
walked up to St, Nicholas. * Did you ever hear
ofVernon Roseley? "asked he, with a merry twitch
of the lip.

St. Nicholas doubled himself over, and roarcd
like the winter wind in the country.

“ Oh, you little duck!” he cried.
think 1 am too oid to know
young folks as Vernon ?”

« 1 think, if you lot me puli your beard,” Dan
said, “ that it will come off!” And he whirled
around on his hcel with his splendid dcep laugh,
ending in a silvery chuckle, which nobody could
hear without wishing to be able to laugh
same way.

“ Come, St. Nicholas, come,” called Papa from
the tree. “ If you can prove that you are really
Vernon, you shall have a present— a box ofvery
fine minerals from Marie.”

This was too oveiwhelming for oid St. Nicholas,
who dropped his infirm step at once, and strode
quickly to his father.

So everybody was discovered, and all the pres-
ents distributed. Dan had a number of new treas-
ures to add to his oid stores, and he piled them m a
sort of triumphal heap upon the floor; and by and
by, when Nurse reminded him that there was still
bread and milk in the world, and the “ heigh-ho
for Anthony Rowley ” waiting in the book — at tki
point, without more words, Dan became sieepy, and
walked away from the scene.

Small guests arrived for an hour’s frolic; and
a dainty collation wns served at one end of the
parlor, in full sight of the wonderful lighted fir,
The oid snow-storm was still fiickering down from
the dark lieavens, so said the little guests; but it
did not creep indoors at the Roseleys’. And
doubtful whether it ever will.

“ Dou’tyou
the fiames of such

in the

it is



ALMION, AURIA, AND MONA.
« Cojichided.
BY'Julian Hawthorne.
vV
\vvis\\.

W hen Almion arrived at the pit that day, the
gloomy clouds had thickened over thevalley,and the
mountain was quite shut out of sight. But Almion
did not trouble himself al)out that; his busiuess
was not with the mountain or the valley, but with
the pit, whcre the gold-dust lay. So he clambered
down and set to work, digging and sifiing, and
chanting the same oid song; and the grains ofdust
rose higher and higher in his bucket. By evening,
it was heaping full, and so hcavy that he could
hardly carry it. His heart was also heavy, as if
the golclen grains were beginning to sift
and transform it into lifeless metal.

However, he toiled slowly up the steep sides of
the pit, and whcn he carne to the brink there was
a finesight, indoed! He beheld a beautiful young
girl, ciad in a costly robe, with a golden diadem
on her yellow hair, and an air of great stateliness

into it

and dignity. What it was about her that made
him know she had ever been the ugly, hooded oid
woman of the market-place, he could not have
told; and yet, so itwas. But now, at all events,
she was a charming creature, about his own age,
with the manncrs and appearance of a princess.
Yes, aprincess; and what other princess could she
be than the one he had seen in his dream? She



was not exactly like her, it is true; there was a
diffcrence,— it would be hard to say what; but
probably it was only such a difference as there
must always be between a dream and a reality.
She greeted him with a most enchanting smile.

“ My dear, beautiful, wealthy Almion,” she said,
“ at last our troubles are ovcr! You have done
your work, and now all that remains for us is to
enjoy our riches and our happiness. Your gar-
ment is all finished, and to-morrow you shall put
it onand become ray prince. We will sit side by
side at our ease, and look down upon all the rest
of the worid, and fare sumptuously every day.
Iiitil now, | have been compelled to wear a dis-
giiise; but hereafter you must know me as the

Princess Auria, and we belong to each other
forever.”
“ And Mona— what is to become of her?”

inquircd Almion.

“ Oh! she will not troublc us much longer,”
replied Auria, tossing her head; “ fior must you
think of her any more. She is a lazy, malicious
little wrctch, and when she sees you in your jew-
eled garment, and knows how happy we ate, |
should n't wonder if she were to die of spite.”

Almion said nothing, but went homeward gloom-
ily, with his eyes fixed on the graurid and' his
licart hcaviet than ever. He had won beauty and
viches and a princess; and yet, for some reason
or other, he was not happy! That must be a mis-
take, howeverj he must be happy, only.he had not
yet become so accustomed to happiness as to know
«hat itwas. When he had had his supper and
a good night’s sleep, and had sat at his ease beside
*\uria, and looked down at all the rest of the world,
— then, no doubt, he would be as happy as the day
is long.

When they reached home, a sumptiious banquct
was already set out on the table; and Mona was
nowhere to be seen, though Almion fancied that
he caught a ghmpse of a little bundle of black
rags, huddled up in a cérner of the kitchen, which
might have been she. But Auria was so hand-
some, her eyes were so blue, and her cheeks were
so rosy, and her hair was so yellow, and she talked
to Almion and admired him in such a sofl and
channing way, that the idea of troubling himself
about such a miserable little wretcli as Mona
seemed absurd. Auria brought out the garment
that he was to wear in the morning, and really it
was magnificent, though so heavy that Almion
could hardly lift it, But since he was going to sit
at his ease for the rest of his days, that clid not so
much mattcr. . ’

So hesat down to supper, and Auria sat opposite
to him; but, althotigh all the viands were so
delicate and so cxquisitely cooked, and though
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Auria kept pressing him to eat and tempting him
with one dish after another, Almion feltno appetite,
and was able to swallow scarcely anything. He
almost wished that he had never awakened from
that pleasant dream that had come to him on
the borders of the new country; for then he had
thought that there was something better to do in
tbe world than to dig all day in a dust-hole, or
even to sit in a jeweled robe and look down on
other people. He was tired of looking down ; he
would have liked to look up, for a change. But
what was there to look up to? Thcre was the
dream-princess,— he might have looked up to her,
for she had seemed to him like some holy spirit
descended from heaven. And yet, since she was
but a dream-princess, sbe could have lastcd no
longer than the dream; or, if there were anything
real, in her, then Auria must be that reality.
Almion looked at Auria; she. was smooth and
smiling and handsome, but he could not look up
to her, for she sat directly in front of him. When
supper was over, she got up and went into the
kitchen, and he heard her voice— the harsh,
cracked, angry voice of the oid woman. What
was she doing to poor Mona? In order not to be
troubled by this thought, Almion stretched out his
weary limbs and tried to go to sleep.

He could not sleep at first, though he was not
quite awake, either; but lay in a half dream, so
that the sounds and movements that went on
around him seemed strange and fantastic. He
fancied that Auria had laid aside all her comeli-
néss and youth, as one lays asidc a mask, and was
once more the hideous old-woman of the market-
place. And now she was creeping on tip-toe to-
ward the cérner of the kitchen where Mona was
lying. She pounced upon hei' with a shriek of
triumph, as a great cat' pounces on a mouse; and
in a moment she had bound her, hand and foot,
and laid her out upon the hearth. Almion looked
to see whethcr Mona made any resistance, but she
lay quite still, and only a faint fiuttering of the
heart showed that any life was left in her. “ IfT
were awake,” said Almion to himself, “ I would
not let that oid hag use the poor creature so.”
But he could not moVe any more than Mona.
Now the oid womanwas scraping together all the
gold-dust that Almion had dug and sifted during
his three days in the pit. She carne up to Mona,
with the dust in her hands, and bcgan to spread
it all over her motionless form, until it was quite
covered up, and nothing was to'be seen of Mona
but a mound of dust. “ But, after all, this is
nothing but'a nightmare,” said Almion to him-
self. Then all became dark and still, and Almion
sank into a still deeper sleep; and by and by he
had a vision.



It seemed to him that Mona had como out of
the kitchen and was standing at his bedside. She
was as slender and frague as a spirit, and she was
robed in a garment of gray mist, and a veil was
over her face. Yet he felt that she was gazing at
him, and that her gaze was mournful and tender.
And he gazed back, in bis dream, trying to see
through tho misty veil. Then slowly, slowly,
beneath his gaze, the veil melted away, and he
beheld a face that made his heart burn and trem-
ble. Ah, why had he not known her before? He
did not know that his eyes had been darkened by
a pair of horn spectacles, which the oid woman
had slipped over them while he slept so heavily,
the first night he spent in her house. But now
it was too late; for, as he continued to gaze at
Mona, she seemed to move slowly away from him,
as a memoiy vanishes away from us, though we
try to cali it back. And now she was gone !

All at once, Alinion awokc. It was still dark
night, and the air was full of mystcrious meaning
and muttering; for the spirits of the storm were
rousing themselves, and would soon be rusbing
and howling abroad. Almion, too, arése, and
stood erect, listening and peering into the dark-
ness. Through the door-way of the kitchen carne
a little glimmecr of light, from the dying embers
on the hearth. With a light step, and holding his
breath, Almion stole toward it. Yes, there lay
Mona, motionless, with the yellow dust all sifted
over her. Almion bent down and gently blew it
off. How palé her face was ! and her star-like eyes
were closed. But there was a spark of life lefi in
her still, even as there was a spark of fire in the
embers. Almion stooped and lifted her in his
arms; but either he had grown very weak or
Mona, in spite of her slender fragility, was
strangely heavy; itwas all his strength could do
to hold her. He staggered with her to the door
of the house, trying to make no noise lest he
should awaken Auria. But behold! there lay,
directly across the threshold,— not Auria, indeed,
but the hideous hag who had worn the Auria
mask. She was asleep, with a malicious grin upon
her lips; for the oid witch was drcaming how, by
the cunning of her wicked enchantments, she had
got Almion into her power, and had almost dc-
stroyed the only guardian power that could redeem
him. But her victory was not yet complete,
Gathering Mona more closely in his arms, Almion
summoned all his strength to leap across the
threshold; but, as he did so, his foottouched tho oid
woraan’s shoulder, and with a cry the witch awoke !

“ Fly, fly !” whispered a voice in Almion’s car;
“ fly, or we are lost!”

He fAed on, stumbling through the darkness
and panting with the strain of the heavy weight he

bore,— so heavy that he thought it must drag him
to the earth. Yet he kept on, for the faintvoice
in his earwas like the cali of a trumpet to his heart;
it was the voice of the dream-princess from whom
he had so nearly been separated forever. He fied
toward the dark valley; but now the storm burst
forth and shrieked in his face, and the wind and
tlie fierce rain drove against him, and the light-
ning divided the darkness, and the thunder shud-
dcred anld rumbled in the black heavens. And as
he fled, he saw that the village, with all its inhab-
itants, had vanished: they liad been but a part of
the witch’s enchantments, helping to beguile Al-
mion into mistaking the dirt of the pit for gold
and smothering his soul to death in it. But the
witch herself had not vanished: she was following
ciése behind them, carrying with her the garment
of gold and jewels which she had woven for Al-
mion. And well might she carry it, for it was
upon that garment that her power over Almion
depended. It was woven, warp and woof, out of
the selfishness and greediness that nature spins
around men'’s heai-ts as a spider spinsitsweb; and
if she could once succeed in throwing it over Al-
mion’s shoulders, he was lost forever. But the
wind became entangled in the garment, and strug-
gled with it so furiously that the oid witch could
scarcely keep her hold upon it, and it prevented
her from running so fast as she would otlienvisc
have done. Almion, thercfore, burdened thougli
he was hy Mona’s weight, was able to keep a little
in advance ; but just before he reached the verge
of the plain, where it overhung the valley, he
stumbled and fell, and a great terror passed over
his soul; but he still held Mona safely.

Then the witch laughed, ibr she thought her
victory was secure. And in a moment she had
rc-assumed the smiling and rosy mask of Auria;
and when Almion lifted up his eyes from his fall,
he saw her standing there, between him and the
valley, holding out the jeweled garment in her
hands.

“ Dear Almion,” she said, in her softest voice,
“ what madness has come over you? Why do
you fly from your Auria, who lovcs you and serves
you? And why do you carry that dead creature
in your arms? Throw her dowii, and let me wrap
you in this garment, and you shall be the greatest
prince in the world. Throw her down into the
valley, and return with me.”

The witch said this because she had not the
power to cast the garment over Almion so long as
he clung to Mona. But if she could separate them,
then Almion was hers.

“ 1 will not throw her dow®,” replied he, strug-
gling to his feet. “ I have found her, and | wiH
never leave her.”



“ She has left you already,” said the other, “ for
she is dead; that body that you carry, and which
«cighs so heavily, has no life in it. Throw it
away, and come back with me to ease and happi-
ness.”

He looked at Mona, and she seemed lifeless in-
dced; her face was like marble. But tears gushed
to his eyes as he answered ; “ Dead or alive, | will
never leave her; and 1 will have no ease or happi-
ress except with her.”

“ Whither will you carry her ?” asked Auiia.

“ Through the valley and up the mountain,” he
replied.

“You would perishby the way,” she said. “ Yet,
if you will go, 1 will guide you thither, for only by
my lielp can you find the road. Give Mona to me,
and wrap yourself in your garment, and | will fly
with you to the mouiitain-top in the twinkling of
an eye.”

“ 1 will not go with you,” said Almion.

The witcli trembled with rage, but she made one
last effort.

“ Almion,” she cried, “ I have done all this to
try you,— to prove whether you were really worthy
of my love. You have withstood the test, and
now i will declare myself to you: 1 am the true
Mona,— the princess of your dream,— your guard-
ain &ngel! That burden you carry is but a figure
that | have made in my own image. Cast her
dnwn, and claim your own Mona !”

Then Almion became indignant, and his indig-
nation renewed his strength. He struggled to his
feet, still holding the form of Mona, and exclaimed;

“ You ave falso and wickcd! And | have been
your slave; but your power over me is ended.
Tliis is my princess, and you shall not part us.
Stand aside and let me pass; for, with Mona as
my guardian, I am mightier and more terrible
than you !”

So saying, he strode boldly forward; and the
witch, with a long howl of hate and fury, resumed
hor proper form, and was swallowed up in the
earth. But Almion stood for a moment on the
verge of the dark valley, and then sprang forward
into the abyss.

And evcn as he sprang he felt a change come
over him, and Mona stirred and brcathed, and
awakened from her death-like trance; and her form
was no longer heavy, but lighter than the air, so
that lier lightness bote him up; and, instead of
being dashed to pieces against the rocks at the
bottom of the valley, they ended their fearful flight
through the air as softly as a fealher from a bird’s
wing touches the earti). The storm had passcd
away, and in the deep sky above them the stars
shone out. Mona took Almion by the hand, and
said; “ Come, we shall yet find the right gold and

the true bcauty. But we have far to go, and the
way is dark and perilous. Lose no time, therefore,
but follow me.”

So Almion foUowed his guide with a trusting
and quiet heart, though she led him straight down
into the depths of that wild and awful valley. They
went onward, but slowly; for great bowlders of
rock rose up and opposed their pi'ogrcss, and
tangled vines coiled themselves like snakes across
their path, and rude brambles stretched out their
thorns like claws and strove to hold them back.
And they passed by yawning caverns, in the
depths of which glowed the savage eyes of wild
beasts; and through obscure ravines, which cchoecl
with the bark and whine of wolves and the snarl-
ing of hungry tigers. At other times, their feet
were chilled by the slimy watem of a pathless
morass, in which Almion had surely been lost but
for Mona’s unerring guidance. Now the air about
them was stirred by the silent wings of birds of
the night, and bats, which are to the air what
reptiles are to the earth; and here and there phan-
tom lights moved over the surface of the swarap,
now seeming to retreat before them and now to
follow them in pursuit. But, through all. Mona
moved onward toward the distant mountain,
though even its topmost summit was now hiddcn
from Almion’s eyes by the surrounding rocks and
pines. Still the path plunged downward, until it
seemed as if it would lead them to the center of
the earth, and that never again could they hope to
breathe the upper air. At this depth, all presente
of living creatures, save themselves, ceased | no
vegetation softened the naked rocks; the very
atmcsphere was dead and still, and a profound
silencc, more appalling than any sounds, broodéd
over all. The heavens above were shut out by the
beetling cliffs, and Almion’s spirit began to faint
within him.

-“ Mona, Mona,” he whispcrcd, “ I daré go no
further. There is no bottom to this abyss, and no
hope that 1 can ever ascend from itto the mountain,
— if, indeed, there be any mountain, which | al-
mcst doubt.”

“ Would you go back, Almion?” said Mona.

“ No, that I never will,” he replied. *“ But my
spirit faints in this darkness and solitude, and |
have no hope. Loave me here to die, if it must

be so.”
“ You shall not die, Almion,” she answered,
“ fior shall the darkness and the solitude drive

away your hope. Hold fast my hand, and cidse
your eyes, and you shall see something that will
comfort you.”

Almion did as she hade him; and soon, as it
were, through his closed eycltds, he became aware
of a distant brightness, small at first, but seeming



to grow nearer and larger, At last, it appeared
as a great door-way, through which carne troop-
ing many glorious and lovely figures, whose faces
shone with cheerfulness and peace. Down they
carne into the dark valley, and gathered about
Almion with looks and smiles of encouragement;
so that, instead of being alone, as he had thought
he was, this heavenly retinue encompassed him on
every side, And Mona said; “ Alt these have
been through the valley before us, and some of them
had to pass through even profounder abysses than
we; yet all, at last, reachcd the mountain, and
their hope did not fail them.”

“ Your hand in mine helps me more than all,”
said Almion.

With that he opened his eyes; and behold, the
valley lay behind them, and they were upon the
side of the mountain. The air was fresh and puré,
and the dawn was beginning to break; even now
the highest peaks were tinted with rosy light. A
deliciousvigor, such as he had never known before,
began to grow warm in Almion’s limbs and to
brighten in his eyes. He stepped forward joyfully,
but Mona still led the way. As they mounted
higher.andhigher, leaving the dark valley far be-
neath, the great splendor of the coming sun kin-
dled.all the east, and the stars in the vault of
heaven withdrew themselves one by one. All
things were undergoing a wondrous transforma-
tion, and out of gloora and emptiness carne forth
beauty and life. And Almion saw how the robe
of misty gray that Mona wore was illuminated by
the increasing light, until it took on once more the
celestial tints that he remembered the first night
of his dream, only now ithad the more vivid lustcr
of a waking visién. Then, with a sense of shame
and humility, heremembered howmean and shabby
wasiiisown appéafance. His garments were torn
by the brambles of the valley, and he was stained
by tbe slimy waters of the swamp, and be was not
even cleansed from the defUemeht of the dust-pit

SANTA CLAUS

By Emilie

One Christmas eve, when Santa Claus
Carne to a certain housc,

To fill the children’s stockings there.
He found a little mouse.

AND

in which he had toiled for the witch’s gold. He
paused and hung his head.
“ Come, dear Almion,” said Mona; “ we are

nearly at ourjourney's end.”

“ | can not come, Mona,” he murmured sadly.
“ | am not fit to tread this holy mountain, for to
be seen with those who carne out of the door to
meetus. | have brought no beauty, fior any riches,
but only poverty and ugliness. Let me go down
again to the valley, for it is better | should be there
than here.”

Mona made no answcr in words; but she smiled
upon him with her star-likc eyes, and pointed
toward the east.

Almion looked; and the sun rose up above the
margin of the waiting world, and flooded all the
earth, and turned the mountain-top on which they
stood into a spire of gold. Its rays fell upon
Almion, and clothed him with a radiance more
beautiful than all the gorgeous accoutcrment of
kings. It placed an aity diadcm on Mona's head,
and revealed all the love and loveliness of the
countenance which she turned upon Almion.

“ This is the right gold, dear Almion,” she
said, “ and it is all yours, for the lord of our coun-
try gives it to you. And all the beauty that you
see in me is yours, for it was your bravery and
devotion that saved me from the witch and leiit
me. the power to guide you through the dark valley.
And all the love of the inhabitants of this kingdoni
is yours, because you were merciful and pitifiil.
and chose to plunge into the abyss with me rather
than to live in ease and luxury without me. So
come with me, and be at peace !”

Nevertheless, Almion still hung his head, for
he felt that, of himself, he could do nothing, and
that he was unworthy of this happiness. But Mona
held fast his hand, and dréw him on along a bright
ascent of clouds, until, with a distant triumph of
music, they vanishcd into a regién whithcr our eyes
can not follow them.

THE MOUSE.

Poulsson.

“ A merry Christmas, little friend,”
Said Santa,, good and kind.

“ The same to you, sir,” said the mOUSé;
“ 1 thought you would n’'t mind



“If | should stay awake to-night
And watch you for awhile.”

“ You 're very welcome, little mouse,”
Said Santa, with a smile.

And then he filled the stockinp up
Before the mouse could wink,—

From toe to top, from top to toe,
There was n't left a chink.

“ Now, they wont hold another thing,”
Said Santa Claus, with pride.
A twinkle carne in mouse’s eyes,
But humbly he replied:

“1t’s not polite to contradict,—
Your pardon | implore, —
But in the fullest stocking there
/ couid put one thing more.”

“ Oh, hol” laughed Santa, “ silly mouse!
Don’'t I know how to pack ?

By filling stockings all these years,
1 should have learned the knack.”

And then he took the stooking down
From where it hung so high.

And said; “ Now put in one thing more;
| give you leave to try.”

The mousie chuckled to himself,
And then he softly stole

Right to the stocking’s crowded toe
And gnawed a little hole !

Now, if you please, good Santa Claus,
I 've put in one thing more;

For you will own that little hole
Was not in there before.”

Flow Santa Claus did laugh and laugh !
And then he gayly spoke:

W ell! you shall have a Christmas cheese
For that nice little joke.”
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WINTER

By

(Con

Chaptér Il

tinued from page 22

VOSH Stebbins hurried away from--Deacon
Farnham’s a little after supper, but he Had under-
stood his duty precisely, all along; for the first
\ords of his mother, on his return, were;

they? Well, |

“ Made you stay to tea, did ,
would n't have had )Eou not stay for anything.
Susie 's brought her brother with her this time,
hasshe? Sitright down, and | wont say one word
till you get through. , And | want to know ~”

“Miss Farnham wants a dozen of eggs —"

“You don’t say! Well,_take ‘cm right over,
but don’t wait a minute. Tell her our poultry s
doing well, and | don’t see why she does n’t ever
have any kind of luck with her chickens. . She
does n’t manage right, I'm afraid.”

Vosh had his eg%s in a basket and was out of the
door before his mother had said half she wanted to
about the best way of caring for poultry in coid
weather. He obeyed orders, however, and carne
back at once, to sit still and put in 4 few words,
here and there, while Mrs. Stebbins told him all
he had done and said, and all anybody eise had
done and said, at Deacon Farnham’s tea-tablc. It
seemed as if she could almost have gone rlght on
and told him all that was being done and said
Mound the big sitting-room fire, where he so much
desired to be, just then.

There was a good deal of pleasant talk there;
but Mrs. Farnham insisted uﬂon it that her niece
and nephew must be tired with their long journey,
and that they must go to bed in good season.

The last words Porter Hudson heard anybody
say, that night, just before he shut the door’of his
bedroom, carne’ from Penelopei “ You need n't
wait for me to ring the second bell in the morning,
and you 'd better come right down into the sitting-
room, where rt ’s warm.” © _

It had taken three generations of hard-working
and wll-to-do Farnhams to build thatdgreat, queer,
comfortable oid farm-house. Each had-made some
addition, on one side or another, and tliere was
room in it now fora very large famllY So Porter
Hudson had a good-sizéd chamber all to himself;
but he remarked, after he got into it:

“No furnace heaters inthis house. Of course
not. Theydon'thave such things in the country.”

He had never before slept on a feathcr bed i but
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he was not at all sorry tp burrow into one, that
nlqht, out of the frosty air of his room.

twas as dark as a pocket when he heard the
clang of Pen’s “ first bell,” next morning, but he
sprang out of bed at once. _

Onc glanee through the frosty window-panes
told him™how little of'the country around could be
seen in winter before sunrise. In another instant
all his thoughts were centered on the great fire-
place down-stairs, and he dressed himself veiy
quickly. He thought he had never seen a finer
looking fire, the moment he was able to rub his
hands n front of it. _

Mrs. Eamham was there, too, setting the break-
fast table and smiling on him, and Porter’s next
thoughtwas, that his dunt was the rosiest, pleasant-
est, most comfortable ofwomen.

“ Itwould take a good deal of coid weather to
freeze her,” he said to himself, and he was right.

He cou_fd hear Aunt Judith, outin the kitchen,
.complaining to Susie and Pen that everythlng in
the iniltroom had frozen: and when Corryandhis
father carne in from fecdm? the stock, they both
declared that it was a “ splendid, frosty, memg
kind ofa morning.” They looked as if |tm|ﬁ tbe,
and Porter hitched his chair a little nearer the fire,
but Corry added: * Now for some fun, Port.”

“ Allfight. W hatis it? ”

“We Te going to the woods after breakfast.
You and | 'l "take our guns with us and see if we
can’t knock over some rabbits. | 'Utate father’s
gun and you can takc mine.” _

Just then Pen's voice spunded from the kitchen,
cxcitedly: “ Do you hear that, Susie? They're
going to the woods ! Lét'sgo!”

“Qh, ifthey 1l letus!”

“ Ofcourse they will

“ Penelopc Farnham! Lookout forthose cakes!”

“1’m turr_nngz 'em, Aunt Judith. I'm mlndlnlg
'em every minute,— Susie, those sausages are al-
inost done ; let me take them out for youy.”

“No, Pen. | want to cook them all myself.
You take care of your cakes.”

Buckwheat cakes and home-made sausages —
what a breakfast that was for a frosty. morning |

Susie Hudson would have been piizzled to sa
which”she enjoyed most, the cooking or the eaf-
ing, and she certainly did her share of hoth very
well, for a young lady from the city.



“ Port, can you shoot ?” asked Corry, somewhat
suddenly, at table.

“Shoot? 1 should sa%/_
anything bigger than rabbits out here ?”

“Did’n’t 'you know? Why, right back from
where we 're going this mormn? are the mountains.
And then, there isn’t a farm, till you get away out
into the St. Lawrence River country.”

“Yes, | know all that.” ,

“Well, sometimes the deer come _rlrt;ht down
among us, especially in winter. Last winter a bear
carne down and stole one of our E/lgs. But we
followed the bear, and we got him ; Vosh Stebbins
and father and I.” , _

Porter tried hard to look as if he were quite ac-
customed to following and killing all the bears that
mcddledwith his pigs,but Pen exclaimed: “ Now,
Susie, you need n't be scared a hit. There wont
be a single bear, not where we re going.”-

“Wont Hiere?” said Susie, almost fegretfully.
“How 1'd like to see one !” _

There was a good deal more to be said about
bears and other wild creatures and, just as break-
fast was over, there came a great noise of rattling
and creaking and shouting In front of the sifting-
room Windows ; and “ there he is!” said Corrﬁ.

Susie and her brother hurried to look, and there
was Vosh Stebbins, with Deacon Famham’s Preat
“ wood-sleigh,” drawn by two pairs of strong, fong-
horned, placid-looking oxen. " * Couldn't one pair
draw it?” asked Porter of Corry.. ,

“ Guess they could, but two paire can do it more
eaer, and beside, they Ve nothing else to do.
We'll heap itup, too. You ll see.” _

There was not long to wait, for the excitement
rose fast in the sntm?,-room, and Susie and Pen
were in that sleigh a [ittle in advance of anyhody
else. Its driver stood bY the heads of his first
yoke ofoxen, and Susie at once exclaimed ;

“ Good-morning, Vosh. Whatawhip!”
~ “Why, Susie,"said Pen; “that is n’t a whip,
it’san ox-gad.” .

“ That 'it,” said Vosh, but he seemed disposed
to talk to his oxen rather than to _anybodg else.
The yoke next the sleigh stood on either side of a
long, heavy “tonguc,” to the end of which the
forward pair were fastened by a chain, which passed
between them to a hook in their yoke. These
forward oxen animals, as Vosh explaincd to Susie,
“werc only about half-educated, and tliey took
more than their sharc of drivin’.” ,

He began to pay attcntion to them, now, and it
was halfa wonder to see how accurately the huge
beasts kept the right track, down through t"e gate,
and out into the road. It seemed easier then, for
all they had to do was to %o straight ahead.

“Let me take the whip. Do, please,” said

s0. Do you ever get

Susie, and Vosh only remarked, as he handed it
to her; “ Guess _)(ou Il find it heavy.”

She lifted it with both hands, and a smile iUu-
minated his broad, ruddy face, as she made a
desperate effort to swing the lash over the oxen.

“Go 'long, now ! Getup! Cluck—cluck!”

She chirruped to the oxen with all her might,
while Vosh put his handkerchief over his mouth
and had a violent fit of coughing. _

“ Boys,” shouted her (nele, from behind the
sleigh, ™ you 'd better put down your guns. Lay
them flat, and don’t step on 'em.”

Porter Hudson had cIun% to his %un manfully,
from the moment it was handed him. He had
carried it over his shoulder, slanting it a little
across toward the other shoulder. He had seen
whole regiments of city soldiers do that, and so
he knew it was the correct way to carry a gun.
He was now quite wﬂlmg, however, t0 imitate
Corry and_put his weapon down flat on the bottom
of the sleigh. The gun would be safe there, and,
besides, he had been watching Vosh Stebbins and
Ilstenln%, and he hadan idea it was time he should
show what he knew about oxen. They were plod-
ding along very well at the moment.

«“Susie,” hesaid, ﬁlve me that gad.”

Vosh looked somewhat doubtful as she surren-
dered the whip. They were going uﬂ a little ascent
and, just beé/ond, the fences on either side of the
road ‘seemed to stop. Still further on, all was
forest, and the roadhad a crooked look as it went
in among the'trees. o

Porterhad stronger arms than his sister, and he
could do more with'an ox-gad. He gave the long,
hickory “stalk” a swing, and the heavy, far-
reaching lash at the end of it carne around with
a “swish” and knocked the coon-skin cap from
the head of Vosh. Then the whip carne down,
stalk, lash and all, along the broad backs of the

oXen,

“Gee LHaw ! G’lang ! Getup! G’lang, now !”

Porter felt that his reputation was at stake. He
raised the gad again and he shouted vigorously-
‘The hinder pair of oxen did not seem to mind
it much and plodded along as if they had not
heard any one say a word to them, “but their
z/ou,ngerand more skittish helpers in front shook
Ghe||r heads a little uneasily. *“ Geel Haw!

lang!”

Portger was quite proud of the way the lash came
down, this time, and the cracker of it cau?ht
the near ox of the forward team smartly on the Teft
ear. It wasa completesuccess, undoubtcdly; but,
to Porter’s astonishment, the bewildered yoke of
oxen in front whirled suddenly to the right. ~ Tiie
next moment, they were floundering in a Snow-drift.

On the instant, Vosh snatched the gad from



ifa,’

Poner and sprang out of the sleigh, saying some- _ The double team had set out to do it, quite
thing, as he wen%, about * not wanting T have _obediently out Vosh got matters straightened very
tho giirls u‘pset.” Corry_was dancing a sort of gUJC.kW- Then he kept the whip anddid his own
double-shuftle and sliouting; * Well done, Port! CTIVIng until the sleigh was pulled out of the
That ’s the first time | ever saw an ox-team ‘gee’ road, halfa mile further, into a sortof open space
in the forest. There was
not much dcpth of snow
on the ground, and there
were stumps of trees
sticking up through it all
about. Vosh drove right
on until he halted his
team by a great pile of
logs thatwere already cut
for hauling. * Are they
not too big for the fire-
lace ?” asked Susie of

en.

“Of course they are,”
said Pen; but Corry ad-
ded; “Wecan cutup all
we want for the stoves
after we 8et the logs
home. And the big ones
will he cut up for back-
logs for the fire-place.”

He had been telling
Porter, on the way, about
the fun there was in fell-
ing big trees, and that
youn ([;entlemanhadpro-
gose 0 cut down a few
efore they set out after
any rabbits or bears.
“ Just see father swing
that ax1” said Pen,
proudly, as the stalwart
oid farmcr walked up to
a tail hickory and began
to make the chips fly.

“Isn'titafinesight?”

said Susie. ,

Vosh Stebbins had his
ax out ofthe sleigh, now,
determined to show what

he could do, ,
Itlooked like the easiest
thing in the world. He
and ‘tho deacon merely
“I1T WAS EKTBRTAINMENT ENOUGH TO WATCH THE CHOPt*BRS AND SEE THE CHIPS FLY SWung thelr aXeS up and
_ _ ~letthem go down exactly
and ‘haw’ at the same time. Hurrah for you, in the f!ﬂ]ht place, and the glittering edges went
Port!” “Pen;’ said Susie, “what does he in,in, witha hollow thud, andat every other stroke
mean ?” a great chip would spring away across the snow.
“Mean? Don’t you know? Why, you say Itdoes”nt_take eltherg‘f hem long to bring a
“gee 1o turn 'em this way, and *haw s di o tree down, said Corry. " Take that other ax
that way.Y They can't turn both ways at once.”  there and wc Il try oné.  They *ve all got to come



THE LAND

OF FIRE.

A Tetle o/AUventitre in Tierra de; F~ tego.

By Captain Mayne Reid.

Chapter V.
THE CASTAWAYS.

Not long does Captain Gancy lamcent the loss
of his fine vessel and valuable cargo. In the face
and fcar of a far greater loss— his own life and
the lives of his_companions,—there is no time for
vain regrets.  The storm is still in full fury; the
winds and the waves are as hl%h as ever; and
their boat is tlireatened with the Tate of the bark.

The bulk of the “ Cal)'pso’s " ciew, with Lyons,
the chicf mate, have taken to the pinnace j and the
skipper isin his own gig, with his wifc, daughter,
son, youn? Chester, ‘and two others— Seagriff,
the carpentev, and the cook, a negro. In all, only

seven persons, but enough lo bring the gunwalc
of the little craft dangcrously near the water’s
e_dPe. _The captain himself is"in the stem-sheets,
tiller-lines in hand. Mrs. Gancy and her dau?h-
ter crouch IAe,sme him, while the” others are at the
0avs— in which occupation Ned and Chester oc-
casionally pause to bale out, as showers of spray
keep breaking overthe boat, thrcatening to swamp

It. . -
What Pomt shall they steer for? This is a
question that no one asks, fior thinks of asking
as yet.  Course and direction are as nothing now;
all"their energies ave bent on keeping the boat
above water, However, they naturally endcavor to
remain in the company of the Pmnace. But those
in the larger craft, like themselves, are engaged in



a life-and-death eonflict with the sea, and both
must fight it out in their own way, neither being
able to give aid to the other.  So, despite their
efforts to keep near each other, the winds and
waves soon separate them. Anon, they can catch
glimpses of each other only when buoyed up on the
crest of a billow. And présently, the night comln%
on,---a night of dungeon darkness,— they see eac
other no more. o ,

But, dark as it is, there is still visible that which
they have been long re&ardln\%wnh dread— the
breakersknown as the “ Milky Way.” Snow-white
during the day, these terrible rock-tortured billows
now gleam like a belt of liquid fire, the breakers
at every crest seeming to break Into veiitable
fiames. ~ Well for the castaways that this is the
case; else how, in such obscurity, could the dan-
?erous lee shore be shunned ? To keep off that is
or the time, the chief care of those in the gig; and
al! their energies are exerted in holding their craft
well to windwavd. _

By good fortune, the approach of night has
brought about a sh|ft|n? of the wind, which has
veered around to the west-northwest, making it pos-
sible for them to “ scud.” without nearer approach
to the dreaded fire-like line. In their cockle-shell
ofa boat, they know that to nin hefore the wind is
their safest plan, and so they speed on south-east-
ward. An ocean current setting from the north-
west also helps them in this course.

Thus doubly driven, they make rapid progress
and before inidnight the Ml|k¥ Way is behin
them, out of sight. "But, though theybreathe more
fieely, they are by no means out of danger— alone
i>a fvail skiff on the still turbulent ocean, and
groping in. thick darkness, with neither moon fior
Star to guide them. They have no compass; that
having been forgotten in their scramble out of the
smkm?.shlp. But even if they had one, it would
be of little assistance to them’ at present, as, for
the time being, they have enough to do in keeping
the boat baled out and above water.

At break of day, matters look a little better.
The storm has somewhat abated, and there is land
iii sight to_leeward, with no visible breakers be-
tween. Still, they have a heavy swcll to contend
with, and an ugly cross sea. =

But land to a castaway 1 His first thought, and
most anxious desire, is to set foot on it. So in the
case of our shipwrecked party; risking all reefs and
surfs, they at once set the gig’s head shoreward.
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Closing in upon the land, the>- perceivc a hl%
promontory on the port bow and another 011 the
starboard, ‘separated by a wide reach of open
water; and, about half-way between these prom-
ontories and somewhat Tarther out, lies' what
appears to be an island. Taking it for one, Sea-
griff counsels putting in there instead of running
on for the more distant main-land. _

“ But why should we put in upon the island?”
asks the skipper. “ Would n’tit be better to keep
on to the main ?” o

“No, Captain. Therc’s a reason agin it; the
which 1l make known to you as soon as we get
safe ashore.”

Captain Gancyisaware thatthe late “ Calypso’s”
carpentcr was for a long time a sealer, and In this
capacity had spent more than one season iii the
sounds”and channels of Tierra del Fuego. He
knows also .that the oid sailor can be trusted, and
s0, without pressing for further explanation, he
steers stra|ght for the island. ,

When about half a mile from its shore, the
come upon a,bed of kelp,* gi'owing so closc an
thick as to bar their farther advance. Were they
still 011 board the bark, the weed would be givena
wide berth, as (h;lvmg evidence of rocks underneath.
But, in the |I_? t-drau%ht qlq they have no fear of
these; and withtheswell still ossmFthem about, are
even glad to get in among tho kelp, and so steady
themselves awhile. Their anx_|et¥ to forcé a way
through the tangled mass |she|.?h ened by the fact
that, on the-™arther side of if, they can descay
waveless water, seemingly as tranquil as a pond.
Luckily the weed-bed is not continuous, but tra-
versed by an |rregularsort of break, through which
it seems practicable to make way. So into this the
gig is directed, and pulled through with vigorous.
strokes. Five minutes afterward, her keel grates
qun a beach, against which, despite the “tum-
b |n? swcll outside, there is scarce so much as a
n&g ? I There is no better breakwater than a bed
0

elp.
T_hg_lsla_nd proves to be a small one ; loss than
amilein diameter, rising in the center to a rounded
summit, three hundred “feet above sea-levcl. It
i treeless, tho_u?h in part overgrown with a rank
vegetation, chiefly tussac grass,f with its grand
bunches of leaves, six_feet'in height, surrounded
by plume-likeflower-spikes, almostas much higher.
Little regard, however, do the castaways paY to
the isle orits productions.  After being so long
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tossed about on rou_gah seas, in momentary peril
of their lives, and with scarcely a mouthful of food
the while, they are now suffering from_ the pangs
of hunger. So, as _soon as the hoat is beached,
and tlleY have set foot on shore, the services of
Cssar, the cook, are called into requisition.

As yet, they scarcely know what provisions they
have with them, so confuscdly were things qunE
into the gig. ~ An examination of their stoc
proved that 1t is scant indeed; a barrel of biscuits,
a ham, some comed becf, a small bag of coffee in
the berry, a canister of tea, and a loaf of luinp
sugar were all they had brought with them.  The
condition of these articles, o0, is most disheartcn-
ing.  Much of the biscuit seems a massof briny
Pulp; the beef is pickled for the second time (on
his occasion with sea-water); the suqa_r IS more
than half melted, and the tea spoiled outright, from
the canister nothaving been water-tight. The ham
and coffee have received least dainage ; yet hoth
will rcquire a cleansing operation to make them
fit for food. _ . ,

Fortunately, some culmar}/ utensils are found in
the boat; the most useful of them beinga frying-
pan, kettle, and coffee-pot. _

And now fora fire ! ~ Ah, the fire 1 _

Up to this moment no one has thought of a fire ;
hut now it suddenly presents itself to them as a
difficulty they see no means of overcoming. The
mere work of kindling it were an easy enough
task, the late occupant of the “ Calypso’s™ caboose
being_provided with flint, steer, and tinder. So,
too, "is Seagriff, who, an invetérate smoker, is
never without _|gn|t|nq apémaratus, carried in a
P_ocke_t of his pilot-coat. But where are they to
ind firewood ? There is none on the islet—not a
stick,—as no tiees grow there; while the ttissac
and other plants are soaking wet; the very ground
being a sodden, spongy peat. _

Upon making ‘this "discovery, Captain Gancy
tums to Seagriff and remarks, with some vex-.

ation; _ ,
“ Chips,* | think, 't would have heen better if
we 'd kept on to the main. There s timber enouglv
there, on oithor side,” he adds, aftera Iookthrouglh
his binocular The hills appear to be thickly
wooded lialf-way tip.” ,
His ivords ar¢ manifestiy intcnded as a reflection
upon the judgment of thie quondam scal-hunter,
who rejoins shortly ; _
“ 1t would have been a deal worse, sir. Aye,
worse fior if we should have to eat our vittcls raw.”
“1 dont comprehend you,” says the skipper;
“you spoke of a reason for our not making the
main-land. What Tsit?” | _
“Wal, Captain, thcre is a reason, as | said,
an”a good one. 1 did n’tlike to tell you, wi’ the

<A ll ship-carpentcrs are ca

othei-s listenin’.” He nods toward the rest of the
P_ar,ty, who are at some distance, and then con-

ines: “ "Specially the women folks ; as’t aint a
thln%theyoughtto be told about.” _

“Do you féar some danger ?” queries the Skip-
per, in a tone of apprehension,

“Jest that; an’bad kind o’ danger. As fur’s
| kin see, we ve drified onter a part of the Fewce-
gin Coast, where the Ailikoleeps live; the which
air'the worstand cruelest o’ savages— some o f’em
rank cannyballs ! It isn’t but five or six years
since they murdered sevral men of a sealin’ vessel
that was wrecked somewhere about here. For
kiilin’ 'em, mebbe they might have had reason,
seein’as there was blame.on both sides, an’ some
whitcs have behaved no better than the savages.
But *est fur that, we, as are innocent, may hev to
pay fur the misdeeds o’ the guilty! Now, Captain,
)(ou perceive the wharfor 0 my not wantin’ you
0 land over yonder. Ef we went now, like as
not we 'd have a crowd o’ the ugly critters yellin’
around us,” _ . ,

“ But, 1f that 's s0,” queried the Captain, * will
we be any safer here ?”

“Yes!"we're safé enough here — s long as the
wind s blowin’as tisnow, an’ | quess it allcrs does
blow that way, round this speck™ of an island. i
must be all o’ five mile to that land either side; an’
in their rickety canoes the Feweegins never venturo
fur out in anythin’ o’ a rough sea. 1 calculate,
Captain, we need n't trouble ourselves much about
‘em — leastways, not jest yet.” _

“ Aye,—but afterward!” murmurs Captain
Gancy, In a desponding tone, as his eyes turn
upon those by the boat. _

“'Wal, sir,” says the oid sealer, encouragingly,
“ arterward 1l have to take céi-e.0” itself. An’now
| guess 1'd better determine ef thar aint soroc
way of helpin’ Csesar to a spark o’ .fire. Don't
look like it, but looks are sometimes deceivin'.”

And, so saying, he strolls offamong the bunches
oftussac grass and is soon out of sight. . _

But it 1s not long before he is aﬁam making
himself heard, b¥ an exclamation, telling of some
d!scovery-:—ahoy ul one, as cvinced by the tone of
his voice. .The .two youths basten to his. side and
find him bending over a small heath-like busb,
from which he has torn a.handful of branches.

“What is it. Chips?” ask.both in abreath.

“The gum-plafit,'Sure,” he replics. ,

“Well"what then? W hat’s-dhe good of it?”
they further interrogate. “ You don't supgose that
green thing will burn — wet as a fish, to0 ?”

“That’s jestwhat | do suppose,” replied the
oldsailor, deliberatcly. “ You young ONeSwait, an’
you’ll see. Mehbe XQU Il lend a hand, an”help
me to gather some of it. We Il want armfuls; an

Jled * Chips.



ibere ’s plenty o’ the welcome plants growin all
about, you sec.” _ _

~ They cio see, and at once begin tearing at them,
iueaking off the branches of some and plucking up
others by the roots, till Seagriffcries, * Enough!”
Tlicn, with arms full, they return to the beach in
liigh spirits and with joyful faces.

MAKING A riRt IN THK LAKU OF FIRB

Arrived there, Seagriff selects some of the finest
™igs, which he rubs between his hands till the
are reduced to a fine fiber and nearly dry. Roll-

these into a rounded shape, resembling a

VoL. XI.—17.

bird’s ncst, click! goes his flint and steel,--a
ﬁlece of“punk”is |gn|ted and siipped into the
eart of the ball. This, held on hI?h, and kept
whiriing around his head, is soon ablaze, when it
is thrust in among the gathered hcap of gi-een
plants.  Green and wet as these are, they at once
catch fire and flarae up like kinclling-wood.

All are astonished, and picased as well;
and not the> least delighted is Casar, who
dances over the ground in high glce as he
prepares to resume his vocation.

Chapter VI.
A BATTLE WTTH BIRDS.

T hrough Catsar’s skillful inanipulations
the sea-water is cxtracted from the ham;
and the coffee, which is in the bcrry and un-
roasted, after a course of judicious washing
and scorching, is also rendered fit for use.
The ljiscuits also turn out better than was
anticipated. So their brcakfast is not so
bad, after all,— indeed, to such appctices
as theirs, it seems a veritable fcast.

While they are enjoying it, Seagriff tells
them something more about tite plantwhich
has proved of such servicc to them. They
learn from him that it grows in the Falk-
land Islands, as well as in Tierra del Fuego,
and is known as the “ gum-plant,” * e-
cause of a viscous siibstance it exudes in
large quantities; this sap is called “ bal-
sam,” and is uséd by the natives of the
countries where it is found as a pouitice
for wounds.. Rut its most importan! prop-
erty, in their eyes, is tlie ease with which
it can be set on fire, even when green and
growing, as above describcd,— a matter of
no S|I?_ht consequencc in regions where rain
falls five days out of every six. In the

Falkland Islands, where there are no trees,
the natives often roast their beef over a fire
of boncs,—the very bones of the animal
from which, but the moment befote, the
meat itself was stripped,— and they use the
gum-plant to kindle this fire. _
JJust as Seagriff finishes his interesting
dissertation, his listencrs have their atten-
tion called to a spectacle quite new to them
and somewhat comical. Near the sBot
where they have landed, a naked sand-bar
progects into the water, and along this a
number of odd-looking creatures are seen, side br
side. There are quite two hundred of them, all
facing the same way, muto images of propriety
and good deportment, reminding one of a row of

‘Hydrocelke giimvtrera.
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little cdharlty chlldfren,. all in white bibs and tuckers,
ranged in a rank for inspeccion, .
Bqut very cﬁ? erent |spt e behavior of the birds
-for birds they are.  One or another, ever>- now
and then, raises its head aloft-ancl so holds it,
while giving utterance to a senes of enes, as hoarse
and long-drawn as the braying of an ass, to which

Soun’?a{:tkbgsalsrﬁearllg%drﬁcsr,w% E%Sgerq}%ar'%%u ncesthem,

wioeu« WaItingto be questioned; “ yonder remore
of -em,” he explains, “ out among the kelp, divm
after shcll-fish. the which are theii pvoper food.
The others, Iookm% offtoward the kelp, then see
more of the birds. They had noticcd them before,
but supposed them to be fish leaping out of the
water; for the penguin, on coming up after a
dive, goes down again with so quick a plunge
that an observer, even at short distance, may easy
misiakc il for a fish. Turning to those on the
shore, it is now seen that numbers of them are con-
stantlv passing in among the tussac grass and out
again; their mode of pro%ressmn being also very
odd. Instead of awalk or hop, as with othcr birds,
itis a sort of rapid rush, in which the rudlmentarY
wiigs of the birds are used as fore-,le(h;s, 50 thaf,
from even a slight distance, they might easily be

mistaken for quadrupcds-
3 It is Loke%u tﬁegphave their nests yonder, ob-

serves Mrs. Gancy, pointing to where the pengums
keelphgom in and EUI of the tussac. .
remark makcs a vivid impression on her

son and the young Englishman, neither of whom is
50 0id as to have quite outgrown a boyish propen-
ity for nest-robbing. o
S gur_e?tsohao_vbeb, i'am ;" affirms Seagnﬁ, respect-
fully vaising his hand to hisforelock;
we did n’t think of it sooner. We might a hed
fre s for breakfast.” _

ﬁ'Wﬂ% can’t we have them for dinnei, tnen.
demands the second mate, the third adding:

“Yes ; why not?”

“ Sartin wé kin, young masters. | knows of no
reason agin it,” answers the oid sealer.

“Then let’s go egg-gathering! ™ exclaimed Ned|

2F58" proposal is accepted by Scagriff, who s
about to set out with the two youlhs, when, look-
ing mclumngly around, he says) nfstick

“ As thar dint anythnrg m”the sh pe ofa i,
about, we had best take the boat-hook an’a couple

Ofow\f\fhat for?” ask the others, in some surprise.

“You Il lai-n, by an’by,” answers the oid salt,
who, like most of his kind, is somewhat given to
mystification.

In accordance with this sug%estion, each of the
boys arras himselfwith an oar, leaving Scagriff the

bo;}t-hook.

hey enter the tussac; and, after trarapmg
through it a hundred yavds or so, they come upon a
“ peiguinnery,” suré enough. It isa grand one,
extending over acres, with hundreds of nests—it
a slight depression in the naked surface of tlic
ground deserves the fiame of nest. But no eggs
are in an_k/ of them, fresh, or otherwise; msteau,
in each sits one young, half-fledged bird, and one
only, as this kind of penguin lays and hatches but
a single egg. Manv of the nésts have oid hirds
standing beside them, each occupicd in feeding its
solicary chick, duckling, gosling, or whatever the
Be_ngum _offs;f)rmg may be proFerI% called. This
eing of itself a curious spectacle, the disappointcd
egﬂ- unters stop awhile to witness it; for they are
still outside the bounds of the ** penguinnery,” and
the birds have as YetUken no noticc of them. By
each nest is a little mound, on which the mother
stands perched, from time to time proecctmg her
head outward and upward, at the same fune giving
forth aqueer chattcring noise, half-giiack, half-bray,
with the air of a stump-oratorharanguing an opeis-
air audience. Mcanwhile, the youngster stands
Eatlentlg Waltlnﬁ below, evidently with-a forc-
nowledge of what is to come. Then, after a fow
seconds of the quacking and braying, the mothcr-
bird suddenly ducks her head, with the mandibles
of her beak wide agape, between which the flcdge-
ling thrusts its head, almost out of sight, and so
keeps it for more than a minute, Fmally with-
drawing it, up a?ain
goes the head ofthe
mother, with neck
craned out, and 0s-
cillating from side
to side in a second
spellotspeech-mak--
mq_. These curious
actions are repeat-
ed several times,
the entire_perform-
ance lasting for a
period of nearly a

“cHIP5.

uarter of an hour, :
&%{%é@'@i : ,%’e_ raother-birdleatbsthelilie
g

Utton to itself and scuties BFFseaward, E_@_F@P|€ﬂ'

iIsh her throat-larder with a fresh stock of itiolluscs.
Although, during their long fom Y”ars ctui®,

Edvvard an_%and Henry Chester have seen

* strange sight. they think the one. ow betor

their eyes as strange as any, &n¢ IMIGUC N 15



([uaint comicality. They would have continued
their obscrvaCions much longer but for Seagriff, to
It has
no interest for him, save econoraically; and in this

sense he procecds to utilize it, saying, after an in-

whom the sight is neitherstraiige fior new.

teiTOgativc glance, .sent all over the brccding

ground: . X .

“Sartin, there aint a single egg in any o’ the
nests. 1t s too late in the season for thém nosv,
an’ 1 might a’ known it.  Wal, we wont go back
cmFty-handed, anyhow.  The young penguins
aint Sech bad catin’, though the oid uns taste
some’at fishy, b’sides bein’tough as tan Icather.
So, let s heave ahead, an’ grab a few of the ?os-
lin’s. dIBut look out, or "youll get your legs
nipped!”

,%HI three advance upon the * pen%u!nnery,” the
two youths stiU skeptical as to there eln%any dan-
ger—in factrather under the beliefthat the oid salt
IS endeavoring to impose on their crcdulltY. But
]lcllek/are soon‘imdeceived.  Scarcely have they set
00
ascore of oid penguins rush fiercely at each of the
intruders, with nécks outstretched; mouths open,
and mandibles snapping together with a ciattcr
like that of castanets. _

Then follows a laying about with oars and boat-
hook, accompanied K shouts on the side of the at-
tacking party, and hoarse, guttural screams on
tliat of the attacked. The racket is keRt up till
the latter are at length beaton off, though but few
of them are slain outright; for the ﬁengum, with
its thick skiill and dense coat of feathers, takes as
much kiliing as a cat. _ _

Even the young birds make resistance against
being captured, croaking and hissing like so many
little ganders, and biting sharply. Butall this does
not prevent our determined party from finally se-
curing some ten or twelve of the featherless creat-
ures, and s.ubsequently carrylnP them to the friends
atthe shore, where they are defivered into the eager
hands of Cssar.

Chapi'ER VII.

A WORLP ON A WEED

APAIR of penguin “ squabs™ makes an ampie
dinner for the entire party, fior is it without the ac-
companiment of vegetables ; these being supplied

the tussac-grass, the stalks of which contain an
cdible substance, in taste somewhat resembling a
hazel-nut, while the young shoots boiled are al-
most equal to aspai-agus. '
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While seated at their midday ineal, they have
before their eyes a moving world of Nature; surh
as may be found onlyin her wildest solitudes. All
around the kclp-bed, porpoises are plowing the
water, now and then bounding up out of it; while.
scals and sea-ottcrs show their human-likc heads,
swimining among the weeds. Birds hover above,
in such numbers as to darken the air ; at intcn'als,
individ,ual birds dart down and go under with a
plunge thatscnds the spray aloft in showers, white
as a snow-drift.  Others do their fishing seated
on the water; for there are manydifferent kinds of
water-fowl here representcd; —gtills, shags, cor-
morants, gannets, noddies, and ﬁetlels, with sev-
eral spccies of Anativa, anrong them the beautiful
black-neckcd swan.  Nor are they all sea-birds,
or exclusively inhabitants of the water. Some of
those wheeling in the air above are eaglcs, hawks,
and vultures—the last, the Chilianjota.\ Even
the glgann_c condor often cxtends its flight to the
Land of Fire, whose mountainsarc but a continu-
ation of the great Andcan chain, _

The ways and mnvements of this teeming or-
nltholo?wal world are so strange and varied that
our castaways, despite all anxiety about their own
futurc, can"not help being interested in observ-
ing them.  They see a bird of one kind diving
and bringing to the surface a.fisb, which another,
of a different species, snatches from it and bears
aloft; in its turn, to be attacked by a third equal-
IK rapacious winged huntcr, that, swooping at
the robbcr, makes him forsakc his ill-gotten prey;
while the prey itself, reluctantly dropped, is dex-
terously recaught in its whirling dcscent, long ere
it reaches its ‘own element— the whole incident
forming a very chain of tP/ranny and destruction |
And yet a chain of but few links, compared with
that to be found in and under the water, among the
leaves and stalks of the kelp itself.” There, the
destroycrs and the destroyecl are legion ; not only
in numbers, but in kind.” A vast conglomeration
of animated bemgis, always al war with one an-
other,—a world of itself, densely populatcd, and
of 5o many varied organisms that, fora duc clcline-
ation of it, I must again borrow from the inimitable
pen of Darwin.  Thus he describes it;—

“ The nurobcr of Uving creatures of all orders, whose cxislenco
cccccc ly depeiids 011 the kclp, fuwonderful, A greaivolume i
inhabitnnis of onc o

be writccn dcscribing the

wcod. Almostaldl ihc leaves® e.vcepling those
so thickly cn
We find ex
kc polyps:
leaves, also, various

face, are crustcd with corallincs as to e of a
color.

simple, hydra-i

quisitely delicaie slructures, some inhabite

otlicrs by more

shells, uncovered molluscs, .an

caltic are ver ond o

is chlefly eaten. Horses and
i cxtirpation, on account o

, that there it is ihreatened with

.vspray.



attached. InnnmeiaWe cruciacca frequeiu everj- pan

Or. shaking tho great, entaagled tools, a pile

of the plam.
ofsmall fish-shells, cut-
sea-eggs, stai-fish, «ea-ciic
a multitnde of form

tle-fish crabs of all ordcts, umbers, and
crawling sea-centipedcs of

Often as |

s, all lall out to-

gether. recutred to the kelp, | neve

r faded” to~dis™
iraals of new and curious struciutes- * ’

an
Lcan only compare these great aquatic fotesisof Ihe Southern Hem i-

sphere with ihe tenesirial ones of the intertropical regions. Vel, il

in any country a forest were destroyed, | do not belicve so many
species of anitnals would perish
of the kelp. Am Idsithe leave

live, which no

as would here from the desiruc tion
s ofthis plant numerous speoies ol nsti
could find food
the many corraorants

where else or shelier; wiih their de-
and other fishiug birds, tho otiers
isos, would perish also:

avage, ihe miserable lord of this mise

and lasily, the Fuegian
rable land, would redoublc his

nnibal feast, tlecrease in numbers, and perhaps cease lo cjtist.

While sein watching the birds at their game of
grab, the speetators observe that the kelp-bed has
ecome darker in ccrtain places, as though from
the weeds being pilecl up in layers. _
“1t s Towering to ebb tidé,” remarks Captain
Gancy, in reply to an intervogation from his wifc,
“and the rocks are a-wash. They Tl soon be
abgve water, | take if.” e
Jest so, Captain,™ assents Seagriff; “bul taint
the weeds that 'smakin"those black spots. They 're
movin’,—don’t you see ?”
The skipper now observes, as do all the others,
a number of odd-looking animals, large-headed,
and with long, slender bodies, to all appearance
covered with a coat of dark-brown wool, crawling
and floundcring about among_the kelp, in con-
stantly increasing numbers. Each new ledge of
reef, as it rises to the surface, bccomes crowded
with them, while somc.dispoit themselves in the
00ls between, o
Pog Fut-sean@ they are,” pronounccs Seagriff, his
eyes fixed upon them as eagerl? as were those of
antalus on the forbidden water; “ an’ every skin
of 'em worth a mint o’ money. Bad luck!” he
contindes, in a tone of spitcful'vexation, “ A mine
0" wealth, an’no chance to work it! Ef we only
had the ship by us now, we could put a good
thousan” dollars” worth o”thar pelts into it. “Jest
see how the}/ swarm out yonder! An’tame as pet
tabby cats ! There ’s_enou?h of 'em to supply
seal-skin jackets fur nigh all the women o’ New

Y?\fk!” ) . ,
0 one makes rejoinder to the oid sealer’s re-
ﬂ]relful rhapsody.  The situation is too grave for
em to be thinking of gain by the capture of
fur-seals, even tho_u?h it snould prove “a mine of
wealth,” as Seagriff callcd it. Of what valué is
wealth to them while their very lives are in {eop-
ard>{? They were rejoiced when they first set foot
on land; but time is passing; they liave in part

- Oiiiria Falklandka- There are several distinct species of
Fuego being different from the fur-seals of norlhern laiiiudc

motaiy,” or " foi-seal " ; those

recovered from their fatigue, and the dark, doubt-
ful future is once more uppermost in their minds.
They can not stay forever on the isle— indeed, they
may'not be able’to remain many days on it, owing
to the exhaustion of their limited” stock of pro-
visions, if for no other reason. Even could they
subsist on pcnf;um’s flesh and tussac-stalks, the
young birds, afready well feathered, will ere long
disappear, while tho tender shoots of the grass,
growing tougher as it ripens, will in time be
uneatable. .

No; they can nofabide there, and must go else-
where. But whither? That is the all-absorhing
question. Ever since they landed, the sky has been
overcast, and the distant raain-land is barely visible
through a mlstfy vapor spread over the sea between.
All the better for that, Seagriff has been thinking
hitherto, with the Fuegians in his mind. ,

“ 1t "Il hinder em seein” the smoke of our fire,”
he said ; “ the which mout draw ’em on us.”

But ho has now less fear of this, .s_eem% that
which tclls him that the isle is never visited by the
savages. . . :

“ gfhey liain’t been on it fur years, anyhow,” ho
5ays, re-assurm? the captain, who has a?aln taken
him aside to talk over the matter. “T’m sartin
they h%lnt.” . _

What makes you ccrtain?” questions the

ot N

h!e[fhem ‘ere— both of’em,” nodding first toward
the fur-seals and then toward the pen?ums. “Al
the Fewelegms dar’ fetch thar craft'so fur out sea-
ward, neither o’ them ud be so plentiful fior yit so
tame. Both sort o’ critters air jest what they sets
most store by—yieldin’ ’em not only thar vittels.
but scch scant kiver as they ’rc ‘customed to war,
No, Capt_lng?—thesavagers haintbeen out hyar, an’
aint a-gointo be. An’l'weesh, now,” he contintes,
glancmgwp to the sky, “ I weesh 't wud brighlcn
a bit. Wi’ thet fog hidin” the hills over yonder,
't aint possybul to ?le a giuess az to whar we air.
Efitud lii, | mout be able to make out some o’
the land-marks. Let’s hope we may hcv a clar
sky the morrer, an’a gllmP 0’ the sun to boot.”

“ Aye, let us hope that,” rejoins the skipper,
“and pray forit, as we shall.” _

The Ero_mlse 1s made in all seriousness, Captain
Gancy being a religious man.  So, on retiring to
rest on their shakc-down couches of tussac-grass.
he summons the little party around him and offers
up a prayer for their delivcrance from their present
danger; no doubt, the first Christian devotion ever
heard ascending over that lone desert isle.

of ihe Falkland Islands an

(To b€ eofitiuug(i.)



THERE'S A SONG IN THE AIR.

Words by Dr. J. G HOLLAND.
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GOING TO

2«k

SLEEP.

SF-3

J*

]
Ve Baby, her head
on the pillow
turning,

Watches the pretty
night-light burning.
Her little eyes sleepily wink and
blink,
But never a thought does baby
think ;

So over the counterpane one last peep,----—----

'vo-

\

The night-light 's shown her the way to sleep!
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ALMANAC

By Royal and Barr Hill.

I n each number of St. Nicholas for this year, our
young readers will find that portion of an almanac,
>[idally prepared for their use, which belongs to the
munth for which it is issued. Owing to the very extended
circulation of St. Nicholas, it is found impossible to
give columna foi the time of the rising and setting of the
sun and moon, the length of the day, etc., etc. These
should be looked for in the local almanacs, which are
now calculated for nearly eveiy large city of the United
States.

The column after the days of the month and week gives
the age of the moon ; that is, the number of days since
new moon. The next column gives the moon’s place in
the heavens at the hour of half.past eight every evening,
whether it is visible al that hour or not. Almanacs
usually refer the muoii's place to the sign in which it
is said to be; but as it is the object of this almanac to
leach the young readers of St. Nicholas something
about the principal stars and constellations, advantage is
taken of the moon’s daily change of place to make use
of it as an index, like the hand of a dock, to show
what constellalion it is situated in as nearly as can be
given without explanation; and by watching the motion
of tlie moon throughout the year, and comparing it with
this almanac, a very fair idea can be gained of the position
of the constellations of the Zodiac. For two days on
each side of new moon, the moon’s place is not given, as
the stars near jt are also too near the sun to be seen.

The next column gives the time neat iz o’clock every
day, when the shadows of upright obgects point exactly
nort. IF any of our readers have a noon-mark, tliey can
regulate thejr lime-pieces very closely, as, at the moment
tile shadow 15 on the noon-mark, tliehands ofa dock or
watch should Sh(iW the time here 3| en.
_In‘the next column are noted Stich occurrences,as are
interesng to those who watch the skies, the principal
evenls being the dales, when the maon and principal
planets pass each other in their wanderings over the sky;
|Rr, thougah the stars are fixed, Fhe la %ts move among

them In 3 very curious way,— forwarad, backwara, stop-
ping, startmg UP and down; wandering about, o that the
ancients called th

€M plajietes, O “ wanderers.”
One of the special featurcs of our almanac will be
found under the head of * Evenm? Skies fiy Young
Astronoincrs,” and we hope many of our younP readers
will avail themselves of this opportunity to [earn the
places of, and find for iliemselves, the Hrmclpal con-
stellations and brlr(];htest stars that adovn the skies.

On account of the motion of the earth around the sun
the heavens never present quite the same apFearar)ce at
tile same hour on two suecessive evenings.. ~ It varies by
a?outfour mhnutes ﬁach_ dauy a?d thus, urmg the coursg
of the year, the wliole circuil of the heavens Ts presente
to our gaze; that part which now js hidden in'the gjar,e
of the Sunlight will be visible in the south at mid |(%I|t
on the first of July, while the sun will then be among the
stars which we now see at midnight on the meridian.

In each of ihc short articles describing the evening
skies, tlie reader is supposed to be out-of-doors, or at
some window having a southeni view, and lo have the
exact direction of the south from tlie choseii position
indicated by some conspicuous mark, as a stceple, chim-
ney, cupola or, best of all, a pole set up in the required
direction. A lantern placed upon the ground also forms
a very good mark. By carefully noticing the direction
of the shadows of upright objects, as east by the sun at
ihe time given in the noon-mark column, the exact
direction of the south from the place of observation can

be_ascertained. ., . .

The time ,?or whici the descriptions of the evening
skies are writlen Is half-paste|gr?t on the evening of the
I5th of each month. This date has,_been chosen, because
throughout the Ey)ear the moon will never he aliove the
horizon on the I5th day of tbe month at that hour of the
evening.  Many of the most interesting ohjecls in the
heavens caunot'he qbservedwhen the moon Is above the
horizon, especially if it be near the full. The aspect of
the heavens will"not vary much for several days before
and ?fter the Isth of the month. On th? days m“ne-

igtely preceding the 15IIL toe stars and planets wil| be
a little east of the positions described, and for a few days
following the isth a little west of them.

It is only iMssible, in the limits of the short space
given each monlh for that purpose, to point out the
most conspicuous of the objects in view. Tiie four
planets, Venus, Juapiter, and Saturn, will
always be pointed out when visible; the other planets
being too difficult of observation, no mciition will be
made of them. Twenty-eight of the constellations will
be pointed out during the year, nine of whicli belong to
the Zodiac, which is the flame given to that path among
the stars which is pursued hy the sun, moon, and planets
in their circuitaround theheavens. Among these twenty-
eight constellations will be menlioned twenty-four bright
stars, besides other stars not so bright, and minor groups
of stars, in'all about forty conspicuous and interesting
objects, tlie filames of which will be given, and their
positions pointed out in sucli a way that they can be
easily recognijzed. . .

Tn” order that everything in our almanac may be per-
fectly intelligible to our réaders, the marks and signs
which are commonly used In all other almanacs ‘are
omitted In_this one, except that the sign cis used fot
the moon In the calendar. By a litfle Observation, our
young readers, may eastly learn the names and positions
0fa number of the most Interesting ohjects In the starry
skies, and_be prepared to observe fhe heavens more
minutely, ifthey have a taste in that direction. .

It 1s not very often that any )(ear begins with such a
fine cxhibition 0f celestial objects, as, indcpendently of
the f’]ne view of the leed s{ars Wh,Ch belongs to eY]er,
month of January, three of the planets are” near their
b? hteskt phase, and are also situated in the richest part
of the sky.

Mars,



Month.

Ui She SiP. niGHOLAS pLMANAG

ThDueli AdjiariDs
lIkfi Suiii
and tbc water

spilk.

*
Moog’'s  Monn*s Sltljgo(r’\n Holidays and Incidcnca SPORTS for THE MONTH.
Montli. Weok. Age.. Plfice,
[t M- Sheezy, bree*y, very freezy, in comes January, wheeay.
1 Tuis- 3 Aquar. 12.4 New Vear”s day. Boys and girls, wiih flying feet, racing to see which can beat,
Q Wed | 12.4 General Wolfc borii, 1727. O'er the ice, which cracks so loud underoeath the skating crowd.
3 Thur. 6 Pisccs 12.5
4 EH. G 125 Evening Skies por Young Astronomers.
6 sat 7 12.0
& 8 Aries 12.6 Epiphany. January is, 8.30 p- m,—The moon does not rise till about
Mon. g 2.6 this rime, ani wiU not interfcre with our vicw of the most
beautiful part of the stscry heavens that can be .“een during
d Tues, 10 Tauxus 12.7 ~ clase to Satum. che year.*
9 Wed. 11 12.7 <J nearsiar Aldebaran. Venus Isnot above ihc horizon., M ars is in the souih-easi,
. about two hoiirs high, and may be rccognised by jb red color
10 Thur. 12 Orion 12.8 and steady light, Jupiter is higher up, in the souih-east, and
11 Fri., 13 Gemihi 12.8  (12Ih) i. near Jupuer. is by iar the most conspicuous and beautiful object in the
12 sat. FULL cancer 12.8 iI3th) C passcs over star heiivens. Saturh, though not near so bright as Juapiter,
ahines brighfly and steodUy exactly in the south. Saturn is
13 16 12.0 IstSundayafterE.S situated hgalf }\/Nay betweenyihe Pleyiades or Seven Stars, and
14 Mon 16  Leo 12.9 ( near Mars. the bright, red star, Aldekzlaran whlch re th incipal marks
15 Tues, 17 12.10 @ near star Regulus, in the consteUaiion of [erUS §'U one of the
B N N consicllations of che Zodlac. The two brlght stars near Jupi*
16 Wed- iS " 12.10  Gibbon, historian, d. 1794. TER, but a little higher up, are ihs IW|’n stars, Castor Ithe
17 Thur. Q Virgo 12.10 Benj. Franklbborn, 1706.  upper one) and Pollux (the lowar onef are the principal
18 Fri 20 12.11 paniel Webster, b. 1782. stars of the constellailon GEMINI, or Iu WINS, also one of
19 sat 21 12-11 ! . the constellarions ofihc Zodiac. Ifyou imagine a line drawn
at. (i near Spica. from Saturn tlirough Aldebaran, it will strike the stai Betel*
20 A 22 Libra 12.11  2d sunday after E. guese, the brightest star in UllON, which js, the finest
31  Mon. 28 12.11 of all the constellations.  Another star in U[lOU, neariy
N N as bright, but lower down, is Rigcl; and between Betelguese
22 Tues 24 Scorpio 1212 Francis Bacon bom, 1361 and Rigel is a rowof three bn~bt $tars. called The Sword
33  Wecd 25 uphiucl 12.12 Belc of Orion. A Une drawn through the Sword Bell towarf
24 Thur 26 SagitL 12.12 the south*easc will strike Siriiis, the brightest fixcd .star in
25 Fri- 27 12.13 Robert Burnsbom, 1730. e he vens U is in the constellarion of ] , ihe
| ! rea| Between Jupiter and Slrius is the fine_star
26 Sat. 2% 12.13 Dr. Jenner died, 1825, Procyon |n the constellarion %ams Mslnar the Dog.
27 20 12.1'3 3d Sunday aftci E. N evly overhead s the bright starCapella, in the constellation
28 Mon. NEW 1213 AHrga, or the Charioteer o
° Let US nocice the path thal the Sun, In bis yearlv course
29 Tues. 1 12.14 around the heavens, trtivels among the stars now in view, On
30 We<l- 2 12.14 d nearVenus after suDSCt the 24chof May he will almostcover ihe spot where vou now
a1 Thur 3 Pisces 12.14 Ben. Jonson born, 1R74- see Saturh, and on the s~d of July he will be exactly in the

THE FOX AND THE HEN.
[A FabU etuitk many Moyats.*
" How blI) abrood shall you Imvo this year, matlam? " said tlie Fox to the Heii, one coid winter even-
mggp e’s ] ?m ”r_sald tlte H?P to the Fox.
" ae[i g ontknow, salé tﬁe(w in reply; “ 1 may have ten; but | never count my chickens bclore
Yl et said the FoxSO neither doI an asa en in the present is worth ten chickens in the

une r?
%w and went out and

u e sa
Su:"m};efmg@x IR SRR B 00 e o, ot o andwent

'The fiames of planeta-are princed-in_-cauitals; -those <if constcMntinns in Itniics.
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THE SNOW-STORM.

e oid Elarth lying bare and coid, The sHow-flake.»! rushing dowoward, It chaces wilh no baite-cry;
Beneath ihc winict sky, Ach in a whirling dance, But purc, and soft, and still,
Belicld ihe >king marshal forth Before the winds are driven It GiUs upon ihe waiting Earth,
His batile fo on hi gh Like armies by che lance Its proinise lo fuldll:
And foils ihe angry. shrieking wind

"Ah lsoon.' «he d “be ih ihe snow But still, upon the waiting Earth

ull warmly | .Ahall lie The shimng hosis advance. By forcé of genlie will-
I'ne vdnd uofurled his haimers The wild wind, shrieklng as he go The foe has furled his banners
And shed inio the fray, Files fiercely to and fro And hastened from ihe fray;
Th nd moon hid herjolly fece And slrlves‘ wiih || his m gh y force, The round moon peeps with jolly face
W itliin a cloud of gray, To swcep away che snow m h loud of gray;
nd ntn one single star peeped out, Bul bravely still ihc soft fla es fall And all the .«tars come twloklingout
To drivc ihe glooin away. Upon the th below. sec who galned the day.
The snow, enclmp ed behind a cloud, A1l while and swifi it seiiles down. There all llie earth lay shi
Sent flying, he nd chere, Though Béreas howl and storm,
Its whiie-winged hcralds to proelaim Till soft as Suinmcr*s green the robe The snow fu
lif prescnce in lbe air; Ic folds ahout licr form ; ngin i
Uniil, at Iasl, ihe fairy ho No drapery of leaf and flower Had warmed the oid Earlh to tbe heart

Bursl from iis clo dy lair. Could makc the Earih so warm. Bceneaih its mantlec white.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

A HAPPY Christmas to you, one and aII dear
rlends and a right wholeSome New Year ! | ’d
r yous rae good advjce on this occasrr?n
act’| ﬁ have rrJ -en you So.mu
C rrstm S a ter

mas, ar after New
Year that you sure?y must bo fuIy supp reg‘eb

th'lfeqmlgthferefodreaII orr] hands,— first z1||rngm as
P(X re r] S da owers as possible ﬁto
the circle doubly large,—and then resolye
have durse Ves bett(fr thaH usual in future.
e real de not done this u l]o the present
date my beloved, but it is never too late to'try.
Here s for a fresh slart.

COASTING ON BARE GROUND.

Should you like to read thrs letter just reccived
from a liitle*friend in Kansas ?

Deak Jack-in-the-Pili.i'lT:

Paradisii Ranch, 1883.

| am alitie girl ihiricei)y c p ofd.
liive on a sheep ranch in Central Kansas, and when | see ihe matl
cairier, with his funny homc-made stage

, cointne down ihe r*oad on
“"St. Nicholas day,"

I know what is just tho very
it sdear oid St. Nick, with
his solcndid stories, and hcatuiriil picture.s ihat make the stories real.

Ourfamily once lived in Massachiisetts, so | know a little about

coasting in the New England States; bm ditlany one ever hearof

as wc call it,
best rhina he has in tliat oid siage

coastinc on baie eround f i j<

| used 10 read in * Mother Ooosc” about* five chiidren sliding on
dry ground,” and since | carne hete, where theground is baraa good
pan of the wiiiier, 1 find that such a thing »s vossible. We who
carne from a coasting coimtcy take our siedsout to an incline cov-
ered with buf&lo grass, and by geiiing a good slartwe can tiOe a
lonff way without ssopping. A

There used 10 be a great many buflalocs m this place,
that he has heard seitler.s say that only ten years ago, in >873. * 1
tceii hundred buEtdocs were killed on tliis range wiihin the short
space of two weeks.

This prairie is covered with countless oid
but&lo wallows

, which show whatvast numbcts of buffeloes must
once haveroved overit. Now we can find noihing butthar bleached

once in a great while, a head wiih Ae horns compleie.
But we sdll have picnty ofbaffalo grass, and ihisis what they used
to feed on. 1lis shon ond curly, anddocsn'chave to be cut to dry
« other grass does, and it h used here aafood for all kinds ofstock.
Afterwaiking a litde while upon this grass, your shoes become so ~ip
pery ihat you can hardly stand up wh<m running or walkm g Jast
and lids Is what makes oUr slopes so capital for coasung.

bones and,

W e have some very dear peis among the sheep. Once,
herder was ealingliis dinnet on tlie rangc, one, named
anda pei

while ihe
Jirn hheep,
of course, coolly pulled Ae cork outof ihe herders sirup
L teitup-the cork,

hele and I meam~” ~

A SHELL FOR YOUNG CONCHOLOGISTS TO OPEN.

Dear lacki Ptay allow meto tellyour "ohicks "

Certainly not less than

chis Irueslery:
twenty years ago, | gathered oa ihe
Cohasset beaclia uuanlity of Ilie common little whitc shells that are
abundant, | suppose, on

every shore When | carne home, | pul
Aem away in an oid vase, and finally in an aciic clcAt. Tlicre
ihev were forgotten for many years; bul last November, havmg

saiiiered some beautiful raosses and fetns,
fernery, tvith a soiip.plate for my *
EObletTot a cover.
dailv sprinkling,

| arranged a miniaii.re
wardian case and a gigai.ix
W ith the helpofa warm temperature, and with
my tiny femery was soon a of bMuty,
and a joy tome, al any rate. Then itstriick me thata row of ihcue
whiie shells placed round tho edge of the piate
shade, would Ve charming;
and when |

“thing

, outside the gUiss
so | hunied up iny long-forgotien shclla
had arranged Aero to my mind, |

thought my Imic
ceiuer.table umamentwas about perfect,

Well, one day, Iwo or three
weeks afer, when | was aboutto sprmkle my mosses,as usml I tii,
oneof AeshelhrncOT.' | rubheiimy eyes--ic could notbe. \es,
it ccriainly did move, and anotherand another! Goodness! Wto
did it mean’ Foraminute or two | was too much fvightened to do
anything bulsiaro andwonder. Presently, | ventured lo look el, cr,
and wiih a bit of stick to tnm two or Aree of Ao shells ovct. whee,
b and behold! in every one were Aree or four moving whité bodies
with black heads. ‘llien
vou think I did ? |

| was thoroughly sca”, and what do
. who liad fancied myscir sometlung of a natiiml-
Ist and who pride myself on being humane as well as sciemiiic.
Whatdid ! dobutLake my pct fernery, wiA

ito living occiipants,
into the “iungle”

at the back of our ifousc and slide it oH ilic
piate into the leafless buihes. Cruel and «tupid, too, was it nnit
forwho knows what wonderful discovery 1 might have made .11
had only watched over and petted ibese little nondescnpB, msirad
of turning Aem out on the froaeo ground
So would not Agassis have done.
is to

lo sluft for themseKea
all | can do, dear J.ick,
ask some of your bright young hearers.who, no doubt
posted up in conchology, wTiat V,m ! Iliese tiny creatures Aai che
Warm air and Ae moistute ooamg from Ae femery brought ni life,
after twenty yeais of dry and dark imptLsonmciit,— fisbcs or in-ccts
or what?

Now,

Inquibbv.

A VERY WORDY POEM.

Here is a verse cont%Lnrng some X-Z-dingl

queer words. eacon reen wrote It one
the hope of- ﬁ Fz ing ittle Sclj no

rnaams gst scho An 0 you tm

th%Rrrgr}]tlrttleeyoungstenr vqurne which tiie

cho? -ma’am CalhsherUnabEtged and In less

eminutes he understood the Deacon’s sto
perPect And so may you. Itis g

The Zballbss X yiocraphrf.

A Xylograpber scartcd to cross tbe sea
By means of a Xantbic Xebec;

Bul, he alfhcd for ihe Zuyder Zce,
And Icared he was In for a wreck.
He iricd lo «mile, but 't was all In vain,

Because of a Zygom atic pafi):
And as for «Inging,

alas,

his chcenest tone
Reminded him of a Xylophone—

Or else when ihe pain would sharpcr grow
His noies were as keen a» a Zuffolo'

And so, it is likely,
on board,

he did noi fiod
Xenodochy to his mind.
The farc was poor, and he was sure
Xwophagy he could not endure:
And the end of it was. he never again

In a Xanlhlc Xebec went sailmg the main.

THREE BLACK CROWS.

Deaf jACtc: Pray let me tell vou and your flock a new TUw
BJinck Crows story, which difiérs from ihc greatorigina! story ui”
being an exaggemlioil. Indeed, | have been a.9ured on go
authority thatiiisa perfecily Irue incidcnt. — i..lbv

A dogwho was enjoying a laige piece of me.-it was watcneu”
Aree envious crows, who soon made an effort lo
ftom him, hutin vain. Then they wuhdrcw to
and apparenily holding a hasiy consuliauon,

they proceeueu
cany their plan ofatiacitinto execuuon.

Two of them approac



the dos in the« 'enr and sLddenly bit his tail, while at the same
iiutaal a thicd crow drew as ciese as he dared lo themeat. The
hiiins was severe, and of course doggie turned with a yelp. In-
.mniTy the crows seifed upon the coveted racatand flew wiih it lo

the top ofa high wall, where they made a hearly meal
ja full sightofih jir astomshedvutiim.
Your Eaithful fnend,

(for ciows)
M. O. L.

THREE CENTS FOR A LIFE.

onar JACK¥IN-the*Pulpit: Aloany, N,y Nov, 10 183

It will be just a year ago Christmas
since a very queer

thing happened at house.

cur You see my
brother Henry had a perfect rage for caiching mke, and * had
RUa's cal forgot to mcniion that there are three of us,— Lila,
tienry and me. Well, just for fun, Santa Claus putalar” mousc-

trao among Henty's Christmas presents, and thatvery night Henry
set'il in the back kitchen. In the morning,
«atcook cainc softly to our room
m“come and see.” Well, we pul cloihcs
seilc softly afterherin ourstocking-fcet, neither of
viird because site held her fingen» 10 her lips.
the back kiichen, whatfi? you ihink we saw? Why,
with inree fino inice in it, safe and sound, but dreadfully fnghiened,
and Ella’s p u « watching them with glaring eyes.
Inmove Vou neversaw a catso dumbloundcd.
dicin't know what to do. W c knew the mice really bclonged to
Henry— butwe knew, too, that the cal would seise i lhe mo-
ment he opened the trap. Boys are so dreadful| AhVWay, the
mice would be killed m some way, and it did seem too bad that ihey
should suffer any more afier their double fnght. So what did | do

before any one cisc w.-u>
d whispered for Ellaand me
our in a hurry and
saying another
When we icached
Henry s trap,

She was too mad
Well, Ella and

but run up and wake Henry, and ask him what he would take for
ihc first three micc he caught iN his trap.

"Three cents apiocc,” says he, quick as a flash.

" Done)" says I, and oiT | ran.

VUlcn and Cook held the cat; | carried ihe trap all theway to the

cellar, where | let the poor linio crcaturc out ciése by a hole in the
nall, My, how they scampcred! They were out of sight In a
iwinkling. | wa.s so glad. By thaltime Henry was up, buthew ~
loo late. | handed bini Iris ninc cents. You see

, three cents a life

A chcap, thoughit wasasooddealofmoneyfoime.

B&RTHa G.

A SAD PAIR OF STOCKINGS-

Now, h?w can a palr of stockings be Fad?
Tlie ' on%answer can glve (fto tell you th
truc story that came one breezy day to my pulpit

Some months ago,

Queen Morghcriia, of Italy, asked a little girl
lo kniihera pair of silk stockings ns a birthday gift, and gavc the

child money with which lo buy the material,
circumsmncc G!l her hiribday carne, when she was reminded offiby
the arrival of a p~r of welhknit stockings and the maker's bese
Not to be outdone, Quccn Margheriia sent a pair to her
young friend as a return gift, onc stocking being full of silver coin
and the other ofbonboiis, They wore accompanied by a lilile note,

IVilime .which you fikcd best?” This reply reached ihe
palacc next day: * Dearest Queen: Both ihe stockings have made
me shcd mauybilter leaia Papa look the one with the
and my brollier took the 00cwilh the boubons.”

The queen forgot the

wishes.

. my dear

money,

A ROYAL DETECTIVE.

Dear ] ck-lln -the-Pulpit : ? % a_little
story, which | ¢ or >our young folk, from ﬁud'
\llleglurtel ag ad r\r}l ah efatnpngtttleI r magazinc publishc
ill Scotlan ours faithfu :
Yy SILAS Green.
Prince Pcler of Oldenburg is ?hlefof lherlmperlal collcges for
he decided lo invesifgale, himselt, whether there were any grouncis
for the mimerous complnint* which had reached hiui of the foodat
the Smolnig Convene, about eight hundred girls ote edu*
caled. Insiltute just before the dinner-hour, this

colleges walked straightto the kitchen. At
soldiers carrylnR a huge

where
Going to ihe
chief of the
iu door

Imperial
he mct two
“Halt!" he

steaming caldron.

cried out; “"put that ketde down.,” The soldiers
obeyed. Bring me a spoon,” added the Prince. The spoon
was prodiicod, bul ono oi the soldiera venliired to bcgin a siam.
merine remonsirance. Hold your tongue!” cned

the Pnnce;

“ tafcooffihelid; further objection wM

raised,

finsislon tastinkK ii- No
and his Highness took a

large spoonfu!. You cali- this
soim? ® he excbimed; “why, it ts dirty wmer"' is, your
Highness,” replied the soldier; “ we have just been cleamng out

ihelaundiy.”

THE CHILDREN'S CHRISTMAS CLUB.

The dear Little Scliool-ma’am requests me to call

11rs eual attentjon to a pap e

Ir rpn r|s %s
to, |c

entitled “ T 1e.C
g& mr |3|sasortofsecdsor Y,
oom and fine
Idays—an many

roperly attended ta, will blg
%wﬂt I%r t¥1e next Christmas ho
a New Year after.



THE

Des Moines, lowa.

Drae St. Nicholas! The children in our neighbothood had a
conceri for ihe benetitofthe ColUgo Hospiral this suramer and lhe
Drincioal piece in it was * The Land ol Nod, piibUshed in St.
of 1850. The concert was under the management ol
Carric Weaver and myself, two girls of suteen. W e played it al

Carrie’s home, lier father being so kind as to make a siage lor us.

Nicholas

W c made nearly ihirty dollars. Every one who heard the play
thinks itis lovely. The oidesi onem it was thirccen years oid; inc
voiraeesl, four. A liitlc girl playctl the accompanimcnts. As wc

realized so much, | thoughtyou would like to hear of our success.

Your constant readcr,

Jutia Morrisan.

The above is only one out of many loiters inforroing us of the

successfui performance of Mt. Brooks's capital operctia: and we

ate suie that we shall heai as favorable accounts from the same

aulhot's Christmas play, in our last number, eniiiled, "T h"

Three Somber Young Genilemcn and the Three Pretty Girls.

Mr. Brooks has written a whole series of similar plays, which, under

the general tille of *

Comedies for Children,” will appeat in future
numbers of St. Nicholas.
Dear St. Nichoias: | think Lcan tella funniertale aboui biids

nesis. Our scrvant hung out some clolhes to air onc day, and a
liitlc wren began to build a nesc in onc leg ofa pau*oftrousers.

Your consiantreader,
Kent Co.,

R rginald.
Locust Gtove, Md.

New Orteans.
Dear S't Nicholas ; Picase print this letter for me; | am seven

years oid, and when my St. Nicholas comes, Mamma reads it to

me, and helps me guess the puzsles. ‘'We hve in the country, Out

my sisier Flora got sicW, and Mamma look her here, and look me,

too- Flora says | mustnot writc on the oiher side of this paper, so

I woni. In the conniry | have a sweet litiie pony named Slippcr:

goout riding evecy evening. Flora says | have writiM loo much,
so1 stop. Your fcving friend, Jsnnie L.
Tarrytown, October jist, 1883,

Dear St.Nichotas: In ihc* Letter-box” | saw thatalady want-

ed 10 know how lo irain herdog. |
particularway to do

many iricks— at least, |

do not think that there is any
W c have a pug, and he knows ~iiite a ~od
thiok so. He can sit up on his haunchté,
give his paw, snecze when he wanis vou to
hind-legs for his dinner, sit up witii

lakc awaik, walk on his
a cake on his nose tiU you

count five,when he willeatit: and then ifyouputacake on thefloor
and say, * Cosi money,” he will not touch it till you say, ' raid
for.” fie lakes the letters from the posiman, and plays hide the

handkcrchie/: Buttbis is not telling how to teach otherdogs to do

AGASSIZ

W e were sorry ihai ourreportwaa necessarily deferrod last month,

but we ate pailially consokd by the very large nuraber of bnght

and encouraging lettem which have reached usduring the pastfour
weeks. The most satisfactory cvidence of the realvigor ofthe A. A.
is tlie fresh zcal with which our Chapters reiura to their work after

ihe long summer vacabon.

Their unanimous voice is, " W e are more interested than ever.”

W e have returned lo our work with renewed enthlisiasm.”
ihc A. A.

have brought back from

W e
have not forgolten durbig our vac.->tioo journcyings, but
sea-side or mouniain-top many beauiful
speeimens forourcabinct,ivhich shall serve also aspleasantreminders
ofihc bappy houts spentin scarching for them ."

Such exprussions prove
ing

ficid for our observaiion is without

ihat our interest in Nature isnot a pass-

lincy, buta permancnl attachmeni; the reason being that the

limil, and tho more we iearn, ihe

more we see, beyond, that we wish to know.
The subjectfor the entomological essays this month is Insects in
General. The papers should be planned somewhatas follows:—

I. Define insecis, as a class, as fully and accnraiely as possible.

these things.
head when he went to
hit his paw, and he was wise enough not to try it again.
himself 10 play hide the
playing as he was
pleased.so after thalwe played with him.
that |
taken you fora long lime.

made

LETTER-BOX.

When | taught him

eat the cake ;

lo " oost money,” |

then he tried

slapped liis
to paw it, but |
He taught
is, whcn we neie
it; he lo be
This is such a longletier
but L hope you will.
Yoiit loving friend,
Susie E.

handkernhief— that
lunning aronnd hefound seemed

ara afraid you will not puhlish it; lhave

M -

Boston, September 3, 1883.

Dear St Nicholas; 1 saw, in a recent Jaclt-in-the-Piilpii, un
nquiiy as to how rubber balls were made hoUow. |

in

ihink tliey are

two pieces, which are afterward fiited together. hly
brother had a rubber ball, and it carne upait in two pieces.

| would like lo ask you a question, 10 be answered through ihe
l.etiei-box. W hatis the difference between guita-percha and Inaij.
rubber? Itis nota conundrum.

| like you very much. | have you from ihe begmiung bound in

the coveis you have for that purposo. | thmk = The Tinkli.im
Btoihers'Tide-M iH" isvery mee indeed. lliked ' Phaeion Xogers
very much. - I
1’hopo you will print ihis leiter, as i the first 1 ha\t wniieD
you. Youtstruly, C Heubért bwAK, J.
Oaki-and, Ual-, August 29, j88j.
Dear St. Nicholas: 1 have taken yon for over a year, and

love you a grcat deal. |

thing else 10 say, so will bid you good-bye.

ASSOCIATION—THIRTY-TH

ihink the way rubber balls are made
ihem the way you do glass ihings. |

i- by
can't think of imy-

Your little friend,
KARI. SUVINSI.N.

blowing

M v little brother has been hearing of theway in which gla~, is
manufactured and blown, ahd thought, tdl of himself, ihal
ballswere made that way, so dictaicd the above note, thii.ting
thatit wiigAfbe the right answer.

rubber
in

Yours, Esthek bEviKsu.s.

W hich of the theories about the rubber hall is corrcct, ymiig

letters, you Tl notice, comes ftom the Atlantic
coastand the other from

ftiends? Oneof ihe
ihePacific— so, rubber balls mustbe famil-
iar affairs at both ends ofthe continent.— Who can answer the ques-

tion as lo the diflerence between India-rubber and gutia-percha?

Ottuhwa, IOWa.
My cousin who lives in New Y o~
the St. Nicholas tomysisterand meevery month.
ing

Dear St. Nicholas: ‘ends
W e enjoy teacl
A friend of mine made a match house fron
In st. Nicholas fot November. i88x,
W e have a sewing society of eightecn
and when wc sold the things wehad made, among othere wc soto
the match house, for which we reccived forty cents. |

very soon. Everyour fnend,

it ever so much,
ihe description given and ir

was a per~t success.

will be liliecn
Nettit H e.

IRD REPORT.

a. Describe any typical insecc fully. .
3. Give the sub.oivLsions of the class Insecta, with a denniuon

and example of each.

i a. Scavengers.
.1b Food-producers.
4. Usesofm sccis.~ ~ Spinnera.
( Etc-, etc.

5. Insects.-is embicins or types.

O f course, it is not neces-sary ihot this scheme he rigidly follmvMm,
or even adopted atall. Butltmay prove useiul in showmg nuw to

go to work 10 outline a paper that shall have some logical omrec-

tion of thought.
This ihc

is last exercise of the course;

G (asex-
Nicholas), the diplomas will be awarded, and

and as soon as po-sioie
after the papers have been sent to Prof.
plained

Howard Parker
in july st.

the successfui students named here.
The following scheme elose.s our course in botanimd observaiion®
It mightbe continued through Trichwmcs, or.the niinuie han.si o

beset plants; bul perhaps that would be too diiTicult at

For fu» explanation of the work to be dono this month, we ro



again to St. Nicholtas for July, witete Prof. Joncs's plan is fully
ihose who have not followed this course during the past six

racnihs, will find Prof. Joiies's schedules of greatyalue as a guide
to private botanical stucly next suroiner
d. Fhtils.

Number,

Shapes (sec leaves, etc.),

Open tpincs, etc.),

siraighi,
curved,
accumbeni,
incumbent,

Ciosed condupUcate,
osel
Sirmpli) circinate,
te.,
Compound, E,C
Pans paris,
y diele,
eape cotyiedons
snapes (see leaves and y ’
stcins), number,
lobes shapcs,
number plumulc,
number seeds (mature ovules),
appcndages, shapcs,
bnisbcs (composits, appcndages (se® pol
etc.) len).
etc ' uses,
scrucoure fniits (mature plstils),
stylcs dry fmits,
Icn(jdis mdehiscent (never
shapes (see leaves and openingb
stems) akenes,
appendages, utricles,
etc., r)_/XISQ
slructure, greuu
>ovary (s®® fruit also), nuts,
one*cellcd, samaras,

pnrietal dehiscent (opening
piécental to reléase the
number, * seeds),
central piacental, follicles,
two or more cellcd, legumes,
ovule« (Hec seeds also), loments,
position in pod, truc capsules,
erect. locubcidal,
ascending, sepiicidal,
horizontal seprifragad,
pendulous stoDc fruits,
suspended, shapes,
po~tion on stnik, paris,
straight outer coat (dry or
curved, fleshy),
balf-inverted, inner coat,
inverted, kemel,
stalked flcshy fruits,
sessilc, befry.
paris, goiird,
orificc, applc,
hiium mulliple,
chalaza, shapes,
coals scrobilcs (cones),
outer, uses,
wiogs, e, Seceptacl'!®
coma, Shapes,
ari! conical (com posit® etc.),
etc. urn-shap®d (roses, etcO.
inner. etc. (see leaves),
kernel, disk'Uke,
albumen, dry,
embryo, dcshy.

It is proper 10 note in passing ihai, by an error, Prof. Joness

name was given incorrecvly in a recent report. His address is

ilarcus E. Jones, Salt Lake City, Utah.

Our thanks are due to the gentlcmen whosc kind oflers of a.ssisi-

ance follow.

It will give me much pleasure to assist your A. A. Society, so

far aslam able, in maiters pcrtaining 10 American coleppiera.
Very truly yours, ) .
Fbbi- C. Bowditch, Tappa si., Hrookline, Mass.
51 DOUGLASS STREET, B rOOKLVN, N .Y .
fshallbs glad to assist your A. A. wiith the maf_‘ro l:pldotlera
opc thatthe members wiil vree]1y |a—rm—y-$< now 8o isbrancn
of entomoloev with uiiesilons and deicrminalions.
Sinccrely yours. Potihan-Cramer.
Acadeiuy of Natural Sciences of Philadelphia,
S.W . Cor. of Nineteenth and Race streets,

PIULADELPIIIA, August 14, 1883

To Harlan H. Baliard, Esq., Agassis Associaiion, Lenoa, Mass.

Drar Sir - 1 bog
would be most happy

le.Tve to statc that, if agreeabk lo

in answering any guestions

you, !

lo aid , that can

he answered, upon eihnology. Communications addresscd to me,

care of Ethnological Dcpariment, Academy of Natural Sciences,
Philadelphia will reccive promptaliention.
Yours truly, H. F. Crcsson.
The new chaptcrs, formed since our larcstrepon, follow :
Nnw Chaptrbs.
No. Name. No. 0/ Members. Adiircss.
M2 Sharon, Conn., (A). 16..Misa Carniine S. Robetis.
=03 Chicago, . (0).. 4. a. L. liaxter,.334 Monroesn
,24 Milwaukee, Wis., (A).... 6..A. S. Tay.lur, 135 Martin st
525 Monmoulh, Ill-, tA) 4..D.L. Wuid
526 Leavenwonh, Kas., (B)..5 . Harry Johnson.
527 San Prancisoo, Cal, (G). .Norman Sinclair, 1533 TylersL
gﬁa Hunringburg, Ind., iAl.. H. c. HotherI-
Buffiio, N.Y., (H]. 7..M1SS MncgateitEvans,44 No.
Pearl.
530 st. Jolinland, N. Y., (A). 7..w m. H. White.
531 Chicago, (P)... .Harry Hitsch, 3011 Mich ave.
532 Sewickley, Pa., (A) 7..M-A- Chnsty.
di Troy, N. Y (A) 7. .Roben M. Cluetl, Jr., 52 4A.
334 London, Eng-, (C) j- Moiitague Gtinmng, 52 Tans-
tock square.
=33 ChauelHill, N. C ,(A).. .Miss Claro J. Martin.
536 St.Johnsbury, Vu, (A) .1, J. Romer, box 821-
.37 Mansficld, LA LK Wilkinson. Jr.
338 Evanslon, ﬁl (A) Morton Hulb

L0 W

Phlla., Pa.,
lio Uskaloosa,

List, sjofiHam illon.

lown, D. McMams, box 682.
sil cChicago. IIl., (Q). PieMiohave.
542 Fatibault, Minn., Mary s Hall.
Washington, N.J. .W. M. Bairdl*k, box A
344 Oxford, Miss., (A). Woodward Huison, Um -
vevslly of Mus.
545 Fall River, Mass . 8..0. HawM .
346 Palo, lowa, (A). .Miss Mella Batnhill.
547 Shellsbuig, lowa, (A).. 5..0llie M. Thompson.
EXCHANGSS.
Minerals for Indlan relies. Write first— W . G. Merrill, Battie
Cteek, Mich. . a xt*u i
Maple and other leaves, preseed and oiled leaves.— L, A, Nicnoi*
sun, Vancouver, W- j i r
Silkworm cocoons (Sawfa cynthia), for pressed pJaiiu¢, — J.
Mcleotl, 247 W . 23dst, New York, N. v.
Fine minerals.— E. Y. Gibson, 123 W . W.aslungton ave., Jackson,
cecrofia, for other moths, or butterflies.— Miss McFnr-
land, 1727 F. st. Washington, D. C. . r-r.u-.Lr

Michigan copper ore, for nearly purcmica.— E. R. Heilshu, Lan-

‘A‘otwn~halls and leaves. W rite first.— Ennie Sione, Columhta,

Eggs, blown througli onc hole, and bird skins.—
2238 Michigan ave., Chicago, Il
J>erfecipentrem iies, for 4-02. specimens o f stilbtte, wavelhte,

Grafton Parker,

lepi-

dolite. -or ores of sinc, lin, or mercury. — F. W. Wenlworth, 153
23in st , chicago, 111 - ..o
A collection of twelve dtfTcrent kinds of eggs, a sand-dollar, sea-

urehin, and star-fish, for a perfcct inlobte
long. Also, pcirified shark's teeih.

Mass

, notless than lhree inches
W nie hrst.— R. W, Wood, Jr.,
Tainaica Plain,

. . ¢ n-
Cocrespondence with a view to cxcliange. — A. b. Taylor 153

‘Martin si., Milwaukee, W is. t
Skins of black-capped titmioe and other birds, for uLsecls. Insects

in papers preferred— W. B. Olr.ey, East Frpvidence, R. I.

Pampas grass pluines and sea mosses for minerals and shells.
WorileirsL —

Edilh Urenn.m, Santa Criir, Cal.
liook on insccls and cocoons of Ilinois. W me first.— Ch. 1
Coxe, box 78, Rogéi Park, Ul 1 &t v
Foui-leaved clovers.— L. Lewis, box 174, Copenhawn, N .V .
Gold and silver ore, etc., for insects. —

Ftank Buriill, Lishon,

“'sand-dollais, and star-fish
-Bolle Walker, 81 School st.,
Minerals and eggs.-W . K.

sea-iirchins, , for tare moths or beetks.

Concqrd, N. H.

Trimble, Pnnceton, L1

W nle first.— Ch. ikms, Lyons, N. Y.
for eggs or insocts.—W . D. Bumham 697

Star-fish and ccystals.
Peiritied~Im-wo~d,

What can we iccd «ilkworms on?
leaves here- {Someme pkas” iell m etll\
General exchangcs.-Kitiy C. RoberB, Blarwater, Flond».
I will send good spccimens of concrctions of pyntes ui aipM ite to
any Chapter scnding ten

There ate no mulberry

sec.,

cents to pay postage. | will send my ex-
changec lisiofinvenebraie fossiis to any one who will send me his.—

W . R. Lighton, sec, Chapter 15.



Mineral» and flowers.— Annic Darling, 47 Concord sq., Boston,
M ass
Eggs, moth'i, and biitierflics. — W arrcr Adams, 307 N. sd si.,

Camden, N . J-
Homed nucsirom China, for a
sec, 523, 33A W, Monroesc., Chicago, Ill.

sea-horsc."-A Lawson Baxter,

Canalcoal, iron ore, and canary egg.s, foreggs— John C, Clapp,
Jr., 7?79 E. 41h, So. Boston, M ass.
Labclcd minorais, for laoelcd fossils; crinolds, for zinc, lin, and

iron ore.— E. P. Boynton, Ccdar Kapld», Towa.

Rare lepidoptcm, for Luna and lo cocoons, H. Eiirytris, Lycsna
Cplnamhe. P. Ajax, Cyoibia Lavinia, etc. Send for list of dupli-
cales. Folded specicncns preferred — Edwin H, Pierce, 16 Seminary

st., Aubiirn, N .Y,

Rbports from Chapteks.

15. Oitunnvan /oiurt.— W e have been very busy since my last te-
By an enteriainment which we gave, wec clcared $32.05, and
Mosiof the fum i~ings have

porc.

wcate going to get a room ac once

been promised to us already. Dr.C. N. Bal), Lidon, lowa, offers
his Services to the A. A. as an expert mineralogist and chem Ist.—
W ill. R. ljghton.

441. Vulpttyaiso, CA/Al—You asl;ed me lo give you some account

of South American Hfe. The Chilenos carry ~eir mtlk about in lins
on horses They cairy theirpolatees and oiher vegetables
tied on horses, .selling ihem, they measurc by deka litros
They grapes by ihe bunch, and peachcs, apples, eic,, by ihc
dozen, The common people wear a large shawl, called a * manto,"
instead of a hat. several fancy dances
The liKatas™ or coiint® men, go abouton horseback Their saddles
are made of shccp-skins : if overtaken by night, they unstrap
them, and make themselves comfortable beds Here in Valparaiso
are seven Eoglish schools and some lyceuins, W e have a cabinei
A genllcman very generously gavc us $10. A micruscope has be«n
ordered Hoping the A. A. will prosper,— W . Sabina,
log. W ashington, £>. C.— W ¢ have had several field meeangs.
One at Mt. Vernon, where wc found Indian strawberry (Fragaria
Vesea), which is rare here.— Roben P. Bigelow, 1501 x8ih, N.W ,

499. PiinccUm, JIL, Oct. 15, 1883 .-OurChapier,which number-
ed six in July, iifteen W e hold mectings every
Wecek. The altendance repons fiill of in-
lerest, | wish che A. A, rcports were longer.— Harry Bailey.
\They (irel*

257, Piantsvile, Conn., fi., Oct, J5, 1883.— During the summer
quite a number of coleéptera have been collecicd — some quite raic.
ihem carefuUy
fine moths hatched from

In sl”™ins
and in
sell

On feasc days, they dance

and

Sec.

has now members

is always good, and the

Dast summer we
. through the winter

coliccted many cocoons, and kept

Thissummer several
them . mcmbers has brought froin Switzerland a very
pretty colicciion of Alpine fowera. |'he latest meeings promlse
well for ihe work during the fall and winter.— L.J. Smiih,

87. Al K, 3 .— The fall has broughtnew enthuslasm to us. More
interestis now fclt than ever. Onc ofour menibers has just reiurned
Europe. We are ntlempiing to combine the Chap-

One ofour

from a loiir in

ters of this cily on the.same plan as ine BuiTalo Chaptcrs,— Geo

~Aery,Jr., 357 lifadison Ave.
(Thfplan is cxeetlicnt, and entglii io sncceed.]
33s. saliLake, /i.— Two new members. The interest In. our

meeiings s sieadily growing.
Natural Science, aud

W e have noces on subjecis relailng to
learn a great deal in siudying forihcm. 'I'hen,
we have something In the way of original invcsiignilon,
Each object, and examines ii carefully, fmds ouia)l he
can aboutit, and then tells us what he has discovered
preparing mlcroscopic sHdes of all things ofinterest widch we have
For ihe liaits of guadrupeds,
the feathers of birds, and the different parts of the bodics of insccts,
OurzoiUogist has a stuffed specimen of ihe yellow-belUed marmol,
which he kiHed at the lieight of about xo0,000 feet near Alta. Our
ornithologtsthad an ow) in some
habits ihe other Chapterswhetheran owl has the power
ofmoving its eyes in
(W e tvitk pleasure
eyesin theirsocketst\

started
selecls one
W e are now

inscance, of ihe pnbe«cencc of plants,

confinementfor
Please ask
iheir sopkecs or nol
Has an

iw | the pasuer 0/ moving its

W e are going lo spend ncx| simimer in taking mounlain trips and

colieciing specimens.— Frcd. K, l.eonard

35) Fhila., Pa., K.—Out Chapter is siill progrcssing. Two new
mernbei's. W e have put up some shelves in our room, and have
some minerals and birds' eggs. W e liave added several newbobks
toourlibrary, and have a scrap-book nearly full of ncwspaper clip-
pings. W e llave visited the Academy ofSciences.— W. M. Vcomans,
1959 N . X3tli.

448. W ashington, D. C., G.— W ehave lately been bnsy with ihe

Nicholas, and are now quite familiar wiih the
Chapter ~ 8 is disposed to be
Its members have, wiih one cxceplion, all been pre.sent
The we
herbarlum, and many misccllancous

back numbers of St
history of a very "happy thoughi.”
enihusiaslic
atevery meeting

have a cabinet, an

absentee was on a inp lo California
spccimens.
Ourmembers are aboui twelve year» oid, on an avcrage. W e have
Over our cabinet hangs a stalk of shepherd's

Kansas, eiglit fect fo lengih — Isabellc F.

two new inembcis
crook grass i?) from
MacFarland.

irme, studying its ’

[W illsomeonedellvs more abouithisshcphcni's croolcgrass

509. Macomh, LU, — Progressing w e
Uthcrs hoiises eyery Friday afternoon after schoo). Almostall of u»
hai'c been collecting insccls during vhe summer. W e have a paper
rcad every two weeks, to which we contribute original
anything periflining lo Natural History. The Chapterisdivided Inty
two paris, and each pan cdlis the paper niternalcly. W e cannot
cinb*rooms and cablnets
ihelr money ? W e like

nicely. mecct ac each

anieles on

understand how oiher Chaptcrs have nice
and microscopes, etc. W hcrc do they get
the K. A. very Nelllc H. Tunm cliff.

[Thenextleiler may shosu ~hrre the money comesfrom I\

395. Montreal, Cafada, el.— H. H. Ballaud, Lenox, Masv,.
u. sir: 1 you this; bui
as the pins could not get
Since wriiing you last,seven very pleasant mcctings have been held,
at which sixteen new mcmbei-s joined, making a total of twenty*
«ghtregular members seven lionorary membecs,

Intended lo write before

of business bas been so great, | lime.

W e also elected

mclriding Messrs. V. B, Caulfleld, laxiderinist: J- M . M . D uff; Wni
Couper, editor Canadian Sportsman and Natnralist; Rev. Canon
Norman, M.A., 1), C, !> Rev. Canon Ellegood, M.A.ji Rgav
Jas. McCftul,and Dr.Dawson, LL.D., V.R.S.,F.G.S ‘C‘M.b\

Principal M cGili Universiiy. W e have purchased a cabinet, and
haye already fiUcd it so full ihat we had 10 order another onp about
You can imagine ihe sizc of tjic collection wc haw,
six feethigh and ihrvc
collection. W ¢ held a
Itwas a grand siic-
of valuable

twice as large.
when | lell you the cabinet we have now s
fcet wide, and then it does not hold half ihc
lecture a few weeks ago in aid of the sociecy,
cc8s, as we paid for ihe cabbet, purchased a number
spccim As for the museum, and had $7 as a balance on hand. \Hu
are going to open a society
which will be used asa muscum reading>room.— W . D
Addrcss: 54 Si, Peterst., Monircol, Can

313. Chicago, //.— W e have been
although our number.» are small, we
W e hope 10 have a nice cabinet in
an entertainmeni, and it could not have gone offbetter
ber had Iris piece perfecily. Hereis the programme: 1. Plano sol-,
2. Opening address. 3. Eacay— l.ifc of Agassiz, 4. Debate —
Resolved, That the siiidy of mineral» is more useful iban the slitdi

about the xst of Mav
Shau

room for the
and

going 011
lake quite an
a short time.

over a year; and
interest in our
W gau>

Ench mcm-

work.

ofplants. 5, Recitaciun. 6. Essay— Wood and its uses. 7. Speech
Parta.— X. Muslo, a, Song. 3, Debate — Resolved, That general-
istsaccom plish morethan specialisis in the siudy of Nature, 4. Poeiii.
by Longfeilow, on Agassiz's birthday, Kssay — Rencfits derive:!

Hu-
Ice creain (‘wa«/.h

from the study of Nature. 6 Recitatioii. 7. Reciiation. 8.
morousreading. 9. Music. xo. Refrcshments—
aiid vegetable mineral). Cake (vegetable
Strawberries (vegetable). lemonade (mineraland
0.1. stelii

2214,
flagged.
every branch,

and anima‘d’

vegetabk).—

and

CorrespindinAmember.— M yinterestill the A, A, hasnever

My older sister and iiiieresied fji
Our speciolty is many from
foretgn countries, and all found fn ihis Afciiiity.
hundred cocoons and chrysatids now, that A\i)l come outduring ibc
W ¢ have five hundred sen-shcUs,
mineral», one hundred and ten kind»of woods. sca*m osses, lichenb,
pressed fiowcrsand fems, and about seventy*five birds' eggs. Wc
try to leam about insectb first, bul learn what we can, from time u*
time, of the other things. We have Harris, all of Dr,
books, " English Butterflies” ; and wc take che
Papilio, by Edtvard.». My sister often wriies to Irim for inforniaiion

one younger are alike
Insects W ¢ have
W ¢ have over ihrec
two hundred

next .six montlis

Packard’s

InseciLives,” and "

when we cannotfind a namc; also lo Profes.cor Riley, of W ashing-
ton, D.C., and to Dr. Scudder of Cambridge, W e have Groii’s
Check Listand one of the I-cpidoptcraof U. A,— W ill. C. Phillip>,

New Bedford, Mass., box 3.

XS7. Detroit, M ich., C.— One new mcmber. W e are planning u
large cabinetfor our unitecl collcciions.— A. T. W onhinpon.
3S«, Amherst, iViwi.— W ith ihecxccption of two, who have left

town, our working members remain with us. W c have many plaiis
toe.xchange. Ourboys find nothing so inleresling as cntomology
W e liad one place for meeting about to the
homes of the members, and find thatwhat was bcgim as a neccssity
proves pleasanlict than the oid way,— Edith M, Field.

391 Meredith, N. H.— Gur been
summer. f)itr labor has been confincd chicfly to the collecuon of
plants, of which we have aboutone hundred and fifty. We are all
farmer.s' children, some of us at schorjl. some teaching, or workinp
at iradch, so we do nothave so much timeas we wish, butwe shall
doourbcst-C F.Robinson.

258- Reading, Pa.,
and interested members.
and are quite proud of them,
lilies, inoss, diamond», cotton, fiax, spider», and birds. 0.
wason one occasion varied by a general discu»S$icn on the sparrow
W c have had some corrcspondence with *33. andeam est.

last yeiir,but now go

Cliapter has doing fincly all

We have a total of twenty«four
Allof 1l»have the silver cngraved badge»,
W e have studled coral, licheaa, pond-
rroutinc

active

question
ly desire to coinm unicatewith other Chapters.—
and G.F. Baer, Esq., Sec.

409. SagHarbcr, N. Y.— Our

M iss Helen B. Baer,

Chapter is getting on very well,
now numbers twenty.seven seven honorary meni*
bers. Our collecil™in of »pecimens ha» tncreased Inrgiely. At our
weckiy mcetings, che presidentgjves out two questions to each mem-
ber, to be answered atnext meeting.— Com elius R, Sleighr

374. BrooklyH, .ff.— W e have given a parlor concert. C. K. lLio

and regular and



i.. 1.1 " clialk talk, ' At one side of tlic pailur we liad a
ftic wlut aome speeimens onit; and after the cnlertainment we m-

5riffriends W inspect them. We have now money enough to
I-,i abinct. We have denided to have a course of I"tures— one

/\I:vrctoed by eachqmclnber on hIS chos? br nCthCﬁ planS yet P 0-

NeilM lle, fTa., A .-M y repon is late, btii not fot lack of
Imcrest Though busy people, we find lime to putsue our sludy out.
lotT Sometimes, mst~d of our regular evenmg meeimg. we take
t after” on; or all day, and go off for a regular ttamp to the
wmds I Ids, ar ihg rivet.— Mrs. M. i- Hradshaw. s

ras(.ﬁ ﬁa.,%.—te are making individual cnllections.
We spend most of out time in studyrag the formation of llie rock

arnJco (”Jnd he(\:e — Anne A. McNair. B
180. rt' Orm A.— The secteiarys addccss is changed lo
\V. A. liuckingham, box 422.

N o tes.

<7 |Ce|eroe. - lcebergs are formed from glaciers. These oto
exicnd from the sea for miles into the interior, and have an exceed-

THE

TwW O

]>UZ/.1.ES.

HORIOAV

First Puzzle. Rebus. Read, os a rebus, the pictur» on the
iiolly-leaves, beginning with the onc in che upper Icfl-hand comer
The recule wiil be a verse from one ofJ. G. W hituer's pocms,
Sbcond Puzzle, lilustraied Zigrag. Efich ofthe ten smalliljus-
ttations m aybe describud by a word of four Ictier>*. when these

inely slow motion down into tho water. W hen the end oftheglacier
has been forced so far into the sea that tlie sirain caused hy the up
ward pressuic of the water is stronger than the cohcsive forcé ofthe
ice, va”t ponions break uéT from ihe glacier, and nsing through the

waicr, float off as icebergs [See Question 7, in Repon 23.] — t..
h. stogkten.

58. SIIIT. JISA"| have secn a six-rayed slar-fish — in othcr re-
specis cxacOy like the ordinary five-raye<l A

59. BIUELS 1 havefound buielsi'//i'«iA’"M Or?/Aw> with three,
four, five, and six pefais.— H.

Othcrinteresting notes muse go over unli! February, and we cidse
this repon by wishing all the metnbers and fricnds of the Agnssiz

Associauoh a very Happy New Year.

Address all Communications 10 the Presidcnt,
H. Ballard,
PrihcH'al

Lekox,

Hartan
ok Lenox Academy,

Berkshjrb Co., Mass.

RIDDLE-BOX

have been rightly guessed, and pUiccd nne below another in the

order here gTven, the zigsag, beginning al the upper lefi-hand
comer, will spell a iame tamilnira| this season. 0. s.
1T
LiCHL rais dan nirtwy sniwtll Ym tea

Sha wrong arimlafi iwih royu nogs;
| eriia ti nieht nigcnop arey,
I seinit, dan ti sherce em goln.

NUMEUICAJb ENIGMA.

I AM composed of seveniy-elght letters, and am p-irlofa poem by

N Mv 35-51-21-10-24 is to observe atteniivcly.

My S4-20"477t4-5
istoiroSs.

My 337275-49-5-6a-23 i4 asmnl cabe My aCisone

hundred My 69-4S-'7-27-b4-9-5u-=5-78 w >0 n
76-4-70 is a dish that has been cooked by hoiling sowly. My 52-
10-71 is an adjcctive often used

in conneciion with the loregomg

dish. My 10-68-6-30-16 is a place of public coniest. .«y co-ii-
§5-20-40 is to move to and fro. My 18-60-13-57 « =P 'j @
M v i21i2-44 is a covering for the head. My 48-74-3-8-3» '\J-
fiend Myl7-5,-42-59-5s7 |%bea so as to produce the appctu-
anoeofdiaeonanines. « cxlemal “ P~" =T
77"34777-56-65-43 is inscabed, My
clcvauon ofland. .

u I3II.ESS W HIilE L.

6 5 4

From 1 10 o, to osciiate
a sort of fine linen;

from e lo9
ftom 4 to 9, black;

«preposiion:from 3 «o 9.
from 5 to 9, an atMuatic fow I,

frAmé jo 2 ~ from 7 « 9, <~"«lesiastical d.gnuary:. from
* T & tolrs reproscnted.by thc figures from i to 8 spcll ibc oid
fiame for a time ofmcrry-making. .

[JEGOKAPIIICAL HOFrR-GLAAMS.
T he centrais, reading downward, iame an inland countryof
CKI11SS.W0SDS!1 1. A seaport townof EPg'~"d- n
«nuth-western countv of Connecticut A fiame by whicha.city
of Beieium capital of the province of W est Flandcre
cliledir~r A japort clty ct Brasil., 5-
Hcnry IV. was born. In Atlantic.
oflhe United States E ‘A City ofHungaly Iocaled on
o. The capimlofNew México. 10
~elonging to Ureat Britiin. 11. A
Pennsyivania.

,is som etica
TheciyofFran« m wh.ch

‘L
he l;anu”_

P oo
small town in Bradtord C”ounCy.



CENTRAL SYNCOPA'ITON fi.

'Wee
6e Bef

Eack of the ten pictures may be described by a word offive let-
ters, or else is a five.letierword made intoa rebus. W hen ihese
words have been rightly guessed, syncopate ihe central

ten
Ictier of ihe

first word, and it will leave a garden vegetable; ihe second, a fleei
animal; the third, an ascent; the foutth, to gasp;: the fifth, plac;
the sixlh, uniis; the sevenih, a pause; the cighth, pasiry, the
ninth, to revolve; the lenth, kitchen utensUs. Tlie syncopated
letters will spella well-known fiame. a_c.
EASY IJEIIBAPINGS.
T he first letters of the bcheaded words, read in the order here
given, will spell the iame ofan American poet.
Cross*words: i. Behead sluggish, and leave depressed. *. Be-
ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN

Provbrk Rbbus. Pools make feasts and wisc men eat them,

Two Puzzles por Thanksgivinii. |- *“ smallcheer and great
welcome makesa merry feast."— Comedy ofErrors, Act ul., Se. x.
Il.  Primais, Suez; finais, Ene. Cross-words: i. ScobE 2, UI*
lerioR. 3. Ennul. 4. ZouavE. Rebus: The Suez Canal opened
November seventeenth, 1868. Erie Canal finished November sec*
ond, 1825.

iNCOMPLETE R homdoid. Acrossf I. Hoop. 2. Wood. 3.
Pool, 4. l.oot. 5 Room. 6, Poor. 7.Tool. 8, Doom. 9.
Foot. 10. Noon. IlI. Rook.

Diamond. 1- P. 2. For, 3- Corea. 4. Férceps. 5. Por*
colain  .6. Reelect 7. Apace. 8, Sh19, N.A ~

Anag;»'am xifatical Spellinc-lesson, i. Lihputian. 2. Om*
nipotcnt. 3, Promiscuous. 4. Tempestuous. 5. Lexicographer.

6. Constellalion.
The name«
addicssed 10 St. Nicholas
Answers to Ail

Rlddle*box,"

of those who send Solutions ate printed in the second number after thatin which the puzzles appear
cate of The Cbntuhv Co
the Puzzles inthe Octobek Numdhbfwere received, before Ocicber ao, from Paul Rcesc—

head small opening, and Icavc unrcincd metal. 3. Bchead lo
oscUlaie, and leave a side-building. 4. Behead a kind of turf, and
leave to consume. 5. Behead round, and leave a small mass afno
dcfinite shape. 6. Behead a vciy hard mineral, and leave raveled
Unen. n, powhbll.
CIIARZ2IPE.
How short mylfrsf, when pleasiire has full sway;
How long, when pain and sickness fill the day.
How oft niy secottd filis myJirst with §lee,
Though on the morrow sad the reckoniog be.
My iohoU will tell you when mylirst is past,
Useful no more tillyou reverse my jasi.
R. H.\v.
M AOIC SQUARE.
9.8.5-4.3c474495.6-1-4..
Place these sixteen figures in the sixiccii vacanc squares of th.

diagram in such a manner that the sum of twenty-one may Iv
obtaincd by combining fourofthe figures in fourteen different way-,
oamcly;

The figures ir. each of the four lincs rcadiog across lo amount ™
iwenty*one:

1he

figures in each of the four lincs reading up and down c=
amount to twenty-one.

The four comer figures to amountto iwenty-one.

The four central figures lo amount to twenty*one.

The foui figures (2) above and (a) bdow the central figures

to amount to twenty-one.

The four figures (a) right and
amountto twenty-one.

The diagonals ftom the uppcr leftshand corner to the lower righ»-

(a) left of the central figures to

hand comer lo amount to tweniy*orie-

Thec diagonals from the upper right-hand comer 10 ihe lower leit>

hand comer to amount lo twenty*one. william robert n.
THE NOVEMBER NUMBER.
Three Words W ithin W ordsl 1. C-a-piua-l, 2. D-is-p
3. Gratrherin*g. 4. P-arc-ls-an-s. 5. B-on-a-part*e.
Double Diagonals. From left to right, Michigan; from righc

to left, Superior. Cross-words: i. Muacles. 2. Dialogue. .1
Decrepit. 4. Hitherio, 5. Usurioiis. 6. Triangle. 7. Con-
jugé. 8. Rogacion.

Diamond in a Half-rquarb. Cross*words; i. Deleied. s.
EUded. 3. l.inen, 4. Edén 5 Ten, 6. Ed, 7, D. Includc-i
Diamond: i. L. 2, Lid. 3. Linen. Den, 5. N-

ZiozAU. Pocahonias. Cross-words; t. Purl. 2- NOtc. ;
RaCk. EtnA. 5 OtHo. 6. MOle, 7. Nigh. 8, ATom
9, FIAt, 10 |IsiS.

Easv WoORD-sQUARES. |. I, Lcaf- 2. Emnia. 3. Amen, i
Fans. Il. I. Arms, 2. Root. 3. Mode, 4, Stem. Ill. i
Wink, 2, Iron 3. Nose. 4. Knee.

Answers should br
., 33 East Seventeenth Street, New York Ciry.

A. P. Uwder, Jr.

“ Professor and Co.”—S. R. T — Philip Embury, Jr-— Alex. Laidlaw — Maggie T. Turrill— Healh Suiherland— R S. Clark”~n — Wil
laid Little — Bcssie C Rogers— “ 2045" lamb— “ San Anselmo Valley’— The Two Anines— Iwo Subscnbers— C S. C — Madclemc
Vultcc— fieorge Williifm Sumner— ilugh and Cijs— Francia W, IsUp— Harry M. Wheelock — Mabel B. Canon, .

Answeh» to Puzzles in the Octoubr Numbbr wcre recttved,

before Ociober 20, from Samuel Holzman, 4 — *

ra-touUalH .. 5—Pan5y and Elsie, 4 - F-Siern”~rg. le -

Ethcl M. Eaeor, o - " KansasBr.y,” 3-"knffiuan H.." 5 Fin. 1. s.."

“ Boston,” 4— Dvdc, 10— W Illie Trapier, i — Emma Trapier, 2— Samuel Branson, 7— E M., Jr., « — innronce Galbrailh Lan" «
Emmitand Frankie Niooli, i — D. B. Sbumwav, n — * Kingfisbers,” 4 — Relh Txiviu, 8— No Name, Philadelphro, 12— Milbe

7 Frcd Thwaits, 12— Jessie A. Plait, 12— Charles H. Kyte, ro— Margucrile Kyie, i — Elisa,Westervcit, 4— Florence Savoye, o
Essic Jackson, 10 Florence E- Provost. o — Vossie Wesmver, 7— T.. |., 10— Theo. B. Appel, 10— Annie Cusier, — Margarct
Bush.6— Clara J. Child, ra— P.wl Eneland. 3— Teanne Bull, 2— The Tamc Irisliman, 8 — Kaiie L. Robertson. D— Molher, Berma,

and Reby, 3—ti. Lansing, 11— Nella, Maude, and T,-ij, ri — Lily and Agncs Warburg, 12— Hester Powell, 5— Manon Keni, 7-
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