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AMONG THE
BY NOAH

Many years ago, whcn | was a Boy' Emigrant,
slowh travei-sing tlie continent, .a party of us one
day \vere very much surprised by an unexpected
siglit shatwe met in thé valley of the South Platte.
Wcliad been traveling through aii'unknowii and
filmost trackless countfy. Only the tracks of the
whes.'lIs of emigrant teams ahead of us, and the
occnsional wreck of a wagén left behind by other
com))anies, gave any sign tliat civilized people had
ever passed that way before. Where the traveler
inthe West nowfindsflourishing towns and villages,
.we fiiund nothing but endless and monotonous
prairies, rolling in long, sraooth, wavy outlines,
day after day. Descending one of these gentle
declivities about noon, we beheld before and below
us, fceding in a grassy plain, a herd of small horses.
They werc mostly of a bright chestnut color,
altliough mafiy were curiously dappled with patches
of white, red and brown. We were delighted by
the sight.- Thcrc were no signs of man to be seen.
Nol even a solitary horseman stood guard over the
herd. We had heard of the wild horses of the
West. Probably this was a wandering drove of
thosc ljeautiful creatures that had been detaincd
herc by the luxuriant grass on which they were
feeding tranquilly, and without any suspicion of
the approach of man. As far as the eye could
reach, there was no human habitation, and we
knew that no emigrants could have been on the
trail with so many horses as these without our hav-
ing hcard of it. News travcicd back and forth on
the emigrant trail just as it docs in villages.

MUSTANGS..
BROOK.S.

Our wagons were some distance behind us, and
the only lariats we Had were with them. We knew
enough about wild horses, or mustangs, to know
that we must be wary and crecp up unperccived in
order to throw the lasso, or lariat, slip-noosc fash-
ion, over the head of the creaturc designad fot cap-
ture. But, wliilc we waited for the coming of the
wagons, we decidcd that we would make a littlc
exainination of the field. There were three of us,—
Arlliur, Toni, and myself. So we crcpt cautiously
down the swalc of the prairie and tricd the effect
of showing ourselves to the grazing herd. To our
great surprisc, the horses gave no signs whatever
of fright. The mustang in bis native State is veiy
easily scarcd’ and “ stampeded.” It often happens
that a drove of horses, peacefully feeding, will takc
fright at some trifle, or at a mere whim, as one may
say, and as soon as one or two start off wildly, the
entile herd will join in the flight as if pursued by
some deadly eiiemy. They may be alarmed by
the passing of a wolf, or by the playing of the
moonbeams among the undcrbrush ;— no matter
what the cause of their alarm, they fly like the
wind, crashing and plunging over One another,.wild
with terror, and blindly scattering far and widc
over the country. This is what the frontiersman
calis a stampedc.

But our appearance among the great herd graz-
ing on the banks of the South Platte did not create
any alarm. The keen-sighted animals lifted their
heads, snorted gently, as if saying, “
do ?” and went on with their feeding.

How do you



“Why, | bclieve they are tame horses !” whis-
pered Arty.

“ Nonsensc,” repliedToni,alsoloweringhisvoice,
“thcre 's no company on the plains, that we 'vo
heard of, with more than one liundred and fifty
horses; and theremustbe at least a thousand in that
gang. Whoop ! Whoop 1” he suddcnly cried, and
at thesound, theanimals gazedatus and then moved
slowly away toward a belt of tirabcr near the river.

Finding that the hcrd showcd none of that fear
of man which | had been taught to believe that all
wild creatures havc, the mystery deepcned to me.

CAUGHT. "

W ¢ passed throughthe company of horses, a lanc,
or passage, lieing formed forus 1)y the animals thera-
sclves, as they moved away on each side from our
immediate ncighborhood. Then Tom cried :

“ See, boys, there 's another drove beyond !”

He was right; for on looking, we beheld another
and even larger company of horses grazing jiist r-i
the othcr side of the timber belt.

As we alinost breathlessly made our way throurii
the trees to explore this new wondcr, 1 sturabld
upon two Indians lazily lying on thcir blankn i
but watchfully regarding the herds. Pretty so'n
we met two or three more who were similarly ocr i.
pied. The mystery was explained. These wt e
Indian ponics. Screened from the rays of ilo
summer sun, the watchmen were keeping guard :n

their usual silcnt fashii i.
I do not know what wo’ id
have happened if welid
made any attempt to ¢ o
ture one of the Indnn
horses. It is vcry v« ly
that wc should havc liid
troublc very quickly. Tlic
Indian always suspects die
whjte man, and whitc I>-ys
aro no bettor than wi ite
men in thcir eyes. 'Ve
asked the Indian guaidi-
ans of theherd where Ky
carne from, and they -iir-
lily replied;

“ Heap way off. No
grass therc.”

The spokesman of ihe
party gave us a very kw
items of intelligence al.- ut
themsclves. Hepointc-ito
the south, and we cair.". to
the conclusion that t.iey
were Arapahoes, as ilie
tribe then lived in Uiat
region of the country. -nd
the dress and fantastic d c-
orations of the speciiv.cns
bcfore us were like Ih'»se
of some Arapahoes
we had met before.

After this, we frcquoi.ily
sawm ustangs, both in tiicir
native and in their taiaed
State. But never again did
we come quito SO near pro-
voking a fight with the
lawful owners of a herd.
The riches of a tribc of
Indians largcly consist in

the herds of ponics that are possessed by the whole
company, or group of families. When a cnier dies,
his wnr horses are sacrificed at hisgrave; and when
he buys a wife or a covetcd rifle, he pays the price
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in ponies. When a company of Indians moves
camp for a long distance, the great herd of ponies
is iisually sent on before, only those needed to
carrv the “ plunder” be-
ing hept behind. The
Indian pony, or mustang,
ismore easily tamed than
ihe wild horse of Asia,
but is less intelligent and
tragable when he has
bei.’i fairly reduced to
boiidage.

I:i droves of tens of
thoasands, the wild horse
of North America for-
mciiy loved the plains
from Western Nebraska
to .México. Even within
avery few years, the na-
tivt' American horse was
to > met with as far
nonli as the forks of the
PlaiioRiver. Buttheset-
tler.'ient of the country
has crowded the wander-
ilig lierds farther south,
and now they inay be
fouiidonly in Texas, New
Mc.\ico, and in regions
far to the south-west.
Tlk Mexicans who live
aioiig the ljoundary lino
of Texas, Arizona, and
Ne', México are most
esp.rt at catching these
wil.l and timorous creat-
urts, They throw the
iassi) with amazing dex-
terily. Riding at full
spced, the Mexicans ca-
reo]- over the plains like
wild men, whirUng their coiled lariats, or lassos,
ovui their hcads as they fly. Their horses are cov-
ertii with foam, and often bleeding from the cruel
spurs with which they are urgcd on. The earth
treinbles under the tramp of many hoofs beating
Ihc solid ground, as pursuer and pursued gallop
madly far and widc. Suddenly the iariat sings
throtigh the air, its noose opens itself and drops
over the head of a terrified fugitive, the hunter’s
stced instantly braces itself with its forefeet and
drops onitshaunches so as to make an anchorage,
as itwere, for the caught mustang. And there
is no escape now for the captive.

The hunter next blinds his prize, takes a turn
of the lariat around its forelegs, forces a heavy
hit iuto its mouth, and at once begins to “ break”

it to the saddle. How do you suppose the poor
mustang fcels when it finds itself saddled, bridled,

and straddled by a tyrant man? In vain it
ATTACKSD 8Y WOLVES
“ jiimps stiff-legged,” phmges, and *“ kicks.”

No animal in the worid has so many tricks and
antics as a newly capturcd wild horse ; but man,
its conqucror, is equal to all of these. In a few
hours, the poor beast, so lately a free and careless
creature, a wild rover of the boundlcss plains, is
rcduced to abject subjcction. Its spirit is broken,
and though it may stil retain some of its native
viciousness, it is the slave of its owner. Hence-
forth it nevcr forgets the lasso. It knows and
dreads the sight of one ; and if it escapes, there is
very little difficulty in catching it again. But its
rider, too, miist never forget that ihe hapless
captive is only half-tamcd. He must watch it
narrowly; for often afterward, when he least sus-

pects such insubraission, the steed he rides will



try to throw him, and will struggle under the saddlc
as if it were but newly snared.

But man is not the only enemy that the wild
horse dreads. On the outskirts of cvcvy herd hang
droves of wolvcs, waiting for the downfall of some
one of the sick and feeble. When hard pressed
by hunger, a band of wolves will boldly attack
a mustang, the wholc band concentrating their
ferocity and skill upon one doomed creature.
They will often circle around an animal that the)’
have sclectcd for their prcy, as if the whole matter
had been agreed on beforehand. The terrified
mustang, snorting with fear and excitement,
plimges away from the main herd, harried at
every jiimp by the hungry wolvcs, which snap at
its heels and leap onits flanks, back, and
slioulders, growling and snarling madly. The

long as he Uves. How he issues his orders, and
how he takes counsel from others of his compan\-,
no man can tell. But the captain of the band is .a
very distinctly marked character. He is every indi
a leader, and he is always at the head of tic
column. He is on guard, too, when the young
wild colts are being reared. It is he that giv<,
warning on the approach of a foe, and he has to
fight for his own supremacy, sometimos, wh<n
turbulent spirits appear among the herd.

A duel between rival mustangs is a fascinatirp;,
but nota pleasant sight. They bite, kick, and rush
at each other like mad horses. One could hardly
imagine that horses could be so like lions and tigt-rs
as are these mustangs when enraged. The sot;nd
of their cries and shrieks may be heard far acrnss
the prairie, and the combatants will often be sean ed

IN A ULIZZAIID

mustang stops, rears, plunges, and finally sinks,
though still struggling, in the midst of its ravcn-
ous foes. Mcantime, the rest of the herd of horses
has been scattered by the attack, far over the
prairies, and it may be many hours, cven days,
before they are rallied again into their usual
compact inarching order, under the leader of the
band.

The leadcrship of a drove of mustangs is deter-
mined by the superior prowess and cndurance of
the candidatc. So far as we can judge, the herd
selects its leader, and he is implicitly obeyed as

and lame for days from woimds receivcd in these
fights.

The mustang has a hard time of it in winter
In the more northcrly of the haunts of the wild
horse, snow falls to a great depth, at times, and
scanty picking does the hungry animal get whcn
the succiilcnt bunch-grass is covcred with fleccy
folds. One may see the herd, at such times, paw-
ing away the snow and nosing among the hillocks
for food. Nature has been kind to the wandering
bison and mustang, however, for the grass is
sweet and nutritious all through the winter. The



sagacious mustangs know just whcre to look for
the hidden stores of food, and find the dry and
hay.like tufts by scraping off the snow that keeps
thcm sheltered for their use.

Orertaken by a snow-storm of bitter severity, or
a ‘-blizzard’’ (as such a storm is called in the
West), the mustangs suffcr greatly. Often a storm
of snow and wind, sweeping down from the north,
prc\ails for fifty or sixty hours. The air is filled
with partiéles of fine dry ice and snow. The wind
blows a gale, and thcre is no abatement, no lull,
for days at a time. Thoése who have never experi-
enccd the forcé and penetrative quality of a “ bliz-
zard,” can not appreciate the discomfort that
covcTS a storm-swept prairie in the dead of winter.
No garment can resist the dagger-like stabs of
the coid, and no structure is secure against its
searching blasts. The poor mustangs huddle to-
getlier, with their heads turned from the direction
of the wind, crowding ci6se to be warmed by each
otho’s bodies, shivering with coid, and scarcely
stiiring for many hours at a time. If the hunter
chances to pass a hcrd at such a time, he would
have no difficulty in catching any desired number
of the half-frozen beasts. But no man ventures
OouE in such a perilous storm, except on errands
of the direst neccssity. The sheltevless mustangs
are often unable to find the slightcst screen from
the icy wind, and thousands of them thus miser-
ably perish cveiy ycar. Tlie wild, free life of the
untamed horse of the western prairies has its dark
side as wcll as its sunshine and joy.

.riie wild horse of Amej-ica, although now native
to the soil, is descended from the tribes of wild
horses that still love the plains of Central Asia.
When the discoverersof this continent first landed,
there were no horses anywhere in either North or
South America. Centiiries before, the horse had
becn introduced into Eiiropean countries from
Asia, and had becorac coramon all over that conti-
nent. When Columbus arrived here on his sccond
voy.age, in 1493, he was accompanied by one
Cabsea de Vaca, who bvought with him a number
of horses. These were subscquently landed in
Khji‘ida, although Columbus and his other com-
panions, notably Dionza de Ojeda, introduced
horses into the islands which we now cali the W est
Indios. But the first horses of which any mention
is inade as having becn landed in what is now a
portion of tbc United States, were those taken to
Florida.

Cortez took horses with him tn
the conquest of México,
conquest of Pera. The

assist in
as did Pizarro in his
natives were greatly

affrightcd when they beheld these strange ani-
mals. At first they supposod that the man and
the horee \vere one complete creature, something
like the centaur of which wc read in ancient fablc.
And when they saw the ridcr dismoiint and disen-
gage himsclffrom his stccd, theiramazement knew
no bounds. They had already lookod upon the
white men as descended from hcaven ; the ability
to ride, and to dismount from, horses sccmed to
the simple savages a supernatuval gift.

A mounted cavalier, or a man-at-arms, ciad as
the invaders were, in glittcring armor, must have
been avery terrible sight to the Indians. In course
of time, the savages lIcarned that the horse was an
animal that had been subducd by man, and that it
was a sepdarate creature ; but they long dreaded
the horse of the Spaniards asa beastof prey. And
when the horses escaped from their masters, and
made their way into the freedom of the forcsts, as
they did after a space, the natives avoided thcm as
something tobeshunned. Thequan-eling Spaniards
neglected their steeds, which soon found homes
on the plains of México, South America, and the
unexplored interior of North America. From
these cscaped animals have sprung the wild horses
of America, The mustang, as the native horse of
the North Ameiican continent is iisually called,
is generally of a bright chestniit color. The horses
marked with odd colors and patchcs are called
“ pinto,” or “ painted,” by the Mexicans, and
“ calicé” by the Amcricans. The mustang is
smaller than the domesticated .American horse;
for we must rcmember that the larger horses now
found in our stablcs are the direct dcscendants of
later importations from Europe, while those brought
by the early explorcrs, having been allowed to flee
to the wildcrness, there founded the race now known
as the native horse of America.

Arty, Tom, and | disciissed all these things as
we sai on a rise of groimd beyond the grazing
herd of Indian ponies, and regarded the pretty
sight below US in the valley of the Platte.

“ Well,” said .Arty, with something like a sigh
ofsatisfaction, “ I 'm glad we did n’t try to capture
one of those mustangs before wc discovered the
Indians. They would have killcd us, | suppose.”

Tom looked wisely at the horses, and said;

“ But it’s mighty curious to think that the
Spaniards are all gone nut of the country, and tiiat
the Indians are left with the Spaniards’ horses.”

“ Yes,” | said, “ the Western Indians and these
mustangs are the solé survivors of the early fights
that marked the coming of the Spanish con-
querors.”



THTRD

By Looisa

“ My turn nOw,” said W alt, as they assembled
again after a busy day spent in snow-balling,
statue-making, and tumbling in the drifts that still
continued to rise on all sidos.

“ Here is just the story for you and Geoff. You
are getting ready for college, after years of the best
schooling, and it will do you good to hear how
hard some boys have had to work to get a little
learning,” said Grandma, glancing at the slip that
W alt dresv from the basket which Aunt Elinor held
out to him, and from which Lottic had drawn the
story of “ Tabby’s Table Cloth,” told last month.

“ This is a true tale, and the man became
famous for his wisdom, as well as much loved and
honored for his virtue and interest in all good
things,” added Aunt Elinor, as she bogan to read
the story of “ Eli’'s Education.”

Many years ago, a boy of sixteen sat in a little
room in an oid farm-house up among the Con-
necticut hills, writing busily in a book made of
odd bits of paper stitched together, with a cover
formed of two thin boards. The lid of a blue chest
was his desk, the end of a tallow candle stuck into
a potato was his lamp, a mixture of soot and
vinegar his ink, and a quill from the gray goose his
pen. A Webster's Spelling-book, DUworth’'s New
Cuide to the Knglish Tongue, Daboll's Arithmetic,
and the American Preceptor, stood on the chimney-
piece over his head, with the Assembly Caiechism
and Ne”v Teslainent in the place of honor. This
was his library; and now and then a boirowed
P'ilgrim's Progress, Fox's Rook of Marlyrs, or some
stray volume, gladdened his heart; for he pas-
sionatcly loved books, and scoured the neighbor-
hood for miles around to feed this steadily increas-
ing hunger. Every penny he could earn or savc
went to buy a song or a story from the peddlers
who occasionally climbed the hill to the solitary
farm-house. When others took a noon-spell, he

read under the trees or bv the fire. He carried a

SPINNING-WHEEL

STORY.
M- Alcott.

book in his.pocket, and studied as he went with t.ie
cows to and from the pasture, and sat late in Lis
little room ciphcring on an oid slate, or puzzling Ins
young brain over some question which no i<ie
could answer for him.

His fathei had no patience with him, called him
a shiftlcss dreamer, and threatenedtoburn the he-
loved books. But bis mother defended him, for
he was her youngest and the pride of her heart; so
she Ict him scribble all over her floors before -he
scrubbed thein up, dipped extra thick candies l'or
his use, saved every scrap of paper to swell bis
little store, and firmly believed that he would i.irn
out tire great man of the family. His brotlurs
joked about his queer ways, but in his sisters he
found firin friends and tender comforters forallliis
woes. So he struggled along, working on ;be
farm in summer and in a clock shop during'he
winter, with such brief spells of schooling as be
could get between whiles, improving cven tl“'se
poor opportunities so well that he was letter-wi ucr
for all the young people in the neighborhood.

Now, he was writing his Journal very slowly, out
very well, shaping his Ictters with unusual gr.ice
and freedom; for the wide snow-banks were uis
copy-books in winter, and on their whitc pagcs he
had learned to sweep splendid capitals or link -}1-
lableshandsomely together. This is what he \m >
that night, with a sparkle in the blue eycs aiul a
firin folding of the lips that made the boyish lace
resoluta and manly.

“ 1 ain ssl in my own mind ihal | get learning. 1 sce not How,
but mywill is slrong.and Mother hopcsforto make a acholar of me.
So, pisase God, we shall do it.*

Then he shut the little book and put it carcfully
away in the blue chest,with pen and ink, as if they
were very precious things; piously said his praters,
and was soon asleep under the homespun coverlet,
dréaming splendid dreams, while a great bright
star looked in at the low window, as if waiting to
show him the road to fortune.



And God did please to help the patient lad;
only the next evening carne an opportunity he had
ncter imagined. As he satplaying “ Over the Hills
and Far Away ” on the fiddle that he had himself
m.ide out of maple-wood, with a bow strung from
tbj tail of the oid farm horse, a neighbor carne in
to talk over the fall pork and eider, and tell the
novs.

"Efyou waht ter go over the hills and far away,
Eh, here 's the chance. 1 see a man down to
W jodtick who was askin’ ef | kncw any likely
yo ing chap who 'd like to git 'scribers for a pious
bi.k he wants to sell. He 'd pay for the jéb when
tlv fiames is got and tho books give out. That'’s
ruilier in your Une, boy, so | calk’lated your daddy
wo lid spare you, as you are n't much ofa hand at
shi-ckin’ corn fior cartin’ pummace.”

eHaw ! haw !” laughed the big brothers, Am-
brose Vitruvius and Junius Solomon, as neighbor
Tcrry spokc with a sly twinkle in his eye.

Dut the sisters, Miranda and Pamela, smiled for
jo\, while the good mother stopped her buSy
wlv.'e! to listen eagerly. EIli laid down his fiddle
aivl carne to the hearth where the others sat, with
such a wide-awake cxpression on his usually
thoughtful face tliat it was plain he liked the idea.

« 1'll do it, if Father’ll let me,” he said, looking
wUtfully at the industrious man who was shaving
axc-handles, for the winter wood-chopping, after
hi; day’s work was over.

esWal, | can spare you for a week, mebby, It's
nol time for the dock shop yet, and sence you 've
hc'id o’ this, you wont do your chores right, so you
mav as wal see what you can make of peddlin’.”

*Thank you, sir; I'll give you all I get to pay
for my time,” began Eli, glowing with pleasure at
the prospect of seeing a little of the world; for one
oi his most cherished dreams was to cross the blue
hills that hemmed him in, and find what lay be-
ytind.

Guess | can afford to give you all you 'll make
this trip,” answered his father, in a tone that made
the brothers laugh again.

Boys, don’t pesterEli. Every one has n't acali
to farmin’, and its wal to foller the leadin’s of Provi-
dence when they come along,” said the mother,
striking the smooth, brown head at her knce; for
Eli always went to her footstool with his sorrows
and his joys.

So it was settled, and next day the boy, in his
hoinespun and home-made Sunday best, set off to
see his employer and sccure the job. He got it,
and for three days trudged up and down the steep
roads, calling at every house with a samplo of his
book, the Rev. John Flavel's treatise on Keeping
The Heart. Eli’'s winning face, modest manner,
and earnest voice served him well, and he got

many fiames; for books were scarce in those days,
and a pious work was a treasure to many a good
soul who found it difficult to kcep the heart strong
and cheetful in troublous times.

Then the books were to be delivered, and, anx-
ious to save his small earnings, Eli hircd no horse
to transport his load, but borrowed a stout, green
shawl from his mother, and, with his pack on his
back, marchcd bravely away to finisli his task.
His wages were spent in a new prayer-book for bis
mother, sinart handkcrcliief pins for the faithful
sisters, and a good store of paper for himself.

This trip was so successful that he was scizcd
with a strong desirc to try a more ambitioiis and
extended one; for these glimpses of the world
showed him how much he had to learn, and how
pleasantly he could pick iip knowledge in these
flights.

“ What be you a-brewdin’ over now, boy ? Get-
tin’ ready for the dock shop? It’s 'most time for
winter work, and Tccry says you do pretty wal
at puttin’ togethcr,” said the farmcr, a day or two
after the boy’s rcturn, as they sat at dinncr, all
helping themselves from the large pewtcr platter
heaped with pork and vegetables.

* 1 was wishin’ 1 could go South with Gad Upson.
He '’'s been iwice with docks and notions, and wants
a mate. Hoadley fits him out and pays him a good
share if he does well. Couldn’t I go along? |
hate that oid shop,and I know | can do somcthing
better thanput togcther the iusidesofcheap docks.”

Eli spoke eagerly, and gavc his mother an ira-
ploring look which brought her to second the mo-
tion at once, her consent having been already won.

The brothers slared as if Eli had proposed to go
up in a balloon, for to them the South seemed
farther off than Africa does nowadays. The father
had evidently been secretly preparad, for he showed
no surprise, and merely paused a moment to look
at his ambitioiis son with a glance in which amuse-
ment and reproach were mingled.

* When a hen finds she ’'s hatched a duck’s egg
it 's no use for her to cackle; that duddin’ will
take to the water in spite on her, and paddie off,
nobody knows where. Go ahead, boy, and when
you get enough ofjunketin’ 'round the world come
borne and fall to work.”

“ Then | may go?” cried Eli,
mug of eider in his excitement.

His father nodcled, bcing too busy eating cab-
bage with a wide-bladed grecn-handled knife to
speak just then. EIli, red and speechless with
delight and gratitude, could only sit and beam at
his family till a sob drcw his attcntion to sister
Pamela, whose pet he was.

“ Don’t, Pam, don't! I'll come back all right,
and bring you news and all the pretty things |

upsetting his
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can. | musigo; | feel as if I could n’t brcathe
shut up here winters. | s’pose it’s wicked, biit 1
can’'t help it,” whispcred Eli, with his arm ai'ound
his buxom eighteen-year oid sister, who laid her
head on his shoulder and held him tight.

“ Daughtcr, it’s sinful to repine at the ways of
Providence. | see a leadin’ plain in this, and ef /
can be chirk when my dear boy is goin’, 'pears to
me yon oiight to keep a taut rein on your feelin’s,
and not spile his pleasure.”

The good mother’s eyes were full of tears as she
spoke, but shc caught up the end of her short
gown and wiped them quickly away to smile on
Eli, who thanked her with a loving look.

“1t’s so loncsome when h e’s not here. W hat
will we do evenings without the fiddle, or Eli to read
a piece in some of his books while we spin ?” said
poor Pam, ashamed of her grief, yet glad to hide
her tears by affecting to settle the long wooden
bodkin that held up her coils of brown hair.

“ Obed Finch will be comin’ along, I guess
likely, and he’ll read to you out uv Eli's book
about keepin’ the heart, and you ’'ll find your 'n
gone 'forc you know it,” said Junius Solomon, in
a tono that made pretty Pam bhish and run away,
while the rest laughed at her confusién.

So it was scttled, and when all was ready, the
boy carne home to show his equipment before he
started- A very inodest outfit— only two lin trunks
slung across the shoiilders, filled vitll jewclry,
combs, lace, cssences, and small wares.

“ 1 hate to have ye go, son, but it’s betterthan
to be mopin’to hum, gettin’ despcrut for books and
rilin’ Fatber. We ’ll all be ivorkin’ for ye, so
be chippcr and do wal. Kecp steddy, and don’t
disgrace your folks- The Lord bless ye, my dear
boy, and hold ye in the hollcr of His hand !”

Her own rough hand was on his head as his
mother spoke, with wct eyes, and the tall lad kissed
her tenderly, whispering, with a choke in his
throat:

“ Good-bye, Mammydear; I’ll rcmember.”

Then he tramped away tojoin his mate, turning
now and then to nod and smilc and show a ruddy
face full of happiness, while the family watchcd
him out of sight with minglcd hopes and doubts
and fcars.

Mails were slovv in those days, but at Icngth a
Ictter carne, and here it is, a true copy of one
written by a boy in 1820;

“ NoRPOIi-K, Va., December 4th.

“ Ho>JOUED Parékts : | wriie co inform you | am sa/e here and to
work. Our business is profitablc, and 1am fast learning; the Quirks
and Turas of trade. We are going to the eastern shore of Va., cal-
culadng to be gone six wceks. The inhabitants are sucbibie and
hospttable, and you need not fear I sliall suffer, for I find many
aimost fathers and muthcrs among ihese good folks.

“ Taking our traoks, we travcl through the country, cntering the
houses of the rich and poor, offcring our goods, and carning our

wage% by the sweat of our brows- How do you ihuik we look'/
Like two Awkward, Hotoespun, Tugging Yankee peddiers ? No, that
isnol the case. By people of brceding we are ireated with politu.
ness and gentiHry, and ihe low and vulgar we do not seek. For my
pait, I enjoy traveliog more than | expected. Conversaiion with
new folks, observing manners and customs, and secing the World,
does me great good.

“ 1 never meta real gentleman till | caine here. Their hospttalliv
allows me to see and copy their fine ways of acling and speakin;,
and they put tlie mcst Basbful ai ease, Gad likes the maidA anJ
stays in the kitcben most times. 1 get intothe Ubreriesand read whvri
we put up nights, and che ladics are most kind to me eveiywhere.

“1'm so tal), they can’t believe | 'm only sixteen. They aren'u
pretty as our rosy-faced girls, but their ways aro elegant, and so are
cheir clothes, tell Pam.

“Whon I think how kind you were to let me come, | am full vf
gradcude.” | made some verses, one day, as | waited jn a havel for
the rain to hold up.

“ To conduce to my own and parenls' good,

Was why 1 left my home;

To make their cares and burdcns less,
And try to help them some.

'T was my own cholee to earn them cash,
And get them free from debt;

Before that 1 am twenty*one
Ti shnll he done, T hei.

My parenls they have done for me
What | for iheni can never do,

So if | serve thcm al! I may,
Sure God will help me through.

My chief dcUght, thcrcfore, shall be
To earn them all I can,

Not only now but when thnt 1
At last am my own man.

~These arethe genuino Sentimenisoi yourson,who reiurns thank<
for the many favors you have heaped upon him, and hopes lo tepw
you by his best Endeavors. Accepttbis letier and the incloscd smill
sum as a loken of hw love and respeci.

“ Tell ihe.girls lo wrilc. “ Your diitiful son, Eni*

In reply to this carne a letter from the anxioiis
mother, which shows not only the tender, pitu®
nature of the good woman, but aiso how mudi
need of cducation the boy had, and how well ji®
was doing for himself:

“Affectionate Son : We wasveryglad to receave your leitev. 1|
feal vcry anciious about you lhis winter, and how you are a doui™
You cannotknow a mother’sconcern for )ier boy wen he is fiiraway.
Do not git into bad habbits- Take the Bible for your rule and gnicie
lo variue. | prayfor yout prosperity in all spiritall and temporr.iU
things, and leavc you in the care of Him who gave you breaih;i .1
will kecp you safe.

“ W c are all well, and your father enjoy.? his helih beticr than Li*t
ycar. | visitcd Unele Medad a spciJ Jast week. 1 am providcil
with a horse and shay to ride to ineatin. Mr. Eben Welton cook
our cow and givc us his oid horse. Captain Sicphcn Harrini-i' n
was excomrnunicatcd last Sabbath. Pamely goes away to leam
drefismakin soon. | misirust Mirandy will take up with Fcnrrl
Jlaskell; he is Gkely, and comes ircqucnt. | wish you had heen
here a Chiisimas. Wc¢ had a laige company to dinner, and 1 gH
some wheat flowerand made a fine chickeu pyc. Eli, I hope yuu
attend meatin when you can. Do not trifle atvay tbeholy day »
vane pleasures, but Uve lo the glory of God, and in the fear tf
your parents  Father suid tbc whlie colt. He was too spirity, imd
upsat Ambrose and iilgh brokc his be.nd. His nose is sCill black.
Dear .son: | mis.? you every lime | sel .aplatter in your place. I
your closc warm and suffiiieiii? Put your stockin round your thmuU
if SOM Do you git good cyder to driuk? Take the Pennyryal if
you fcal wimbly after a long spell of travil. The glrls send love. Ko
more now. Wright .soon.

“ Your mother, Hannah Gardener.”

“p.S.— Liddy Finch is married Our pjgs give us nlne hunderd
poiuid of primo pork.”



Many such letcers went to and fro that winter,
and Eli faithfuliy reportad all his adventurcs. For
be had many, and once or twice was in danger of
losing his life.

On one occasion, having parted from his mate
for a day or two, wishing to try his luck alone, our
\nung peddler found himself, late in the afternoon,
approaching the Dismal Swamp. A tempest arése,
adding to the loneliness and terror of the hour.
Tire cypresses uprooted by the blast fell now and
then across the road, endangeting the poor boy’s
htad. A sluggish stream rolled through tanglcd
jimipers and beds of reeds, and the fen on citlier
side was full of ugly creatures, lizards, snakes,
and toads, while owls, scared by the storm, flew
wildly about and hooted dismally. Just at the
hcight of the tumult, Eli saw three men coming
touard him, and gladly liastened to meet them,
hoping to have their company or Icarn of them
wlicre he could find a shelter. But their bad faces
daunted him, and he would have hurried by with-
out speaking if they had notstopped him, roughly
demanding his fiame and business.

The tall stripling was brave, but his youthful
(&ce showed him to be but a boy, and the con-
scifiusness of a wcll-filled purse in his pocket made
him anxious to escape. So he answered briefly,
and tried to go on. But two mcn held him, in
spiio of his struggles, while the third rifled his
pockets, broke open his trunks, and took all that
was of any valué in the way of watches and jcw-
elr\-, Then they left him with a cruel jokc about
a good journey and made off with their booty. It
was the first time poor Eli had met with such a mis-
hap, and as he stood in the rain looking at his wares
sc.ittered about the road, he felt inclined to throw
hiinselfinto the creck and forget his woes there
among the frogs and snakes. But he had a stout
heart, and soon decided to make the best of it,
since nothing could be done to mend the matter.
Gatliering up his bedraggled laces, scattered scent-
biittlcs, and dirty buttons, pins, and needlcs, he
irudged sadly on, feeling that for him this was
indeed a Disraal Swamp.

“ 1 told you we 'd better stick together, but you
wanted to be so dre’dful sniart, and go stramashin’

off alone in them out’'n the way places. Might
'a* known you 'd get overliauled somcrs. | always
did think'you was a gump, EIli, and now |I'm

sure on’'t,” was all the comfort Gad gave him
when they met and the direfil tale was told.
‘““What shall 1 do now?” asked the poor lad.
“ -My notions are n't worth seliing, and my money’s
gone. 1'll have to pay Hoadley somehow,”
mYou'd better foot it home and go to choppin’
punkins for the cows, or help your marm spin.
I voiv I never did see such a chap for gettin’

inco a mcss,” scolded Gad, whowas a truc Yankce,
and made a successfiil tradev, even in a small way.

“ We'll sleep on it,” said Eli, gcntl)', and went
to bed very low in his mind.

Perhaps a few tears wct his pillow as he lay
awakc, and the prayers his mother taught him
were whispercd in the silence of the night; for
hope revived, comfort carne, and in the morning
his serene face and sensible plan proved to his
iratc friend that the “ gump” had a wise head
and a manly heart, after all.

“ Gad, it isjust the time for the new almanacs,
and Alien wants men to sell 'em. 1 thought it
was small business before, but beggars must n'tbe
choosers, sol 'm going right ofT to offer for the joh
'round here. It will do for a start, and if I''m
smavt. Alien will give me a better chance may be.”

“ That's a fust-ratc plan. Go ahead, and 1’'lt
say a good word for you. Alien knows me, and
books is in your line, so | guess you 'll do wal if
you keep out’n the mashes,” answered Gad, with
great good will, having slept off his vcxation.

The plan did go well, and for weeks the rosy-
faced, gentle-voiced youth inight have been seen
mildly offering the new almanacs at doors and
shops, and at Street corners, with a wistful look in
his blue eyes, and a courtesy of manncr that at-
tracted many customers and earncd many a dollar.
Severa! mates, envying his fine handwriting and
pitying his hard luck, took lessons in penmanship
of him and paid him fairly, whereat he rejoiced
over the hours spent at home, flat on the kitchcn
floor, or flourishing splendid capitals on the snow-
banks, when his nose was blue with coid and his
hands half-frozcn.

W hen the season for the yellow-covcred Alma-
nacs was over, Eli, having won the confidence of
his employer, was fitted out with more notions, and
again set forth on his travcls, armed, this time, and
in company with his townsman. He prosperod
well, and all winter trudged to and fro, secminglya
common peddler, but rcaily a student, raaking the
world his book, and bcnt on learning all he could.
Travel taught him gcography and history, for he
soon knew every comer of Virginia ; looked long-
ingly at the ancient walls of William and Mary
Collcge, where Jcfferson and Monroe studied;
where young George Washington rcceived his sur-
veyor’s commission, and in his later years served
as Chancellor. In Yorktown, he heard all about
the siege of 1781, saw Lord Cornwallis's lodgings
and the cave named for him ; met pleasant people,
whose fine spcecliand manners he carefully copied;
read excellent books wherever he could find them,
and observed, remcmbcrcd, and stored away all that
he saw, hcard, and learned, to liclp and adorn his
later life.



By spring he set out for home, having slowly
savcd enough to repay Hoadley for the lost goods.
But as if Providence meant to teach him another
lesson, and make him still more prudent, humble,
and manly, a sad adventurc befell him on his way.

W hile waiting for the coaster that was to take

nearly drowned EIli by clinging to his legs as he
went down. Freeing himself with difficulty, Eli
tried to save his friend; but the current swept
the helpless man away, and he was lost. Hur-
riedly dressing, Eli ran for aid, but found him-
self rcgarded with suspicion by those to whom he

"TWO MEN HELD HM WIULB THE THIRD RIFLED HIS POOKETS AND BROKE OPEN HIS TRUNKS"

them homc, he one day went in swimming with
Gad; for this was one of the favorite pastimes of
the Connecticut boys, who on Saturday nights
congregatedbythc scoreat a pond called Benson’s
Pot, and leapcd from the spring-board like circus
tumblers, turning somersaults into the deep water
belo'v.

It was too early for such sport now;
was very coid, and poor Gad,

the water
taken with cramp,

told his story; for he was a stranger in the plmc
and certain peddlers who had gone before had Icii
a bad fiame behind them.

To his horror, he was arrested, accused of mor-
der, and would have been tried for his life, if Mr-
Alien of Norfolk had not come to testify to his
good character, and set him frce. Poor Gad’s
body was found and buried, and after a montiTs
delay, Eli set outagain, alone, heavy-hearted, and



vei7 poor, for all his own little savings had been con-
siimed by various expenses. Mr. Hoadley’s money
was untouched, but not increased, as he hoped to
have it; and rather than borrow a penny of it, Eli
landed barefooted. His boots were so oid he
threw them overboard, and spent his last dollar
for a cheap pair of shoes to wear when he appeared
at home, for they were not stout enough to stand
tr.ivel. So, like Franklin with his rolls, the lad
ate crackers and chcesc as he trudged through
the city, and set out for the far-away farm-house
among the hills.

A long journey, but a pleasant one, in spite of
his troubles; for spring made the world lovely,
haliit made waiking no hardship, and all he had
seca in his wanderings passed before him at will,
like a panorama full of color and variety.

i.etters had gone before, but it was a sad home-
coming, and when all was told, Eli said ;

Now, Father, i 'll go to work. 1 ’'ve had my
wish and enjoyed it a sight; and would go again,
but 1 feel as if 1 ought to work as long as | can’t
pav for my time.”

That 's hearty, son, and 1'm obleeged tp ye.
Hcar what Mother 's got to say, and then do
whichever you perfer,” answcred the farmer, with a
nod toward his wife, who, with the girls, seemed full
of lome pleasant news which they longed to tell.

'T ’'ve sold all the cloth we made last winter
for 1good sum, and Father says you may hev the
spcjidin’ on 't. It will be enough to pay your
botird down to Unele Tillotson’s while you study
with him, so 's 't you kin be gettin’ ready for col-
legu next year. | 've sot my heart on 't, and you
must n't disapp’int me and the girls,” said the
goiid woman, with a face full of faith and pride in
hei boy, in spite of all mishaps.

‘ Oh, Mammy, how good you be!
seein as if | ought to take it. But 1do want to
go!” cried Eli, catching her round the neck in
an ocstasy of boyish delight and gratitudc.

Here Miranda and Pamela appeared, bringing
their homely gifts of warm hose and new shirts
made from wool and flax grown by the father, and
spuii and woven by the accoinplished housewife.

A very happy youth was Eli when he again set
off to the city with his humble outfit and slendcr
purse, though Father still looked doubtful, and the
brothers were more sure than ever that Eli was a
foo) to prefcr dry books to country work and fun.

A busy year followcd, Eli studying, as never boy
studied before, with the excellent minister, who
soon grew proud of his best pupil. Less prepa-
ration was needed in those days, and perhaps more
love and industry went to the work; for necessity
isa stem master, and poor boys often work won-
ders if the spark of greatncss is there.

It don’t

Eli had his wish in time, and went to college,
mother and sisters making it possible by the
sale of their handiwork; for the girls were famous
spinners, and the mother
the countiy around. How willingly they toilcd
for Eli! rising early and sitting late, cheering
their labor witb loving talk of the dear lad’s prog-
ress, and an unfailing faith in his future succcss.
Many a long ride did that good mother take to
the city, miles away, with a great roll of cloth
on the pillion behind her to sell, that shc might
pay her son’s college bilis. Many a coveted pleas-
ure did the faithful sisters give up that they might
kecp Eli wcll clothed, or send him some country
dainty to chcer the studies which seemed to them
painfully hard and mysteriously precious. Father
began to take pride in the ugly duckling now,
and brothers to brag of his great learning.
Neighbors carne in to hear his letters, and when
vacation brought him home, the lads and lasscs
regarded him with a certain awe, for his manners
were better, his language purer, than theirs, and
the new life he led refined the country boy till he
seemed a gentleman.

The second year he yielded to temptation, and
got into debt. Being anxious to do credit to his
family, of whom he was secretly a little ashamed
about this time, he spent money on his clothes,
conscious that he was a comely yoqth with a great
love of beauty and a longing for all that cultivates
and embellishes character and life. An elegant
gentleman astonished the hill folk that season by
appearing at the little church in a suit such as the
greatest rustic dandy never imaginad in his wiklest
dreams,— the tall white hat with rolling brim,
Maiseillcs vest with watch-chain and sedis fes-
tooned across it, the fine blue coat with its brass
buttons, and the nankecn trouscrs strapped over
boots so tight that it was torture to walk in them.
Armed with a cafie in the wcll-gloved hand, an
imposing brooch in the frills of the linen shirt,
Eli sauntered across the Grecn, the observcd ofall
obscrvers, proudly hoping that the blue eyes of a
certain sweet Lucinda were fixed admiringly upon
him.

The boys were the first to recover from the
shock, and promptly resented the transformation
of their former butt into a city bcau, by jeering
openly and affecting great scorn of the envicd
splendor. The poor jackdaw, soraewhat abashcd
at the effect of his plumes, tried to prove that he
felt no superiority by being very affable, which won
the lasses, but failed to soften the hearts of the
boys; and when he sccured tlio belle of the village
for the Thanksgiving drive and dance, the young
men resolved that pride should havc a fall.

Arrayed in all his finery, EIli drove pretty Lu-

the best weaver in



cinda in a smart borrowed wag6n to the tavern
wlierc the dance was hcld. Full of the airs and
graces he, had learned at college, the once bash-
ful, awkward Eli was the admired of all eyes
as he pranccd down the long contra-dance in the
agonizing boots, or played “ threading the needle”
without the least reluctance on the*part of the
blushing girls, to pay the fine of a kiss when the
players sung the oid rhyme :
“ The needle’s cye "o one can pasa;
The thread that runs so irue—

It has caught many a pretty bss,
And now il has ciiught you.”

But liis glory was short-lived, for some encmy
maliciously drew out the linchpin from the smart
wagoén, and as they were gayly driving homeward
over the hills, the downfall carne, and outthey both
went, to the greatdamagc of Ell's city suit and poor
Lucinda’s simple finery.

Fortunatcly, no boneswere broken, an'd picking
themselves up, they sadly fooled it homo, hoping
the mishap would rcmain unknown. But the
rogucs took care that Eli should not escape, and
the whole neighborhood laughed over thcjoke;
for the fine hat was ruined, and the costly coat
split down the back in the ignominious tumble.

Great was the humiliation of the poor student;
for not only was he ridiculecl, but Lucinda would
not forgivc him, and the blue eyes smiled upon
another; and, worst of all, he had to confess his
debts and borrow money of his father to pay them.
He mcekly bore the stern rebuke that carne with
the hard-earned doliais, but the sight of the tears
his mother shed, even while she comforted him,
fillecl him with remorsc. He went back to his
books, in a homespun suit, a sadder and a wi;iser
boy, and fell to work as if resolved to wash out
past crrors and rcgain. the confidence he had lost.

All that winter the wheels turned and the loom
janglcd, that the rolls of cloth might be increased,
and never was the day too coid, the way too long,
for the good mother’s pious pilgrimagc.

That surainer,a man carne home to them, shabby
enough as to his clothes, but so wonderfully im-
provcd in other ways tbat not only did the women
folk glowwith tender pride, but father and brothers
looked at him with respect, and owned at last there
was somcthing in Eli. “ No vacation for me,” he
said; “ | must work to pay my debts, and as 1 am
not of much use here, I TI try my oid plan, and
peddle some money into my empty pockcts.”

Jtwas both comic and pathctic to see the should-
ers that had worn the fine broadcloth, burdened
with a yoke, the hands that had worn kid gloves,
grasping the tin tiunks, and the dapper feet trudg-
ing through dust and dew in cow-hide boots. But
the face under the oid straw hat was a manlier one

than that .which the tall beaver crowned, and the
lieart under the rough vest was far happier than
when the gold chain glittered above it. He did so
well, that when he returned to college his debts
were paid and the family faith in Eli restored.

That was an eventful year; for one brother mav-
ricd, and one went off to seek his fortune, the
father mortgaging his farm to give these sons a
fair start in life. EIli was to be a minister, and the
farmer Icft his fortunes in the hands of his wife.
who, like many another good mother, was the mak-
ing of the great man of the family, and was content
with that knowledge, leaving him the glory.

The next year, Eli graduated with honor, and
went home, to be received with great rejoicing, just
twenty-onc, and a free man. He liad longed for
this time, and planned a happy, studious life, pre-
paring to preach the gospel in a little parsonagc of
his own. But suddenly all waschanged;joy tumed
to sorrow, hope to rioubt, and Eli was called to n -
linquish liberty for duty, to give up his own dreanis
ofa home to keep aroofover the heads of the dear
mother and the faithful sisters. His father died sud-
denly, leaving very little for the women folk besidi.'
the independence that lay in the skill of their omn
thrifty hands. The eider brothers coukl not olfcr
much help, and Eli was the one to whom the pour
souls turned in theirhour of sorrow and anxiety.

“ Go on, dear, and don’t pester yourself abom
us. We can find food and firin’ here as long &,
the oid farm is ours. | guess we can managc lo
pay offthe mortgage by-and-by. It don't secm as
if 1 could turn out after livin’ here ever sense 1
was manied, and poor father so fond on 't.”

The widow coveted her face with her apron, ami
Eli put his arms aboiit her, saying manfully, as he
gave up all his fondest hopes for her dearer sala-;

“ Chccr up, Mothér, and trust lo me. 1should be
a poor fellow if I allowed you and the girls to want.
after all you 've done for me. 1 can get a school, and
carn instead of spend. Tcaching and studying
can go on together. 1'in sure | should n’t prospcr
if 1 shirked my duty, and 1wont.” The three sati
women clung to him, and the brothers, looking at
his brave, bright face, felt that Eli was indeeda man
to lean on and to love in times like this.

“ Well,” thought the young philosopher, “ tlic
Lord knows what is best for me, and perhaps this
is a part of my education. | 'll try to think so,
and hope to get some good out of a hard job.”

In this spirit he set about tcaching, and pros-
pered wonderfully, for his own great love of learn-
ing made it an easy and delightful task to help
others as he had longed to be helped. His inno-
cent and tender nature made all childrcn love him,
and gave him a remarkable power over them; so
when the first hard months were past, and his



clTorts began to bear fruit, he found that what had

sccmed an affliction was a blessing, and that teach-

ing was his special gift. Filial duty swcetened the

task, a subraissive heart found happiness in self-

sacrifice, and a wise soul showed him what a noble

and lovely work it was to minister to little chil-
;— for of such is the kingdom of heaven.

For years EIli taught, and his school grcw
famous ; for he copied the fashions of other coun-
tries, inventcd new methods, and gave himself so
cntirely to his profession that he could not fail
of success. The mortgage was paid off, and Eli
made frequent pilgrimages to the dear oid mother

whose staff and comfort he still was. The sisters
married well, the brothers prosperad, and at thirty,
the schoolmaster found a nobler mate than pretty
Lucinda, and soon had some little pupils of his
very own to love and teach.

There his youth ends; but after the years of
tcaching he began to prcach at last, not in one
pulpit, but in many all over the lantl, diffusing
good thoughts now as he had peddied small wares
when a boy ; still learning as he went, still loving
books and studying mankind, still patient, pious,
dutiful, and tender, a wise and beautiful oid man,
till at eighty, Eli’'s education ended.

THE LITTLE
GIRL WHO

WOUuULD N'T
SAY “0.”

Ry Mary A. Lathbury.

A LITILE girl
n't say “ 0"
{She was learning her
lettcrs, you know);
And the very same

would

night
She awoke in a
fright,
For the Letter-land
King on his throne
Said “ O” in a thun-
derous tone,—
And it startled her
S0
That she quicklysaid
“ Ol
And the little girl’s

troublc was done.
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BLOWN OUT TO SEA.

By C. F.

Probably
one of the
mostwelcome
sounds of
spring is the carol of the birds. The rich bell
notes of the robin are heard among the first; other
birds soon follow, and so punctually and regularly
that a gentleraan in Connecticut for scvcral years
has predicted the day of their arrival with but a
single error, and that of only twcnty-four hours.
How little we think of the real ineaning of their
sudden appearance ! To usitis the end of winter;
they bring us word of the spring that scems
journcying north with them j but to the birds, itis
the end of a long, tireseme pilgrimage.

Many of our birds fiy several thousand miles
every autumn, passing not only over Florida,
wh'ere they inight find perpetual summer, but over
the Gulf and far beyond into the great summer
land of the Amazon ; after a short stay, rcturning
again to the North, some pcnetrating to the ex-
treme shores of the Arctic seas. How the small
birds fly so great distances is almost incomprehen-
sible, but I have seen many of our small feathered
friends on che little Key of Tortugas, two hundred

BIRDS RESTIRO ON A BUOYV

I-IOLDER.

kisherman's nOAT.

miles or more from Cape Florida, the jumping ' T
place of the United States. Great fiocks of tliun
would alight upon ihe walls of the fort, cspeci iili
during storms, evidently thoroughly tired ; but
the next day they were up and away off over ilie
great stretch of the Gulf and the Caribbean Su.
Numbers of tho English birds and many fiom
Northern Europc make yearly voyages down luio
tho African continent, and careful observcrs st.ne
that they have seen the great storks, so comi.mn
in Germany, moving along higli in the air, b«ar-
Lng on their broad liacks numbers of small birds
that had takcn frce passage, or were, perh,i])s,
stealing a ride. In these wonderful migrations
many birds are blown out to sea and lost, «mie
otbers become so faligued and worn out that they
will alight upon boats. A New England fisherm.m,
who in tho autumn follows his calling fourteon or
fifteen miles out from shore, informed me that
nearly every day he liad four or five small birds as
companions. They had wandered off from shorc, or
were flying across the gi-eat bay on the lower coasl
of Maine, and had dropped down to rest. One
day the same fisherman fell asleep while holdmg
his line, and upon suddenly opening his eyes.



there sat a little bird on his hand, demurely cock-
in ' its head this way and that, as if wondering
wiicther he was an oid wreck or piece of drifi-wood.
Thus it will be scen that birds are obligad to adopt
all kinds of expedients and to form strange fricnd-
ships at such times.

Many.of my readers who visit the sea-shorc in
the summer months are familiar with the great,
rouiid, glassy jelly-fishes that are washed up on
th, beach, the tentacles of some of which are
paiiiful stingers. During July particularly they are
couiinon, and a glance down into the clear blue
wa; ;r will always be repaid by the sight of one or
rni‘ie raoving meteor-like along. The jclly-fish or-
dinirily to be met with is aslarge as a dinner-plate,
with fantastic pink and white streamers ten or
twelve feet long; but, as in most other families,

FLAMINGO RRSTING OK THE DACK OF A

diere are giant jelly-fishes — such huge fellows,
tliat their comrades and relations seem entirely
dwarfcd by them. Such a jelly-fish is the Arctic
Cyanea, or Cyanea Arctica, u'hich, though cora-
mon in northcrn watcrs, is also occasionally found
off the Massachusetts coast.
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W hile the disk of the ordinary jelly-fish is as
large as a dinner-plate, that of the giant jelly-fish
is seven or eight feet across, and of a consistency
firm enough to stop a boat. From beneath the
disk curtains of jelly appcar to hang, and from
among thcm extends away a mass of fantastic and
many-hued streamers, perhaps two hundred feet,
so that the enonnous creature rcsemblcs at night
a greatcometin the sea. Its folds, margin, and ten-
tacles gleam with phosphoresccntlight that streams
from it like a halo, and, as it moves laboriously
along by the rising and falling of its disk, the tenta-
cles streaming behind, itmight almost be mistaken
for the reflection of some flaming metcor in the sky.
Very often these great jelly-fishes lie at the surface
of the ocean, with their upper portion exposed and
the tentacles streaming below to attract some vic-

SBA*TLfRTLE.

tira.
coast.

Such a onc was seen off the New England

From the deck of the vessel the observers
saw several birds hovcring in the air, then aliglit-
ing evidcntly on the water. Thcre was but little
wind, and as they slowly drcw near they found a

huge Jelly-fish floating at the surface, perhaps
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asleep, while on its broad back a numbcr of sand-
pipers were running about, now leaping into the air
as a wave struck them, then dropping upon their
strange resting-place, and pecking at it, as if under,
the impression that they were on a small island.
In this, howevcr, they were rudcly disappointed;
without a sccond’s warning, the great disk sank
bencath the surface, Some of the birds re-
ceived a ducking, others were left float-

ing, but in a moment all were whirling

away over the water, displaying their sil-

very breasts in a flashing, glcaming chain.

The obliging jelly-fisli had probably been

IURU RBSTINC ON THE FIS <H

pecked too hard, and with one great undulation
had suddenly sunk, turned, and moved away.

In the same waters was formerly found In great
numbcrs a great shark called, among many flames,
the “ baskcr,” from its habit of apparently sleep-
ing on the water, its back and dorsal fin cxposed
to the sun. Two hundred years ago, vessels were
sent out froin various ports in Maine, and from
Provincctown, to capture these sharks, as they did
whbales, for their oil, and so closely were the sharks
pursued, that their numbers became more and
more reduced until now they are comparatively
rare except near Icelancl.

W hile lying asleep, or basking, the basker’s up-
per fin was often used as a rcst ljy various birds,
who probably mistook the siecping shark for a log
or an oid piece of wrcck, and so did not hcsitate to
take possession, arranging themselves along the
dorsal fin, where they were perhaps soothed by
the gentle rolling of the great fish ; at least, they
seemed to cnjoy it, and presented a curious appear-
ance. Others stood upon its back, leaping here
and there to avoicl the waves that rolled against
the living islet.

Birds frcquently make similar use of the great
Orthagoriscus, or Sunfish, found along our coast.
This fish in appearance is almost round, the tail

apparently a partofthe solid body, while

from above and below extend two long

fins. Such a creature would necessarily

be an awkward traveler, and so slow arui

lethai-gic is it, that 1 have seen a boat puli

up to one that was rolling to and fro in the

sea-way, and the fisherman delibcrately

thrust his gaff into the fish’s mouth.

Then, liowcvcer, it awoke, and made as

terrible a fight as any fish weighing

Uvehundred pounds or more could,

— tuggingand hauling, and grind-

ing its powcrfu! fins against the

frail dory in a manner

that threatcn-

ed the planks;

butitwas sonn

mastered and

mdraggedin. Inthc

Mediterranean, uc-

cording to some naturalists,

they are called moon-fislics,

from their wonderful luminos-

ity, as they gleam and glow in

the water like the full moon; ;ind,

as their bodies scintiilate like silver

during tbc day and are covered by a thick

gclatinous substancc, it is not at all improb-

able that they form one of the most wonder-,

ful exhibitions beneath the sea. The skin, or

hide, of the fish is put to a curious use by the

childi-en of the Maine fishermen, who cut

pieces of the puré white gristle, and, winding

them with cord, find the balls thus made excelicnt

subscitutes for rubber balls, as they bound and re-
bound when thrown upon the ground.

The great fin of the sunfish, resembling so
much a piece of broken spar, is always spied by a
tirecl or lazy bird, which quickly settles upon it, if
the sea is quiet, and the fish not rolling. A few
years ago, 1 was prcsent when one of the largcst
of these fishcs ever observed was captured, at the
mouth of the St. John’s River. The bar acrow
the mouth of the river is less than ten feet in
dcpth at low tide, and, in trying to swim in, the
great fish fairly ran aground. The boats put
out, and, by means of harpoons and ropes, it
was finally secured and carried up the river.
When mounted and upright, it mcasured nearly
tweive feet from the tip of one fin to that of the
other.

On the Gulf sido of Florida, especially down
among the coral rccfs and keys that grow out from
the great peninsula, the loggerhcad and grcen



‘''"PEUS ALIOHTINO UPON A OIANI" JKI.LV-HS1

UIRD5 ALIGIITING UPON A "RASKER SUAIIK."

turtles are very common, and thcir capture forms
a large business among the inhabitants of the
various keys. A not uncommon visitor is the
great leather turtle, that ofien weighs fifteen
hundred pounds. In their ranvements the log-
ger-head and leather turtle are much like the
sunfish, being extrcmely heavy and slow. When
not alarmed, they move along with great deliber-
ation, and often evidently fall asleep, lying upon
the surface, their backs presenting a resting-place
to any tired bird that may come along.

Once, during a heavy gale from the east, a party
of spongcrs inan'opon boat weie driven off shore,
and so fierce was the hurricane that thcir only
hope was to keep the boat before the wind and
run out into the Gulf. F.or fnur or five hours the
hcadlong race was kept up ; but finally the wind
abated, and by early morning the sea was as
smooth as glass, a pcculiarity often noticed therc
after a gale. They had been carried far out of
sight of land, and were well-nigh wom out, when
one of the spongers exclaimed that they were near-
ing shore, and soon the cutiré party saw a familiar
sight that seemed to signify a rcef— a flamingo
standing motionless in the water. Asthe boatdrew
near, the bird raised its graccful neck, straight-
cned up, and stretchcd its wings as if to fly;
then, seeing that they were not going to molest it,
itrcsumed its position of sccurity. To theii aston-
ishment, the men soon pcrceived that, instead of
resting on a recf, the bird had alighted on a huge
leather turtle that \vas fast asleep upon the water.
Indecd, the flamingo svas in distress, like them-
sclves, having been blown o(T shore by the same
storm, and it had evidcntly taken refuge on tire
siecping turtle. The men did not attempt to dis-
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tiirb it, and their last view as they piiUed away to
the east was of the flamingo attempting to lift one
leg and go to sleep, an act which the undulating
niotion of the floating turtle rcndered well-nigh
impossiblc.

Birds have been seen to alight upon the back ofa
whale in northern waters whcn it was moving along
at the surfacc, probably for the puvpose of feeding
upon the innumerable barnacles and crustaceans
that often completely cover these great creatures.
And sedis and walruses are in like manner fre-
quently made the bearers of feathered passengers.

It is seldom, however, that birds will venture to
retain their position upon moving animals. But
such an instance, and a remarkable one, has been
observed at the Galapagos Islands, where nearly all
the animals, birds, and reptiles are characteristic
or peculiar to the Archipelago. Besides the great
turtlcs that live here among the lava beds, feed-
ing upon the cactus, are two species of lizards
about four feet long. One Uves on land, while
the other is adapted for a life on the ocean, swim-
ming out to sea in droves. The naturalists’ fiame
for the marine lizard is Amblyrhynchjis cristatus.
It js a dark-colored long reptile, with sharp ser-
rations, ofspines, extendingthe entire length of its
back, and it Uves among the sea-weed and in the
ereVices of the rocks facing the water on Albemarle
Island. Individual specimens have been known to
attaiii a length of nearly five feet. Their tails are

flattened like those of the sea-snakes of the China
Sea, and all four feet are partly webbed, so that
they are perfectly adapted for their marine life.
They dive with great ease; not to obtain fisli, as
mightbe supposed,but sea-weed ((Tt/zel, for which
they dcscend to the bottom, tearing it off with
their teeth; and often, while swimming under
water, they will crawl along the bottom with all
the ease of a crab. Indeed, one has frcquentK
been forcibly kcpt an hour under water withom
any sign of discomfort. In their excursions to sea,
the lizards encounter several enemies,— one, the
shark, that does not hesitate to seize them; and
another, a gull, that hovers about them in evideiii
malicious enjoyment. As soon as the lizards leavc
shorc, the gulls, if they are about, join in the ex-
pedition, fiuttering about the great reptiles and
uttcring piercing cries, as if to cali them back oj
urge them on. Finally, a gull alights on the he?x.
of one helplcss animal, which, by diving, eludes lis
torméntor foramoment; but as soon as it comes up,
the watchful bird is hovering elose by, and again
alights on the rough head, perhaps to see if a fisli
or a crab has been brought up and can be stolcn.
Be that as it may, the gull utilizas the lizard as a
roost, just as the birds use the basking-shark and
the turtle, only it secutes a ride in addition.

Many other similar companiohships are to be
found among the lower animals, but the instancv;
here cited are especially remarkable.

GULL RIDIHC UPON A SEALIZARD.



DOCTOR

SOPHIA EDITH'S OFFICE-GIRL.

By Henry Lewis"

A i.ONG, narrow Street; on one side, the high
«,ill of a half-forgotten grave-yard, on the other,
arowofdilapidated houses, andbeyond — the sea.
There were various flames for thisalley. A roman-
tic party driving through it one sunny moming
calied it “ Europe,” because the crowded houses
and graystone wall, the dirt and the picturesque-
ncbs, brought back to them a memory of European
by-.vays. The towns-people called it “ Grave-yard
ailcv.” And “ Doctor” MaryConner’s professional
and. had she possessed one, would have read thus:

* Monument” Street, you observe,— still suggest-
iw of the locality, but not so dismal in language
as lirave-yard alley.

There was- nothing dismal, however, about the
gi.u-e-yard. It lay in an open, sunny inclosure,
where daisies and buttercups nodded through the
summer till the golden-rod and asters carne crowd-
inj; iniater. All the people buried there had fallen
aslccp years and years before ; only living people
carne now, generally strangers — summer travel-
er,, who brushed back the tanglecl grasses from
ilu quaint inscriptions, or looked over the unsight-
liness of Monument Street to the sea and the ships
Corning up the harbor.

Monument Street was there, however, if nobody
noticed it; and Monument Street was wretchedly
poor and ignorant. There were a number of
people in the town from whom il might reason-
abiy have expected a helping hand. There was
tlic Sunday-school of St. Mark’s Cliurch ciése by;
ihore was the City Missionary, and the Society for
-Associated Charities. But the first person who
attcmpteci to raise Monument Street from its ig-
ncn-ance was Mary Conner, aged fourteen, pos-
scssor of a discouragcd blue hood and a pair of
brave blue eyes.

Mary Conner was the “ oldcst inhabitant” of
the Street, the inhabitants having a lestless way of
moving in and out at conveniencc — (generally

out,” in the night, with the rene unpaid).

Pat Conner was the single exception to prove

this rule. In the midst of the floating populatioii,
he alone remained stationary, and for fifteen years
had regulaiTy paid his seven dollars a month for
the rooms over the cdrner gr-ocery. The coérner
grocery was the spotwhere local news Was coUected
and diffused. It represented Monument street’s
club-hoiise and sewing-circle; and among the
onions, laundry soap, clay pipes, and bacon, it was
announced, one November morning, that “ Pat
Conner’s Mary has got a place up-toivnh with sorac
kind of a doctor w'oman.”

It was soon known, thereforc, throughout the
lcngth of Monument Street, that Mary Conner
had become Ur. Sopbia Edith’s office-girl. The
corner grocery was fond of a pleasant jokc, and
soon began to cali the child “ Doctor,” first in
playfulness, and lastly as a convcnience to dis-
tinguish her from another Mary Conner in the
same house. And Mary liked the title. She
knew it was only a nickname, buf nevertheless it
had a meaning and a pleasant souiid to her, and
she grew more and more fond of bcing called
‘*Doctor” Mary, as the days went by.

And it was not strange that six months. of
answering Doctor Sophia Edith’s office-beU, six
months of carrying notes and of waiting on aris-
tocratic patients, should have had its influencc 011
Mary Conner’'s mind. W hen the discouragcd blue
hood gavc way to a neat spring hat, the brave
eyes had gained an ambitious look,— a desire to
rise and be somebody; in other ivords, to follow
as closely as possible in the footstcps of Doctor
Sophia Edith, whom the child considered perfect
in mind, manners, and methods. The only place
for Mary to shine in was the alley, and the question
in her mind ivas, how much “ shining ” and of what
kind the alley would bear. Doctor Sophia Edith
had patients and gave lectures, and helped people
who had got past helping themselves. Mary
longed also to have patients, and give lectures, and
help people. To be sure, Monument Street pa-
tienls would pay nothing; it was barely possible

the lectures would be unappieciated and unat-
tended; but nevertheless Mary began her prepa-
rations. She listcncd outside the door on the

doctor’s lcctiue mornings, and “ read up” such
diseases as the mumps and the measlcs.

Sixteen bcautiful young ladies carne to Doctor
Sophia Edith’s physiology class
morning at ten. Doctor Sophia
them about nervcs and muscles,

every Thursday
Edith talkcd to
and they talked



to one another, after each lccture, about tho last
charity ball, and of having a large tintype taken
of the class as soon as the course of lectures was
finishcd. Ofcourse, Mary could hope for no audi-
cncc like this. It would be an iinpossibility for
Monument Streetto come in seal-skin jackets, pro-
tccted by silk umbrellas; and as for the tintype,
Mary repressed a giggle at the thought of Monu-
inc'nt Street grouped in a picture. The cliild took
her notes on scraps of brown wrapping-paper;
the sixteen beautiful young ladies took theirs in
russia-lcather note-books. Aside from the ma-
terials used (and Mary’s spelling, which was, of
course, uncertain, at times), the notes were much
alike. But Mar>' grew absent-minded and forget-
ful. The doctor, who never ivent out without
charging her to write down every mcssage or cali,
was one day met at the door with this list:

MUs Gibs tcllufoned. Wanls amither box of those piUs. Said
you 'd know whac kind,

Woinan calld. Didentleavc any fiame, Wantcd to know if you
charged just as much as the other doctors.

Miss Broun called and left her love.

Minuster called. Said he hopd youd lake a class in Sunday*
skool.

Gess T'd better give my leckchiir afier Mikel Kelly moves

away. He ’s allus shiire lo make a row.

Somcboddy tellufoncd from the Orfun 'Sylum—wanls you to
come right out.

This last was urgent, and Doctor Sophia Edith
hurried away without any comments on Michacl
Kelly, thereby giving Maiy an opportunity to
abstract her private note from the list.

Ir was a May evcning at the cérner grocery.
Pat Conner’'s Mary was again the subject of
discussion.

“ She 's a-goin’ to tell us how to be a doctor —
goin’ to give us a whole lot of reseets an’ resipes,”
carne front behind the laundry soap and bacon.

“ She are n't, eithcr,” shouted a woman at the
door. “ She ’'s a-goin’ to 'mprove 6ur c'ndishun;
heard her say so myself.”

“ No such thing,” interruptcd Mr. Michael
Kelly, who had disappointcd Mary’s liopes by not
moving. “ She says lo me, Chis mornin’, very
pevlitc, * Mr. Kelly,” says she, ‘| 'm a-goin’ to give
a littlc talk on helth,” says she; and thereupon
she invited me, becausc she wantcd a gintleman
to kapc order and make things pleasant-like.”

Pat Conner lent his front-room, and the Street
generally sent in chairs. Mary had arranged a
small table, as much like Doctor Sophia Edith’s as
possiblc, with a bunch of early violets in a cracked
match-safe, a glass of water, and a model of the
humim eye, which Mary had taken the lilierty of

keeping over night, instead of carrying it directly
from Doctor Sophia’s to the oculist’'s. She had
her brown-paper notes on the table, and bn the
landing, just outside the door, sat one very sym-
pathetic listener — the little lame girl Polly, who
believed in “ Doctor” Mary Conner as firmly as
Mary Conner believed in Doctor Sophia Edith'. If
Polly had been born in a higher station, she would
have been called a child full of poctry and gracefiil
fancies. As it was, the alley jeered at her and
called her “ foolish Polly.”

The audience was very mixed in color and
nationality. There was one unpleasant-looking
man, said to have “ seven-years’ consumption,”
and a troublesome woman who insisted that Mary
should leave her lectura and go down-stairs. to
look at.Mrs. Jim Murphy’s sick lien. This de-
mand was settled by the hen’s coming up the stairs,
of her own accord, in appavently good condition.

Mary had thought of calling her talk “ A Glimpsc
of Physiology.” She had éven written down as her
opening sentence these words :

“ Such as are your habichual thoughts, such is
the charukter of yoiir minds.” She glanccd from
the notes to the faces before her and lost couragu.
The room swam a little. Michael Kelly at the door
was getting ready to say something funny. It was
a desperate moment. Her eyes fell on the violri'.
The violets cairied her back to Doctor Sophia
Edith, and she remembcred having hcard the doc-
tor say that nothing awed ignorance so much as
knowledgc. With a hasty sip from the glass, slic
took up her notes and said bravely, “ 1 begin my
talk on physi-o-l-0-g-y — by sayin’ that such .is
are your habich-u-al thoughts, such is tho chai'-
-uk-tcr of your minds.”

“ Good land!” cjaculated oid Mis. Mulligaii,
who’ washed for the gentry, and was thercfore not
C|u:te so much crushed as the others.

Mary continued— “ The best econ-um-y of time
is to be out in Ihe open air. Therefore, my dc.ir
friends, you who are industrious and work in tlic
open air are making the best econ-um-y of your
time.”

“ And how about the men as works in the
drains, ‘Doctor’?”— interruptcd oid Mrs. Mulligan
—“ under the ground— a-takin’ in all the bad air?

Mary Conner— go along with your ccon-
um-y !'”

Mary went along,— hastily and disconnectedly:

“ For consumption, take a great deal of horsc-
back riding.”

The man with the “ seven-years’ consumption "
coughcd, and Michael Kelly rose to ask if “ Doc-
tor” Mary Conner expected them to buy a horse
for “ *oid Father Cary’, as has jest couglied so
bad-like, and if she would picase to tell them «hat



that round glass thing on the table was.” Mary
arew theeye-modelinto asafer position, and taking
up her notes, said, “ Firstletme tell you that we all
live in a bird-cage— yes, a bird-cage,” continucd
Mary, the audience objecting. “ The ribs which
inclose the heart and lungsmaybe called a cage.”

DOCTOR MARY CONNRH CIVRS

“ Indade ! ” said Michacl.

“ fhis cage contains ourselves -

” -And we are the canary-burrds,” explaincd
Michael, who had risen again to his feet and was
being violently pulled down by his sistcr-in-law.

“ Yis,” said Michacl, “ and whin we dic, the
canary-burrd flies out uv the caige.”

Mary’s chceks grew a little flushed. Michael was

A LECTURK aniOBE THE

becoming a clangcrous rival, with his beautiful
ideas. She hurried on; “ In our hcads is the
brain— it is also a telegraph office, and sends mes-
sages to all parts of the body ” ; here Jiinmy Dona-
hue opened his eyes. He was a messenger-boy at
the Western Union. “ We think with our brains,”

IIESIUENTS OF MONUMEN-I' STREET.

continued “ Doctor” Mary, “ wc cat with our
mouths, wc swalliw with our nccks, and our
hearts beat in our wrists and keep us alive.”

“ All falc of your wrists, ladies, and gintlcmuns”

requested Michacl, blandly. This request, being
universally complied with, made an interruption, of
course; and“ Doctor” Mary, taking up the giass
C)e carefully, said, leaning forward as if to com-



municate something of great importance ; “ Fh-st,
let me tell you that therc is a drop of oilin the, knee
which keeps it from growing stiff. So, if you have
a stiff knee, it would be well to oil it on tbc out-
side.”

“ With karosine ?’’ asked Michael.

“Yes,” said Mary, though she did not feel at
all sure, and in order to prcvent any further ques-
tioning, she addcd instantly: “ Now 1 will show
you this beautiful glass eye.” The wholc audience
made a snatching movemcnt forward. Mary mo-
tioned them back. “ This eye,” she said, “ which
is just like our own eyes, isworth doliais an’dollars.
It belongs to a friend of Doctor Sophia Edith.
1f you break it, we’ll all be sent to jail. While
you ’'re lookin' at it, I will recite a beautiful piece
of poctry.”

Mary had a clear, sweet voice. As tho eye was
passed around, and Mary began her recitation, the
noisy room grew quiet, like a child made happy
with a new toy, and calmed by the pleasant sound
ofsome nursery hymn.

She had spoken but two lines, however,

“Tell me not In mournful numbers,
Life is but an empty dream,”~—

when Doctor Sophia Edith hcrself carne up the
narrow stair-way in search of Mary and the eye,
the oculist having sent to her for itan hour before.
Doctor Sophia Edith wore a gray bonnet, and a
black jacket bordered with soft, gray fur, She
was righteously angry in her thoughts with Mary,
and generally dislicartened, for the day had been
a trying one. But on the stairs, ciése by the door,
sat little Polly, who smiled a welcome. and said,
with uncxpected friendliness, as she touched the
gray fur of the Doctor’s cloak: “ Come in, Dr.
Pussy Willow. Mary would n't ask you to her
lecture, 'cause she said you had n’t time, and you
would n't think shc knew anything.”

Through the crack in the door-way, at the mo-
ment, carne a familiar voice—

“ Be not like dumb. driven cattle,—
Be a hcro In the strife!"—

And, peeking through, the doctor sawat the end
of the room, amid clouds of tobaceo smoke, Mary,
her office-gir!, standing on a chair and gesticulating.

She noticed, too, that something was being
passed around, but she could not get a sight of
the object itself. A woman’s voice said:

“ And it's no wonder it hurts when
sure— it is as delicate as a chiny closet.”

“ It has been a beautiful lecture,” sighed Polly
contentedly, as the Doctor glanced down at her.
“ | cali you ‘Pussy WiOow’ 'cause you wear soft,
gray things. Mary told me about them. | saw
some real pussy willows once.” The child was
stroking the fur trimming. “ Your clothes are like
a pussy willow; but your face is like a Mayfiower,”
she added.

Doctor Sophia Edith for a moment forgot hei
errand. Novel experiences were frcquent in hci
profession ; but this was the crcam of novelties-
to be called a Pussy Willow and a Mayflower all
in one breath, and down in the depth of “ Grave-
yard alley,” where she heard her small office-gir!
calraly and sweetly repeating over the heads u:
these poor ignorant and miseiable people,

it ’s hit;

“ l.ives of great men all remind us,
We can luake out Uves sublime.”

Dr. Sparrow’s delicate model of the human c\e
carne in safcty to Michael Kelly, and he, having
spied Dr. Sophia Edith through the crack, softly
slipped the model out to her at arms-length, and
said:

“ May be ye 'd like tolook at it, Marm. But be
vei-y keerful; fer, ef you drop it, there 'G be the
perlice upon us.”

Doctor Sophia Edith whispered a word to Poli;.;
slipped the eye into her pocket, and cscaped. Do\n
the stairs floated after her,

“ Let US, ihen, be up and dobg,
With a heart for any fatc-”*"'—

interrupted by Michael’'s shouting jubilantly, * 1
say, ‘ Doctor’ Mary Conner, there 's a woman 'a
run off with your eyel!”

Mary went through her office-work next d>y
like a person awaiting dismissal and disgrace. She
did not know that Doctor Sophia Edith had a
great love of poetry and a sincere appreciaticn
for any attempt at scattering scientific knoM-
edge. This love and appreciation were to out-
weigh a just displeasure. When Mary carne in at
night for her sentence, the doctor taking a bunch
of Mayflowers from the tablc, said quietly:

“ Mary, i expect you to be more faithful in the
future, and you can take these flowers to the little
lame girl, Polly.”



THE WEARV PACE.

WHOSE SCISSORS DID IT?

By Bessie Chandler.

'T WAS winter, <and gay Jack Frost had flung
His sparkling jcwels 011 the ficlds of snow,—
W hile over the way his icicles hung
From the edge of the roof, in an even row.

My little girl looked across the way,

At the frozen fringe which was hanging there:
And then in soft tones | heard her say ;

I wonder who banged that housc’s hair?”



THE COAST-GUARD.

By Emily Huntington Miller.

Do YOU wonder what I am seeing,
In the heart of the fire, aglow
Like cliffs in a golden sunset,
With a summer sea below?
| see, away to the eastward,
The line of a storm-beat coast,
And | hear the tread of the hiirrying

waves
Like the tramp of a mailéd host.

And up and down in the darkncss.
And over the frozen sand,
I hear the men of the coast-guard
Pacing along the strand.
Beaten by storm and tempest,
And drcnched by the pclting rain,
From the shoies of Carolina,
To the wind-swept bays of Maine.

No matter what stornis are raging.
No matter how wild the night,
The gleam of thcir swinging lanterns
Shines out with a frienclly light.

And many a shipwi'ecked sailor
Thanks God, with his gasping
breatli,
For the sturdy arms of the surfmen
That drcw him away from dcath,

And so, when the wind is wailing,
And the air grows dim with sleet,

1 Think of tho fearless \s'atchers
Pacing along thcir beat.

I think of a wreck, fast lorcaking
In the surf of a rocky shore,

And the life-boat leaping onward
To the stroke of the bending oar.

1 hear the shouts of the sailors, “ Courage !” the captain trumpets,
The boom of the frozen sail, “ They are sending help from land!”
And the creak of the icy halyatdt: God blcss the men of tho coast-guard.

Straining against the gale. And hold their lives in His hand i
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LAND OF FIRE.

A TaU ~Advtnhire in Turra del Fnegv.

By Captain Mayne Reid.

Chapter XII.
A CATASTROPHE NOT ANTICIPATF.D.

Another day dawns upon the castaways, with
again a bright glow showing in the sky ; and Ned
Caney and Henry Chester, who have risen carly,
as they look out over the water, become wicnesses
oi ilie curious bchavior of another Fuegian fishing-
bircl— the cormorant.

One of these birds, seemingly regardless of their
presence, has come closc to the ledgc where the
boat is lving, and has there caught a fish. But
instead of gobbling it up or tearing it to pieces,
as might be expected, the captor lets it go again,
not involuntarily, but, as soon appears, designedly.
The fish, alive and apparcntly uninjured, raakes
away through the water ; but only for a short dis-
tance, ere it is followed by tlie cormorant and
caught afrcsh. Then it is dropped a second time,
and a third time seized, and so on through a series
of catchings and surrcnderings, just like those of
a cat playing with a mouse !

In this case, however, the cruel sport has a
different tcrmination, by the cormorant being de-
prived of the prey it secmed so sure of. Not
through the efforts of the fish itself, which now,
badlv damaged, swiras but feebly; fior do the gulls
appropriate it, but a wingleSs biped — no other
than Ned Caney. “ Chester, we shall have that
fish for bveakfast,” he says, springing to his feet,
and hastily stripping for a swim. Then, with a
rush over the ledge, he plunges in, sending the
cormorant off in affright, and taking possession of
the prey it has left behind.

Tho fish proves to be a species of smelt, o\er
two pnunds in weiglit, and a welcome addition
to tlieir now greatly reduced lardev.

As they have passed a rcstful night, all the
members of the forlorn little party are up betimes;
and soon the “ doctor ” is bestirring himself about
their breakfast, in which the corraorant-cauglu
fish is to play a conspicuous part.

The uprising sun revedis the landscape in a
changed aspect, quite different from that seen at
its setting, and even more surprisingly picturesque.
The snowy mantle of Moimt Garwin is no longer
puré white, but of hues more attractive— a com-
mingling of rose and gold — while the icicled cliffs
on the opposite side of the cove, with the farades

of the glaciers, show every tint of blue from palé
sky to deep beryl, darkening to indigo and purple
in the deep sea-water at their bases. Itis, or might
be called, the iridescencc of a land with rocks all
opals and trees all evergreens; for the dullest
verdure here seems vivid by contrast with its icy
and snowy suiToundings.

“ Oh™ Mamma! is n't it glorious?” exclaims
Leoline, as she looks around upon the wonderful
landscape. “ It beats Niagara! If | only had
my box of colors, |1 'd make a sketch of it.”

To this buist of enthusiastic admiration, the
mother responds with but a faint smile. The late
danger, from which they have had such a narrow
escape, still gravely affects her spirits; and she
dreads its recurrence, despite all assurances to the
contrary. For she knows they are but foundcd on
hope, and that tliere may be other tribes of cruel
and hostile savages to be encountcred. Even
Seagriff still appears apprehensive, else why
should he be looking so anxiously out over the
water? Scated on the tiimk of a fallen tree, pipe
in raouth, he scnds up wreathing ciirls of smoke
among the branches of the wintcr’s-bark ovef-
hcad. But he is not smoking tranquilly, as is his
wont; but in short, quick puffs, while the expres-
sion on his fcatures, habitually firm,
troubled thought.

“ What are you gazing at. Chips?” qucstions
Captain Caney, who has noticed his uncasyTook.

“ At that glasheer, Captin’.
in front of us.”

“ Well, what of it?”

“ 'Pears to me it jjulges out be>'ond the line o’
the clif mote 'n we inout like it lo. Picase let me
have asquintatitthrough the glass. My eyes aren’t
wuth much agin the dazzle o’ that ice an’ snow.”

“ By all means. Take the glass, if that will
help you,” says the Captain, handing him the
binocular, but secretly wondoring why he wishes to
examine ilic glacicr so minutcly. The Captain can
not understand what there is in the blue and frozen
mass to be troubled about. But nothing furthcer is
said, he and al! the rest remaining silcnt, so as
not to interfere with Seagriff’'s observation, Not
without apprehension, however, do they await the
result, as the oid sealer’'s words and manncr in-
dicate plainly that something is amiss. And their
waiting is for a short while only. Almost on the

telis of
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instant of gettiiig the glacier within his field of
vicw, Seagriffcries out;

“ Jest as 1 surspected! The bcnd o’ the ice air
'way out from the rocks, ten or fifteen fathoms, 1
should say!”

“ Well, and if it is,” rejoins the skipper, “ what
does that signify to us?”

“ A mighty deal, Captin’.
it should snap off jes; now. An’ sech a thing
would n’t be unusuul. | wonder we have 'nt seed
the like afore now, runnin’ past so many glashecrs
ez wc hev. Cewrus, too, our not comin’ acrost a
berg yet. 1 guess the ice 's not melted sufficient
for 'em to break away.”

But now an appctizing odor, more agreeable to
their nostrils than the perfume of the fuchsias, or
the aromatic fragrance of the winter's-bark, ad-
monishes them of breakfast bcing served; the
doctor likewise soon proclaiming it. And so for a
time the glacier is forgotten.

But after the meal has been dispatclied, the
glacier again becomes the sulsject of discourse,
as the oid sealer once more begins to regard it
through the glass with evident apprehcnsion.

“ It 'ud seem beyond the possibility of belief,”
he says, “ thet them conglomerations uv ice, hard
frozc an’ lookin' ez tight fixed cz a main-stay, for
all thet, hev a downard slitherin’ motion, jest like a
strcam o’ water, tho’ in coorse thousands, or mill-
ions o’ times slower.”

“ Oh !'that 's well understood,” asserts the skip-
per, acquainted with the latcst theory of glacier
movement.

“ So it may be, Captin’,” pursues Seagriff;
“ but thar 's somethin’ 'bout these brcakin’ off an’
bccomin’ bergs ez aint so well understood, | reck-
in’; leastways not by I'arned men. An’ the cause
of it air well enough know’d 'mong the seal-fishers
ez frequent these soun’s an’ channels.”

“ What is the cause, Chips?” asked young
Caney, like all the others, interested in the subject
of convcrsation.

“Wall, it 's this, Mister Ned. The sea-water
bein’warmer than the ice, melts the glasheer when
thar ’'s high tide, an’ the eend of it dips under;
then at low tide,— bein’, so to speak, widennimd,
an’ not havin’ the water to rcst on,— it naterally
sags down by its own weight, an’ snaps off, ez ye ’ll
all easily imderstan’.”

“Oh! we quite understand,” is the universal
responso, every one satisfied with the oid sealer’s
explanation as to the origin of icebergs.

“ How | should like to seo one launchecl, “ ex-
claims Leoline, “ that big one over there, for in-
stance. It would make such a big plunge!
Would n’tit, Mr. Chips?”

“ Yes, Miss, sech a plunge thet ef this child tho’t

Thet air, surposin’

thar was any likelihood of it comin’ loose from iis
moorin’s, while we 're hyar, he would n’t be sinok-
in’ his pipe so contentcd. Jestlook at thet boatl’

“ The boat! what of her? ” asks the skipper, iii
some apprehension, at length bcginning to cou!-
prehcnd the cause of Seagriff’s uneasiness.

“ Wall, Captin’, ef yon glasheer war to give ofi a
berg, any sort ofa big un, it mout be the means u’
leavin’ us 'ithout any boat at all.”

“ But how?”

“How? Why, by swapipin’, or smashin’ the
only one we 've got, the which Thunder an’
airthquakcs ! See yonner! The very thing wc le
talkin’ 'bout, | vow!”

No necd for him to explain Iriswords and cxcitcd
exclamations. All know what has called them
forth ; the berg is snapping off. All see the bre.ak-
ing up and hoar the crash, loud as the dischaige
of a ship’s broadside or a peal of thunder, till at
length, though tardily, they coinprehend the dnn-
ger, as their eyes rest on a stupcndous roller. as
high as any sea the Calypso had ever encountei cl,
Corning toward them across the strait.

“To the boat!” shouts Seagriff, making dnwn
the bank, with all the men after him. They reach
thelanding before the roller breaks upon it; but
alas ! to no purpose. Beach, to draw the boat up
on, there is none ; only the rough ledge uf rncks,
and the only way to raise it on this would be to
lift it bodily out of the water, which can not be
done. For all that— they clutch hold of it, with
determined grip, around the edge of the bo"’. But
their United strength will prove as nothing against
thatthveateningswell. For the roller, enteringtlic
confined water of the cove, has increased in height,
and comes on with more tempcstuous surge.

Their effort proves futile, and nigh worse than
futile to Henry Chester. For, as the boat is whisked
out of their hands and swung up fathoms high, tlie
English youth, heedless of Seagriff’s shout ‘‘iet
go!” hangs on, bull-dog-like, and is carried up
along with her!

The others have rctreated up the slope, beyond
reach of the wave which threatens to bear him off
in its backward flow. Seeing his danger, all cry
out in alann; and the voice of Leoline is hcurd
above, crying out to her mother:

“Oh! Henry is lost.”

But no, Henry is not lost. Letting go before
the boat comes down again, with a vigorous bound
backward the agie youth heads the roller, get-
ting well up the bank ere it washes over him.
W ash over him it does, but only drenches him; for
he has flung his arms around a barberry bush and
holds it in firm embrace; so firm and fast that,
when the water has surged back, be is still seen
clinging to it— safe! But by the same subsidonce



the boat is dashed away, the keel striking on some
iDcks with a harsh sound, which tells of damage,
if not total destruction. Still, it floats, drifting
oiiuvard, and for awhile all seems well with it.
Bclicving it to be so, the two youths rush to the
tent, and each snatching an oar from it, prepare
to ~wim out and bring the boat back. But before
diov can enter the water, a voice tells them their

hope
is vain,
Captain
Gancy him-
sclfealling out:

' It 's no use,
boyr! The gig’s ’

got :i hole in its ,
bottiim, and is going
down, Look!”

1 bey do look, and they
see thatthe boatis doomed.
Only for an instant are their eyes upon it, befote
it is scen no more, having “ bilged” and gone
undcr, Icaving but bubbles to mark the place of
its disappcarance.

Chapter XIII.
A CKANGE OF QUARTERS DETERMINED ON.

No (IREATER calamity than the loss of their boat
could havc overtaken the castaways, savc losing

‘ Thereis now n colony !,, the Simits of MngclUn, not far from Port Famine, at Sandy Poi
The colony is Chillan, and was «tablished as a penal seltlemeiu, though

Spanish navigctots.

lation is about fourteen hundred.

life itself. It has made thcm castaways in tho full-
est sense of the word; almost as if left boatless
on a desert isle in mid-ocean. Their situation is
desperare, indeed, though for a time they scarce
realize it. How can they, in so lovely a spot,
teeming with animal life, and Nature, as it were,
smiling around thcm ? But the oid sealer knows
all that will soon be changed, cxperience remind-
ing him that tho brief, bright summer will ere
long be succccded by dark, dreary winter, with
rain, sleet, and snow almost continuously. Then
no food will be procurable, and to stay where they
are would be to starve. Captain Caney, also, recalls
tho attempts at colonizing Tierra del Fucgo; nota-
bly that made by Sarmiento at Fort Famine in the
Magellan Straits, where his whole colony, men,
women, and chudren— nearly three hundred souls

miscrably pcrished by starvation ; and whcre,
too, the lamentad missionary, Gardner, with all his
companions, succumbed to a similar fate.* The
Captain remembers reading, too, that these colo-
nists had at the start ampie store of provisions, with
arms and ammunition to defend thcmselvcs, and
renew their stores. If they could not maintain life in
Tierra del Fuego, what chance is there for a party
of castaways, without wcapons, and otherwise un-
fitted for prolonged sojourn in a savage land?
Even the natives, supplied with pcrfect imple-
ments for fishery and tho chase, and skilled in
their use, have ofien a hard, and at times an unsuc-
cessful, struggle for cxistence.
of it:

Darwin thus speaks

“ The inhabitant6, living chiefiy upon shell-fish, are obhgctl con-
sianlly to chango their place of resldeiice, but return at iiitervals lo
the same spot. * * At night, five or six of them, unprotecied
from the wind and rain of this tempesluoiis climate, sleep on tho
wecl ground, coiled up like niiimals. Whenevcr it is low water, ihcy
mustrise lo pick shell-fish fiom the rocks, and the women, winter
and summer, either dive lo collect sca.oggs, or sit palienlly in their
canees and with n baiied hair line jerk out small fisii. If a seal
is killed or the floating carcasa of a dead whale discovered. it i«
a feast. Such miserable food U assiaied by a few tasteless bernes
and fungi. Nor are they exctnpi from » conse-
quence, cannibalism, accompanied by parricide.

The oid seal-fisher, familiar with these facts,
keeps them to himself, though knowing Ihe truth
will in time rcveal itself to all. They get an ink-
ling of it that very day, when the “ doctor,” pro-
cecding to cook dinncr, rcpovts upon the State of
the lardcr, in which there is barcly the wherewithal
for another mcal. Nearly cverything lirought away
from the bark was in the gig, and is doubtlcss in
it still at tbc bottom of the sea. So the meal
is caten in a somewhat dcspondcnt mood.

They get into better spirits soon after, however,
on finding that Nature has furnishcd them with an

t-thcPunta de Atenas™”

is now only nommally so. The popu



ampie store of provisions for the present, near at
hancl. Prospecting among the trees, they discover
an edible fungus, known to sealers as the “ beech-
apple,” from its being a parasite of the beech. It
is about the size anci shape of a small orange, and
isofa bright yellow color. When lipe, it becomes
honey-combcd over the surface, and has a slightly
sweetisli taste, with an odor somewhat like that of
a inushroom, to which it is aliied. It can be caten
raw, and is so eaten by the Fuegian nativos, with
whoin, for a portion of the year, it is the staple
article of subsistcnce.

The castaways find large numbers of this valu-
able plant adhering to the birch-becches,— more
than enoiigh for present needs ; while two species
of fruit are also available as food,— the berries of
the arbutus and barberry.

Still, notwithstanding this plentitudc of supply,
the castaways make up their minds to abandon
their present cncampment, for a reason that be-
conies apparent, soon after they see themselves
boatlcss.

“ There 'sno use in our stayin’longer hyar,” says
Seagriff, who first counsels a cliange of quarters.
“ Ef a vessel should chance to pass along outside,
\ve could n't well be in a worsc place fur sipialin’,
or gettin’ sighted by, her. We 'd hev but the ghost
of a chance to be spicd in sech a sercluded corner.
Ther'fore, we ought to cl’'ar out of it, an’ camp
somcwhar on the edge o’ the open water.”

“ In that | agrce with you, Chips,” responds
the Captain, “ and we may as well move at once.”

“Thet's true, sir, ef we could move at onct.
But we can't— leastways not to-day.”

“Why not?”

“ It ’s too nigh night; we wouid n’t hev time to
git to the outer shore,” explajned the carpenter.

“Why there 's an hour of daylight yet, or
more!”

“Thct’scl'ar enough, Captin’. But ef thar were
two hours o’ daylight, or twice thet, it would n't
be enough.”

“ 1 don’t understand you, Chips. The distance
can’Cbe more than two or three hundred yards. ”

“ Belikc, it are n't more. But for all that, it 'l
takc USthe half of a day, ef notlonger, to cover it.”

“ How so0?” queried the skipper.

“ W al, the how is thetwe can’t go by the beach ;
thar bein' no beach. At the mouth o’ the cove, it’s
all cliff, right down to the water. | noticed thet
as we war puttin’intcr it. Not a strip o’ strand at
the bottom broad enough fur a seal to bask on.
W e 'll hev to track it up over the hills, an’ thet'll
take no end o’ time, an’ plenty o’ toilin’, too;—
ye'li see, Captin’.”

“ | supposc, then, we must wait for morning,”
is the skippcr’s rcjoinder, after bccoming satisfieci

that lio practicable path
between land and water.
This constrains them to pass another night or
the spot that has proved so disastrous, and, the
morning after, to eat another mcal upon it— the
last they intend tasting there. A meager repast it
is; but their,appetites are now on keen edge, all
the keener from their being stintéd. For, by ore
of nature’s perverse contrarieties, men feel hunger
most when without the means of satisfying it; and

leads out of the covc,

*THE DOCTOR.”

most thirsty when no water can be had ! Itis the
oid story of distant skies looking brightest, and
far-off fields showing greenest;— the very difficuliy
of obtaining a thing whetting the desirc to possess
it, as a child craves some toy, that it soon ceascs
to care for whcn once in its possession.

No such philosophic reflections occupy the
thoughts of the castaways. All they think of,
while at their scanty meal, is to get througli «ich
it as spcedily as possible, and away from the scene
of their disastcr.

The breakfast over, the tent is taken do«n;
the boat sail folded into the most portable fovm,
with mast, oars, and everything made ready for
overland transpovt. They have even apportii)iic(l
the bundles, and are about to begin the up-hill
climb, when, lo ! the Fuegians/

Chaptek XIV.
A FUEGIAN FISH-HUNT.

Y es, the savages are once more in sight,—a
canoc full of them just appearing around the point
of Che cliff, closely followed by another, and another,

till four are under view in front of the cove. They



are as yet far out on the sea-arm; but as they
have come along it from the west, the castaways
suppose them to be some of their late assailants,
still persistently continuing the pursuit.

Butno! Captain Gancy, quickly sighting through
his binocular, declares them different; at least, in
ilieir array. For they are not all men, more than
Iwlfbeing women and children; while no warhke
insignia can be discemed,— neithcr white feathers
fior chalkcd faces.

Seagriff, in tum taking the glass, further makes
out that the men have fish-spears in their hands,
and an implement he recognizes as while
the heads of dogs appear over the gunwales of the
canees, nearly a dozen in each.

“1t’s a fishin’ party,” he pronoimccs. for
all thet, we 'd best make a hide of it! thar 's no
trustin’ 'em, anyway so long as they think they bey
the upper hand. A good thing our fire has gone
out. else they ’cl a-spied it afore this. An’ lucky
the bushes be in front, or they 'd see us now,
Mcbbe they ’ll pass on along the arm, an
Kd!they 're turnin’ in toward the cove!”

I'his can be told by the apparent shortening of
the canoes, as they are brought head around
toward the inleC.

Followingthe oid sealer’'s advice, earnestly urged,
all slip back among the trees, the low-hangmg
branches of which afford a screen for concealment
like a closed ctirtain. Tho bundlcs are taken
along, and the camp-groiind is cleared of every-
thing likely to betray its having been lately occu-
picd by white people. All this they are enabled
to do without being seen by the savages, a fringe
of cvctgreens between the camp-gtoimd and the
water eftectually masking their movements.

“ But should n't we go farther up?” says the
skipper, intcrrogating Seagriff.
on over the hill ?”

“ No, Captin’;

“ W hy not keep

we must n't move from hyar.
We could n't, ’ithout makin’sech a racket ez they 'd
be sure to hear. Besides, thar’'s bare spots above,
whar they mout sight us from out on the water ;
an’ ef they did, distance would n’'t savve us a bit.
TheFeweegins kin climb up the steepest places,
Uke squir’ls up a tree. Once seen by ’em, we 'd
stan’ no chance with 'cm in a run. rher’fore,
wc'd better abide quictly hyar. Mebbe, arter all,
they inay n't come ashore. 'T aint one o' thar
landin’-places, or we ’'d ’'a’ foim’ traces of ’em.
Tlic trees woukl 'a’ been barked all about.— Oh,
| see what they 're up to now,
surround wi’ thar dogs.
the cove,”

By this, the four canoes have arrived at the
cntrance to the inlet, and are forming in line across
it at equal distances from one another, as if to bar

A fish-hunt, a
Thet 's thar bizness in

the way against anything that may attempt to pass
outward. Just such is their design ; the fish being
what they purpose enfilading.

At sight of them and the columns of asccnd-
ing smoke, the pelicans and other fishmg birds
take flight, in a chorus of screains,— some to
rcmain soaring overhead, others fiying altogether
out of sight. The water is left without a npple,
and so clear that the spectators on shorc, from
their elevated point of view, can see to its bottom,
all around tbc shore where it is shallow. They
now observe fishofséveral sorts swimming affright-
edly to and fro; and see them as plainly as through
the glass walls of an agiiavium.

Soon the fish-hunters, having completed their
“ cordon” and dropped the dogs ovevboard, come
on up the cove, the women plying the paddles, the
men with javelins iipraiscd, ready for daiting.
The little foxy dogs swim abreast of and between
the canoes, driving the fish before them,— as

sheep-dogs drive sheep,— one or another dhdng
under at intervals, to

to escape outward.
they can see

intercept such as attempt
For in the translucent water
the fish far ahead, and, tiained
to the work, they keep guard against a break from
these through the inclosing line. Soon the fish
ave forccd up to the inner cnd of the cove, where
it is shoalest; and then the work of slaughtor com-
mences, The dusky fishermen, standing m the
canoesand bending over, now to this side, now that,
plunge down their speavs and fizgigs, rarely failmg
tobring up afish of one sort or another ; the strug-
,rling victim shaken off into the bottom of the
canoe, there gets its death-blow from the boys.
For nearly an hour the curious aquatic chasc is
carried on; not in silence, but amid a chorus of
deafening noises,-the shouts of the savages and
the barking and yelping of tbeir dogs minghng
with the shrieking of tbc sea-birds overhead. And
thrice is the cove “ drawn” by the canoes, which
are taken back to its mouth, the line reformcd, and
the process repeatcd till a good supply of the fish
best worth catching has Isecn secured.
m And now tho spectators of the strange sccne
awaitwith dread anticipation the approachmg crisi®
m\\ill the savage fishermen come ashore, or go ott

without landing? In the former evcnt, the cast-

aways have small hope of rcmaining und.scovcred,
True, they are well conceaicd ; not an inch offace
or person is exposod; the captam and Seagriff
alone are cautiously doing the videttc duty. btil),
should the Fuegians come on shore, it mustbe at

the ledge of rocks, the only landing-place, and

lut haif a stone’s throw from the spot where they
are sheltering.
“ The Ching we 've most to be afeevd of is tUar

dogs,” muiters Seagriff. “ Ef they should land.



the little curs Tl be sure to scent us.
alive! What's that?”

The final exclamation, though involuntaiily
uttered aloiid, is not heard, even by those stand-
ing beside him, for it is drowned by the noise that
called it forth,— a thundering crash, succeeded
by a loud crackling which contintes for more
than a minute of time. There is no mystery
about it, however; it is but a falling tree,— the

An’— Sakes

A FUEGIAN

one behindwhich “ the doctor ” had been standing,
his hands pressed against it for support. Yiclding
to curiosity, he had been peering around its
tnmk,— a disobedience that is costing him dear;
for, as if in punishment, he has gone along with
the tree, face foremost. and far down the slopc.
As he is lost to sight in the cloud of dust that
has puficd up around them, all believc him killed,
crushcd, buried amid the dehris of shattcrcd
branches. But no | In a trice he is seen on his feet

again coming out of the dust-cloud, no longer
with a black skin, but chocolate-brown all over,
woolly patc and clothing included, as though he
had been for days buried in tan-bark!— sneczing,
too, with a violence that is really comical.

I-le is a spcctacle to make the most sober-sided
laugli, were the occasion one for mcrriment; bul
his companions are too alarmed for that now, fcol-
ing sure of being discovered Isy the savages. H\>

FISILHUNT.

can it be otherwise, after such a cataslro|»lic

-nature itself, as it were,betraying them?

Yet to their pleased surprisc it proves otho-
wise; and on the dust scttling down, they scc
the Fuegian fishermen still in their canoes, 'vith
not a face turned toward the land, none, at least,
seeming to hccd what has happcned ! But there is
nothing strange in this apparent apathy, to one
who knows the reason. in the wcird forests of

Tierra del Fuego there is many a tree standing,



to all appeaiancc sound in trunk, branches, every-
tliing; yet rotten from bark to heart-wood, and
leady to topple over at the slightest touch — even
if but a giin be rested against it! As the fall of
such trees is of common occurrence, the natives
never gave a second thought to so common a
phenomenon. The fishers in the canoes have not
heeded it; while the sneezing of Ceesar has been
unlieard amid the noises made by themselves, their
dogs, and the shrieking sea-birds.

In the end, this very thing by which the casta-
ways feared betrayal proves their salvation ; for
the hunter-fishermen do land at length. But,
luckily, they do not stay on shore for any great
time ; only long enough to make partition of thcir
spoil and roughly clean the fish. By exceedingly
good luck, also, the bits of fish thrown to thcm
(ully engage the attention of the dogs, which-
otherwise would have surely strayed inland, and so
have come upon the party in hiding.

But perhaps the best instanco of favoring for-
tune is the tree pushed down by the doctor;
winch has fallen over the ground of the abandoned
cainp, and has covered under a mass of rotten

wood and dust all the place where the tent
stood, the fire-hearth, half-consumed faggots,
cverything.. But for this well-timed obliteration,

tho sharp-eyed savages could not havc failed to
note the traces of its recent occupancy. As itis,
they have no suspicion either of that or of the
proximity of those who have had possession of the
ground before them, so much engrossed are they
with the product of their fish-hunt, which has
proved an unusually large catch.

Still, the apprehensions of the eoncealed spec-

tators are not the less kecn, and to them it is a
period of dread, irksomc suspense. But, fortun-
ately, it lasts nol much longer. To' thcir un-

speakable delight, they at length see the savages
bundle back into their canoes, and, pushing off,
paddle away out of the cove.

As the last boat-load of them disappears around
the point of rocks, Captain Gancy, in grateful,
prayerful voice, exclaims;

“ Again we may thank the Lord for a merciful
dehverance !”

Chapter XV.

A ROUGH OVERLAND ROUTE.

When they are convinced that the canoes are
gone for good, the castaways again prepare to set
out on the journey so unexpectcdly delaycd. It is
now noon, and it may be night ere they reach
their destination. So says Scagriff; an assertion
that seems strange, as he admits the distance may
he but a few hundred yards.
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They are about taking up theirbundles to start,
when a circumstancc arises that causes further
delay; this time, however, a voluntary and agreea-
b'e one. In alastglance toward the cove, ere turn-
ing their backs upon it, two flocks of gulls are seen,
each squabbling about something that floats on
the surface of the water. Something white, which
proves to be a dead fish, or rather a couple of them,
tvhich have been overlookcd by the hunter-fisher-
men. They are too large for the gulls to carry
away ; and a crowd of the birds are buffeting their
wings in conflict above thcm.

“ A bit of rare good luck for us!” cries young
Gancy, dropping a pair of oars he has shouldoted.
“.Come, Harry ! we 'll go a-fishing, too.”

The English youth takes the hint; and, without
another word, both rush down to the watcr’s edge,
where, stripping off coats, shoes, and other tm-
pedimenta, ihey plunge in.

In a few seconds the fish are reached and
secured, to the great grief and anger of the gulls,
which, now screaming furiously, whcel around the
heads of the swimmers until they are safe on shore
with thcir prey.

Worth all their trouble is the spoil retrieved,
as the fish prove to be a species o.f mullet, each
of them over six pounds in weight.

Now assurcd of having something to eat at the
end of their journey, they set out in much better
spirits. But they make not many steps — if steps
they can be called — before discovcring the diffi-
culties at which the oid sealer has hinted.
indeed !
walk;

Steps,
Their progress is more a sprawl than a
a continuous scramble over trunks of fallen
trees, many so decayed as to give way underneath,
letting them down to their armpits in a mass of
soddcn stuff, as sofi as mud, and cqually bedaub-
ing. Even if disposed, they could no longer laugh
at the cook’s changed color, for each of the party
now has much the same aspect.

But no place could be less incentive to laughter
than that which they are in. The humid atmos-
phere around them has a coid, clammy fceling,
and the light is no better than shadowy twilight.
A weird, unearthly silence pervades it, only broken
by the harsh twitterof adiminutivcbird— aspecies
ofcreeper— thatkeeps them companyon the way,
the dismal liioo-ivoo-a of an owl, and, at intervals,
the rattling cali-note of the woodpeckcr. The last,
though laugh-likc in itself, is anything but prov-
ocative of mirth in those who listen to it, and who
learn from Seagriff that it is a sound peculiar to
the ioneliest, gloomicst reccsses of the Fucgian
forests.

After toiling up the stecp acclivity for nearly
two hours, they arrive at a point whcre the tall
timber ends. Therc are trees beyond,— bceches,



like the others, but so dwarfcd and stiinted as
to better deserve the fiame of bushes. Bushes of
low growth, but of ampie sprcad; for in height,
they are less than twenty inches, while their
branches extend horizontally to even moro than
that numbcr of feet! They are as thickly branched
as the box-edging of a garden-walk, and so inter-
woven with several species of shrubs as to present
a smooth, matted surface, seemingly that of the
ground itself, under a close-cropped sward.

Mistaking it for this, the two young men, who
are in the lead, glad at having escaped from the
gloom of the forest with its many obstructions,
gleefully strike out into what they believe to be
open ground.

But they soon find their belief a delusion, and
the path as difficult as ever. For now, it is over
the lops of growing, instead of the trunks of fallen,
trees. It is quite as impossible to make rapicl
progress here as it was in the forest; and every
now and then the lads’ feet break through and be-
come entangled, their trousers are torn and their
shins scratched by the thorns of the barberries.

The others, following, fare a little better, from
being forewarned, and proceed with greater care.
But ali find it a troublesorae task, calling for agility
as well as caution; now a quick rush, as if over
thin ice or a treacherous quaginire, must be made ;
anén, a trip-up and tumble causes many eccentric
floimderings before the feet can be recovered.

Fortunately, the belt of lilliputian forest is of
no great breadth ; and beyond it, highcr up, they
get upon firmer ground, nearly bare of vegetation,
which contintes to the summit of the ridge.

Reaching this, at length,
view of “ Fireland ” grander than any yet re-
vealcd to them. Mountains to the north, mount-
ains to the south, east, and west; mountains
piled on mountains all around, of every form and
altitude. There are domes, cones, and pyramids ;
ridges with terraced sides and table-tops; peaks,
spires, and castellatcd pinnacles, some of them
having reseiriblance to artificial mason-work built,
as it were, by Titans! In the midst of this pict-
uresque conglomeration, and standing high above
all, like a giant above ordinary men, is the grand
snow-cone of Mount Darwin, on the opposite sido
of the arm, fit mate for Sarmiento, seen
same range, north-westward. Intersecting
mountain-chains are deep, ravinc-like valleys,
some with sloping sides thickly wooded, others
presenting fafades of sheer cliffs, with rocks bare
and black. Most of them are narrow, dark, and
dismal, save when dlumined by glaciers, frorn the
glistening milky-white and beryl-blue surfaccs of
which the sun’s rays are vividly reflected.

Valleys, | said, but strictly speaking they are not

they have a scenic

in the
the

valleys at all, but chasms, the bottoms of which
aie arms of the sea, straits, sounds, channels,
bays, inlets; many of them with water as deep as
the ocean itself. Of every conceivable shape and
trend are they; so ramifying, and communicating
with one another, that Tierra del Fuego, long sup-
posed to be a main-land, is, in point of fact, onl\
an archipelago of islands, closely clustered to-
gether.

From their high point of observation on the
ridge’s crest, the castaways command a view also
of a reach of water wider than the sea-arm ini-
mediately beneath them, of which, however, it is
a continuation. It extcnds eastward as far as they
can see, straight as an artificial canal, and so like
one in other ways as to suggest the idea, or fancy,
that- it has been clug by the same Titans who did
the masonwork on the mountains ! It occupics
the entire attention of Seagriff, who, looking along
it toward the east, at Icngth says;

“Thet’'s the Beaglc Channel; the way we were
to hev gone but fuv the swampin’ of our boat.
An’ to think wc 'd 'a’ been runnin’’long it now,
'nstead o’ stannin’ helpless hyar ! Jest our luck !”

To his bittci- reflection no one makes responso.
Captain Gancy is cngrossed with his binocular,
exarnining the shores of the sea-arm, while the
others, fatigued by their long, arduous cliinb, are
seated upon rocks at some distance off, rcsting.

After a time, the skipper, re-slinging his gbss,
makes known the resultof his observation, sa)'ing:

“ 1 can see nothing of the canoes anywhere.
Probably they 've put into some other cove along
shore to the wcstward. At aU cvents, wc may as
well keep on down.”

And down they go, the descent proving quicker
and easier than the asccnt. Not that the patli is
less steep, or beset with fewcr obstructions; but
their tumbles are now all in the right direction.
with no backward slidings. Forward falls they
have, and many; every now and then a wild up-
throwing of arms ends witb a fall at fulllcngffi
upon the face. They succeed, however, in reach-
ing the water’s edge again, without serious injur>-
received by any, though all of them are as wot as
if they had been swimming with their clothes on,
and are looking forlorn, soiled and dragglcd.

At the place where they have now reachcd the
beach, there is a slight curving indentation m the
shore-line ; not enough to be called a bay, for
to interfere witb their chance of being seen vy
any ship that may pass along the arm. As t ts
has been their reason for changing quarters, if
might be supposcd they would choose the raosi
conspicuoiis point for their new encampment. u
their choice is influcnced by other considerattons,
chief of these being the fact that near the center



of the curve they find a spot altogether suited to
their purpose — a grassy spot, high and dry, a
little platform surroundcd and sheltered by trees.

That they are not the first human bcings to set
foot on it is evinced by the skeleton of a wigwam
found standing thcre; while on the beach below is
a heap of shells recognizable as a “ kitchen mid-
den.”” These evidences of former occupancy also
proclaim it of oid date. The floor of tho wigwam
15 overgrown with grass and weeds; while the shell-
heap is also covered with greencry, the growth
upon it being wild celery and scurvy grass, both
of which plants give promise of future utility.
Like promise is there in another object near-
at-hand: a bed of kelp, off shore, just opposite,
marking a reef, the rocks of which are bare at
ebb tide. From this, shell-fish may be taken, as
they have been before; for the kelp-bed explains
the presence of wigwam and “ kitchen midden.”

in addition to these advantages, the beech-
apples and berries are as plentiful here as at the
encampment in the cove, and still another spccies
is found not far off. At the western extremity of
the iiidcntation, a slightly elevated ridge projects
out into the water, treeless, but overgrown with
bushes of low stature, which are thickly covered
with what at a distance appcar to be bunches of
red trlossoms, but on closer inspection ptove to be
berries — cranberries.

But, notwithstanding all these advantages, thcre
are other iiidications about the place which are not
so ploasing. The wigwam tells of their still being
in the territory of the hostile tribe from which they
havc so miraculously escaped.

“ Ailikoleep !'” is the exclamation of Seagriff,
assoon as he setseyeson it; “ we 're in the country
o’ the rascally savagers yit!”

mHow do you know that?” inqiiires the skipper.

'mBy the build o’ thet wigwam, an’the bulk ofit.
Ez ye see, it’s roun’-topped, wharas thcm o’ the
Tekineekers, an’ other Feweegins, run up to a
shaip p’'int, besides bcin’ bigger an’ roomier.
Thar’'s another sign, too, of its bein’ Ailikoleep.
They kiver thar wigwams wi’ seal-skins, 'stead o’
grass, wliich the Tekineekers use. Ef thished been
thatched wi’ grass, we 'd see some o’ the rubbish
inside; an’, morcover, the fléor 'd be hollcrcd out
— which it’s not. Yes, the folks that squatted
hyar hev been Ailikoleeps. But it’s no suvprise
tome, ez | heern some words pass 'mong, the fishin’
party, which show’d 'em to be thct same. Wal,”
he contintes, more hopefully, “ thar's one good
thmg; they have n't sét fut on this groun’ fur a
long while; which is some airnest o’ thar hevin’

shriiirni”
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or " kitchen middens,” .tre a teature Of Fuecbn scenery.
upon; but the 1”ach opposite a bed Of Kelp is ihe placo wjiere ihelargcst aie met with.

gi'n the place up fur good. Those dead woods
tell o’ thar last doin’s about hyar.”

He points to some trees standing near, with
most of the bark stripped from their trunks.

“ They 've pcelcd 'em fur patchin’ thar canoes;
an’, by the look of it, thct barkin was done more
'n three years ago.”

All this does little to restore confidenca The
fact of the fishing party having been Ailikoleeps is
too sure evidence that danger is still near at hand.
And such danger! They only need to recall the
late attack— the fiendish aspect of the savages,
with their furious shouts and gestures, the darting
of javelins and hurling of stones— to fully realize
what it is. W ith that fearful episode fresh in tireir
meraory, the castaways require no further counsel
to make them cautious in their future movements.

However, they begin at once to rcpitch their
tent, which is set up so as to be screened from
vicw of any canoepassingalongthe sea-arra ; and
for their better accommodation, the wigwam is re-
roofed, asit, too, is invisible from tho water. More-
over, no fire is to be made during daylight, lest its
smoke should betray them; and when kindled
at night for cooking purposes, it must be done
within the wood, whencc not a glimmer of it may
escape outward. And a lookout is to be con-
stantly kept through the glass, by one or another
taking it in turns; this is done not alono for ene-
mies, but for fricnds— for that ship which they
still liope may come along the Beagle Channel.

Ch-AFIER XVI.

BY THE “ KITCHEN MIDDEN.”

T he programme determincd on is carried out to
the letter. But as the days pass, and no ship
appears, their impaticnce becomes despondency—
almost despair. Yet this is for the best, as it
strengthens a rcsolution already half fonned, but
not finally decided upon. This is to build a boat.
Nor, in this case, is necessity— mother of invention
— the solé impclling influence. Othcr circum-
stances aid in suggesting the scheme, because
they favor its exccution. There is timber in plenty
on the spot, neoding only to be hewn into sliape
and put together. The oars, mast, and sail are
already on hand; but, above all, here is a ship’s-
cavpenter, capable of turning out any kind of craft,
fiora a dinghy to the biggest of long-boats.

All these advantages taken into account, the
task is set about without further hesitation, and
hopefully. A great drawback, however, is their

They are_iisually found wherever there is a patch of
In such sUuations

of oid wiffv/ains are aso encounicrud. as ihe Fue”ians, on dcserdni; ihem, always Icavc ihem standing, probably from

somesupereutiousfeeling.
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being unprovidecd with proper tools. They have
only a common wood-ax, hammer, auger, and
their sailor-knives. The other tools were left in
the gig, and went down with it.

Doing their best with those on hand, the ax is
first brought into play, the negro being the one to
wield it; and he promptly attacks the tree which
Seagriff points out to be felled first.

*“NUW it i» OVEK THE TOPS OF UKOWINO,

It is a beech; one of those that have been
barkod. Tliis circumstance is in tlieir favor, and
saves them time ; for the barkcd trees having been
long dcad, their timbci is now dry and seasoned,
ready for working up at once. Still, caution is
called forin sclecting those co be cut down. Were
they taken indiscriminately, much of Ctesar’s labor
might be thrown away ; for, as has been said, many

of the trees are heavt-decayed, without showing
outward sign ofit, the result of an ever-humid at-
mosphere. Aware of this. Chips tries each one by
tapping it with the auger before the ax is laid to it.*

For days after, the chipping strokes of the
ax, with the duller thuds of wood mallets on
wedges, awaken echoes in the Fuegian forest such
as m'ay never have been heard there before. When

INSTEAU OF THE TEUNKS OF FALCEN, TREES.'

felled, the trunks are cut to the proper leiigtli,
and split into rough planks by means of wedges,
and aic aftcnvard smoothcd with the knives.

W ith such indifferoiit tools, the work is neces-
sarily slow; and is still furthcr retarded by another
reqgiiirement, food, which mcanwhilc has to be
procured. The supply, however, proves less pr®
carious than was anticipated, the kclp-bed yie

. . . . . . . stimber. Outoflificen cal do«”
«Ncarlv all ihc lareet ircc-. in ihe Fuegian fnrests have ihe heariwcocl decayed, and are worihless ;

by 2.pTa?n King's *

‘.«eyiag pany, ncar Por. Famiae, more than half preved .o be roteen at the heart.



ing an unlimited amount of shell-fish. Daily, at
low water, the two youths swim out to it, and bring
away a good number of limpets and mussels. And
now and thenacalfseal is clubbed, which affordsa
change of diet; some delicate morsels, too, parts
of the young seal being equal to spring lamb.
The scurvy-grass and wild celery, moreover, en-
able “ the doctor” to turn out more than one
\ariety of soup.

But for the continuing fear of a visit from the
savages, and other anxieties about the future, their
cxistence would be tolerable, if not enjoyable.
Kind Nature here, as elsewherc, treats them to
many a curious spectacle. One is afforded by the
“ steamcr-duck,” ®a bird of large size, specimens
having been taken over three feet in length and
wcighing thirty pounds. Ithasan enormous head,
with a hard, powerful beak for smashing open
thi shells of molluscs, which form its principal
food. But its wings are so short and weak that
flight in the air is denied it. Still, it uses them
effcctually in flapping, which, aided by the beating
of its broad webbed feet, enables it to skim over
the surface of the water at the rate of fifteen miles
an hour ! In its progress, says Darwin, “ it makes
such a noise and splashing that the effect is exceed-
ingly curious.” The great naturalist further States
ihat he is “ nearly sure the steamer-duck moves its
wings alternately, instead of both together, as other
birds move theirs.” It is needless to say that it is
frorn this propulsién by its wings, like the paddles
of a steam-vessel, that the bird has dcrived the
fiame by which it is now best known.

Seais are observed every day; on one occasion
a seal-mother giving a curious display of maternal
solicitude in teaching her calf to swim. First
taking hold of it by the flipper, and for a while
supporting it above water, with a shove she sends
the youngstcr adrift, leaving it to shift for itself.
lii a short time, the little creature becomes ex-
hausted, when she takes a frcsh grip on its flipper,
and again supports it till it has recovered breath,

after which there is another ])iish-off, followcd by a -

new attempt to swim, the same process being
several times repeatcd to the cnd of the lesson.

A still rarer and more remarkable spectacle is
funiished by a couple of whalcs. One calm, clear
morning, with the water waveicss and smooth as
a mirror, two of these grand cctaccans are seen
swimming along, one in thcwakc of the other, and

The micropimis brack}punis of Quoy and Guimard.

(To

The “"steamcr dack’ is a featuro .ilmost peculiar lo ihe ir.
"atcrs.and has always been a bird of note amons sailors, like ihe “ Cape pigeons’ and" MoihcrCarey schickens.
seialler species, called the “ flying steanier,” as it is able to mount into the air.

so ciése in shore that they might almost be reached
with the boat-hook. And while still near the edge
of the water, one of them blows, sending aloft a
spout that, rcturning in a shower of spray, falls
upon tho leavcs with a patcering as of heavy rain!

Soon after, sheering off into mid-channcl, and
continuing their course, they blow again and
again, each steam-like spray, witli the sun upon it,
showing like a silvery cloud, which hangs in the
air for more than a minute ere becoming altogether
dissipated.

The marine monsters have come along the arm
from the west, and are proceeding eastward —
no doubt making the traverse from ocean to ocean,
in the same direction the castaways proposc to go,
if permitted to finish their boat. But will they be
permitted? That is the ever-recurring question,
and constant cause of uneasiness. Their anxiety
about it becomes even keener, as the time passes,
and their task draws nearer completion. For,
althoiigh weeks have noweiapsed sincethe dcpart-
ure of the fishing party, and nothing more has
been seen of them or any other savages, fior have
any tires been visible at night, iorany smoke by day
— still the Fuegians may appear at any moment;
and their fears on this score are not diminished by
what Seagriff says, in giving the probable reason
for their non-appearance;

“ 1 guess they 've gone out seaward, along the
west coast, seal-huntin’. The oid sedis ur tainer
at this seezun then any other, an’ easier slolen
upon. But the year ’'s on the turn now, an’
winter 's settin’ in; thercfiir, we may look out
any minute for the ugly critters comin’ along. Ef
wc only hed the boat finished an’ afloat!
she was in tbc water now !”

As all wish the same, there is no relaxation of
effort to bring about the desired cnd. On the con-
trary, his words inspire them to renewed energy for
hastening its accomplishment.

Alas, all to no purpose! One morning, just be-
fore daybrcak, while on the lookout with his glass,
Captain Gancy sees corning eastward, along the
arm, a flcet of canoes crowded witli people,,to all
appearance the same craft encountered in W hale
Boat Sound.

Believing that they are the same, he cries out in
a voice that quivers, dcspitc his efforts to keep it
firm: “ There they are at last!
mercy on us 1”

I wish

Heavcn have

d Fuegian
There notherand
11 is catictl by natuialisis micnplcrus Palachmtca.
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GIRL-NOBLESSE. A REPEAT OF HISTORY.

By Mrs. Adeline D. T. Whitney.

[IntrODUCTOUY.— | have been asked by lhe editor of St. NichULAS to prefix a little note of explana-
tion' to my aiialogue. It is not a “ Repeatof History,” as sudi; it is a bit of incident in ivhioh something thai
happens bears a parallel likeness to another thing that happened long ago. It was suggested by a visit | made, a
summer or two since, with a young party. to an oid block-house near tlie coast of Maine, a genume relie of ihe
Indian and colonial times. Cooper’s novéis were among the great delights of my girihood. Hts “ Pathfinder,” m
which the lovely Indian girl, Dew-of-June, saves the life of ihe heroine, Mabel Dunham, by warning her to seek
shelter in the log-defense, (telling her, mysteriously, when all seemed safe in the forest-fort where she was staying
with her father, the sergeant of the garrison,— “ Block-house-good; got no scalp”); the adventures that followcil;
the plots and rude retributivo vengeance of Arrowhead; the fidelity of June coming to shut herself up with Mal>cl
while her savagc kindred were besieging the block; all these had fascinated me over and over again, and impresscd
on my mind a dear visién of the place and surroundings as desci-ibed. So that when | stood in this other similar
structure, and found iis rongh, primitive plan the very same,— and when certain little jokes and frights befel ai'd
amused us,— | thought how easily Ihe same characleristics illustrated tliemselves, and even circumstances fell into
significant’resemblance, in the oid, wild time and the new, cultivated one. The idea led me into.the writing of tliis
story. You wlio have read, or may now read, the “ Pathfinder,” will recognize lhe adaptation and application of
fiames, as well as the spirit and action of the [tersons, in several cases in the present tale; as, indeed, they are

partly pointed out as it goes along. The things unexplained 1 will leave you the pleasure of discovering for your.

selves.

“ JUNIA ROYD.”

That was the way it sounded, and that was the
way it had come to be spelled in Nonnusquam, as
well as in other out-of-the-way new places to
which the oid family of the Rougheads had scat-
tered and driftcd. The girls in Mrs. Singlewell’s
school hardly knew whether to think it funny or

. pretentious when it was explained to them. It

was ridiculous, anyway, that there should have
been an “ origin” to this village fiame, or that
ancient spelling and present pronunciation should
have anything to do with each other. They called
it “ Rough-liead,” and so applied it, in the school-
girl derision that is so cruel, and that was dirccted
by the common consent of a certain set toward this
young girl, against whose admission among them
they had scornfully oljjected that she was “ only
one of the aborigines.”

Nonnusquam was known farther, but perhaps
not better, as the seatof a superior school for girls,
and as the summer residence of a few wealthy
people who had bought estates and built houses
among its lovely heights and along its water-
bordors, than as the quiet, honest, homely, uncul-
tivatcd fariu-scttleinent, which it began by being,
and which it had continued to be up to the sudden
advent and rush of city discoverers.

And Juniawas a meck, raodest, easily oppressed
sortof girl,— on one side of her character. Strong
points lay opposite and in balance, which we may
find out, as the people from the great hubs found
out the glory of the hills and waters in quiet
Nonnusquam.

T- W]

One of the brightest things ever said in satire
was that concerning our grand okl, noble, mean,
persecuted and persecuting New England ancesiry:
“ The first thing they did here was-to fall upon
their knees ; the next was to fall upon the aborig-
ines.” That was very like what some of the city
settlers and improvers had done in Nonnusquam.
They had fallen down and worshiped before the
magnificence of nature,— they had buiit their
shrines there ; then they had set foot of pridc on
the primeval human nature in whose rough sim-
plicity was hid, perhaps, a grandeur also. It
carne hardest upon the “ little ones,” for despising
whom there is a threatening; and it carne most
openly from the other little oncs, than to cause
whom to offend, by spirit or example, a millstnne
‘round the neck is better.

So Nonnusquam was divided into twain; yet
there were shades in the differenccs, and crossiiigs
in the partings, that were delicatc to adjudge.

Young people are indiscriminate ; they could
not see the difference between the Royds, or
Rougheads, and the Polliwocks. They could not
appieciate that Rcdman Royd, late owncr of half
the pasture-lands and intcrvales bought up by the
new gentry, and still holding craftily certain intcr-
jacent coveted mcadow-strips and ivooded ridges,
— a power in town-meeting and political convcn-
tion,— a man with a blaze in his eye under his oid
straw hat for any too cool or level glance from
beneath more stylish brim,— was mere to be con-
sidered or accepted than Stadpolc Polliwock or
Evetson Newt. Consequently they could nol ap-
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preciate that Junia Royd could have privilege
among them at the seminary or in their little social
life above the small Polliwocks or Captain Newt’s
Saramandy.

“R-0-u-g-h-e-a-d.forA'qyrf/ That 'snonsense 1
said Hester Moore.

“ E-n-r-a-g-h-t, for Darby !
Amabel Dernham
liame.

That 's a fact,” said
“in a certain English family
And there are plenty of others, almost as
qucer.”

“ E-n-r-a-g-e-d, hopping-mad 1 That 's the fact
for me,— and for plenty of others
American school,” returned Hester.

What's the use ?” asked placid Amabel.

mOh, you ’ll give in, and be as polite as a
pink,” charged Hester. “ 1 know. You can't
show your mind, ever.”

'ml can’'t tread on flwything,” said Amabel.
” The other sidfe of my mind comes up then, and
I slimv that.”

‘eNo need of treading,”
woman of the world.
things,

in a certain

said the incipient
“You can walk ’'round
or put them out of the window. But
you 'll make right up to 'em, and cosset 'em ; see
if yon don’t.”

So Junia Royd was (figuratively,) “ walked
'round " i “ put out of the window ” ; made to feel
like u phantom. The girls, whenever it so suited
them, behaved precisely as if shc was n't there;
rather, perhaps, as lacking the second sight them-
selves, For if they could havc seen her-in the
spirit— ah, that is the secretof all oursins against
the sccond great Commandment!

There were a few little Eves whose souls were
not strong against odors and colors of apples and
pUiinswhich carne from Squire Royd’s garden, and
were irresistible at lunch time. These little Eves
would take and eat, though they must therebymake
acquaintance with second-rate, which is always evil,
as well as with first-rate, which is always good.

'I'hen, also, thcre was Amabel Dernham.

Mrs- Singlcwell was a woman of observation
and instinct. She might find herselfin a dilemma,
but when she moved, she made the best movc to
be made. She put Junia Royd as desk-mate with
Amabel Dernham. | will not say that Amabel did
not at first feel sccretly a little “ put upon.” Hester
Moore carne by within an hour and whispered,
‘T-ittlc Miss Mufiet!” But that rather touchcd
Miss Muffet’'s pride in the right place; and shc
stuck to her tuffet, and to its sharer, like a woman.
A real, true woman; not a feminine creature,
afraid of spiders.

Junia Royd was slight and dark; Amabel was
large and fair; they looked together like a little
dcep-colored, velvet pansy, and a delicately superb
One of white and gold. Junia bent her dusky
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head to her contrast and worshiped. The sun-
shiny contrast bloomed on sevencly, and, by very
sunshine and sercnity, was gracious.

Amabel shaied her Latin Lexicén with Junia;
she showed her how to trace the derivations and
disentangle the constnictions. She explained
“ abstracts” and “ criticisms” as school excrcises;
she reminded her of the oider of lessons and the
obligation of rules, until these became familiar to
the new-comer. In short, she was just “ as polite
as a pink,”— or as a princcss pansy.

Junia would lay a Jacqueminot or a Gloire de
Dijon rose on Amabel's dcsk, coming early to
schoolon purpose: Amabel would put the crimson
flower in her blonde hair, or the golden-colored
one against her brcast-knot of brown or red ; and
one was pleased and the other was happy. But
Junia never offered a pcar or a peach at that
shrine; she kept those for the sort to whom she
would not cast pearls; the sort who would render
stolid, narrow-eyed regard, and move grovelingly
to her approach, fot the sake of them. She gave
simply what they carne for, asking for no further
sign in exchange. Onc does not care to caress
that kind of animal; one would rather have a
fence between than not.

And so, with all, she lived a phantom life among
thcsc girls; even with Amabel, not getting beyond
the grace and the politeness, — tlic shy, sweet utter-
ance of thanks, or the matter-of-coursc chirping
over their lessons. If on one side thcre were—
creatures— in their pen of exclusiveness, on the
other there was but a bird on a bough. Any
beautiful, realizcd friendship was the dream of her
own heart. Amabel was claimed on all sidos when
desk hours were over; her way did not lie with
Junia’s; each drifted to her separate elcment and
belongingbetween school-out and school-in. Junia
made long romances to hcrsolf of what these in-
tcrvals were like to the birds of the air; as for
Amabel, she flitted awayand forgot Junia altogether
every day, from two iii the afternoon till nine next

- morning, when she lightcd again besidc her.

Neal Royd was Junia’s brother ; she had a hard
time with him, often, in these off hours. She
worshiped him also,— and first and always; he
was brother and sister and all to her; tyrant and
scoffer, too, with his man-masterfulness and boy-
cynicism. He liad the hard, proud nature of Neal
and Roughcad; “ Neal,” in the oid Celtic, stands
for “ chief.” He was bitter against the “ high-
noses,” and bitter with his sister because they
snubbed her. He was contemptuous of the girl-
noblesse; yet he would often crush June with scom
of her position with them,— that “ she could notbe
anybody as wcll as anybody else.” He would have
been well content to carry the Royd rights level
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with the “ high-nose” assumptions. His con-
tempt, thereforc, was not absolute or successful.
He was especially mordacious against “ Pester

More.” He liad his own grudgcs against the
fiame, belonging also to “ Alexander the Great,”
her brother. “ Ne 'll never weep for more woiids

to conquer. The world’s all More, alroady, for
small Shandy,” quoth Ncal Royd. He would give
him both titles, the great and the small, in one

sentence. “ Small body and high strut,”— “ big
sprcad and little spunk,” he said of him, and not
untruly.

Hester Moorc had turned her back upon Neal
once, long ago, as only raw rudeness could have
done, and left him planté la, in the face of by-
standers, when he would have handcd her a
handkerchicf that she had dropped; and Sandie
had served him a mean trick, and never given him
«a chance to pay it off. It was up at the Little
Wi illaguce — the brook that fceds the Big Witta-
quee before it runs past Nonnusquam. Neal was
trout-fishing ; he kncw a place that few othere
knew, and he had just got a splendid fellow play-
ing around his line, when “ ploomp!” carne a
stone from right over his head into the pool;
and "ploomp! ploomp!" another and another,
breaking great civcles in the still water, and scat-
tering the fish, of course ; besides (which was even
worse), a voice jeeringly advertising the discovery
of his sccret. Starting to his feet, and facing
about and upward, he saw small Shandy coolly
looking over, not at him, but upon the farther
water, as if simply bent upon bis own amuscinent,
and as if not knowing that “ Neal was there.”

Down went rod upon the bank, and up the
rough steep went Neal, scrambling and grasping,
making with swift vengeance for the petty foc,
whom, even after tho bieathless asccnt, he know he
could overtake in a fair run upon the level above.
Butlo ! reaching the ridge, from which the down-
like taljle spread away for haifa milc toward another
climb, there was Master Alexander upon his pony
Bucephalus, putting four legs to their ljest against
his two |

“ Another time!” articulated Neal Royd, with
deliberation, standing stock still in black wrath, not
even raising a fist to shake impotcntly after the
“ meaching minnum.” “ Another time! |If it
is n’t till we 're both men!”

And that was what, indced, seemed most likely,
sincc Sandie Moore was off the next day to Mount
Desert, to meet a yachting party for his holidays,
and at their end, at Exeter Academy again; and in
the intermediate short space that he had been at
Nonnusquam, had shown the small, conscious
shrewdness of his sort in keeping well out of “ the
Rough-head’s ” way.

Neal Royd was not without his untrimmed
points of human nature, though there was better
blood in him than in Sandie Moore. Ho was an
aborigine yet, in that he was the enemy ofa girl, for
her own offenses and those of her kin. A savage
will ambush and will take scalps of women. Neal
Royd thirsted for a chance or a contrivance to
“ pay off” to “ Pester More ” the interest, at least,
upon the accumulating family delst. He was only
fourteen; there was hope for better things in him,
sincc he began with something generous enough
to resent a meanness even more than a malice.
It would be bis turn now, though, if a way should
show; and fair enough, if he served them in their
own fashion. They, not he, had set it. “ June
would let a grasshopper kick her 1”

All this has been historical introduction. Wc
come now to the beginning of our “ repeat.”

A gypsy party at tbc oid block-house. A straw
ride toMillCreek Landing; the stearaer, touching
at ten o’clock, for Penbassett; the lovely river
sail, the quiet cove, the steep rocks, the cavern,
the woody summit, the oak-glade inthe farm-edgc;
above all, the real, true old-settlement block-house,
that the colonists had taken refuge in, the Indians
had invested,— with the bullet-holes in its timbéis,
the places charred and blackened by flaraes against
its massive sides, the excavation bencath in solid
ledge, and the tradition of an under-ground passage
to the cavern by the river.

All Mrs. Singlewell’s young ladies were to go;
the great difficulty was raale attendance. It was
September, and the youths— “ high-nose”— were
just away at academy or college. The youths,—
snub-nose,— even if they were to be asked, would
hardly go, mercly as “ Polly-put-the-kettle-ons,”
and to be snubbed some more. One of the incon-
vcniences of a small town, cleft in social twaiii,
ar6ése. Early Harvest occupied the able-bodicd
men; corn and barley were of more consequence
than a day’s chore. Who should carry baskcts
up and down, fetch wood and water, and hang the
kettle— for the picnic party?

Amabcl Demham thought “ Mamma would let
Zibbie go (Zibbie was short for Zorayda Brunhilda,

Z. B.,— the raagnificont Moorish and Teutonic
prefixes to the plebeian Yankee of Spodge); *“ be-
sides, it would be only fun to do it nearly all
ourselves.”

Hester Moore went unblushingly to Jimia Royd,
and invitcd her to invite her brother.

“ You are the only onc who has a brother at
home,” she said, with an air of conscious penalty-
for-honor. “ They woukl all go if they were here,
ofcourse ; only Mrs. Singlewell’s mother had to be
sick at justthe wrong time,— when they ivere here
— and put us into the wrong time now.”
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Hester Moore had probably never spoken so
many consecutive words to Junia before in their
whole school year.

“ 1 will tell him,” said June, not without her
own dignity, “ if you mean it for a mcssage; but
very likely he will think it a wrong time for him to
be in.”

“ Oh, 1don’t see why,” said Hester, carelessly.

To Junia’s amazement, Neal said that he would
go. Then something in the seuofhis face startled
her differently.

“ O Neal!” she said, “ don't!— | mean— don’t
do anything!”

“Why, what do you suppose they want me for?”
asked Neal. “ 1 shall make myself of servicé —
to the intevests of society in general— in any wa\-
that 1 see chance for.”

“O Neal! Don’'t look for chances! Thats
just what I mean.” June had heard the word too
often, not to be apprehensive of it.

“ You may be sure I wont waste time in ldukiiig,
ifl can make one,” was all that Neal vouchsafed.
“ And 1shall go.”

Poor little June ! With her awe of Neal’s tre-
mendousness, and her gentle dread of harm or
pain to any, she shivered with vague imagina-
tion of little less than an upset canoe on the river
in the pleasure-boating, or a block-house blown
up, in good earnest, with dynamite I 1f she could
only watn her Amabel,— or knew what to warn
her of I From that moment, the gypsy party had
only trombling and terrors for her ; at all events,
in the looking forward. When they were fairly
embarked, the delights of the way asserted thcm-
selves, and absorbed her temporarily; in the
pauses, or recurrences of thought, she remembcred
to look forward again, and the nameiess dread
began ancw. Neal was so rccldess of what he
did, when the freak was on! She was sure there
would be some disastcr,— something to make
them wish they had not gone. ,

Amabel, sitting between her and Hester Moore
in the wagdén, told Hester something that gave
Junia a coid shudder at the outset.

“If I werc superstitious, |1 'd hardly daré be
here,” said the girl. *“ Oid Sabina said such a
queer thing this morning. She brought up my
dress, this,”— toiiching the light cambric frills
that lay about her in white frcshness,— “ into my
room last night, and | sprcad it out so niccly on
my lounge. Then 1 got out my ribbons and
neckerchief, and put everything together just as it
was to go; and this morning | tied up my flowers,
«venly, and laid the bunch at the side, where it is
now; and there 1 was, you see, all but me, just
as straight and prim and complete. And oid
Sabina carne in, and | showed her. 1 was doing
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my hair. ‘See how nice it looks,” I said ; and, do
you think, she just gave a screech, and flew at it,
and tossed everylhing apart, and flung the dress
on a chair. ‘For goodncss’ sake, Miss Amy, don’t
ever do a thing like that again I Don’t streek out
things you're going to wear, and make 'em look
\\V.zthat! Why, my sister, that's a widdcr, laid
out jest a long frilled counterpin once, over two
chairs, not to muss it while it aired ; and it looked
so goshly, mother made her take it away. And
do you b’lieve, Miss Amy, 't war n't a wcck 'fore
my brother David he come up dcad, in a Icttcr!’”

“ Oh, don’t!” cried Junia, excitedly; and
Amabel, turning with the laiigh on her ups, saw
June as whitc as the dress.

‘“Why, do you mind such things ?” she askcd.
“ It sounded so funny !”

“ So— ~goshly,"” replied Junia, trying feebly
to turn off her ncrvousness by the quotation.

“ 1 don’t scc what she has to'do with it,” re-
maiked Hester, remotcly.

Junia, put in the third person, stayed put, and
held herselfaside- Put down? Easily quenchcd ?
These easily qucnched pcrsons are not always
“ down.” Thecrc isa fine inward retreat, of which
the putter-down may scarcely be capable even
of supposing.

In this retreat junia troubled hcrsélf afresh for
Amabel. She was always witlt Hester Moore;
and June was sure that Hester Moore would be
that day like a tree in a thunder-storm, for what-
ever bolt should fall.

“ If you would just keep with me, to-day,—
some of the time,”— she entreated, and then shyly
qualified, standing by Amabel upon the pier.

She had never asked for herself, or put herself
in the way before. Amabel gave a glance of
surprise.

“ It is such a wild, great place,” said June.

“We shall all bo there,” returncd Amabel.
“ Ofcourse, we shall be together.”

Amabel had said truly ; there were two sides to
her mind, and she was sometimes a little vacillat-
ing in her action between them.

The bright little steainer, with its pretty lattices
of white-paintcd ropc, its striped awnings, its
flying colors, carne around a green promontory
and glided to the landing. There waS a warping
in, ciése to the picr-head; a shock and trcmble
of the tall timliers as it swcpt suddenly against
them ; a flinging of the foot-plank ; a hurrying on
board; and instantly, like a flock of butterflies,
the girls, in their white and dainty-colored dresses,
and shady, veiled or feathered hats, had fluttered
and settled, here and there, brightening up the
decks with their motion and alighting.

Mrs. Singlewoll was coiiring last,— Miss Fidelia



Posacklcy, the assistant, was just on board,— when
a boy on a gray pony carne galloping down the
road, reining up just in time on the wharf, and
waving a yellow envelope above his head, as he
kept on at slackened speed toward the steamer.

“ Mrs. Singlcwell I1” he shouted; and the lady
took her foot from the plank and turned around.

“ All aboard I” ivas called impatiently from the
boat, and two men already held the gang-plank,
ready to draw itin.

“ A telegram!”

Mrs. Singlewell tore it open i there was only an
instant for deciding anything; she passed down
the gang-plank, dispatch in hand.

“ It is from Fordstoke,” she said to Miss Posack-
Icy. “ My motherisill again. | shall havc to go
on to Rigston, leaving you in charge at Penbasset.
I am very sorry. 1 shall be very anxious.”

Miss Fidelia assured her of all possible care.
But Miss Fidelia Posackiey was one of those who
can only movc between ruled lines of duty and
precedent; and, by very adhercnce to them, go
straight to grief— orstand and takeit— whensud-
den deviation is demanded. They turn into pillars

of salt instead of getting out of Sodom. Miss
Posackiey was invaluable in school routine; she
was worse than nothing for an emcrgcncy. It was

with a great misgiving, therefore, that Mrs. Single-
well saw her flock of butterflies flutter up the bank
into the oak glades at Penbasset; Miss Fidelia,
with her green lawn overdress, luoped in two pre-
cisely similar, long-pointed festoons behind, walk-
ing among them like a solemnized Katydid. It
was too late to have holped it; theie would be no
boat back that stopped at Nonnusquam till the one
at six o'clock, which they were to take.

“ Get thcm all together by half-past five,”
charged Mrs. Singlcwell, at parting; “ and let
there be no going in canoes.”

At those words, one dread was lifted from Junia
Royd’s imagination.

“ Your ‘sign’ isread out now,” said Hester
Moore to Amabel. “ It’'s only the oid lady that s
“come up ” worse again in atelegram.”

Junia would not have spoken so, or allowed her-
self that “ only ” ; neverthclcss, another weight—
or, rather, a_dim, grim sense of one— was eased
within her mind.

She was able, with a rclcased spring of enjoy-
ment, to basten up the cliff-path and over the
beautiful oak-open, in the little party that instantly
sought the famous oid block-house. Another de-
tachment took the shore-way along ihc rocks to-
ivard the traditionary cavern.

Junia had read with enthusiasm Coopcr’s fascin-
ating stories of bordcr life and forest warfare. The
legends of Deerslayer and Pathfinder were realities

to her in that realm where fancy shapes its facts
and maps its territories. She had not more surcly
come to this actual spot, than she had gone
through the wilderness, drifted upon the water,
and dwelt in the lonely fort or on the rudely for-
tressed island, with Judith and Hetty and the
young hunter,— the brave oid sergeant, the cap-
tious Cap, Eau-douce, the honest scout, and Maliel
Dunham. But to come here to-day was to make
that strange join of things dreamy and things
tangible which makes the visible seem a dre:im
and tlie vision seem a substance. To say, “ Right
here those, or such, things have been,” was to
narrow down to touch and presence what she had
before gone far away into widc thought-land to
find and get conception of.

“ Mabel Dunham!” AIll at once that carne
and fitted. Her very heroine was here,— Ainabd.
How strange that the fiame should happen so!
Amabel Dernham. And herself,— why, she, little,
dusky, insignificant, secretly worshiping friend,—
what was she but the very Indian June of the wild-
wood story ?

She rehearsed it all to Neal, who walked up wini
her, and who knew the oid tale by heart as neli
as she.

“ And 1 ’'in Neal
liead !” cried the boy.

“ And if | knew what you 'd do to Amabel,—
my Mabel,— 1 'd go and tell her, as June did
Mabel Dunham!” retorted quiet Junia, in a quick,
low, angiy tone.

“'T is n't your Amabel;— she 's well enough;
it 's the rest of 'em. It’s that ‘ Pester’ More I"

“ She 's always with that I-lester Moore ; what
happens to one will happen to the other.”

“ Let it, then. Good for her. Why isn’t she
sometimes with you ?”

“ What ¢sit, Neal? ” asked Junia, pleadingly.

“ Don’'t know myself. Time enough when the
time comes. Only you look out, and keep your-
self in a clcar place, and clcar of * Pester’ More”

Junia was silent then, but her eyes, full of help-
less trouble, would not Icave her brother’s; and
somehow the trouble would not let her see ihe
half-fun half hid in his, or that he was already
amusing himself in advance with her.

“ Sho, June ! Don’'twork yourselfup to concert
pitch like that. You girls always suppose the end
of the world, or nothing. | sha’'n’t tomahawk any-
body. But 1can scare their fish, or make 'em feel
small, I guess, one way or another, before it’s becn
their turn much longer.”

W ith that, June had to make much of the re-
lief again, and go on with the others to the block-
house. Neal stopped at the “ big flat” with some
baskets, and was to return to the pier for more.

Roughead,— Chief Arruu-



A REPEAT

Not all the girls had read “ The Pathfinder” ;
still fewer were acquainted with, or carcd much for,
the early history of Penbasset, in which this oid
bl»ck-house figured, as the other did in the novel.
M:ss Posacklcy dutifally enlavged to them upon
the one; the girls who kncw the enchanting
fictitm brokc up the solid lectiirc with interpola-
tioiis of the romance, and finally got the audience
- . that was audience, and not restlessness and

— to themselves. June, knowfng it all
better than any, stood silent, and gazed intently

'ANO I 'm

about jler, rccognizing the points and landmarks
of her dream. For one of those oid block-houses
was iicarly a duplicate of another.

The heavy door of the structure had been long
offits liiiiges j some of the great tirabers leaned up
against jts side ; an open space where its leaf had
hung gave wide entrance into the dusty, empty, an-
cientinterior. The narrow loops would else have let
inlittle light. As it was,— low-raftered, deep, and
heaviiy built,— there was enough of the shadow-
charm of mystery for the young explorers, as they
stepped across tlie great, rudo, uncrumbled sill, and
went peering in toward the far, dark cornevs.

“ Such beams!” they exclaimed. “ W liole trees !
and big ones! And such bolts and clampi)igs !”

“ Here are the holes they fircd their rifles from!”

“ And here are bullet-holes at the edges, where
the Indians tried to fire in!”

But this, girls, is the trap-door— take care!

voL. XIl— 2s.

OF
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Down here are the mysteries and the undor-ground
passage!”

" T'in going down!” cried Clip Hastings, always
first, and often head-first.

“ My dear!” remonstratcd Miss Posacklcy, “ it’s
five or six feet, and no stops !”

“ No mattcr. Hcrc I am !” replied Clip, from
the cellar, into which she had swung herself while
the words were spokcn. And haif a dozen others
had followed before Miss Posacklcy could cali up
rule or precedent for determined opposition.

-NSAL ROUGHEAD — CHISK ARROWHEAD.

“There! Stop, my dears! No more of you
must go down I” she said, with out-stretched.
hindering hands, to the others. “ I can’t see how
they are to get back again, I 'm sure.” And she
fluttered to the brink, like a lien whose ducklings
are in the water.

“'Round by the cavern!” called back Clip.
“ Good-byc!” Then the voices grew smothered
under the solid floor, as the rebels gropcd away
into the darkncss.

“ My dears! Young ladies !
not do !” called Miss Posacklcy.
instantly!”

Were they out of hcaring? No answcr— no
sound ofone — returned. How far did the exca-
vation reach ? And what might be there? Water,
possibly ! An oid well! What might they grope"
or stumble into? Miss Posacklcy was in an agony.

The stillness, that had occurred so suddenly.

Rcally, this will
“Come back,



continued. Some of the girls werc friglitcned ;

some eagerly excited.

“ Oh, where do you think it goes to.
they fallen into anything ?” cried the first.

And “ They Ve found it; they Ve gone down to
the river ! Let us go, too, picase, Miss Posackley ?
declared and besought tho second.

“ Not one of you; on w account!” said Miss

hiave

Posackley, unsparing of her negatives in her
vchemence.
Hester Moore was one of the explorcrs. Juma

held Amabel by the ann, abovc, She had barely

hindered her from following; not that she had

really thought of danger, at the first, but simply

that she saw Hester go, and she was to keep

those two apart. If she could do but that all

day long, not knowing why ! Not waiting

to know,— only clinging to the warn-

ingof NeaVswords : “Aclcarplace,

and clear of ‘ Pcster ' 1”

There woulcl be mis-

chief, somehow; and

this would be tho only

sure exemption from it.

Neal Royd is not the

first who has been terrible by him and mystifica-

tion, while tolerably mystificd himself as to fulfill-

ment. He walked up at this moment from the

kettle-hanging, and looked in at the open door.

He was “ behaving so well,” the girls thought; not

putting himself where he did not belong. But

then, what could one strange boy do, among al!

ofthem ? They were not at all in doubt of their
vcritable and suf-
ficient terriblcness,
— these little wom-
en in their millin-
ery and manners!

“0O Master
Royd!” exclaimcd
proper Miss Po-
sackle)-. “ They
have gone down

there— half a doz-
enofthem. Where
do you supposc that
underground way
leads? They scem
to be quite out of
hcaring. | am very
much concerned.”

“ They say,” re-
turncd Neal, with

great gravity and
weight of manner, “ that there 's a steep un-
derground way to the river. But 1 should

think it could n't be very' safe; it must be

[March,

very ‘blind,” anyhow. | '11 see what 1 can find

out.” . ' ]
And he dropped himself down nUo the black-
ness, where he stooped and peered about; then

moved with apparent caution away from the open-

ing, and out of sight. L, .
“ The place is as still as death, he called hack
from beneath. “ It’s very curious.”

“ Oh, what shall we do ?” cried M.ss Posackley,

in terror. . s j m
“ If they only come out at the other end, it
be all right. But if they get down anywhere

and can’'t get up
again; or get stuck
in the middle— 1
declare 1l herc

is a

hole!”
“ Miss Posack-
ley,” he said, re-

turning to the trap,

“ 1 think' you 'd

better just step

down here your-

self.” A queer little

smothercd sound

interruptcd him.

“ Hark! I thought

| heard something.

I really don’t be-

lieve they can have

got far. If you

would just come

down,— it ibn’i at

all bad here,— and cali to them,— they wouW
mind me, you know,— it would be the best thmg.
And then you would have done all you cou



YO» see; and
biirrow.”

“ Oh, how can | ?” faltered poor, shocked Miss
Posackiey, wringing her hands over the chasm.

“You TI have to be quick, 1'm afraid,” urged
Neal, mcrcilessly solcinn.

“ Go back, young ladies,” commanded Miss
Posackiey, to the rear squad, who huddled about
hei', dividcd between frightened faith and most
diverted skepticism. “ Go down to tho big fiat,
and wait for me. Oh, how can | ever?”

'mOh, whata lai'k !” laughed out Kitty Sharrod,
llie minute she was outsidc, and turning short
around to look in through the great doorway.
“ Calii't she see it 's nothing but a lark all 'round ?
1'd give a coach and horses to be down thcre!
She called me just as | was over the edge. It
j»5t stopped at me,— my luck! She’s actually
gone down !'—How do you suppose she will come
up again ?” the girl added, slowly and sepul-
chraliy, to her companions, who lingered, not
knowing whether to laugh or cry.

” Come back and see itout! She wont mind,
nowshe’s down, and thinks we did n't see her go.—

if you want me to, I TI try tKe

Do take care, Miss Posackiey ! We can't go off
and leave you thcrel You 'll want us to help
you up again,” shouted Kitty, leaning boldly
down the trap.

A match flashed below; Neal held it right
above Miss Posackley’s head. Kitty Sharrod,
gazing after its illumination, saw what Miss Po-
sackiey also saw,— a row of crouching figures,
two or three feet apart, each with hands on knccs,
flat against the low, rough wall of the far side.
From the motionless rank burst a sudden, iaugh-
eing salute.

Miss Fidelia’s position before them, alone, would
have been like that of a general at a revicw.
Only, she had to crouch also, which impaircd the
dignity, and made the tableau irresistible. The
floor was not more than four and a half feet— in-
stead of five or six— from the ground below.

Neal Royd stnick a light again,— a whole card
if matches.

“ Wont they get it?” exclaimed Kitty Sharrod,
in an excited whisper, clapping noiseless hands.
“ But |1'd give a Newport cottage to be there, and
to see her face !”

i To be coHciudeiis)

HER

By Mrs.

In search,

from A to Z,

And “ Marguerita”

-NAME.

L. P. Wheei.er.

they passed.
chose at last,—

But thought it sounded far more sweet
To cali the baby “ Marguerite.”
When Grandma saw the little pet,

She called her “ darling Margaret.”

Next,

Unele Jack and Cousin Aggie

Sent cup and spoon to “ little Maggic.”
And Grandpapa the right must bcg

To cali the
(From

lassie

bonnie Mcg.”"—

“ Marguerita” down to “ Meg”!)

And now she ’'s simply “ little Peg.”



THK BROWNIES’

BALLOON.

By Palmer Cox.

W hile rambling througb the forest slrade,

A sudden halt some Brownies made;
For spread about on bush and ground
An oid balloon at rest they found,
That while upon .some flying trip

Had given aeronauts the slip,

And, falling hcrc in foliage green,
Through all the summer lay unseen.
Awhile they walkecl around to stare
Upon the monster lying there,

And when they learned the use and plan
Of valves and ropes, the rogues began
To lay their schcmes and flame a night
Whon all could take an airy fiight.
We want,” said one, “ no tame aftair,
Like some that rise with heated air,
And hardly clear the chimncy-top
Before they lose their life and drop.
The bag with gas must be supplied,
That will insurc a lengthy ride;
When we set sai! 't is not to fly
Above a spire and cali it high.

The boat, or basket, must be strong,
Designcd to take the crowd along;

For that which leaves a part behind
Would hardly suit the Brownie mind.
The Works that serve the town of Bray
With gas are scarce two miles away.
To-morrow night we 'll come and bear,
As best we can, this burden there;
And when inflated, fit to rise,

We ’'ll take a sail around the skies.”

Next evening, as the scheme was planned,
The Brownies prompily were on hand;
For when some pleasure lies in view,
The absentecs are always few.

But 't was no easy task to haul

The oid balloon, car, ropes and all,
Across the rocks and fallen trees

And through the marshes to their knees.
But Brownies, persevering still,

W ill keep their course through every ill,
And in the main, as history shows,
Succeed in aught they do propose.

And though it cost them rather dear,

In scratches there and tumbles here.



Xhoy wurked until the wondrous feat
Of transportation was complete.

Tlicii while some busy fingers played
Around the rents that branches made,
Ar extra coil of ropc was tied

In long festoons around the side,

That all the party, young and oid,
Migiit either find a seat or hold.

And while they worked, they chatted free
About the wonders they would see.
Said one: “ As smoothly as a Kite,
We "1 risc above the clouds to-night.
And may the question

settle soon,

About the surface of the
moon.”

Now all was ready for
llie gas.

And soon the lank and
tangled mass
Began to flop about and

rise,

As tlniugli impatient for
the skies ;

Then was there work for
every hand

That could be mustered
in lhe band,

To Kkeep tire growing

muiister low
Until they stood prcpared

to go;
To Ihis and that they

ma.le it fast,
Round stones and stakes

tlir ropc was cast;
But strong it grew, and

Stronger still,
As every wrinkle sccmed

to (ill;
-And  when at last it

bounded clcar.
And started on its wild

carecf’,
A rooled stump and gar-

den gate,
It carried off as special

frcight.
Though all the Brownics went, a part
Were not in proper shapc to start;
Arrangements hardly were complete,
Some wanted room and more a seat,
While some in acrobatic style
Must put tlieir trust in toes awhile.
Bul Brownies are not hard to please.
And soon they rested at their ease;

Some found support, both safe and strong,
.Upon the gate that went along,

By some the stump was utilized.

And fiirnished seats they highly prized.

Now, as they rose, they ran afoul

Of screaming hawk and hooting owl,
And flitting bats that hooked their wings
At once around the ropes and strings.
As though contcnt to thcre abide

And take the chances of tlie ride.

On passing through a heavy cloud,
One thus addressed the moistened crowd;

Although the earth, from whicli wc risc,
Now many miles below us lies,

To sharpest eye, strain as it may,

The moon looks just as far away.”
"The earth is good enough for me I”
Another said, “ with grassy lea.

And shady groves, of songsters full.—
m\\ill some one give the valve a puli?”



And soon they all were well
conteni,
To start upon a mild descent.

But once the gas commenced
to go,

They lost the power to check
the flow;

The more they tried control
to gain,

The more it seemed to rush
amain.

Then' some began to wring
their hands.

And move to voluntecr
commands;

W rilc some were cran-
ing out to view

W hat partofearth their
wreck would strew,

A marshy plain, a
rocky shore,

Oi ocean with its sul-
len roar.

It happcned as they
nearcd the ground,

A rushing gale was
sweeping round,

That caught and car-
ried them witli spccd

Across thé forest and
the mead.

Then lively catching
might be seen

At cedar tops and
branches green;
W hile still the stump
behind them swung,
On this it caught, to

that it hung,
And, as an anchor,
played a part
They little thought of
at the start.
At length, in spite of
sweeping blast,
Some friendly branch-
es held theni fast:
And then, descend-
ing, safe andsound,
The daring Brownics
rcached the ground.
But in the trce-top on
the hill

The oid balloon is
hanging still,

Relieving farmers on
the plain

IT-om placing scarc-
crou'sin their giain.
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INTER

FUN.

By WILLIAM 0. Stoddard.

Chapter V.

'I'HE Stebbins farm was not a largo one, and
noitlier its house fior barn compared well with
Dcacon Farnham’s; but there was a good deal to
be done in and around thcin on a winter morn-
ing. Vosh was a busy boy, therefore, at the be-
ginning of the day, and his mother was a Iljusy
woraan, and itwas not until an hour after breakfast,
on the day following the events recordod in our
last chapter, thatshosaid tohim; “ Now, Lavaujer,
I w.int you to drive me, in your new red cutter, to
Beaton Village, and if 1 can’t find what
there, 1 'm goin’ right on to Cobbleville.”

Vosh had been thinking up a serios of excuses
for going over to the Famham's, but he made no
mcntinn of them, and it was a credit to him that
his new turn-out was so soon standing, all ready,
hy ihe front gate.

It was not a bad idea that his first long drive in
it should be with his mother; but a number of
surpriscs awaited him that day.

The first carne in the fact that his mother was
unaecountably silent, and tbat whenever she did
open her lips she had something to say about
economy. Then she talked a little of the wicked-
ness and vanity of buying or wcaring anything
must for show.” City people, she freely declared,
tverc doing that very thing all the while, and she
was glad that no one could acense her of it.

Vosh was quice sure that her rcmarks were sen-
sible, but he could not help bcing rather glad,
when they drove by Deacoii Farnham’s and he
saw the girls at the window, that his cutter was of
so bright a red and so remarkably well varnished.

Bcnton Vitage was down in tlie valley, and the
sorrcl colt covered the distance in so short a time
that il seemed only;the bcginning of a ride. Mrs.
Stebbins said as much, after she had bought some
tea and sugar at one store and some raislns and
coffoe at another.

“ They have n'twhat 1 want, Lavaujer. Yon can
drive right along to Cobbleville. There never was
better sleighin’, not even when | was a girl.”

Tliat was a gracious aclmission for hev to make,
and Vosh put the colt to his very best speed along
the well-traveled road to Cobbleville. And, all
the way, Mrs. Stebbins was strangely silent.

“ Where shall | puli up, mother ?” asked Vosh,
as they turned into che main Street of the village.

I want

“ You can make your first stop at oid Gillis’s
hamess shop yondcr. | want to look at some o’
the things in his big show-case.”

Vosh was out of that cutter and had his colt
tied to the post in front of Gillis’s in about haif his
usual time for hitching.

“ Lavaujer,” said his mother, as she paused on
the sidcwalk, “ don’t ever buy a thing just for
show. You must n’t let your vanity get the best

of yoii.”

Five minutes later, she was holding in licr right
hand a very uscful string of sleigh-bells, and say-
ing to him:

“ Now, T.nvaujer, if you'rc ever drivin’ along
after dark, you wont be run into. Anybody’ll
know yon ’'re tbere by the jingle o' thpse bells.
And 1'll feel safer about you.”

Vosh thought he had not often seen less vanity
ir. anything than there was in those bells, and he
was thinking of going right out to put them on the
sorrel, when his mother exclaimed:

“ Therel That’s what | 've been lookin’ for.
That red horse-blanket, with the blue border and
the fringe. Jest tell me the price of it.”

Singularly enough, it happened to be the best
blanket in the shop, and she said to her sont

“ 1 don’t know but it’s too showy. But | s'pose
we can’t exactly help that. Anyhow, it wont do for
)-ou to let that colt of yours git warm with a hard
run, and then catch coid when you hitch him.
You must take care of him, and see that he has
his blanket on. You 'll find it useful.”

“ Guess | willl” said Vosli, with a queer feeling
that he ought to say something gratcful and did n’t
know how. He was thinking al>out it, whon his
mother said to him :

“ That headstall of yours is crackcd and the
check-rein might break some day. The rest of
your havncss il do for a while. But it’s always safe
to have your colt’s heacl-leathcr in good condition.”

No doubt, and the sorrel colt was a different-
looking animal when Vosh exchanged the head-
gear and check-rein for the new rig that the care-
ful Mrs. Stebbins bought for him.

“ Now, Vosh, thcro is 'n’t anything clsc | want
in Cobbleville. but you may drive througb the
main Street, and we 'li take a look at the town, as
we have n’t been here for a good while.”

He unhitched the colt and sprang in after her.
The new headstall, check-rein, and the bells were



already in thcir places. The brilliant blanket was
spread across thcir laps, as they sat in ihe cutter.
Vosh touched up the sorrel, and all the Cobblcville
people who saw them dash up the Street for half a
mile, and back again, were compclled to admit
that it was decidedly a neat tuvn-out.

“ Now, Lavaujer,” said his mother, “ don’t ever
do anything jest for show. But 1 feel better satls-
fied to know that if you want to take Judith Farn-
ham, or her sister, or Penelope, or Susie Hudson
out a-sleighin’, they wont need to feel badly over
the cutter you invite 'em into.”

They all had been talldng of Vosh and his
mother that morning at Deacon Farnham'’s, and it
was plain that the good quaUties of the Stebbins
family were fully understood by thcir next-door
neighbors. The boys hoped Vosh would como
over in the course of the day, but he did not; and
the next day was Saturday, and still he did not
come. He was atwork in his own barn, .shelling
corn for dear life, to let his mother know how fully
he appreciated her generosity. He feltthatitwould
take an immense deal of corn-shelling to express
all he felt about the bclls and the blanket, not to
speak of the bright bits of new harness.

The next day was Sunday, and Deacon Farn-
ham’s entire household went to meeting, at Ben-
ton Village. Vosh was in the choir, as usual,
and was covered with confusién when he accident-
ally started on the wrong stanza of the hymn they
were singing, and so found himself “
by the choir leader.

The next day, just after tea, Vosh carne o\'cr
“ to have a word with Deacon Farnham,” and
he had an errand of some importance this time,
Corry and Poitor stood by, while he explained it,
and before'he had said many words they became
deeply Lnterested. He was just inside the kitchen-
door, and Susie and Pen were sitting on the other
side of tho stovc, paring apples.

“ A man carne by to-day from one of the lumber
camps, 'w.iyup among the mountains,” said Vosh.
“ He was on his way to town for supplies and
things. He says the road to Mink Lake ’'s in prime
condition for a sleigh-iidc.”

looked at’

“ All the way?” asked the deacon, somewhat
doubtfully.
“ Every inch of it. | asked him. Now, why

could n't wc all go in for a mess of pickerel?

“ And a grand slcigh-ridc,” exclaimed Corry.

“ And an old-fashioned winter picnic,” added
Aunt Sarah Farnham, like
that, Susie?”

“ A winter picnic?
thing.

“ How weciukl you
1 ncver heard of such a
How do you manage it? | should like to
see a winter picnic !”

“ A picnic! .Apicnic!” shouted Pen. *“ Fish-

.the timo they were through breakfast.

ing through the ice, Susie, and— and— there are
over so many other things. Mother, can we go? "'

Vosh Stebbins had spoken only about the pick-
crcl, but the larger enterprise was what really had
been upon his mind. And, before he went hoim,
ithad becn thoroughly discussed, and an expedition
to Mink Lake determincd upon.

“ Corry,” said Port, after Vosh went awa;,
what sort of a place is Mink Lake ?”

“It’s the prettiest lake in theso parts, and .
great place in summer. Just crowded with fish.

“ Is it far?” quericd Port.

“ About eight or nine miles, through the wood,,
and around among the mountains. The road to it
is one ofthe crookcdest you ever saw. It 'sapt u
be snowcd up in winter; but we have n’t had avy
deep snow yet, and there are no big drift-.’

answered Corry.

“What kindoffish canbecaughtthcre? Troui-’

“ Yes, there are trout, but therc are more bass
and pickerel and perch. You ’'re liablc to he
bothcred with pumpkin-seeds in summer.”

Port was silent. He wanted to ask about liie
pumpkins, and how the seeds could bothcr afell nv
when he was fishing for trout.
two, he uttered one word:

“ Pumpkin-seeds ?”

“ Hosts of them. They 're the meanest kind uf
fish. Bite, bite, bite, and you keep pulling 'sm
in, when all the while you whant something biggtr.”

“ Can’t you eat them ?” Port wanted to kno".

“ Yes, tiiey 're good to fry, but they 're fui’ uf
bones.”

“ They wont bite in winter, will they ?”

e “1hope not. But |I’'m sure of one thing,
Wo ’'re in for a glorious time.”

That was an cxciting evening. Nobody seeuicd
to wish to go to bed, and the somicircle around
the firc-place talked, for more than two hours,
about fishing and hunting. Deacon Farnli.im
himself related some stories that Aunt Judith said
she had n't heard him tell for more than a year.
Porter and Susie had no stories to tdl, but thcy
could listen. The former went to bed, at last, with
a vague feeling that he would rather go to Mmk
Lake. It was a good while before he fell asUcp,
and even then he had a wonderful dream. He
dreamed he was trying to puli a fish, as large asa
small ivhale, through a sort of augcr-hole in some
ice. He pulled so hard that he woke himself up;
but he could roll over and go to slcep soundly,
now that the fish was gone.

The house was astir early in the morning, and
Deacon Farnham’s long, low box-sleigli, draivn
by his two big black horses, was at the dooi' by

Mrs. | arn-
ham had decided not to go, because, as shc said:

After a minute ir



“1t’s Judith’s turn;
and keep house.”

It had required some argument to persuade
Aunt Judith that it was her duty to go, but she
liad taken hold of the preparations with a will.
It ivas wonderful what an amount of wrapping-
up she dceined needful for herselfand all the rest.

“ Why, Judith,” said the deacon, “ it's a good
deal warmer up there in the woods than it is down
here.”

“1've heard so, and may be it’s truc ; but | don’t

and somebody must stay

riSHINO THROUCm THE ICE FOR PICKEREU.

put any trust in the saying. 1 've no wish to he
frcisl-bicten before | get back,” was her rcply.

There was little to be fcared from the frost, with
all the buffalo-robes and blankets and shawls and
cloaks that were piled into the sleigh.

When its passengers were in, they made quite a
party. There was the deacon,— who insisted on
driving,— and Aunt Judith, and Mrs. Stebbins, and
Vosh, and Corry, and Susie Hudson and Porter,
and Penelope, besides all the baskcts of luncheon,
the fishing-tackle, axes, and guns, in the sleigh,
with Ponto all around outside of it.

“ You can’'t shoot fish,” said Susie.

“ We may shoot something else,” said Vosh.
“ There 's no telling. It’'s a wild place.”

“ Susie,” cxclaimed Pen, “ did n't we tell you
Chatthere are deer up at Mink Lake ? Real dcer?”

“ Corry,” whispered Port, “ let’'s get one be-
fore we come home.”

“ Father has his gun loy him. all ready for deer,
if we should see any,” replied Corry; “ buthe wont
let us takc ours out til! we reach the lake. He may
getashotatsomething, though, ashe drives along.”

[SEB PACE 404.)

There was a sharp lookout for all kinds of wild
animals, after the way began to wind among the
piney woods, and through the desoiate.looking
“ clearings” left by the choppers. The road was
found even better than Vosh’s ncws had reporCed
it, and the black team pullcd their merry load
along quite easily.

The young folk soon got over the solcmn feel-
ing which carne upon tliem when they found them-
selves actually in the greatforest. It was delightful
to shout and listen for echoes, and to sing and
whistle, with the knowiedge that there was not a



living person to bear them, except those in the

Itwas about two hours after they left the farm-
house, and Fort had just remavked ;

“ Seems to me we 've been going up lull all the
time,” ~vhen Corry suddenly exclaimed:

“ There itis! Thafs Mink Lake ! It’llbedown
hill all the way going home. Seeit?”

“ Where ?” said Pon. “ I don'tsee any lake. U

yes,ldo! It'salliceandsnow. Frozen olean over.”

‘* And we have n't seen a single deer yet,” said
Susie, sorrowfully.

“You can see some now, then,” rephecl Vosh,
as he eagerly pointecl forward. *“
Yonder !'— on the ice !'”

“ | see them,” shouted Pcn. *“

See 'em, Port?

One, two, three,
four!”

“ Those black i/ii-A? 7 said Susie.

There theywere, indeed, and they werebeginmng
10 move rapjdly across tiie ice ; but they were so far
away that Susie coukljust make outwhat they were.
Even Ponto continued to plod along soberly behind
the sleigh. He was too oid a dog to excite himself
mover any such clistant and unattainable garaeas that.

Deacon Farnham seemed to know exactly where
to go for ho drove straight on, whon nobody
else could see any road, until he stopped m front
of a very small and very rudcly built house.

“ Aunt Judith,” asked Susie, “ did anybody
ever live here ?”

“ Live here,

child? Why, that’'s a choppecrs
shanty.

And it ’s for anybody who wants it, now
they 've done with it.”

That was so, but it was not for the mere human
beings of the picnic party, The deacon took his
horses from the sleigh and led them in through
the ricketydoor. “ They 're a liitlc warm, he
said “ but they wont catch cold in there. 1 11
give 'em a good feed, Vosh, while you 're starting
a fire. Get the guns and tackle out, Corry.”

Vosh had had a hard struggle with himself that
morning toleave his own horse and cutter athoine,
buthis motherhad settled it forhim. Shercmarked:

“ 1'd rather be in the big sleigh, with the folks,
so I can hearwhat’s going on. Sowould Susie Bucl-
son or Judith Farnham, 1'ra sure, and so you 'd be
lonely in your cutter. Besides, the little cuttei
itself would upset a dozen times an hour on those
mountain roads.”

He was ready with his axe now, and Portcr
Hudson opened his eyes with amazement to see
how soon a great fire was blazing on the snow, a
httle distance from the shanty.

“ What are we to get into ?” asked Port.

“ We dont want any shelter, when wc 'rc on a
winter picnic,” said Aunt Judith.
our dinner in ihe sleigh.”

“We can eat

(March,

They were not yet thinking of eating. The
first business on hand was a trip to the lake. Vosh
Stebbins took his axe with him, and he and the
deacon each carried a long, wide board. Port
managed not to ask what these were for, and he

had not a great while to wait before he discovered.
“Vosh,”

said the deacon, “ the ice must be

pretty thick. Hope we sha’ n't have to chop a
holc.” j 1

“ There 's one aiv-hole, away yonder. It does

n't look too wide,” suggested Vosh.

“ 1 should n't wonder if it would do,” assenteO
Dcacon Farnham.

“ Susie,” said Pen, “ don't you know? That
where all the fish come up to tho top to get a
breath of fresh air.”

There was some truth in Pen’s explanation, in
spite of the laugh she got from Mrs. Stebbins.
Susie said nothing, for she was intent at that
moment. She thought she had never seen any-
thing more strange or more beautiful than thai
little lake, all frozen, with the hills around it and
the mountains boyond them. The )Dvoken slopcs
of the hills and mountains were covered with whiie
snow, green pincs, spruces, and hcmlocks, and
with the brownish gray of the other trees, tlic
leaves of which had fallen from them. It was vcry
wondcrful and new to a young lady from the city.

‘Almost haif the lake,” said Vosh, i smooth
enough to skate on. If 1 had thought of that,
Il would have brought myskates along.”

It would have been worth their whilc. Mmk
Lake was what some people cali a “ pond,” and
was scarcely a mile wide by an irregular mile and
a haif long. There was an immensc skating
“ rink” there now, in spite of the snow wliich
covered a large part of it.

Susie was just about to ask some more ques-
tions, when her unclc shouted :

“ This will do, Vosh. Bring along your slide.

That was the board be was carrying, and its use
wa? plain now. The air-hole was an opening m
the ice, not more than two feet across, but the ice
was thin at the edges of it. A heavy man ora
busy one might break through and find himself in
a cold bath; but when those two “ slides” wcre
slipped along on either side of the hole, any one
could walk out on one of them and drop m a hooK
and line safely enough.

“ There, Susie,” said Pen, “ no* we can keep
our feet dry while we catch our fish.”

“ Now, folks!” exclaimed the deacon,— "
at a time. W C'll take turns.”

“ Your turn 's good lili you 've bookccl a hsh,
said Vosh to Porter, as he handed him a
“You and your Unele try first.”

It seemed very easy, as

"0

Ime.

it was nothing more
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than to stand on a dry board and drop a line, with
i baited hook at the end of it, through a hole in
the ice. And the fish were not slow to respond.

“ Father ! father !” shouted Pen, in a few mo-
ments. “ You've hooked one !'”

A sort of clectric shock went through the entire

“ picnic,” as the deacon
jcvked out a gleaming,
struggling fish. But he
did not seem dclighted
MHith his catch.

“ Nothingbiitaperch!
He’sa poundandaquar-
ter, though. Here, Mrs.
Stebbins, take that other
Itnc and see whatyou can
do,” said the deacon.

Mrs. Stebbinshadtalk-
ed quite industriously all
the way, and even after
they went upon the ice,
but she was silent tho
momentshe took hold of
the Une. Just after it
touched the water, Por-
ter Hudson exclaimed:

eeCorry! Corry!”

“ Puli, Port! Puli!
You 've a big fellow L”

“ So have 1,” cried
Mrs. Stebbins. “ Dea-
can! Vosh! Comel—
help me!”

“ Pen,” said Susie,
“could it puli her
thi'ough the hole ?”

“ Why, Susie! ”

Pen’s eyes and moulh
nere widc open, for both
her cousin and Mrs.
Stebbins were leaning
back, and it seemed as
ifsomething down below
was trying to jerk them
through the ice.

“ Wind it 'round your
wrist, Port,” said Corry.
“ Uon'tlet go !”

“ Wecll, Mother,” said
Vosh, as he took hold
of her line, “ | declaro,

you have hooked a good one,

‘VOSH
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and no mistake.

Hut 1 think 1 'll have to puli it in for you.”

It seemed to cost him hardly an effort to bring a
great three-pound pickerel through the hole and
ice, saying, with a little

sling it out upon the
pardonable pride:

“

“

“

No, sir-e-e-e !
Hand over hand!
from you.”

Port’'s blood was up, since he had scen the other

That 's better than a perch, Deacon.”
Shall I help you, Port?” asked Corry.
1’1l bring in my own fish.”

Don’t let him get away

I'ORWASU AND KIHUIJ TIIH BECUNU IIAKBEI. OF 11IS G(JN.

pickerel landed, and he pulled with all his might.
“ Now lift,” said Vosh.
nose against the ice, or he 'll break loose. Don’'t
lean over too far.
Itwas an exciting moment, and Port followcd the

“ Don’'t let him rub his

That 's it.”

dircctions given him, although his heart was beat-



ing quickly, and he thought he had never lifted
anything quite so heavy as that fish. But as the
gleamingburden appeared above water, his captor
grew triumphant, and shouted :

“ Up we come !”

“ Hurrah for Port,” said Aunt Judith.
biggest one yet.”

So it was, and a proud boy was Porter Hudson
when Deacon Farnham declared that the great
fish the lad had fought so hard for was “ a seven-
pound pickercl.”

“ Now, Aunt Judith, it 's your turn,” said Port.

“ Mine, Port? Why, what could 1 do with a
creetur like that? ” .

“ 1’1l help you, if you get a big one.
your line. You must try.”

She had to be coaxed a littlc more; but she con-
sentod, and Susie took the other line. The fish
werc biting hungrily, for in less than a minute
Aunt Judiili gave a littlc scrcam andajerk, and
began to puli in her line. Then another litie
scream, and another jerk, and then;

“ Perch!” cxclaimed Aunt Judith. “ I'm glad
it was n't a pickerel! Penelope, you can catch
the rest of my fish for me. 1°'ll look on.”

Susie’s face grew almost palé, as she stood there
with her line in her hand, waiting for something
to puli on it.

“ Do they nibble first, Vosh ?”

Hardly were the words out of her inouth before
the line was suddenly jerked away from her. Vosh
had just time to catch hold of the piece of wood
that it was wound upon.

“ 1 ’'ve lost it!

“ The

Here 's

I 've lost it!” exclaimed Susie.

“ No, you have n't; but he’s running pretty
well,” said Vosh. “ The line would have cut your
fingers if you haiTtried to hold it.”

Susie"”s soft, white hands were hardly suited to
work of that sort, indeed, and they were already
becoming a little coid. She was quite willing to
pick up her muff and slip them into it while Vosh
pulled in her pickerel for her. It was a fine one,
too; only a little less in weight than Porter’s.

Pen had now taken the line from Aunt Judith,
and she dropped her hook in, very confidently.

“ There is n't a scrap of bait on it,” said Corry.

“Is n't there? | forgot that. Just wait a
minute and then 1°'ll let you bait it for me.”

Corry and the rest hegan to laugh, but
shouted again;

“ W ait!— He 's dibbling !
Oh, he’'sbit it1”

So he had, bait or no bait, and Pen was quite
strong enough to puli up a very handsome perch,
without help from anybody.

After that, Deacon Farnham and the boys had
all the fishing to themselves.

Ten

Now he ’s biting!

It was well there

was enough of it to make itexciting, for it waswect,
coid, chilly work. The fish were of several sorts
and all sizes, and some of them rubbed themselves
free against the icy edgcs of the hole in spite of
all thatcould be done. But, before noon, there was
a considerable heap of them lying on the ice,,and
the fun of catching them liad
power to keep the coid away.
Long before the fishermen decided that they had
caught enough, however, Mrs. Stebbins and Aunt
Judith and the girlsbecame tired oflooking on, and
set out across the ice toward the sleigh and the very
attractive-looking fire. The latter had been well
heaped up atfirst and was now blazing vigorously.
“We must have a good dinner for them,”

lost a little of its

said Aunt Judith, as she turned away. *“ All the
fish they can eat.”

“ You carry one,” said Mrs. Stebbins. “ 1l
take a couplc more. The girls can help. W e’ll

fry 'em, and we 'll roast 'em in the ashes.”

She tried to think of some other way, but she
could not. She and Aunt Judith were excellent
cooks, and knew just*what to do with fresh fish
and such a fire. It was by no means their first
picnic, either, and the proper cooking utensils haii
not been left at home. Susie and Pen entercd
into the spirit of the affair with a good deal of
enthusiasra, but they were quite contented to let
the more experienced cooks do the cooking.

There was plenty to do, and when at last thv
fishermen gave up dropping lines through the
air-hole, and carne plodding slowly back across
the ice, there was all the dinner they could reason
ably ask for, hot and smoking and ready for them.

Each was dragging a goodly stiing of fish after
him, and all brought hearty appetites to thi
tempting “ sptead !”

There was hot coffee tobe drank out of tin cups,
fish in two styles of cookery, crisply fried pork,
roasted potatoes, bread and buttcr, and last of al'
was some coid meat that no one seemed to care for.

“ Will there be any dessert? ” asked Port.

“ Aunt Judith has some minee pies warming oi
the log by the fire,” said Pen.

“W hatadinncr fortne woods!” exclaimcd Susie

“Woods?” said Corry, “ why, the choppcr-
have fresh fish and potatoes and coffee all tbe
while, and sometimes they have venison.”

“ Gamc,” said Port, “ but no pie.”

“ Vosh,” said Susie, “ what has become of all
those deer you were going to get?”

Just at that moment, they heard oid Ponto bark-
ing away at a great rate, in the woods near by,
and Vosh sprang up, exclaiming:

“ He 's trecd something !'”

“ Yes, he has,” said the deacon.
guns, boys. Load with buckshot.”

“ Get your



“ Mine 's loaded,” said Vosh.

“Mine’ll be ready in a minute,” said Corry.
“ Hurry, Port.”

“ Wait a minute,” said the deacon.
must have a share in the hunt,”

It seemed to Susie and Pen that they could
ilardly wait for those two guns to be loaded, and
tirs. Stebbins exclaimed:

“ Judith, I do hate a gun, but 1’'m going with
"hem.”

“ So am |I,” replied Aunt Judith.

Ponto must have shared in the general impa-
lience, to judge by tho noise he was making, and
now there carne another and a very curious sound
li'om that direction.

“ It’s a baby crying,” said Pen.

“ Or acat— ” began Port.

“ Sakes alivc ! ” exclaimed Mrs. Stebbins. '™ |
uibelieve the critter’'s gone and treed a wild cat.”

“ You 're right,” said the deacon. “ I’'m sure
II's a wild cat.”

They all kept together, as they waded through
the snow to a spot about twenty rods into the
\Miods, from which they could see oid Ponto
liiunding hither and thither around the trunk of
Ztall maple tree, that stood by itself in the raiddle
of an open space in the forest.

There was no other tree handy for it to jump
into,” said Vosh. “ And there it is.”

“Where?” asked Aunt Judith.

'*See it? Up there on that big, lower limb ?”

It ’s forty feet from the ground,” said the dea-

‘Wé all

ccm.  “ Come on, boys. All the rest stay here.”
“ Oh, Pcn,” said Susie, “ 1 do believe | 'm
afraid. Will itjump?”

“They ’'ll shoot it, and Ponto wul grab it when
it falls,” said Pen.

“ No, he wont,” said Corry.
would soon beat off one dog.
for Ponto.”

There was little doubt of that, for it was a wild
cat of the very largest size. Not so dangerous
an animal as the- “ panther,” but a terrible foe,
nevertheless.

It seemed even largor than it really was, as it
drew itself up, on the long, bare limb of the tree,
and looked savagely down upon its barking enemy.

It may be that the ;mell of the cookcry, par-
ticularly of the fish, had tempted it so near the
picnic. Thus Ponto had sccntcd the cat, in turn,
and had chased it into that solitary tree.

“ Now, boys,” said Deacon Farnham, *“ all
around the tree. Fire as soon as you can after |
do, but don't fire both barréis of your guns.”

Porter Hudson knew he was not one bit scared.

“ That wild cat
He 'd be too much

and wondered why he should shake so, when he
tried to lift his gun and take aim. He was sure he
could not shoot straight, and hoped that the shot
would scatter well.

“ Now, boys!”

“ Bang !” went tho deacon’s gun, and the othei'
three followed, almost cu the instant. But the
wild cat replied with an angry scrcam, and began
to tear tlie bark of the limb with its sharp, strong
claws.

A moment later, however, it suddenly gathcred
itself for a spring at tho spot, nearly under it,
where Ponto was barking. Alas for the great cat
of the woods! Too many buckshot. had struck it,
and it fell short short of its mark, in the snow.

Vosh had been watching, and he was nearest.
Hardly did the woundcd animal reach the snow
before Susie saw Vosh spring forward and fire tlie
second barrel of his gun.

No more shots were requircd.
ward, and Porter
lowed, but Ponto

Corry ran for-
after him, and the dcacon fol-
was ahead of them all, and it
would not do to fire at any risk of shooting the
brave oid dog. But there was uo fight left in the
wild cat by the time Ponto attacked it.

“ Drop it. Ponto. Drop it,” said the dcacon;
“ 1 don't want that skin spoilcd. It ’'s a fineonc.”

The wild cat was killed now without a doubt,
however, and Vosh could carry it to the sleigh,
and they could all go back and eat more pie, and
talk about bears and wolves and panthers, till the
two girls felt like looking around at the woods to
see if any intruders of tliat sort were coraing.

“We don’t necd any more fish,” said Aunt Ju-
dith. “ We 've more than enough for tho whole
neighborhood.”

“ Well, it looks some like a snow-storm,” said
the deacon. “ Wc 'd best be packing up for
home.”

Even that was grand fun, but it seemed almost
a pity to leave so good a five behind, to burn itself
out alone there, in the snow, with no merry party
to sit around it and tell storics.

If the road had been “ all up hill," corning to
the lake, it was just as much all down hill, going
home again, and the homeward ride was almost as
good as any other part of the picnic.

They all thoughtso, until they reached the farm-
house and found what a fine supper Mrs. Farnham
had prepared for them. And they all wondered,
afterward, how it was possible that they should
have been so ravenously hungry twice on the
same day.

“ Well, picnics always make people hungry,”
said Pen, which statement nobody else denied.

(To he continued.)



[March,

BOYS.

Brooks,

(AMoro/-'"The FiM of the Cloth of Gold" and & Comediesfor ChJldam:’)

noble Barbary horse, Morcllo, and spurred for-

P HISTORIC
HISTORIO BOYS,*
By E. S.
11.
GIOVANNI

OF FLORKNCE, THE BOY CARDINAL.
(Aftermir.t Pope Leo X.)

IT was one of the wild carnival days of 149°'
From the great gatc of San Gallo to the quaint
oid bridge of ihe goldsmiths, the fair city of Flor-
ence blazed with light and rang with shout and
song, A struggling mass of spcctators surged
about the noble palace of the Medici, as out
through its open gate-way and up the broad Street
known as the Via Larga streamed the great carni
val pageant of Loicnzo the Magnificent, the head
of the house of Medici.

“ Room for the noble Abbot of Passignano !
room for My Lord Cardinal!” shouted a fresh young
voice from the head ofthe grand staircase tliat led
from the loggia of the palace to the great entrance-
hall below.

“ So ; say’st thou th-Us, Giulio ?” another boyish
voice exclaimed. “ Then will I, too, play the
hcrald for thec. Room,” he cried, “ for the worthy
Prior of Capua ! room for the noble Knight of St.
John!” And down the broad staircase, thronged
with gallant costumes, brilliantbanners, and gleam-
ing lances, the two merry boys elbowcd their way.

Boys? you ask. Yes, boys— both of them, for
all their lofty and high-sounding ticles. In those
far-off days, when royalty married royalty at ten
and twelve, and Lord High Admirdis wore bib and
tucker, there was nothing so very wonderful in a
noble prior of eleven or a lord cardinal of thirteen.

“ Well, well, my modest young Florentines,”
said Lorenzo, in his harsh but not unkindly voice,
as he met the boys in the gi-and and splendidly
decorated cntrance-hall; “ if ye do but make your
ways in life with such detcrmination as that, all
offices must needs yield to you.
though, my fair Giulio. Modesty best becomes
the young. Remember, Giovanni’'s cardinalate
has not yet been proclaimed, and 't is wisest to
hold our tongues till we may wag them truthfully.
But, come,” he added in a livelier tone, “ to
horse, to horse ! the Triumpli waits for none. To-
night be ye boys only. Ho, for fun and frolic;
down with care and trouble!” And humming a
glec from one of his own gay carnival songs,
Lorenzo the Magnificent sprang to the back of his

A truce to tattle,

- Copyrichi, mhy E. S. Brooks.
tThe manoecho was tie'great stone Hon of the Palazzo Vecchio— the Cuy

ward to mingie in the glories of the pageant.

It was a wondrous display — this carnival pag-
eant, or “ Ti-iumph,” of the Medici. Great golden
cars, richly decorated, and drawn by curious beasts
horses dtessed in the skins of lions and tigers and
elephants; shaggy buffaloes and timorous giraffes
from the Medicean villa at Careggi; fantastic
monsters made up of mingled men and boys and
horses, with other surprising figures as riders;
dragons and dwarfs, giants and genii; beautifiii
young girls and boys dressed in antique costumoi,
to reprcsent goddcsses and divinities of the oid
raythologies; — these and many other attractions
United in the glittering display which, accompanicd
by Lorenzo the Magnificent and his retinue of
over five hundred pcrsons, “ mounted, maskci!,
and bravely appareled,” and glearaing in the ligbt
of four hundred flaring torches, travcrsed tlie
strects of Florence, “ singing in many volees all
sorts of cansones, madrigals, and popular songs.

“ By the stone nose of the marsoccho,\ but tliis
ts more joyous than tho droning tasks we left
behind us at Pisa ; is it not, my Giovanni ?” ga\ly
exclaimed the younger of the two boys as, glittei-
ing in asuitofcrimson velvetand cloth of gold, he
rodé in advance of one of the great triumphal cars.
“ My faith,” he continued, “ what would good Fra
Bartoloinmeo say could he see thce, his choicc™t
pupil, masking in a violct velvet suit and a gold
brocaded vest?”

“ | fear me, Giulio,” replied his cousin Giovanni,
a pleasant, brown-faced lad of nearly fourteen.
“ | fear me the good Fra would puli a long and
chidingface at both our brave displays. You know
how he can look when he takes us to task? And
tall! Why, he seems always to grow as high as
Giotto’s tower there.”

“ Say, rather, like to the leaning tower in his
own Pisa! for he scems as tall, and threateus to
come down full as sure and heavily upon us poor
unfortunates! Ah, yes, I know how he looks,
Giovanni; he tries it upon me full often !” and
Giulio’s laugh of rccollection was tempered with
feeling memories.

Here an older boy, a brisk young fellow of six-
teen, in a shining suit of silver and crimson bro-
cade, rodé toward them.

AU righis rcserved, ., , . _
Hall of Florence.
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“ Messer Giovanni,” he said, “ what say’st thou
to dropping out of the Triumph here by the Vec-
ehio Palace ? Then may we go back by the Via
Pinti and see the capannucci.”

Now, the capannucci was one of the peculiar
carnival institutions of the Florentine boys of oid,
asdear lo their hearts as is the election-night bon-
fire to our young New Yorker ofto-day. A great
tree would be dragged into the center of some
broad Street or square by a crowd of ready yoiing-
sters. There it would be set upright and propped
or steadied by great faggots and pieces of wood.
This base would then be fired, and as the blaze
flamed from the faggots or crept up the tall tree-
tumk, all tho yelling boys danced in the flarmg
light. Then, when the capannucci fell with a great
crash, the terrible young Florentino urchins never
oinitted to wagc, over the charred trunk and the
glowing einbers, afurious rough-and-tumble fight.

(liovaiim and Giiilio, for all their high-sounding
tilles, welcomed excLting variety as readily as do
any other active and wide-awake boys, and they
assented gleefully to the young Buonarotti’'s sug-
gestion.

“ Quick,
yiclding

to the Via Pintil” they cried, and
up their horses to the silver-liveried
grooms who attendcd them, they turned from the
pageant, and with their black vlsors, or haif
masks, partly drawn, they pushed their way
through the crowds that surged under the great
bell tower of the' Palazzo Vecchio and thronged
the gayly decorated Street called the Via Pinti.

With a ready handful of danarini and soldi,
small Florentine coins of that day, they easily
satisfied the demands of the brown-skinned little
Street arabs who had laid great pieces of wood,
called the stili, across the Street, and would let
none pass until they had yielded to their shrill
dcmand of “ Tribute, tribute ! a soldi for tribute at
the stili of San Marco 1~

With laugh and shout and carnival jest, the
three boys were struggling through the crowd
toward the rising fiame of a distant capannucci,
when suddenly, with a swish and a thud, there
carne plump against the face of the young Gio-
vanni one of the thin sugar eggs which, fillecl with
red wine, were favorite carnival missiles. Like a
flow of blood the red liquid streamed down the
broad, brown check of the lad, and strcaked his
violet tunic. He looked around dismaycd.

“Aha l” he cried, as, looking around, his quick
eye detected the successful marksman in a group of
laughing young fellows a few rods away. “ T was
thou, was it? Revengo, revenge, my comrades!
and the three lads sent a well-direeted volley of re-
turn shots that made the assailants duck and dodge

forsafety, Then cnsued a very common carnival
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scene. The shots and counter-shots drew many

lookers on,andsoonthewatcherschangcdto actors.
The crowd quickly separated into two partios, the
air seemed full of the flying missiles, and, in the
glare of the great torches that, held by iron rings,
flamed from the cérner of a noble palacc, the car-
nival fight raged fast and furiously. In the hottest
of the strifc a cheer ar6se as the nimble Giulio,
snatching a brilUant crimson scavf from the shoul-
ders of a laughing flower-girl, captured, next, a
long pikestaff from a masker of the opposite side.
Tying the crimson scarf to the long pike-handilc,
he chai-ged the enemy, crying, “ Ho, forward
all! ” His suppoiTers followed him with a resistless
rush ; another volley of carnival ammunition filled
the air, and a shout of victory went up as their
opponents brokc before their charge and the
exdted crowd went surging up the Street. Again
astand was made, again the missiles flew, and now,
the candy bon-bons failing, tlie reckless combat-
ants kept up the fight with Street refuse,— cUistand
din, and even small stones.

It was in one of these hancl-to-haiid encountevs
that a tall and supplc young fellow dashod from
the opposing ranks and grapplod with Giulio for
the possession of the crimson standard. To and
fio the boys swaycd and tugged. In sheer defcnse
the less sturdy Giulio struck out at his opponent’s
face, and down dropped the guarded clisquise of
the small black visor.

“ Ho, an Albizzi!” Giulio exclaimed,
recognized his antagonist. Then, as the
pikestaff was wrested from his grasp,
the well-known cry of his house,
Medici to the rescue.” *

“ Ha, Mcdici— is it? ” the young Albizzi cried,
and, as Giovanni de Medici pressed to the aid of
his cousin, Francesco Albizzi clutched at Giovan-
ni’'s mask in turn and toie it from his face.

“ Hollo 1” shouted the scornful Albizzi. *“ We
have uncovered the game ! Look, boys, 'tis Messer
Giovanni himself! Hail to lhe young mag-
nifico ! ” and, doffing his purple bonnet, as if in
rcvercnce to Giovanni, he struck the lad with it
full on his broad, brown chcek.

His followers applauded his dced with a shout.
butit was a weak and spiritless “ brava!” for it was
scarcelv safe to make fun of the Medici in Floronce
then, and cowards, you know, always take the
strongcr side.

The supporters of the Medici hastened to wipe
out the insult offered to their patron’s son. They
pressed forward to annihilate Albizzi’s fast-lessening
band, but the young Giovanni interfcred.

* Nay, hold, friends,” be said, “ 'tisbut a car-
nival frolic, and 't is endcd now. Messer Francesco
did but speak in jest, and, sure, | bear no malice.”

as he
long
he raised
“ Palle, palU |

The PalU U'Oro, or goldon bolls. were rhe oro. of .he hoo.e of Medio!, nnd “PalU. palU." wR. thoir iollying cry.
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But the hot-headed Albizzi

that had ever been rlvals and encmies of the
Medici, would listen to no compromise.

“ Ho, hark to the smooth-tongued Medid !” he
cricd. “ Boys of Florcncc, will ye bow to lhis
little magnifico? Your fathers were but boys
when they struck for the libertics of Florence and
drove this fellow’s father, the lordly magnifico,
like a whipped cur behind the doors of the sacnsty,
and scattcred the blood of that boy’s father on the
very steps of the Reparata!” *

The young Giulio, when he heard tlns brutal
allusion to the murder of his fathei-, could restram
himself no longer; but, rushing at Francesco
Albizzi, expended all his fierce young strength
upon the older boy in widly aimed and harraless
blows. 4

Giovanni would have again interceded, but when
he saw tho vindictive young Albizzi draw a short
daggcr from his girdle, he felt that the time for
words had passed. Spvinging to the relief of his
cousin, he clutched Francesco's dagger-arm. | licrc
was a rallying of adheronts on both sides; young
faces grew hot with passlon, and an angry Street
fight seemed certain.

, the son of a house

But hark! Across the strife' comes the cIale
of galloping Steel. Therc is a rush of hun-ymg
feet, a glare of flaring torches,

a ghmmer of
shining lances, and, around from the Via Larga,

in a brilliant flash of color, swings thc.banner of
Florence, the great white Tily on the blood-red
field: Fast BeRind it pre'ssgs the wecll-known as
guteheon of the seven ,S°Wcn balb and tle ar.
servants of the house of Medici sweep down upon
the corabatants.

Palle, palle! Medici, ho,
the shout of rescue.
Messer Pietro,
gleams
Albizzi

a Medicil rings
The flashing sword of young
the eider brother of Giovanni,
in the torch-liglu, and the hcadstrohg
and his fellow-rioters scatter .like chaff
before the onward rush of the paid soldiers of
the house of Medici. Then, éncompassed by a
guard of bristling lances, liveried grooms, and
torch-bearers, and followcd by a crowd of shouting
boys, maskcd revelers, and cxultant retarhers, the
tlirce lads hurncd down the Via Laiga, th gi
gmesel e ?alaceg,f the. Medici swung opena
admit them, and the noise and riot of the carmval
died away in the distance. Through the hall of
arches and up thé grand staircase the lads hast-
ened to where, in the spacious loggia, or enclosed
piazza, Lorenzo the Magnificent stood waiting to
receive them.

“ Well, well, young citizens, lie

my breathlcss
exclaimed; “ what news and noise of strife is this

rZ Z | h ofUeROPO.,
conspiracy of the Paari, in

HISTORIC
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I hcar? Methinks you come to us in sad and

sorry strait.”

But his bantcr changed to solicitude as he no-
ticed the troubled face of his son. “ W ho, then, is
in fault, my Giovanni?” he asked. “ 'T was well
for thee that Pictro sallied out in such hot haste ;
else, from all 1hear, a son of the house of Medid
raiglu almost have been slain in avile Street brawl.”

“ Nay, hear, my father,
of the matter,” Giovanni
lates,

| pray, the whole truth
replied; and, as he re-
in presence of that brilliant and hstenmg
company, the story of the cavnival fight as we al-
ready know it, let US, rather, read hastily the.story
of the great house of the Medici of Florence.
whose princely head now stands before us — him
whom the people cali "il gran magnifico,” Lo-
renzo the Magnificent, the father of the boy car-
dinal.

Four hundred years, and more, ago thcre Ilvetl
in Florence a wealthy family known as Ae Medid.
They .were what we' now cali capitalists mei-
chants and bankcrs, with ventures in many aland
and with banking-houses in sixteen of the Icadm,:
cities of Europc. Success in trade brought them
wealth, and wealth Ijrought thcm power, imtil.
from simple citizens ofa small inland republic they
advanced to a position of influence and importance
beyond that of many a king and prince of thcir
day. At the time of our sketch, the head of tlie
house was Lorenzo de Medici, called the Magnifi-
cent, from his wealth, his power, and his splendul
and liberal hospitality. All Florence submitted

and thougli tlic fah- city was still, in
form, a FepuBlie; the wishes and werds of L8renzs
were as law to his fellow-citizens. A man of won-
derful tact and'of.great attalnments, he was popu-
lar with young and oid, rich and poor. From 1
glorious romp with the childrcn, he would turn co
a profound discussion with wise oid philosophcrs
or theologians, could dcvis.e ineans for faanuig
millions to the king of England, sack a city that
had braved the power of Florence, or write the sol-
emn hymns for the priests or the gay Street songs

for the people of his much-loved city. Princes
and poets, painters and priests, poI|t|C|ans and
m the splen-

PP -

San Marco; rodé

“a-hawking” from his beautiful villa at Careggi,
or ioined in the wild frolic of his gorgeous Street
pageants. Power such as his could procure or
master anything, and we therefore need not won-
der that the two boys whose acquaintance we

made had been pushed

into prominence early.
Look well at them again.

The boy who, witli lace

or Snota Mafia Novella, in which Lorenzo waa woandcd and his hrolher Gialiano murdercd. la «a
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son, (iiovanni de Medici,
abbot of Passignano, and
now, whcn scarcely four-
tcen, an appointcd though
#ngroclaimed cardinal of

‘NAY, HOVD. FHIBPIDS, 'T IS

BUT A CARNIVAL FRouc.”

upturned toward liis father’s kindly eyes, is telling mous pope of Martin Luther’'sday. His companion
isthe young Giulio de Medici, neplicw of Lorenzo,

thc Chuich of Romc-— the future It_eo X ., the Ica-

the story of the Street fight, is Lorenzo’s second

VOL. X1.— 27.



HISTORIO

and already, at thirteen, ~ yijf

Psoner'~of'STn Anglio,°'tL"Ltagonist 6f bluff

King Henry VIH. of England. And this other
lad, thig Buonarotti, who is he? X protege of
Lorenzo, the companion of his sons and a favored
guest at his table, his fiame is to last through the
ages more illustrious than thatof all the Medici,—
the wonderful Michael Angelo, the gfeatest of the

“ So, so0,” Lorenzo said, as Giovanni concluded
his story; “ the inatter is graver than | thought.
'T is another yelp from the Albizzi kennel. The
Signory must look to it. Young Messer Fran-
cefco’s tonguc wags too freely for the city s good.
And back to Pisa must ye go, my lads, for it, Ul
beseems such as you, to be ruffling it in any wild
Street brawl that these troublous malcontents may
raise against Us.

So, back to the quiet Unlversny of Pisa went
tlie boys Giovanni and Giulio, to pursue thcir
studies in “ theology and ecclesiastical jurispru-
dcnce.” n

And spendlng his time thus, between bis stately
Florentine home, his noble oid castle of an abbey
at Passignano, and the University of Pisa, Gio-
vanni’s three years of probation were passed.

“ Whithcr so fast,my Maddalena?” asked young
Francesco Albizzi, stopping a dark-haired flower-
girl as on a bright March morning he rodé mto
the'city. “ W liat 's astir, my dear, that thou and
all the world seein crowding to meet me, here, at
San Gallo’'s gate?”

Thou, indeedi?” and the flower-gifl laughed a
merrypeal. “ W hy, brother of the mole and lord
of all the bats, where hast thou been asleep not o
know that to-day our young Messer Giovanni is to
be proclaiined a cardinal ?”

“So
wrathful

the little Medici again ?” exclaimed the

Albizzi. “ Bestial Must he be always

setting thc'cLty upside down? Where is 't to be,
Maddalena ?’
e
do not thou keep me longer,” she
away from the indignant young patnot Al

Florence gocs forth to meet the

;5\?dnaiy~"oTa;"

Francesco,” she addcd, with warning finger, we
are all palleschi” to-day, and 't were best for thce
to swallow thy black words. See, yonder rides
young Messer Pietro, and the Medici lances are
ready and sharp for such as thou.”

BOYS.

folnid~~hiB ofFiesie'!"™ There, overlooking the

in which, on that eventful®Sunday, the

of
March,

1492, the young Giovanni was receivmg
the vestraents.

Then, into the city, attended by the Archblslloo
of Florence and the civil magistrales, with a glit-
tcring retinue, and followed by “ an immense mul-
titude on horseback and on foot,” with wavii'.g
banners and shouts of joyous welcome,
the great gate of San Gallo, rodé Giovanni de
Medici “ on a bardecl mulé housed with trappings
of scariet and gold,” to the arched hall of the
Palace of the Medici, where his father, sick and
rcclining 011 his litter, awaited his son’s corning.

W ith many words of useful and practical advice
as well as warm congratulations did the proud
father receive the young cardinal, and then, iroiii
all the acclainations and illuminations, the joy, the
firc-works, and the feasting that accompanied ihe
cercmonics at Florence, Giovanni

through

, on the twel t.i
of March, with a brilliant retinue, departed for his

duties at Rome. A -r

Thus far we have seen only the bnght sidc o!
the picture— tho carnival glories, the processioiis,
the ceremonies, the cheers, the frolic, the feasting.
Now comes the darker side; for if ever a boy ivas

to be in trouble, worried, badgered, and disap-
pointed, that boy was Cardinal Giovanni de
Medici For,

like a sudden shock, with maii\ an
accompanying “ portent” and “ sign” thatcaused
the supci-stitious Florentines to shake thcir heads

in dismay, carne the news that Lorenzo the Mag-

nificent was dead. Still in the prime of life, w.m
weal h and

owcr and a.hostof followers, a in
n anu puwe - - NT (he
he died athis beautifulviUa

gr%ong the glivé grovEs of Car'eggf, where EH%W\
dows overlookcd the fair valley of the Amo and
the “ Beautiful Florence ” that he had ruled o
lone Fi-om Rome to Florence, from Florcncv
Rome again, the young cardinal P°®ed in anxiou
haste; as, f@llew'm@fasbulmmnimg-d.eathcfhis in

.S til—.-- Hr'

SpT.n»c “ -ul

occurred on July twenty-fifth, 1492, and soon
back to Florcnco, a

~Ntive from Rome, proscribed by the ncw pope,

10 was liut UliSllui; [V ——

But, in Florence, Lorenzo the MamﬂflceF
dcad, and in his place ruled his eWestson M<
Pietro. Rash, headstrong, overbcaring, !
wavering, proud and -prudent, this wa -d
young man of twenty-one succeeded to a
could not wield and to posscssions he

wa. lha iame given .0 ihe adheren.s and re.ainms ofthe houae of Med.m.
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porters dropped away, the people lost contidence,
and when, by a final blunder, he unnecessarily
surrendered to the King of France importan! Flor-
entine fortresses and territory, the anger of his
fellow-citizens broke out in fierce denunciation
and open revolt.

So, in spite of the strong words and the brave
front of Ilhe young Giovanni, in spite of the power
of tlie once potcnt iame of Medici and the remem-
braiice of past favors to Florence, in which the
groat house had been so lavish,— the spiritof free-
dora, of resistance to tyranny, and of hatred, espe-
cially for the cowardly Pietro, flamed through the
fair city by the Arno fiom San Gallo’s gate to the
goldsmith’s bridge, The hoarse boom— boom of
the great bell of the Palazzo Vccchio— “ the oid
coiv Uf the Vacca,” as the Florentines called it—
rarg out above the hurrying throngs, and all who
heard it knew that its measured toll heralded the
diwnfall of the Medici. And full well, too, the
boys of the now fallen house knew the meaning of
thai toiling bell. Its loud boom — boom— rang out
“ danger to Florence ; rally, good men and true !”
and, as its clang sounded over the city from gate
to gate, every Citizen, no matter what his occupa-
tion, answered the summons by snatching up the
artns nearest at hand and hastening to the great
squ.are of the Vecchio.

Resistance was uscless. ~Palle, palle, Medici to
thoi‘cscue !” had lost its oid power to rally retainers
and citizens to the supportof the once proud house.
The ;;aiiners of the white lily and the golden balls
no limger waved sido by side, and on Sunday,
the iimth of November, 1494, the young Giovanni,
ivitli his cousin Giulio, fled from his native city.
As he hurried through San Gallo’s massivc gate,
‘'vuli that terrible bell still toUIng the doom of his
famiiy. and the shoutsofan aroused and detcrniined
penple fiiling the air, he rcmembered the Irrillianco
and enthusiasm of other passings through that
‘'vell-known gate, and, with the words “ Ungi-ateful,
— ah. ungrateful,” on his lips, he hastened to the
Mla at l)cautiful Careggi, v.'here the defeated
Pietro had taken temporary refuge.

h'it not long could the banished brothers re-
mam at Careggi. The enraged Florentines still
puisued them, and for two anxious wecks this
young Giovanni, whose boyish days had been
Wicd with pleasure and brightness, whose slight-

EOYS.

est wish had ever been gratified, remained con-
cealed in the deepcst rccesscs of the Apennincs,
declarad a rebcl and an outlaw, with a price

upon his head.

Eighteen years passed away, and on the morn-
ing of the fourtcenth of Septcmber, 1512, two
riders, surrounded by a great escort of glittcring
lances and a retiiiuc of heavy-armecl foot-soldiers,
entered the gate-way of the “ Beautiful City.”
They were Giovanni de Medici and his faithful
cousin rcturning to their native city, proudly and
trimnphantly, after eighteen years of exile. Boys
no longer, but grave and stalwart men, Giovanni
and Giulio rodé through the familiar strcets and
past the oid landmarks that they had never for-
gotten, to the foot of the Via Larga, where still
stood the palace of the Medici. .Since the year
1504, when the unfortunate Messer Pietro un-
fortunate to the last— had been drowned on the
dipstrous retreat from Garigliano, the Cardinal

Giovanni had stood as the head of the house
of Medici. After six years of waiidering and
anxiety, he had risen to eminence and power at

Romo. In all these eighteen years, he never gave
up his hope of regaining his native city. Three
times did the' Medici seek to return to power; three
times were they repulsed. At last, his time had
come. Florence, torn by feud and discontent,
with a Spanish army campcd beyond her walls,
opens her gatos to the conquerors, and the Cardi-
nal Giovanni rules as lord of Florence.

So tho exile returned to position and power; so
the ficklc Florentines, wlio, in a fui-y of patriotism,
had sacked the palace of Lorenzo, now once more
shouted themselves hoarse for “m®alle and the
Medici!”

W ith Giovanni's later
concern ourseives, cxcept Co mention an
intcrest to young Americans — that ho was the firm
friend of the American Indians when they were
persecuted by their Spanish conquerors. “ The
best of all the Medici, save his father,” so the his-
torians report,— we may, as we read of him, re-
member the diligence, notwithstanding his love of
pleasure, and the loyalty to the fiame and fort-
unes of a once powerful family, that marked the
years of Giovanni de Medici, the boy

life .we need not here
item of

youthful
cardinal.



THE WIND-FLOWER.

By Lucy

WmD-FLOWER, Wind-flower, why are you here?

This is a boisteroiis time of the year

For blossoms as fraglie and tender as you

*To be out on the road-sides in sprmg-raiment
new;j ,

For snow-flakes yet flutter abroad in the air,

And the sleet and the tempest are weary to bear.

Have you not come here, palé dariing. too soon?

You would seem more at home with the flowers
of June.

WONG NING'’S

Larcom-

“W hy have 1 come here ?” the Wind-flower said;
“Why'” and she gracefully nodded her he.td
As a breeze touched her petais: “ Perhaps U
teach you n
That the strong may be sometimes the dclicate, too.
1 am fed and rcfreshed by these coid, rushing rains;
The first melting snow-drifts brouglit life to iny
veins; i i
The storm rocked my eradle with lullabies wild;
lam hercwith the Wind— because I am hischild!"

IDEAS.

AS EXPRESSED 3Y HIMSELF.

vV -

Tfew of his observations on American
Our correspondent, Mrs. Ella Sterling Gummi
from San Francisco: “ Although the

, ViAré a real flesh-and- blood Chinese boy living |n San Francisco, and
Sow

earegladtogiveyo ,sownwouU

sgnds us Wong Ning’s portrait, says in her letter, wrilten
ja jntimately connected with our dome'tic

aie so iiu attached to its memories. In fac,
routine, they are reticent, and timt I fiave jeaned, are alLs”as unfamiliar to Cal.forn.ans as to Fas -
the thougrhts and expressjons of “ g™ siarley,” as he liUes to be called, is a very intelligent fe mv
ern peopTe, because of ihis reticence. ~ong Ning. or o

with very sound ideas; and he sees many '"‘8
he disapproves as strongly as we f
comical; some sensible. Asitis a

‘«PfIT
might interest your readers ; so |

MY fiame Wong Ning. 1 born on home China,

come to this countiV when thirteen years oid, and
been here now seven year.

Little boy have very hard time on home Cluna.
Have to get up and go to school at six o’clock,—
very early that,— come home, get breakfast at
eight o’clock, and lunch at twelve o’clock; then
stav till six o’clock in the day. | no thmk Ameri-
can boy like that!

Little girl no go to school at all!

Very funny,
that!

Have one big house, on home China, where
all the girls go every day ; learn to sew, make the
pretty things, the flowers, the birds, everything!
by the ncedle. Littlc girl no speak to the boy —
no i never! on home China.

On home China every one like the mother very
much : give everything to she. Ifa China boy no
like the mother, no work hard for she, no send she
everything— Oh! horrible! very b a d All the
sons marry, bring home the wife to wait on she.

»po, ourselves tl,rough Chinese eyes, | i
., ~Nfew ofhi

cu™toms and habits among Amencans of uhiA
J the Chinese, Some of these ideas are

i
expressions for your perusal.

for it would interfere with the ideas and

Not like the wife so much as the mother, on home
China. s

The woman — the wife, the mother, the h tie
git-1— all work in the house — sew, cook, make ttie
cloth, everything! Whcn they make the dmner
or the lunch, set the table very nice, put on every-
thimr- then run behind the curtain (no have any
door°on home China), and then the man-the

father, the son, the little boy-all

down, eat the dinner; eat him all up. i
soon, by and by, the woman-the A1 cur-
wife, the littlc girl — come quiet, lifl tip th
tain, If he all gone, can come eat; if no.
not come. Ves/ sure/

This place not the same like on home
Everything more different.

I go to school at night, learn to read and wr
I think English very hard. | been
Jew family, the Irish family, and P
family. 1 think my English get too much funny



so many kinds of language. Now | work for ihc
American family; like it more better.

I been here so long, and go to school so much,
that 1 undei-stand the English more better than
China. Ve>y funny that! When my cousin, at
the wash-house, scnd me the letter to come take
iliniier with he, he have to write it in English,
and the lady I work for, she laugh very much.

I get one letter this morning. (My American

fiame, Charley.) Here the letter:

1 Pisare come to Kum Lee ihis evening 10 take
indY, hcnctise Lee chong go lo home China this week. Ah Do
o Ah Sing all come in lo jfsoud as you can

*good by W oiigVoo."

I know plenty stories about on home China,
ou ever hear about Kong-foo-too? -American
cali hira Confucius— he very great man.

Maybe you like, I tell you one story. Kong-
oo-too he travel all over China. He live about

two, three thousand year ago, yes! sure! He
travel every city, teach Chinaman--that very
good.

One city he nocarne,— that Cantén,— one very
big place inside three big walls. Kong-foo-too,
or Confucius, he come to Cantén, aiid try to come
in the gate — very big gate.

One little boy there, seven yeais oid. 1 think

that liuie boy too smart. He making play of a little
city, and ljuilding thrcc little walls around it, all
the same like Cantén. He took up too much room,
and taik too smart, so thatConfucius can not get in.

He watch him a little whiie, then he say, “ |
guess Cantén all right, this boy can teach Cantén,
I go some other place.” That very bad! Next
year that boy die — very strange that! So Cantén
never get any tcaching, nol from boy, not from
Kong-foo-too. | think not very good for little boy
to be too smart.



PEA-NUTS.
BY M. V. D.

Din’t you think smoke is pret-ty ? One ver-y coid day,
lit-tle boy stood in the Street look-ing at some smoke.

It carne from a sort of tin box, with a lit-tle roof. and a door on
one side. A man in a great-coat stood turn-ing a hand-le of the ox
and at ev-er-y puff of the Wue smoke, the boy said to him-self. Oh.
how good those pea-nuts must be! | would rath-er grmd pea-nuts than
grind an or-gan. | am go-ing to be a pea-nut man, when | grow up.

Soon a great big boy carne a-long, and gave the man five cents.
Then the man gave the big boy a nice pa-per of pea-nuts This was
ver-Y nice for the man and the big boy, but it did not help the ht-te
boy at all. It on-ly made him wish that he was a big boy and coiild
buy peamuts; but as he had n't any five cents, he could not get them.
And they did look so good!

At last, an-oth-er boy carne a-long, and he was a ht-tle boy too, but
he had a warm ul-ster, but-toned up to his chin and but-toned down
to his boots, and a lit-tle fur cap that carne down o-ver his ears, and
he was walk-ing a-long with his nurse. Mer-i-den Mel-born (this was
the big Aame of the lit-tle boy) saw the oth-er lit-tle boy in the Street,
and he ran up to him and said: “What is your fiame:

“Jim,” said the boy. _

“What are you do-ing?” said Mer-rie, while his nurse tried to take

a poor

him a-way. . . .
“1 am look-ing at that pea-nut man,” said Ja-mie. When Mer-r
heard that,he for-got all a-bout Jim. for he want-ed some pea-nuts.
He took out his own lit-tle pock-et-book that San-ta Claus “ad sent

that ver-y Christ-mas and he went up to the man, and he said:
want some pea-nuts.” Then he gave the man five cents, and the man
gave him a pa-per of pea-nuts. And then he and his nurse went a-way,
and the poor lit-tle boy, Jim, felt sor-ry to see them go a-way.
had no mon-ey and no pea-nuts.

Mer-riewent on down the Street with

For lie

his nurse, then they stoppea

to look at some pict-ures in a win-dow, when, all at once, a pict-ure

a poor lit-tle boy made Mer-rie think of the Ilit-tle boy in the Street and

how he was look-ing at the pea-nut man. “1 ought to give him some



FOR VERY LITTLE FOLK.

pea-nuts,” Mer-rie said tohim-seli for he was a good boy, on-ly some-
times he for-got; then hewon-dered if it wastoo late, and he ran back
a-long the Street to find Jim and the pea-nut man. He found them just
as he had left them, and he went up to Jim and put five pen-nies in-to
Jiiu’s lit-tle hand, and said: “You must getsome pea-nuts, too,” and
then he ran off a-gain asfast as he could go. He soon met his nurse.

She had missed him, and she was a-fraid he would get lost. So she
was ver-y glad to see him a-gain. Then they walked home, and
Mer-rie felt as hap-py as a king. And, just then, an-oth-er lit-tle
hoy was ver-y hap-py, too. He was start-ing off for home with a warm
lit-tle pa-per of nice pea-nuts iin-der his arm. It was the poor boy, Jim.
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The Sun, while drivinR through the sky, now climlis the sieepcst hills.

mto his chano! tliills.

Sport for the Month.

Tors and marblcs, both together,

Come with bi~czy, bright, March wcatber.
Spin them, spln them on the ground:
Snip them, snap them, all around.

EVIVNINO SKII'S for YOUNU ASTRONOMI'RS.

(See Iniroduction, page 255, St

M arch i5th, 8.30 p.m

Although venus is not very much bnghier, « can be well
seen in che west aficr sunsec» as it does not sel lili about nal(*
past nine, Saturn, though k has scarcely moved iis posuion
amone ihc slars, js now fer to Use west from our south*raarK,
and with jt Taunts, and the briUlant Ori'ou, are all on thcir
descending course. Maks is not quite so bnght as m tebru-
arv = it has moved still a Uitle Mchvard lo the wesi, amon-
the surs, and j« still nearerto Jupiter, who, nearly as bnenc®
as ever, has also moved backward, a luile to the west, outo.
line with Castor and Pollu \

Sirias is now in the south -wesi, Procyon, m the L menof.
and hicher up. Castor and Pollux in Ocmmin or iheTv' ifi]™
are a litile to the west of our point of obscrvanon. Onw
bending to the west. Betelguesc mark» his righi fboulder,
the bright star to the west of itis Bellatnx, and marks his icti
Rigel is in his knee. Below the three stars iba
mark his 5word Belt are three .others, not near so bnght, that
one can easily imagine to be his sword.

Rcgiilus is now high in the south-easL This suy |s one 01
a eroup ofsix or seven, all in Leo, that pUunly mark the lorm
ofasickie in the sky. RcguUis is at the end of the
Half v.'ay between Regulas and Procyon, and now cxaciiy m
ihesoulb, is a clusterof very small star» called Projsepe, or
the Bee-hive. It can only be observed on very clcar nights in
lheabsence of the Moon; it is the principal or mo” interese-
ing object that marks the conste!lation pf Cancer, or
which'is one of the constcllalions of the Zodiac. The siar tnai
stands so much alone inihc souch, between Sinus and Kccuiu .

NiCHOUAs/or January.?"

MONTH.
BY ROYAL AKD BARR HILL.
And hilches Aries, or-ihe Ram.
8y tloor’s Moon's  Sn ON f .
i N&QR Holi<lays and Incidente.
lonlh. Wcek, Age. Flfice.
H. M.
1 Sat- 4 Aries 1212
2 -S 5 Taurus 12.12 Ist Sunday in Lent.
3 Mon. C “ 12-12 C ciése to Saiutn-
4 Tues. 7 12.12 Inauguradon Day, 1793.
6 Wed. 8  Demini 12.11 [the Twms.
G Thnr, 9 < 12.11 j(i between Procyon and
7 Fri. 10 Céancer 1211 near Japiterand Mars.
8 Sat. 11 12.11 (9th)<i nearRcgnUis.
9 s 12 Leo 12-10 2d Sunday in Lent.
10 Mon 13 12.10 Benjamin West, d. 1820.
11 Toes. FULL 12.10 Charies Sumner, d. 1874.
12 Wed. la  Virgo 12.10 C ncar Spica-
13 Thur. 1G 12. 0 La Fontainc, d. 1095.
14 Fri 17 “ 12. 9
15 Sat. 18  Libra 12. 9 Andrew Jackson, b. 1767
16 s 19 12. 9 3d Sunday m Lent
17 Mon. 20 Ophiuch 12. S Q near Aneares.
Id :Tues 21 “ 12. 8
19 1Wed 22 sagiu. 12, 8
20 ‘Thur 23 12. 7 ,Sir Isaac Newcon.d, 1727.
21 ; Fri 24 “ 12. 7 'Roben Bruce, b. 1724, sltouldct.
22 'l Sat. 25 CaprL 12. T Rosa Bonheur, b. 1822.
23 rs 2C  Agiia. 12. 6 4th Sunday in Lent.
24 Mon 27 “ 12. 6 iQuecn Elisabeth, d. 1608.
25 Tues. 28 12. 0 'Joachim Murat, b. 1771.
20 'Wed, ' 29 12. O [in America.
27 Thur. NEW 12. 5 EclipsebfSun, notvisible
28 Fri, 1 12. 5 Kaphael, b. 1483.
29 Sat. 2 12. 6 <Snear Venus.
30 1 s 3 Taurus 12. i 5th Sunday in Lent.
31 Mon. 4 “ 12. % (30th) fl near Saturn,

THE HARE AND

k called by ihc Arabs “ Al Fard” (“ the Solier™ )« « “e
the constellaiioD Hydra, or “ The Water Snake.

THE CHITMUNK.

“1'Mhurried to death.” said the Haré, when tiie dogs were after

that he would stop and crack a nut of gosstp with him;
yours, so that | can overlook the country, I ’ll stop and rest awhilc.

“ All right,” said the Chipmunk, hopping down from the tree, with a nut in his mouth.

down with sorrow to the grave.’

but if you will takc my place, an
“ T’vcahvav"

”»

'The nemes ofplnneu nce printed in capitnls,-ihose of conslellntions in italics.



1881. Foin Boys

“Puffl Puffl Puff! ” cried Marcli, rushing in like a lion and roaring at the top of his voice.
no smoker. but I can blow a cloud as well as any one.
yon must buy. March dust is worth more to you than to anyone.

“ Don’t bluster so, March !” smd Dame Nature.
proverb says ‘ A peck of March dust is worth a king's ransom,’ | can’t pay a great price for it.

and Gii™ls.

31
Dayb.

“1'ni
You 've seen my advertisement, Mother Nature, and
1 ’ll give you goodmeasure lhis time.”
1’1l  take your dust, but tliougli 1 knew the oUl
December

disappointed me last year, and, though January did his best, my garden, 1in afraid, is not going to be

quite what it should be.
a single blossom.

I sliould not be surprised if Green Pea suflced in licr pod, and would not give me
Corn has got his ears widc open, and Potato keeps his eyes peelcd, I can tell you, |

expect to have trouble with them all, when their time comes.”
“ Blow 'em up!” said March,— “ thai’s what | do!”

MARCH

"It s worth a king’s ransom!
along;
« Come, gather it, Winds, in your grasii so .strong!

Come, sweep it

“It’s worth a king’s ransom! We toss it on
high!

‘It ’s worth a king’s ransom ! Who 'll buy, who’ll
buy?”

In a cloud, in a whiri, the March dust flies

Through the bright, kecn air,—'neath the coid,
March skies ;

DUST.

And if you will listen, you 'll hear this song
Tliat tlic March winds sing, as they hurry
along:

“ It’s worth a king’s ransom !
along;

“ Quick, gather il, Winds, in your grasp so .strong!

“ It ’s woith a king’s ransom ! We 'll toss it on
high!

“It’s worth a king’s ransom ! Wlio 'll I>uy, who Il
buy?”

Come, sweep it



Stand ciése, my friends, and do not let these
gusty winds blow you away fior drown the sound
of your Jack’s voice!

March is a consequential fellow, full of noise and
bellow; but he means well— that is, lie means to
go before long. Meantime, let us see how much
we can make out of the thirty-one days he brings
with him.

Now for a word about

WET METEORS.

A FEW months ago, some of you young folk
astonished us all liy your accounts of shooting-
stars and their artiess ways. But imagine my
surprise at hearing the dear Little School-ma’am
tell Deacon Green this very morning that rain and
snow were meteors! At first, the Deacon and |
thought the little lady was joking. Not a bit of it.
She was giving us a scientific fact. In the first
place, she explained that “ meteor” carne from a
Greeic word signifying “ lofty— in the air” ; and
then she further said that, according to Appletons’
American Cyclopsdia--—--

W hat did you say, you dear little girl with
spcctacles on? Ah, ccrtainly. Thank you, very
much. | quite agree with you that all the boys
eand girls interested in this subject can look for
“ meteors” in the cycloptedias— that is, if they
can find the cyclopsedias. | do not happcn to
have one by me just now.

HOW DO YOU SPELL IT?

SOMETIMES | hear the dear Little School-ma’am
and Deacon Green arguing about words as tbcy
stroll by my pulpit, and one day they actually carne
to blows. But that was only because the Deacon
asked why, if “ foes” and “ froze” and rose”

were right, a man could not be allowed to speli
“blows” b-l-0-e-s or b-l-0-z-c or b-l-o0-s-e, ac-
cording to his fancy.

“ Because you can not,” said the dear Little
School-ma’am. “ 1t’s not spelled so in the dic-
tionary."”

Then you should have seen the Deacon.
eyes shone, and he stood before her an
of triumph.

“ The dictionary 1” he exclaimed. “ Now !
have you! Will you kindly spell me a dictionary
word that means a short Turkish sword ?”

“ Saber?” asked the little lady, doubtfully,
“ Oh, 1 know— cimetcr you mean.”

“ Exactly,” assented the Deacon, with an ex-
pectant air. “ Spell it.”

“ C-i-m-e-t-e-r,” responded the Little School-
ma’am, promptly.

“Wrong eight times ! ” exclaimed the Deacon.
“ |1 was studying out that very word this morning
in my Worcester’'s Unabridged, and the word is
spelled in that dictionary nine differentways — yes,
and Worcester favors 'era all, too, after a fashion
W ebster, too, almost says it is not material how
you spell it,— as itis a foreign word.”

The bright Little School-ma’am laughed mer-
rily, glad that the Deacon had gained a point.

“ Is it possible? ” she exclaimed- “ Nine differ-
ent ways ?”

The Deacon chuckled. “ Verily !” he obsen ed.
“ 1 know the list by lieart. Yes, you can writc
the word nine different ways without offcnding
Worcester— c-i-m-e-t-e-r— c-i-m-i-t-e-r— c-y-in-e-
t-a-r— 5—c—y—m—e—t—a—r— s-c-i-m-i-t-a-r— s-c-y-m-i-
t-a-r— s-i-m-i-t-a-r— c-i-m-i-t-a-r— and— s-c-i-m-
e-t-a-i-- Ha! ha! The pen fr mightier than the
sword this time and no mistake.”

“ Yes, and there ’'s another proverb that fits
the case,” chirped the good-natured Little School-
ma’am. “ It's a itoorsvjord that will notcut tao
ways."

“ But this sword {which, by the way, ought lo
be spelled s-o-r-d, and done with it),” said the
Deacon, “ this sword cuts moro than haif a dozen
ways. Look out, my dear, that you never give
the word to a spelling-class of eight youngsters.”

“ And why not?" she asked.

“Why, because if following the dictionary is
your rule, don’'t you see it’s very likely the chil-
dren will all be wrong, and all be right, and all
have to go up head ?”

His
image

HEAVY BANKERS.

Talking of words, I 'm told that in England a
“ banker ” is not always a man connected specially
with money banks, or one who handles large sums
of money in a business way. In fact, he may be
one who handles very little money indeed- Men
who work in the English fens or bogs, digging
in the soil or banking jt up, have been called
bankers-

Again, a banker need not be a man at all, rior
a woman, fior a boy, for a girl. A banker, | f
informed, may be a kind of hard bench, ora ~rt
of soft cushion, or a style of saliing vessel. «'s&



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

I Tl warrant if any of you were to speak casuauy
of going soon to see a heavy banker, meaning a
vessel, or perhaps a stone bench on which masons
cutand square their work, you 'd be asked straight-
way to beg him to subscribe to some good cause
or worthy charity, or to help some poor youngster
to subscribe for St. Nicholas.

Dear, dear, words are queer things; and, on
account of yonder Red School-house, they really
seem to grow quite near my pulpit.

A SOUND SLEEPER.

Here is a true story, sent me by a well-known
naluralist who loves to watch insects and study
thcir interesting ways:

One siiltry morning last summer a wasp that

had been Aying about a newly mown hay-field

became drowsy and decided to take a nap. Look-
mg about, he spied a tall dried spear of ha)- that
had been left standing by the mowers. The lit-

tic fellow, attracted by so breezy a resting-place,
seized the stalk between his mandibles, ssvimg off,
and soon was snonng, if wasps do snore. Very
soon afer, a grassUopper carne slowly climbing
up the stalk past the seeper, and settied himself
a short distance above waspy’s head, where for a
long tiine he worked and wriggled, shaking the
spear fo and fro. Finally, he actually carne out
of his skin, and moved away, leaving only the
empty shell, through which the wind blew and
whistled, to tell his story. A little later, another
grasshopper, in a wild, headloiig flight, sprang into
the air, and landed directly on the tip of the dry
spear. This entered its shell, piercing it through
and through. The spear bcntalmostto the gi'ound
under the blow, swayed from side to side. finally
regaining its upright position, beaiing aloft the
impaled jumper— a dire warning to all others of
its kind. Notwithstanding this commotion, the
wasp slcpt on, its slender form swaying in the sun-
light, until at last it started into wakefulness,
bustling off with an ‘1 'm-late’ sort of movement
that was very amusing. Meantime, the empty
'hopper shell looked up at the irapalcd brother
with a rustié of sympatliy that might casily have
been mistaken for the genuine article.”

FLORIDA BOYS, PLEASE ANSWER.

DEAR JACK«tN*THi*PULMT: | rcad lasi week in ihe Transcripi
that Florida fishermen have a novel way of dcstroying ihe sliarks
which soinetime? come uncomforlably near ihcir boat6. Our paper
said that the root of the dogwood U certain death to sharics, and
that the Florida fishormen take advantagc of Ilie fnct. Whenevera
sharkisin sight, they kiUa?malil hsh, and, after putting dogwood bark
inside of it, throw it o\'crbcard. In a few mocnenis the shark rises
to the .Ziirfi)ce, quite dead,— a vicrim to the polsoned bait. Now 1
ahuduld like to hear more about thU. 1 asked papa, and he said the
best way would be for me 10 write to Florida. But how can | do
thatt t think he wasjoking. Anyway, | have decided to write to
you, dearJack. If you show my letter to the Florida boys, may be
they will look into tiils matter and report the facts lo you,

Your admiriog young friend, L.O D.

PORTLAND, Jan. 9, 1884,

A BIG PIECE OF WORK FOR BEES.

My birds tell me that a bce-comb, nearly a yard
long, was discovered last summer near Santa
Anna, in California. This great piece of comb
hung from a trec, and was nearly filled with
honey. The bees were still busily at work upon
it, and they seemed quite imconscious that they

-were doing anything extraordinary.

Havc any of my childien ever sccn a piece of
honey-comb as large as this? It is likely that
many have found honey storcd in hollow trees
in large or small quantities ; but have they ever
seen the comb hanging in open sight from a sturdy
limb of the forest?

Letters describing persona! obsei'vations on this
subjéct will be very acceptablc to your-Jack.

Deacon Green’s Report

ON THE

imAWINOS,
Next Month.

PIUZE



In Mrs. Clemont’s anide on Diirer, printed lastmonth, a sentence
about Martin lLuiher was quoted from Diiret’s diary, which mis-
statod the date of Luther’s death, giving it as 1521. Probably, a
false report had come to Diirer, m some way. fot l.niher lived till
1546 — twenry-five years later.

Dear St. Nicholas: My unde send? me the St. Nicholas,
and 1 like it very much. 1 am nine years cid. 1 was vc”~ much
intereslcd in reading about the durion tree, bnt my giandina has
seen trees in California two hundred feet high. M apjo fie.

Baltim ore, January, 1884.
Mv Drab St. Nicholas: | have read your noticc about che
Chrisimaft plays in the “ Letter-box " of the Januaty niimber, and
SHpposing G would gratify ihe author, I lake pleasuie in miorming
ldm ihat "The Tnrec ljomber Young Genucinen and ihe ITirec
Pretry Girls’' was played with great success by the children con-
nected with Si. Luke's Sunday-School, Franklin Square, of this
ciey, on the aSvh of Dccecmber last, | icok tho patt of one of the
three pretty girls. All ihc performers were under fifteen years of
age, “ Tlie House uf Santa Claus™ waa also played at the same
entertainmem, We played “ False Sir Santa Claus ’ last year, and

novr look regularly for your welcome asMStance evety Chnstmas,

Your loving friend, Isauel Ekiory Pihce,

Wc have had many other reports of successful performances of
Mr. Brooks’s Christmas pot-pourri, W e congratilate Isabel on being
ablc to lake the pan ofoneof che three pretty girls.

New vy ork, October 11, x88r

Dear St. Nicholas: 1 Uve in California, but I am in New
York now on a vislt. 1 have I*ken the St, Nnicholas for a long
while, and ihink ihere is no other magazine in the world like H
Every month when 1 have read it myselfl send it to a littlc girl who
Uves far away In the country, and has few books to read : and she
enjoys ic so much, | am very glad to hcnr that Miss Alcolt and
Mrs. Whitney will writc for ihe magazinc in iS*  Their stories
are glways ddightful. Your conscant reader, Fannie.”

" Fannie,” in common with so many other girls, will be glad to
scc the firstpartof Mrs. Whitney's story, ‘Oiri-Noblesse "— printed
tn this number.

Here isa mostwelcome letter, which has traveled ten thousand miles
to reach us. And ic is a plernsure to us to think of St, Nicholas'
having previously spod over every onc of those ten thousand miles,
by land and sea, to givejoy to “ Buttercup, D.iisy, and Violei.”

BoUMKE, N. S, W., Augu-st, 1883.

DiiAR OId St. Nicholas: Our Grandmamma takes you for us,
and we all think you are the nicest magazine wc have ever seen.

We are three Australian chtldren, and Uve in Boitrke. It is a
small country town in New South Waics, about one hundred miles
from the Qucensland bordcr. The river Dariing runs through the
town, and [i is ofien navigablc; just now ii is too low for any steam-
ers 10como up from Adelaide, There l«nocany railway hcrt. We
getall our Ictcere and magazincs by the mail-coache.s.

We have a very large, purc whitc cat. He is very amusmg and

quitedcaf He wi)l play like a kitten, although he is nearly three

years old. He also can ptctend lo be dead, sowell ihac he has often

frightcned us, - >,
We have a little half-castc giri called I'opsy, who helps with the

house-work. She is very eleven and makcs us all laugh; shP says
such funnv thmgs,

Wc nU like copying thosc Utlle plctures of cats, dressed uphkec
people, they are so funny. Our kind Grandmamma has sentyou to
lis for more than a year, and we always look forward lo your coming
wiih great pleasure.

Goud-bye, dear St. Nicholas. Wc¢ must noc take up too much
<1 your space, as wc hope lo see our letter in your " Letlcr-box ” in
a few monlhs. Wc are, your consranc i-cadcrs,

BUuTTERCUP, DaiSY, AND ViOLRT

Many thanks for your cordial lettcrs. dear girls, We are glad
ty know that such a Buttercup, a Dalsy, and a Violet are grcwing

“all the year round” inyoiir far-offcounOy. And, by the time chis
numberof St. Nicholas reaches you, we shall be welcoming again
the pretty flowers that can claim you as their namcsakes.

MoNTGOaieRY, A la., Januaiy 3,1884.

Bear St, Nicholas: | have lakcn you forseverafyears, and
like you better than any magasinc | have ever taken.

I began to dtaw a picture for one of ihe poems printed witli
Deacon Green’s offer in December, but did n't succeed, so | would
n’t send »

I think the “ Soap-bubble Party ” Is justsplendid, and tiunk of
getting one up here.

We had a Christmas-tree, and before the presencs were distnbuK-d
we all sang ihc “ Christmas carol ” in the December St, Nichol/s.

| hope you will printthis, if it is worthy ofa place in yourpreclous
inagazioc. Y our constancreader, EmmaT. S,

Orange, December4, *883.

Dsar St. NtOHOi. A« | want to tell you about my home in
Southern California. | am ten years oid, and have lived nearly uf]
my life in an orange grove. Our home Isthe Yale Orange Grove.
Besides oranges, we have lIcmons, limes, grapcs, tigs, meloiu,
bananas, pears, nectarines, pcaches, apricots, pomcgranaics, plmns,
and other things.

This afternoon we had a haid rain, and lastnight and this moming
wc saw «now on the mountains. Doce we had a lltde snow henr.
One night we went 10 a concert, and our cats followed usall rtic
way: and when we got to the concert one of them went home and
the other stayed and went into the concert. She got into a man's
coai-pocket, and he scared her out, and she stayed down town
awhile. After that I took her home, and then she got sick and Uic<;.
I think* the coocert killed her.

Your lJitile friend, Eisie Clare.

St. Thomas, Canaha
Dear St. Nicholas: | have been going to wrice 10 yon fora
long time, but have never fulfilled my inteiuiou umil now, \our
prUed magazine Is looked for all the month, and when | Uae
received jti keep from rcadlng It all (Jirough as longa.l I posfiihly
can, so as nol lo get rid of the pleasure il gives me too soon. |am
fifteen years old: and were it not for my school-maics, | wouid per-
haps be lonesome as | have no sisters and but two brothers, whoare
over cwenty-four. 1 enjoytheA. A. reports, too, and iiiicnd hayiiiua
little chapier among my friends. But | shall never liavc anything 10
do uHch catcrpillars, as | have too greatan abhqrrencc for the poor
ugly things. | nm an American although living in Cmadaiano
would like to live In ihe States again. 1 will uot uoublc you wiin

a longer letter, so good-bye. Lelak il

w hite Rock, Elko Co., Np-v, October, i08v

Dear St. Nicholas: | am a Utllegirl, ten yearsof ik, and livc
in this far-off couiiijy. A kind friend scods us the St.
and you should see liow eager we all are to look at Ii; wec all thinic
itvery intcresiing, and like lo read the nice stories and look at inc
pretty plctures. There are fivechildren inthcLimily: Aubrey,
years old: Bessie and Lay, ten ; Anita, six years. lhe« src
brothers and sisters: | am a cousm of their mamma s, and K'®
them. | think that some of your youiig readcts would likc co know
how we Uve out here, and what we do to pass away tlie
are llvingat the head or mouth of a cafion, which is callea Mi'c
Creek Cafon. It is namcd Sllver Creck Cafién, because ih
mountains on each side of the cafién contain manyrich j
*We childtcn have cachan interest Inoneof the Clines:
lhe Pecrlcss. Our house is a lai”e log cotiage. covered wim J?P*
vines in summer, wiih four Bslm of Gilead trees in frmil
were brought from ihe mountains and planted here, for wc nave
trees in tlic valleyaof this regldn unless they are planted by /
but in ihc mountains IUcre are plnes, cotlon-wood, and all Kitiosv
fir-irees. Tlie air is so clear here that from our house we
Paradise MounUIn, onc hundred miles disiatiL Our boys so
limes go prospecting with thclir father, and .nre quite
enjoy ourselves looking through a magnifying-glass at inc spec»
they bring home, lo find gold and silver on them « for gold



here also. W c study at horoc, sometimes sew, somedmes road, and
we 20 outand fish in the creck for mountain irout. We ride our
nonies, and in many oihcr ways amuse ourselves. So we have a
oleasant lime aJthough our nearest neighbor Uves more ihan haif
, mile away from us. My letter is geiting very long, so | muse

say gocnd bye. friend, Lucv C. A.

We are compelled to merely acknowlcdge many pleasant lettcrs
which wewould be glad to print in the “ Letcer-box,” if it were possi-

MANY of our Chftpters have been organized in oonnection wilh
schools, and at the closc of each school year comes a dispersion,
Some ofihc membcrs, being graduated, never retuin,and the Chapter
finds itselfcrippled in the loss of its oldest and Icading members. We
have received many leitcrs in such cases, asking whethcr a number
le&>ihfin four can be allowed to continué a Chapier.

Wec therefore wish now, before the ciése of the current académica)
year, u> siate distinctly and once for all, that while wc require at
least four to organtze a Chitpter, yet after it has once been organized
andrecognized by official certificate, 1 shall not be dropped from our
roll so long as oncactive member shall rcmain; providing always ihal
such chapter shall have shown ils good faith by coniinuing a mem.
bershlp of four, for six months from the receipt of its ceriificale. Do
nat be discouraged, then, if your comrades ate removed and you are
left encirely alone; so long as your own interest is alive, yon shall
be recognized as a Chapter, and shall retain ihe oid numbcrand all
its privileges. We ate happy to statc, however, that most of our
branchc» ate steadUy increasing rather than dimiiGshing in numbers.

Cop RBSPONDBNCE.

We have been asked lo cali the attencion of llie Associallon to the
mfiHer of correspondence. Complaints are occasionally made of
leiiers unanswcrcd. The interchange of lettcrs and specimens among
disuint Chapters is one of the most valuable features of our Society,
and might be developed lo a much greater degree than it is at
prcseni.  We requestall secretarles 10 seud us the flames and num-
bers of any Chapters that may fail to respond when addressed hy
mal!, Such delinquents should be published, that others may not
wastt time and posiage upon them. But wc must always lemper
our di”appointment with patience, remcmbering that many causes
besides ncgleci may prevent us from gettlng a reply to our firsl
leitcr. We may liavc wrilten the address incorrectly or illegibly
ourselves, or our letter or rhe answcr to it inay have been lost in the
mails,

RsD Cboss Class.

The topic fot the class in pracical physiology for the month Is
“ Muscles, fai, and fascia; skin;— Praciical applcation: Wounds
and ihcir trealment.”

Thedetails of study are fully given in the class manual fumished
free to all who desirc to take the course, by Charles Evereit*
Warren, M. D., 5* Union Park, Boston, Mass., to whom all letters
oa this subject must be addressed. Tuition free. (See Fcbruary
st. Nicholas.)

New Chapters.

Name. No. 0/ Members. A ddress.

550 Galcsburg, I11. (B 8. .Chas, F, Gettemy.

551 Cllnion, lowa...... 6.. Henry Towlc, box 486.

552 Easior, Pa. (D). . JO..A. Collins Ely.

553 Defiance, 6hio 1A), . i..EmmetB. Fisher.

554 Phila., Pa. (Q) ..o ... g.-J. Edgar McKee. 2229 Mi.
Vemon St.

353 Olympia, W. T. (A)...., 6 , . Wood J. Doane,

5% Phila., Pa. (R)... ,., 6..P, T. firown, 2006 Green St,

357 Phlla., I*a. (S) 8,,Miss Besole P. Pcarsall, 7704
Pine St.

558 TndiaaapoHs, Ind. (C) . .ii..R. D, Robinson, 3*3 N. J. St,

559 Baih. N. Y. iA) . 4..Percy E. Mcserve.

560 Cambridge, N.J. (A) .. 8..G. MorrisonTaylor, Riverside

P, O., Burlington Ce.

Cincinnatl, O. (B)........ ... 7..J, A. Giebcl, 21 Ohio Av.

blc, and also many leiters that have been sent in reply to ihe gutta-
percha question. Our thank*! are due e.specially 10 G- M. Lawion,
Walicr A. Mathews, Georgia B. Hawes, Andrcw C., Ada L Cook,
Hcrbert Roberts, Ainy Angeli Collicr, Fredericlc WilUnm P., Carrie
R. Murmy, C. Hamiln Reeve.«, Miriam OHver, WUlie T. Nicnil,
Carrie McC., E. D. McC., V, J., Gracie E. Wllson, Grace Netilc-
ton, C. B. W., Kaie M. Drew, Phcebc McNea), Madcicinc Millcr,
Hclcn W . Soule, AlaryA. F., Florence Rosenbaiim, "'Daisy,” John
F. Minaldi, Jesslc A. Smith, “ F. H.,” Hilda Schoenthal, Jcnnic R.,
Lina Brooks, Maud Mtller, Guy Smllh, J. Mil» Andersoii, Jeuite
Hitchcock, May Hiirrls, * Rcginald.”

New Chapteps

No. RName. No.of
562
563

564

Members. A ddress.
Wilmioeloit. Del. (C) 8..AlbertE. Keigwjn.
Lyons, N, Y, (A)... .4 ,,Chas. Ennis.

Santa Rosa, Cal. {A)....... 4. Wilber M. Sweti,

Exchances

Eggs, blown through onc hole, and bird skin.s.— J,
Parker, 3238 Michigan Avenue, Chicago, Ill.

Camellar)s, agaies, and pctrified wood,— Chas.
N, Y.

Cinnabar, silver ore and galena, serpentine, mica, and black
courmaline, for limonite, ribbon jasper, and others.— Helen Mont-
gomecry, box 764. Wakcficld, Mass.

75 cocoons for bixds' eggs.— E. J,
Cleveland, O.

ClJrafton

Ennis, l.yons,

Puinam, 778 Olive Street,

kind

eggs.
g6 Fountam Street, Grand Rapids, Mich,
Notes.

65. Vanessa Milberii.~ | have observed ihe larva of Milbcn's
buiterfly fccding in great numbers upon the neiile, and siripping ihc
plant of leaves, Two broods are reared in a season. The larvte
closely resemble Aniiopn, but aro only about haif as large.— Frank
H. Postor, Sec. 440.

66. DodceaUuon Virginiana.” In the Aiigiist number, | noiiced a
sketch ofone ofihc prcltlest of our wild Ilowcrs. Thiny years ago,
ihese charmlIng spring floivers were found in great abundance and
diversity in fresh clearings. They vary from ihe purest white to
deep purple. Thcv belong to the primro.se family.— Constanc
Rcaderand Subscriber from the beginning ofSr, Nicholas.

67. $portive FIfnvers.— 'Nfi have made some very inieresting dis-
coveries. W c have found puré white and siriped violets whicn aro
of vhe common blue species, but In some way affccled by thcir sur-
roundings; also, anemones having fourteen to cightccn rows of
petais, making them appear like lltele roses: also, n wind-ancmonc
with four petéis jn their proper places, and one farther down on
the stalk; also, a mullciivslalk, over seven feet high.— Ralph H.
Pomeroy, Sec., Brooklyn,

a. Lea/dwpn-ssiou.— h> grading for a railtoad near here, ihere
was found a rock containing, when broken, a fos«il plant or plant-
impression, It closcly resemblcs a stalk of corn, both in Icaf and
fiber. It belongs lo the carhoniferoiis period. We ihink U js a
reed. W e wish to correspond with Chapters west and south.— W ill
Soariglic, Sec, 498. «jd and l.iberly Stroets. Pltlsburg, Pa.

60. Ffi/TbaUSevAs.— rMfT-bMfi, In the family of Gasieromyceles,
X U, 5, Species of Lycoperdon. by Chas. H. Peck, A. M., 1879.

{The only specinl American work,)

3. Frie’s System of Mycolegieum. (Dei”ribes .species of puffballs,

some of them ¢>iind in U. S.)

3. Sweinicz's Synopsis of N. A. Fungi.
mycetes, or puff-bnlls.)
4, Herkclcy's and Cook's Books on British Fungi, and Smilh’s

Book on English Plants, contaln species of fungi,

The first mehtioncd is sufllcient for all ordinaiy purposcs.

Dr. Augusiiis Focrstc.

(Contains some Gaslcr'>

70. Books on Sfieils.~

1. For general use, | rccommend Woodward's Manual of Molliisca,
which is within ihe reach of all, and, ljcsides illustrnling the
genera, aifords excellent instructlon for bcginncn»,

3. OurN. A, Land and Fresh Water Species have been nbly tremed

«by BlInncy and Bland, most n{ whose works can bo oblained at
nominal costby addrcssing Mr. Spencer F. Baird> Sec. of Smilh-
sonlan Jnstltule, Washinglon, D, C,

3. A smail work on Common Sea Shells of Califonib, published by
Prof, Josiah Keep, of Alameda, Cal,— Harry E. Dore.
7J. O~ls.— \ti answer to a onestion in the January numbcr, |

ihmk that owls do nol njove iheir eyes In iheir sockets. If you go



near a CA« in which an owl s confined, and walk fo and fro, h« svill
movc hisliead as you go,— Hcrbert Westwood.

” [ SOl siated in * Facis and Phase& of Animal Ldc’ that owl.?
can nol move chelr «yes in iheir sockeis, butthey can tura their hends
very fararound so as look down cheir Own backs.”— E, Ik Smyth.

[Similar answcrs from M. E. Goodrich and others.]

72. Silu~~ton>is— Wiutithgyw U | Not.being able to obcain
white mulberry Icavc.s, which are, 1 believe, the only mulbcrry
leave? on which the Botubyx ?/w?'/will thrivc, | fed them on leaves
of O?age«orange. At the time | was raising about 2000 larvsc,
The?e leaves must be plucked .?omciime before, so as to allow them
lo wilt before giving them 10 ihc worms. This rule mustbe rigidly
observed. | made an experimenc to test it, | placed four hcalihy
wormsin a aleve by themselves, and fed them exclusively on fresh
leavea, They grew wonderfnlly.and reached thcir largest sire before
the others: but as soon as they began 10 spin ihcy sickly and
wcak, and after fonning .slight cocoons, dicd entangled in the silk.
Most of those fed on wilted leaves spun well. If the question were
simply, “ What will silk-worms m tf ” I might answer, with a good
degree of accnracy, tliat they will eat every leafthatgrows; butas 1
know you desire to know what ih~ will ihrhn- 00, 1 highly recom-
mend {.’age-orange.— A Friend 01the A, A.

[Similar answcrs from Frank L. Jone.?, M, D., who adds the
scientific iam e of the Osagc-orange v/oclnra mtraKtiacai,
and states that Ii grojvs in a1l patts of Colorado; also, nnswers from
Mr. P. M. Floyd and others. f ~

73. Fbwsrs undcf a haHelkerckli/.— \4” carne to a spot which
Dr. Hammond coycred with his handkerchief, and we guessed how
many kinds of planta were growing uoderit. There were ten: a
violet, a donde)ion, an a?ter, a butcercup, a hepatica, a fern, a
Michclla vine, a daisy, a plantain, a verénica.— Emily S. Warren.

74. 1Vintcr.— 1 feel as keen delight in the approach of winteras |
should if spring, with all her glories, were at the gate. For me, the
vast white carpet, ab.soluiely without a stnin, the low'hanging sun,
and che tree? that respond 10 the winter wind, have peculiarcharms.
— Linwood M. Howe, Hallowcll. Me.

75. diyM'us drying up.— J‘he streams in lhis part of Mainc seem
to be gradually dwindiing. Can this be owing to the destruction of
our foresL??—L. M. H,

76. Covj Bl<iek~bird.~\ found four cow*birds’ eggs in a nest with
one eggof the Wilson’s thrush. Has any onc clsu foimd so many
in onc nest?— X.

77. NiglUu-hawk La.?t August, | saw, aboutseven o’clock
onc evening, what 1 took to be a dead bird lyinj? on a sionc
wall by the road*side. Il wa? half lying, half leaiung, against a
slonc. | clambered up llie bank 10 get it, malcing some noise, Just
as | put om my hand to pick icup, with a great flap and rush by
my face, the bird soarcd up into the air. As soon as it opcned its
wings, 1 knew it lo he a night-hawk by the wljiie.?pots on tnc under
side of iheni, and hy the peculiar cry it uttered.—Wm. Carter.

78. Hitinmtng-b/rdsleavn bycxperierice.— A young lady wawhed
some humming-birds taking necear ftom the flowers of our abutilén,
The fiill-grown birds pushed their bilis In between the caly.x and
corolla, just a? the bees | wrotc of some months ago nlpped a
hole in the petunias, in order to get more easUy at the néctar. But
the most curious ihingis, that tnc young birds tried to take their
drink in the ordinary way, by going inside che bell of the flower,
and it tvas only as they grew in wjsdom and stature that they
Icamcd from lieir parenls the shorler way. The young lady is
quite confident that the smaller birds were not of a different kind,
liut the young of the larger birds.— C.

QUESTtONS

Is il ncommon thing for flowers to change their color in different
years? Wc have a rose that, formerly palé yellow, has changed
Krst to pink and then to white.— Mary R. Ridgway.

How are pehhle? formed ? How many kinds of iron oro are found
m ‘America? W hat are the causes of earihquakcsChicago, E.
per Frank W. Wentworlli.

Are there galleries in the homes of ants? Do anis Uve through
the wiucer? Kxpkiin ihe plienomenon of froes raining down?
W hat causes, and whatis, the blue partof the ifAme next the gas-
jet>— C, F. G.

W hat fsatcacus cynthja?— X.

I havc been trying unsucce.?sfuly lo find something about sea-
bcans? WUI not some one help me >— A. S, i».

What are the two red spots on ihe back of the “ Rusty Vapor
Motil? ” | had one undcr the microscopc, and the red spots moved
and a black spot appeared and then disappcaicd.— F, V. Corrcgan

Reports from

283. Grtenfuld, A/arr.— We take \vilh pleasure from the Spring-
Jicld Repubiicnn foliowing encouraging nocice of Chapter 383,
Greenficld, Mass., and shaK be grateful to all secretaries of oche/

Chapters who will send us copies of papers that contain mention of
thcir work:

Ckapters.

” Principal Sanderson started a good dcal of zcal among the high
school pupils, some two years ago, in the study of natural history,

and as a rcsult the natural history socle™ was oiganized. The
work began in a small wayin the colkclion of birds, plants, an<l
minerals, until thefoundadon has been iaid for a permanent museutn.
The Societv now has one larae c<tse of sluffed birds, coniaining 150
well'preserved specimcDs. These are mostly nativa birds, caughi
and mounted by members of the Socieiy. Several in this uay
have become quite cxpett loxidermUts. In the list, however,
are found some rarc birds, incUiding the beauiiful ‘Kuby Topas’
humming-bird, the ‘Rosy Starling’ and the ‘Coppersmilh' ftom
India, while the homed owl and the blue kingfisher have
found in the ncighboring woods. There are also some cases of
insects, and any quanriiy of birds’ eggs. The Soclety bdongs in
the Agassis Association, and by exchanges has added 10 some of thc
departments, The local oiganization h made up of ihlny.six mein-
bers, who worc ambitious enough, lase fall, lo hice of the town the chi
brick hou.se near the high*school building, paying a reotal of 2150 G
year. These youthful scientific investigatcrs want encouragenieju
?rom the ciiixcns at large, and are gome lo ask the town, at ii-
annital mccting, to contribute the rent of this building. 1l would
seem that the voters could vcry properiy encoumge the ymmg
people in lhis way. As the natural history rooms are located clov;
to the high'School building, it can vcry readily be made a beneficial
adjunct to the public schoois. Already the zodlogical classes haic
enjoyed the advaniage of thcsc rooms and their collecilons.”

339. Su¢iLake .—W e havc taken two salis on Great Salt L.akA
A small island was found, inhabiied by gulls, peUcans, and cmnc'-
It was covered with eggs and young birds. As wc approached ttie
island, the oid birds Hew up in clouds, making a noise that
almost dcafcning. The pelicaus’ nests were formed of siicks, aini
cootaincd from two 10 four lajge white eggs cach.

Last month, five of the members went 10 Slrawbcrry Valley.
high up on the lops of the mountains, being between 8000 and
feetabove the sea. | he sides are thickly covered with firs, pinc-,
ote., among which are many kinds of game. The hunters shot |
deer. We saw quite a number of beaver*dams, and learned irunli
about the habit? of animals,

On the way home, we vislied some curious warm springs, Ilivy
flow from cone-shaped mounds, 20 or 30 feet high, formed ofcalcare,
cus tufa. We saw one filled lo within a few feel of the top, and the
orifice, which was 25 feetin diameier, wa.? almost perfectly round,

The foliowingwil T show sometliing of the progress we nave ma I
in our coUcctions. The encomologiat now has x8o0 jnsecis, il't
bolanist has collecied 325 species of plafis, and the geologiet ii«
170 minerals, 170 fos-sils, and 90 species of shelb. Another membcr
has 9 varielies of eggs, including pelicans* and gulls’-— Arihur fi.
Leonard.

395, Montreal, W e havc a spiendid cabinet, 6 feethigli,
3 feetwlde, and 2 feet deep. conlaining forty«right drawai-s, iwctUy.
two of which are alloiied to the eniomological secdoii. Nincicen of
these are already filled with insects, Otir Ubrary promiscs to becopic
a greatsuccess. Wc aretrying lo secure a room in the St Anioijic
Schooi fora muscum and reading*room, W e havc had two very svc*
cessful field-mcctings, on one of which prizes wectc oflered for ihc
best collcction made during l)ie day. | expect to see the Monircal
branch of the A- A. take a leading position among the sclcttifie m-
stitutions of Cafiada. One of our most successful evenings uu?
spent with the nucroscope, and 1 was fatrly asionislied lo seeliow
the attention of even the smalicst boy was secured, and 10 note his
horror on learning that the “ lobslcr” under the glass was only a
fleal— W. D. Shaw.

132. Buffalo, B, N. Fi— We havc at prescnt twenly*two aclini
members, Our mcetings aro held once a week io ihc hlirary of ihc
Society of Natural Science, The aggregaie of our collecdon* is
minerals, 2450; fossils, 1350; insects, 45a: eggs, 165. We have sent
you,asa New Ycar's token, a box of mineralsand fossiis which fairiy
represent our local geology,— Chas, W, Dobbins.

jFor the beautifuf specimens, please accept our hearty thanks.]

Mcran, Our Chapter is iraveling in Europe, and m a
wcck we hope lo go lo Italy- Wc have bccu working sicaoay,
and during the summer have collecied and pressed about 412
bolanical specimens.— H, Ries, with Mrs. Richter, care Brown.
Shiplcy & Co., London, Fjig.

Nenehdicl, Sioiturlofud.— We have formed a travcling Chapier
of the A. A., with four members,— Kcnncth Brown, Sec.

St. Paul, Mhtn.— We began our Chapier with six members, and
In six monuis have increased 10 fifteen. We held a Ihir and clearc
$14.08.— Philip C. -w"llen, St. Paul, C.

It is

In closiug our report for Mareh, wc must express ourbellcf thai
our Assodalion ha? never becn so hard at work and, con?equently,
ncver so truly prosperous, a? now. We beg all our young fricnds
who have written us long and interesting letters, and havc notpt
seen extracL? from thcm in prini, lo have paliencc, remembenng
ih.nt where tliere are 6370 hands to be shaken, it can not be done in
a moment

Address all communications to the President,

Harlan H.BallarDj
Lonox Acodemy, Lenox, Mass.



THE

Tiin abovc picture should first be read as a rebus. The tesulc’
Wll be a four-Une charade. This should, in tnm, be solved as Ifil
wvrc printed like similar charades. The first and second partsof
ihc word are dcfined phonetically. The one word wlilcli is titc an*
fwer iMhe fiame of a Shakcsperian play. The answer to tlie rebus

.bic bellows is a proinincnt exponene of the principal character of
thivplay.

DOIIRLE ACROSTIC.

-'lv primdis fiame .a famoiw musical composer, who died in March,
»«7; niy finab fiame a queen. who died in vhe same month, bul
over two hundred years ptovlotis.

Cmss*words: i. To sew slightly, 2. Found 11l a studio. 3.
Ljstlcssncsa. 4. A precious stone. 5, A famous volcano. 6. A
Itwn of Servia near the city of Nissa. 7, Indefiniie, 8. The world,
y ‘owhinny, “mark tapley.”

NIDIERICAL EMIfJ.IA.
“ ninciy-three lettcrs, and am paii of a poem by

My 10-457-3472-36 is a sharp insirumcnt for cutring.
«S“i2 ISa nimbus. My 66-20-53-~*4-74-40 is powerful.

My 69-18-
My 47-7C-

RIDDLE-BOX.

6s-31-67-89 18 the workfiliop
of an arlist. My 57-7-48-68
is ihe green cormorant, My
8-61-45-90 is ihc fleecy coat
of the sheep. My 27-79-1-6-
64-59-24-7» is a large snalce
of Somh America. My 38-88-
28-93-73 is primary. hty 52-
9-58-14 b warmth. My «i-
84-35-91 i8 Uked by a Ixjy in
wiiidy weaiher. ~fy 25-54-
43-3 isthe Inscniment by which
a snip is sicered. My 15-75-
41-46 is the body of an oid
ship. My 4-23-92-i5*-] 3-55-
63-2-42 14 aversién, My 76-
17-32-29 is the reddish coat-
ing on iron cxposed lo moist
alr. My 77-51-19-30-13 is 10
soalter, My 72-16-S1-86-56 is
the principal course of a din-

ner. My 82-59-60-50-78-T1
-80 is somelimes ihe last
courscofadinncr. ,My 5-37-
8.T7-26-83 is a wandctcr.
“ CORNELIA DLIMDER,"
raoGitESsivE
DIAMOND.S.
X 2 3
a 3 4 5
3 4 5
I. 1. In amenable. 7. Bus*
lie. 3. To reverence. 4. A

compounil of metal, s.In amenable.

1. 7. In amenable. 2. Kindled. 3.

Flexible. 4. A useiul arricie. 5, In amenable.

I11. 1. In amenable. 2 A flying animal. 3. A
arshaVs sialT. 4. The prevailtng fashion. 5. In

amenable. dycis.
KHOHROIIK

Acnos.s: i. The weight of four grains. 2, Custom.
3. The fiame of riic crown given by the Romans to the
person who firstscaled an cncmy’s walfs. 4. Lukcwatm.

5. A place of deposit,
Downward: i. A leitcr. s. An exclamation.
An cngineof war. 4, To terminate or bordcr. 5. Weary, 6.
natrow fillet of linen. 7. Part of ihc face. 8. To perform. 9.
letter. “a. v. owouk, jr/

3.
A
A

1I*YRAI«1D PUZZLE.

Keading across:
Let T crown the pyramid which here yon view;
Then take yoiir&elftwicc— | mean doiiblc U ;
A small sharp report now takc, | bcscecli:
Then take what a pccachci takes when he would preach:
Of “income" to takc the reverse Is now meet:
Now, a volume made up ofcight leavesTo a shcet;
Ncxi, lake one who rlvals yoursclf, ifyoii Jare:
Take ofeamings dividcd your own proper share;
Now take a word mcanlng just, even, or right:
Last ofall, yon may natnc the chiefone in a fight.
Take from onc to nineieen, or from ninctecn to one
(It makcs not the least difierence nnuer the sun),
And at once you will see, ta a kiiid ofa bordcr,
These six words, which are eee *e c. C.



A LENTEX PUZZLE.

Abranor these ten articlcs upon the shclfin such a way that they
may be read as a rebus. The sentcnce thus forined U a maxim from
“ Poor Richard*s Almanac.” Gw, D

UHAIIAUE.

MvJirst it is darle but my secoud is bright
When in a coldfirsi at lis door you alight.
My ihird filis myfirst with dismay and aifright;
feut my -whole cheers inyfirst willi it» song of delight.
“ THE WHOLE FAMILY.”

WORD SYXCOPATIOXSsS.

ExXAHPLs: Syncépate a small boy from an illncss, and leave a
month of blossoms. Answer: Ma-lad*y.

x. Syncopate a dairy product from a mendicani, and leave a di-
visién in 17llisie. 2. Syncopate a inca.sure of weight from small por-
tions of territory, and leave cups for Uquids. 3. Syncopaic a

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN

Shakespearean Puzzle “ Give every man thine ear, but few

thy voice.” Answer lo rebus, Edwin Booth.

zigzag. Washington. Cross-words: i. Ware. «. rAnk, 3.
maSk. 4. lasH. 5.spln. 6. sNiig. 7. Glow. 8, siir, 9. blOL
10. claN. Cross-word Enigma. Neptunc.

Reversiuvk Crossbs. I, Fi-om i lo 5. partJ2 to 5, girt:
3 to 5, loot: 4 to 5,edil. Il. From i lo s, ineei; 2105, marl:
3co " loot; 4 to 5, emii,-—-—---Charade. Phan-tom.

ACROSTic. From 5 to 8, Ossa; 9 10xa, Amo; 131016, Horn.

From 1 to 4, from 2 to 13, and from x6 to 4, Noah.
SHAKBSIEAKKAN NUMERICAL KhIGMA
Golden lads *uid girls all must,
As chimncy sweepers, come to dust.

The namEs of Tho.e who send solutions are printed in the second numbcr nficr Ihatin which the puzzies appear-
“ Riddie-box," care of T he Cehtukv Co. 33 East Sevcnteentli Street,

addressed to St. Nicholas

number from made plump, and leave doomed. 4. Syncopate con*
sumed from a stove, and leave a pronoun. 5. Syncopate a pronoun
from clefinscd, and leave lo stuff. 6. Syncopate a fowi from pagan?,
and leaves warms-

Each of the syncopated words contains the same numbcr of let-
ters: when these words are placed one below another in the ordcr
here given, the central row of letters will spell the fiame of a German
poet who died 011 March aad, X832. s. f.

JJROP.LETTER PUZZLE.

M*r*h *r*s' n*vx»r *j* £*0*.

‘mARGERY MtDGET. "
PT.
How sdioos ta het dim-yad fius, gouthh eh siruse eh lashl vecm

ilh hct karm, ety sa ruse eh si, halt eh lashl hosio gerhih hanteh
how sima tub ta a shub.

THE FEBRUARY NUMBER.

A Bird Letter, i. Canary. 2. Crow. 3. Hen, 4.owl 2
Robin. 6. Wren. 7. Crane.

Central Svncopations and Remainders. Nebuchadnczzar
1. pj.N'is. 2. dr*Evam. 3. sa-B-le. 4. roo-U-th. s, du*<”~k s.
et-H-er (Peter). 7. ch-A-m. 8, pe-D-al. 9. bi*N»ds. xo. br-L*ad.
n. do-2-er, X2, wi*Z*en. 13. Sp-A-in. X4. ca*R-Is.

Bbheaded Rhvmes L Prelate, Il. Trailed.

Anacrams, t. Asironomical. 2. Balladist. 3. Caravan,
Delegatcd. 5. European 6. FanlasKc.

pDiamond, x S. 2. Led. 3. Laces. 4. Secular. s. Delit. 6.
saL 7. R. _

DOUCLB AcRDSTic. Piimals, Pcnny; finais, royal. Ltosg
words: i. PouR. 2, EchO. 3. NavY. 4. NorA, 5. YawL.

Answers should be
Now York City. .
lumll

AhswctSto AII THE Puzzles in thii Jahuarv Number were received, beforeJ.nnuary 20, fromAnhur Gride — MaggleT
Clark and Lowoll — Eddie and Oscar— Hugli and Cis— Francis W. Islip.
kéfidaH * Ili'itieButlcrcup,” i — Alice Glose, a— Daisy Moss, i — 'Edith Helen Mass, i — 1”"ns Veidt, 5— Jessie E,
Chas. Emst, fr. i — May Whits — EffieK. Talboys, 5— Mamie and Lillie Brown, 7— Austin H Peas™ 8— "5, J. g '5

-M aieie M Adelsbereer, a-Lucia T. H. a-Alex.
-Charle* Howatd Williams, a— Mary P. Stocketi,
L, 7— W. L. Keleher,

Laidlaw, 8 - Bessie Rcget.s and Co. p-Thee.
5— Olive Durant, t — Julia T. Nelson 4— Harry F. Whiung, a— W n

Me~arden,

i— Mary C. Biimam, 7— Mamie Hitcacock, 8 — Upion, 6 — Helen Hollisier, 3— 1
Shumwav. a — 4lmedaH ,Curis, | — Minie White, 8— Willie Sheraton, 3— Jessie A. Platt, 8 — Arnateur Editor, t — Marta 1 agcrstei,
Claral. Child, 7 — Vessie Wesiovcr and Eva Roddin, 8— Dorothy, 7.
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