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TABBY'S TABLE-CLOTH.—SECOND SPINNING-WHEEL STORY,

By Louisa

The storm kept 01l all night, and next morning
the drifts were higher, the wind stronger, and the
snow falling faster than ever. Through the day
the children roved about the great house, amusing
tliemselves as best they could ; and, when evening
carne, they gathered around the fire again, eager
for the promised story from Grandmamma

) ory irol ¢ :

“|'ve a little coid,” said the oid lady, “and am
too hoarse for talking, m¥d§ar5' but Aunt Elinor
has looked up a E_arcel of ofd tales that | ve told
her at different times and which she has written
dowi). You will like to hear her reading better
than my duIIwaY of telling_them, and | can help
Minnie and Lotty with their work, for | see they
are bent on learning to spin.” _

The young folk were well pleased with Grand-
ma’s proposal: for Aunt Nell was a favorite with
all, being lively and kind and fond of children,
and the ‘only maiden aunt in the family. Now,
she smilingly produced a faded oid portfolio, and,
turning over a little pile of manuscripts, said in
her pleasant wa?/ > . .

“Here are al sorts,JJllcked up in my travels at
home and abroad ; and in order to suitall of you,
| have put the fiames on slips of paper into this
basket, and each can draw one in turn. 'Does that
please my distinguished audicnce ?”

_“Yes, yes.  Geoff’s the oldest, let him draw
fitst,” crigd the flock, fluttering like a flight of
birds hefore they settle. _

“ Girls come first,” answered the boy, with a
nod toward the eldest girl cousin.

M. Alcott-

LottyFut in her hand and, after some fumbling,
drew out a paper on which was written, « Tabby's
Table-cloin.” “ IS that a good one?” she asked,
for Geoff looked dlsaﬁpomted. o
_“ More fighting, t ou?h a girl is StiE the hero-
me_,"tanswered Aunt Ncll, searching for the manu-
script.

“ 1 think two revolutions will be enough for you.
General,” added Grandmamma, laughing.

“ Do we beat inboth?” asked the boy, brigbt-
en!‘n%up”at once.

es

“ All right, then. 1 vote for ‘Dolly’s Dish-cloth,’
or whatever it is; though I don’t See what it can
possibly have to do svitli'war,” he added.

“ Ah, my dear, women have tlieir part to play
as well as'men at such times, and do it bravely,
though onc does not hear so much about tliir
coura%e. | "ve often wished some onc would col-
lect all that can be found about these forgotten
heroincs, and put it in a book for us to ‘read,
admire, and emulate when our turn comes.”

Grandma looked thoughtfully at the fire as she
spoke, and Lotty said, with her eye on the port-
folio. - Perhaps Aunt Nell will do’it forus.  Then
liistory wont be so dr)-, and we can glorify our fore-
mother? as well as fathers.”.

“ 171l see what | can find.

Minnie, and sit still, boys.—if you can.

Then, liaidng scttlcd Grandma’s. foot-stool,
anld tfurned upthe lamp, Aunt Nell read the
tale 0

Now spin away,



On the 20th clay of March, 1775, alittle girlivas
trudging along a country road \vith ab.isket of eggs
on herarm. ~She seemed in a great hurry, and
looked anxiousiy about her as she went; for those
wecre stirring times, and Tabitha Tarbell lived in a
town that took a famous part in the Rcvolution.
She was a rosy-faced, br&ght-eyed lass of fourteen,
full of vigor, courage, and patriotism, and just then
much cxcited bY tlie frequent rumors which reachcd
Concord that the British were coming to destroy
the stores sent there for safe keeping while the
enemy occupicd Boston. Ta_bngIowe with wrath
at the idea, and (metaphorically sgeakmg) shook
her fist at august King Gcorge, being a stanch
little Relsel, ready to fight and dic for her country
rather than subniit to tyranny ofany kind.

_In nearly every house something valuable was
bielden. Colonel Barrete had six barréis of powder;
Ebcnezer Hubbard, sixty-cightbarrelsof flour; axcs,
tents, and Séjades were at Daniel Cray’s; and Cap-
tain David Brown had %uns, cartridges, and musket
balls. Cannon were hidden in the woods; firc-
arms were being manufactured at Barrett’s Mills;
cartiiuch-boxes,” belts, and holsters, at Reuben
Brown’s ; saltpctre at Josiah Melvin’s; and much
oatmeal was prepared at Captain Tlmoth¥ Wheel-
er's. Amarning gun was fired, a guard of ten men
patrolled the town at night, and the brave farracrs
were making ready for what they felt must come.

There were Tories in the town who gave the
enemy all the Information they could gather; there-
fore, much caution was necessary in making plans,
lest these enemies should betray'them. Pass-words
were adopted, secret signdis used, and mcssages
sent from house to house in all sorls of queer ways.
Such a message lay hidden under the eggs in
Tabby’s basket, and the brave little gir| was going

on an important errancl from her Unele, Captain ~

David Brown, to Deacon Cyrus Hosmer, who lived
at tho other end of the town, bY the South Bridge.
She had been cmployed several times before in the
same way, and had proved herself quick-witted,
stout-hearted, and light-footed.  Now, as she trot-
ted alonghm her scarlet cloak and hood, slic was
wishing she could still further dlstlngmsh herself
by some great act of hcroism: for ‘good Parson
Emerson had ﬁatted her on the head and said,
“Well done, child !” when he heard how she ran

all the way to Captain Barrett’s,_in the night, to
warn him ‘that Doctor Lee, the Tory, had ljecn
detected sending Information of certain secret
plans to the enemy. ,

“ Iwould do more than that, though it was a
fearsome run through the dark woods. - Would n't
those two like to know all 1 know about tlie stores?
But ' would n't tell 'em, not if they drove a bayonct
through me. 1°m not afearcd of 'ém ;" and abb}/
tossed her head defiantly, as she pauscd to shift
her basket from one arm "o the othcr. _

But she evidently was “ afeared ” of somethin’,
for her ruddy cheeks turned palc and her heait
gave a thump as two men carne in sight, and
stopped suddenIK on seeing her. They wcie
strangers; and though nothing in their dress in.
dicated it, the giiTs quick eye saw that they weie
soldiers; step and carriage ‘betrayed it, and the
rapidity with which these martial gentUircn
changed into quiet travelers roused her suspicicns
atonce. They exchanged a few whispered words;
then they carne on, swinging their stout sticks, one
wh|stlln?, the other keeping a keen lookout along
the lonely road before and behind them.

“ My prett¥_ lass, can you tell me where M.
Daniel Bliss lives?” asked the younger, with a
smile and a saluto. .

Tabby was sure now that they were British; for
the voice was deep and full, and the face a ruddY
English face, and the man Utey wanted was a well-
known Tory. But she showed no sign of alarm be-
yond the modest color in her cheeks, and answcred
civilly: “ Yes, sir, over yonder a piece.”

“ Thanks, and a kiss Tor that,” said the young
man, stooping to bestow his %ﬁt. But he gota
smart box OlLthe ear, and Tabby ran off in a fury
oflndlﬁnanon. o

With a laugh they went on, never dreamln? tliat
the little Rebel was going to turn spy herself, and
get the better ofthem. She hurried ‘away to Dca-
con Hosmer’s, and did her crrand, adding thereto
the ncws that strangers were in town. “ Wc must
know more of them,” said the Deacon. *“ Clap a
different suic on her, wife, and send her with tlie
eg%s to Mrs. Bliss. We have all we want of them,
and Tabby can look well about her, while she resis
and gossips over there. Bliss must be looked after
smartly, for he is a knave, and will do us harm.



~ Away went Tabb% in ¢
itiuch pleased with her — mission;
the Tory’s house about noon smelt afar off a savor>-
odorofr_oastm? meat and haking pies.

Stepﬁmg softly to the back-door, she peeped
through a small window, and saw Mrs, Bliss and
her handmaid cookln_? away in the big kitchen,
too bus¥ to heed the little spy, who slipped around
to the Tront of the house to take a general survey
before she \vent in. All she saw confirmed her
suspicions; for in the kee_pmgi-room a table was
set forth in great style, with the silver tankards,
best china, and the fine daraask tablo-cloth
the housewife kept for  holidays.
W_ep through the lilac

findows showed her the two strangers closeted
with Mr. Bliss, all talkln% earnestly, but in too low
a tone for a word to reach even her sharp ears.

“ | tvitrknow what they are at. 1’'m sure it is

which

niischief, and 1 wont go back with only my walk s

formy pains,” thought Tabby; and marching into
tlie kitchen, she presented her eggs with a civil
messaﬁe from Madam Hosmer.

“ They are mighty welcome, child. 1 ve used
a sight for my custards, and need more for the
riip. - We *ve company to dinner unexpected, and
| 'm much put about,” said Mrs, Bliss, who seemed
io he concerned about something besides the din-
ner, and in her flurry fqr%ot to be surprised at the
imusual gift; for the neighbors shunned them, and
tlie poor woman had many anxieties 6n her hus-
band’s account, the family being divided,— onc
brother a Tory and one a Rebel.

“Can | help, ma’am ? | ’m a master hand at
beating eggs, Aunt Hitty says- | ’m tired, and
would n’t"mind sitting & bit" if 1 'm not in the
way,” said Tabhy, bound to discover something
more before she left.

“But you be in the way. We don’t want any
helﬁl s0 you 'd better be steppin’along home, else
suthin” hesides egigs may git whlpFed. Tale-
bearers are n't welcome here,” said olcl Puah, the
m.iid, a sour spinster, who sympathized with_her
master, and openly declared she hoped the British
\S/\E%L#Ipqyput down "the Yankee rebels soon and

Mrs. Bjiss 'vas in the panirj', and heard nothing
of this little passaqe of arms; for Tabby hotly
resented the cpithct of * talc-bearcr,” though she
knew that tho raen in the parlor were not the only
spics on the premiscs.

“When you aro al' drummcd out of town and
this liiuse burnt to the ground, you may lae glad
of my help, and | wish you may get it. Good-
daY, oid crab-apple,” answered saucy Tabbr ;and,
oafching uﬂ her basket, she marched out of the
kitchenvith her nose in the air.

a blue cloakand hoodBut as she passed the front of the house, she
ion; and,coming tocould

not resist another look at the fine dinner
table; for in those days fesv had time or heart
for fcasling, and the  best napery and china
scldom appeared. One window stood open, and
as the Pwl leaned in, soraething moved under the
long cloth that swept the floor. It was not the
wind, for the M.arch day was still and sunny, and
in a minute out poppéd a %ray cat’s head, and
puss carne purring o mcct the new-comer whose
step had roused him from a nap.

‘Where_one tabby liidcs another can. Can 1
daré to do it? What'would become of me if found

Stifl anotheout? How wonderful it would be if 1 could hear
bushes beforethe parlowhat these men aro plotting.

| will.”

A sound in the next room decided her; and,
thrusting the basket among the bushes, she Icaped
lightly In and vanished under tho table, leav-
ml(I; puss calmly washing her face on the window-
i

As soon as it was done Tabby’s licart hegan to
flutter; but it was too late to Tetreat, for at that
momeuc in bustled Mrs. Bliss, and the poor gir!
could only make herself as small as possible, quite
hidden under the fong folds that fell on all Sides
from the wide, old-fashioned table. ~She dis-
covei-ed nothing from the womcn’s chat, for
it ran on sage cheese, egg-nog, roast pork, and
lamentations” over a burnt pie. By the time
dinner was served, and the guests called in to
eat it, Tabby was calm enough to have all her
\vits about fer, and pride gave her courage to
be Izeabdy for the consequences, whatever they
mignt ve.

Igor a time tlie hungr% %entlemen were too busy
eating to talk much; but when Mrs. Bliss went
out, and the flip carne in, the}/ were read)' for
business. The ‘vindow w.as shut, whereat Taljhy
cxulted that she was inside; the talkcrs drc'v closer
to?ether, and spoke so low that she could only
catch a sentence now and then, which caused her
to puli her hair with vexation; and they svove a
good deal, to the great horror of the pious little
maiden cuiied up at their fcet. But she heard
enough to prove that she was right; for these nicn
were Captain BrnwnandEnsign De Bernicre, ofthe
British army, come to learn 'vhere the supplics
were stored and how well the tO'vn was defended.
She heard Mr. Bliss tell them that some of tire
“ Rebels,” as he called his neighbors, had sent him
word that he should not leave the town alivc, and
he was in much fear for his life and prop_ert%/.
She heard the Englishmen tell him that if he
carne with them theY_ 'vould protect him ; for they
were armed, and tlirec of them together could
surcl)' get safelz' off, as no onc knew the stranﬁers
had arrived but the slip of a girl wlio showed them



the way. Here “the slip of a girl” nodded her
head savagely, and hoped tlje speaker’s ear still
tlnlg/lled with the ljuffet she gave it.

r. Bliss gladlx consentcd to this plan and told
them he would show them the road to Lexington,
which was a shortcr way to Boston tiran through
Weston and Sudbury, the road th_er carne,

“ These people wont fight, will they?” asked
Ensign De Bernicre. —

“There goes a man who will flq_ht you to
the death,” answered Mr, Bliss, pointing to his
brother Tom, busy in a distant field.

The Ensign swore again, and gave a stamp that
brought his heavy heel down on poor Tabby’s hand
as shic leaned forward to catch every word. The
cruel blow nearly forced a cry from “her: but she
bit her |Iﬁ5 and”never stirred, though faint with
Fam. Wnen she could listen again, Mr. Bliss was
elling all he knew about the hiding places of the
powder, grain, and cannon the enem;r wislied to
capture and destroy. He could not tell much, for
the sccrets had been well kept; but if he had
known that our young Rebel was taking notes of
hiswords under his own table, he might have been
less read)r_ to betray his neighbors. ~ No onc sus-
pected a listener, however, and all Tabbg could do
*was to scowl at three pairs of muddy boots, and
wish she were a man that she might fight the
weajers of them,

Sallie very nearly had a chance to fight or fy;
for just asthey were Frcpargng to leave the taljle
a sudden snecze nearly undid her. She thought
she was lost, and hid her face, expecting to be
dragﬁed out to instant death, perhaps, by ihc
wrathful men of war. _ _

“What 's that?” exclaimcd the Ensign, as a
sudden pause foliowed that fatal sound. _

“ It carne from under the table,” added Captain
Brown, and a hand lifted a corner of the cloth.

A shiver went through Tabby, and she heid her
breath, with her eye upon that hig, brown hand;
but the next moment she could have laughed with
joy, for ﬁussy saved her. The cat had come to
doze on her warm skirts, and when the cloth was
raised, fancying he was to be fed by his master,
Puss rose and walked out purrln? loudly, tail erect,
with its whitc tip waving like a flag of truce.

“ T isbut the oid cat, gentlcmen. A good beast,
and, fortunately for us, unable to report ourcon-
ference,” said Mr, Bliss, witii an air of relief, for he
t&ad started guiltily at the bare idea of an eaves-

ropper.

! e sneezed as if he were as great a snuff-
takcr as an oid woman bf whom we asked our
way above here,” laughed the Ensign, as they all

0sg. , . :
“ And there she is now, coming along as if our

?r_e.nadlers were after her !” exclaimed_ the Cap-
ain, as the sound of steps and a wailing voice
carne nearer and nearer.

Tabby took a long breath, and vowed that she
would beg or buy the dear oid cat that had saved
her from “destruction. Then she forgot her own
danger in listening to the poor woman, who carne
in crying that her neighbors said she must Icavc
town at once, for they would tar and feather a
body for showing spics'the road to a Tory’s housc.

“"Well forme”t carne and heard their plots, or |
mlq_ht be sent off in like case,” thought the girl,
feeling that the more perils she encoimtered, the
grcater heroine she would be. | .

Mr. Bliss_comforted the oid soul, blddm% her
stay there till the neighbors forgot her, and the
officers gave her some money to pay for the costly
Service she had done them. Then they left the
room, and after some delay the three mén set off,
but TalDby was compelled to stay in her hiding-
place till the table was cleared, and the women
deep in 9033|F as they washed dishes in the kitchen.
Then the little spy crept out softly, and raising the
window with great care, ran away as fast as her
stiff limbs would carry her.

By the time she redched the Deacon’s, however,
and’told her tale, the Tories were well on their way,
Mr. Bliss having provided them with horses that
his own flight might be the speedier.

So they escaped; but the warningwas given, and
Tabby received great praise for her hour under the
table.” The towns-people hastened their prepara-
tions, and had time to rcmove the most valuable
stores to nel?hbo_rlng_towns; to mount their can-
non and drill their minute-men; for these resoluto
farmers meant to rcsist oppression, and the world
knows how well they clid it when the hour carmne.

Such an early spring had not been known for
gears; and by the ‘ipth of April fruit trees were in

loom, winter grain was up, and the stately elins
that fringed the river and overarchcd the Vvillage
streets were budding fast. It seemed a pity that
such a lovely world should be disturbed by Strifc
but liberty vias dearer than prosperity or peace, and
the peokfle leaped from their beds when young Dr.
Prescott carne, rlclmg for his life, with the message
Paul Revere brought from Boston in the night:

“ Ann I'arm ’ the British are coming !”

Like an electric spark the news rantrom housc
to house, and men made ready to fight, while tlic
brave women bade them go, and did their best to
Fuard the ireasure confided to their keeping. A
ittle later, word carne that the British_were at
Lexington, and blood had been shed. Then the
farmers shouldered their guns with few words but
stcrn faces, and bg sunrise a hundred men stood
ready with good Parson Emerson at their head.



More men were comLng in from the neigliboring
towns, and all. felt that the hour had arrived when
patience ceased to be a virtue and rebellion was

list. :

J Great was the excitement everywhere; but at
Captain David Brown’s one littie heart beat high
with hope and fear as Tabby stood at the door,
looking ‘across the river to the town, where drums
were beating, bells ringing, and people hurrying to

and fro.
“ | can't fiﬁht, but 1 must see,” she said: and
catching up fer cloak, she ran over the North
Bridge, promising her aunt to return and bring her
word as soon as the encmy appeared. ,

“ What news—are they coming?” calied the
Eeople from the Manse and the few houses that
hen stood along that road. But Tabby could only
shake her head and run the faster in her eagerness
o see what was happening on that memorable day.
When she reachcd the middle of the town she
found that the little company had gone along the
Loxington road to nieet the enemy. Nothing
daunted, she hurried in that direction and, climb-
ing a high bank, waited to catch a gllmpse of the
Brmﬁh grenadiers, of whom she had heard so
much.

_About seven o’clock they carne, the sun glitter-
ing on the arms of eight hundred English soldiers
marching toward ihe hundred stout-heartedfarmers,
who waited till they tvere within a few rods of them.

“ Let USstand our ground;_ and if we die, let us
dic here,” said brave Parson Emerson, still among
his people, ready for anything but surrender.

‘ Na¥,” said ‘a cautious Lincoln man, “ it will
noc do for us to vegin the war.”

So they reluctantly fell back to the town, the
British following slowly, beln_(l; weary with their
scven-raile mai'ch over” the hills from Lexington.
Coming to a little hrown house perched on the hill-
sidc, oric 0f the thirsty officers spied a well, with
the bucket swmgln at the end of the long pole.
Rimning up the bank, he was alsout to drink, when
agirl, who was crouching behind the well, sprang
up, and wiih an energetic gesture, flung the water
in his face, crying: _

“ That’s the the way wc serve spies!” .

Before Enmﬁn pe Bernicre — for it washe, actmg
as quide to the enemy—could clear his eyes an
dry his drenched face, Tahby was gone over the
hill with a laugh and a defiant gesture toward the
red-coats hclow. _ _

In high feather at this exploit, she darted about
the town, watching the British at their work of
destruction.  They cut down and burnt the liberty
Hole, broke open “sixty barréis of flour, flung five
undred pounds of balls into the mill-pond and

"mells, and set the court-house on fire.  Other par-

ties were ordered to different quartcrs of the town
to ransack houses and destroy all the stores they
found. Captain Parsons was sent to take Fosses-
sion of the North Bridge, and De Bernicre led the
way, for he had taken notes on his former visit,
and was a good guide. As they marched, a little
scarlct figure went flying on before them, and van-
ished at the turn of the road. It was Tahby has-
tening home to wavn her aunt.

“ Quick child, whip on this gown and cap and
hurry into bed. These prying fellows will surely
have pity on a sick girl, and re_sEect this room if
no other,” said Mrs. “Brown, bris IghelpmgTabby
into a short night-gown and round cap, and tuck-
ing her well up when she was laid down, for be-
tween the plump feather beds were hidden many
muskets, the most precious of their stores. This
had been Flanned beforehand, and Tabby was
glad to rest and tell her tale whilc Aunty Brown
put physic hottles and ?Iasscs on the table, set
some cvil-smelling herbs to simmcr on the hearth
and, co.mFromlsmg with her conscience, concocted
a nice little story to tell the invadcrs.

Presently they carne, and it was well for Tabby
that the Ensign'remained below to guard the doors
while the men ransacked the house from garrct
to cellar, for he might have recognized the saucy
girl who had twice maltreated him.

“ These are fcathers; liftthe covers carefully or

ou Il be halfsmothcred, they fly about so,” Said

rs. Brown, as the men carne fo some casks of
cartridges and flints, which she had artfully lapped
up several pillows to conceal.
~ Quite deceived, the men gladly passed on, leav-
ing the verY things they most wanted to destroy.
Coming to the bed-room, where more treasures of
the same valuable sort were hidden in various nooks
and corners, the dame held up her finger, saying,
with an anxious glancc towar Tabb(y:

“ Step softly, ]glease. You would n't harm a
poor, sick %wl_ he doctor thinks it is small-pox,
and a fright might kill her. 1 keep the chamber
as fresh as | can with yarbs, so | guess there isn’t
much danger of catching it.”

The men reluctantly looked in, saw a flushed
face on the pillnw (forTabblY was red with run-
nmE, and her black eyes wild with excitement),
took a sniff at the worinwood and motherwort,
and with a hasty glance into a closet or two where
sundry clothes concealed hiddcn doors, hastily re-
tired 1o report the danger and get away as ‘soon
as]possmle. _

They would have been much disgusted at the
trick played ugon them if they had seen the sick

?m fly out of bed and dance a jig of joy as they
ramped awaY to Barrett’s Mills.” But Soon Tahby
had no heart for merriment as she watched the



ininuie-men gather by the briclge, saw the British
march down on the ofher side, and when their first
volley killed brave Isaac Uavis and Abncr Hosmer,
of Acton, she heard Major Buttrick give the order,
“Fire, fellow-soldiers; for God’s sake, fire |”

For a little while shots rang, sinoke rose, sliouts
were heard, and red and blue coats mmgi_led in
the struggle on the bridge. Then the British fell
back, leaving two dead soldicrs behind them.
Thesewereburied where they fell; anclthebodies
of the Acton men were senf home to their poor
wives, Concord’s first martyrs for libcrty.

No need to tell more of the story of that

day; all

children

know i,

and many

have made

a pilgrim-

age to see the oid monument set Kﬂp where the

English fell, and the bronze Minutc-Man, standing

on his granile pedestal to mark the spot -where the

bravo Concord farmers fired tho shot that made
the oid North Bridge immort-il.

Wc¢ must follow Tabb%/, and tell how she got
her table-cloth. When the fight was over, the
dead buried, the woundcd carcd for, and the pris-
oners oxchangcd, the Tories werc punished. " Dr.
Lee was confined to his own fann on penalty of
being shot if he left it, and the property of Daniel

Bliss was confiscatcd by government, Some things

were sold at auction, and Captain Brown bought
thhe fllne cloth and gave it to Tabby, saying
eartily; ,

* Thyere, my girl, that belongs to you, and yon
may well be pioud of it; for thanks to your quick
wits and eyes and ears we were not taken unawares.
but sent the red-coats back faster than they carne. ’

_And Tabby was proud ofit, keeping it caiefullg,
d|spIaK|ng it with immense satisfaction when shc
told the story, and sFlnnmg busily to make a %t
of napkins to (?0 with it. "It covered the tabk-
wlicn her weddtng supper was spread, was usod
at the cliristcning of her first 1joy, and for man)' a
Thanksgiving and Christmas dinner through tlic
ha?py years of her married life,

Then it was preser\ed by her daughters as a
relie of their mothcr’s youth, and long after the olci
woman was gone, the wcll-wurn cloth still aPpeare_d
on.great occasions, til) it grew too thin for anj-
thing Iljut careful keeping, to illustraCe the story
so proudly tokl by the grandchildrcn, who found
it hard to believe that the fcelile oid |ady of iiinety
could be the lively lass who playcd ber little pait
in the Rcvohition with such spirit.



In 1861, Tabby’s talile-cloth saw another war,

and made an honorable end. When men were

called for, Concord responded “ I-lcrc !” and sent
a guodly number, led by another bravo Colonel
Prescott. Barretts, Hosmcrs, Melvins, Browns,

and Wheelers stood shoulder to shoulder, as their
grandfathers stood that day to meet the British by
the bridge. Mothers said, “ Go, my son,” as
biavely as before, and sisters and sweethearts
smiled' with wet eyes as the boys in blue marched
away again, cheered on by anotlier noble Emerson.
More than one of Tabby’s descendants went, some
to fight, some to nurse; and for four long years
the oid town worked and waited, hoped and
prayed, burying the dear dead boys sent home,
ilursing those who brought back honorable wounds,
and sending more to man the breadles made by
the awful battles tbat filled both North and South
with a wilderness of graves.

The women knit and sewcd, Sundays as well
as week days, to supply the cali for clothes; the
mea empticd their pockets freely, glad to give,
and the rainister, after preaching like a Christian
soldier, took off his coat and packed boxcs of
comforts like a tender father.

“ More lint and bandages called for, and 1 do
believe we 've torn and picked up every oid rag
in the town,” said one busy lady to another, as
several sat together making comfort-bags in the
third year of the long struggle.

“ I have cleared my garret of nearly everything
in it, and only wish 1 had more to give,” answered
one of the patriotic Barrete mothers.

“ We can’t buy anything so soft and good as
worn-out sliccts and table-cloths. New ones wont
do, or 1 'd cut up every one of mine,” said a newly
married Whceler, sewing for dear life, as she re-
raembered the many eousins gone to the war.

“ I think I shall have to give our Revolutionary
tablc-cloth. It 's oid enough, and soff as silk,
and 1 'm sure my blessed grandraother would
think that it could n't make a better end,” spoke
up whitc-hcaded Madam Hubbard, for Tabby
Tarbell had married one of that numerous and
worthy race.

“ Oh, you would n't cut up that famous cloth,
would you ?” cried the younger woman.

“ Yes, 1wi|l, It's in v~s, and when |’'m gone
no one will care for it. Folks don’t seem to re-
member what the women did in those days, so it’s
no use keeping relies of 'cm,” answered the oid
lady, who would have owncd herself mistaken if
she could have looked forward to 1876, when the
town celcbrated its ccntcnnial, and proudly ex-
hibited the litilc scissors with which Mrs. Barrctt
cut paper'for cartridges, among other
trophies of that carlicr day.

ancient

So the ancient clotlr was carefiiliy made inlo
a box-full of the finest lint and softest squares to
lay on wounds, and sent to one of the Concord
women who had gone as a nurse.

“ Here 's a treasure ! ” she said, as she carne to
it among othcr comforts newiy an ived from home.
“ Just what | want for my brave Rebel and poor
little Johnny Bullavd.”

The “ brave Rebel” was a Southern man who
had fought well and was badly wounded in many
ways, yet never complaincd; and in the midst of
great suffering was always
and courageous, that the
gentlenian,” and tried to
rcspected so gallant a foe. John Bullard was an
English drummer boy, who had been through
several battles, stoutly dnnnraing away in spite of
bullets and cannon-balls; cheering maii)' a camp-
fire -with his voice, for he sang like a blackbird,
and was always mcrr)’, always plucky, and so great
a favorite in his regiment, tliat all mourned for
“ little Johnny ” when his right arm was shot off at
Gettysburg. It was thought he would die ; l)ut be
pulled through ihc worst of it, and was slowly
struggling back to health, still trying to be gay,
and beginning to chirp ieebly now and then, like
a convalescent bird.

“ Here, Johnny, is some splendid lint for this
poor arm, and some of the softest compresses foi-
CarroTs wound. He is asleep, so | 'll begin with
you, and while 1 work 1’ll amuse you with the story
of the oid tablc-cloth this lint carne from,” said
Nurse May, as she stood by ihc bed where the
thin, white face smiled al her, though the boy
dreaded the hard quarter of an hour he had to
endure every daj’.

“ Thanky, mum.
a good bit.

so courteous, paticnt,
men called him “ our
show how much they

We ’avc n't 'ad a story for
l’m ‘artj' this inornin’, and think 11l
be liup by this day week, wont 1 ?”

“ lhopeso. Nowshutyour cycs and listen i then
you wont mind the twinges | give you, gentle as |
try to be,” answered the nurse, beginning her pain-
ful task.

Then she told the story of Tablsy’s table-cloth,
and the boy enjoycd it immcnsely, laugliing out at
the slapping and the throwing water in the ensign’s
face, and openly rcjoicing when the red-coats got
the worst of it.

“ As we 've beatcn all the rest of the world, 1
don’t mind our ’'aving bad liick that time. We
bar’ friends now, and 1 'll figlit for you, mum, like
a British bull-dog, if | hever get the chance,” said
Johnny, when the tale and dressing svere endcd.

“ So you shall. 1 like to turn a brave,cncmy
into a faithful friend, as | hope wc shall yet be ablc
to do with our Southern brothers. | admire their
courage and tlieir loyalty to what they believe to be



right; and we are all suffering the punishment we
deserve for waiting till this sad war carne, instead
of settling the trouble years ago, as we might have
done if we had lovcd honcsty and honor more than
money and power.”

As she spoke, Miss Hunt turned to her other
patient, and saw by the expression of his face that
he had heard both the tale and the talk. He smiled,
and said, “ Good morning,” as usual, but when
she stooped to lay a compress of the soft, wet
damask on the angry wound in his breast, he
whispered, with a grateful look ;

“ You have changed one ‘' Southern brother’
from an enemy into a friend. Whether 1 live or
die, | never can forget how gcnerous and kind you
have all been to me.”

“ Thank you! Tt is worth months of anxiety
and care to hear such words. Let us shake hands,

and do our best to make Nortli and South as good
friends as England and America now are,” said the
nurse, offering her hand.

“ Me, too! 1 've got one 'and left, and lgive it
ye with all me 'art. God bless )'e, sir, and a lively
getting hup for the two of us|1” cried Johnny,
strctching across the narrow space that'divided the
beds, with a beaming face and true English readi-
ness to forgive a fallen foe when he had proved a
bravo one.

The three hands met in a warm sliakc, and the
act was a little lesson more eloquent than words
to the lookers-on; for the spirit of brotherhood
that should bind us all together worked the mirade
of linking these three by the frail threads spun a
century ago.

So Tabby’s lable-cloth did make a beautiful and
useful end at last.

DRIFTING.

By E. Vinton Blake.

Oh, the winds were all a-blowing down the blue, blue sky,
And the tide was outward flowing, and the rushes flitted by;
Ali the liiics scem’d to qtiiver
On the fair and dimpled river,
All the west was golden red;
We were children four togetlier,
In the pleasant autumn weather,
And merrily down we sped.



Oh, the town behind us faded in the palé, palo gray,
As we left the rivcr shaded, and we drifted down the bay;
And across the harbor bar,
Where the hungry breakers are,—
You and Grace, and Tom and |I,—
To the Golden Land, with laughter,
Where wc 'd live in peace thercafter,

Just beyond the golden sky.

Oh, the winds were chilly growing o’er the gray, gray sea,
When a white-winged bark carne blowing o’er the billows oit our lee.
Cried the skipper, all a-svonder:
“ Mcrcy on us! over yonder—
Bear a hand, my lads, with me—
Four young children all together,
In this pleasant evening weather,
Go a-drifting out to sea!”

All our prayers were unavailing, all our fond, fond hopes,
For our Golden Land had vanished with its fair and blooming slopes
As the skipper, with loud laughter,
Towed our little shallop after,—
Homeward, by the drcary bay.
Fast our childish lears were flowing,
Chill the western wind was blowing,
And the gold had turned to gray.

TO MY VALENTINE, AGED ONE.

By

I WILL not speak of “ pangs sincere,”
Of “ loves” and “ doves” by poets sung;
Since you are still a triflo young

To understand such things, my dear;—

R.

T.

But only ask you “ to be mine”

Till he, who, some day, is to win

Your love,— (the young scamp !)— shall step in
And claim you for his Valentine.
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STORIES

By Citlara E rski

Paintina in Germany.

 The Enipcroi- Charles V., of Germany, who
icignod from 1348 to 1378, was a great lover and
patron of the Fine Arts, and in Fragie, the capital
of Bohemia, a school arose under his care which is
important in the history of art, since from it what
is called German ai-t may be dated. We know that
the Einperor wasvery liberal and employed Italian
artists, as well as those from all parts of Germany,
lo work in his favorite FraPue; but so little “is
known of the lives of the earliest masters or of the
anthorship of the few EIGCGS of ancient painting
idiich remain, that | shall not attempt to tell you
anything about them. o
here were other early schools of\R/amtlng,at
Cologne, Colmar, Ulm, Augsbur?, estphalia,
and Nuremburg. | shall tell you ofthe great mas-
ter of the latter school;. buf, before speaking of
him, | shall say something of Nuremburg itself
which was a_very important place durl_nP the fif-
teenth and sixteenth centuries, and is still"a city of
great interest lo travelers. . _

Nuremburg was a place of consideration even in
the time of the Emperor HenrY 1V, who ennobled
thirty-eiglit families there. In 1219, Henry V raised
itto the rank of a free imperial city, and during the
middle ages it was very important'on account of its
enormous traffic between tlic _great sca-port of
Venice and the countries ofthe East, and all north-
e Europe.  Through its commerce it became a
verY rich city, and ifs burghers established manu-
factories of various sorts, and so built up its trade
that skillful artisans flocked there, and many discov-
cries were made which still have a great influence
in tlie world. . ,

The first papcr-mill in Germany was in Nurem-
burfg, and Koberger’s printing-liouse, with its twen-
tK- our presscs, was so attractivc to authors that
they settled at Nuremburg in order the more con-
veniently to oversee tlic prlntlng of their works.
Watches, called * Nurem,bur% ggs,” were first
made about 1500; the clarionet was nvcnted there,
and church organs were better made than in any
other Germéan fown. A new composition of lirass,
the air-gun, and wire-dvawing_macliinery were
all Nuremburg devices. The filigree silver and
gold work,— the medals, images, seais and other
artistic jewelry which were made by the fifty master
goldsmiths who dwelt thcre,—werc famous far and
wide; and this variety of manufactures was in-
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creased .oy Hirschvogel, an artisan who, traveled
initaly and learned to'make maéollca. Hisfactory,
established at Nuremburg in 1507, was the fii-stn
all Germany in which such ware was made. It is
not certain that piaying-cards wcre invented in
Nuremburg, but they vvere manufactured there as
early as 1380, and camion were east there in 1356 ;
previous to this they liad been made of iron hars
soldered together lengtliwise and held in [jlace by
hoops. In short, the manufacturéis of Nuremburg
were so widely known as to give rise to a proverb,

“ Nuremburg's hand,
Goes through cvcry laiid” ;

and thus the city liad the sort of importance which
success and wealth bring to a person or a place.
But as this importance is not the highest and
best that can be gained, so it was not the most
lasting |mF0rtance of Nuremburg, for all this
commercial and moneyed prosperity was lost; but
the fame which the city acquired on account of its
literary men, its artists, and their works, still re-
mains. | will not speak here of the authors and
schilars of the oid city; but of its artists something
must be said. , o
At the ciose of the fifteenth and the beginning of
the sixteenth century, besides Alliert Drer, there
were Pcter Vischer-and his five sons, sculptors
and bronze casters; Adam Kraffi, sculptor; Veit
Stoss, a wonderful vvood-carver, and a goodly
company of painters and cngravers wliosc works
and names are still admired and respected. When
we consider all these advantages that Nuremburg
enjoyed, we do not think it strange that she shoul
have been called the *“ Gothic Athens.”. _
Direr’s time was an interesting onc in the his-
tory of Europe, or, we may say, of the world. He
was born twenty-one yeafs liefore Colunibus dis-
covcred America. In his day, too, Vasco di Gama
sailed the soiilhern seas; Copernicus wrotc of his
observations and discoveries, and all EuroPe was
deeplya’t\%ltat_ed by the preaching of the Reforma-
tion by Martin Lutlicr. Men of thought and power
werc cverywhere discussing great questions: the
genlu_s of invention was active; the love of the
eautiful was indulged, and the general vvealtli
and prosperity of Europe supported the artists and
encouraged them to strive for great attainments.
Direrwas the friend of Gian Bellini, of Raphael,
Quintin Matsys, Lucas van Leyden, and man?{
other artists, as well as of many people in hig

e Cleraem. Allnghts rcscrved.



position in all parts of Germany, and in some
other countries ; and if he did not actually found
a new school of art, he certainly perfected that
which already existed in his country i and since
he was not only a painter, an architect, sculptor,
but engraver, and writer upon art, his influence
upon his time and nation can scarcely be over-
estimated.

Was born at Nuremburg in 1471, His father was
a master goldsmith, and had eighteen children
born to him— seven daughters and eleven sons.
We can understand 'how he must have toiled to
care for all these children; and besides the toil
he had great sorrows, for fifteen children died.
Three sons only, Albert, Andreas, and Hans,
reached mature aﬂe. The portraits which Albert
?amted of his father show so serious and worn a
ace, that one sees in them the marks his strugglcs
had left. We also know that he was a man much
respectad ; for though he was but a craftsman, he
was honored by the Tricndship of prominent men,
and the famous Koberger was godfather to the
baby Albert.

One of the advantages that the young Albert
had as a result of his father’s position, was an
association with Willibald Pirkheimer, who was
about his own aqe_ and of a rich and patrician
family. Through this fricndship, Albert saw some-
thing of a more refined life than that in his father’s
house, and was also able to learn certain things, in
which Willibald’s tutors instructed him, thatwere
not taught to the sons of artisans. Among other
writings, Albert Direr made ahmtorK of his fam-
ily, in‘which, speaking of his father, he said :

H e had many rroiibks, tridis, and adverse circumstances. But

yet from every one who knew him he reccivccl praise, because he
life, and was

on. and thanking God. * -

patient, giving ah men
My dear father loo

with his children, bringing them up lo the honor o

e us know what was agreeable to others, as well as to out

so lliatwe might become good nei

us of these things, the love o

From his earlicst years Albert Durer lovcd
drawing, and there are sketches in existence jnade
when he was a mere child ; thcre is a portrait of
himself in the Albertina at Vicnna, upon which is
written, “ This 1 have drawn from mKseIf from
the Iookgndg-glass, in the year 1484, when | was
still a child—=»~.o... o...... The expression
of tiic face is sad; it was painted in the same
year that his father took him into his workshop,
Intending to make a ﬁoldsmnh of him. Doubtless,
the training which he received hcre was to his
advantage, and gave him the wonderful delicacy
and accuracy of execution which he showed in his
later works.” He writes of this time ;

ore than
en atlast| lold my fatherof my incUnatlon,

toward the
goldsmith's cra
hewas not well pleased, thinking of ihe lime 1 had been under him
as loot if | turned But he left me to have
St. A odrew's Day, he
wilh Micliael Wohlgemuih, to serve

a painter. my wiL: and

in ihe ycat 1486, on seitled me apprenticc

him for three

time God gave me diiigence to learn well, in spiie o
men.

to suffer from the other young men

This last sentence doubtless refers to rudeness
and jeering from his companions, to which he was
quite unaccustomed. The art of his master was
not of a high order, and we doubt if Albert Diirer
learned anything from him beyond the mechanical
processes, such as the mixing of colors and facility
In using his brush. But in his walks about Nurera-
burg he was always seeing something that helped
him"to form himself as an-artist. Nuremburg still
retains its antique beauty, and much of it remains
as he saw it; tnere are narrow streets, with quaint
houses, gablc-roofed, with arched portais and mull-
ioned Windows: splendid Gothic churches are there,
rich_in external architecture, and containing ex-
quisite carvings and ,B?{zantme pictures ; it.has
palaces and mansions inhabited to-day by families
whose knightly ancestors built them centilries ago.
The Castlc, of Reichsveste, built on a rock, wiih'its
three towcrs, seems to be keeping watch over the
country around; whilo the city walls, with their
numerous turrets, and the four arched rg];ate-ways
with their lofty watch-towers give the whole place
an air of great antiquity, and make even tho
matter-of-fact traveler of to-day indulge in fanciful
dreams of the Ion? aqo, in which Direr walked
those streets, and fed 'his rich fancy by gazing on
those same beauties of Nature, Architecture, and

Art.
Itis Frobable that in Wohlgemuth’s studio Diircr
did little but apprentice work on the master's
pictures. At all events, very few of his own drau-
Ings of that time exist. In 1490 he painted a
portrait of his father, now in Florence, which was
rarely, perhaps never, suvpassed by him in his
later” years. The apprcnticeship ended, Direr
travcled and studied four years,— a time of which
we have verY little accurate knowledge,—and in
1494 he settled himself as a painter and engraver
in his native city. ) _

In the samedvear, Diirer was married to Agnes
Frey. It would seem, from his own words in bis
diary, that the match was made by the parcnts of
the young people. It has often been said that she
was a great scold and made him vcryunhappy;
but more recent and careful research shows that
this story rcsts upon very slight foundation, and
nothing 1n D{rer’s own writings would indicate any
unhappiness in his home. Agnes Diirer was a very
handsorac woman ; but, though several portraits
are called ljy her namc, we have no positive knowl-



edge that her husband ever made a portrait of her.
U was in the same year (1494) of his settiemcnt
and inarriage that he was made a member of the
guild of painters at Nuremburg. Thus, when
twenty-three years oid, he had studied, made
his student’s journey, and was honorably estab-
Ushed in his native city.

Albert Durer is more famous and more widely
known as an engraver than as a painter. His first
copper-plate engraving was made in 1497, and from
that time he executcd numerous works of this kind.
The first impressions from his early engravings are
now sought with great eagerness by connoisseurs
and collectors. One of the first was “ St. Jetoine’s
Penance,” a good impression of which was sold a
few years ago for five hundred dollars. 1In 149S
Direr published his first series of wood-cuts illus-
trating the Apocalypse of St. John. These cuts
niarked a new era in wood engraving, and showed
what possibilities it contained. Before this time it
had been a rudc art, chicfly used by uneducated
monks. There are one hundred and seventy-four
wood-cuts attributed to Durer. The other impor-
tant series are the “ Great and Little Passion,”
showing the sufferings of Christ, and the “ Life
of the Virgin.”

There has been much dispute at various times as
to whether the mastcr executed his plates with his
own hands; it would seem to be the most reason-
able conclusion that he did the work himselfupon
his earliest plates, but that, later, he must have
allowed his assistants to pcrform the mechanical
labor after his designs.

Many of Durer’'s engravings would seem very
ugly to you; and, indeed, to many well-trained
critics there is little to admire in his subjects or his
mode of presenting them. He often chose such
scenes as remind us only of death, sorrow, and sin.
Again, mhis grotcsque and fantastic humor was
shown; and nothing more wlld and unusual could
be imagined than some of his fancics which he
raade almost immortal through his great artistic
power. A woocl-cut callcd the “ Tviumphal Arch
of Maximilian” is two and a half feet high and
nine feet wide ; it was composed of ninety-two
blocks, and all the romarkablo events in the
Emperor’s life are illustrated in it, as well as many
symbolical figures and pictures cxpiessi\-e of his
praise, nobility, and power.

It is said ihat, whilc this engraving was being
finishcd by the engraver Rosch, the Emperor drove
often to see it. On one occasion several of Rosch’s
pet cats ran into the presencc of the sovcrcign, and
from this incident arése the proverb, “ A cat may
iook at a king.”

Of his coppcr-plate engravings, some of the
more important are “ The Nativity.” “ The Great

and the Little Horse,” “ Mclancholy,” and “ The
Kiiigluand Death.” The lastis ihe mostcelebrated
of all, and no onc can say exactly what it means. It
shows a knight in full panoply, who rides through
a i-ocky defile — Satan is pursuing him and clutch-
ing after him, while Death is at his side and holds
up an hour-glass. Some interpretéis say that the
Knight is a wicked one, whom Satan owns, and
Death warns to repent; others give the Knight a
flame, and several men of the time are mcntioned
as being in Durer's mind; and some say that he
stands for Direr himself, when overedme by temp-
tation and fear. But let it mean what it may, itis
a wonderful work, and Kiigler says; “ | believe |
do not exaggerate when | particularize this print
as the most important work which ihe fantastic
spirit of German art has ever produced.”

It has been said that Durer inventad the proccss
of etching; it is more probable that he perfected
an older discovery ; very few of his ctchi.igs remain
in existence.

As a sculptor, Durer executed some remarkable
works inivory,boxwood, and stone; he alsodesigned
some excellecnt medals. In the British Museum
there is a relief, seven and a halfby five and a half
inches in size, which was bought about eighty
years ago for two thousand five hundred dollars.
It is in crcam-colored stone, and rcpresents the
birth of St. John the Baptist. It was executcd in
1510, and is very remarlcable for its cxquisite dctail,
which was doubtless a rcsult of his early training
as a goldsmith, when he learned to do very exact
and delicate work. His caivings are seen in vari-
ous places in Europe, and pvove that he might
have succeeded as a sculptor had he cliosen that
profession.

Besides his family history and diary, Direr wrote
some poctry, but nonc of importance. His first
noticeable litcrary work was “ The Art of Mensura-
tion,” which was published in 15251 ~.nd was a suc-
ccssful book. He also wrotc “ Some Instruction in
the Fortification of Cides, Castics, and Towns,”
but his gi-eatest achievemcnt as a writer was the

Four Books of Human Proportion.” It was not
published until after his death, and its importance
is shown by the fact tliat it passed through several
German editions, besides three in Latin, and two
each in Italian, French, Poriiiguesc, Dutch, and
English. He wrote, too, upon architccture, music,
and various departments of |5ainting, such as color,
landscapc, and so on.

As an architcct, we can say but little of Dlrer ;
for while his writings prove that he had a good
knowledge of architecture, he executed but fetv
works in that department of art, and wc have slight
knowledge of these. It rcmains only to speak of
his paintings, which are not numerous, but still



exist in gallcries in various parts of Europe. Man,r
of them are portraits, the finest of wivich still
remains. in Nuremburg, thoiigh enormous sums
have been offered for it. It r'ef)resents Jeromce
HoUschuher, who was a reraarkably strong man in
charactcr: it was painted in 1526, and retains its
rich, vivid coloi'ing. His portraits of liis fnthcr and
of himselfare very interesting, and all his works of
tliis sort are stronﬁ, rich picturcs. Among his
religioiis picturcs the “ Feast of Rose Garlands”
is very promincnt. It was painted in Venice, in
the yeat 1306. Diirer worked seven monthson this
pictdre, and by it contradicted those who had said
that “ he was a good engraver, but knew nol how
to deal with colors.” 1t brought him great fame,
and was soid from tho church where it was oiigi-
nally placed to the Emperor Rudolf II., who
had” it borne on men’s shoulders from Venice to
Prague, in order to avoid the injuries which m|7%ht
come from other modcs of removing it. In 1782,
itwas sold by Joseph II., and has since been in
the monastery of Strabow, at Prague; it has been
much restorcd and is seriously Injured. In the
back%r_ound_, on the right, are the figures of Diirer
and Pirkheimcer, who remaincd thé friend of his
age as of his childhood. _ _
Ancearlierworkistie “ Adoration of the Kinp,”
in the Tribune of the Uffizi, at Florence; this s
one of his best paintings, The years from 1507 to
1526 were the most fruitful of good work in the
life of this master, and in 1526 he painted two
pictures which, for some reasons, are the most
m_terestmg of all he did. They were the result of
his best thought, and may be called the first com-
pletework of art produced by Protcstantism. They
represent the Apostles John and Peter, Mark and
Paul. HeJ)ut ugon them inscriptions from the
Gospels and the Epistles urgln% the danger of
departing from the Word of God or believing in
false ,proRh_cts; and the figures, bearing the Script-
uies in their hands, seem”to be the faithful guar-
dians of God’s law. ,

There is an oid traclition that these figures rep-
resent the Four Temperaments: thus, in the first,.
St. Peter with a hoary head and reposeful air, bend-
ing over the book in the hands of St. John, rcprc-
sents the phlcgmatic temj)eramcn_t ever tranquil
in its reflcctioDsi— St. John, with his earnest,
thoughtful face stands for the melancholic tcmper-
ainent, which pushes its inquiries to the profoiind-
est depths ;— these two represent the inward life
that from which comes conviction. In the sec_on_d
picture theeffect ofthis upon actionand daily life is
shown: St. Mark, in the background, re|3resents
the sanPnlne temperament ; he looks around ap-
pealingly and hopcfiiliy, as if urging others to
search the Scriptures for the same good which he

has found in thc-m; while St. Paul stands in front
bearing the book and the sword, looking scverely
over his shoulder, as if ready to defcnd the
Word and punisli by the sword any who should
show it disrespect: he stands for” the cholerio
tem;nmramcnt. _ ,

These two pictures are executed in a masterly
manner— there is a sublimity of expression in
them, a majestic repose and perfect simplicity in
the moveinent, and in the folds of the drapery — all
is in keeping.  Tho color, too, is warm and true
to natnre; no touch of the fantastic is felt; in these
pictures, Albert Direr reached the summit of his
power and stood on a plafie with the great masters
of the world. )

When they wcre completed, Direr presented
them to the council of Nuremburg as a remem-
brance of himself as an arti.st, and as teacliing his
fellow-citizens an_earnest lesson as was suited to
the stormy time in which they lived. The coun-
cil, accepted the gift, placed "the pictures in the
council ‘house and sent a Present of money to
Direr and his wife. A century later, the Elector
Maximilian of Bavaiia determincd to have these
panels at any cost; he bribed and thieatened, and
at last the council of Nuremburg, afraid of his an-
ger, sent the pictures to Munich after having copies
made by John Fischer, upon which were placed
the original inscriptions, as it was thought best to
cut them off from Dircr’s own work, lest thel-
should not please a Catholic Prince. So it hap-
pened that tile origindis are in the Munich gallery.
and the copies in the town picture gallery now In
the Rathhaus of Nuremburg. o

Lshall not stay to describé more of his paintings,
for 1 wish to resume the account of Direr’s Iife.
As staiod, it was in 1494 that he married and set-
tled in his native city. About 1500, Willibald
Pirkheimer returned from military servicc and re-
newed his friendship with Direr. At his house
the artist met man_Y eminent men—scholars and
reformcrs; and while he was admired and appreci-
ated for his own genius and accomplishmeqts, he
himself gained much grcater and better knowl-
edge of the world in this society than his previous
narrow_life had given him. _

In 1502, Direr’s father died and the sonquamtIY
and tendcrly related the closing scenes of the ol
man’s life, and mourned his own loss. Within the
next two years Direr took his mother and his
goungest brother to his_own home, while his

rother Andreas was thiis_left free to go on a
studentbourncy as a gnldsmith. _ ,

In_1505, after several years of continuous indus-
try, Direr made a journey to Venice ; he arrived
there when Giovanni Bellini was the leader of the
Venetian artists and Carpaccio was painting his
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pictures of St, Ursula.
were then becomln% more and more famous, and
before Diirer left their city he was cmployed at
the same time with them in painting for the Fon-
daco dei "Tcdeschi, or the company of Germans
in Venice. The letters which Duref wrote at this
time to his friend Pirkhcimer are of much interest;
during the Thivty Years' War in Germany, these
lettera were walled up in the Imhoff mansion, and
were discovcred at a much later time. ,
It is said that Bellini was much pleascd with
Direr’s painting, especially with his manner of
reprosenting hair. Onc dayhe begged the German
to_give himthe brush which he used forit; upon
this, Direr took one of his common brushes and
Famted a long tress of woman’s hair, while Bellini
ooked on admmngly and declared that had he
not seen it he could not have believed it. Direr
wrote of the kindncss ho received from gentle-
men, but said that the artists were not so favorable
to him. He was very sensitive to tlicir criticisms ;
and when he had finished his Rose Garlands, wrote
that the Doge»and the Patriarch had been to his
studio to see it; that he had contradicted those
who said that he could not use colors, and added,
“ There is no'better Flcturc of tho Virgin Mary in
the land, because all the artists praise it, as well
as the nobility. They say they have never seen a
more sublime, a more charming painting.”
Pivkheimer was constantly urging Drer to re-
turn liome, and Agnes Diirer was very imhappy at
the long abscnce of her husband.” The artist
dreaded his return. He said, “ Oh. how | shall
freeze after this sunshinc I Here, 1am a gentle-
man—at home, only a parasite !” He was forced
to refuse many commissions that were offered him,
as well as a ﬁovernment pension of two liundred
ducats; but he thought it his duty to return to
Nuremburg. On hIS.WaK, he visited Bologna' and
through pictures which he left there, Raphael’s at-
tention was turned to him in such a manner that
an intimate correspondence and an exchange of
pictures occurred between him and Direr. It
was a fortinate thing for the interest of paint-
ing that Direr did not remain in Italy; had he
done so, he would, without doubt, havé modificd
his striking individuality, and his strength and
quaintness would have been lost to German art.
From 1507, Direr was the tcacher of many
students in painting and engraving, and_his studio
was a hive of busY_workracn._ During this time the
artist was at the licight of his productivcness, and
worked at painting, engraving, and carving; dur-
ing seven years from this date, besides his pictures,
he ' made more than a hundred wood-cuts and forty-
eight en%ravm s and ctchings. These last were
very salable. The religious excitement of the time

Titian and Giorgione

made a %reat demand for his engravings'of the
Passion, the Virgin and Saints; and his income
was so increased as to enable him to live very
comfortably. = . _

In 1509, Direr finished the * Coronation of the
V||'9|n” for the merchant, Heller. It was an im-
orfant picture, now known only by a copy at

uremburg, as the original was burned in" the
palace at Munich about 1673. There was some
dispute about the fmce, two hundred fiorins, and
Direr wrote to Heller, “ I should hecome a beggar
by this means; henccforward | will stick to mY en-
gravm%; and, if I had dong so before, 1should he
ficher by a thousand fiorins than | am to-day.”
This seems to explain the reason of his cuts lieing
so much more numerous than his_paintings.

The house in which Direr lived is now pre-
scrved as public property in Nuremburg.. It is
occupied by a society of artists, who guard it from
injury; and a Streetwhich F,asses,lt is callcd Albert
Durer's Street. Here he lived in much comfort,
thqugh not luxury, as we may know from a mem-
orandum which "he wrote Before liis death, i
which he said;

“ Eegarding the belungiiigs 1 hsve amasse d by my own haml;

work, | have noi d a grcat chanco to become rich

ha . and have had
plenty of losses; having lent without being
-men have not rockon

repaid, and my wort-
ed with me: alsomy agentat Rom c died, afrcr
nsing up my property. * * ' Still, we have

good house furauUli-

ing, cloihing, costly things in earthenwarc. professional fitlings-up,

bed-fumishings, chests, and cabinels; and my stock of colors i.

worih one hundred gitdens.”

In 1512, Durer was first employed by the Em-
peror Maximilian, wliose life was pictured in the
reatprint of the “ Triuir"hal Arch.” Itis said that
this sovereign made Direr a noble ; and we kno«
he granted’the artist a pension of two hundred
dollars a year, which was not always prompih'
paid. Ddrer related that, nne day, when he was
working on a sketch for the Emperor, his Majest
tried to'make a drawing himself, using a charcoal-
crayon ; but he had great trouble on account ofits
breaking, and complained that he could do nothing
with it. ~ The artist took the crayon from his hand,
saying, “ This is my sceptre, your Majesty,” and
then taught the sovereign how to use it.

_Of the" death of his mother Diirer wrote a par-
ticular account, from which I give an extract:

“Now you must know that in the year istj, on “ Tuesday m

Ctois-week, my poor, unhappy inoihev

,whom | had uken under

mycharge two years after my father's deaih, because she was Ihe"

quite poor, and who had lived with me for ninc years, was taken

deaihly sick on one moining early, so

om; for we knew not, as

thatwe h.id to 'n*Ank open ~cr

she could notgctup, what 10 do.

nd her custom was to go often lo church

;and she always pumsii

ewhen | did not act rightly; and she always took great care o

ep me and my brothers from sin; and whether | wentincroe

r constant word was,
iligence she

‘“In the flame of Christ':

constantly gave us holy exhortaiioji

and wich p

s, andhadgre

o a s = > o
o A °

souls.”



She lived still a year, and the artist wrote;

f | d f EINS A | ~
. _orherﬁ]r&l SI?I% was SIXQ)I“-ThI'gC years oid when she died,
"#4 1 huried her honorably, according lo my means. * '
Xadin herdealh she looked srill more lovely than she was in her

1S20, Diirer, with his wife and her maid,
Siisanna, made the tour of the Nethcrlands. His

sT GeoroE AND THE D. 'IOK. (SROM A SVOCD-ENCIRAVING
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principal ob#]ect in this Journe%/ was to sec tho new
emperor, Charles V,, and obtain a confirraation
of the pension which Maximilian had granted him
and, |f1p0_55|ble, the appointment of court-painter
also. This tour was made when there was great
wealth and_prosperity all throu?_h the Low Couu-
trics, and Diirer's Journal was Tilled with wonder
at the prosperity and magnificence which he saw.

At Antwerp he met Ouintin Matsys, of whom we
have already spoken, and other Fléraish painters,
and writes :

“On Si1 Oswaid'fi Day, ihe paimers inviicd me to their hall,
wuh my wire and maid: and everything, ihere, was of silver and
other costly ornamentaiion, and cxiremcly costly viands. 1h ~
wetc also their wWes there; and whcii | was conducted lo ihc
table, all the people stood iip on each side, as if | had been a great
lord. There were amongst them also many per«wns of distmction,
who all bowcd low, and in the most hiimble manner tesiified their
pleastire at seeing me, and

ibey said they wonld do all in ihcir
power to give me pleasure.

And, a« | sai at table, there caioc m
the me&senger of ilie Ravh of Antiverp, who presented me wiih four
lanicards ofwInein the namc of the maglitrates; and he said that

they desired lo honor me with

ihis, and ihat | should have iheir
good.will. * *

And fot a long lime we were very merry
logeiher, until quite laie in the night; then they accorapanied us-
home with torches in the most honorable manner, and they begged
us acccpt their gnod-wlll, and said they rvoidd do whatever 1
desired that might be ofassUtance to me.

While at Antwerp, Diirer met many notable
people, and painted some portraits; he also sold
many engravings, and all his.business matters are
recordcd in his jonvnal The Portnguesc consul
sent a large quantity of sweetmeais and a green
parrotto Agnes Diirer, and her husband in rcturn
presented the consul with several score of engrav-
ings. It would be a curious thing to knuw where
these prints, are now, and we wonder how much
the consul tiren pvized what would now be of such
Erea_tvalue. He went to Brussels with Tomasin

lorianus, and was thcre entertaincd with great
honors, and was well received by the Regent
Mavqaret, who promised to interest herself in" his
behalf at the imperial coiirt. Of this visit he wrote;

"And 1 have seen King Charles’s hnusc at Brussels, with its
fountams, labyrinth, and paik. It gave me the greatest pkasure;
and a more delightful thing, and more like a paradise, 1 have never be-
fore seen. " At Brussels, thcre isu town hall, builtof hewn
stone with a splendid tcaitsparenttowcr. * > * | also have been
inte the Nassau house, which is built in such a oosily style and so

beautifully ornamented. And | S-Wthe Ilwo heautilul Urge rtioms,

and all the costly things in ihc house everywhere, and also the
great bed in which f.tty men might lie; 1
big stone which fell in a ihunder-storm 1l. a field. * Also |
T. seen the thingwhich has been brought to the Kung from the new
Golden I-and (Memo), asun of gold a fatliom broad, and a s.lvor
moon just as big l-ikcwlse, tworooms full of urmor; hkewise, all
kinds of arms, harncss, and wonderfn! miss,les very strange doth.ng,
bed-gear, and all kind of tho most wonderful thin”~ for man s «se,
ihaifre as beautiful to behold as they are wonderful. lhcso things
are all so costly. that they have been valuad at .00, ~ . gulden_ And
| have never, in all the days of my 1.Ce, seen anydi.ng that has so
much rejoiced my heart as these things. tor | have S
them woaderfully artistic things, and | have wondered at the subtle
talents of men in foreign lands."

| must make onc more quotation from his Jour-
nal, whicli describes a brilUant scene :

1 =aw a grcai prooe«ioo from Our L.-tdyU Church at Amwcrp,
when the whole town was .-.stcmblcd. arttaans and people oi cvcy
rank. every one dreased ia the m o« costly manitcr aocoordmg 10 hts
tration Every cUsa and cvcry guHd had tu. badgc, by wh.ch tt
mightberccogithcd; large and costly tapers werc also borne 17
some of them. Thcre wcre also long stiver trompeta of the oid
Fr.ankiah fashion. There were also many Germéan pipera and
drtimmers, who piped and drummed thctr loudcst. Also | saw tn
tho Street, marchlng in alifie in regular order, with ccrlail, dtatanoea
between. the goldsmiths, painters, stone-masons, embloiderersl
sculptors, joiners, carpenters, sailors, fish-m.tngers, Wi

tods of artisans who are useful ia producias U.e neccssartes
ofliCe In the samoway therewere the shopkecpcra and merchants,
aud their clerks. After these carne ihc murksmen, wtlh firetoks,
bows, and cross-bows; some on hnrseback, and someoa foot Afror
that canto the City Gnards; and at last a m.ghty ~d beaunful
lhrong of different nations and rchgious ordets, supetbly cosiuined,
and each dls.inguished fren the o,her very piously |
in this procession a iroop of widows who bved by lheir labor.
Tltey all bad white lincn cinths covering their heads, and reaching
down to their feet, very «ecmly lo behold. Behind them | saw

many brave persons, and the canors of Our Lady s Church, all
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Ihe deigy and bnrsars*. ~ * There were brought along
many wagons, wiih moving ships, and other things. Then ibl-
lowed ihc Prophets, all in order; the Now Testanieni, showing the
Salaulion of the Angel; iho three Holy Kings on their caniels,
and other rarc wondets very beauiifully atranged. At the
last carne a great dragén, led by Si. Margarei and her maidens, who
were very pretty; also St. George, with his squire, a very hand-
someCoiirlanderf. Also a gteat manyboys and girls, drossed in the
most costly and omamenial manner, according to the fcsliion of
diflerent countries, rodé in this troop, and represented as many
sainis. This procession from beginning to end was mote ihan two
hoars pasang by onr house; and thete were so many things that |
could never write them all down, evcn in a boolc, and so | leave it

* ok

U is very curious to note how much the grand
processions of two hundred and fifty years ago in
Antwerp resembled those we see now on great oc-
clsions there, , _

Durer went to Aix-la-Chapclleandwitnessed the
coronation of the Emperor Charles V. and saw all
the relies and the wonders of this capital of Char-
lemagne. He next visited Cologne, and at last, in
November, he succeeded in attaining the object for
which, first of all, he had made h|SJourne¥, which
was the confinnation by the Emperor of the pen-
sion which Maximilian "had granted him and his
apimintraent as court-painter. He returned to
Antwerp and made several other excursions, one
of which was to Zealand, a province of Holland
bordering on the North Sea, to see a wliale which
had been stranded oh the coast, but before Direr
reached the place the tide had carried the huge
creature to sea again. _

_And so the journal contindes to give accounts of

sight-seeings and ﬁ_leasurlngs., interrupted at times
by some work at his Professwn_ He also records
his expenses, tho gifts, too, which he made and
those he received, until finally he returned to Nu-
reinburg late in the year 1521.° _

Two Vvery famous men had died while he was
travcling, Martin Lutlier and Raphael. Direr
tried hard to get some drawings by the ﬁreat artist,
and we do not know tvhether or not fe succeed-
ed. The notes in his {ournal at the time of Lu-
ther’s death are .yery interesting and prove that he
had much s¥]mpathy with Protcstaiits, although it
is believed that he remained a Roraan Catholic all
his life. He wrote :

* iever iverc any people so hornbly biirdened with ordinances

O all pious Christian meo, bcwail with me this God-insplred man,
and pray God to send us another enlightcned tcacher.”

When Diirer reached home he found that a great
religious change had occurred there, and during
the rest of his life he made no more pictures of

the Virgin Mary; lie made two engravings of St.
Christophei bearing the child Jests safely through
the floods, as symbols of his belief that faithful men
would carry true Christianity througii all troubles
and bring it out triumphant at last.  Nuremburg
was the first free imperial city of tlte Empire
that declared itself Protcstant; Ddrer’s friend,
Pirkheimer, was one of those whom tho PoRe
excommunicated. It is most- fortunate that the
change of rellgmn in this Prand oid town was made
so quietly and moderately that there was no de-
struction”of the churches or of the art-treasures in
which it was so rich.  Many of them remain there
to this day. _ , _

Direrfiad contracted a discasc in Zealand, which
seems to have been a sort of low fever; it under-
mined his hcalth and never left him for the rest of
his life, and on account of this he did much less
work than everbefore. He paid much attentionto
the publisliiig of his writings, and made a few ﬁpr-
traits and the grand pictures ofthe Apostles which
| have dcscribed to )(ou. _ _

One of the_results of his forcign tour afforded
much cntertainment to his friends and to the
scholars of Nuremburg; lie had brought liomc a
remarkable coilection “of curiosities —all sorts of
rare things from various paits of Europe, India,
and even from America. He also .gave to his
friends many presents that he had brought for
thein; and his return, with his coinmission as court-
painter and an enormous amount of curious lug-
gnage made him a person of much consequence in
he Franconian capital. Charles V. spent very
little time in Nuremburg and practically -required
small Service fi-om Direr; itwas not until after
Diirer’s death that the Emperor became so fond
ofhaving his portrait ﬁamte ,and then Titian held
the position which had been made vacant by
Direr’s decease. ,

Direrdid not become rich, and an extract from
a letter which he wrote to the Council of Nurem-
burg, in 1524, has a sad feeling in it. After ex-
plaining that he liad laid by onc thousand fiorins,
which he wish%d the Council to take and pay liim
a comfortable rate of interest, he says:

“Your Wiiidoms kiiow ihat | have always hecn obedient, willing,
and diligenl In all things done for ynur Wisdoms and for ihe com-
mon State, and for othcr persons oi ihe Raih (Council), and ihat
the State has always had my help, art, adid work, whcnever they
were needed, and that without paymcnt rather Gian for money; for
I can wriie witli vruth, that, during the ihiny years that | have had
a house in this town, | have not had five hundred guldcns' worih
of work froni it, and what | have had hasbeen poor and mean,
and i have not gained the fifth partfor ic that it was worth ; butall
that 1 have camed, which God knows has only been by hard loil,
has been from princes, lords, and other forcign persons« Also, |
have expended all my eamings from foiclgncrs in Ihis town. Also,
your Honors doubtless know that, on account of the many works |

* Bursars were treastirers or cash*keepers of colleges or convents.
t Cotirland is one ofthe Balde pravinces of Ru«ia, large!y jnhabitcd by Germans.



had done for him, the late Empcror Maxirailian, of praisewonhy
memory, outofiiis own imperial liberality, granted me an exemption
from the' ratea and laxes of this town, which, however, | voluniarily
gave up, when | was spoken to aboutit bythe Eldeisof the B.ith, in
order lo show lionor to my Lords, and to mainUiin their favor and
uphold their customs ondjuslice.

“"Nineteen years ago ihe Doga ofVenice wroie lo me, oflering
mo two hundred duoals ayear if T would live in that city. Mote
lately the Rath of Anlwcrp, while | remained m the Low Coiintnes,
also made me an offcr, ihree hundred florins of Philippea year and
a feir mansién to Uve in. In hoth places all that | did for the govem-
mcntwould have heen paid over and above the pensién. All ofwhich,
out of my love for my honorable .and ivisc Lords, for ihis town.

THE RHINOCEaOS (FROM

tmd for my fatherland, | refusod. and chose rather to live simply,
near yourWisdoms, than 10 be rich and grcai many ottier place.
It is, thercfore, my duiiful requcsl lo your Ixirdships, that you wiu
lake all these things into your favorable coiisideration, and ='vept
theso thous.and florins, and grani me aycarly interest upon inem oi
fifty florins, so that 1 and my wife, who are daily growing ola,
weak, and iucnpable, may have a modérate provision against want.
And | will ever do my utmost tn dcserve your noble Wisdoms lavor
and approbation, asherotofore."”

The Council granted his requost; but after his
death they rcduced the interest to forty florins a
¥ear, a!thoulgh in 1526 Darer had présented to
hem his splendid pancls of the Aposiies. This
meanness in raoncy matters towrnd the great artist
almost reconciles us to the fact that these pictures
were taken away to Munich. .

Direr died SLYdden’YIyat last, on the 6thcofApril;

1528, exactly eight years from the day on which
Raphael had died. “He was buried in the church-
K_ard of St. John, beyond the walls, in the lot of
is father-in-law, Hans Frcy. This church-yard is
of great interest; the aristocrats of Nuremburg
have been buried there during many years. It has
thirty-five hundred ?rave-stones, all ‘of which are
numbered; and nearly all are decorated with coats-
of-anns and such devices as show the importancc
of those buried here. Direr’s monument bears

ITIT
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this simple inscription, written by his friend Pirk-
heimer:

*Mr AIl. Du OQuicouiB Alberti UUberi Mortaue Fiit,

SIIB Hoc CtitiDiTUJt T umitlo. Esiioravit VIH. |ldus Aprius,

M DXXVII. A. D."

—Which may be translatcd :

“In memory of Albert Durer.
Diircr is laid under this stone.

Whatever was
He dcpaiied the eighth day
the Ides of April, in tlie ycarot our Lord 1528.

It is said that Raphael, when he had studicd
Diirer’s engravings, exclaimed:

“ Of a Inith this man would have surpassed us all if he
the masierpicoes of art constantiy before his eyes, as we have.
John AndtLs wrote of him ; “ U isverysurpns.ng, tnr”~rd to*a.
man, thatin a rude and barbarous age he was .he firstof t~ ~
mans wlio notonly arrived al an cx.act imiiation of nature,
likewisefleftino second; being so ahsolulely a master of ,t m a,|l
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..chine- eneraving, slaluaiy, atchiteclurc, optics, sym.
d.h* re"f-tLhehad noaqual««p t Michael Angelo

B~on~roTA S : conUmporary and rival; and he left behind hrm suoh
works aa were too muoh for the life of one man.

~On Easter Sunday in 1828, three hundred years
*ifter his death, there was a tribute paid to his
memory, and a great #)rocessmn of ‘artists and
scholars from all parts of Germany was formed in
Nuremburg, and moved out to the church-yard of
St. lohn, where they sang such hymns above the
rave of the artist as he loved to hear in his life.
here can be nothing more aBproprlate with which
to ciose our study of Albert Direr than the poem
of our own poet, Longfellow *;

In ihe valley of che Pegnita, where across broad meadow-lands
Rise the blue Fcanconiau mountains,

fttands.

Nui-emburg, the ancient,

Quaint oid town of loil and. ttaiTic, quaint oid lown of arl and

Memorias haunt .hy pointed gables, like the rooks that round

them throng ;

Memories of the Middle Ages, when the emperors, rough and boid,
Had their dweiling in thy castle, nme-defymg, oentunes oid.

And thy brave and ihriity burghere hoasled, in their uncoulh

That theirgreat, impeiial city stretched itshand through every clime.

In the court-yard of iheoa.stle, bound with numy an iron hand,
Siands the mighty linden planted by Queen Cunigunde's hand;

On the square the oriel window, where in oid, heroic days
Sai the poet Melchior singing Kaiser Maximilian’'s praise.

Everywhere | see around me rise the wondrotis world of An:
Fountabs wioughl with riohest sculpiure standing in the common
inart;

And above cathedral doorways saints and bishops catved in stone,
By 2 formcr age coincnissioned as apostcs to otir own.

These stansas from l.ongfelloWs poem are here printed by kind permisién of Messrs. Houghton, Mifilin
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In the church of sainted Sebald slccps enshrined his hSirdust,
And in bronse the Twelve Apostles guard &om age to age thc.r
trust;

In the church oi sainted Lawrence stands a pix of aculptitre tare,
Like the toamy sheaf oi fouiiiains, rising iltrough the painted air.
Here, when Art was sull religién,

with a simple, reverent heart,
Lived and laboted Albrecht Diirer, the Evaitgelist of An;

Henee in silence and in sotrow, loiling still with bnsy band,
Like an emigrant he wandcred, seeking for the Better Land.

Em|graV|[ is the inscripiion on tho lombsione where he lies;
Dead he is not, but dopaned,— for the artist never dies.

The following is a llst of the principal works by Alben Durer to
be seen in European gallerics:

ACCADEMIA CAIiiSAitA, BuitCAMOt Chtist Boaiing the Cross.
PiTTi Gallery, Florence; Adam and Evo. Urfizzi Gallees,
Florence; Portrait of an Oid Man, St. James the Apestie, Mu.
donna, Adoration of the Kings, M useum, A
Portrait Antwerp; Portrait of 1irK-
heimer. Gallery at Cassel; Portrait ofa Man holdinga W i~th
cf Roses. Chtist on the Cross, Chnst Bear,
ing the Cross, Ponreii of Bernhard de Kcssen. Stadel Gallerv,
Frank.=ort; Portmitofhis Father, Portraitofa Ctrl. Pinakothek,

Capitol Kome ;

T rippenhuis Museum,

Drescen Gallery;

Munich « Six fine Portraits, The Nat.vity, Iw o Panels, with the

Apostles John End Peter, and Paul and Mark.
Nuremburg; FINE Portrait0Ot the Burgomaster. Holaschuhet. G al

LERVINTHE Moritz-Kai'Elle, NuREMDURC | Ecce Homo.

Bel
VEDERE, Vienna; Portrait of Maximuian ’
Two Madonnas, The Holy Trinity Snrround” by
Persia Perseoiuing Chrislians. R~d Sm

His own Porlrait. Louvre, Paris

National Gallery,

; Man's Head w.thaRed ™"
Portroii of a Senator.
Monastery : Feast of the Rose

Psterbbvrc; Chrisi led lo Calvary, Chrtst Bearing
His Cross, Portrait of the Elector of Saxony.

L ondon :
Straiiof
AGE, St.

Thero are other pictures attributod to Diirer in some

those known lo beDurePs work is small-ptobably not more than
one hundred and fifteen in all.

Co.

WINTER.

(A VakTiliHe.)

In summer days when passing by
A garden liedge of roses,

said, “ Ah me! the winter drear
No bloom like this discloses!”

Poulsson.

But winter carne; and when the wind
All frosty, keen was blowing,

| met edch morn a little maid,

With cheeks so redly glowing;

| said, “ Why! here again 1 find
The roses | lamented!

And summer flowers no more regret,
With winter’s bloom contented.”



PHAETON.
Bv C. P. Cranch.

EFORE Copernicus and others proved
The Sun stood still, and 't was the Earth that

moved,
Phcebus Apollo, as all freshmen know,
Was the Sun’s coachman. This was long ago.
Across the sky from cast to west all day
He drove, but took no passenqers or pay.
A splendid team it was; and there was nono
But lie, could drive this chariot of the Sun.
The world ivas safe so long as in his hand
He held the reins and kept supreme command.

But Phcebus had a wild, conceited son,
A rash and lively youth, named Phaeton,
Who used to watch his father mount his car
And whirl through space like a great shooting-star;
And thought what fun 't would be, could he contrive
Some day to mount that car and take a drive!

The inischief of it was, Apollo loved

The boy so well that once his heart was moved
To promise him whatever he might ask.

He never thought how hard would be the task
To kcep his word. So, one day, Phaeton

Said to his sire, “1°d like to drive your Sun—
That is, myself—dear sir, excuse the pun,—



PHAETON.

werve hours through space. You know you

promised once
Whatever | might ask.”
_ ~ "1 was a dunce,”
Apollo said. “ My foolish love for you,
| fear, my son, that 1 shall sadly rug.
Lend you my chariot? No;— | really can'.
Is n’t there Something else that | can grant
Instead of this? A serious thing 't would be
To have my horses run away, you see.
You might bring ruin on the earth and sky.
And |'m re_sponmble,ljou know, — yes, 1.
Try Is,ohmtethmg else. Here %5 a greaf wheel of
ight, . _
The r%oon—a bicycle — almost as bright
As my sun-chariot.  Get astride of this,
And move your legs, and you 'll enjoy a bliss
motion through the clouds almost as great
AS it you rodé like me ‘in royal State.
No, my dear boy, —why, can’t you under-
stand.?

| daré not trust you ivith my foiir-in-hand.”

| have no taste for bicycles,” the boy
Replied. = That thing"is but an idle tey.
My genius is for horses, and | long

To try my hand at yours. They ’ie not so

stron
But | canghold them. | know all their tricks.
Father, you swore it by the River Styx,—
You know you did,—and you are in’a fix.
You can'’t rctract.  Besides, you need n't fear,
You 'll sec | am a skillful chariotecr.
| ve taken Icssons of a man of worth,—
A fiist-ratc driver down thcrc 011 the carth.”
“ i see,” said Phcebus, “ that | can’t (%0 back
Upon my promisc. Well, then, clear the track 1"

So Phacton Ieaﬁed up and grasped the reins.
His anxious father took a deal of pains
To tcach him how to hold them,—how to

kee
The brogd highway,—how dangerous and steep-

2891
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+ was ¢ and how to avoid the moon and stars,
Keep clear of Jupiter, the Earth, and Mars—
And dodge the asteroids and comets red;
Follow the zodiac turnpike, straight ahead,
Though clouds and thunder-storms should round

him spread.

Alas ! 't was all in vain, A little while—
Two hours, perhaps—his fortune seemed to

Whesnmaltlmge meteor, whizzing through the sky,
Alarmed the horses, who began to sh?/,
And shake their fiery manes; then plunged

Andaanwirrfea({egim zigzag downward, till they

d :
Thenﬁgﬁh. A conflagration spread bclow,
And every thlnlg seemed burning up like tow
In the Sun’s flames. Then Jipiter looked
down

Nsaw the Earth like toast, all turning brown,
And threw a blazing thunder-bolt (but wait—
Here in parenthesis 17d like to State
This may have been a telegram; for then
Lightning dispatches were not known to men,
But only usea by heathen gods% which struck
The youth; and by the gréatest piece of luck
Prevented further loss.

This tale they told
In olden times. If I might be so hold
As to suggest an explanation here
Of a phenomenon by no means clear,
a

| d s g those spots “upon the Sun’s red tace
Were Dbruises that he got in that mad ra.ee.



GRISELDA’'S NEW

“You may stay, Clumps,” said Griselda, mag-
nificently. **You Il make one more !”

“0h,"do, CIuraﬁy, do!” .beglged all the troop,
swarming around him with imploring hands.

1 don’t b’leeve | want to,”sai
biously, backln? up against the kitchen door, and
giving them all two or three severe looks apiece.

You Il make me run, an’run, till | cant take
another step,—an’ do all your errands. 1 guess

Clumps, du-

| 'd dtuther go home.” "And he reached with
stern resolve u,oon tiptoc to undo the lalch.
“0h, no! I woni,”

. voni,” cried Griselda, deuded(ljy,
with an energetic little stamp of her foot, and a
shake of her head that sentthe tuft of Iqhthalr
hanging over her forchead out like a small mop.
“You sha'n’t go upstairs once, Clump Badger,
not a single once you sha’n’t, ifyou Il stay!”

“ There, Grizzy said so ! shrieked all the rest,
each in a different key. 'Now! She did ! she
said so I” which causéd Clmnps to stop fumhimg
for the latch, and to bring himself down to his
original hcight of three feet four inches.

_ " Not after the pink bonnet 2— fior the piiis ?
fior the ncedle and threads?” he asked, _turmnP
around to puff out resentfully a few of his well-
reiiembered grievances. “ Noy o[-

“No, no!™ cried Grizzy, interrupting him.
“We ’ll have every single thing ready. 1’m going
to bring em all down~beforehand, an’ put em in
the wood-hox.” _ _

“Then, 11l stay!” cried Clumps, wheeling
around suddenly, and beginning the gymnastic feat
of spinning around and around in “the tniddle of
the oid floor as fast as his little fat legs could carry
him, interspersing the performance with “ W hat i
it be like, Grizzy?” and the rest of the children
were soon accompanying him on his war-dance,
till the place resembled Bedlam. _

“For Fny’s,sakes!” cried Grizzy, trying to
catch a f |n% jacket or a stray apron in’its wild
career, “ do stop, or you ’ll have the house down !
1told you before—a Re—cep—tiont " _

“ And_if you don’t know what that is,” said
brother Tom, who, under the pretext of sto plng
the others, had spun around with the wildest, an
privately encouraged what he pubicly condemned,
“I’m ashamed of you!” And not knowing in
the least what the proposed inagnificence was to
be, he assumed a wonderfully "deep look, and
wisely kept silent.

“We 'rc to have caren,” said Grizzy, in a very
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grand way, and bustling around with a scnse of
|mportance.k “Tom, do shut the door—it’s all
sceret, you know,” . ,

‘ So¥t|s,” sald Tom. “That's rlﬂht; it’s to
be a secret, children. ~Clumps, shut the door.’

Clumps clattered off, and' closed with a bang
the door into the hack hall.

“Don't tell till 1 get back!™ he screamed.
“ Oh, now, that 'snot fair " he exclaimed, coming
back, with a very red face, for a seaf. _

“Why, wc have n't said a singlo word,” said

GI| :
.W\X/ell, you were goin' t0,” began Clumps in-
dignantly. © “ There " as he crowdcd In be-
tween a small girl with big, black eyes, who was
sitting 011 the extreme edge of a wooden bench,
and a boy of about the same size, on the other
end, so perfectl?/ rapt in attention to Grizzy and
her wonderful plans that he was lost to all otside
occurrences,—*“ now, go <on, Grizzy. |'m readé/_l”
“1'm not!” screamed the small girl, sliding
from her end of the bench, and crying, “ Why, he
pushed me rlght off the bench 1”
“1did n’t T roared Clumps. “1 only wanted
to sit down somewhcre.” _ o
“ Do be quiet, children,” cried Grizzy, in dis-
ma1y. “Dearme, Clumps! Please behave !”
he small girl looked resolute, and Clumps slid
off the bench and camﬁed down on the floor.
Peace having been tnus restorcd, Grizzy began :
“ We are to have callers; at least, we”ll be all
ready if anybody does come. And somebody prob-

ably will :

!yg\ﬁppose they should n't,” said one of the
children in an awe-struck tone. “ Then what
would we do,— say, Grizzy?” _
~“ Why, then,”"said Tom, before Grizzy had
time to reply, “ why, we ’ll turn about and make
calis on ourselves. ~Nothing easier.”

“  good!"™ In an ccstasy, the children all
declared that they hopcd no” ong would cali.
“It’s so much nicer to do the visitin® oui-selves,”

they cried.

e‘y\klre?fj then, we wont tet anybody come ! ex-
claimed Mehitablc, the black-éyed girl; and for-
ﬁettlng herself in her anxiety, she umf)ed from
er seat,—into which Clumps immediately slipped
with a sigh of relief — and went to the window.
“1 Il lock the back gate: then they can't get
inl” she announced, as a bright thought struck

her. 1 'm going now, Grizzy!” and she pro-



ceecled to put her inhospitable plan into ex-
ecution. o

“ Goodness ! " cried Grizzy, rising suddenly, and
tbereby upsetting two_or three of the smaller
youngsters, who were cliistered around her; “what
an idea! Lock out anybody
who comes to cali on” New
Year’s Day? Why, that is
n't ‘receiving!’” "And she
rushed up and grasped Me-
hitable’s “arm, “ Go back
and sit down, Hetty, else you
can't be in at the reception.”

Whereupon Hetty walked
back to her bench, much dis-
comfited, and Clumps again
betook himself to the floor.

Grizzy once more rcsumed
her plans and descriptions,

“ We llhave refreshments,”
said Grizzy: “and "

“What kind?” said
Tim, smacking his lips;
while the others scream-
ed, “Why, rearrefresh-
ments— Setonatable!”

“0f course,” said
Tom, with a superior
air. “ Youdid n't sup- _ _
posc we,d have ’ein in a chair, did you, Tim ?”
~ “What kind ?” demanded Mehitable, not paY-
ing the slightest attention to him. * Oh, do tell,
Grizzy,” she implored, slipping around to the big
rocking-chair in"the greatest excitement.

“ Well,— lemonade, for one thing,” said Grizzy,
coolly, watching to see the cfiect of her words.

“Where’d you got your lemons, Bray tell?”
cried Tom, in" astoriishment.  “ | should have
thoug{ht, you'd have told me, Grizzy.”

“T is'n’t exactly temons," said Grizzy; “an"1
wanted to surprise you, Tom. Butitsa fem_on—
there ’s only been one squeeze taken out of it, for
mother to get the ink-stain out of Unele Joe’s shirt-
sleeve; an’ now she s given it to us. An’she says
we may have some sugar, an’ that takes awa)' the
worst of my worrics, for | was so afraid we could
n't get anything 800d for refreshments,” added
Grizzy, in & rclieved tone.

“When are we goin’ to dress?” asked one of
the other children. . * 1’'m goin’ to wear the pink
bonnet.” _ ,

“No, / am,” cried Clumps, in the greatest
alarm ; and scrambling up from the floor, with one
eYe on Mchitalilc, he uproariously pressed. his
claims.  “ You know, Grizzy Lafié, you said |
might the very next time you dressed up an’
played  now!”

“So | did,” said GrizzY, reflccting.  * Well,
that was because you would n’t just run over to
Miss Pilcher’s to get the hig fan she promised us.
You wonld n't g0 one single step without my
paying you !” _ _

“ Thére— I told you so! " cried Clumps, passing
by, with a high indifference to trifles, the reflec-
tion on his personal characteristics,— and he dc-
lightedly cried, “ I don’t care what you give it to
me for. It’s mine, anyway !”

“Children,” said G_nzz%, turmnﬁ

to the rest,
“ he must wear the pink bonnet t

_ St w | is time, for 1
did promise it to him.” _ _

“How you Il look!” cried Tom, bursting out in
a loud laugb.

To be Sure, the contrast was, to say the least,
rather strlklng between the envied pink bonnet
and the rest of Clumps’s attirc. A little dark yel-
low flannel blouse adorncd the upper Fart of his
person, which was flnished off by a well-worn pair
oflittle brown corduroys. ,

“ 1 don’t care !” cried Clumps, looking down at
these, and in nowise dashed by the shouts of the
children. *1 can put a shawl or somcthin or
ruther over my back.” _ _
bl“ Butyouhaven't  any shawl,” cried Mehit-
able.

“Well, Grizzy Il give me onc, wont you, Grizzy?"
he said, apﬁ)ealmg fo her. _ ,

“Oh, well,” cried Grizzy, laughing, “ I can find
a shawl, 1 s’pose, if you «/¢/fwear the bonnet.”

“Lwin wear the’bonnet!” cried Clumps, in a
high pitch, “and you Il find me a shawl,—well,
then, 1rjn all rlght!”

The oid pink bonnet had been hoarded and used
by the children in their charadas, as Ihc one gcm
in their collcction, ever since the time, Ioné; aqo,
when it had been given to Griselda by a lady, Tor
that purpose. And its possession was always sou%ht
for. Onthe appearancc of any new play on the
lioards, it immediately became "thc cause of con-
tention. Whoevcr carne off its posscssor was tho
star, N0 matter if everything else was adverse. It
wasno_small trial then to Grizzy, who had fully
determined to “ receive " in the admived pink hon-
net, to see it captured boIdIK by Clumps, to whom
she had forgotten giving the tnsh promise. But
she stiflcd her sigh, and was just going upstairs to
get the armful” of costum'es and *“propertics, ’
when the door of the kitchen opened, and her
mother came in.

“ Children, i’m so sorry "— she began.

“0h, mother, Rlou ’re not gom? to take the
kitchen from us " cried Grizzy, starting up in
alarm. * You said wc might have it this whole
afternoon !” .

“ So I did—and so you may,” said her mother,



smiling. And then her face fell again, and she
continued: “ But | must take something else
away tliat is much worse — 1 want Tom 1~

“ Tom ! " cried all the children in chorus; while
Grizzy burst out, “ Oh, we want him to help !”

“You sec | can't be spared, mother,” began
Toin, greatly disappointed ; “ mother, you see
for yourself.”

“ 1 know,” said his mother, smiling at her
big boy, “ but Unele Joe’'s away, and there is no
onc else to escort me over to Sister Carter’s;
and she is sick, J’'vc just heard.”

Tom nerved himself, though with a rather
dismal face, and then answered
clicerily, “ 1'llgo, mother; 1l
be there in a minute.”

“ Thank you, Tom ! 1sha‘n‘t
forget this New Year’s present
of yourself,” said his mother,
adding:

“ Now Grizzy, | may not be
homo till six, so you 'd better
have your suppers. And you
can all have a nice time through
the afternoon. Come, Tom!”

— And the door shut after them.

Grizzy looked al the doleful
little group around her and fiew
off for the costumes, with which
she presently returned; then she
assigned parts, and issued direc-
tions, in a way sufficiently dis-
tracting to drive out any other
thoughts.

About four o’clock the kitchen
presented' quite a festive appear-
ance. There had been several
attempts at deeoration intended
togiveitacharmingeffect. Me-
hitable coiitributed, from her
treasures in the garret, an ap-
pailing ariay of roostcr and tur-
key fcathers, which she stuck
upinevery place that was rcach-
able; viewing the result with no

'smitul amount of pride, despite
the dismay on Grizzy'’s face.

“ It looks so queer!” she
ttied, as Hetty, on a high chair,
stuck the last one in place.

“’'T isu’t queer !” cried the
indignant decorator, with a very red face; “ you
~id yourself the other day that fcathers were just
the elcgantest trimmin’— now ”

That was for a bonnet,” said Grizzy impa-
lently, ‘not stuck up all over a room. Well, its
your company as much as mine, so you can leave

‘cm,” adding, under her breath, “ though they
are dreadfull”
And little Tim ran upstairs and got all the

bright tippets of the cliildren, which he wound in
and out over the drcsser and the dock.

“ See, is n'titpretty ?” he cried, with a faintcolor
in his cheek, as he viewcd the effect.

“ Yes, 'tis, dear,” cricd Grizzy,
kiss, “ it is pretty, Timmy.”

Abouthalfan hour later, it being so dark that the
two tailow candles had to be lighted, the “ receiv-
ers” appeared, stuck up in a stiff little row, in the
middle of the room, on all the chairs and wooden

giving him a

UD RE TO HAVE CA,LLERS/ SAID GRIZZY

stools the kitchen boasted. A raid had been con-
templated on some of the parlor furniture, but that
had been speedily discountenanced by Grizzy, who
would have no libortics taken during her mother’s
abscncc. A compromise, therefore, was effected
in the shape of an oid dining-room chair, taken to



complete the requisite number. On thissatClnmps,

radILt within the pink bonnet, perfectly reprd-
less, under his oid brown shawl, of the black looks

CWHY, IT 's

of Hetty, who sat oppositc, trying her best to loo
festive and happy in an inferior

The rest of the company had followed thelr own
sweet wills so far as regarded tho arrangmg of their
several bits of costumc, which, to save time and
recrimination, Grizzy had decided must be drawn
bv lot! This, though slightly mconvenient as re
garded harmonizing effects, was delightfully peace-
ful : so that, as they sat and waited for their chance
visitors, the little row presented, on the whok, a
smiling exterior. .

“Is n't it most time for refveshraents. said
Clumps at last breaking the solemn silence which
was beginning to be a little opprcssive, and
ing out under his pink bonnet at the array of deli-

cacies.on the table, “ I'm afraid the lemonadc

wont keep, Grizzy.” j
“ Be still!" said Grizzy, under a cap ofred cam-
bric, finished off with a bow of black velvct, it

is n't proper for us to eat till the company comes

W ait for ten minutes longer ; then, if there dont
anybody come,

some of us wiul have to go out,
ani IDe the vibuars.”

Thereupon a small uproar émsned as to who

sumed, however, a large portion of the long ten

minutes, so that by the time quiet was restored

the dock pointed to twelve minutes of five.

CRIBD HETTV.

*When it’s ten minutes to five,” said Grizzy

with a sigh, beginning to realize that New Year’s
receptions migAt not be everything that was enjoy-
able, “ we 'll begin!”

Every eye of the whole
row was riveted on the
dock. “ Twel— ve, Elev-
en— n— te—"

A rap, soft and low, at
the back door, and then
a rustle struck upon their
ears, and made every lit-
tle figure sldp from very
astonishment.

“’T is! 'i is/” cried
the whole row, in joyful
tones. Oh,Grizzy— 'rii."”

“ 1 know it,” said Gri-
selda, trembling with ex-
citement, but trying to be
elegant and composed.
“ 1t 's probably some of
the girls; they ’'ve found
it out. Now all sit i'er-

fcctly still.  Come in."
she cried, in a tone of
command, drawing up

her figure to its utmost
heieht, and watching the door with sparkling eyes.
The door pushed open cautiously, as if somo one

had not quite made up his mind to entcr;

; and then
all was still. Grizzy, not knowmg exactly whether

it was etiquette or not for her to “epeat her mv.ta-
tion, wisely said nothing, but sat, “oU upn ht,
with her company aspcct on and her han

stifiiy in her lap. The othcr children were just
berinning to wriggle impaticntly, -lteu-op n
« S tbe'cloc, a. by .aagic and, befa. .« >«
could think twice, a small object danced u
middle of the room, then leaped upon th e
and, with a frightful leer on its cxpressive coimte
nance made them all an elabdrate bow.

“ O h!” roared Clumps, forgetting elega
costume; and, tiimbling over backward rorn”
high seat of honor, he rushed to Gnzzy m
fright, gasping, “ What ir it oh

“ Why, it 's a monkey! cned
greatest glce, and beginning to caperwitli
“ Oh, Grizzy, a swee/, pretty monkey . n

The monkey, seeing the attention
ceiving, made several ineffectual

mg %f,lj\ngqs; But, Rnaing iem

~NtSed his

be-Niw-tiful monkey, you! cr

»ishing up to him to embrace him.
>>



“ ya-a—snap!— ckatter-ckaitcr!" cried his
monkcyship, his eyes flashing ominously. Hetty
did not wait to extend further courtesies, but
hopped back a pace or two, where she stood glar-
ing nt him !

“You're a hate-i'SX, me-zxi Uttle —

<Ya-a—snap!" The monkey’s eyes now glit-
teied with rage, while he showed every tooth he
possessed, and made a movement towards a spring
athiscntertainer. s

“ Do be still!” cried Grizzy, pulhng her back;
‘edon’t you see he’s cross; he might bite you,
Hetty. Do be still; he wants something to eat.”

At this, Clumps, hearing the word “ eat,” set
up such a dismal wail that for a moment or Ilwo
nobody could hear anything else.

“ For pity’s sake ! ” exclaimed Griselda, shaking
him, in the vain hope of extinguishing the scream,
but only cocking the pink bonnet over on one side
of his head; “ what are you so scared at? Oh,
dear! ! do wish you ’'d staid at home, 1 do!”

“You said— oh, dear, dear— " cried Clumps,
wildly, and pointing one small, stubby finger, that
treinbled like a grimy little leaf, in the visitor’s
direction, though he did n’'t daré to look it in the
face, “ you said — ”

“ Said what?” cried Grizzy, with another small
slmke, hoping to facilitate matters a little. “ Wtiat
on oavth did | say, Clumps?”

“ That we 'd be— oh, dear, dear!” he cried, his
breaih giving entirely out.

"W hati" Griselda grasped both of his small
arms firmly, then looked squarely into the forlorn
face. “ Now, Clumps Badger, tell me this minute !
What did | say ?”

“Thathe— thathe,” whimpered Clumps, catch-
ingfrightfully; “ oh,dear! thathe— that he— "~

“ Go on !” said Griselda, decidcdly.

“ That he— "~
“ Stop saying ‘that he,”” she exclaimed, iin-
patiently. “ You 're the most foolish boy 1 ever

did see. That he— -what?”

“ W-wanted,” said Clumps, with a siiiffle, and
beginning to look around fearfully, “ to— eat—
me— up ! Oh, dear, dear! boo-hoo-/wi? &”

« 1 did n’'t, you foolish boy !” cried Grizzy, let-
ting go her hold of his arms to give him a re-
assuring hug. '“ | said he wanted something to
cat— and so he does. | 'm going to get him a
liiscuit.” And she started ljriskly in the direction
of the big pantry. .

“ You need n't,” said little Tim, tragically ; and
pointing to the guest mounted on the oid table.
“ He ’'s got our 'frcshments, and he ’s swallowin’
‘'em all up !”

“ He sha'n't.f” cried Hetty, who, wholly occupied
with Clumps and his affairs, had neglected the

monkey for the last few seconds, and thereby knew
nothing of his latest move. “ Ow, stop lim, some-
body ! He’s got the ca-ake— i/0j¢ him!” And
with one wild dash— forgetful of her fear, forgetful
of Grizzy’s warning, of everything but the loss of
the precious “ refreshments,” which she now saw
disappearing at a rapid rate — she sprang forward
and grasped the long tail hanging over the edge
of the table !

“ Squeak, With a howl of pain and
rage, as much worse than Clumps’'swails of dcspair
as can be imagined, the monkey fixed his snap-
ping eyes on Hetty, cleared the table with one
bound, and sprang for her.

“ There !” cried Griselda in dcspair, hurrying
back from the pantry. “ Now, you kave done it
Quick, Hetty, jump into the cupboard, or he 'U
bite you! Quick!”

“ 1 don’'t want to!” grumbled Hetty, scuffiing
along, fighting every inch of the way. “ | 'm not
a-going to be shut up. 1 'm not afraid oi him !

“ Well, / ain 1” said Grizzy, pushing her along.
“There!” and she shut the door upon her, not
an instant too soon, for the monkey, enraged at
losing sight of her, carne up with a thud of venge-
ance against the wall, just as the edge ofher gown
disappearcd.

“ There,” said Grizzy, edging off to a respect-

ful distance,—*“ You poor little fellow; do you
want something to eat? Well, you shall have it,”
she added, in the sweetest of toncs, hoping to

pi-opitiate the aggrievcd visitor.

But if she expected to take that monkey away
from that door, she was sadly disappointed. Re-
venge was sweeter than dry biscuit, or even cake,
at this moment. And down he sat, watching the
crack with peering, inquisitive eyes; at every
movement of the imprisoned one, pricking up his
ears afrcsh to bidé his time.

“ Let me ou-ut!" carne in stifled accents from
within the closet. “ I 'm smuvvered in here. Oh,.
letme out!”

And then followed a banging of determined
little boot-heels against the door, that made the
monkey skip in delight and grin cxpectantly.

Just then there carne a click of the back gate—
then heavy footstcps tramped up the path, and a
loud, imperativa knock was thumped on the outside
door.

Griselda started to run and open it, but had
only time to get half across the room when the
door opened, and a burly man, with a quick,.
decisivo air, stepped into the oid kitchen.

The monkey took one look at him, then turned,.
and, leaving rcvengc for mightier souls than his,
fied to the nearcst shelter, which happened to be
liehind the coal-scuttlc.



“ Any of you seen a monkey around here?”
aeked the man, advancing further into the room,
and looking around.

The children thought they had !

“ Oh'! ” cried Grizzy, is he yours?”

“ Yes, indeed !’ cried the man. “ He’s run
away from my store. | keep a bird and squirrel
store, an’ all that, over in town. P’r'aps you
know me ; my fiame 's Pilcher, Jedediah Pilcher.”

He bowed impressively, as if the namc was enough,
but, under the circiimstances, he would add the
bow. “ And a pretty chase he 's led me. Any
ofyou seen him ?”

“ He ’'s eaten up everything!" cried Clumps,
tumbling out from behind tlie oid rocking-chair,
and waving his hands comprehensively to express

“ SOMETHING SHOT U? INTO THE AIR !"

the destitute condition of all things.
has! Every «'«gfi thing!”

“ Sakes olive! ” cried the man, falling back a
step or two at the apparition in the pink bonnet
and oid shawl, that, to say the tiuth, did present a

“Yes, he

very astonishing appearance. And then, glancing
around at the different specimens of dress that
met his gazc, much as if Bedlam had broken
loose around bim : “ I sh'd a-thought you'd a
scart the monkey 1"

"‘Letme ou-utl)" cried a voice from the doset.

And Hetty, more wild than ever for relcasc,
now that she knew there was some other attrac.
tion in the kitchen that she could n't see, banged
away more fuiiously than before; at each bang
redoubling her vociferations.

“mSakes olive!" exclaimed the man, whirling
around to stare wildly at the closet. And then,
not being able to express his feelings, he took
refiige in “ Well, | never!”

Which seemed to answer, however; for. he ini-
mediately started up to
biisiness, and turned to
Griselda with “ Where
's that monkey ?”

“ 1 don’t know,” she
said, beginning a vio-
lent search. “ He was
hcrc, a minute ago,
when you — "

<1 'l find him!
cried Clumps, who, cn-
couraged by the man’s
appearance, was in an
anxious fever to help.
“1'U bring him; let
me— letme!”

“Let me ou-uil!”
cried Hetty, with a rc-
ncwed bombardment of
the oid closet door.

Clumps, with the one
thought of getting
ahead of Hetty in the

fun of the search, and with his mind full ofjust how
hewould “ crow over her forever'n’ever,” carne care-
lessly up to the coal-scuttle and bent clear over it.

There was something that shot up in the air, like
a flash, with a long trail after it. That was the
monkey. But there was also something else that
shot nearly as high, to fall down on the Kkitchen
floor with a miserable little thud of shocked sur-
prise. And that was Clumps !

The race was short— and sweet— to the mas-
ter,- The monkey made a bow, perhaps not quite
so elabdrate as his entcring one, and the “ Recep-
tion ” was over.

“ Well,” said Hetty, when the knob was turned,
letting her breatlie the air of freeclora once more,
while her eyes sparklcd with indignation and hor
small framc shook with anger and disappointment,
“ you 've been having the nicest time, while you



shut me up. You did it a-purpose, Grizzy, 1 know
you did ! | could hear you all running about and
talking like eveiything.”

“ He 'd have bitten you,” cried Grizzy, who had
been surveying tbc “ refreshments.” And now
that the excitement was over. finding herselfvery
tired, she felt decidedly cross and answered: “1
wish you had staid out, if you wanted to. | do!”

“An’ we have n't had a nice time!” cried
Clumps, savagely; “ none of us have n’t, and he
kicked me clean over, an’ | 've hurt my knee, an'
I wish I had n't come !”

“ Well, here 's mother 1" cried Grizzy, in a sigh
of relief, “ and Tom !”

So it was, and a few of the neighbors, whom
they met on the road, coming for a friendly cali.

‘\shoHd say,” began Tom, flinging wide the
door l— And then the whole story carne out.

“ Where ’'s Clumps ?” asked Grizzy, about ten
minutes later, looking all around among the vis-
itors for the roly-poly figure ; “ where can he be.»”

“ Here | am,” said a voice at last. It carne from
under the big oak table, where, after investigation
by ncarly all of the party, Clumps was discovered ;
the Ireasured bonnet, slightly mashed on one side,
still on his head, with some suspicious looking
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morsels of the feast clinging to his garments, and
a faint aroma of lemon-pecl, over the rvhole!
“ You 've gone and drunk up all the lemonadc !”

cried Hetty in extreme cxasperation, rcaching
down to bestow a pinch on his toes—*“ Oh —
oh!

now we shan’t have any !”

“ It got kickcd over,” said Clumps, placidly," an’
't was 'most all spilt, an’ | only just finished what
was left of it, an’ 't war n’t good either, Grizzy!”

“ It was perfectly elegant!” cried Hetty, wildly,
to all of the company, “ an’ it was all we had!
An’ wc 'vc been so frightened, ;m’ there is n'tany-
thing to eat, either — oh dear, dear!”

Butthe neigitbors’ handswere intheir pockets, and
from those pockets, one and all, carne enough “ lem-
onade money ” to piovide for a dozen “ Receptions.”

“ Tom, my boy,” said a kind, jolly-faced man,
furtively wiping off the tears at the funny rccol-
lection, “ picase run down to the store, about as
fast as you ever ran in your life, an’ fetch up all
the fixings you want for— what do you cali it—
the thing you were goin’ to have?”

He turned to Grizzy, but before he had a chance
to answer, it carne in one shout from all the little
people— “A Re— — tion! A Re— cep — tion!
Oh, Grizzy ! we are goin’ to have it after all!”



WINTER

FUN.

By William O. Stoddard.

Chapter III.

Deacon Farnham was fond of chopping down
trees; but he had not brought a big sleigh into
the woods that morning, with two yoke of oxen,
merely to have them stand still in the snow while
he chopped. The tires he kept up at the farm-
house called for liberal supplies, and so Susie was to
have an opportunity of seeing a load of logs put on.

She and Pen had to get out of the sleigh to
begin with, and then her Unele and Vosh Steb-
bins removed all the sicle-stakcs out of the sleigh
on the side toward the wood-pile, and they put
down, with one end of each on the sleigh and the
other end in the snow, a pair of long, strong pieces
of wood, that Vosh called “ skids.” That made an
inclined plafie, and it was nothing but good, hard
work to roll the logs up and into their places on
the sleigh. They made a tier all over the slcigh-
bottom, and then the lighter logs were piled on
them, in regular order, till the load was finished
off, on top, with a heap of bark and brushwood.

“ Now, Pen,” said Vosh, “ if you and Susie will
climb up, we ’ll set out for home with this load.”

“ Is n't your father coming, Pen ?”

“ No, Susie. There ’'s a man at the house to
helpVoshwhen we get thcre. Now we mustclimb.”

There was fun in that, but Pen was up first.

In a minute or so more, Susie began to gain
new ideas about the management of oxen, and
how strong they were, and how wonderfully will-
ing. They seemed to know exactly what to do,
with a little help from Vosh and his long whip.
When all was ready, and they bowed their horns
and strained against their yokes with their powcr-
ful necks, it seemed as if they could have moved
anything in the world.

One long strain, a creaking soimd, and lhcn a
sudden giving away and starting, and the snow
began to crunch, crunch, beneath the wide, smooth
runncrs of the sleigh.

Vosh walked beside his team and drove it away
around in a semicirclc, carefully avoiding trees and
stuinps, until he and his load were once more in
the road and on their way home.

Corry and Porter had pushed on afier Ponto as
best they could, but he had not stirred up for
them any game in the thick, gloomy forest.

“ No rabbits here ?” inquired Porter.

“ Sometimes theré are a few,” said Corry, “ but

this is n’'t the place.
swamp, now.

But we 're almost at the
W e 'd better load up.”

“Tho guns? Are n't they loaded ?”

“No. We never leave a charge in.
says a gun ’'s always safe when it’s empty.”

Corry put the butt of his gun on the ground
while he spoke, and Porter watched him narrowl).
“ That 's his powder-flask,” he said to himseli
I might have known that much. The powder
goes in first. Of course, it does.”

He had never loaded a gun in all his life, and his
cxperiencc with the axe had made him feel a little
cautious. Still, he tried to make quick work of it,
and when Corry began to push down a wad oi
paper after the powder, his city cousin did the
same thing. Only he was a little behindhand,
and he put in a much bigger wad of paper.

“ How he does ram it! So will I,” he thougin,
and so he did.

Corry remarked: “ Don’'t put too many shot
into the gun. 1 ’ll measure them for you, so you il
know next time. The shot scatter too much ifyou
overcharge it.”

Porter was wondering, at tliat very moment, ho«'
many shot he had better put in, or whether be
should try the big shot from one side of his shot-
pouch or the smaller shot from the other.

“ What are the big shot for?” he asked, when
he saw Corry choose the smaller size.

Father

“ Buckshot? Oh, you can kill almost anything
with buckshot. Deer, or even bear.”
“ Can you ? | never used 'em. | tbought they

were big for rabbits.”

He was glad to know his gun was correctiy
loaded, however, and he imitated Corry in putting
on the caps, for both barréis, as if he had served .1
long apprcnticeship at that very business.

“ Have n’t we reachcd the swamp yet?”

“ No, but we are near it. It ’s a great placo for
rabbits, when you get there. Hullo ! Ponto’s
started one. Come on, Port.”

They did not really need to stir a foot, for the
swift little animal the dog had disturbed from its
seat among the bushcs was running its best straiglit
toward them. “ Thcre he is,” shouted Porter.

“ Try him, Port.”—*“ No, you try him.”

Corry’s gun was at his shoulder, and in anotlier
second the bright flash leaped from the inuzile.

“ Did you hit him? He clid n’t stop running.
He kept right on.”

“ Missed him, | think. Too many trees, and it



was fi pretty long sliot,” explainetf Corry, apol6-
gctically.
Why, it did n't seem far.” ,

‘‘That 's because it was over the snow.
more than ten rods. Hark! Hear Ponto.”

The oid dog was barking as if for clear life, and
the boys ran as fast as the snow would let them.
They had not gone far before they could see
Ponto dancing around the foot of a huge tree.

“ 1f he has n’'t treed him !” exclaimed Corry.

“ Treed a rabbit? Why, can they climb?”

‘eClimb? Rabbits climb? | guess not. But
that tree 's hollow. See that hole at the bottom?
Tire rabbit 's in there, sure.”

‘eCanwe get him, Corry?”

“We 'll try, but it wont pay if it takes too long.
It 's only onc rabbit.”

Porter Hudson had a feeling that it would be
worth almost anything in the world to catch that
ra)l)itt. He hardly knew how to go towork forit;
but he felt very warm, indeed, while his cousin
stooped down and reached with his arm further
and further into the hole in the tree. The hole
did not go down, but up, and it was quite large at
its outer opening.

Is it a hollow tree, Corry ?”

* Guess not. Only a little way up.”

“ Can you feel him?”

“ My arm is n’t long enough.”

Ponto whimpered very much as if he understood
what his master was saying. That was probably
not the first runaway game which had disappointed
him'by getting into a den of safety.

Here he comes!” exclaimed Corry.

“ Got him? Have you ?” answered Port.

“ There he is!”

Corry witlidrew his arm, as he spoke, and held
up m triumph a very large, fat, white rabbit.

“ You did reach him, did n'tyou? ” Porter cried.

“No, I did n't. Some of my shot had hit him,
and he fell down the hole. Don'tyousee? They
did n't strike him in the proper place to tumble
him right over. He could run.”

“ Poor fellow,” said Porter.
more, now.”

It was of small use for Port to pity that rabbit,
when the one thought he had in mind was that he
could not go home happy unless he could carry

with him another of the same sort and of his own
shouting.

It was

“ He wont run any

Corry loaded his gun again, and on they weiit;
but pretty soon he remarked:
“ We 're in the swamp now, Port.”

“1 don’t see any swamp. It’'s all
bushes and snow,”

trees and

That is so ; but there'’'s ice under the snow, in
some places. You can’t get through here at all

in the spring, and hardly in summer.
place for rabbits.”

Ponto was doubtless aware of this fact, for he
was dashing hither and thither very industriously.

There were plenty of little tracks on the snow,
as the boys could now plainly sec; but they crossed
one another in all dircctions, in a manner that
puzzled Porter Hudson exceedingly.

“ How will Ponto find out which one of them
he 'd better follow up ?” he asked.

“ Wait, Port. you 'll see,” said bis cousin.

Porter was taking his first lesson as a sportsman,
and was peering anxiously behind trees and in
among the neaiest bushes. Suddenly, he saw
something, or thought he saw it, which rnade him
hold his breath and tremblingly lift his gun.

“ Can that be a real rabbit,” he thought; “ sit-
ting there so still ?”

He did not utter a word, and the first Corry
knew about it was the sound of both barréis of his
cousin’s gun, fired in quick succession.

Bang !— bang ! — they went.

“ What is it, Port?”

“ 1 ’ve shothim! | ’'ve shothim!”

Porter was bounding away across the snow and
disappeared among some thick hnzel bushes. A
momentmore, and he was outagain, with arabbitin
his hand, quite as heavy as the one Corry had killed.

“ First-rate, Port. Was he running?”

“ No, he was sitting still.”

Con-)' was too polite to say that no regular
sportsman fired at a rabljit unless it was running.
It would have been a pity to have dampened
Porter’s wild exultation over his first game.

Porter had no time to talk then, however, for he
had his gun to load, and he was in no small anx-
iety as to whether he should succeed in getting the
charge in rightly. Besides, there was Ponto, rac-
ing across the swamp, with a big rabbit just ahead
of him. That rabbit was a capital jumper, and it
was gaining on its barking pursuer, when they ran
by within range of Corry Farnham’s gun.

Only one barrel was fired, but Ponto’'s master
was ahead again. * Two to my one,” said Porter.

“ You ’'ll have chances enough. Don’t fire both
barréis every time, though, or you may lose some
of 'em; and you ’ll fill your rabbits full of shot,
as you did that one.”

Port's idea had been that both barréis of his gun
were there for the purpose of being fired off, but
he was quite ready to take a hint. He had more
and more serious doubts, however, about his ability
to hit a rabbit on the run. The firsttime he actually
tried to do it, he doubted more than ever. His
chance and his disappointmcnt carne to him soon
after Corry’s gim was loaded and while they were
Crossing the swamp.

It ’s a great



“ I must have hit him,” he said, as he lowered
his gun and looked after the ralibit, still clearing
the snow with long, vigorous jumps.

“ Well, if you did,” said Corry, “ he has n’'t
found it out yet.”

“ Your first one did n't find out ho was hit till
he got into the tree.”

“That 's so. But 1l never knew it happen just
so before. Ponto ’'s after another, now! He 's
chased it around those sumac bushes. They 'rc
coming this way. Shoot ahcad of the ral)bit, if you
want to hit it.”

Portel- was positive, in his own mind, that he
could not hit the rabbit, and he felt himselfblush-
ing as he raised his gun; but he tried to see his
game somewhere beyond the end of it, and then
he fired.

“ | declare! You ’'ve done
distance, too,” shoulcd Corry.

It was so very long ihat the shot had scattcred a
great deal, and one of the little leaden pellets had
strayed in the direction of the ralibit. Just onc,
but it was as good as a dozen ; for it had struck in
a vital spot, and Porter was as proud as if the skin
of his game had been filled with shot heles.

Almost two hours went by after that, and they
tramped all over the swainp. Porter killed another
sitting rabbit, but Corry was one ahead of him,
and was feeling half sorry for it, when he suddenly
stopped marching and lifted his hand, exclaiming:

“ Hear Ponto! Hark! Away yonder.”

“ Started anotherrabbit?” inquired Port Hudson.
No, he hasn’t. It isn’t any rabbit, this time.”

“ Whatisit? W hatisit?”

“ Hear that jumping ? Hear Ponto’s yelp ?
a deer!” almost whispered Corry.

Deer? Did you say it ivas a deer ?
tell?”

“ Hark! Listen!”

Ponto was no deer-hound. He was somewhat
too heavily built for that kind of sport; but any
deer of good common sense would run away from
his company, all the samo. The certainty that the
dog could not catch it would not interfcre with the
deer’s running.

Ponto’s discovery was a fine buck, which soon
carne bounding with long, easy leaps out from
among the forest trees into the more open ground
at the edge of the swamp. Porter thought he had
never before seen anything half so exciting, but
the buck went by like a flash.

Just half a minute later, Corry tumed rucfiilly
to his cousin and asked him : “ Port, what did you
and | fire both barréis of our guns for ?”

“ W hy to hit the deer,” answered his cousin.

“ At that distance ? And with small shot, too?
If they 'd reachcd him, they 'd hardly have stung

itl A good long

It's

Can you

him. Why, there was n't the slightest chance of
our hurting him. Let’s go home.”

Porter ivas ready enough, and it was not long
before Ponto gave up following the buck and carne
panting along at the hccis of his master. He looked
a little crest-fallen, as if he would have likcd very
much to reinark: “ It’s of no use to drive deer
for boys. | did my duty. No dog of my size
and weight could have done more.”

They had a tramp before them. Not that they
were so far from home, but it was a long,.weary
wadc through the snow, and Porter Hudson learned
a good deal about the weight of rabbits by tlic
time he laid his game down at the kitchen door of
the farm-hoiise. They had been growing heavier
and heavier all the way, until he almost wished
he had not killed more than one,

Chapter |IV.

Susie and Pen had a grand ridc to the farni-
house, on the wood-sleigh.

Perched away' up there on topof thcbvush-wood,
they could gct the full efiect of every swing and
lurch of the load under them. Vosh Stebbins had
to chuckle again and again, in spite of his resolute
politcness; for the girls would scream a little and
laugh a good deal when the sleigh sank suddenly
on one side ia a snowy hollow, or slid too rapidly
after the oxen down a rather steep slope. Itwns
rather a coid ride, however, and when they reached
the house, Susie Hudson almost had to quarrel
with Aunt Juditli to prevent being wrapped in a
blanket and slioved up, in abig rockiiig-chair, into
the very face of the sitting-room fire-place.

“ Do let her alone, Judith,” said Aunt Farnhain.
“ | don’t believe she 's been frost-bitten.”

“1'm not a bit coid now,” asserted Susie.

“1'm glad o’ that,” said Aunt Judith; “ but are
n't you hungry? Pen, bring up some krullers."
Susie adraitted that she could eat a krullcr, and
Pen had no need to be told twice.

When Vosh carne back from the woods with his
second load, it was dinnor-time, and Deacon Farn-
ham carne with him. Only a few minutes later
there was a great shouting at the kitchen door,
and there were the two boys. The whole family
rushed out to see what they had brought home,
and Susie thought she liad never secn her brother
look quite so tail.

“ Corry beat you, did he?” said Vosh, as he
turned the rabbits over. Something in the tone
of that remark seemed to add: “ Of course, he
did,” and Port replied to it: “ Well, he 's used to
it. 1 never fired a gun before, in all my life.’

That was a frank confession, and a very good one

to make, for the Deacon exclaimed : “ You never



ciil? Why, then, you 've done well! You '11 make
a inarksman, one of these days.”

“Vosh,” said Mrs. Farnham, “ tell your mother
to come over with you, after tea, and spcnd the
evening.”

*Thank you !” he replied. *“ She 'll come. |
know she will. 1 'll finish my chores early.”

He swung his axe to his shoulder and marched
away, very straight, with a curious feeling that
borae city people were looking at him.

The boys and the girls and the older people
iverc all remarkably ready for their dinner as soon
as it was on the table.

“ Pen,” said Susie, “ I dicl n’'t know chopping
down trees would make me so hungry.”

“ Yes,” said Deacon Farnham, “ it’'s as bad as
killing deer. Port and Corry are suffering from
that. You did your chopping, as they did their
dcer-killing, at a safe distance.”

After dinner, it was a puzzle to every one where
the time went to, it fled away so fast.

Pcii took Susie all over the house and showed
her everything in it, from the apples in the cellar
to the spinntng-wheel that had been carried up-
stairs the day before and would have to come
do'vn again to-morrow.

“ Aunt Judith has a pile of wool, Susie. You
ought to see it. She 's going to spin enough yarn
to last her all next summer.”

“ 1’1l get her to teach me to spin.”

“ Can you knit?” asked Pen. “ If you can’t, | 'll
teach you how. It ’'s easy, as soon as you know.”

Then Susie, in her turn, told Pen about her
lidies and crochct-work and some other thinp, and
was getting a little the best of tbe dialogue, when
Pen asked, very doublfully :

“ Can yon heel a stocking? It’s worse, a good
deal, than just to narrow them in at the toes.
Aunt Judith says there are n't many women, now-
adays, who can heel a stocking.”

o 1 Il ask her to show me how. Dear me, Pen,
do you know how late it is? How the timo docs
fly to-day ! "Wbore does it go ?”

Corry and Porter knew where a part of their
lime had gone, after they carne from thebarns and
delivered to Mrs. Farnham and Aunt Judith the
eggs theyhad found. Corrybrought out his chccker-
board and laid it on the table in the sitting-room.

“It's a big One,” said Porter.
your men?”

“ Hanging up there, in that bag.
men were lost.

“ Where are

The woodcn
W e take horsc-chestnuts for black
men and walnuts for whitc ones.”

“ S’pose you make a king ?”

“ That 's a buttcmut, if it 's black. If it'’s
white, you put 011 one of these bits of wood.”

Thcre was no danger of their getting out of

checker-inen, but Corry Farnham had a lesson to
learn.

Porter Hudson knew a great deal more about
checkers than he did about tree chopping or
rabbits.

Game after game was played, and it seemed to
Corry as if his cousin “ hit some of them on a full
run.” He got up from the last contest feeling a
very fair degree of respect for Port; and the latter
was quite restored to his own good opiniéon of
himsclf.

That was coraforting, for all his moming’s ex-
pcricnces had been a little the other way, and he
was not half sure he could hit a running rabbit
again, if he should have a chance to try.

Susie and Pen liad watched them for awhile, but
both boys had been very obstinate in not making
any of the “ good moves” Pen pointed out to them.

There were “ chores” to do, both before and
after tea, and Porter went out with Corry, deter-
mined to undertake his share of them.

“ Did you ever milk cows, Port?”

“Well, no; butlthink I could if | ti-ied.”

“ Well, I guess you 'd best not try to-night, but
you can learn before you go home. Some of our
cows are skittish in coid weather.”

Port was quite contented, after getting into the
cow-yard, to let the miiking be done by some one
who knew how, and he had the satisfaction of see-
ing Corry himself kicked over into the snow— pail,
milk, and all — by a brindlcd heifer.

There were pigs and cattle and horses to feed,
and supper to be eaten, and when at last the boys
bad finished their dutics, the rest of the family
was already gathered in the sitting-room.

Mrs. Farnham and Aunt Judith had their knit-
ting, and the Deacon had a newspaper in his lap,
v.'ith his spcctacles lying in the middle of it. It
seemed, however, the most natural thing in the
world that they all should be sitting in a great
scmicircle in front of the fire-place. The night
promised to be a cqld one, and tlie fire had been
built for it in the most liberal manner.

“ Corry,” said Porter, “ «halare all those fiat-
irons and hammecrs for?”

“ Why, to crack nuts. | 'm going down cellar
to bring up some butternuts and hickory nuts.”

“ 1’1l go with you, Corry.”

“ So will 1,” said Pen. “ Come, Susie, and
we 'll bring up the apples and pears and some
eider.”

Corry and Pen carried candlcs; but the light
only served to make the cellar look larger and
darkcr and more mysterious. It seemed as if it
had neither sides fior ends, but the heavy, black
beams overhead were not so wonderfully far away.
Pen showed Susie bin afier bin of carefully selected



winter apples and pears; and there were hall a
dozen barréis of eider, ranged against one side of
tho cellar.

“ It ’s all sweet enough now, but it will be hard
enough, some time. Then some of it will be
made into vincgar,” she added.

‘*What's in the little barrel ?” Susie asked.

“ Aunt Judith’s currant wine. Whenever any-
body in the valley gets sick, she takes a bottle
of it and gives it to the sick person.
great medicine.”

It ’'s her one

“ Oh, oh !'” exclaimed Susie, “ just look at all
the minee-pies on the swing-shelf! Why, Pen-
clope Farnham !'— how many are there?”

There were more than a dozen, for the swing-
shelf ran the whole length of the cellar, straight
down the middle, and it held double rows of pies,
all ready to be carried up and warmed for use.
Susie would have been willing to stay longer to
inspect the trcasures in that generous cellar, but
Corr>- suddenly exclaimed:

“ Port, let’s hurry. They've come.
hear Mrs. Stebbins?”

They could hear her now saying to Vosh ;

“ And, Lavaujer, you must mind one thing,—
you must n't talk too much— " ; but,
moment, they reached the door.

Good Mrs. Farnham, while the young people
wcrc downstairs had thoughtfully walked out into
the store-room adjoining the kitchen and returned
with a long-handled wire corn-popper and a bag of
what she called “ tuckct-corn.” It was corii with
small, round, blue-black kcrnels that can pop out
larger and whiter for their size than any other kind
that grows. * There is a Icgend that the sced of it
carne originally from the island of Nantuckct; but
it has short, nubbing ears, and even the island
Indians must have found it a poor crop for any-
thing but “ popping.”

Mi-s. Stebbins was inside the door now, for sho
never dreamed of knocking and waiting out in
the coid until somebody should come to let her
in.  She was hardly over the threshold before she
said, as she loosened her shawl:

“ Judith, where are Susie and her brother and
Corry and Pen?

Don’t you

the next

They have n’t gone away some-
where the very first night, have they?”

“ They 're down in the cellar. They 'll be up
here in a minute. Now, Angelinc, take off your
hood and sit down. Vosh, there 's a chair. Had
n’'t vou better take that popper and set to work? ”

“ Vosh tells me,” began Mrs. Stebbins, “ that
the boys got half a dozen rabbits to-day. | don’t
carc much for rabbits. And they saw a deer, too.
1'd ha’ thought they might ha’ shot it, if it was nigh
enough. Bul, then, a deer is n't anyways like as
easy to kill now as it was when 1 was young. And

. a-talkin’ again.

they were only a couple of boys, besides. 1 do say,
now, here they come ; and they 'rc makin’ racket
enough for twenty.”

They were coming, indeed. Clamberingup out
of the cellar with every pair of hands full, and
Mrs. Stebbins did not stop for an instant.

“ Susie, is that you? Well, now, I must kiss
you, right away. Vosh said you were lookin’ real
pretty, and so you be; but he is n't always a good
judge. | knew your mother when she was n't no
older'n you be now. She was Josha-u-tt Farnham’s
sister. And so she’'s gone South for her hcaltli
and your father’s gone wath her, and you 've come
to put in the rest of your winter up here ? | do de-
clare, Lavaujer, if you are n’t kerful you 'll Inim
up every kernel of that corn. Don’t stop lo talle.
Jest tend to your corn-popper.”

She had managed to get up from her chair and
kiss Susie without at all interrupting her discourso;
but she was a little out of breaih fora moment and
sat still and watchcd them while they deposited
upon the table che tail, brown pitcher of eider, the
pans of fruit, and the inaple sugar.

The young folk had a chance to say a word to
Vosh, and Corry and Porter each picked up a flat-
iron and a hammer. There were plenty of niits
ready for them, and the sound of the cracking, and
of the rattling, bursting corn in the popper,
mingled oddly with Susie’s efforts to answer ilie
rapid inquiries poured upon her by Mrs. Stebbins.

“ Now, Susie, l‘m glad you 've come. Yon 're
right from the city, and you 'rc well-nigh giown
now, and you know all about the fashions. V c
don't hear a word about 'em up hcreaway lili
they 've all come and gone and somethin’ else is in

fashion. Got to wearin’ short dresses, hev the> ?
Think of me, or Judith, or your Aunt Sarah
Farnham, in short dresses! | do say! What

wont they put on next? Last things they invenicd
were the little, skimp skivts, for hard times, that
carne so nigh bein’ the ruin of the dry-goods men.
Did n’'t take any cloth at all.— Lavaujer, yon 're
You just 'tcnd to your pop-corii.”

“ Now, Angcline,” said Mrs. Farnham, “ do
take an apple or a pcar.”
“Yes, Angeline,” said Aunt Judith, *“ and

here 's a piate of popped corn and some nuts.

Joshua, pour her out a mug of eider. Pen, go

to the cupboard and fetch a piate of krullcrs. It s
a very coid night.”
“ So it is,” began Mrs. Stebbins, “ but the win-

ters are n't what they used to be. No more ihc
buUcrnuts are n't, somehow; but I must sa)' you
makc out to have good fruit, though how you do li
in these times beats me. Our trees die out.”
Likely as not they did, but the attack had fairly
begun, and poor Mrs. Stebbins found herself out-



niimbered. The Deacon pressed her with the eider
and Mrs. Famham with the krullers. There was
the heaped-up piate of snowy-white popped corn,
.iid Isesidc it was the tempting little hill of cracked
hickory nuts and butternuts. Susie broke off for
her a noble piece of maple silgar, and Aunt Judith
herself took a candie and went down cellar for a
couple ofthe best minee-pies. Itwas too much for
evcn Mrs. Stebbins’ convcrsational powers to resist-

“ Oli, Vosh,” suddenly exclaimed Susie, “ Corry
told us, this morning, about the bear you Kkilled,
last winter.”

It was cruel to mention such a thing, just as
Mrs. Stebbins had commenced to eat a krullcr,
and she began to say : “ Yes, but once Lavaujer’s
father ” but she had to pause a moment, and
I'ish took up the story with; “ No, Susie, | did
n't kiil him. All three of us did it. We were n't
twontyfeet from him. Deacon Farnham fired first,
and then I, and then Corry'; we all had double-
barreled guns, and we did n't one of us miss. But
itwas a big bear "

“1 knew a bear ” began Mrs. Stebbins,
but Aunt Judith interi-upted her with; “ Now,
Angcline, do take a slice of minee-pie. It’s coid,
but sometimes they 're better coid than warm.”

And the pie was too much for the memory of
the other bear.

The sound of popping corn and cracking nuts
had been almost incessant, and the young people
had now succeeded in breaking all the ice the fire
had left in the snug sitting-room. They were oid
acc|uaintances, all of them, and were chatting away
mcrrily among themselves.

Mrs. Farnham and Aunt Judith seemed to keep
steadily on with their knitting, whatever else they
miglit be doing. It seemed to do itself, very miich
like their breathing. Even the Deacon man-
agcd to look into the corners of his ncwspaper
"hile he pared an apple or talked to Mrs. Steb-
bins. The light of the great astral lamp on the
table mingled with that from the fire-place, in a
sort of rcddish-golden glow, that flickered over the
walls and faces in a way to make everything and
cverybody wear a warm, contented, cozy look that
was just the right thing for a frosty winter evening.

“ Vosh,” said Corry, suddenly, “ Port can beat
you at checkers. You ought to have seen the way
he beat me to-day. Try him a game.”

“ Now, Lavaujer,” said his mother, from beyond
the table, “ you can play well enough for these
parts, but you can’t think of comin’ up to a city
fellow like Porter Hudson. He’'ll beat you, sure.”

At all events, Vosh needed no more than that to
make liim try a game ; so Penelopc brought out
the board and the homc-made “ checkers.”

It must be confesscd that, after his triumphant
experience with Corry, Porter Hudson imagined
himself to have quite taken the measure of up-
cuuntry skill and Science at that game. He sat
down to his new trial, therefore, with a proud as-
surance of a victory to come. It would have been
kind of Corry to have given his cousin the least
bit of a warning, but that young gentleman him-
self had been too roughly handled to feel very iner-
ciful. Besides, he had some very small and lin-
gering doubt as to the rcsult, and was willing to
wait for it.

He need not have had any doubt, since there
was really no room for any. Vosh was a born
checker-player, and it is never easy to beat players
of that sort. Nobody ever knows exactly how they
do it, and they themselves can not tell. Their
spare men get to the king-row and their calcula-
tions come 6ut right, and if you are Porter Hudson
and are playing against them, you gct beaten very
badly and there 's no help for you.

Corry watched the gamo with a suppressed
chuckle, but it was a dreadful puzzle to Port.
Even Pen did not venture to suggest a single good
move, and the older people talked very quietly.

Mrs. Stebbins was a proud woman when Susie
exclaimed: “ Vosh has won!”

Itwas ofno use for Aunt Judith to say; “ Wont
you have another slice of pie, Angeline? and some
more eider?” Mi-s. Stebhins responded:

“ I don’t caie if I do. Only I'm afeard it 'll make
me dream and talk in my sleep. Lavaujer always
did play checkers in spry slyle, but he is n't the
player his father was when he was a young man.
He did n't have any time to play checkers after he
got to runnin’ a farm of his own. Pie? Yes, Ju-
dith, you 've got just the right knack of makin’
minee pies” ; and while she went on to tell of the
various good and bad pies she had seen or tasted,
all the rest agreed with her about those they were
eating. In fact, the good things of all sorts went
far to teconcile even Porter Hudson to his defeat,
and Vosh was triily polite about that. In less
than two minutes he managed to get the othcr
boys and even the girls talking about hunting,
skating, coasting, slcigh-riding, and catching fish
tlirough the ice.

The evening seemed to mclt away, it went
so fast, and no one was willing to believe how
late it was wlien Mrs. Stebbins began to put on
her hood. They all saw hor and Vosh to the
door, and did not ci6ése it until the gate shut
behind the last remark the good woman tried to
send back to them. It was something about
boiled eider in minee-pies, but they failed to hear
it all.

(To le continned.)



PIGMY TREES AND

By John R.

PK7MV AITI.S*TREE — AND I'KUIT

In some ways the Chinese and Japanese gar-
deners are the most successful of any in the world.
They can control and direct the growth of plants
to a degree that seems really marvelous until the
principie upon which it is done is known, when, as
in many othcr matters, it becomcs quite simple.

The Chinese have such a strong liking for the
grotesque, and unnatural, that the handiwork of
their gardcners is not as pleasing as that of the
Japanese gardeners. The Chinese understand the
dwarfing of trees; isut their best work is in so
directing the growth of a tree or plant that it will
resemble some hideous animal which is only fit to
exist in a nightmare.

The Japanese, on the contrary, are rcmarkablc
for theiiTovc of what is beautiful and graceful, and,

MINIATURE

LANDSCAPES.

Coryell.

(SHOWN IJALF THE ACTUAL SIZE),

consequently, ugly forins find no favor with them.
Every Japanese has a garden if it be possible; but,
as space is valuable in Japan, only the very rich
can have large grounds, and the family in modér-
ate circumstances must be contcnt with a garden
often smaller in area than the floor of one of our
hall bcdrooms in a narrow, city house.
Nevertheless, tbat small garden must contain as
many objects as the large garden, and, of course,
the only way ofaccomplishing the desired result is to
have everything in miniature. It is nouncommon
thing to see a whole landscape containcd in a space
no greater than the top of your dining table.
Thcre will be a mountain, a stream, a lake, rocky
grottoes, winding paths, bridges, lawns, fruit trees,
shrubs, and flowers: all so artistically laid out
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as to rcsemble nature, itsclf. In the lake will
swim wonderful, filmy-finned gold and silver fish,
and not infrequently the tail form of a crane
will be seen moving majestically about the tiny
landscape.

This seems wonderful enough; but what will
you think when | say that almost the same land-
scape is reproduced on so small a scale that the
two pages of St. Nicholas, as itlies open before
you, can cover it! In tbis case, a tiny house is
added ; delicate green moss takes the place of
vrass, and glass covers the lake where the water
should be. Counterfeit fish swim in the glass lake,
and a false crane overlooks the whole scene, just as
the real crane does the larger landscape. The
mountain, winding walks, bridgcs, and rocky grot-
toes are in the little landscape ; and real trees,
licaring fruit, or covered with dainty blossoms, are
in their propet places.

These trees are of the right proportions lo fit
the landscape, and they are, consequently, so tiny
that one is tcmpted to doubt their reality; and
more than one stranger has slyly taken the leaves
or fruit between the fingers, in order to make sure
that the dwarfs do truly live, and are not, bke the
fish and crane, mere counterfcits. These mmiature
landscapes have been successfully brought to this
country ; and on one occasion a lady of San
Francisco used one of them as a center-piece on
the table at a dinner-party, greatly to the wonder
and admiration of her guests, who could scarcely

A MINIATURE LANDSCA
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be convinccd that the almost microscopic apples
on the trees were genuino fruit.

And now comes the question— how is the dwarf-
ing done? The principie is simple. The gardener
merely thwarts nature. He knows that, to grow
properly, a tree icquires sunlight, beat, inoisture,
and nourishmeut from the soil. He takes mensures
tolet the tree have only just enough of these to
enable it to keep alive.

To begin, he takes a little secdling or cutting,
about two inchcs high, and cuts off its main root.
He then puts the plant in a shallow dish, with the
cutend ofthe root resting against a stone, to rctard
its growth by preventing nourishinent cntering that
way. Bits of clay the size of a bcan are put in the
dish, and are so regulated in kind and quantity as
to afford the least possible food for the little root-
lets which. have been left on the poor little tree.
W ater, heat, and light are furnished the struggling
plant in just sufficient quantities 10 hold life in it
without giving it enough to thrive on. In addition,
any arabitious attempt to thrive, in spite of these
drawbacks, is checked by clipping with a sharp
knife or searing with a red-hot iron.

After from five to fifteen years of such treatment,
the only wonder is that the abused tree will conscnt
even to live, to
say nothing
ofbearing
fruit.



THE BROWNIES

ON SKATES.

By Palmer Cox.

One night, when mercury was low

And winter wrapped the world in snow
And bridgcd the streams in wood and field
With ice as smooth as Roman shield,
Some skaters swept in graceful style

Tho glistening surfacc, file on file.

For hours the Brownies viewed the show,
Commenting on the groups belo'v;

On this one’s form or winning face,

On that one’s art or lack of grace.

Said onc: “ That pleasire might be ours—
We have the feet and motive powers;

No mortal need us Brownies teach,

If skates werc but within our reach.”
Another answcred: “ Then, my friend,

To hear my plan let all attend.

I have a building in my mind

That we within an hour can find.
Three golden balls hang by the door.

Like oranges from Cuba’s shore;
Behind the dusty counter stands

A native of the Holy Lands;

The place is filled with various things,

From baby-carts to banjo-strings;
Here hangs a gun without a lock
Some pilgrim ljore to Plymouth rock;
And there a pair of goggles lie,



That stared at Croinwell marching by;
While piles of club and rocker skates
Of every shape the buyer waits !

Though second-hand, | 'm sure they 'll do,

And serve our wants as well as new.
That place we ’'ll enter as we may,
To-morrow night, and bear away

A pair, the best that come to hand,
For every member of the hand.”

At once, the enterprise so bold

Received support from young and oid.
A place to muster near the town.

And meeting hour they noted down ;
And then retiring for the night,

They soon were lost to sound and sight.

When evening next her visit paid

To fold the earth iii robes of shade;
Then down bcneath the golden balls,
As thick as bees when Flora calis
From apple bough or clover mead,
The Brownies gathered as a”eed,

To venture boldly and procure

The skates that would their fun insure.
As rats and mice can make a brcach

To goods we thought beyond their reach,
And visits pay to cake and chcese
Without a key whene’er they please.
So, cunning Brownies can proceed

And help themselves to what they need.
Ah, many buildings thought secure,

To them present obstruqgtions poor,

For bolts and bars they little care

If but a nail is wanting there 1

A panel gonc, a broken pane,

A shingle loose they find like rain.
Or, failing these, with ease descend
Like Santa Claus and gain their end.
As children to the windows fly

At news of Jumbo passing by,



So rushed the eager band away

To fields of ice without delay.

Though far too large at heel and toe,
The skates wcrc someliow made to go.
But out behind and out before,

Like spurs, they sjuck a span or more,
Alike afflicting foe and friend

In bringing journeys to an end.
They had their slips and sudden spreads,

Where heels flew higher than their heads.

As people do, however nice,

When venturing first upon the ice.

But soon they learned to curve and vvheel
find cut fine scrolls with scoring Steel,

To race in clusters to and fi'o,

To jump and turn and ljackward go,
Until a rest on bed so cool,

Was more the wonder than the rule.

But from the lake they all witlidrew
Some hours before the night was through.
And hastened back with lively feet

Through narrow lafie and silent Street,
Until they reached tlie broker’s door
With every skate that left the store.
And, ere the first faint gloam of day,
The skates wei'e safely stowed away;
Of their brief absence not a trace

W as left within the dusty place.



THK LAND

OF FIRE.

A Tale cfAdvenHtre 7« Thrm dei Fwgo,

By Captain

Chapter VIII.
A FLURRY WITH FUR-SEALS.

As if Captain Gancy’s petition had been heard
ljy Ehc All-raercifu!, and is about to have favorable
rcspoiise, the next morning breaks clear and calm;
the fog al! gone, and the sky blue, with a bright
sun shining in it— rarest of sights in the cloud-
lands of Tierra del Fuego. All are cheered by it;
and, with reviving hope, eat breakfast in better
spirits, a fervent grace preceding.

They do not linger over the repast, as the skip-
perand Seagriffareimpaticni lo ascend to the sum-
init uf the isle, the latter in hopes of making out
some remembered land-mark. The place where
they have put in is on its west side, and the high
ground interposcd hinders their view to the east-
wai'd, while all seen north and south is unknown
to the oid carpenter.

They are about starting off, when Mrs. Gancy
says interrogatively:

“ Why should.n't we go, too?” — meaning her-

self and Leoline, as the daughter is prcttily
namcd.
“ Yes, Papa,” urges the young girl; “ you'’ll

take US along, wont you ?”

With a glance up the hill, to see whethcr the
climb be not too difficult, he answers:

“ Certainly, dear; |’ve no objection. Indeed,
the cxercisc may do you both good, after being so
long shut up on board ship.”

“ 1t would do us all good,” thinks Henry
Chester— for a certain reason wishing to be of the
party, that reason, as any one might see, being
Leoline. He does not speak his wish, however,
hackwardncss forliidding, but is well pleascd at
hearing her brother, who is witliout bar of this
kind, cry out:

“ Yes, Father. And tbe other pair of us,
Harry and myself. Neither of us have got our
land legs yet, as we found yesterday while fight-
ing the penguins. A little mountaineering will
help tn put the steady into them.”

“ Oh, very well,” assents the good-natured
skipper. “You may all come—except Ctesar.
He had better stay by the boat, and keep the
fire burning.”

‘ Jess so, massa Cap'n, an much olaleegecl to ye.
Dis chile perfiii- stayin’. Golly ! | doan’ want to

Mayne Reid.

tire mysef to deff, a-draggin’ up dat ar prcssypiis.
' Sides, | hab got tcr look out fo’ de dinner, 'gainst
yer gettin’ back.”

“ The doctor” * speaks the truth, in saying he
does not wish to accompaiiy them; being onc of
the lazicst mortals that el\'er sat by a fire. So,
without further pariey, they set forth, leaving him
by tho boat.

At first, they find the up-hill slopo gentle and
easy; their path leading through hummocks of tall
tussac,— the tops of the leaves away above their
hcads and the flo'ver-scapcs many feet higlier.
Their chicf difficulty is the spongy nature of the
soil, in which they sink at times ankle-deep. But
further up, it is drier and firraer; tho lofty tussac
giving place to grass of humbler stature in fact,
a sward so short that the ground appeai-s as
though freshly mown. Here the climbers catch
sight of a number of moving creatures, which
they might easily mistake for quadrupeds. Hun-
dreds of them are runniitg to and fro, like rabbits
in a warren, and quite as fast. Yet they are really
birds, of the same specics which supplied so con-
siderable a part of their yesterclay's dinner and
tc-day’s breakfast. The strangest thing of all is
that these Protean creatures, which sccm fitted
only for an aquatic cxistcnce, should be so much
at hon” on land, so ably using their queer wings
as substitutcs for legs that they can run up or
down high and precipitpus slopcs with equal ease
and swiftness.

, From the expcrience of yesterday, the climbers
might anticipate attack by tbe penguins. But that
cxperiencc has taught the birds a lesson, too,
which they now profit by, scuttling off, frightcned
at the sight of the murderous invaders, who have
made such havoc among them and their ncstlings.

On the diier iipland, still another curious bird is
encountcrcd, singular in its mode of breeding and
other hnbits. A petrel it is, about the size of a
house pigcon, and oi a slate-bluc color. This
bird, instead of iaying its eggs, like the penguin,
on tire surface of the ground, dcposits them,
like the sand-martin and burrowing owl, at the
bottom of a hole. Part of the ground over which
ilie climbere have to pass is honey-combed witli
these holes, and they see the birds passing in and
out— Scagriff meanwhile imparting a curious item
of information about them. It is that the Fuegians

mThe popular sea-name for a ship’'s cook.



tie strings to the legs of certain small birds and
forcé them into the petrcls’ nests; whereupon the
rightful owners, attacking and following the in-
truders as they are jerked out by the cunning
decoycrs, are theinselves captured.

Contimiing upward, the slope is found to
be stccper, and more difficult than was expected.
What from below seemed a gentle acclivity
turns out to be almost a precipice,— a very com-
mon illusion with those unaccustomed to mount-
ain climbing. But they are not daunted— every
one of the men has stood on the main truck of
a tempest-tossed ship. What to this were the
mere scaling of a cliff? The ladies, too, have lit-
tle fear, and will not consent to stay bclow; but
insist on being taken to the very summit.

The last quarter proves the most difficult. The
only practicable path is up a sort of gorge, rough-
sided, but with the bottom smooth and slippcry as
ice. It is grass-grown all over, but the grass is
beaten ciése to the surface, as if school-boys had
been “ coasting" down it. All except Seagriff
suppose it to be the work of the penguins— he
knows better what has done it. Not birds, but
beasts, or “ fish,” as he would cali them — the
amphibia in the chasing, killing, and skinning of
which he has spent many years of his life. Evcn
blind-folded, he could have told it was they, by
their peculiar odor.

“ Them fur-seals liev been up hyar,” he says.
“ They kin cliiiib like cats, spitc o' thar lubberiy
look, and they .delight in baskin’ on high ground.
I've know’d 'em to go up a hill stceper an’
higher’'n this. They 've made it as smooth as ice,
and we’ll hev to hold on keerfully. 1 guess ye'd
better all stay hyar till I give it a trial.”

“ Oh, it's nothing, Chips,” says young Gancy,
wc can easily swarra up.”

He would willingly take the lead himself, but is
Icnding a hand to his motherwhile, in like man-
ner, Henry Checster is intrusted with the care of
Leoline a duty he would be loth to transfer to
another.

The oid sealer makes no more delay; but, lean-
ing forward and clutching the grass, draws him-
self up the steep slope. In the same w'ay, the Cap-
tain follows; tlicn Ned, carefully assisting his
mother; and lastly, but with no less alacrity, the
young Englishman, helping Leoline.

Seagriff, still vigorous— for he has not much
passed manhood’s prime — and unhampered,
reaches the head ofthe gorge longbefore the others.
But as soon as his eyes are above it, and he has a
view of the summit level, he sees there something

“

summi(3 and sometimes lo its K'ise.

to astonisli him ; the whole surface, nearly an acre
in cxtent, is covered with fur-seals, lying ciése to-
gether like pigs in a sty ! This sight, under other
circumstances. he would have hailed with a shout
of joy ; but now it elicits from him a cry of appre-
hension; for the sedis have taken the alarm, too,
and are coming on in a rush toward the ravine,
their only way to the water.

“ Thunder an’ airthquakes!” he cxclaims, in
highest pitch of voice. “ Look out thar, below !”

They do look out, or ratherup, and with no little
alarm. But the cause of it none can as yet tell.
But they see Seagriff spring to one side of the
gorge and catch hold of a rock to steady him-
self, while he shouts to them to do the same. Of
course, they obey; but they barely have time to
get out of the ravine’s bed, before a stream, a tor-
rent, a very cataract of living forms comes pour-
ing down it— like monsters in appearance, all
open-moutlied and each mouth showing a doubk
row of glittering teeth. A wcird, fear-inspiring
procession it is, as they go floundering past,
crowding one another, snapping, snorting, and
barking, like so many mastiffs! Fortunatdy for
the speetators, tlic creatures are fur-seals, and not
the fierce sea-lions; for the fur-seal is inofien-
sive, and shows fight only whcn forced to it
These are but acting in obedience to the most
ordinary instinct, as they are seeldng self-prcscr-
vatioii by retreat to the sea— their true home
and haven of safety.

The flurry lasts for but a brief while, ending as
abruptly as it began.” When all the sedis have
passed, our party resumes the ascent and continte
it till all stand upon the summit. But not all in
silence; for turning his eyes north-eastward, and
seeing there a snow-covered mountain,— a grand
cone, toweringthousandsoffeet above all the others,
— Seagriff phicks off his hat and, waving it around
his head, sends up a joyous huzza, and cries out;

“ Now | know whar we are better 'n a bul ship-
full o’ kompasses an’ kernometers kud tell
Yon's Sannienio!”

us.

Chapter IX.
AN UNNATURAL MOTHER.

“ YIS, Capting, thet’s Sarmiento, an’ nary doubt
of it,” pursiies the oid sealer. “ 1'd reck’noise thet
mountin 'mong a millyun. °T air the highest in
all Feweego.” An’ we must be at the mouth o’
Des’late Bay, jest as | wor siispectin’. Wa),
‘ceptin’ them ugly things | told ye 'bout, we kud n't
be in a better place.”



*Why'"” inquires the captain, dubiously.

“'Kase it aint a bay, at all; but the entrance
iua soun’ bearin’ the fiame o’ * Whale Boat Soun’.’

TIIEV HAVB KSRELY TIMR TO OET OUT OF THE BAVISE'S BED

An thet's open water, too, communicatin’ wi'
anotherknownez'Darwin Soun” — tho which larst
leads right inter the Beagle Channel."
“ But what of all that, Chips?
help US?”
“ Help usl

How can it

Why, 't air the very i-dentical

thing ez 'll help us; our coorse is laid out to a p mt

o’ the kompiss! All we 11 hev to do is to run

east’ard through the Beagle Channel, an’ then 'long

BEFOEE A TORREMT OF LIVING FORMS COMES TOUBING DOWN IT."

the open coast to Clood Success Bay, in the Straits
o’ Le Maire.
some 0’ the sealin’ vessels,
rcndeyvoos when
Land.”

Tharwe 'll be a’'most sure o’ findin’

thet bein’ one o’ thar

they 're fishin’ roun’ Staten

“ You think that better then than trying to the



northward for the Straits of Mageilan?” inquires
Captain Gancy-

“ Oceans 0’ odds better. To reach Magellan
we 'd hcv to work out seaward ag’in, an’ back past
the ‘Furies,” whar thar’s ali sorts o’ cross-currents
to contcnd wi'. Goin’ east’ard through the Beagle,
we Il hev both wind and tide a’'most allers in our
favor. ’'Sidcs, there 'd be no bother ’'Dout the
coorse. 'T air jest like steerin’ in a river, an’
along the coast ag’in. | 'm wall acquaint’ wi’
every inch o' 't.”

That Captain Gancy, an expcrienced navigator,
should be unacquainted with the Beagle Channcl
may seem strange. But at the time of which
we write, this remarkable passage was of recent
discovery, and not yet laid down on the charts.

“ How about the other matter?” he asks, in
halfwhisper, glancing significantly toward his wife
and daughter, who are but a few paces off. “ Will
the Beagle coui-se be any the safer for that ?”

“ 1 can't say 't will, sir,” is the answer, in like
undertone. “ Tho’ it wont be any worse. Guess
the danger’s 'bout equil eytberways.”

“ What danger?” questions young Gancy, who
has overhcard the ugly word.

“ O’ the gig gettin’ bilgcd, Mister Ed’ard,” is
the ready, but not truthful, rcjoinder. “ In coorse
thar 's rough seas everywhar through Fireland,
an’ wi’ such a mite o’ a boat, we'll hev to be on the
keerful.”

“ Then,” says the Captain, his mind made up,
after long and minutely cxamining sea and coast
all around through his glass, “ then by the Beagle
Channel be it. And we may as well set out at
once. | can see nothing of the pinnace. If she 'd
weathered the gale and put in this way, they 'd be
sure to sail on for the main-land. In that case,
they may sight us when we get well out on the
open water.”

“ Jest so, Capting,” says Seagriff, “ an’ as ye
perpose, we mout as well make the start now, W¢c
kin gain nothin’ by stayin’ hyar.”

“ All right, then. Let us be off.”

So saying, the skipper takes a last look
through the binocular, with a lingcring hopc that
something may still be seen of the consort boat;
then, disappointed, he leads the way down to the
landing-place.

Their further stay on tho island is for but a fcw
minutes,— while the two youths make a fresh raid
on the penguinnery, and rob it of another dozcn
of the young birds, as boat stores. Some tussac
asparagus is also added; and then all resume their
places on the thwarts, this time with everything
properly stowed and ship-shape.

Once more under way, they encounter a heavy
ground swell; but the breezc is in their fai'or and,

with the sail set, they are able to keep steadily
before it. They have no trouble in making their
course, as the sky is clear, .-urd Sarmiento— an ali-
sufficient guidc-post— always visible. But although
neither Captain Gancy fior Seagriff has any anx-
iety as to the course, both seem anxious about
something, all the while scanning the water ahead;
the skipper through his glass, the oid sealer with
hand shading his eyes.

This attracting the attcntion of young Gancy,
sharp at reading facial expression, as-are most raen
who follow the sea, he asks, after a time:

“ W hatisit, father? You and Chips appear to
be troubled about something.”

“ Wal, Mister Ed’ard, thar aint cnnythin’ ru-
markabul in thet, sitiwatcd ezwc air; it’s only nat.
eral to be allers expectin’ trouble o’ some sort. You
yaungstere don’t think o’ thet, ez we oid uns do.”

The oid sealer has made haste to answer a ques-
tion not put to him. He fcars that the skipper, in
his solicitudc as husband and father, may break
down, and betray the secret that oppresscs them.

Vain the attempt at concealing it longer; for
the very next instant the Captain himself exclaims:

“ Ha'! yonder! A boat full of people putting
off from the shore !”

“ Mout it be the pinnace, Capting?”

“ No, Chips; it’s some sort of native craft.
Look for yourself.” And lie hands him the
binocular.

“ Yer right, sir,” says Seagriff, after a look

through the glass. “ A Feweegin canoe it air, an’
| do believe they 're Ailikoleeps! Ef so, we may
look out for squalls.”

Both his words and tone tell of fear,— confessed
at last, since he knows it can no longer be con-
ccaled. But the pthers aro only surprised, for as
yet they are ignorant of any danger which may
arise from an interview witli the natives, of whoin
they know nothing.

Meanwhile, the canoe has pulled well out from the
shore— the northern one — and is evidently making
to meet the gig in mid-water, an encounter wliich
can notbe avoidecl; the breczc Iseing now light and
the boat liaving little wayG Seeing it to be inevit-
able, the Captain says:

“ We may as well show a Irold front, and speak
them, | suppose ?”

“ Yes,” assents Seagriff, “ tbet air the best way-
'Sidcs, thar s no chance o’ our gettin’ past 'cm
out o’ reach o’ thar sling-stones. But | guess we
hcv n’'t much to fear from thet lot, ef thar are nt
others to jine 'cm; an’ | don't see any others.”

“ Nor do l indovses the Captain, sweeping the
shore liiie with his glass. “ It’s the only craft 1
can see anywhere.”

“ Wal, it aint on a warlike hender, whether



AiIiIcoIeeporno; seein’asthar’sweemcnan’childer enough for hailing; which, however, they have
- 'f So Ilreck’'n thar’'snothin’ to be skeart about been domg all along, shoutmg m liigh-pitched
' volees and frantically
gcsticulating.

They cry; “ Ho-sayl
ho-say !'” in quick rep-
etition, two of them
standing up and wav-
ing skins of some sort
above their heads.

“ Thet meanstohold
palaver, an’hev a dick-
er wi’ '’em,” says Sca-
griff. “ They want to
trade o(fthar pelts an’

sech like.”
“ All right,” assents
the Captain. “ Be it

so; and we may as well
douse the sail and lie
by; wc 'ic making no
way, anyhow.”

At this, the sail is
lowered away, and the
boat lies motionlcss on
the water, awaiting the
appioach oftho canoe.

In a few seconds, the
native craftcomes pad-
dling up, butfor atime
keeps beyond gvap-
pling distance,— a sii-
petfluous precaution
on the part of the Fue-
gians, but very agree-
able to those in the
gig. Especially so,
now that they have a
nearer view of their
visitors. There are, in
all, thirteen of them ;
three men, four wom-
en, and the rest girls
and boys of different
ages; onc of the wom-
en having an infant
tied to hor by a scarf
fastcned over one of
hor shoulders. Nearly
a dozen dogs aro in the
canoe also,— diminu-
tive, fox-like animals
with short ears, resera-
TIIB 1UBC.IAN WOMAN CLUTCHKS AT UtOLISS's SCARF. bllng the Esquimaux
jest \'ct, though you niver kin tell for sartin what breed, but smalicr.
the critters air up to, till they show it themselves.” human

liy this, the Fuegians have approached near

Of the human elemcnt,--if
it can be called,— all are savages of the
lowest typc and wildcst aspcct, their coarsc, shaggy



hair hanging like loose thatch over low forehcads,
and partially shading their little, bleary, red eyes.
Hideous are they to very deformity. Nor is their
ugliness diminished, but rather heightened, by a
variety of pigments,— ochre, charcoal, and chalk,

laid thick upon their faces and bodies with an
admixture of seal oil or blubber. The men are
scantily clothed, with only one kind of garment,
a piece of skin hung over their shoulders and
lashed across the chest; and all the women wear-
ing a sort of apron skirt of penguin skins.

The canoe is a rough, primitive structure; sev-
eral brcadths of bark stitched together with sinews
of the seal and gathered up at the ends. Along
each side a pole is lashed joining the gunwaie rail,
while several stout pieces laid crosswise seiwe as
beam timliers. In the bottom, amidships, is a
mud hearth on which burns a fire, with sticks set
up around it to dry, There are three compart-
ments in the craft, separated from one another by
the cross-pieces; in the forward one are various
weapons — spears, clubs, and sling-stones — and
fishing implcinents. The amidships section holds
the fire-hearth, the men having place on the for-
ward side of it; the women, who do the paddling,
are seated further aft; while in the stern division
are stowed the boys, girls, and dogs.

Such is the picture taken in by the gig’s people,
and at a glance; for they have neither time fior
opportunity to examine it minutely, as the Fuegians
keep up a continual shouting and gcsticulating;
their hoarse, guttural voices mingled with the bark-
ing of the dogs making a very pandemdénium of
noise.

A sign from Seagriff, however, and a word or
two spoken in their O'vn tongue, brings about a
lull and an imderstanding, and the traffic com-
mences. Sea-otter and fox skins are exchanged
for such useless trifles as chance to be in the gig’s
lockers, the savage hucksters not proving exorbi-
tant in their demands. Two or three broken bot-
tles, a couple of empty sardine boxcs, with some
buttons and scraps of colorcd cloth, buy up almost
all their stock-in-trade, leaving them not only satis-
fied, but under the belief that they have outwittcd
the akt/ca-akines/i (white men).

Still, they continué to solicit further traffic, offer-
ing notonly theirimplements of the chase and fish-
ing, but their weapons of war! The spears and
slings Seagriff eagerly purchases, giving in ex-
changc several effects of more valué than any yet
partcd with, somewhat to the surprise of Captain
Gancy. But confident that tho okl sealer has a

« The shell mosl in vogue amone Fuegian belkS for neck niornment is a pearl

color and about half ﬂﬁ'”Ch in dromeler.
s _the ‘'slcamer dack."

and sufficient reason, the Captain says
nothing, and lets him have his way.

The Faegian women are no less solicitous than
the men about the barter, and eagerly take a hand
in it. Unlike their sisters of civilization, they are
willing to partwith articles of personal adorninent;
even that most prized by them, the shell necklace.”
Aye, more, what may seem incredible, she witli
the child— her own baby— has taken a fancy to
a red scarf of China-crape woin by Leoline, and
pointing first to it and then to the babe on her
shoulder, she plucks the little one from its lashings
and holds it up with a coaxing expression on hcr
countenance, like a cheap-jack tempting a simple-
ton at a fair to purchase a pinchbeck watch!

“ Whatever does the woman want?” asks Mrs.
Gancy, greatly puzzled; all the rest sharing her
wonder, save Seagriff, who answers, with a touch
ofanxiety in his voice :

“ She wants to barter off her babby, ma’am, for
that ’ere scarf.”

“ O h!” exclairas Leoline, shocked, “
don’'t mean that, Mr. Chips.”

“ Sure ldo, Miss; neythcr more fior less. Thet’s
jest what the unnateral woman air up to. An’
she would n’t be the first as hez done the same. 1'\e
heerd afore uv a Feweegin woman bein’ willin’ to
sell her chile for a purty piece o’ cloth like that.”

The shocking incident brings the bargaining to
an end. Situated as they are, the gig’s people ha\'e
no desire to ljurden themselves with Fuegian bric-a-
brac, and have consented to the traffic only for tlie
sake of keeping on good terms with the traffickcrs.
But it has become tiresomc ; and Captain Gancy,
eager to be off, orders oars out, the wind having
quite died away.

Out go the oars, and the boat is about moving
off, when the inhuman mothertosses her pickaninny
into the bottom of the canoe, and, reaching her
long, skinny ann over the gig’s stern-sheets, makes
a snatch at the coveted scarf! She would have
clutched it, had not her hand been struck down,
on the instant, by the blade of an oar wielded by
Henry Chester.

The hag, foiled in her attempt, sets up a howl
of angry disappointment, her companions joining
in the chorus and sawing the air with threatening
arms. Impotent istheir rage, however, for tho crafty
Seagriff has securcd all their missile weapons; and
under the impulse of four strong rowers, the gig
goes dancing on, soon leaving the clumsy Fuegian
craft far in its wakc, with the savages shouting
and threatening vcngeance.

surely you
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It is found adhcring to the kelp, and forms tlie chie? food of several kinds
Shells and shell-fish pkiyalarge partin Fuegian domestic (!l econnmy.
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Chapter X.

SAVED BY A WILLIWAW.
“Wal ! says the oid sealer, with an air of re-
lie?, when he sees that danger past, “ | guess we 've

gi'n ’'em the slip. But what a ciése shave! Ef |
hecl n’t contrived to dickcr ’em out o’ the sling
fixin's, they mout 'a’ broke some o’ our skulls.”

“ Ah! that's why you bought them," rejoins the
skipper; “ | perceive now what you were up to,” he
adds, “ and a good bargain you made of it, Chips.”

“ But why should we have cared?” asks Henry
Chester, hisEnglish blood aroused, and his temper
ruftlotl by the fright given Leoline. “ What had
we tu fear from such miserable wretches? Only
thrcc men of them, and five ofus !”

“ Aye, Mister Henry, that's all true as to the
numbers. But ef they war only one to our five,
they would n’'t regard the odds, a bit. They
re like wild animals, an’ fight jest the same.
I've seed a Feweegin, only a little mite uv a crit-
ter. make attack on a w’ale-boat’'s crew o’ sealers,
an’ gi'e sev'ral uv 'em ugly wounds. They don’t
know sech a thing as fear, no more 'n a trapped
badger. Neyther do thar weemen, who fight jest
the same 's the men. Thar aint a squavv in that
canos as cud n’t stan’ a tusslc wi’ the best o’ us.
'Sides, ye forgit thet we have n’t any weepens to
fight 'era with 'ceptin’ our knives.” This wastrue;
neither gun, pistol, fior other ofiensive arm having
becii saved from thesinking “ Calypso.” “ An’our
knives,” he contintes, “ they 'd 'a’ been o’ but lit-
tle use aginst their slings, wi’ the which they kin
send a stone a good hundred yards.* Aye, Mis-
ter Henry, an’ the speavs, too. Ef we hed n’t got
holt o’ them, some uv 'era mout be stickin’ in us
now. Ez ye may see, they 're the sort for dartin’.”

The English youth, exulting in the strength and
vigor of growing manhood, is loath to believe al!
thiss He makes no response, however, having
eased his fcelings, and being satisfied with the
display he has made of his gallantry by that well-
timed blow with the oar.

“ In any case,” calmly interposes the skipper,
“wcmaybe thankful for getting away from them.”

“Yis, Capting,” says Seagriff, his face still
'vearing an anxious expression, “ ef we hev got
awa)’ from ’'cm, the which aint sartin yit. 1 've
my fears we have n’t seen the last o’ that ugly lot.”

While speaking, his eyes are fixed on the
canoe in an earncst, interrogating gaze, as though

‘* Scagrifi-does nol exaggeraie.

tnctmnier he had with Fuegians: “

Their skill with ihis wcaponis somelhirg rcraarkahle.
ihm Mrike a cap, placed upon the slump of a tice «fly or sixty

It is aslonishing how very correctly they throw them, and to what a distance.

he sees something to make him uneasy.
thing he does seo; and the next
clares, in excitcd tones;

“ Nol Look at what they ’'re doin’ !'”

“ W hat?” asks the Captain.

“ Sendin’ up a signal smoke,
an’ ne’er another.”

Sure enough, a smoke is seen rising over the
canoe, quite different from that previously ob-
served— a white, curling cloud more like steam or
what might proceed from straw set on fire. But
they are not left long conjecturing about it, ere
tlieir attention is called to another and similar
smoke on the land.

“ Yonner !” exclaims Seagriff. “ Thar ’'s the
answer. An’yonner, an’yonner |” he adds, point-
ing to other white puffs that shoot up along the
shore like the telegraphy of a chain ofsemaphores.\

“ 'T air lookin’ bad for us now,” he says in un-
der-tonc to the Captain, and still gazing anxiously
toward the shores. “ Thar 's Feweegins ahead on
both sides, and they 're sure to put out fur us.
Thet’'s Burnt Island on tho portbow, and Cath'rine
to starboard, both ’'habitcd by Ailikoleeps. The
open water beyant is Whale-boat Soun’; an’ ef
we Kkin git through the narrer atween, wc may
still hev a chance to show 'em our starn. Thar s
a sough in the soun’, that tells o’ wind thar, an’
onct in it we 'll git the help o’ the sail.”

“ They're putting out now,” is the Captain’s
rejoinder, as through his gkiss he sees canoe after
canoe part from the shore, one shooting out at
every point where there is a smoke.

When clear of the fringe of overhanging trees,
the canoes are visible to the others; fifteen or twenty
of them leaving the land on both sides, and all
making toward the middle of the strait, where it
is nan-owest, evidently with the design of heading
off the boat.

“ Keep her well to starboard, Capting!” sings
out the oid sealer, “ near as may be to the p’int o’
Cath'rine Island. Ef we kin git past thet ’'fore
they ciése on us, we ’'ll be safe.”

“ But had n't wc better put about and put back ?
W e can run clear of them that way.”

“ Cl’'ar o’ the canoes ahead, yis! But not o’
the others astarn. Look yonner! Thar’s more 0’
em puttin’ out ahint— the things air evcrywhar 1”

“'T will lje safer to run on, then, you think?”

“ 1 do, sir. B’sides, thar 's no help for 't now.
It 's our only chance, an’ it aint sech a bad un,

Such a
instant he de-

Thet s thai' tvick,

eyther. 1 guess we kin do ityit.”
Captain ‘h”* ofit; "1 hav?
olT, w.th a stone from a si,ng ~nd aga.n spc”iag

When the first stone

convtin'c~& m ali; hy meansofsignais visible a. a distance, and as oscilladng .arms or ilags by

«aylighiand iantenis atnight. A simple form Is still employed.



“ Lay out to your oars, then, my lads,” cries the
skipper, steering as he has been advised. “ Puli
your best, alll”

A superfluous command that, for already they
are straining every nerve, all awake to the danger
drawing nigh. Never in their lives were tliey in
greater peril, never threatened by a fate more fear-
ful than that impending now. For, as the canoes
come nearer, it can be seen that thcre are only
men in them ; men of fierce aspect, every one of
them armed !

'* Nary woman for chile !” mutters Seagriff, as

stroke, a retarding wliiff of wind, may bring de:ith
to those in the gig, or capture, which is the
same. Yet they see life beyond, if they can but
reach it,— life in a breeze, the “ sough” on the
water, of which Seagriff spoke. It is scarce two
cables’ length ahead. Oh, that it were but ore!
Still they have hope, as the oid sealer shouts en-
couraglngly;

“We may git into it yet.
might an’ main !”

His words spur them to a fresh effort, and 'he
boat bounds on, the oars almost lifting her nut

Puli, boys; pul) wi’

‘ARE WE TO ne STONBD TO DRATH?

though talking to himself.
an’

“ Thet means war,
the white feathers stickin’ up out o' thar
skulls, wi’ thar faces chalked like circus ciowns !
W ar to the knife, for sartin !”

Still other, if not surer, evidcnces of hostility are
the spears bristling above their hcads, and the slings
in their hands, into which they are sccn.slipping
stones to lie ready for casting. Their cries, too,
shrilling over the water, are like the screams of ra-
pacious birds about to pouncc on prey which they
know can not escape them.

And now the canoes are approaching mid-chan-
nel, closing in from either side like a V, and the
boat must pass between them. Soon it has some
of them abeam, with others on the bows. It is
running the gauntlet, with apparently a very poor
chance of running it safely. The failure ofan oar-

of the water. The canoes abeam begin to fall
astem, but those on the bows are fprging danger-
ously near; while the savages in them, now on
their feet, brandish spears and wind their slings
above their heads. Their fiendisli cries and fun-
ous gestures, with their ghastly chalked faces, give
them an appearance more demoniac than human.

A stone is slung and a javelin east, though both
fall short. But will the next? They will soon be
at nearer range, and the gig’'s people, absohitel;
without means of protection, sit in fear and trem-
bling. Still the rowers, bracing hearts and arms,
puli manfully on. But Captain Gancy is appalled
as another stone plashes in the water closc to the
boat’s side, while a third, striking the mast, drops
down upon a thwart.

“ Merciful Heaven!” he exclaims appealingh'i



ashe extends a sheltering arm over the heads of
his dear ones.  “ Is it thus to end? Are we to be
stoned to death ?” _
‘wvonner's a Hcaven’s marcy, | do believe!”
savs Seagriff on the instant, “ comin’ to our help
roun” Burnt Island. Thet Il bring a change,
sujg!” . . o
\gl turn their eyes in the direction indicated,
woiideringwhat he means, and they sec the water,
lately calm, now in violent agitation, with showers
ofsjiray dashing up to the height of a ship’s mast.
Itsawilliwaw/ adds the oid sealer, in joy-
(b tone; though at any other time, in open boat,
or even decked ship, it would have sent a thrill
of fear through his heart. Now he hails it with
hopc, for he knowsthat the williwaw* causes a Fue-
gian the most intense fear, and oft engulfs his
crazy craft, with himself and all his helongings.
And, at sight of the one now sweeping toward
them, the savages instantly drop. sling and speav,

ceasc shouting, and cower down in their canoes in
drga&sﬂence. y :
ow s our chance, boys ! sings out Seagriff.

“Wi'a dozen more strokes we 'O be cl’ar o’them,—
out o’ tlie track o’ the williwaw, too.”

The dozen strokes are given with a will.  Two
dozen ere the squall reaches Ihem, and when it
comes up, it has spent most of its strength, passing
alike harmlgssh{ over boat and canges.

But, again, the other danger threatens. The
Fuegians ave once move upon their feet, shaking
theit’ spears and yelling more furiously than ever;
anger now added to their hostility. " Yet louder
and more vengefully they shout at finding pursuit
isvain, ag they soon do ; for the diversion caused
by the williwaw has given the gig an advantage,
throiving all the canoes so far astern that there isno
likelihood of its being caught. Even witli the oars
silone, it could easily"keep“the distance gained on
the slowly paddled craft. * It does better, however,
having found the breeze ; and, with a swollen sail,
it glides on down Whale-boat Sound, rapidly in-
creasing its advantage. On, still 011, till under the
gathermP shadows of night the flotilla of canoes
aPpears ke tiny specks— like a flock of foul birds

at rest on the distant water. _
“Thar s 110 fear o’ them comin’ arter us any
furrer, Lreck’n,” says the oid sealer, in a glad voice.
“And we may thank th.e_AIralghtX for it,” is
Captain Gancy’s gratefu] rejoinder.  Surely never
"msHis hand” more visibly extended for the Fro-
tection of poor mortals ! Let us thank Him, all I”

e 'wDiiwaw,"
irection, probably

somciimes called the *
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~ dropping with a violent ntsh upon
Irle ditcovered tho Straits, or, more proper
aniards making it ' Magallanes."
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ers at * Sandy Point,” in

And the devout skipper uplifis his hands in
prayer, the rest reverently listening. After the
simple thanks%l_vmg, he fei-vendy kisscs, first his
wife, then Leoline.” Kisscs of mutual congratula-
tion, and who can wonder at their being fervent ?
For they all have been very near to their last em-
brace on earth 1

XI.

The ni

ht is down; but, although it is very
dark, the

%Qat-voyagcrs do not brlnq in to land.
Theg are still far from confident that the pursuit
has been relinquished ; and, until it is abandoned,
theEy are still in danger. _ .

ve Iong, they have sure evidence that it is not
abandoned; when all along the shores of the sound
flash up fires, which, like the smoke seen in the dag-
light, are surely signais. Some are down upon the
beaches, others high up against the hill-sidcs—
just such lights as Magalhaens beheld three and
a half centuries before, while passing through the
strait which now bears his naine.f ~Henee, too,

the fiame he bestowed on the unknown country
I)%mFg South of them, “ TierradelFuego”—" Land
of Fire,”

_The fugitives in the g!g see fires onboth shores,-
fifty or more,—the lurid flames symbolizing the
fierce, |mg)lacable_ hostility of the savage men who'
have set them alight. _

“ W 're houn™to keep on fill we ve got 'em alt
astam,” counsels Seagriff. “ So Ion?_s thar’s a
spark ahead, it "Il be dangersome to putin. They 'd
be for headin’us off jest tlie same to-morrcr, cz
thar 's another long narrer to pass atween this an’
Darwin Soun’. T aira bit lucky the night bein’
s0 dark that they can’t sight us from the shore. If
thed could, we’d "a’liad ‘cm out arter us now.”

*Under ordinary civcumstances, the darkness
would make it |mF055|bIe for them to proceed.
But, oddiyenough, the very thing which forces ihem
to continué their retreat assists them in making it
good; the fires on gither side beln% like so many

eacon lights, enabling them to hold a course in
mid-water. Thus guidcd, theyrun on asbetween two
rows of Street iamps, fortunately so far from them
that they do not vender visible the spread sail. For-
tunately, also, on reaching the next naiTow, where
it would otheiwise be seen, there is a mist over the
water.  Screened by this, they succeed in passing

ors of Fuegian inl.-ind waters. It
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through it unperceived, and enter Danvin_ Sound
just as day is breaking. Here neither fires fior
smokes are observed—some warrant for their bo-
lieving that they have passed out of the territory
ofthe tribe which has attacked them.

For all, they do not yet seek the shore; the
wind is too tcmptmglﬁ in their favor, and they
run on into the north-west arm of the Beagle
Channel, at length bringing to in a small cove on
itS southern SIdeE. _

It is late aftenioon when they make a landing;
E/et the% have time to choose a ca_mpmg-ﬁlace ere
he night setsin.  Not much choice is there, the
only available spot being at the inner end of the
cove. There a niche in the rocky beach forms a
sbrt of natural boat-dock, large enough to admit
the gig to moorings.  And on the shore adjacent
is tho only patch” of bare ground visible; “at all
other points the trees grow to the water’s edge,
with Gverhanging braiiches-

Confident now'that their late pursucrs have been
shaken off, they determine on makln? a stay here
of at least a day or two. After the Tong spell of
laborious work, with the excitement which accom-
panied it, they greatly need rest. Besides, all are
now very hungry, having had no opportunity of
Cr?OKIPg aught'since they left the landing place on
the isle.
~Where they are now, there is no difficulty about
fire, fucl being plentiful all about. Andwhile Cssar
is preparing the repast, the others transform the
boat-sail info a tent, bﬁ settln? up the oars, trestle-
fashion, and resting the mast on them as a ridge-

ole.

P Having satisfied the cravm?s of appetite, and
complcted their arrangements for passing the
night, they sit by the fire and contémplate a land-
scape which hitherto they have but glanced at, A
remarkable landscape it is; picturesque beyond
description, and altogether unlike the idea “gen-
erally entei'tained of Fuegian scenery. Thathor-
tion of it which an artist would term the “ fore
round " is the cove itself, which is somewhat like
the shoe of a mulé,— running about a hundred
Yards into the land, while less than fifty feet across
he mouth, Itsshores.rising abruptly from thobcach,
are wooded all around with a thick forest, which
covers the steep sides of the encircling hills as far
as can be seen. The trees, tail and grand, are of
three kinds, almost peculiar to Tieira del Fuego.
Onc is a true beech; another, as ‘'much hirch as

‘The beechet nre <neFareiiBitiiloUa omaF. Anfanhia.
while lhe leaves of ihe oiher fall off in ihc aulirain. The " Wi
aromatic baik, somewhat rese

mbling cinnamon. i derives its

the bark |0 England in 1579,
tThe Fuegian parrot, or parogaet, is known to nalurahs

long believed ihat neither parrots fior huinining-birds

speeimens brought ftom itwere Uken elscwhecte.
sea-parrots " {auks).

exUicd in

The former
inier's-bark " (Gfimys Wi>tun) is a laiire
flame, not from lhe sea

Is as Peittaais
Tierradel Fuego,— Buffon

Other learned oleset-naturaBsts jnsisled on the patrots, reported to exist mere, d b

beech; the third, an aromatic evergreen of world-
wide celebrity, the “ Winter's-bark.” * But there
is also a growth of ljuried underwood, consisting of
arbutus, barberry, fuchsias, flowering currants, and
a smguiar fern, also occurring in the islandof Juan
Fernandez and resemblmg the samia 0f Australia.
_The sea-arm on which the cove opens is bui
little over a inile in width; its opposite shore
being a sheer cliff, rising hundreds of feet above
the water, and indented here and there by deep
gorges with thickly wooded sides. Above the ciiff's
crest the slope contindes on upward to a mountain
ridge of many peaks, one of them a ?rand cone
towering thousands of feet above all the others.
That is Mount Darwin, wrapped in a mantie
of never-lneltln% snow. Along the intermediate
space between the cliff’s crest and the snow-line
is a belt of woodland, intersected by what might
be taken for strcams of water, were it not for their
color. But they are too blue, too noiseless, to be
water. Yet, in‘a way, they are water, for they are
glaciers; some ofthem abutting upon the sea-arm,
and filling up the gorges that open upon it, with
fapades as precipitoos “as that of the cliff itself
There are strearas of water also which proceed
from the melting of the snow above : cataracts tliat
Sﬁo_ut out from the wooded sides of the ravines,
their glistening sheen vividly conspicuous amid the
greenery of the trees. Two of these curvingjets,
projectcd from walls.of vei'dure on opposite sides
ofa gorge, meet midway, and raingling, fallthcnce
perpendicularly down; chanqlng, long ere they
reach the water below, to a colunin of white spray.

Such is the magnificent panorama spread before
the eyes of our castaways, who, despite their for-
lorn lot, can not help regarding it with admiration.
Nor is their wonder diminished by what they see
and hear ciose at hand, Little expected.the?/ to
find parrots and humming-birds in that high lati-
tude ; yet a flock ofthe former chatter above their
heads, Teeding on the berries of the winter’s-bark;

- While numbers of tho latter are seen, flittiiig to and

fro or poised on whiriing wings before the bell-
shaped blossoms of the fuchsias-f From the deeper
recesses of the wood, at intervals comes a loud,
cackling cry, resemblln%the laugh of an idiot. It
is the cali-note of the iDlack woodpccker. And as
if in responso to. it, a kingfisher, perched on the
limb of a dead tree by the beach, now and then
uttors its shrill, ear-piercing scream. .
Other fishing-birds of difterent species fly hitlicr

partakcs also of ihe character qf ahirch. 1i is mievergre~
-like cvererccn
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and thither over the water, now quite tranquil, the
wind having died away. A flock of white pelicans,
in pursuit of finny prey, swim about the cove, their
eyes looking into the depths, their long, pick-ax
beaks held ready for a plunge. Then, as a fish is
sivhtcd undevneath, down goes head and neck in a
(luick_dart, soon to be drawn up with the victim
writhing between the tips of the mandibles. But
tlie prey is not secured yet: as on each ﬁellqan
attends”a number of predatory gulls, w eelmﬁ
over it, and watchmq its every movement witf
a well-studied interest. ~ As soon as the fish is
brought up, they swoop at it from all points with
wild ‘screams and flapping wings ; and. as the
pelican can not swallow the fish without first toss-
ing it upward, the toss proves fatal to its purpose.
The prey let go, instead of falling back into the

water, or down the pouch-like gullet held agape
for it, is caught by one or more of the gulls, and
those greedy birds continué the fight among them-
selves, leaving the pelican they have robbed to go
diving, again. .

~Night“comes on, but not with the darkness an-
ticipated. For still another wonder is revealcd to
them ere closing their eP/es in sleep— the Ion%
continuance of twilight, far beyond an}/t.hlng 0
the kind theY have ever cxperienced. But its cause
is known to them ; the strange phenomenon being
due to the fact that the sun, for some time after
it has sunk below the horizon, contindes to shine
on the glistening ice of the glaciers and the snow
of the mountain summits, thus producing a weird
reflection in the heavens, somewhat resembling
the Aurora Boi-galis 1

(To beconiinned.)
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AN ENGRAVER

ON WHEELS.

By W. Lewis Fraser.

Have you ever seen a woocl-engraver at work ?
No? Well, then, you probably have at some time
taken a ring, or a watch, or a’dime for a_bangle,
to an engraver, to have your fiame or initials cut
upon it.” And if you have stood and watched the
work done, you have noticed that the engraver
used a magnifying 3Iass, a pad made of |eather
(and filled with sand), and perhaps a half dozen
small Steel tools with queer little wooden or cork
handles. And when he put the monogram upon
the ring or banglc which you handed him, he went
to work in this way: Hefirst raised the magnify-
ing glass to his eyre, and, by a curious trick* screw-
ing up " the muscles round about it, held it in place
there; then he took the thing to be engraved In his
left hand, laid it on the pad ﬁcalled a sand-bag),
and, with one of the_queer little tools in his right
hand, cut the letters into the metal. )

Now the engraver who makes a stecl piate for
printing works in the same manner,— in faCt, your
name upon the bangle would L)rmt.were you to take
some very thick printing ink, rulj it well into the
engraved”linos (carefull¥ wiping off the surround-
ing parts with the hall ot the hand, however, so as
to leave the ink in the lines onIP/, and the rest of
the surfacc clcan), lay a piece of paper on it, and
take an impression by rubbing, or with your ama-
teur printing press. .

Of course, you know that such pictures as you
see in books or in Si. Nicholas have to been-
graved upon some surface from which an impres-
sion can be taken before they can be printed in
the book or the magazine. "And you probably
know that the two principal kinds of engravings
are steel-engrav_mgs and vvood-engravings.

These two kinds of engravings, however, are
produced by directly opposite methods. In one,
the lines that are to’ink the E}aperare Cut into the
surface of the piate, so that they will hoid the ink
like grooves, and the rest of the surface will be
?erfectl smooth and clcan. (This is the process
ollowed in steel-engraving.) In the other mode,
which is followed in wood-cn ravmg,the lines that
are to ink the paper are left standing, while the
garts between are cut away from the surface of the

lock, so that if an ink roller should be passed
over an engraving of this kind it would leave all
the lines t(lfped with a coatm?. of ink, while the
grooves and spaces between the lines would have no
ink ; or |fther had, would not touch the ﬁape_r, as
they are really little kolows hetween the lines.

This process corresFonds, in printing, with print-
ing from typc, the lines of the engraving corres-
Pondm to the surface of the types (which takes
he mk?, and the hollowed-out lines, or the grooves
between the lines, corresponding to the spaces
between the types. _

As the linés in a,(food wood-engraving have to
be very thin, you will see at once how necessary it
is for the woad itself to be of a firm and strong
fiber that will not break, or split, or “crumble
easily. And, indeed, the wood used for engravmg
is orie of the hardest known. It is box-wood, an
is obtained almost cxcliisively from Turkey and
Asia Minor. The grain of bnx-wnod is exceeti-
ingly ciose and smooth, and engravers’ * blocks”
consist of slices each about an inch thick and usu-
ally from two to four inches square, cut across the
grain of the tree. The box-tree does not qrow o
any considerable size, and when a large block is
desired it has to be made by screwing and glueing
a number of small blocks together very tightly
and securely. It is said that 1t would take more
than one hundred years for a box-tree to gro'v
large enough to furnish a hlock in one piece 0f a
size sufficient to include the whole of the engrav-
ing, “ A Midwinter N |ght,”v_vh|ch forms the frontis-
piece of this month’s St. Nicholas. That picture
IS in reality engraved upon nine blocks of box-
wood, closely joined together.

You will understand” from the account of the
manner in which wood-engravm(t;s are made that
the wood-engraver has to make two lines «th his
%raver to form one which will print. - With youi-

angle, you rubbed the stiff ink into the lines, and
the ‘pressure of rubbing upon the Eaperllfted the
ink out of the lines and left it on the paper; but
the wood-block will not have ink rubbed into i,
but just aroller covered with ink passed over d,
leaving ink on the surface of the block, to be
Flcke _up by thesheet of paper which comes in con-
act with it. So, as | have said, tbe wood-cngravcr
must sink two lines in the block to make one Une
which will prinl.  Of course, considering the hard-
ness of the wood and the dellcacdy required for the
lines, this is very slow and tedious work. You
may easily form “some idea of how tedious it is
by Elacmg a penny over any portion of an engraved
icture,—such as'that of Monkstown Castle, in the
December number of St. Nicholas,—making a
light mark around the penny with a black lcad-
pencil, and then by the aid of a magnifying glass
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counting the lines within the circle. You will see
that your penny has covered. more than one hun-
dred lines; and then %ou,must remember that at
every place where the shading in the drawingwhich
the engraver is engravln%hgrows lighter or darker
he has to change the width of the line; for just in
Broportlon to fhe thickness of the black line left
etween the two white ones will be the “tint” or
“ color " ofthe corresponding portion of the printed
picture. These changes are called by engravers
“ stops.”  And where there are many of these,
one square inch ofengraving is a fair day’s work.
_ | have spoken of a draw-
ing, for the engzraver always
has ad,rawm? to work from.
Sometimes it is made upon
the wood-block, but it is
more frcquently made by
the artist much’ larger than
the block on which it is to
be engraved, and a reduced
copy of it produced upon
the” block by %hoto?_raphy.
By this plan; the artist can ,
work much more freely, and_the.enPraver Is en-
abled to have the large drawing in front of him,
besides the reduced copy of the same which he is
cutting into lines upon the block. ,
You see, the engraver isa CO_pY.ISt. He copies
the artist’s drawing, and the printing press dupli-
cates his coHy thousands of times, so that you and
1may see the drawing too. And belm[; a copyist,
his ambition is to makc his copy exactly represent
the thing which he is copying. ~ And to this end,
he often, even after he has been given a beautiful
drawing of some object, seeks for the real object,
and places it before him for study and comparison
while at work. Mr. Marsh, the” engraver, did so
when making his wonderful engravas of moths
and butterflics, published ina book cal
Injurious toVegetation.” And it is said thatThomas
Bewick, who has been called “ the father of inod-
ern wood-engraving,” followed the same plan when
making, h[senglraV|n%$ of “ British Birds.” ,
But it is only within the last two years that it
has occurred to an engraver—not to bring birds
and moths into his studio—but to make a studio
which could go out into the fields and woods and
find not only the birds and moths, but trees and
fcrns, and flowers, and even mountains; in fact, all
such things as the artist goes to seek, and, having
found, makes into pictures. 1 refcr to EIb_rld?e
Kln?sley, the engraver of “A Midwinter Night,”
the frontispicce of this number of ST. Nicholas.
He has built for himselfa car, not unlike what you
will sometimes see the prsms have. It is divided
into what we might cali"the artistic, culinary, and

A SQUAFE IKCH OF AN
BNGRAVING SHOWINC
" STOPS.”

ed “ Insccts tint

marine departments; for, although it ishut ten feet
long, three and a half feet wide, and seven feet hli}h_,
it includes a studio, a kitchen, and a boat. It is
built of very light, hard wood, and has a slightiy
curved roof covered with zinc to shed the rain, a
little window in front, really the gable end, and an
entrance door on one side’with a window on each
sideofit. Onthe OEP05|te side is a larger window,
and in the other gable end there is a door leading
out to the kitchen, One half ofthe studio, to the
heliht of the window-sill, is occupied by a table or
desk to work on, and a chcst of drawers; and on
both sides of the window, above this, are many
smaller drawers filled with engraving tools, paper,
wood-block, colors, etc. The desk or table is
formed from a portion of the side which lifts up,
leaving an open space in the side of the car, for
the engraver’s feet.  But the most curious portion
of the whole is the bed; for you must know thal
this car is Mr. Kingsley’s house and home for wecks
at atime. _In other words, he lives, works, cooks,
and sleeps in it— sometimes inthe Ion_cEme woods,
far from any house, the nearest ncighbor bein
miles away — sometimes in the shadow of Moun
Tom — sometimes on the outskirts of a New Enﬁ-
land village. Well, when he wishes to %0 to bed ho
lifts up the top of the desk, lets down the side, and,
presto « his bed is made — for what appears to pe
a desk is really a bedstead, with curtains, mattress,
pillow, sheets, and blankets,

At one end of the studio is fixed a kerosene
stove and its furniture; over it a ventilator, AL
about the upEer part of the car, are useful shelves
and hooks. Each window consists of a single pane
of glass, made to slide in sockets Jike those ina
horse-car, fittcd with biinds, and in_hot weather
with mosquito-bars. Each window is also fitted
with pretty curtains of material matching in color
the interior of the studio, which is of a palé buff

int.
From the studio a step takes one into the
kitchen, which is also a unique affair—a sott of
Pomco-llke extension, with a zinc roof a little lower
han the main roof of the car. The sides are corn-
posed ofa light frame, running nearly to the ground
and fitted with shelves. The ouuide opening ofthe
kitchen is closed by a light arched trcllis ofan oval
form, and in stormy weather the whole is covered
with water-proof curtains. The kitchen contains a
zinc reservoir for water, holding about thirty gal-
lons; at its side is a_sink fitted with a waste-pipe,
—and capable of being pushcd under the studio
when not'in use, —and over the reservoir is a cup-
board forholdlnﬁ odds and cnds. . _
But perhaps the most peculiar thmg about tlic
kitchen is that it is always carpcted, although
the carpet is often changed—being sometimes of



creen, velvety turf, sometimes of a bed of fers,
and sometimes of beautiful russet-colored dry
ieaves— WhiCh means that the kitchen has no
floor, but is simply a sort of enlarged porch.

The whole of the house, studio, and kitchen is
built on a frame with four wheels, not unlike an
ordinary country Iumlger wagon, and is drat}; ed
by a horse wherever the neéds or whims of the

artjst take him, :
tﬁwe lﬂmamne” department is an annex. It

made directly from nature, that is to say, he had no
drawing to work from, but drew his little movable
house opposite the landscape he wished to portray,
and engraved upon a wood-block the scene he saw,
—witli such omissions and alterations as were
needful fora proper ““composition " of the picture.
Some of the work was done in the_ studio, sittin

at the desk which has been described and look-
ing through the open window; but more was done
under the shade of a convenient tree, the artist

\<vit \ A N

SETTLED FOR A FEW* DAYS WORK.

consists of a very qu_ht_ boat fitted with outriggers
for the oars, and’a sliding seat, and mounted on a
pail of wheels for land tvansportation.

When ready for traveling shafts are put to the
car; a horse harnessed in them; the rcins Fassed
inthrough the little window in the front gablc; tho
boat fastened by a bolt to the kitchen behind; all
glassware and crockery packed in the desk-bed and
ina box which is kept underneath the car when in
camp; then, with a_good supply of canned foods,
the artist is ready for weeks or months of work,
either skotching or engraving (for he does both), in
the woods. _

And now a few words as to his mcthod of work,
The first original block which Mr. Km%slgylmade
was “ Ina New England Forest,” published in The

for November, 1882. This was

holding his block in one hand and his graver in
ihe other, working in @ free-nana manner, not only
cutting, into lines, which could be printed, forms
already on nis block, but drawing othere with the
Praver, a difficult feat if we rememper hOW man
Ines have to be made in onc square inch of a wood-
block, and that these must be cut into a hard sur-
face with a steer t00l, and tnat in engraving tnere
is no Means oferasm(i a line once made.

Not all Mr. Kingsley’s blocks have been pro-
duced in this way, however. Most of his later work
is more the result of observation of nature than a
airect COPY from an actual scene. Thus, “AtSea,”
printed in” The century for April, 1883, grew out of
the article which accompanied it.  Mr. Kingsley
many made trips down New York Bay, studying
effects of cloud and water, making memoranda in



pendi and black and white; and from these he
evolved his beautiful picture. And so, too, with
“ A Mid-winter Night.” Ofcourse, the artist could
not sit out of doors upon such a night to make an
engraving, fior even sit at the window ofhis car to
look out upon what, by contrast with the light
within, would be nothing but blackness. But on
many a rough winter night has he wrapped hirn-
self in a warm coat and gone out into the wild
storms to study just such an effect as this, fixing
in his mind some needed detail, and upon return-
ing horae transferring it to the wood-block; until
at last, when he sets out to make an engraving
which shall embody all these impressions, he gives
US in this frontispicce a truthful reprcsentation of

THE CRICKE

By Laura F.

" Ah, me! Ah, me!” a cricket said,

“ Grandmothcr Gray has gone to bed:
No one listens but little Fred

To all the tunes | play;

So | will hop away.”

I Ti climb the chimney, and begin
To play my dulcet violin.
Too long | 've waited; 'tis a sin
For Genius thus to stay
Hid from the light of day !”

Poor little Fred began to moan :
Grandmother Gray, the cricket'’s
And you and | are left alone!
Alas! | fear,” he said,
“ The summer time is dead !”

gone!

such a night as we should choose to spend in stay-
ing at home.

Thus you will see that Mr. Kingsley’s work is
original— that is, he makes the picture as well as
the engravings. But do not interpret this statement
as belittling the work of other engravers. If all
cngravers chose to be originators only, the thou-
sands of readers of Sx. Nicholas would not have
the pleasure of seeing Edouard Frére’s “ Voung
Guard,” fAor the many other reproductioiis of
beautiful and celebrated paintings which have
been published in this magazine. And it requires
notonly a high degree of mechanical skill, but fine
artistic knowledge and feeling, to faithfully rendcr
the forms and tints of a good drawing or painting.

T'S VIOLIN.

Hinsdale.

With many a weary hop-hop-hop
Tbe cricket reached the chimney-top.
But, ah ! the people did not stop !
None heard in all tbe din
The cvicket's violin.

The cricket played in every key,
From do, fa, la, to do, re, mi;
From a, b, ¢, to x, vy, z
He played both slow and fast,—
The heedless crowd went past.

Jack Frost camc 'round and nipped his bow,
And then the music was so low,
The cricket cried in tone of woe:
“ Oh, for the hearthstone bed,
The ears of little Fred!”



HISTORIO

By E. S.
(AuUtor of " The Field 0/the CMk of

MARCOS OF RO HE;

TH maclbrraTe.

E BOY

(Aftcmuard the Em feror Marcue Anrelins Antonimie.)
[a.

A rerrectT autumn day. Above, the clear sky
of Italy; below, a grassy plain, sloping gently
ciown froni tlie bro'vn cliffs and ruincd ramparts
of oid Veii. In the background, under tbe shade
of the oaks, a dozen waiting attendants ; and here,
in the open space before us, three trim and sturdy
Roman youths, all flushed with the exercise of a
vuyal game of ball. Come, boys and girls of
1884, go back with me seventcen and a half cent-
uries, and join the dozen lookers-on as they follow
lilis three-coniered game ofball- They cali it the
Irisan. It is a favorite ball-game with the Roman
youth, in which the three players, standing as if
on a right-angled triangle, pitch and catch the
ball, or pila, at long distances and with the left
hand only. It is not so easy as you may think.
'ir)' it some time and see for yourself.

d. 137.]

“ This way— toss it this way, Aufidius; our
good Sejus will need more lessons from oid Tri-
malchio, the gladiator, ere he outranks us at

And with a quick but guai'ded dash of the left
hand the speaker caught the ball as it carne spin-
ning toward him, and with as vigorous a “ left-
hander” sent it flying across to young Scjus.

“ Faith, my Marcus,” said Sejus, as he caught
the ball with difficulty, “ the gallop from Lorium
has made me somewhat stiff of joint, and | pitch
and catch but poorly. Keep the pila flying, and
1 may grow more elastic, though just now 1 feel
like our last text from Epictetus— ‘a
hearing about a corpsc.””

“ What then ! Art as stilT as that, oid Sejusr”
gayly shouted Aufidius. “ Ho! brace thec up,
man,” he cried, as he sent the ball whirling across
to Marcus; “ bracc thee up, and use rather the
words of our wise young Stoic here— ‘ Be like the
proraontory against which the waves continually
brcak, but it stands firm and tames the fury of the
waters around it."”

“'T is well appliecl, Aufidius.
that?” Marcus inquired.

“ Ay, so didst thou,

little soul

Rut— said I all

my Marcus. T is all

mCopyright, 1883, hy E. S. Bro
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down on my tablets.”
game went on-

But soon oid Ballio, the crdinarius, or upper
servant, left the oak shade and said to Marcus,
“ Come, my master; the water-glass shows that
we must soon ride on if we mean to reach Rome
by dinner-Cimec.”

So the game was broken off and, after a few
nibbles at the cakes and sweetmeats which one
of the slaves carried to “ stay the stomachs” of
the travelers, the cali “ To horse ! ” was given, and
the party moved on toward the city. The spirits
of the lads ran high; and though the one called

And with merry talk the

Marcus had a scdate and quiet look, he was
roused into healthy and hearty boyishness as,
over the Etruscan plains, they galloped on to
Rome.

They had been riding, perhaps, a short half
hour, when they saw, coming down a cross-road
that entcred the highway just beyond them, a
large flock of sheep returning from their summer
pasturage on the hills, in charge of three shep-
herds and their families. The game and the
gallop had made the boys ripe for mischief; for,
though ciése and patient stuclents, they were in
their houi-s of sport as ready for a frolic as are any
school-boys of to-day.

The shepherds, seeing a party of hard riders
coming toward them, looked at their sheep anx-
iously and eycd the strangci;s suspiciously. For
sheep-stoaling was of common occurrcnce in those
days, and, when changing pastures, the shepherds
iverc kept constantiy on tho watch.

The quick eye of Aufidius marked tbc suspicions
of the shepherds-

“ Why, Marcus,” he exclaimed,
lows surely take us for highwaymen.”

“ Highwaymen, indeed!” said Sejus indig-
nantly. “ Dost think the knaves could mistake
the noble Marcus Vcrus for a cowardly sheep-
stealer ?”

“And why not?” said Marcus, laughingly.
“ Man looks at man but as his reason tells him.
If shepherds look but for sheep-stealers, to them,
at first, all men are sheep-stealers. Come,” he
added, gayly, “ let us not disappoint them. What
did our teacher Rusticus tell us but yesterday:
‘That which is an hinderance is made a further-
ance to an act, and that which is an obstacle on
the road helps us on the road.” Shall we not put

“ yonder fel-

oks. All rights reservcd.



his text to the test? Behold our obstacle on the
road ! Let us ride down the sheep !”

The spirit of mischief is contagious. Down the
highway dashed the whole party, following the
lead of Marcus and his cry of “ Forward, friends!”
while the now terrified shepherds turned their
huddling sheep around, and with many cries and
much belaboring struggled back to the cioss-road
to escape the pretended robbers. But the swift
horses soon overtook the slow-footed shepherds,
and the laughing riders, with uplifted weapons
and shouts of seeming victory, were quickly at tho
hecls of the fiock. Then carne a change. The
shepherds, finding that they could not outrun their
pursucrs, stopped, wheeled around, and stood on
the defcnsive, laying valiantly about them with
crook and staff.

“ Go on and increase in valor, O hoy! this is
the path to immortality,” shouted the nimble
Aufidius, and with this quotation from Virgil, he
swooped down and caught up a struggling lamb-

“ What says your philosophy now, O Marcus?”
said Sejus as, rather ruefully, he rubbed an aching
shin, sore from the ringing thwack of a shepherd’s
crook.

Marcus dodged a similar blow and replied:
“ That nothing happens to any man, O Sejus,
which he is not fitted by nature to bear. But
I have had enough. Let us go our way in peace.”

And turning from the fray, the whole party i-ode
rather ingloriously from the field of defeat, while
the victorioiis shepherds vovved a lamb to Pales,
the patron of shepherds, for their deliverance from
so “ blood-thirsty ” a band of robbers.

So, flushed and merry over their adventure, the
three lads rodé on to Rome; l)ut, ere they carne in
sight of the yellow Tibcr, a flect Numidian slave
carne running toward them, straight and swift as
an arrow, right in the middle of the highway.
Marcus recognized him as one of the runners of
his uncle, the procénsul Titus Antoninus, and
wondered as to his mission. The Numidian stopped
short at sight of the party, and, saluting Marcus,
handed him a small scroli. The boy unrolled it,
and at once his face became grave.

“ For me; this for me?” he said, and, in seem-
ing surprise, laid his hand upon the arm of his
friend Aufidius. Then, as if remembering that
he was a Stoic, whose dcsire was to show neither
surprise, pleasure, fior pain, let what might hap-
pen, he read the scroll carefully, placed it in his
mantle and said, half aloud, “ How ridiculous is
he who is surprised at anything which happens in
life | ”

“ What is it, O Marcus ?” Aufidius asked.

“ Friends,” said the lad, “ this scroll from my
Unele Antoninus tells me that | am named by the

* Governor ofthe city. t

“ Not true, but mositrue!”

Emperor’s council as Prefect* of the city while
the consuls and magistrates are at the Latin
games.”

“ Hail to thce, Prefect! hail! hail I hail!” cried
Aufidius and Sejus, while the whole company
joincd in a respecCful salute.

“ Would it were some one more worthy than I,
Aufidius,” said Marcus solemnly.

“ Nay, it is rightly decreed, my Marcus,” pro-
tested his friend proudly. “ Did not the Emperoi-
himself say oftliee: ‘Non Veras, sed Verissimus! 'f
and who but thee, Marcus Verissimus— Marcus
the most true— should be the governor of Rome?”

“ But think of it, friendsl | am but a boy after
all. Who can respect a Prefect of sixtccn?” still
quetied the modest Marcus.

Sejus at once dipped into history.

“ And why not, O Marcus?” he asked. “ Was
not Tibcrius Cssar a public orator at nine, and
Augustus a master of the horse at seventeen?
Was not Titus aqutestori beféte he was eighteen.
and the grcat Julius himself a priest of Jupiter at
fourteen? And shall not Marcus Verus, in whose
veins runs the blood of the ancient kings, rightly
be prefect of the city at sixteen?”

“ Thou art a good pleader, my Sejus,” Marcus
said pleasantly. “ Since, then, | must be prefect,
may | be a just one, and take for my motto the
text of the good Rusticus; * If it is not right, do

notdoit; ifitis not true, do not say it.” Forward,
my good friends! The lictors await me at the city
gate.”

So they pressed forward and, with more dc-
corum, rodé along the Via Cassia and across the
Milvian Bridge to the broader Via Lata and the
city gato. Here an escort of six lictors with their
rods of office welcomed Marcus, and, thus accom-
panied, the youirg magistrate passed down the Via
Lata— the Street now known as “ the Corso,” the
Broadway of modern Rome— to the palace of his
uncle Antoninus, near the Ccelian gate.

“ Hail, Prefect 1” camc the welcome of the no-
I)le uncle (one of the grand characters of Roman
history). “ And how fare the hons at Loriuni?”
For the good procénsul, so soon to iDe hailed as
Carsar and Emperor, loved the countiy pleasiircs
and country cares of his farm at Lorium more
than all the sculpturcd magnificence of the impe-
rial city.

“ The hens are well conditioned, O Antoninus,"
answered the boy simply.

“ But what said 1?” his uncle exclaimed gayly.
“ What cares a prefect of Rome for the scratching
hens of Lorium? As for me, most noble Prefect,
I am but a man from whom neither power nor
philosophy can take my natural affections” ; andi
as the parrot swinging over the door-way croaked

- an Officcrotine ircasury.



out his “ Salve!" (Welcome !) arm-in-arm unclc
and nephew entered the palaco.

Marcus Annius Venis was in all respects a
model boy. Not the namby-pamby model that all
human boys cletest, but a right-minded, right-
mannered, healthy, wealthy and wise young Ro-
man of the second century of the Christian era.
At that time (for the world was not yet Christian-
hed) there flourished a race of teachers and phi-
losophers known as Stoics, wise oid pagans, who
held that the perfect man must be free from passion,
unmoved by either joy or grief, taking everything
just as it carne, with supreme and utter indiffer-
ence. A hard rule that, but this lad’s teachers had
been mainly of the “ School of the Stoics,” as it
ivas called, and their wise sayings had made so deep
aii impression on the little Marcus that, when only
twelve years oid, he set up for a full-fledgcd Stoic.
He put on the coarse mantle that was the peculiar
dress of the sect, practiced all their severo rules of
self-denial, and even slept on the hard floor or the
bare ground, denying himselfthe comfort of a bed,
until his good mother, who knew what was best
for little fellows, even though they were stoics,
persuaded him to compromise on a quilt- He
loved cxercise and manly sport; but he was above
alia wonderful student— too much of a student,
in fact; for, as the oid record States, “ his excess
in study was the only fault of his youth.” And
yet he loved a frolic, as the adventure with the
shephcrds proves.

Of the best patrician blood of oid Rome; the
relative and favorite of the great Emperor Hadrian;
a great scholar, a capital gymnast, a true friend,
amodest and unassuming lad; he was trying, even
at sixteen, to make the best of himself, squaring
all his actions by the rule that he, in after years,
put into words: “ I do my duty; other things
troublcme not.” Manlyboys, with good principies,
good manners, and good actions, are young gentle-
mcn always, whenever and wherever they may live;
and quickly enough, as did young Marcus of
Rorae, they find their right place in theregard and
afiections of the people about tbcm.

Well, the days of waiting have passed. The
great festival to Jove, the Feriae Latinae, has drawn
all the high magistrales to Mount Alljanus, and in
their stead, as prefcct of the city, rules the boy
Marcus. In one of the basilicae, or law courts of
the great Forum, he sits investcd with the toga of
office, the ring and the purple badge; and, while
twelve sturdy lictors guard his enrule chair, be
listens to the cases presented to him and makes
many wise decisions— “ in which honor,” says the
oid record, “ heacquitted himself to the general
appiobation.”

“ Most noble Prefect,” said one of the court

messengers, or accensi, as they were called, “ there
waits, without, onc Lydus the hcrdsroan, demand-
ing justice.”

“ Bid him enter,” said Marcus ; and there carne
into the basilica one whosc unexpectcd appearance
brought consternation to Aufidius and Sejus, as
they waited in the court, and caused even the calm
face of Marcus to flush with surprise. Lydus the
herdsman was none other than their oid ac-
quaintance, the shepherd of the Etruscan high-
way !

“ Most noble Prefect,” said the shepherd, with
a low salutation, ‘' l am a free herdsman of Lake
Sabatinus, and | ask for justice against a band of
terrible highwaymen who lurk on the Via Cassia,
near to oid Veii. Only three days since, did these
lawless fellows iDeset me and my companions, with
our flocks, on the highway, and cruelly rob and
maltreat us. 1 pray theo, let the cohortes vigilum
(armed police) search out and punish these rob-
bers; and let me, too, be fully satisficd for the
sheep they did forcé from me.”

“ Not so fast, man,” said Marcus, as the shep-
herd concluded his glib recital. “ CouldsLthou
identify these knaves, if once they were appre-
hended ?”

“ Ay, that could 1, noble Prefect,” replied the
shepherd, boldly. “ They were led on by three
villainous rascals, and these had with them a
crowd ofriotous followers.”

“Hal isitso?” said Marcus. “ Aufidius! Sejus!
| pray you, step this way.” His two friends, in
some wonder as to his intcntion, approachcd the
tribunal; and Marcus, stepping down from his
enrule chair, placed himselfbetween them. “ Three
villainous rascals, thou didst say. Werc they
aught like us, think'st thou ?”

“ Like you? O noble young Prefect!” began
the shepherd, protestingly. But when, at a word
from Marcus, the three lads drew back their
arms as if to brandish their wcapons, and shouted
their cry of attack, the mouth of Lydus stood
wide open in amazement, his cropped head
fairly bristled with fright, and, witli a hasty ex-
clamation, he turned on his heel, and ran out of
the basilica.

“ Ho, bring him back !” Marcus commanded ;
and, guarded by two lictors, Lydus was dragged
reluctantly back into the presence of the young
prefect.

“ So, my shepherd,” said Marcus, “ thou hast
recognized thy villainous rascals surely, though thy
fear was larger than thine eyeballs ; for thou didst
multiply both the followers and the liarm done to
thee. Thou hast asked forjustice, and justice thou
shaiC have ! Forasmuch as | and my companions
did frighten thee, though but in sport, it is wise to



do well what doth seem but just. |1, then, as
Prcfect of the city, do fine Marcus Annius Verus,
Aufidius Victorianus, and Sejus Fruscianus, each,
one hundred sestertii (about five dollars), for intcr-
fering with travelers on the public highway; and
I do command the lictors to mark the offenders

ANNIA TEASES HER PRT CAT,

unless they do straightway pay the fine hcrc laid
upon them.”

Aufidius and Sejus looked iroubled. They had
barely a hundi'ed sestertii between them ; but
Marcus drew forth an amount equal to the three

fines, and, handing the money to an accensns,
bade him pay the shepherd. With many a bow,
Lydus accepted the money, and with the words,
“ O noble young Prefect! O wise beyond thy
years !” he would have withdrawn again.

* Hold ! ” said Marcus, ascending the tinbunal,

DIDO [SEE KEXT PAGE.]

“ hear tlie rest! Because thou hast placed a false
charge before this tribunal, and liast sought to
profit by thy lying tongue, |, the Prefect, do com-
mand that thou dost pay over to the scribiis (clerk
of the court) the sum of three hundred sestertii, to



be devoted to the Service of the poor; and that
thou dost weai- tlic wooden collar until thy fine is
paid.”

Very sobetly and ruefully, Lydus paid over the
price 6f his big stories (exactly the sum which he
had received from the scribtis), and dcparted from
the basifica of tho boy prefect, if not a poorer, at
least a sadder and a wiscr man.'

'I'nc days of Marcus’ ihagistracy were soon over,
and when the great festival of Jove was ended, and
the magistrates had returned to the city, the lacl
gave up the curule chair and the dress and dutics
uf his office, and retircd to his mothcr’'s house,
bcai'ing with liira the thanks of the magistrates,
tho approval of the Emperor, and the applause of
iho people.

The villa of the matron Domitia Calvilla, the
mother of Marcus, stood embowered in delightful
gardenson the Ccelian hill, tire most easterly of the
famous Sevcn Hills of Rome. In an age ofsplen-
dor, when gi-and palaces lined the streets and
covcred the hill slopes of the imperial city, when
fortunes were spent upon baths and gardens, or
wasted on a gala dress, or on a single meal, this
pleasant house was conducted upon a plan théat
suitcd the home ways of the mother and the quiet
tastes of the son- Let us enter the spacious vesti-
bule. Here in the door-way, arostium, we stop to
note the “ Salve/” (Welcome I) wrought in mosaic
on the marble floor, and then pass into the alrttim,
or great living room of the house, where the femalc
slaves are spinning deftly, and everything tells of
order and a busy life. Now, let us pass on to the
spacious court-yard, in the vei-y heart of the héuse.
In the unroofed center a beautiful fountain shoots
its jets of cooling spray from a marble cistern of
clcarw.ater.

And here, by the shining fountain,
tral court, stand two pcrsons— Marcus and his
mother. The lad has laid aside his toga, or outside
maiitic, and his close-fitting, short-sleeved tunic,
scarcely rcaching to his knees, shows a well-knit
fiame andahcaltliy, sun-browned skin. His moth-
er, dressed in the tunic and long white siola, or
outer robe, is of matronly presencc and pleasant
face. And, as they talk together in low and ear-
ncst tones, they watch with loving eyes the motions
of the dark-eyed little Annia, a winsome Roman
maiden of thirteen, as, perched upon a cage of pet
pigeons, she gleefully tedses with a swayiug pea-
cock plume now the fluttering pigeons and now
the wary-eyed Dido, her favorite cat-

“ But there is such a thing as too much self-
denial, mj' Marcus,” said the mother in answer to
some remark of the lad.

“ Nay, this is not self-denial, my mother;
simple justice,” replied the boy.
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in the cen-

it is
“ Are not Annia

and 1 children of the same father and mother?
Is it just that | should receive all the benefit of our
family wealth, and that site should be dcpendent
on my bounty ?”

“ Divide then thy father’s estate, myson. Lot
Annia and thyself share alikc, but give it not all
to thy sister,” his mother suggcsted.

“ To whom we love much wc should-be ready to
give much. Is it not so, O mother?” the boy
asked.

“ So | believe, my son,” his mother answered.

“ And if | seek to act justly in this matter, shall
I not follow thy counsels, my mother?” Marcus
continued; “ for thou hast said, ‘No longer talk
about the kind ofa man a good man ought to be,
but be such.””

“ Ah, Marcus,” the pleased mother exclaimed,
“ thou wilt be a happy man, too, if thou canst go
ever by the right way, and think and act in the
right way, as now. Thou art a good youth.”

“ And what is goodncss, mother;” argucd the
young philosophcr, “ but the desire to do justice
and to practicc it, and in this to let desire end?
Let me then, as | dcsire, give all my father’s
estate to my sister Annia. :My grandfather’s is
sufficicnt for my needs. So shall Annia have her
fair marriage portion, and we, my mother, shall
all be satisfied.”

And now, his sister Annia, weavying of her play
with the pigeons, dropped her peacock plume
and ran merrily toward her brother.

“ O Marcus,” she cried, “ 't will soon be time for
the bath. Do come and toss tlie pila with me; —
that is,” she added, with mock revereiice, “ if so
grand a pereon as the prefect of Rome can play
atball!”

“ And why not, my Annia?” asked her mother,
proudly; “ even the world-ruling Julius lovcd his
game of ball.”

“ Ah, but our Marcus is greater tlian the great

Ctesat. Is fie not, mother?” Annia asked, teas-
ingly.

“ Aye, that he is,” the mother answered, feel-
ingly; “ for, know that he has this day given up

to thce, his, sister, one half of his heritagc, and
niore unwise and improvident youth !”
added, fondly.

“ So let it end, mother,” the boy said, as the
pretty Annia sprang to him with a carcss. “ Come,
Annia, let us see who can toss the pila Isest— a
woman of property, such as thou, or the prefect of
three days.” And as hand in hand the brother anU
sister passed chcerily through the pillared pértico,
tlic mother looked after them with a happy heart
and said, as did that othcr noble Roman matron
of whom history tclls us: “ These are my jewels !”

The days passed. Winter grew to spring. The

she



ides of March have come. And now it is one of
the spring hoUdays of Rome, the fourteenth of
March in the year 138— the Equiria, or festival
of Mars. Rome is astir early, and every Street
of the great city is thronged with citizens and
strangers, slavcs and soldiers, all huriying toward
the great pleasure-ground of Rome— the Circus
Maximus. Through every portal the crgwds press
into the vast building, filling its circular seats,
anxious for the spectacle. The maglstrate of the
games for this day, it is said, is to be the young
Marcus Annius, ho who was prefect of the city
during the last Latin Gaines; and, moreover, the
festival is to closc with a grand venatio— a wild-
beast hunt!

There is a stir of expectation, a burst of trumpets
from the Capitol, and all along the Sacred Street
and through the crowded Forum goes up the shout
of the watchers, “ Here they come !” With the
llutes playing merrily, with' sts-aying standards and
sacred statues gloaming in silver'and gold, with
proud young cadets on horse and on foot, with
priests in their robes and gitards with crested
helms, with strange and marvelous beasts led by
burly keepers, with a long string of skilled per-
formers, restless horses, and gleaming chariots,
through the Forum and down the Sacred Street
winds the long procession, led by the boy magis-
trate, Marcus of Rome, the favorito of the Emper-
or. A golden chaplet, wrought in crusted leaves,
circles his head; a purple toga drapes his trim,
young figure ; while the flutes and trumpets play
their loudest before him, and the stout guards
march at the heels of his bright-bay pony. S6
into the great circus passes the long procession,
and as it files into the arena, two hundred thousand
cxcited people — think, boys, of a circus-tent that
holds two hundred thousand people ! — rise to
their feet and welcome it with hearty hand-clap-
ping. The trumpets sound the preludc, the young
magistrate (standing in his suggestns, or State box)
flings the inappa, or white flag, into the course as
the signal for the start; and, as a ringing shout
goes up, four glittcring chariots, rich in their
decorations of gold and polished ivory, and each
drawn by four plunging horses, burst from their
arcbed stalls and dash around the track. Green,
blue, red, white— the colors of the drivcrs— stream
from their tunics. Around and around they go.
Now one and now another is ahead. The people
strain and cheer, and many a wagcr is laid as to
tile victor. Another shout! The red chaviot,
turning too sharply, grates against the meta, or
short pillar that stands at the upper end of the
track, guarding the low central wall; the horses
rear and plunge, the driver struggles manfully to
control them, but all invain; ovcr goes the chariot.

while the now maddened horses dash wildly on
until checked by mounted attendants and led off
to their stalls. “ Blue jblue!” “ Green! green!”
rise the varying shouts, as the contending chariots
still struggle for the lead. Whitc is far iDehind.
Now comes the seventh or final round. Blue
leads! No, green is ahead! Neck and neck
down the home strétch they go magnificently, and
then the cheer of victory is heard, as, with a fina!
dash, the green rider strikes the white cord first
and the race is won !

And there, where the race is fiereest and the ex-
citement most intense, sits the staid young Mar-
cus, unmoved, unexcited, busy with his ivory tab-
lets and his own high thoughts! For this wise
young Stoic, true to his accepted phiuosophy, had
mastered even the love of excitement— think of
that, you circus-loving boys!— He has left it Ol
record that, even as a youth, he had learned “ to
be neither of the green fior of the blue party at tbe
games in tlic circus,” and while he looked upon
such shows as dangerous and wasteful (for in those
days they cost the statc immensc sums), he feli,
still, that the people enjoyed them, and he said
simply: “ Wc can not make men as we would have
thoin; we must bear with them as tlicy are and
make the best of them we can.” And so it hap-
pened that at this splendid race at which, to piense
the people, he prcsided as magistrate, this boy of
sixteen sat probably the only unmoved spectator
in that whole vast circus.

Now, in the intcrval between the races, come the
athletic sports; foot-racing and wrestling, rope-
dancing and high leaping, quoit-throwing and
javelin matches. One man runs a race with a
flcet Cappadocian horse; another expcit ridcr
drives two barc-backed horses twice around the
track, leaping from back to back as the horses
dash around. Can you see any very great diffci-
ence between the circus performance of A. D. 138
and one of A. D. 18847

Among the throng of “ artists ” on that far-off
March day thcre carne a bright little fellow of ten
or eleven years, a ropc-dancer and a favorito with
the crowd. Light and ague, he trips along the
slender rope that strctches high above the arena.
Right before the magistrate’s box the boy poises.
in mid air, and even the thoughtful young directo)
of the games looks up at the graceful motions of
the boy. Hark! a warning sliout goes up ; now,
another; the poor little rope-dancer, anxious to find
favor in the eyes of the young noble, over-excris.
himself, loses his iDalance on the dizzy rope and,
toppling over, falls with a cruel thud to the ground
and lies there before the great State box with a
broken neck— dead. Marcus hcars the shout, he
sees the falling boy. Vaulting from his canopied



box he leaps down into Che arena, and so tender is
be of others, Stoic though he be, that he has the
poor rope-dancer’s head in his lap even before the
attendants can reach him. But no life remains in
that bruised littlo body and, as Marcus tenderly
i'osigns the dead gyranast to the less sympathetic
slaves, he commands that ever after a bed shall be
laid beneath the rope as a protection against such
fatal falls. This became the rule ; and, when next

"Al* A WORD FKOW MARCU8, THIi TIIRItK LADS DREW DACK THEIR ARMS AS

went on. Athletes and gymnasts did their best lo
excel; ainidst wild excitement the chariots whirled
around and around the course, and then the arena
was cleared for the final act— the wild-beast hunt.

The wary keepers raisc the stout gratings before
the dens and cages, and the wild animals, freed
from their prisons, rush into the great opon space,
blink stupiclly in the glaring light, and then with
roar and growl echo the shouts of the spcctators.

IF 70 OKANDISH WIJIAI'ONS, ANU SHOUTF.0

A CRY OF ATTACK.

yon SCO the safcty-nct spread beneath the rope-
‘valkers, the trapcze pcrformcrs, and those who
perfonn similar “ terrific” fcats, remember that
iis use dates back to the humane order of Marcus,
the boy magistrate, seventcen centuries ago.

But, in those oid days, the pcople had to be be
amused—whatever happened. Human life was
held too cheaply for a whole festival to be stopped
because a little boy was killed, and so the sports

Hcrc are gi-eat lions from Numidia, and tigers
from far Arabia, wolves from the Apcnnincs and
bears from Libya, not cagcd and half-tamed as we
see them now, but wild and fierce, loose in the
argna. Now the huntcrs swarm in, on horee and
on foot,— trained and supplc Thracian gladiators,
skilled Gsetulian huntcrs, with archcrs, and spear-
inen, and net-tlivowers. AH around the great
arena rages the cruel fight. Here, a lion stands.



at bay; there, a tigress crouches for the spring; a
snarling wolf suaps at a keen-eyed Thracian, or
a bear with ungainly ti'Ot shamblcs away from the
spear of his persecutor. Eager and watchful the
hunters shoot and thrust, while the vast audience,
more eager, more relentless, more brutal than
beast or hunter, applaud, and shout and cheer.
But the young magistrate, who had, through all
his life, a marked distaste for such cruel sport,
turns from the arena and, again taking out his
tablets, busies himself with his writing, unmoved
by the contest and carnage before him.

The last hunted beast lies dead in the arena; the
last valorous hunter has been honored with his
palma, or reward, as victor ; the slaves stand
ready with hook and ropo to drag off the
slaiightcred animals; the great crowd pours out
of the vast three-storiecl buildings; the shops in
the poérticos are noisy with the talk of buyers and
scllers; s the boy inagislrate and his escort pass
thiough the waiting throng; and the Festival
Games are over. But, ere young Marcus reaches
the Forum on his return, a shout goes up from the
people, and, just before the beautiful temple of the
Twin Gods, where the throng is denscst, flowers
and wreaths are thrown ljeneath his pony’s feet,
and a storm of voices raises the shout:

"Ave ImpcratorAveCcesar!”

“ What means that shout, Aufidius?” he asked
his friend, who rodé in the escort. But the only
reply Aufidius made was tojoin his voice with that
of the enthusiastic throng in a second shout:
"Ave hnperator! Auguste, Dii ie servent! "
(Hail, O Emperor! The gods save your majesty !)

Then Marcus knew that the decree of tlie dying
Emperor Hadrian had been confirracd, and that
he, Marcus Annius Verus, the descendant of the
ancient kings, the boy philosophcr, the unassuming
soh iif a noble mother, had been adopted as the son
and successor of his uncle Antoninus, who was to
reign after Hadrian’s death, and that where he weiU,
tlirough the Forum and up the Sacred Street, there
rodé the heir to the greatest throne in tlie world,
the future Emperor of Rome.

A Stoic still, unmoved, save for the slight flush
that tinged his check as he acknowledgcd the
greeting of the happy pcople, he passed on lo his
mother’s house, and, in that dear home, amid the

green gardens of the Ccelian hill, he heard her lips
speak her congratiilations, and bent his head to
receive lier kiss of blessing.

“ | lose a son, but gain an Emperor,” she said.

“ No, my mother,” the boy replied, proudly,
“ me thiu shalt never lose. For, though I lea\c
this dear home for the palace of the Csesars, my
heart is still here with that noble mother from
whom | learned Icssons of piety and benevolente
and simplicity of life, and abstinence from evil
dceds and evil thoughts.”

Before five months had passed the gi'eat Emperur
Hadrian died at Baite, in his hill-shaded palace by
the sea, and the wise, country-loving uncle of
Marcus succeeded to the throne as tbe Emperor
Antoninus Pius. During all his gloiious reign of
twenty-threc years, he had no more devoted acl-
mirer, subject, helper, and friend, than his adopted
son and acknowledged successor, Marcus, ivlio,
in the year A. D. i6i, ascended the throne of llit
Carsars as the great Emperor Marcus Aurelias
Antoninus.

The life of this Roméan Marcus was one of uii-
sought honors and titles. At six, a knight of the
Equestrian order; at eight, one of the priests uf
Mars; at twelve, a rigid Stoic; at sixteen, a magis-
trate of the city; at seventeen, a quicstor, or rei-
enue officer; at nineteen, a cénsul andCiesar; al
forty, an Emperor.

A noble boy; a noble man ; preserving, as has
been said of him, “ in a time of universal corrup-
tion, a nature sweet, puré, self-denying, and un-
atfected,”— he teaches us all, boys and men alike,
a lesson of real manliness. Here are two of his
precepts, which we none of us are too young to
remember, none of us too oid to forget: “ Tlk
best way of avenging thyself is not to become like
the wrong-doer” ; “ Let me offer to the gods the
best that is in me; so shall 1 be a strong man,
ripened by age, a friend of the public good, a
Roman, an Emperor, a soldier at his post awaiting
the signal of the trumpet, a man ready to quit lifc
without a fear.” And so we have opened this
series of “ Historie Boys ” with an account of a boy
who was onc of the foremost figures of his time,
and who himself was manly, modest, princel),
brave, and truc— the boy magistrate, Marcus of
Rome, the greatest and best of the Antonines.



s'OIsIVEI? <JOHJISO\P»

Gune, 1883,
.;i:g out, o bells, a merry peai Fresh summer fowers, your potais opo,
JT this auspicious mora; With fragrance fill tho air;
k “tile maid, with golden locks A human blossom on its stem
And soul of heaven born Unfolding, freo and fair,
Is nine years oid, Is nine years oid,
Is nine years oid. Is nine years oid.

r'om out your swelling throats, O birds, Young Balder, frisky household pet,

2our forth your sweetest lays; Come, wag your tail in glee;
1 hU6 girl, with eyes of blue Your little mistress, on this day,
And winsome, Joyous ways, As even you may see,
Is nine years oid, Is nine years oid,
Is nine years oid. Is nine years oid.
C merry brook within the glade, Gome, Uneles, aunts, and eousins, too,
Dance lightly oa your way; And join in festive mirth;
A precious child, this gladsome June,  De€ar grandmamma, be young to-day;
And on this very day, Our maid of priceloss worth
Is nine years oid, Is nino years oid,

Is nine yoars oid. Is nine years oid.



Day 0y Mnon's Moon's S,;'cnc?]n
of of
Month. wmk. AQe,  Place Matk.
“See our snow fon!”
“ Did you makc it?”
1 Fri. 4 rpisces 2.14 That we did.
"W e’ll storm and lake 1"
2 sat 5  Aries 12.14 Bec you wonti~
8 & 0 12.14 ath sunday after Epiph'y. "Woell, we'll try,”
i Mon 7 Taurus 120 near Saiurn. Then iljc snow-balls swiftiy fly.
5 Tues. 8 12.U i) closc to Aldebaran. . .
1214 Evening Skies for Young Astronomkrs.
G wed. 9 .
See Iniroduciioo, page 255 St. N icholas for January.)*
T thut 10 Gemini 12.14 ( pag teholas )
s Fri 11 12.14 P nearaapiter,
: February isth, 8.30 i'.m.
9 sal. 12 cancer 1214 i nearmars Venus hasJustset; she may be seen in the west after sunsei,
10 FULL Leo 12.14 septuagésima sunday. butis notvery briglu yet. Mahs, a liltlc lo the east oi our
pointof observaiion, is siill at hb brightest. He has moved
near Regulus. .
11 Mon. 14 sextase 1214 9 baikvjftfd, to the wesi, among the stars, and is now nearer 10
12 Tucs. 15 Leo 12.14 ®UPITER, who shincs as brignlily as durine ihe lasi month.
B weu 10 Virgo 12.14 UPITER is now stillnearer lo the twin stars Castor and Pollux,
and exactly in a line with them. Saturn has not sensiblv
14 1w i 12.14 st vaicntine's day. 2 )
. Itercd his posiGon among ihe stars, though he is now, wiih
15 Fri. 18 12.14 p nearSpica. Aldel)aran and the Pleiades, farthcr to the west than wc saw
10 sat. 10 12.14 him in January; for ihe whole starry sphere, by the movemenl
17 20 Libra 1214 sexagesima sunday. ofthe Sun among the stars, has appeared to move two hours
westward. Orion, which, last month, was about one hour
1% Mon. 21 Scorpio 1214 10 t)»e eascof our south mark, is now about one hour 10 ihe
19 Tues. 22 Uphiuch 12.14 b near Anlares. wesiof it. Sirius i» now in the best position 10 be observed
23 ) 12.14 during theyear. for it b almost due south. Noiicc the brighr
20 Wed. . starsunderit; theyare abo in the considlalioiiof Canis Major.
21 thur. 2 sagiti. 12.14 Proifon, between J Gpiter and Sirius, is still 10 the east, but
22 - 2% . 1214 washingtou'sb'day, 1732 in March it too wilial this hour have pas-sed to the wesi, The
23 ' 12 14 bright star in the south-eastis Regulus. the principal star m
Sac. 20  Capri. . . ) the constcllaiion Leo, The Lian, one of the consiellations oi
2% 9 1213 Quinauagcsima Sunday. .
7 . ihe Zodiuc,
25 Mon. 28 12.13 | ::t'ice lh‘eh M ﬂk):hWa)(. | It :\grmssan Iarch of Va;nl. whiic
.\ ig rom e south*east, louching ciclguese, and passing
. P U€e T d . . . -
20 Tues. NIiw 1213 rrapocvee Tuesday Dvcrhcad ciése to Capella to tlie north-wcst. Its light comes
27 Wed. 1 12,13 Ash AVedncsday. from millions of stars, too small and far off to be separatcly
28 thur A 12.13 dbtingiiished. 1I.el us notice Aldebaran
five Stars in the form ofa >, called the Hyades,
P passcs over Venus, X
29 W ¢ can now trace anoiher sicp in the course of the Sun
Fri 3 Aries 12 18 n A.M.do.setoVenus i R
. . X during the year, for ihe bright slar, Regulus, marks the place
afier sunsel. where he wiU shine on the 2oth ofAugu .»oc.
W iiF.RF. did you come from so early ?” said the Englisli Sparrow to a Robin Red-breast, one coid
February niorning-
From a lovely orange-grove in lhe South,” replied the Robin.
W elll you had better have stayed there,” said the Sparrow ; “wcshall have more snow,and whal
will the Robin do then, poor thing?"”
“ Look liere!” said the Robin, “1 'm a natural born American,andwontstandany such airs from

foreigners
away and bidé 1
independence,

to take good advice, no malter if you don't like the way i

-The flame, ol plancts are printed in capitals:

those of conatellations in Itaiic.



I 'm here, Mother Nature! " exclaimcd Febniary, wiih a warm burstofenlhusiasm

manner chilled as he added, with a sigb ; "I

1've got to stay iwenty.nine days with you this year.

to thaw out the sircams or to freese them up, so |

| should try to drop out of the calendar enticcly
them of their dear cid Saint.

But |
1 was young once myself, you know

uistfrozen over, to sccifhe was growing gray.

THE

<»€orgc W ashington....
John Adams
Thoma« JefFerson
Jame« Madison
James Monroe
John Quincy Adams ,
Andrew Tacl<Son...
Martin Van Burén

W ljinm KenryH arrison.

John Tyler
James K. Polk
Zachary Tayloi
~fillard FIlUmore
Franklin Pierce
James Bnchanan
Abraham Lincoln.
Andrew Johnson
Ulysses S. Grant
Ruihcrford R. Haye?
James A. Garheld .
ChesterA. Arthur

Don't talle of growing oid,”

PRESIDENTS

cried Nature;

OF

BORN.

Wesimorelnnd Co
Braintree, Mass....
Shadwell, Albemarlc Co.,Va... Apr. s, 1743
King Geotge, Va ..March x6, 1751

Westmorcland Co., Va, .Apr, 28, 1758
Braintrec, M as July xx, X7C7
WaKhaw Settlement, S, C,.. March 15, 1767
Kinderhook, N. Y ..December 5% *78*
Bcrkeley, Vn Fcbnjary, 9,*7

Charles City Co., Va. March 29, 1790

MecWenberg Ce., N, C .. Nov. 2, 1795

Orange Co., Va Nov. 24? *784
SummerHiU, CayugaCo., N. Y, Jan. 7, x800
HillsborouRh, N. H ... ..Nov. 33, 1804
Stony Ratter, FrankUn Co.,Pa. Apr, 22; 179»

Va,, Feb. aa, 1732
..Oct. 19, 1735’

Hardin Co., Kenlacky .Feb, xa, 1800
Raleigh, N. C Dec- 29,
Point Pleasant, Oblo April 27, X822
Delaware. Ohio Oct 4, *822

Orange, Ohio Nov. X9, X831
Fairficid, FrankUn Co., Vermont, Oct. 5, 1830

-and

THE

Buthis

don't think I 'm of much use though, and | 'm sony

It does not seem to be settled whclhtr my business is
do a little ofboth,

Ifit were not for St. Valemmes Day, | thmk

“wby,you only have a bitthday once m four years.
now 10 work, arrd please thaw all you can, February, dear, for | 'm a little behindhand;
woik, and you must doyour share,

care too much for ihe pleastire of ihe young folks to

I-'cbruary peercd down rnio a l.itic pool he had

xa  -n
You can tgrow oid But
the hol.days areall over; we mustgo to

Cali the birds from the South, and wake up the crocus and daiTodils, or they will be late.

UNITED STATES.
rRBSIDKNT.
Frota To
1789-179 Me. Vemon, Va., Dec, 24, 1799.
1797-X801 Quincy, Mass., July 4. 2836,
1801-1809 Monticcllo, Va., July 4, 1826.
1869-X817 Montpciier, Va, June 28, 1836.
1817-1835 New Vork, July 4, 1831,
1825>x829 W ashington, Pch, 73, 1848,
X829-1837 Hermilagc, near Nashville, Tenn,,J une8,
1837-1841 Kinderhook, July 24, 1862, [j845
X84i-x84r W ashington. April 4, 1841-
1841184 Richmond, Va., Jan 17, 2862.
)%4%-%4@ Nashville, Tenn., June 15,1849.
1849-1850 W ashington, July 9, 1850.
1850-1853 Bu(Talo. N. Y., March 8, 1874.
1853-1857 Concord, N, H,, Oct. 8, 1869,
1857-1861 W heailands, Lancaster Co., Fa., June i,
1861-186% W ashington, April 14- 1865. [i869
1865-1869 NearEMzabelhlown, Tenn., July 31,1875,
1869-1877
1877-1881
1881-1881 Biberén, N.J., Sept. 19, 1881.
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A LITTLE GIRL'S LETTER ABOUT HER DOLLS.

Lowell, i;

Dear St. Nicholas: Perhaps you would like to see a picture of my
children. My mamma says | may send you one that was made 'the same
day that my picture was taken for Papa’'s album. She says you will know
just how to copy it so that all the little boys and girls can see it. So | send
it with this letter.

Shall I tell you their filames? The biggest child is the baby,— but you
know that doli
children don’t
gfow as other
children do. Her
flame is Reba.

She has blue
eyes, and one
little curl, and is
as cunning as can
be. The oldest
child is Mary.
She is ten years
okl She sits by
the baby, and
helps me a great
deal in taking
care of her. The
little girl with the
lon? hair and
lace cap isMabel,
and her ‘brother,
in the Scotch
dress, is Colle.
LuSinandYung
Wing are twins. They carne from Japan, and are really adopted chil-
dren ; but I would n’'t have them know this for anything. Lu Sin is the
little girl, Yung Wing is the boy. He is the one sitting in front of Mabel.

'fhey are all very nice children; but, of course, with such a big family,
Mamma says | must expect a good lot of care and trouble. The older
children are very fond of Sr. Nicholas. | read it to them, and 1 dont
wonder at their liking it. Your devoted friend, Kittie R.



1. JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

GOOD-MORROW, gentle Valentines !

And now, as Fe ruarg/ is a short month, we'll
rocene]d o once tOo “Sh’évse wished tg know what
|n(? ? ﬁ g Hls and Cockfj 8he|ls those
could have been that grew in the gar en of * Mis-
tr%ss lhe ontrarx oo friend
who oves| el Nursew hymes ﬁhe IS
a ro % very arned Wlll now tell you
something a outthem

"SILVER BELLS AND COCKLE SHELLS.”

“ Misiress Mary, quiw
How does your garden grow?
SUver bells and cockle «hell.s

AU in a row."

contrary;

M ost of us children, Ktile and big, bave recited this verse; but
comparatively fcw know a meaning atCachcd lo the last
two lines. At the ume when thisrhyme was made ihcrc wcre really

though notgrow*

there is

“ silver bells and cockle shells,” and in rows too,
ing in gardens.

in iHose days— some hundreds o/ ycats ago— there were no
l.adies traveled and visitad on horseback ;
ing on a saddie or pillion behind a genileman or inan*servant,
domeiintes managing rhdr ou'n horses, with the gentleman riding
alongside, or the groom following behind. The cquipments or trap*
pings of these horses werc very rich and coslly. Generally, ihe
cloth which half covered them, and on which ihc lady rodec,
be of finestwoolen or sUken malcrial,
grand occaslons,
mson velvec or cloth-of-goid would be used,
and sprinklcd wiih small pcarls,
and bridlcs wore cvcn more

coaches. sometimes rid*

and

would
handsomcly cmbroidcred. On
orwhen ihc lady was very wealthy ornoble, crim*
cdgcd with gold fringes
The
richdy decoratcd, being often sciwIlh
jewcls or gold and silver ornamenta, called “ goldbmiih's work."
Onc fashion, very popularin the «mes of Hcnrv the Seventh and
Henry the Eighln of Enghuid, was lo have ihc bridic sludded with
a row oi«ny silver cockle shells, ltllc sM-
which, with the motion of the horse, kept up a mcrryjin-
gle. Bells wcre also fastened to the pointof ihc stirrup, which was
formed like the And ihis patily c.splains another
«Id nursery rhyme, no doubt, about the same time:

cnllcd sccd-pearls. saddles

and its cdgc hung with
ver bells,

toe of a shoe.
made,

“ Ride a grey horse to Banbury Cross,
To see a fine lady go
King« on her fingers and
So she shall have

on U whitc horse;
ie/ls oh her toesy
music wherever she goes."

oid book prcserved at Skipton Castle in England,

There is a Veii
mthe account boo of Henry CUfford, Earlof Cumberland. in this

‘along, when Mr.

book, amonga great many other cntries, Uttic and great, is one of the
purchase by the Earl of “ a saddJe and bridle for my lady, embossod
of silver cockle shells, and hung with silver bells” ; and on the same
page is anotherentry of “ a hawk for my lady, with .silkcn jesses
and a silver bell for tnc same." It was the custom for noble ladies ©
ride with a hawk pcrchcd upon their wrists; and this Countess of
Cumberland, who ]s said to nave been beautiful and stately, must
have looked very grand when thus equipped.

A CAR WITH A SAIL.

Hcrc is a letter that the deacon has asked me
to show you:
St. James, Mikn,
Dear Deacon Oreen : The railroad velocipcdc which I find dc-
scribed in a back number of St. Nicholas (Scptember. 1883) has
been used on our road for ovcr two years, mostiy b™ the telegranh
inaireis. They carry two personsfacing one another, and a thud
often hangs on. But a still more wonderful right is a commuii
hand'Car with a large sail hoisied, and handled much the sameasn
sail on a saiUboat; this sail-car was formerly much used by bridge
carpenters, saving them a great deal of hard work,
My little folks are delighted with the St. Nicholas, and gencr.
aJly take che laiest number lo bed to look ovcr tUl they go to sleep.
J. R. McLrak.

A DEEP CONUNDRUM.

Perth A mdov.

Dear St. Nicholas: | nm twdvc years oid. One day | wis
down on the sea*shorc digging in the sand with some fnend' uf
mine. We were trying to see who could dig the deepest hole Bv
and by we all got tired, and some one asked; “ W liy did you inlt
keep on ?”

I thought for quite a long while, because it made me think of rid-
dles, and then | made llp this one ;

why can notayoung doctor dig lo the other side of the world?

Answer, Because hehas not paticnts enough.

Yourfncod, AL HL(

NOT SO BAD AFTER ALL.

Many persona, in speaking of the Hermit Crab,
consider themselves jiistified in calling him very
selfish and unprincipled. They believe that his
habit is to watch in his native waters till some
desirable and iitterly innocent shell-fish comes
Hermit C. with greedy cnielty
pounces upon him, eats him, litcrally, “ out of
house and home,” and then takcs up his abodc in
his victim’s emptied shell.

Now, is this a fair statement of facts?
say you, ray young aquarium-keepers?
Hermit Crab as bad as this, or not?

We will open the discussion with this bit of
writing sent by Jenny H. M., a young member
of the St. Nicholas Agassiz Assodation:

What
Is tlie

Tlie Hermit Critb is very odd in ns formailon and habits. Tbe
criistaccous covering is only over the upper partof the body. The
lower part of the body is soft and worm-ljke, and miglube seized
upon by any hungry sea-“ iramps '’ pasaing by. Being thu«unpro-
ti:ied Sy tiAture, che liitlc hermit crah finds a way lo help himself.
He searches for some empty shell and backs Into if*; thcre he lixcs
until. he grows too large forii, when he moves out and siansolT m
search of another home,

SWIMMING HOME.

Brooklyn, Dcc. i3th, 1883.

Dear Jack-in*the-Puli>it: | read in a New York paper, Jast
evening, that somebody namcd William Scxton tccenlly lemtwcd
from Short Heach 10 Babylon, Long lIsiand, taking svich liun nfiy
lame ducka, tea of which wcrc oid birda. The ducks, it s«im.s, vcts
carried ill a elose box. They remaincd about their now auarter.%iot
one <kty, and ihcn disappcarcd. Tlic foliovring murning tnese diick»
were fOund at their oid home on the beach, waiting to be f<*. As
their wings wcrc clippcd, ihcy must have swum tho entire disiancc,
nearly nine miles, In a heavy sea and on a dark night-

TJjis seems to me a wonderful incident, if true, Perhaps $omc o
your wise and observan! little “ chicks"” may be ablc lo repon
.authentic duck stories ofa sindlar kind. | have often watched « ild
ducks swimming in tile distance, and have noticed that thcv «lopped
vrry often asif to rest, for thcvdid not appear to be catchingnny*
thing in the way of food. William Scxton’s lame ducks must have
becii brave swimmecrs 10 carry their light forms for such adisrarce
over the heavy sea to the tuneof“ Home Sweet Home.

Your faitkful, bul not very young listener, M abei,

I, *e



MORE ABOUT THE ERMINE-

IT may be rather late in the day to show you
this kttcr, my friends, as it carne to me in Octo-
ber last. And yet, as 1L have since then received
seieral notes asking questions about ermine fur,
I shall let Master George H.'s explanation serve
asray reply:

IIKAB JACK-iN-THE-Pui-riT: | think Charles li.'s cuinposition nn

the Errainc in Ilie Octoher St. Nicholas, page 954, is hy fat the
moitcorrect ofthe three thatyou gave.

I'lie Ermine U a species of the weasel, hut considerably largor
ihan the common weaao!. The Ermine is almost ten inches in
lencih excluMve of the tail, which is fully four and a hall inches
lon" This proves that Mahel C. R.'s statement, that the
Enfine grows to be very large, is incorrect.

In lhe summer ihe Etmino's coat is a p.ale reddish-
brown color, the under parts yellowish ivhite, and tho tip
ofthe tail black. . ) S i,

In IThe winter the littleam mal turns toayelloivish ivhite
or nlmosi puré white, but tho tip of tho tail remaros black

""in~niaking up ermine fiir, the tniis are insorietl in a
rcaular manner, tlius giving the appearance of a spctied

liis often used for therobes ofkings and nobles; henee
Mal'cl C. R.'s mistake. She did 1101 knoiv Ihal many
slciiis niusi be sewed together 10 make one large robe.
Ecmiiie is not so valuable now for ladies’ muffs and iip-
pet' .is it was formcrly, for it is no longer fashionablc.
Oneoiyour many young friends, Gbohce H.
Washington, D. C-, October, 1883

A BEAUTIFUL WINDOW DECORATION.

AHOUT a year ago, as | am informed,
-tlic editor of St. Nicholas showed you a
picture of a beautifully decorated. window
in the house of Mr. Vanderbilt, a wealthy
citizen of New York. It was a staincd-
glass window,— that is, one made of bits
of richly colored glass, skillfully secured
together with metal so as to form a sort
of iransparent picture, after a design by a
famous French artist named Oudinot.

Well, we 've a window-decorator in this
country, a namesake of mine, who, | 'm
'villing to say, without any offense to Mr.
Vanderbilt, beats this French designer ut-
terly. Not only does he plan the picture,
but’ he does every bit of the work him-
self His fame is Jack— Jack Frost. At
present 1 have time only to show you one
of liiswonderfully beautiful designs, copicd
last winter rig/it/rom a window.

If any of you dear young folk can tell
me sometliing about this clcver Jack, and
hotv he makes his window decorations, 1
shall be right glad to hear from you.

A WINDOW DECORATION,

A CHURCH BUILT OF PAPER.
Geneva, N.Y.. December, 1883.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit: In ihcsc days of tisiug compressed
-paper OF papicr-maché (which i« only mashed paper after all) for
very' many dificrcnt kinds of anides, we
pwls and paper bowls, and evcn of paper boais aml paper car-
wheels; but did ever you hearof a buiiding made of paper: ivot
long ago 1was loid that somewhere in Kiirope, near Bergen, there i«

all have heard of jraper

achurch built cuiirely of paper or pipicr*maché.
inian order of architecture, and

It is ofthe Conn*
is large enough to accommodule
«nc thousand persons com foriably.

~ow, can the Little Schoohna'am, or Dcncon Creen, or any Ol
>]our ihourands of young hearers, help me [0 further knowledge of
thkt wnnderful paper chnrch ? W ho iLViseen it? And where is ihis
Kuropcan Bergeh? I am, deru 3. L T. P..yotit~ iriily,

Alnt rip TWO Readers of St. Nicholas.

THE COMPASS PLANT-

CINCINKATt, Ohio.
Dear Jack-in-thb-Pulpit: Did vou ever wii your Uule chicks

anyihing about the Comuass Plant that grows in some of ihe

westof ihe Missitirippi river ?

iau«
1fyou did not, ihen will yon lei in<;
It is fuund mostiy on the pralries
and pinins of Texas, Giiah, and Southern Minnesota. It belongs
to the family of the Comjx/eita, and p~eaily resemblcs the snnflower
in appear.ince. U emits a strong resinous odor, which h.-is caused it
to be callcd " turpéntine plant” also.
* Pilot-plani " it has received from a peciUiarity in ihe growlh ofns
which aijD arraiiged along ihc stalk aliernatcly, and poirt
exactly norih and south. I-ong ago ihc Indians had made use of
this plant as a gulide*post on ihe dreary plains, and had imparted
Ihe knowledge Of iis nsefniness lo the trapiiers.

give them a description of it?

The namc of * Compasa,” or

leaves

The fir&iaccounts
of the wonderful plant were received with incredulity, but scientific

DESICNKU BY JACK FROST, ESQ.
invesiigaiions suon esiablished the irulh ofwhal had been told ofil.

Longfdlow spcaks ofitin “ Evangeline” saying:

“ Look ac.that delicate plant,

meadow;
Scc liow lis

which rears iis head from the

leaves ure turned to ihe north as inie as tne
Tl'db~Islhc compa-ss flower, that the finger of God has plantee!

Here in the houselcss wUd, to direct the ttavcler's journey,”

But the dear poet made a mUtakc whcn he called il a “ delicate
plant,” for itis over man’'s height, and covered with a rough fiizr,
Intanisis thought aifirsi thal It« leaves were atlracied by polar mag*
neiisin but ihey are now satisfied ihal In ihis manner lhu plant is
better protected from the rays of the sun.

Respectfully yours, A Litti.e Schoolma am.



THE

By an overeight, the text as well as che illuitraiion of Uie piece
cntulcU " Lallaby,” and printed on page 95 of our December num*
ber, wa» ccedited to Miss Mary A, !Uichb\iry. The lincs are really
n cranslation from ihc Oerman, and Miss Laihbury only gave chcm
the pretty sctling with which they made thdr appearancc in “ St.

Nicholas.”

Stratpord, Conn., xI-~.

Dear Si. Nichoias: | have lakcn your nicc magaaine foF iRFe¢
years, and | like it very much. | think che "Tinkham Brolhert’
Tide-mill " is splendid. Mamma liked it very much, and she said

she ihoueht that Syl Batiland ought to have a kiss for telling.
FrankS. B.

RICBMONO, Va., 1883.
Dear St. Nicholas; | have been taking you for two years
My broiher cook you for me lase year for a Christmas gift, and |
hope ihat he will take it this year. | have a great many Christmas
and other cards- W ill not some of the readers please tell me how
to makc something;of them? | am lited of piciure scrap-books.
W ith best wishes fora happy Christmas,

Your consiantrcader, Bessie L.

In the " Letter-box” forlJanuary, 1883, we printed a letter from
F. H. P., containing siiggeslions for a Christmas-card firc-screcn.
It would be well, wc think, for Bessie L. and other girls who have
"a great many Christmas-cards,”
H. P. suggesis.

10 try che cxperlmeni which F

W ellsboro, Pa-
Uear St. Nicholas: | am quite an oid boy now — 18 lase week
— Isn't that oid? But now, lo tell the truih aboutit, I don’t like this
beiiig ao oid boy much; and 1 tell you 1 envy that grade of boys
who canjust boasc of ten or twelve yesu-s with their almost bound-
les8 fre6Tom. It's such a bother lo getolcl, anyway; yet we are aj-
ways desiring it, and 1 rather think we would have to, whether we
did ornot. | am as fond of the bright monlhly as ever- 1 have al«
ways retid it faithfully and defended n fearlessly. | suppose 1 should
be ashamed to say it, but 1 have become almost prdudiced against
other children'8 magazlnes. It sounds ridiculous ror me lo say;
" Boys, be Uttlc boy» as long as you can, for you'll soon have to be
big boys” and yet tt is proper enough, for I am a district school
teacher with two months' experience. | have never wriiten you a
letter before, though | have often intended to. It often seems to
me as if you were the médium of feeling belwcon all the boys and
girlsin the land. | wish you che friendship and love of all children

everywhere. Your CTue friend, E. S. P.

Rockpord, 111.

I want to tell you of a queer pet we had last summer. Stand*
ish, my oldest brother, got a young woodchuck in che woods, and
he tanted him so that he would snuggle up under his arm, and go
to sleep on his shoulder, and tease to be taken like a Ultle baby.
We allcalled him " Chucky,” because he would make sucha queer,
solcmn, litic under*gruund, chuckllng noise. He was real nice fora
few weeks, and then he got ugly and cross and snapped at us, and
finally he ran off, and we were Z | glad ofit but Standish. M. B.

“A Ship in the Sun.”

A corrcspondentwho has been reading the lettersin “ St, Nich-
oLAs” about "A Ship in the Moon,” writes to tell us about an
eqgiiully strange and heauiiful sight. He says:

1 have seen the Ship In ihc Sun from the deck of the United
SiACcs slc.*un*frigate Colorado, off the Atlantic coastofSpain. 'The
day had t«en stormy, but the wind was going down with the sun,
and had moderated toa " to'gallantbreeze— thatis, a wind which
will allow .1 vessel to spread tbc larger part ofher sals, The sea
was still [IOugh, hoNvever,and heavy gloomy-looking clouds croiiched
upon tho horizon, making the prospect for the niglu rather dismal.

Suddenly the clouds lifled for a moment off to the westivard, right
in the direction of ihc sctlingsun, and formed an arch of glowing
fire. whose light Ut up the turbulent sea. At this momenta ship,

LETTER'BOX.

with sails set, carne out ofthe gloom from the right, sailed majesiic>
silly across the glowiug arch, and disappeared in the gloom beyond.
| saw another ship in tho sull, in the Mediterranean Sea, or>a
clear beautiful evening, when waterand sky were placld and lovcij.
A ship crossed the disk of the sun jiust as it wa« sinking, and
it was a beautiful sighi. But it was not so impressive as theslép
m the sun wirich we saw while on the Atlantic. F.H. N.

E1gin, Deccmber3, 1883.

Dear St, Nicholas: | thought! would wriie and tell you about
our Mother Hubbard party.

My cousin from Texas ts visiiing me, and we tllought it would be
nevr and odd to liave a Mother Hubbard party. So the invitaiiinis
were given out, to be accepted only on condition that all of the
young ladies wear Mother Hubbards of some kind- When die
evening carne, it was a very pretty sight to see all the quaiiiily
attired liitle ladies, with theirh&rdone in high pufls, and powdeicd,
and w I dainty litie reticulos hanging on their arm.s.

The evening was pleasantly spent in game», dancing, music, uiid
recitadons from several of the number. | thought, perhaps, ilui
some of your young readcrs might like the idea, and hoping iticy
may derive as much pleasure from as | have,

I am, yours truly, M. W.

Mariposa, Scptcmbcr 16 ,18&3

Dear St. Nicholas: | wish very much to tell you how much
pleasure your magazioe hasgiven me.

I am founeen years oid, and Uve way up m the Sierra Nevada
mountains, In a pretty village c~led Manposa. It is very wati»
here in summer, &uta few miles further up it is cool.

Mr. Freemont published maps, with Mariposa marked as a c:y,
and Mariposa Creek a large river, with steam*boals on it, while h Is
not deep enough foreven a small boalL

| have taken St. Nicholas for five or six years; at first, my si‘ter
read it aloud for me, because | could not read myself. Six girls, m.
cluding myself, have a club called the Mariposa Sun*bonneis: wc
meet every Sunday at p y. m. and read a lltdc paper, for which
each of us writes something.

Another little girl and myself tried writuig storics;
leen, I, seventy-nine pages.*

I wish I could write as nice stories as those ihat are m St. iv
OLAS. But | don'tsuppose 1 evershall Yours iruly,
of the M. 4. B.""

she wrotc fu-

Sec.

J. C-—The lino you inention, "T he conscious water saw its (/"d
and bUished,” was written by Richard Crashaw, an Fnglbh p'ci
who lived during the firsthalfof the scventeenth century.

Etlten Chase,—We are inclincd to adoptyour suggesrion as t

the drawings. Please send addre»».

R, H.—Aulhorilies differ as to the mcasuremenis of ilie to«or
of Pisa. Appleton's Encyclopedia give» tlie height 179 fcet, oud
the diameter 50 fcet. Lippincott's Gazcttcer gives the heiglu 178
leet, and the diameter 50 feet. The English Popular Encyclopcuia
says the height is 179 fect, with a deviation of 13 feet from the per-
pendicular. It also gives che number ofstepsas 294, and the num*
ber of bells as 7. In Scribner's Monthly for Aiigust, 1874, may be
found an articlc hv Mr. W, H. Goodyear on the Jeaning lO'vcf,
which gives the height as 151 fcet.

Hartford, Ct., Dccember 3, 1883.
Dear St. Nicholas; | have taken the book (1 cali it abook, be-
cause | like thal fiame better than magazine) ever since it was first
publishcd, and I like it betterand bcitcr every year. | used U>read
the stories first, bul now | turn to "Jack " firstihing, and | miss him
very much in this December number. | am afmid he will notha'C
a Merry Christmas, because he did not have his customary uilk witn
us. | wish him one with all iny hearr, and you too. You do not
know how much good you do me. 1 can get matcrials forcomp>
:ations, little plays, fun, employment, work when | want it, ano
counticss other tfiings, u . N

I have a little black kliten, and my sister and 1 have taugbt it



iricki When she ivas a little mite of a thing, whenever she was
u,,"rvand > was nonvcnienc to give her imlk, we put herin a
UolrW containingcrackcre, andas soon as she got onc_we took

niuof the hag. She suon learned, so that she will go mio any
hae she aces and she loolts real cunning. Uutwe have 10 look out
forhier Slie willjump overanything wc hold out, even if ic is real
iiioh- and if we le.avc a door unlatchcd, she will acratch 11 opon.
«Kel Il jump on the sink and drink water front thefaucei, and when
iie hasjad enough she will play wiih the stream, and not mifld the
weidna.abii. Sheloves us all, and we all love her. lhavelolsof
rhinrs’ lo say, and could wnte ever so much mote. You know 1
h.voknownyon all your life, se to speak; but | muse not take tip
aav more of your time. W ishing you a very happy New Year, 1
am, yours mily, Jessie 1. M.

December 2, 1883.
DtAR St Nicholas: | have never written lo you before, ihougl)
vou have bcen given 10 me by a kind lady fot cighty » A few
veur- uiToibere wa$ a very mierestiiig articie, m one ot the numbers,
abnm lhe giani torpedees which can blowup ships, and u told where
soDie of them were siationcd. | remembered it, and this spnng,

whecn on one of the Fall River boais, | looked out for the place, nnd
iheru it was jusl as the story ssud; che words “ lorpcdocs! dont
anchar” " in greatletlers, and very few ships near che place. Can

voH icll me what kind of noiscsbeavers make, or whether they make
an\ ai all? lii abook my molher was reading, a person was said to
eouraund making “ queer liiile beaver-Uke noises,” and my moihcr
did »oi know what they were. 1 belong to an Aga-ssiz chapler.and
my Iffilhers 10 Iwo, and | was very glad to sec that a nolice of our
chrii>icr, NO. sx3. put in one of the numbers of bT. Nicholas.
Cainain Rcid’'s " T-and of F»re” looks very mee; 1 should tlunk aii
ib« hny~ would like it. 1 wa.s so sorry to hear of the author s acatli,
1 would be excccdingly obliged if you would answer my quesiion.
Yourvery much interested friend, Kuth iS.

U'u prefer to lee some ofour boys and girls answer lhe question—
which is a very good natural hislory problem, Who can nccuracely
desciibc for us the “ kmd ofnoise” thatbeavers make? Perhaps it
il,somewhatUke che “ queer, solemn, little undcr-ground, chuckling

noist' meniioncd by M. B. on the prcceding page.

Aleih, Mt, Lsbakon, Augusc 31,
Dear St. Nicholas: | am a IUtle girl who was born oh Mi.
Lebanon. My home has always been in Syna. | hke natural
hision-very much. A while ago | found some large worms on our
crapovincs; one was green, and the others were brown. lhe gree
onc'oon turned brown, showing iiself 10 be the saine kind as the
oiheis, | puc ihcm in an empty flower*pot unid they mate tneir

THE

Ni'la Pojipii-u s— butwhata w.ay 10 introduce alilie Fcbtuaiy
ulk .tbouithe prospecis of our A. A. 1 The only possible excuse is
that there is a rumor to Ihe effeclthal that gentleman was the first 10
imrotluce into the calendar this month, wiih its uiiceriaiit last day,
and [i5 more unceriain weather.

We feel ioyt that our friends will be parlicuUrly interested tITis
monch In two ihings: Dr. Warren's inosi generous ptoposiiion:
and khc suggestion oi the Nashua Clxapier for a general A. A- meet-
ing nc.vt summer.

ikvcral new chaplers are organizing, and two have been adm itied:

AV Meinlxrs. A ddress
548 Cranford, N. J. (A) .... 6..Miss Lotrie WaiMn.
549 Linlilhgow, Scotland (A )..b..Wnt. Warclrop, Gowan Coitage.

Onrtlas.cs in boiany and entorooiogy have been pleasantly con-

tludcd; and wc now have the pleasure ofopening to onr mcrnber.s a

clasd in praciical phyriology,
Thb Rbd Ckoss Class.

The sludy of anatomy, physiology, and hygiene, for lhe

purpo&o oi preventing or allevialing suffering and sickness.

In 704 a socieiy was organizcd ac Berne, Swiucriand. for the pur-
poseof allevialing sunering In war, Branches ha\e since been or-
in most civilized countries, and the scope of ihe work has
D«n Woadened so as to include civil and docnejdic suffering, the re*
Miltof war, pysiilence, famine, flood, fire, and the Uke. In honor lo
«m e, theRed Crosswas chosen as the badge ofthese sociclles, siiu
bya ciiiions coincidence, ihough for a diflerent reason, thatis also
ihcbadgc of the A. A.

pnircd
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chrysalids, and now onc has come oul a preliy moth.

brown, shadinginio darker sirlpes of browiu i like St.

very, very much. | read ji over and over again.
GBRTRt'nn F, P.

It is figlu
Niciku.as

lila Ashlon, LuciaT. Henderson, H, P. Holt, Dean S. Meaclmin,
H. A, I.., Blanchc Vars, Kittie Livermore, Cora C. Parrainore, M.
H.,J, Trix, May Hickersoii, Henrieita M. G., Fryiite D. llcwcu,
Clinton Franklin, Eddie N. Purdick, Yankee Boy, Constant Reader
(Chicago), Angie W, Myers, Lilue S. Smiih,
Margaret J, Wright, A. W. H,, A. S., Beliy Harrison, Mildred
Sarah Banks, len W. Soule, Mary A. Frick, Phil
Emidy,” and acores of othei-s: We wish wc could print
every one of your olee leliers, dear friends, bul for that a l.etter-box
of Adozen pages would be required. And we mitstbe conteni with
thaoking you onc and all for ihe iiucresting thingsyou lell us and
fur your hearty words about “ St. Nicholas,” We are more thaii
glad if, in so many ways, the magaeiue aids so many earncsi girls
and boys.

Howard Newmnn,

Harrison,
Migheis,

Books Recbivfi>

A Liitlc Girl Among the Oid Masiers."
cornmentby W. D.

W ith introducdon and

Howells. Boston; James R, Osgood Se Co.

True Tales for My By Sir Samuel W . Baker.

Grandsonb5.”

London: Macroillan & Co.

Firelighi Stories.” By Lonise Chandier Moukon. (IMuctraicd.)

Boston: Roherts Brother.s.
“ A Round Dozen.” Hy Siisan Coolidgc. Boston: Robcrts
Brothers.

Queen Victoria.” Her Girihoodand Womanhood, (Excmplary

Women Series.) By Grace Oreenwood (IUuslrated.) NuwVork:

Andetson & Alien.
“ Donaid and Dorothy,”

.By Mary Mapcs Dodge. Author of

Hans Brinker.”

Bosion: Roberis Hrolhers.
(Yoiing Folk's Hislory.)

adaptod, and conlinuedfiom Sirickland’'s

TheQueensofEnglaiid." AbridgecJ,

Quccnsof England.” Hy
Rosalie Kaiifman.

(lilustraied.) Bosion ; Estes S; L-auriai.
By Mrs.

Estes & Lauriat.

History ofl)ie Civil War." (Young Folk's Hislory.)

C. Emma Cheney. (lllustrated.)

Bosion;

"Rosy." By Mrs. Molesworth. Ulusctaled by Walter Craiie.

Lontloii; Macmillan & Co.

REPORT.

Realizing
ihe

ihe fact that *
Red Cross”
and suffering.

It is bciier to keep well than to mend,”
has endeavored iu health lo prepare for sickness
Fot this purpose, lectures and classcs have bcen held
in several cities lo instruct tliose interesied, in the carcof ihe sick and
in eiving * first aid 10 the injured.” ~ A

f1 has been ilmught that mcmbers of ihc Agassi?, Aasociaiion
miehtbe interested in ihiswork, and might be pleased to apply ihcir
knowledge of Natura! History to some jjraciical advanugec,
Red Cross Class.

Before efficicnt aid can be gii-en m sickncss, ihe human body must
be studied in its normal condilion of hcaltli, This study must in-
dude the construciion and forms of the parts ofthe body as mdiyid.
iialoreans andascom poitcniparisoracom plicnic organism.

and to
all such we open the '

lhisis
The sludy musstaUo mchide the functions of me
ur p)iysiology. Lessons in Elemcnmry
Aimtomy and Huxley's Eleracniary Lessnns m PhyiioloBy Will be
fuund uaeful as books ofrcference. i n u [
The courseis to exieiid tbroughsix montbs, anda»who complete il
siiccessfully shall receive a certiftcaie. To

called anatomy

varioii* otg.mts; Mivari'i

those furnishing sniis-
faciorv evidcnce ofability to pul into practico the instiuctions given
for " Firstnld in cases of accideni or eraorgency, a ccrtifitaic .sha»
be civen to ihateffect.

Each member of the class will be expected to wnie a short p,nper
on the topic assigned each month. Knowledge isto ~ obiamcd by
observaiion and study ofanimals and plaiils as individuais and m re-
iaiion lo man, and from books. Most physjcians Will he glad to give
.some chapters might wiih adv.-miagc
ihem a senes of lectuti»

infotmaiion when asked, and

regiieet a physiclan to give on anatomy

and physiology and emcrgencics. _

A manualwiU he prepared each monih conlaiinng an oulline ofihe
work for the month;
together with

and commenlLs will be added when
insiructions for

nccessary,

ihe pracucal apphcatinn of the faclLs

The instruction and ihe six manuals are free lo all. The suhject



for IhU month is "T he Skelrton; Bones, joinu, caiitparison be-
tiueen those 0/ losoer atlimals and nrau. Practical applkatioH.
Fractures, distocations, and sfraine. First treatinenl. A/tcr
ireatmeni.”

Charles Everett Warten, M, D
gecnerously vohinteered to conduct Giis ciftss, and to him all who de-
sire fo follow the couise, entire or in part, should aend at once iheir
narnes and addresscs, and a posiage stamp for the firstmanual

., 51 Union Park, Boston, has very

Nashaa, N.
wish very mucli

H.,
10 have

29, 1883.
a genera!

N ov.

Dkak M r. Bal

ard: We
meering of the A. A. hcld in Nashua.

Wc are making arrangements now, and think we can
through. Frbd.W. Grbeley,
Secretary Chapter si.

carry it

[Wc wish the Nashua Chapter all success tn its generotis and

wide-axvakc plan.1

ExCHANGBS, ETC.

Knglish and French flint for a meadow-lark's egg.— H. W . West-
woixl, 319 Market Street, Tren ton, N. J.

Mangaiiese (fine).— CaroUne S. Roberts, Sec. 522, Sharon, Conn.

Birds' eggs — R. W. Ford, Plymouth, Conn,

Shells and minerals for insects, Write first— C, L. Stcphan,
Pinc City, Minn,

Corrospondence.— W illieH .Black,301S.Broadway,St.Louis,Mo.

Fossiis for minerals and birds' eggs, blown tbrough one hole,
Correspondcncc.— F. H. Wentworth, 153 25th siccet, Chicago,

(Gocoons of Cccropla and Polyphcmus for cocoons of Luna or
other moths. Moths also for excfange.— Fred. Corregan, 47 E. 7th
Street, Oswego, N. Y.

Canadiah eggs, shells insecLs. minemls, and flowers. Chapter

355.— W, D. Sfiaw, 34 St, Peter Street, Montrcal, Can,

1000 cocoons of Prometheus, Cecropiaand Polyphcmus and spread
Prorncthea moths, forothers,— Chas. A. W jley, 862 Cass avenue, De-
troit, Mich,

Sea curiosities,

sec.,

coquina stone, star-fishes, and minerals for othur
and fossiis. Gamet geodc and trilobite particulrly de-

Ellen C. Wood, 140 School lafie. Gennantown, Phila., Pa.
Elghty-five varietics of Colorado minernkfor bird-skins, good

in sets, or insects — A. W. Anthony, 827 California st., Denver. Col.
Red sea bcans, two horncd beetlee, two June bugs, a mocking*

bird's egg and nesst, and two alllgators just from the egg.— K iiiy C.

Roberts, FU,

mineraU
sired.—

Blackwater,
Notes.
57. Spieiers were at one time classifled as insects, and ace stil so

called in common Now, however, they aro separated
from insects, cUssification s as foliows:

parlance.
and th.

(A riiciihxUs: Hnvhtg; (Ae Itody and nremhers nriiadated, Ko
hitem alskekioH.)

Insects.— Head, body, and .abdomen disiincti legs, 6; eyes, 2.

Spidcrs.— Head and body (ihorax) inseparable, but dislinct from

abdomen ; legs, S ;

M yriapods

eyes minute, 6-S.
.-manyfeet, 20-i>0, worm -like.

Crustaceans.— Body covered with a crusiaceous shell, like crabs,
etc,: eyes, a.
Worms.— Earth-worm, r.eech, etc. No feet.

Tite following are the best spidcr books:

I. J,H.Emmenon, Structure and Habits of Splders.
rate book on sptders.
Article on Arachnida in

Only sepa-

®

ninth edition Encyclopcdia Britannica.

This article with the book above is .sufficient to st'art.aperson in
the Science.

3. A great many oid works on entomology (Kirby & Spcncc, etc.),
when spidcrs wcre still remarks
upon them.

4. Hcntr, N. M .— Spiders of the United States

5.7ARepublication of the above by J. H. Emmerton, 1875, in publi-
cattons ofBoston Society of Natural Hiscory.

classed with Insects, contain

6. Spiders of New Kngland. by J. H. Emmerton. Just published.
7. M.any otiier isolaied publicatlons in reports on entomology and

agrictilturc, aswell as on surveysofparisofU. S., coutain isolated

sutemenlS on the «uhjeci,

j. 2, and 5 are sulficient for aU oidinary purposcs.

Dr. Aug, y. Forrste, Dayton, Ohio.

58-40,— The fame of che black frog-hoppcts menlioned in Note
40 is Ledra rtfa.— E, L, Stcphaft.

50. Sleep 0 /Pinnis.— Plants sleep when il Isdark, and tnusisleep,
or they dle. They can not sleep wcU if the c-artlilsdry, Mr. Dar-
win found that a plant that he watched could not sleep for lwo

Blue Bird —1
caught and put
comes every morning, lighis on

64.
been

saw a blue bird feeding its little one which had
The mother bird
the cage, and feeds her little bird
through tho witcs.— Carne Lamson,

in a cage wiih a canary.

Fairficid, lowa.

R ei'Orts from Chapthbrs.
472. Hazlelcn, W e have a paper every other woek, called
the-4. Infonner.— Th. F. McNair, Scc,

237. PuinisvUle, Conn.,~ .— W ¢ have
our town fair for our collection of cggs,”
Our metnbership has
Walkley, Sec.

3. Frank/ord, Pa., A, was the third chapter ofthe A. A. lo organ-
ize, and is still one of the mosl vigorous of al), having 69 mcmhers,
and having recenily taken the lead in
Philadelphia Chapters. By N long-coniinued error [l has been ad-
110, instead of No. 3.— R. T. Taylor, Sec.

448. Washington,J}. C., C.— W e have had threeinteresting ward«
— apairofcaubirds, rescued from abird’s-nester, and aCuban fire.fly
overan long, wlii “ Ughts” back of hk
Isabclla F. MacFarland, Sec,

Beverly, N. /.— W ¢ hope to prosper
last, although It would seem almostimpossible 10 do that,

taken the first premium ae
W e
Incrcased from six to

have start” a library.

iwclve.-Francés D

organizing a unién of all ihe

dresscd as No.

inch two eyes, Two new
members.—
388.

than

even more this year
We
learned a great deal from the essaya which have been brought
in, and which | have copied into blanx-books. W e sent 10L. L
Lewis, of Copenhagen, N. Y., for a small cabinci, and were so much
picased with
lighted.
Itwas remarkable to see how fastwe raised the money for thatcalij.
net. W e held a fair. The fatherofoneofour membersowncd avacani
housc, in a good partofthe town, which he kindly let us have. We
used the two back rooms .and the shcd. W e held our fair oncaficr-
noon,and evening, and wc cic.arcd over lliirty-five dollars. | wj>,lito
say In behalf of the sirls of our Chapter that ihcy must be a very

have

it thatwe sent fora large one, with which we are <le-

different kind of girls from those in the chapter where they *sit
around the room assUcntas Egypifan mummics,” Our girU have
learned how to talk, and are not afraid to show it,— Alice T. Lar-
penter, Sec.

Spearjish,Dakota.— | willwrite something aboutourvlcod.llrained
for onc day steadily, and then the time began. The Spc.irfi5ih iher
has a fall of So feet lo the milc, and it rose 8 feet. Oh, ii was
grand | Greatwaves, 10 foct high, would come right on top ot* i-ne

another, and make me frightened,
it, .and sat /or hours at a
sand trains of cars all going at once.
tones could not be heard.

Bntl soon grew accustomcil 10
lime watching it. It sounded like a ih' u-
A person speaking in coninji*n
W e had to shout, and then it was banl 10

understand whatwas said-—— Jeannic Cowgiil.
364. Brooklyn, D.— Two new members. Oiircabinet nowcotnains
over 100 minerals arranged In order, labeled, and catalogucd —

Ralph H. Pomeroy, Sec.
XT70. Norlh Brookfield, Mass.— \ am happy to say that egg cil-

lecting is notso popular am o,

discussed in our roeecings.

g us fts formerly, Birds* eggs art not
nave seen timesin the Sprmg wKeii it
mustlakejustonc of some rare nesl*fnU. I get
one irom an overthrown and descrled nest ofa Wiison's thrikh, and
thatwithoutbreaking the bw Cooke,

J32, Buffalo, ir,— wec the Arcbscological and Geological
nranch of the Buflalo Society of Natural Science, using their T oms
W ¢ h.ave no fees or dues. W e elect our membcnj
in secret scssion, and two negaiivc ballots reject a candidato. AH
members of the A. A, are cordially invited to our meetmgs, wbch
are hcld Mondays at 7,30 P. M., in theUbrary of the Natural Sci-

seemed as If |

.— Henry A.
form

forour mcelings.

ence .Society, in the Young Men's Ascoclailon rooms, comer Ingle
and Main streets.— A. L, Bencdict, Sec.
451. Sydney Mines, Caje Bretén Island.— have a new incin-

beT, and have made special study of boiany and entomology.—sM,

S. Brown, Sec. . .
493, B G falo, F.— Vie stlil have the privilege of meeting at tfic

State Normal School. W c havejolnetfthe other Chaptcrs here m
a unién meeiins hcld once each month. These meetmge« are o
creatinteres!,— M iss Lizzie Schugens, Sec.

~

Dcccmber 8, x88},

x68. Bufido. C.— W e have now fifrecn members; wc began wiih
five. W e are goingto try to have an entertainment 10 roisc money
Tora microRcopc.— Claire Shutileworth, Sec.

264. Oainesvile, Florida.— have obtained several spcimcns

ofonr beautiful Florida birds. Some of us have made woods a spc*

cialty, Onc has a fine little collection of snaiLs frotn the weci ano
south, and the lLast section has undcrtaken Ilie study oigeology*ano
ethnology. W c are made up ofyoung .and oid mcmbem, from (*m
down lo eightyears ofage, and among all the Interestis B

we can in any way assistany of our sister Chapters, we shall neoe-

nighis after being violenily shaken.— CA. log, Washington. lighted 10 do so.— Paul E, feolllns, Sec.
60, The rhinoccros h.is an arrangemenito deadcn But the ediiiorial shcars are opening. and we regrctfully
the concussion when his hom stcikes .nfloud body.— CA, tog. back into our crowded pigeon-holes enough equally inieresimg
6x. Plaimum is magnetic.— Ch. log. . . . .
6a. Silicon fs the most abundant clement except oxygen; 73% '[ttteiscofillmany pages ofSt. Nichoi-45,
ofthe ash ofwhcat siraw is Silicon.- Ch. log Addrcss aU Communications lo the Presidcnt,
63. Afits.— Vit h.avc noticed th.at ants are very careful lo bring Haulan H- Baltard,
insects into their holes head Arst.—Fairfieid, lowa. Principal of Lenox Academy, Lenox, Berkshire Co., Mass.



THE

THE

In each of tho ninc horizontal Unes of letters are concealed one or
By selecHng the rightword from each Une,a quotadon
Hamiet" maybe formed.

mrv words.

fioin "
does the snow-shovcl

c.P.

W hal Shakespearean actor rebus on the

represen|?

("l'MA BADE.

A usEFi'i. anide | 'm thought,
But fuU of airs and graces;
W ith ivory | am oft inwroiiglu.
And yet | wear two faces.
I 'm an abbreviation
Ofa goodly fiame
Borne by saiju and sinner, haply
You may bear the same
WHOLIX.
Born of dreams and fears and darknes»,

Dreadful forms 1 woar
Seek to touch
Vanish

me and | quickly

Inlo air

RinDLE-1iOX.

343

RIDDLE-BOX.

TAIZA(,

Each of ihe words described c6r-
lalos four letters. ‘I'he zigzag, begin-
ning ac the upper left-hand comer,
will spell the iame of an iilustiious
personage

I.Mcrchandisc. 2. Siaiion. D is-
guise. 4. A whip. 5. To whirl, 6
Gompact. 7. Rcdncss. 8. Torouac
9. A blemish. 10. A tribe. dycie.

KEVERSTBI/B OROW SES,

I. From i to 5, a portion; from s
lo X,asnare; from 2 to 5, surroundcd;
from 5 co 2. irim or ncat; from 3 lo 5,
pliinder; instrumeni;
va') from

catién of;

from 5 to an
1 9« to s, to suocrintecnd the oubli-
to 4, ihe
rising and falling ofwaier.
1. From 1|

5 lo t, to be full lo overflowing;

from s altérnale
lo 5>to encoiinier; from
from
2to5,aplaceoftraflic; from 5 1o 2,a coal wagén used in
some pares0/ England ;
3, lo sound, a»a hom ; from 4 to 5, 10 senti forth; from 5.
"EDABAGHA

from 3 to 5,to sound, aea hon”; from

ACKOTfiiTIC .

» 2 3 4
56 7 8

10 8, a
12, ariverof Italy;

celebrated mouniain of Greccc: from 9 to
16, a cornucopia. Theclclters.
represenled by the figures from x 10 4, from i to 13, and from

16 to 4 each spell ihe iame ofthe same famous man.

From s

from 13 to

CEORCR
CUO.S*»-\VOUn ENIG"IA.
My first is In heaven,but not in earlh,
My second, in valué, but not in worth;
M y third i» iu tempesc, but not in gale,
My fourth Is in mountain, buc not In vale;
M y fiflh is in jusilcc, but not in love,
M y sixth ib in fidcon, but not in dove;
M y seventh, in scrpcnt, but not In rod,
My wliolc is ihc fiame ofa Roman god
A SIIAKEBPEAUEAX NUTTEIICAI. EN'KOIA.
1 AM composed of fifiy-two leiiers, and am a quotation from
€.
" The 36%25-34 is plain as way lo parish d>urch."
"That sprightly Scot of Scols, 9-48-23*1-17-36*10, ihct runs 0"
horseback up a hill perpendicular.”
" Fair lady 28-16-5%*51*35-30-4, picase you, save tlie ibanks

this prince expecls.
“The dull T9-42-24 will not mend hib pace with bcaPng
Heaven take iny .soul, and 38-33-14-21*11-6-49 kccp my bones!
“ 52.15.45.40 hMh, my lord, a wallcl athis back, whcrein he puts
alms for oblivion."

"D o you see yonder 43-7-44-50-13 that's almost in sliapc of.a

camel?” - I . .
"It is the green*ey'd 22*2*i2-37-47-33*4X, which doth mock ine

meat it fceds on

"B e not loo 2r*8*3x-46 neither, but let your own discretion be
your tutor.”
"0 ! fcar him not; his 18*39-37-s-fo in that is out c. s, C-



A niHJ> J.ETTEK.

last June.
ihem,
interesting manner.

Dear Friend: Mary ran across a few orchids How
what they were, Then
nilcman told us aboui in a very
ve been having keen arciic weather.

Your»very tmly,

and a
W e

wc all wundcrcci borrowed

tfiem
*o. w, u.

In the foregoing letter are concealed the fiames ofihc birds shown
in the picture; but the letters forming tlie iames of the birds must
be read backward.

CBXTItATj ?<YNCOPATIONS AXI> KEMAINDERW,

letters,
the

The words are aU of equal length; and the syncopated
in the spell of a king,
downfall of whose emplre was predicted by the prophct Daniel.

I, Syncopale measures, leave large boles, a. Syncopate a
vision, leave a measurc. 3. Syncopate of a very dark huc,
Syncopate a part of the body, and
leave double. 6.

read order here given, wlil the fiame

and
and
leave

and leave an atiction. 4.

an insect. 5. Syncopate periaintng to a duke and
Syncopate the supposed matter above the air, and leave feur-fifths
of the sovereign called "the Great.” 7. Syncopate

flame of a

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN
Two Holiday Puzzles.
First Puzzle. Blow, bugles of battic, the marches of peace;
East, we«, north, and south, lei the long quarrcl
cease:
Sing che song ofgreatjoy that the angcls began,
sing ofslory lo God and ofgood will 10 man!

"A ChrUtinas Carmen," by J. G, W hituer,

Second Puzzle. Zigzag, Santa Claus. Cross*words: i, Sail.
2. FAns. ~ RiNd. 4.ColT. 5 CIAm. 6. ACre, 7. Last. 8,
<JAkc. o, DrUm. 10. Sums.
Pi. Chill air» and wintry winds f My ear
Has grown familiar with your song;
| heartrIn the opening year,
| listen and it cheers me long.
Woods in Winter," by H. W. LongfcUow,
Easv BKitKADtNG». Inltials of the beheadcd words, Lowell.
Cross-words: i. s-Low, 2. p-Ore. 3. s-Wing. 4. p*Eat. 5.

p-Lump, 6, f-lint,

Thk fiames of ihoso who send Solutions nrc piinted in the second

iwenty-two yards,
taininc coa fooc,
a.ad leave commands.
and Jcave a kind of
leave one who pcrforms.

and leave pari 0/ tbc mee. 8. Syncopale per-
and Jeavc a loud sound. 9. Syncopate fascciu

10. Syncopate a common ardele of fooci
nail. n. Syncopale one who siceps, dhJ
ts. Syncopate thin, aod leave the cap.

ital of Austria as che Ausirians spell it. 13, Syncopate acouniry
of Europe, and leave to cwlrl. 14. Syncopate conveyances, and
leave domesdc animals, ouokge s. ha\'TEr

BEHKAUE.II ItHVME?*.

Find a word 10 replacc the stars in the first Une which
may be successivcly bcheaded tu com plete each siibsequcnt
line.

I. Wec dined last Mooday wilh a *ce***.
Mother dcsited us 10
Because she saw us so ****s;

Who were the guests and who wns  **,
And what they said, and wore,
The Cable's form was like

And our host's namc bogan with

ai>d *ex.
a **,

Behind us

Oonward we marched.
A frenzied inob,
As if they knew wherein we
The warlike troops uninoved -«
As Bonapane his
My trusty ald*dc*camp was **,

*, he said.

who ravecd and

legibns ***,

W iiose home was near the w. a. 1l

ANA<dUAMS.

each of the following problems a definition of the original

wot” follows immediately the anagram made with its Ictteiz.

I'n

t. 1 roast no clnm; pertaining to heavcnly bodies. 2, 'Tic« all
bad: a singcr or writer of narraGve songs. 3. A car van; an
Eastcrn convcyancc. 4. L. getadeed; commissioncd. 5. Apure
onc: an inhabitanLof Europe, 6, Can't | fast? grotcsque,

F. SINOLF-TON,
DIAMO X I».

x. In Hercules. 2. Conducted- 3. Very open and dehcue
febrics. 4, Worldly. 5, The town in Holland in which WiHinrn,
Prince of Orange, was assassinated in 1584. 6. Was seated. 7.

In Hercules, roiun hood ™

DOUHEE ACICOWTJC.

M v primais namc an English coln;
ing imperial. Primais and finais together fiame an aromacic hcrb.
tAROSS*wowDS: I. 3. A doct

my finais form a word mwn.

To emit. s. A sound reverberated.

ofships. 4. Agirl'.s fiame. 5. A smallship’s*boai. cyrildban)
THE JANUARY NUMBER.

RiIMLCSS W iiBEL, From i to 8, Yuletide; from 1 lo 9, Yawn;
from 2 to 9, Upon; from 3to 9, Lawn: from 4 to 9, Ebon: fami 5
to 9, Tern ; from 6 to 9, Iron ; from 7 10 9, Dean: from 8 lo y,
Even. _

Geoc.rafhical Hour-Glass. Ccntr.als, Afghamscan. Cross.
words: 1. SouthAmpton. 2, FairFicld. 3. BruGgen. 4. Rallia.
5. PAn. 6, N. 7.Wls. 8 PeSth. 9. Sanu Fé. 10. BarbAdi>cs
Tx. AusieNviUe.

Central Syncopations, %ncopalcd letters, Si. Nichola»
Cross-words: x. Be*S-et. 2, Uc*T-cr. 3. Ri-N-se, 4, Pa-bnc
5. Sc-C-ts. 6. Ac*H.cs, 7 st*U*op. 8. Pl-L-es. 9. Sp-A.m.
10. Po-S-ts. Chakade. Hour*glass-

Niamewcal Enigma.
Come, ye coid winds, at January's cali,
On whistling wings, and with while flakcs bc*sirew
The earlh. The Months," by John Ru»kin.
M agic Square, Readingacross: first Une, 94)/*44‘ second line,
6.5.7.3; third Une, 4*8*i-8; fourth line, 2-4-9-7.

number after that in which the puzzles appear. Answer.s should he

atidrcsscd to Sr. Nicholas * Ridd)e-box," care of The Centus, Co., 33 East Seventeenih Street, New Yorlt Cily._
Answebs to Aii. THE Pi'zzt.ES IN THE NovEMBEB NcMUER were receive ,
—_ Sistem Twain F. and H. Davis— P. S. Clarkson — S- R- T.— Jenny Hrooks-
Oowdecr, Jr.”'— S. I. Hall and Dora Wcndel — Giertie and Lou— Saidie and Mai— Jen.. . ce . .
AnntJulia, and Windsor"-T h e StewartBrowns-C. L M --'"Walnuc’'’~-Anan Amold-Professor Shrewsbury-Oracie an"i M
Greenc— Frcd Thwaits— “ Pariners® Pa, Ma, and | ''— Mamie Hiichcock— Walter Angeli— Jennie K.— Two Siibscnbci
®Dndc''— C. S.C.— Hugh and Cis— Charles H. Kyie— Madeleine Vulteo— Pinmo and Jack— Minnie B. Muixay— Papa and onsic
Francis W . Islip— Clara J. Child — Lily and Agnes. .
A nsivers to P ¢ZZLES in THE N ovemdér NirMRER were received, before November 20, from Frank 1- Kellner,
McHride,a-H . ). H.,a-J]. Maudz Bujbce, o— Gerirude Cosgravc, 5— G. Ib,Jr., i-Joseph C.Russ, Jr., a - PiofeMorano lo.,
-1 L anri Stamn. a— Wm. M. Richard». Olioimit ana rr
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