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A HERO OF LEXINGTON.

By W. W. Fink.

I HAD two bullcts in ray pouch,
Two cbarges in my horn,

When British red-coats gayly carne
To Lexington that morn.”

The veteran gravely said the words,
And pausad, and sient giew;

But Johnny raised the lashes from
His wondTing cyes of blue,

And cricd: “ Oh! grandpa, téll me alli
How many did you slay ?

'T was glorious if each bullet killed

A Britisher that day!”

The veteran smiled upon the child;

You think so now,” said he;

But the wrcath of fame on Victory’s brow
Is the badgc of misery.

Too well you know the story, dear,

To ask for its repeating;

How, back from Concord, carne the' foe
foward Boston swift rctreating.

A pioud young officcr passed by,
And, standing near a wall,

| raised my rifle to my eye,
Resolved that he should fall.

With steady nerve and earnest aim
| drew a bead; and thcn —

Well, then the proud young oificer
Marched onward with his men !—

One charge was in my powder-horn,
One in my rusty gun.”

And killed you not a single man?”
Not ono, my boy, not one!

“ Yon 're angry, dear, and so was 1,
For iiiy patriot blood was hot;

But | 'vo thanked the Lord a thousand times

That He staid the dcadly shot;

“ For, when the war was o’er at last,
The man 1 tried to kill
Bccame my friend,— | see him now
Just Corning 'round the hill !”

“ Why, that isfaiher!"—“ Yes, my boy;
Run to the house and bring
My rifle, now, and let me prove
That war 's a cruel thing.

You wished that | had killed him then —
Suppose | kill him now !”

— The child gazed on the veteran’s face
And fiercely frowning brow;

And thcn, forgctting Lexington
And glory’s glittering charms,
Turned traitor, and abruptly fled
To the rcd-coat’s fondling arms.



FAIRY
Dy

'NF chore is yct any faith in ftiiries,
M it is to be found amoiig littlc
girls,— Che dear “ maiden-
kind,” 50 ready to believe in
“ whatsoevcr things are love-
\ ly ”; and it is to them that |
wish to tcll tlie story of Fairy
Lodge.
“Is it truc?” you ask.
Yes, pcrfectly truo, as far as
the Lodge is concerned- As to the fairies, | can
not certainly say that | have seen them.

On the levcl brow of a moitntain, within a him-
dred miles of the office of St. Nicholas, stands a
lovely home— lovely, because love has done so
much toward making itwhat it is; and love, aided
by a Creative faculty, can do marvelous things.
The home has a fine forest around it, which, out
of regard for the fairies, | suppose, is left much
as nature would have kcpt it. There are many
beautiful and interesting things in and around the
home, gathcred from forcign lands and from our
own, and nothing has been left undone that coiild
help to make the six children of the liornc wise
and happy.

But the happiest thought of all was the biiilding*
of Fairy Lodge.

There was the forest, to I)e sure; but whatplace
was there for the dear, old-fashioned, household
fairies? The home was too stately by far, and no
fairy could be comfortable in a modern house ; so
there was built, first in the thought of the home,
and afterward among the trecs near by it, a log
cabin, that must have seemed at least two hundred
ycars oid to the fairies when they first discovcred
it; and as they never stop their pranks to reason
about time or place, | suppose they took posscssion
at once without question.

There was this stipulation made (if the fairies
ever listcned to it), that they and the other house-
hold fairies— the six children— shoukl occupy it
jointly and harmoniously for purposes of work and
play, and so it has been occupied to this day ; and
I have never heard of a collision betwecn the two
parties, though the children would be glad of any
collision that would give them an opportunity of
sceing the fairies.. During the day the Lodge
belongs to the children, but at night it is sacred to
the use of the fairies; and, if any of you have a
drop of fairy blood in your veins, you have only to
peep through the little panes of.the Lodge windows
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Lathbury.

to witness some of the merriest midnight routs tlw
ever were seen.

There was a great deal of pleasurc got out of thi
building. and the settlingof the Lodge. | thini
the great ehimney must have been built first, fo:
that, when the logs are ablaze in it, forms th<
hcart and lungs of the house. The fire-plat'
almost filis one side of the “ living-room,” and ai)
the old-timc utensils are there,— the andirons, th’
crane, the tongs, the bake-kettle, and the iron ter-
kettlc, while the bellows hangs by the chimnc\-
side.

There are no “ modern antiques” in Fau-
Lodge, and everythingisabit of history, The cu>
board at one end of the fire-place is filled with ir.ie
oid odds and ends from many a broken set of chiu...
On the right of the fire-place stands the spinnim:-
wheel, and the great arm-chair is drawn closv to
the braided rug before the fire. Then there ..e
chests and dressers with brass corners and handio,
and chairs, and tables with spindle legs; old-tiiiie
mirrors, and a clock with a time-worn face; and. n
acoérner, stand the big wool-wheel, the swifts, iiiul
the rccl.

There are interesting pictures on the log v I's
— miniatures of men with high, rolling coll: .,
and of women with short waists and puffy sieev. ;
and there are documents of historie valué, ycll -w
with age and heavy with seéis, in frames of i r-
nished gilt. There are books also, in which the
“{’'s are all/ 's,” as one of the six children sa;d,
— and psalm-books full of “ quavers,” *“ sciiii-
quavcrs,” and “ demi-scmi-quavers.”

There.is a kitchen, opening out of the “ living-
room,” which has the modern innovation (ma
cook-stove. The two eider ghis practiced cookery
at the Lodge, and found it difficult to rcach the hcst
rcsult? with a tin bakc-oven and a long-handled
frying-pan. So the stove carne in, and the faities
have made no sign of disapproval; but it is evident
that they prefev to bake and brew for their niid-
night suppers at the great firb-place, for they never
touch the row of cup custards, or the wedgcs of
gold and silver cake that are set for them at the
ciése of a five o’clock tea.

On those long and lovely days when there are
mguests at the home, the Lodge, as you may im-
agine, is a cozy rctreat for the girls and their
friends. There is the last recipe from the Cook-
ing Club to be tried in the morning, and a lea at
five o’clock. There is no huvry, for there is no



iKavy Work to be done before “ company ” comes,
'hiere is chatting and laughing on the *“ back
si)op,” and lounging and dreaining on the front
porch, where sitting linder one’s own vine and fig-
tne in utter content is only interruptcd by suddcn
fl glits to the kitchen to see if the oven is hot, or
if ihe cake is getting too brown. After the baking,
li'. re are dishcs to wash, and the dish-towcls to
riise and hang outside, and then there is nothing
ti. do again except rest and read, until it is time
t' ‘set the table” for tea.

lliere is an oid-fashioned flower-garden in front
of the Lodge, which must be dear to the gardon
fairies. It is laid out in square “ beds,” with walks
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ljetuLcn, and there are grass-pinks and portu-
lacca in the borders, with settings of marigold .and
krksimr, of corn-lily and peony and poppics, all
cntangled ii'ith vagrant sweet-pea and morning-
glor;-; whilc, farther back, stand holh'hocks and
sunflowers in a stately row. And the ol'd-fashioncd
flowers llave had the lionor of going, eacli sum-
*"sr, with tho flowers from the home conserva-
torios, in thousands of bouquets, through the
Flower Mission, lo the city hospitals and the sick-
rooms of the poor.

In One of the garden bcds near the Lodge,
stands a little apple-tree, watched over very ten-

dcrly by everybody in the hoine,— for there was a
“ planting of the applc-trcc ” one May-day, when
the baby-girl was just one year oid, and all the
eider apple-trees wore pink and niiite that day,
and tlie little girl wears the apple-blossom ever
since as her own flower.

From November until May the fairies have full
possession of the Lodge, and it is supposed that
the frost-sprites, who drift down from the North
dufing that season, make it their head-quarters;
for often, of a wincer’'s morning, there are traces
on the wiiidow-panes of delicate and lovely lace-
work, such as only frost-sprites know ho'v to make.
Their advance couriers work wonders of color with

LODne

thc maple and the sumach all over the meuntain-
side in October, and rattle the chestnuts down
like hail; but on the fivsc warm day in April, the
spritcs thcmselves vanish, Icst their wings should
mclt in the sun.

For a last piclure, we will goTiack to the day
when the Lodge, finished and furnishcd, gathered
its fricnds to the “ hanging of the cranc.” There
werc many guests, honored and belovcd, who had
gathered the day before to assist in the dedication
of the littie church near by, and who remained, at
the invitation of the young people, to the “ hoiisc-
warming” at Fairy Lodge. Itwas a happy, oid-
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time affair, where two of the young daughtcrs
from the home, assisted by four of their friends,
stood in a stately row and “ received.” | havc said
stately, for the maidens were arrayed in the gar-
ments of their grandmothers,— the high, powdered
coiffurc, the gay brocades, and the silks that would
“ stand alone ” ; the yellow lace and kerchief, worn

baked beans, doughnuts, and pumpkin pie; and the
young people wcre served to toasts and speeches
by wise and reverend men who had assisted at
many a State and college banquet, but whose heads
were almost turned by this occasion ; for who would
not forget fifty years of his life and his degree to
find himsclf a boy at home again, with the back-

UKDIIR ONIv's OWN VJINH AND FIG-TKP.U.

years bcfore llieir prescnt wearers were born ; the
simpler hocd" and gown of the Puritan giri, and the
bridal dress and veil worn by the grandmother of
onc little inaid fifty years before.

After the greetings of welcome, theve was a gen-
uino merry-making, and the guests were served by
theiryoung hostessesto a collation, which included

log blazing in the oid fire-place, the kettle singing
drowsily on the crane, and a rotvof apples roasting
on the hearth ?

In the midst of this wholly unconventional fcast
(for time, if not space, had been unceremoniously
hustled out of doors), the head of the home rose to
ask a question.



“ Children, what is mamma’s favorite motto?” in it, when all joined hands and sang the oid
“ The two F's,— ‘Faith and Fun, ” was the voices and the young-j-dear “ Aitld Lang Syne,”
ready rcsponsc. and then passcd out through the little flower-

“ Yesterday, wededicated a house to faith, and to- garden, leaving the Lodge to the fairies.

iNTEBIOK OF FAIRY LODGE

da;, we dedicate nnotherto— Fun! Shail itbeso ?” How shall | ciése without describing the fairy
mhcanswer was what might have been expected, fétc that took place that night! | think it is rcallv

THS HOS5TESSES UP " I'AIRV LODOE" RECEIVE 1IN FANCV DRESa4.

and the hour that followed was quite in the linc of a greater disappointmenf to me than to you tliat |
e suggcstion, but at the last was tempered into am unable to do so, for I am afraid that many of
something that liad less of fitn and more of faitli you have already begun to lie unbelicvcrs in one



side of my story, while to me Nature lias a living
personality that easily take? form, and | think I
am getting my “ second-sight.”

Indeed, I am almost ready to declare that on
Hallow-Eve next, after walking backward around

the Lodge three times, unwinding a ball of wool
that has never been dyed, and then throwing the
ball over the chimney-top, | shall be able to sec
the fairies holding high carnival inside;— in which
case l.promise to tell you all about it.

HOW BRIGHT BENSON GOT HIS APPOINTMENT
TO TPIE NAVAL ACADEMY.

By Rev. C. R. TalLBOT.

Brightman Benson carne out of the little
wcather-beaten red house that stands on the rising
ground overlooking the Cove, and walked slowly
down toward the beach, reading a newspaper as
he went. Suddenly, he stoppcd short and stood
for a inoment, staring at a paragraph that had
caught his eye.- Then, with an air of vexation, he
crushed the paper angrily together and ihrust it
into his pocket, starting on again at a quicker pace
and preseiitly turning off upon the narrow wharf
that ran out from the beach into deep water.
He went out to the end of the wharfand sat down
upon the cap-log, dropping his chin into his hands
and gazing down moodily into the water.

“What be ye doin’, Bright? Anybuddy 'd
think your bcsl friend 'd jest gone down for the
third time right 'fore your eyes.”

A minute latev, the speaker had come quietly
up behind him, and laid his hand on the boy’s
shouldei. The latter recognized his voice at once.
Everybody knew everybody else’s voice at Lobster
Qovt,— at least, everybody knew Unele Silas Wat-
son’s. Bright answered, without looking up.

“ If my best friend was out there,” said he,
rathcr ungraciously, “ I should n’'t be sitting here
watching the place where he went down.”

“ Wall, now, if ye have n't cnnythin’ bettc d
do than mopiii’ 'round in this way, | want ye 1
've got to go down an’ empty my traps. ‘-l
smack 'll be in termorrer from Deer Island, an ly
car aint harf full yet. 1°ll give ye ninety ce: is.
Thet 's fair wages for fuur or fivc hours \Ww>'k.
| could gic Tink Pottcr, but you 're wuth tw <
him at an oar. What d’ ye say?”

Bright rose up from his seat and stood a monviit
with his hands in his pockets, stiil looking into die
water. Suddenly he turned about almost fiert. ly.
“ Unele Sile,” lie demanded, “ do | look iike 4
person of sound body and healthy constitution i”

The oid lobsterman looked back at him wii'i a
kind of thoughtful curiosity, presently letting tus
glancc run down the stout, well-built figure of the
lad to his vcry fect, and then back again until it
rested once more upon his manly, sun-burned
face. “ Sound body an’ healthy constitootion.
repeated he. “ Humph! ever saw one o
your folks thct war n't! Ye 'rc not worryin’ bout
y'r health, air ye, Bright? Why, boy, you 've got
a hunderd ycars ter live yet, ef ye take keer o
y'rself. The Bensons 'r a long-livcd race, | tell ye.
They come to siay, they did I”

Bright nodded quickly at this, as if it werc no

W h o



more tlian he had expected, and then went straight
on: “Well, how abnut my mental abilities? Do
yon think you could say that they were fair, and
that 1 had any natural aptitude for study and
h.bits of application and persistent effort?’” He
pl «nounced the words as if he wcre quoting them
filun a book— as, indeed, was tbe case.

' ncle Silas scratched his chin. “ 1 dunno s
1 m a judge o' mental ’bilities,” said he, diffi-
dcittly. “ 1 was broughtup on the
water, an’ ray eddication don't ex-
tcii Imuch 'bove high-water inark.
Bul 1| 've heerd my gal, Hetty,
s;i. more 'n once thetyou were the
sm, ;testscholar in school, 'n’ what
al ty 't was thet you could n't go
to I' llige.”

' Jollege!” There was an odd
son of contemptin the way Bright
took up the woid. “/ don’t want
to  to collegel — at least, not to
aii\ ~Athose land-iubber concerns.
lwant to go to the Naval School
at.' nnapolis !” As he finished, he
stoooed down, and taking a good-
S L lump of iron-stonc from a
heao of ballast that had been
ihriiwn out upon the wharf, he
sent itspinning into the air, catch-
ing it as it carne down again as
easiiv as though it had been a
regulation ball.  And when he
looked at his companion, it was
out of the corner of his eye. He
was .ilmost afraid of bein” laugh-
ed !m

1 ncle Sile was regarding him
not’™\ith ainusement, however, but
with increased interest. Nobody
at l.i.bster Cove had ever aspired
to auything like this. The com-
mand uf a factory smack, or, at
fflost. of One of the big smacks
that carne once a week to take the
largor lobsters down to Portland
or Bejston, was the grandest am-
bitioi) that any Lobster Cove boy
had ever been known to enter-
tain. And yet, as he looked now
ot ihe fine young fellow before him, the oid man
acknowledged that there was an elemcnt of con-
sistency in the scheme.

“Juniper!” he observed, solemnly, “ef ye
could git in, Bright, the Guvvcrmcnt would n't
be any Inser by the transaccién, that ’'s sartain!
vuy, you 're a better sailor this minute than
harf the navy chaps artcr they 're put on to the

WHY, DOV, VOU 've A HUNDRED YEARS rO UVE VR'l, EP VE TAKK KEEK o'

retired list. 1 see one on ’ein las’ summer down t’
South Saint Georgc. He carne ‘round inspectin’
light-houses. | see him jump ashore one day with
a boat's paiiuer, an’ 1’ll be painted plum-color ef
he did n't make four harf hitc/ies 'round a post
with it.” Unele Sile threw back his head at the
recollection, and discharged into the air a volley
of peculiar sounds that were, on the whole, quite
as well calculated to provoke mirth as to express

v'Ifslit.p 1"

it. He immediatcly recovered his solyerness, how-
ever, and returncd to the subjcct.

“You 'd hev to writc to the mcmber o’ Con-
gress from this deestrict f'r lhat, would n't ye?”

“ That is just what I did do,” responded poor
Bright, bittcrly. “ And precious little good it did
me !”

“ Did n't he answer it?” asked Unele Sile.



“ Yes, he answcred it.” Bright hesitated a
moment; and then, willing to taste of the conso-
lation which almost always comes from the naira-
tion of one’s wrongs, he plunged into the rcst of
the story.« “ He answcred it, and told me there
was to be a preiiminary cxamination at B------
last Wednesday, and | could come iip and try that
if 1 liked. | did like, and | went. There were
four other fellows besidcs me ; and a pimy-looking
set they were. | give you my word, Unele Sile,
1 could have taken all four of 'em and knocked
their hcads together just as easily as | can swim.
They would have rung, too, | warrant you. And
when it carne to the mental examination, | know |
was better 'n any of 'em. There was one fellow—
his iame was Cushman — who just made an cver-
lasting noodle of himsclf. He 'd have done adeal
better if he 'd kept stiii altogether. When we got
through, 1 iooked at them all, and 1 said to
myself, ‘Well, ifany you beat me at this thing,
| shall never get over blushing for myself.” |
thought | was sure of the appointment. They
told US an announcement would be made in the
papcrs within a day or two, and the onc that was
appointed would get notice, and could then go on
to Annapolis for the regular examination. And
what do you think? This morning’s paper says
that Congrcssman Lovrimer has appointed Cush-
man. The paper says he is the son of Mr.
Rodolphus Cusliman, the B miUionaire. |
suppose tliat was why he got the appointment.
He don’'t know a marline-spike from a belayin’-
pin, and he nci‘crwill!”

Bright threw down the Ilump of
which had all the while remained
with an air of complete disgust.

“ 1 vow, it’'s an etarnal shamc !” Unele Silas
exclaimed, sympalheticaily. “ An’ it’'s jpst what
might 'a’ ben expected, too. Thet 'xamination
was a sliam from beginnin’ to end. They did n't
mean t’ give ye the app’intment.”

“ No,” said Bright. “ They meant Cushman
shoiild have it all the while. 1f 1 had had a rich
fathcr and influcntial friends, I might have stood
some chance. But having no money and no
friends atall— ” The lad stopped shortand lookcd
down upon the ground, his eyes suddenly filling
with bittcr tcars. And, indeed, there was no need
for him to finish his sentence. It all went without
saying,— the slights, the injustice, the disappoint-
ment tliat a poor, friendless fellow, suclt as he,
might always expcct in such a pursuit.

“ Yes,” continued Unele Sile, nodding vehc-
mently It ’s all a piece of [)litic’l shycaiiicry.
Talk 'bout y'r ‘civil san'ice rcform’ ! They 'd better
begin at the.House o' Riprcscnt'tives with their
reformin’. They'ie ready cnough t' put a ‘civil

iron-stone,
in his hand,

sarvice ' plank inter their platforms, an’ they allus
plant their feet squarely on it when they mako
their speechcs; but arter ’lection ’'s over, they
split it up f'r kindlin’ mighty quick, 1 guesv
Nobody ever hears of it ag’in.” Unele Silas i
an ardent politician, and had frequently, before
this, delivered himself at great length upon thrs
very subject up at Gideon Trowbridge’s grocerv-
store. “ Well, then,” he askcd, finally, “ wh.ii
ye goin’ t' do about it, Bright ?”

“ Do ?” repeated Bright, who had tuvned around
and waslooking down into the water again. “ Weil,
T m not going to drown myself.” And with a
resolute change of manner he whirlcd about. “ m

the firstplace, | guess | 'll do just what the aposile
Peter did when things looked dark. 1°'ll ‘go
a-fishing.” Or, rathcr, 1'il go a-lobstering. Come

on! Whecerc 's your dory? We 'll go and em|)ty
the traps.”

“ Well,” chimed in the oid man, as they walked
off together, “ 1 'm not sure but that 's the best
thing you kin do, arter all. 1 tell ye what, iliis
cannin’ lobsters is gcttin’ t' be a smashin’ I>g
business. There 's one consam owns twenty-tinee
factories 'tween Casco Bay an’ the Bayo’ Funciy.”
This was another subjcct upon which Unele Sile
could wax eloquent at a moment’s notice. “A lioy
might do worse, Bright, than stay here an’ grow up
with it. They say solderers 're gettin’ fiftccn in’
eighteen dollars a week down ter Grecn’s Landiii' ”

Poor Bright shut his teeth hard, and listencU as
paticntly as he could. Alas, alas! Was this the
waking from his dream of naval glory ?— a lifc-
long future spcnt in cracking lobsters or soider-
ing cans, in a coast bf Maine lobstev fectnr;,
Poor Bright, indccd !

But whatever was to be the futuro carccr of
Brightman Benson, he was not destined to bcgin
it within the unsavory walls of a lobster factory.
For, a few days latcr, he heard that Captain Bruce
Gardncr wanted a boy to go with him in Iris
sloop, the “ Elizabeth and Jane” ; and Bright
promptly applicd for the position, and got it. Nor
was there in this case any violation of the princi-
pies of civil Service reform. Captain Bruce wanted
an active, indiistrious boy, and one wlio knew
somcthiiig about lobsters and smacks. -'nd
although there were thrcc other candidatos for
the place, his selection of Bright was made purely
on the ground of superior m'erit.

All through the summecr, and into the month of
Septcmber, Bright sailed with Captain Bruce in
the “ Elizabeth and Jane” ; and, in more sensestlian
onc, he did his duty likc a man. He grewbrowiicr
and stronger and a better sailor evei-y day, but lie
never grew more contentcd. There was soinetliing



in him that would not let him settle down and be
satisfied with such a Ufe as this. He felt that he
was made for soinething better; and something
better, sooner or later, he mcant to be. Mean-
wiltile, there was nothing for him just now but to
follow still the apostle’s rule, and do with all his
might the thing that carne to his hand. And so,
while the lobster season lasted, he stuck to the
“i'lizabeth and Jane” and laid carefully away all
the money that he earned.

The lobstermen of the Maine coast are famous
poldicians. They have a good deal of time, first
ami last, for talking politics ; and they do not fail
to improve it. Captain Bruce Gardner was no
exccption to the rule. Not that he talked with
Bright very much. He ncver got any encourage-
ment to do so. But he found plenty of others to
talk with, in his cruisings to and fro among the
diffjient lobster-fishing grounds; and when atlast
the f.ill election carne around, he arranged his trips
so as to be home at Lobster Cove for election day.
Thiy arrived at the Cove the night before, and
Captain Bruce told Bright he could have the next
thiiiy-six hours for a holiday. So Bright dressed
himr.i.'lf up and went ashore to spend the night
with his aunt, Mrs. Alvinah Pond, who lived up on
the jall in the little red house.

mi.e next moming, however, the Captain carne
to hini, with something of an apologetic air, and
said that he had work for him, after all. He wanted
him tn take the “ Elizabeth and Jane” down to Egg
Islar.dand bring up a gangofship-carpentcrs, who
werc at work there. There were over twenty of
them, all Lobster Cove men, and they were to have
come up on the steamer the night before, so as to
be at home to vote. Butsomething had happened
tothi steamer, so that she had misscd her trip, and
there was no way for the men to get home unless
they were sent for. It was well known how they
would have voted; and it had bcen suddenly dis-
coverod that their votes were of the utmost impor-
tancc. A dispatch had come down from B------
that morning, saying that the vote in the district
wouldbe an cxtremely ci6se one, and that a scorc
of votes might decide it. Lobster Cove must do its
dt'ty. Captain Bruce cxplained all this to Bright.
And then, with a wink, he concluded : * Ye see,
Bright, for sartain reasons I'm partic’larly anxious
that our Congressman, Lorrimer, should get in
ttgin. I'm bound to do my outermost,an’ I 'm goin’
lo let'em have my sloop to go down for the men.

can't go. | Ve got to stay right here all day.
But it'll bt all right.”— He winked again.— “ il
«e that you git ten dollars out o’ the gin'ral fund
lor your day’'s work. Cid Trowbridgc’s boy 'll go
"ith you to tend jib-shcet.”

.Bright had thrown up his head a iittle when

Captain Bruce mentioned the money. “ Cap'n,”
said he, “ 1'll go, Of course, I'll go. But I don't
go for the money, and | wont take it. 1'll go be-

causc it's my business to go. | suppose 1'm to
start right away. 1’'ll see Tom Trowbridge myself,
if you likc.”

Five minutes before he startcd, as he was pulling
the “ Elizabeth and Jane ” around to the head of
the wharf, Unele Silas Watson carne down.

“ Juniper, but this is lucky for you, Bright!
Who 'd 'a’ thought 't would be you 't was t' go
down arter ihose fellecrs? Ef they get up here,
they ’'ll vote for Lorrimer, every motlier’'s son on
‘'em. An’ twenty votes'may clcct him. Fou don't
want tet, Bright,— no more 'n some otiiers on us.
You have n’'t forgot ho'v he treated you ’'bout that
app’intment. Besides,”— here he put his hand to
liis mouth as though the wind was blowing, and
spoke in a solemn whisper,— “ they say up town
thet Ciishman could n’t pass th’ examination, arter
all,— he 's near-sightcd, or wcak-eyeti, or somc-
thin’,— an’ we've put our heads together, up at
Trowbridge’s, an’ made up our minds that ef Len-
nox, the other man, is 'lected, we 'll make him ap-
p'int/z>«.” The oid man pauscd a moment and
looked at Bright, giving him at the same time a
nudge with his elbow. *“ How 'd ye like that,
Bright? Eh ?” Then Captain Bruce was seen
Corning down the wharf, and Unele Silas went on
rapidly, without waiting for any answer: “ Ye
onderstand, Bright? Th' polis close at six o'clock.
Ef they don't git here 'forc that, they can't vote.
You 've got it all in y'r own hands. A word to the
wise, ye know.” He gavc Bright anothcrsignificant
nudge; and then, as Captain Bruce drcw near, he
began talking in an entircly diffcrcnt tone about a
big lobster that had been trapped down at South
Saint Gcorge the weck before, and that weighed
twcniy-scven pounds.

Unele Silas lent his iiand to hclp get up the
“ Elizabeth and Jane’s” mainsail, and a fewminutes
later the sloop’s bow was shovod olT, and shc moved
slowly away from the wharf. Captain Bruce stood
on the cap-log and yelled out his ordei-s and iu-
structions as long as he could be hcard. “ You
get the men up here somehnw, Bright, cf ye
stand the oid bont on eend an’ jerk the mast
clean out. She 'll be paid for, 1 rcckon. Ye
wont llave muclt wind this mornin', but there’ll
be plenty of it this arft'noon, or | niiss my guess.
Now, remembe)',—you get'em henl|" He shook
his finger at the departing smack; and then heaud
Unele Silas went back to the town-hoiise together,
each of them chuckling silcntly at his own thoughts.

Egg Island lies a long way southward and east-
ward from Lobster Cove, four hours’ sail, at Icast,
as the wind was now. Three short tacks and a



ft

long one took the “ Elizabeth and Jane” out of the
Cove and well by Broomcorn Point, and then it
was simply squaring away, with the wind, what
there was of it, nearly astern, for a long run down
the bay.

Bright had enough oftime to think that morning,
and enough to think about. It was not Captain
Bruce’s final directions, but the last words that
Unele Silas Watson had said to him that were up-

perinost in his mind. Bright
knew something about local pol-
itics, although he was not much
of a politician. He knew that
in that district the balance was,
as Unele Silas had said, very
closc. Two years before, Lorri-
mcr had gone in by a majority

to the Naval School, but he had not gotten ovcr ilv.

disappointment that his failure had caused him,

and for that failure he had always held the distii'-

guished Representative responsible. And now ti -

time had come when he could take his revenp .

Bright stood there at the hclm and turned ti m
thought overin hismind, and it can not be deni. ,

that it was very sweet to him. He tightenéd | >
grasp upon the tiller, with a sudden sense of pow

that had, after a dcal of count- “now, PRMEMI'ER,— VOU GEl' 'EM HERE!“ CALI.ED captain bruce, SHARIKO

ing and re-counting on the part
of the opposition, been finally reduced to less than
a dozen votes. Menwcre looking out sharply every-
where, calculating evcry chance and strainingcvery
nerve. Those twcnty-odd votes from F.gg Island
mightbe the votes to decide the matter. And ifthcy
were, Lorrimer would get his reélection. It was cer-
tain that the ship-carpcnters, for reasons connected
with their busincss, would vote for him to a man.
Here, then, was Bright's chance to pay Mr. Con-
gressman Lorrimer what he owed him. The boy
inight havc given up his dream of an appointment

HIS KINGEK AT THE DEPARTING SMACK.

All at once, by a very simple combinatioii of cir-
curastances, he found the political fate of the mem-
ber of Congress in his very hands,— he, the poor,
friendless fellow who, three months before, had
bcen despised and rcjected becausc of his poveriy
and friendlessness. He had but to delay a Utde
the course of the “ Elizabeth and Jane” by somc
slight neglect or accident— thai could be man-
aged, he well knew, with perfect case,— and the
thing was done. Yes, il cannot be deniod ilm'
the thought was a pleasant one to Brightman Bcn-



son. He dwelt upon it; he reveled in it; he laid
his plans for its execution in a dozen different ways
a:ain and again, always picturing to himself at the
I--t the disappointed Congressman reading in the
1 irning paper with rage and mortification the
n: .vs of his defcat, just as, three months before,
B.- ght himself had rcad the news of his defeat.

Vnd then there was another thought that fol-
lo-'od this and was in harmony with it. Unele Si-
la had said something about the other candidato,
ton. and that if he were elected the appointment
to the Academy might after all be obtaiiied.
Bi‘ght knew what this meant, also. He knew
tli..L appointments to positions of all kinds were
con-itantly given in just thisway, in rcturn for Serv-
ices rendered at election time. And he felt sure
thir such a Service as this that was expected of
hin . if it were successful, couid hardiy be refused
its icward. It was too impovtant, and too much
wo 'id depend upon its being kept secret. And,
alt! .iigh, when long ago he had rcad the news of
Cu-'mian’s appointment, he thought he had given
up ill hope of attaining the object of his ambition,
yet aow he kneiv that it was not so. Deep down
in hearl he had always kept a foriorn, unrea-
sor-hle hope that something miglit happen that
wo id give him the appointment after all. And
nov thinking over all that he had heard that
mo.ning, he brought that hope forth again, and
che shed it and encouraged it until it became as
strcng and as dear to him as ever.

Kevertheless, the “ Elizabeth and Jane," as skill-
full handled as any lobstor-smack ever was, made
the \cry best of the modérate breeze thatblew;
and at one o’clock by her skipper’s oid silver
'vati 'i. she carne up to the wind and dropped her
anc ir in Egg Island basin. There was no time
to lose, and Bright, leaving Tom Trowbridge in
cha; c. went ashorc at once. The carpenters
were at work over on the other sidc of the island,
and he had half a mile to ivalk. When he got
there, he found that they had given up all hope of
pttiag home and were hard at work. And the
job, which they were atjust at that time, was such
that it could not be left, for an hour at least, They
seemed to think that on the whole, pcrhaps, it
would hardly be worth while to try to go. But
Bright, hanging bis head a moment as if he had
uad an impulse that he was ashamed of, threw it
back suddenly and told them what Captain Bruce
had said about the news from town, Tliey mnst
go- lIhe result of the election might depend upon
thoir votes. When they licard tliis, they debated
| e matter half a minute loiigev and then, with a
~eer of decisién, resolved to go at any cost.

ey could be ready, so said Lon Baker, the head
o the gang, shortly after two o’clock. The wind

was freshening, and hauling a bit, too. Tliey
ought easily to get back to Lobster Cove by five
o’clock. So Bright went back to the sloop and
waited.

It was after lialf-past two, however, when they
appeared, and then it seemed as though they
would never get off. Bright was dreadfully ncrv-
ous, and out of sorts. He felt now that it was a
matter of some doubt whctlier they would be able,
oven if he did his best, to get back to Lobster
Cove in time. And one would have thought that,
considering everything, he would have been glad
of any delay. It would only make ihe caiTying
out of Unele Silas’s proposal all the casier; possi-
bly it would do away with the necessity of caiTying
it out at all. Indeed, Bright had thought of all
this. And he had thought, too, that he was glad
they were late. Yet he fidgctcd constantly while
he was waiting; and when at last they appeared,
he did his best tn hurry them on board. The
truth was that the boy was in the inost unsettlcd
and imsatisfactory State of mind lie had ever been
in, in his life. He did not know what he did want.
He had not, as yet, at all made up his mind to do
the wrong thing, and yet he was by no means re-
solved not to do it. And when, prcscntly, having
run out of the basin, he hauled aft his shcet and
hcadcd the sloop, with the wind almost dead
ahead, for the south-wcst point of Frost's Island,
he actually had not the slightest idea what he
meant to do himself. That was the wholc truth of
tlie matter; and no u-under he was iigly Mean-
while, he put off the moment of decisién, and gavc
the “ Elizabeth and Jane” her head exactly as
though he meant to do his best as a swift sailor.

The instant they got outside the basin, it was
evident that there was already rather more wind
than they cared for. riio little vcsscl, close-
liauled as she was, bent over before it like a piece
of paper; and she labored heaviiy without making
very rapid progress. Lon Baker carne to Bright
almost immediately, and spoke to him with an
lineasy laugh.

“ | b’lieve, Bright, 't would 'a’ been better, arter
all, if we'd reefed her 'fore we started.”

“Who said anything about reefing before we
started?” Bright snapped out the worcls so
fiercely, one would have thought he had been
accused of something, As a matter of fact, he had
thought of putting a rccf in the mainsail while he
had been waiting for the mcn to come down. But
immediately he had dismisscd the thought. He
had not been able yet to do anything that looked
like not doing his best to get home in time,.

“ Nobody said anything about it,” answcred
Lon; “ but, I swan, | «ish they had.” He grasped
the companion-way to steady himself as the sloop



for a moment seemed to bend deeper than ever
before the wind. “ Don’t ye think we 'd better
reef her now, Bright?”

“ No,” said Bright, surlily. “1
we 'd better reef her now.”

“ Biit she can’'t stand this, you know— not a
grcat while. The wind ’s risin’ every minute.”

“ She’'sgot to stand it!” was the grim response.

“ But,” Lon persisted, “ ef we don’t reef pretty
soon, we may not be able to, at all. It 's no easy
job, i-eefin’ asail like Chatin a gale o’ wind.”

Bright made a qgiiick, impatient movement with
his hand, as if he was
waving aside some one
who was tempting him.

“ It’s no use talking,
Lon Baker. We 're mak-
ing no great headway
now; and a single foot
less sail means not get-
ting into Lobster Cove till
after dark. | carne down
here to take you men
home to vote, and it 's
my business to get you
thereintime.” Hepaused
amoment, watching abig
wave that was coming
down upon them, and
easing the boat a lit-
tle to avoid shipping it.
“ If it 's loo wet for any
of you on deck, you can
go below. | s’poseyou’ll
acknowlcdge thatinorder
to get home we must get
around Frost’s Island
somehow. And it ’ll take
us three-quarters of an
hour, even at the rate we
‘'re going. After we do
get by, we shall have the
wind frcer and it 'll be
easicr sailing.”

After that, Lon walked
away fonvard, and Bright
stood wondering at him-
self. He knew that there was now the bcst reason
in the World for recling. But he knew, too, that,
as he had said, to reef was to give up all chance
of getting home in time. And he shook his head
as he thought of that. He still could not bring
himself to take any step that looked like delaying.
And besides, he was not the lad to be frightened
by a capful ofwind, more or less. If worst carne
to worst, he could slack his shccé atiaify tdmehnd
run away from it. The sloop could carry all sail

don’t think

easy enough before the wind. As for getting tu
Lobster Cove in time,— well, he did not know yet
whether he ewould do it or not, but he coulddo u
if he chose, he and the “ Elisabeth and Jane” v -
gethcr. And he would like to see the gale tliut
would frighten him out of it.

Twenty minutes later, however, the audacioui
young
skip -
perwas
obliged

THE MEN SUNOENLV WAVED THEIK HATS AND GAVg

knowlcdge that he could not have things altogether
his own way. It bccame evidcnt, then, that the
vesscl could not stand up any longer under fiiU sail,
on her pvesent course. He must eithcr reef her or
kcep her away. He dcbated the alternative a single
half minute w'ith himself. To reef, he felt certain
now, was to give up the game altogether. It
would take an hour and a half to get around the
d , with half the sloop’s sail taken off. And
yet, to keep away and go to leeward of the islan ,



would not that take longer yet? There was a long
ledge of rocks, known as “ The Broken Back,”
which ran out directly southward from the other
corner of the island. Over this reefit was impossi-
blc to pass, and yet to go around it he must turn
back far out of his way. Even from their point of
starting this would have been the longer way
home ; now it was far the longer. Only there was
one fact, of which Bright himself of all on board
W15 probably the only one aware, that at high
water (and it was high water at three o’clock
to-day) a vessel of light draft, if one knew how to
do it, might be run in close to sliore and pass
through inside the ledge, saving miles of Circuit
by the maneuver. Bright thought of all this in
that single half minute. And the thought flashed
across his mind, too, that if still he should decide
to do what Unele Silas had proposcd to him,
noiliing would be easier than to run the smack
ashore at the point he had in mind. The next
instant he called out in a defiant voice to Tom
Trowbridge, to ease off the jib-sheet; and, slack-
ening the main-sbeet himself, in another moment
the sloop was sweeping along with a far more rapid
and yet, at the same time, far easier movement
before the wind.

Severa! of the men gathered about liim and
ingiiired the meaning of the change. He told
them curtly that it was their only chance of getting
home in time. “ But it will take all the afternoon
nowto nm out around ‘ Broken Back, ” one of
them protested.

“1 don’t mean to run out around Broken Back,
it atl,” was Bright’s answer. And that was all
they got out of him.

Ten minutes after this, the sheet was hauled aft
again, and they stood in under the lofty shore of
the island. Bright still would answer no questions.
He was not in the mood for it. But they saw now
what he meant to do ; and they looked at the long
ledge of rocks, thrusting up their black heads
everywhere across the path, and said to each other
that it could not be done. But Bright Benson
knew that it eouid be done. He and Captain
Bruce had done it with the “ Elizabeth and Jane”
four weeks before, on just such a tide as was now
running. At one single point, he knew there was
water cnough to carry the sloop over. And he knew
as well that a single, almost imperceptible motion
ofthe helm to port would bury the vessel’s kcel in
Ihc saiid, and Captain Bruce would look invain that
aight for his twenty-two voters from Egg Island.

Bright stood as motionless as a statue, the end of
the slieet in one hand and the tiller in the other.
It seemed to him just then as though he were
somehow ou/side of it all; that the water, ihe rocks,
the strip of sand, the “ Elizabeth and Jane,” and

even his very self wcrc all part of a drcadful scene
upon which he liimselfwas looking — looking with
bated breath and straining eyes, and wondering
what he himself would do. Thcn, all at once,
they were in the midst of the narrow passage,
gliding swiftly along. He gripped the tiller with
all his forcé and looked straight ahead. He had
no fear for his eye and his hand themselvcs. He
knew i/iey could be trusted — the one to see the
way and the other to guide the vessel steadily
through it. If only he could leave them to do
their work thcmselves. But it was /iimsei/that he
feared and distrustcd. That, at any instant, he,
suddenly possessed by the evil spirit that had
been hovering about him all the day, should in-
terfere with the hand and arm that could thcm-
selves be trusted,— that was what he feared. And
great drops of sweat gathered on his brow in that
shon season of suspense.

Then, all in anothcr instant, the little vessel
glided swiftly out from the passage and Icft the
Broken Back behind her. The men suddenly
waved their hats and gavc a cheer; and Bright
Benson swung his own hat and shouted, too,
louder than any of them. But itwas not for the
same reason. They little knew in what peril he
had been all this while, and througli what awful
dangers his very manhood had so narrowly and
yet safcly passed. No wonder he swung his cap
for joy and shouted above them all. He knew at
that instant what it was lo have saved one’s self to
one’s self. He rcalizcd the mean thing he would
have been if he had sold himself.

It was all piain sailing after that, and there was
no longer any doubt about their getting home in
time. With the wind fairl)' abeam now, and just
enough of it to drive the sloop to her utmost,
they sped away for Lobster Cove; and at just
twenty-five minutes of six by the town-house dock,
they filed into the voting-room and deposited
tlieir twenty-two votes for Congressman Lorrimer.
Bright Benson was not there to see it, but Unele
Silas Watson was; and his soul was filled with
wonder and chagiin. He posted off at once down
to the shorc. Bright was putting the stops on the
sloop’s jib, as the oid man carne up, and whistling
“ Hail Columbia” at the top of liis whistle.

“ Juniper, Bright!” Unele Silas exclaimcd.
“ What in Passamaquoddy does this mean! |
thoughtye knew what ye was 'bout. What hev ye
be’'n doiii’ all day ?”

Bright looked up at the oid man with a sly
smile. “ Unele Silo,” said be, “ | 've been doing
a little civil Service reform on my own account.”

Unele Silas stared at him a moment in dumb
amazement. Then he turned and went up Street
again without another word.



Bright followed him with his eyes, the sinile on
his face slowly fading again into a seiious expres-
sion. “ | need n't be bragging to myself, though,”
muttered he. “ If ever a fellow carne near selling
himself out, | did to-day. If | had done thatthing,
I never should have been aman, if | 'd lived a thou-
sand years. | thank God 1did n'tdo it!” He
spoke with all sinccrity and reverence. And he
added presently, before he began to whistlc again,
“ If those twenty-two votes will elect Lorrimer,
he 's welcome to 'em. If | were a man | would n't
have sold him >ny vote for a dozen appointments
to the Naval School.”

But asit turned out, those twcnty-two votes did
not elcct Lorrimer, although they hclpcd to do it.
The returns, when they were all in, showcd that
the astute politicians of the district had not counted
noses quite right, after all, and that Congressman,
more fortinate than before, Lorrimer was reelectcd
by a majority of seveial hundred.

A week after this— the"“ Eiizabeth and Jane” be-
ing again at Lobster Cove— Bright found a letter
for him in the post-office, which was signed “ 1. C.
Lorrimer,” and which requested him to cali at
that gentleman’s residence, at B , at the earli-
est possible moment.

He did not know what to make of the sum-
mons; but he obcyed it. He was iishered at once
into tbc presencc of the Congressman, and the in-
stant he saw him, he mcntally bcgged the honor-
able gcntleman’s pardon. Such a kindly, noble-
looking man as this could not be the liard-hearted
and depraved individual that Bright had conceived
him. Mr. Lorrimer motioned him to a seat, and
although he was very courteous, clid not wastc
any words.

“ So you are Brightman Benson, are you?”
said he. *“ | reccived a letter from you a while
ago in regard to a vacancy in the Naval Academy,
and | heard good reports of you at the examina-
tion that was hcld here in town. | sent for you to
tell you that Cushman has rcsigned the appoint-
ment, and that it is yours if you choose to accept
it. Here is your formal appointment.” He held
out a paper. Then he added, with a smile; “ I

also heard good reports of your doings on election
day. You did a good stroke of work for me on
that day.”

Bright had advanced a step, perfectly dizzy with
surprise and delight, to take the paper. But ir.
these last words he halted and dropped his hanci
again.

“ 1 beg your pardon, sir,” he feltered. “ Bu
was that— was that the reason you gave me thm
appointment?— bccausc | got those men up froin
Egg Island ? Then, | must tell you, sir,”— the e
was a great lump in Bright's throat, and it wis
like throwing the whole world away to say it, lvu
he had not mastered himself a week ago f>r
nothing,— “ that I did n't do that for your sake .t
all. 1did it for my own sakc. And ifevera t -
low was tempted to do differently, / was that da;
He pauscd a moment, shaking his head; then o
stcpped forward and laid the paper on the taire,
saying: “ No, sir; I can't take it! It would only
be selling myself out, after all.”

The cxpression on Mr. Lorrimci's face, as lie
listencd, changcd rapidly from that of amusenunt
to wonder ; and then, as he seemed to comprehi iid
what was passing in the boy’s mind, it Ijecamc at
last very grave and gentio.

“ My young friend,” said he, “ if you will loo!; at
the date of the letter there, you will see that it -as
written before the election. | appointed you ke
cause, from all 1 could hear, 1thoughtyou desci >d
it. 1 am quite certain that you do, now. An I1
assure you, | am glad to make one appointmeii'. at
least, on the ground of merit. You will haw to
go to Annapolis for your examination, though, Qi
the twenty-second of this raontli. Do you think
you can pass it ?”

“ You may crack my back for a lobster, il |
don’t!” exclaimed Bright, hardly knowing v.liat
he said. A kind of hysterical joy had suddnnly
taken full posscssion of him, and he felt as tlimigh
lie say or do something extravagantand ndic-
ulous. Then, as he took the paper, he added:
“ | beg your pardon, sir, but | fcel as if 1'd like
to wrap myself in the American flag and sing
Yankee Doodle Dandy at the top of my volee.'
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FOURTH

SPINNING-WHEEL STORY.

By Louisa M, Alcott.

“W hat in the world have 7 chosen ?” ex-
claimcd Geoff, as he drew out a manuscript in his
tum and read the queer fame.

“ A story that will just suit you, I think. The
hero is an Indian, and a brave onc, as you will see.
| learned the little tale from an oid woman who
lived in the valley of the Connecticut, which the
Indians called the Long River of Pines.”

With this very short prefacc, Aunt Elinor began
to read, in her best manner, the story of—

Onawandah.

Long ago, when hostile Indians haunted the
great forests, and ever>' settlement had its fort for
the protection of the inhabitants, in one of the
towns on the Connecticut River lived Parson Bain
and his little son and daughter. The wife and
mother was dead ; but an oid servant took care of
them, and did her best to make Reuben and Eu-
nice good children, Her direst threat, when they
were naughty, was, “ The Indians will come and
fetch you, ifyou don’'t bchave.” So they grew up
in great fear of the red men. Even the friendly
Indians, who sometimes carne for food or powder,
were regarded with suspicion by the people. No
man went to work without his gun near by. On
Sundays, when they trudged to the rude meccting-
house, all carried the trusty rifle on the shoulder,
and while the pastor preached, a sentinel mountcd
guard at the door, to give warning if canocs carne
down the river or a dark face peered from the
wood.

One autumn night, when the first heavy rains
were falling and a coid wind whistled through the
valley, a knock carne at the minister’'s door and.

opening it, he found an Indian boy, raggc’,
hungry, and foot-sore, who begged for food ai'd
shelter. In his broken way, he told how he h.d
fallen ill and been left to die by enemies who h.id
taken him from his own people, months ljefore; he v
he had wandered for days till almost sinking; and
that he had come now to ask for help, lcd by the
hospitable light in the parsonage window.

“ Scnd him away, Master, or havm will come of
it. He is a spy, and we shall all be scalped by the
murdering Injuns who are waiting in thewooc."”
said oid Becky, harshly; while little Euiiice hid in
the oid servant’s ampie skirts, and tweive-year-oid
Reuloen laid his hand on his cross-bow, ready to
defend his sister if nced be.

But the good man drew the poor lad in, saying,
with his friendly smile: “ Shall not a Christian be
as hospitable as a godless savagc ? Come in, child,
and be fed ; you sorely need rest and shelter.”

Leaving his face to express the gratitude he had
no words to tell, the boy sat by the comfortable
fire and ate like a famished wolf, while Becky
muttered her forebodings and the children eyed
the dark youth at a safe distance. Something in
his pinched face, wounded foot, and eyes full of
dumb pain and patience, touched the little girl's
tender heart, and, yielding to a pitiful impulse,
she brought her own basin of new milk and, set-
ting it beside the stranger, ran to hide behind her
father, suddenly rememberingthat this was onc of
the dreaded Indians.

“ That was well done, little daughter. Thou
shalt love thine enemies, and share tliy bread with
the needy. See, he is smiling; that pleased him,
and he wishes us to be his friends.”

But Eunice vcntured no more that night, and



(luaked in her little bed at the thought of the

range boy slceping on a blanket liefore the fiie
ijelow. Reuben hid his fears better, and resolved
11 watch while others slept; but was off as soon
L his curly head touched the pillow, and dreamed
of tomahawks and war-whoops till morning.

Next day, neighbors carne to see the waif, and
one and all advised sending him away as soon as
possible, since he was doubtless a spy, as Becky
said, and would bring trouble of some sort.

*'When he is well, he may go whither-
stivver he will; but while he is too lame to walk,
W iik with hunger, and worn out with weariness,
I U'iU havbor him. He can not feign suffcring and
survation like this. 1 shall do myduty, andleave
tlif consequences to the Lord,” answered the par-
son, with such pious firmness that the neighbors
said no more.

llut they kept a ciése watch upon Onawandah,
wbcn he went among them, silent and submissive,
biiT with the proud air of a captive prince, and
soinetimes a fierce flash in his black eyes when the
other lads tauntcd him with his red skin. He was
very lame for weeks, and could only sit in thesun,
wrr.ving pretty baskets for Eunice, and shaping
bous and arrows for Reuben. The cliildren were
sou.. his friends, for with them he was alsvays
ger-le, trying in his soft language and expressive
ge™ ares to show his good will and gratitude ; for
thc; defended him against their ruder playmates,
ano, following their father’s example, trusted and
chtnshed the homeless youth.

Y, lien he was able to walk, he taught the boy
to slioot and trap the wild creatures of the wood,
to tind fish where others failed, and to guide him-
self :n the wilderness by star and sun, wind and
watri--  To Eunice he brought little offerings of
bai k and feathcrs ; taught licr to make moccasins
of skin, belts of shells, or pouches gay with porcu-
pitii. quills and colored grass. He would not work
for oid Becky—who plainly showed her distrust —
saying; “ A brave does not grind corn and bring
wood; that is squaw’s work. Onawandah will
hunt and fish and fight for you, but no more.”
And aven the request of the parson could not win
obcdience in this, though the boy would have dicd
for ihe good man.

We can not tame an eagle as we can a barn-
yard fowl. Let him rcmember only kindness of us,
so wc turn a foe into a friend,” said Parson
ain, stvoking the sleek, dark head, that always
bowed before him, with a dociie reverence shown
lo no other living creaturc.

Winter carne, and thc settlers farcd hardly

rough thc long months, when the drifis rose to

e eaves of their low cabins, and the stores, care-
0 y harvested, failed to supply even their simple

wants. But the minister’s familynever lackedwild
meat, for Onawandah preved himself a better
hunter than any man in the town, and the boy of
sixtcen led the way on his snow-shoes when they
went to track a bear to its den, chase the deer for
miles, or shoot the wolves tliat howlcd about their
homes in thc winter nights.

But he never joined in their gamas, and sat
apart when thc young folk made merry, as if he
scorned such childish pastimes and longcd to be a
man in all things. Why he stayed when he was
well again, no one could tell, unless he waited for
spring to make his way to his own peoplc. But
Reuben and Eunice rcjoiced to kcep him; forwhile
he taught tliem many things, he was tlieir pupil
also, learningEnglish rapidly, and proving himself
a very affectionate and dcvoted friend and scrvant,
in his own quiet way.

“ Be of good cheer, littlc daughter; | shall be
gone but three days, and our brave Onawandah
will guard you well,” said thc parson, one Apvil
morning, as he mounted his horsc to visit a distant
settiement, where the bitter winter had brought
sickness and death to more than one household.

The boy showed his white teeth in a bright
smile as he stood beside the children, while Becky
croaked, with a shake of thc head :

“ 1 hope you may n't find you Ve warmcd a
viper in your bosom, Master.”

Two days iater, it seemed as if Becky was a true
prophet, and that the confiding ministcr had been
terribly deceived; for Onawandah went away to
hunt, and, that night, the awful war-whoop woke
thc sleeping villagers to find their houses burning,
whilc thc hidden Indians shot at them by the light
of the fircs kindled by dusky scoiits. In terror and
confusién the whites flcw to the fort; and, while
the men fought bravely, the women held blankets
to catch arrows and bullets, or bound up the hurts
of their defenders.

It was all over by daylight, and the red men
spcd away up the river, with severa! prisoners,
and such booty as they could plunder from tlie
deserted houses. Not till all fcar of a return of their
enemics was over, did thc poor people venturo to
leave thc fort and seek their ruined homes. Then
it was discovcred that Bccky and the parson’s
children were gone, and great was the bewailing,
for the good man was much beloved by all his
flock.

Suddenly the smothcrcd voice of Becky was
heard by a party of visitors, calling dolefully ;

“ 1 am here, betwixt thc beds. Puli me out,
neighbors, foi | am half dead witli fright and
smothering.”

The oid woman was quickly extricated from her
hiding-place, and with much energy declarcd that



she had seeii Unawandah, disguised with wai-
paint, ainong the Indians, and that he had torn
away the cliildren from her arms before she could
fly from the house.

“ He chose his time well, when they wcre
dcfenseless, dear larabs ! Spite of all my warn-
ings, Master trusted him, and this is the tbanks
we get. Oh, my poor master! How can | tell him
this heavy news ?”

There was no nced to tell it; for, as Bccky sat
moaning and beating her breast on the fireless
hearth, and the sympathizing neighbors stood about
her, the sound of a horse’s hoofs was heard, and
the parson carne down the hilly road like one
riding for his life. He had seen the smoke afar
off, guessed the sad truth, and hurried on, to find
his home in ruins and to leam by his fifst glance at
the faces around him that his children were gone.

When he had heard all there was to tell, he sat
down upon his door-stonc with his head in his
hands, praying for strength to bear a grief too
deep for words. The wounded and wcary men
tried to comfort him with hope, and the womcn
wcpt with bim as they hugged their own babics
closer to the hearts that ached for the lost chil-
dren. Suddenly a stir went through the mournful
group, as Onawandah carne from the wood with a
young deer upon his shoulders, and amazement in
his face as he saw the dcsolationbefore him. Drop-
ping his burden, he stood an instant looking with
eyes that kindlcd fiercely; then he carne bounding
toward them, undaunted by the hatred, suspicion,
and surprise plainly’ written on the countenances
before him. He missed his playmates, and asked
but one question :

“ The boy? the little squaw ?— where gone ?”

His answer was a rough one, for the men seized
him and poured forth the tale, heaping reproaches
upon him for such treachery and ingratitude. He
bore it all in proud silence till they pointed to the
poor father whosc dumb sorrow was more eloqgtient
than all their wrath. Onawandah looked at him,
and the fire died out of his eyes as if quenched
by the tears he would not shed. Shaking off the
hands that held him, he went to bis good friend,
saying with passionate earnestness :

“ Onawandah is not traitor! Onawandah rc-
membcrs. Onawandah grateful! You believe?”

The poor parson looked up at him, and could
not diubt his truth; for geniiine love and sorrow
cnnobled the dark face, and he had never known
the boy to lie.

“ | believe and trust you still, but othcrs will
not. Go, you are no longer safe here, and | have
no home to offer you,” said the parson, sadly,
feeling that he cared for none, unless his children
were restorcd to him.

“ Onawandah has no fear. He goes; but he
comes again to bring the boy, the little squaw.”

Few words, but they were so solemnly spoken
that the most unbelieving were impressed; for the
youth laid one hand on the gray head boweci
before him, and lifted the other toward heaven, as
if calling the Great Spirit to hcar his vow.

A relenting murmur went through the crowd,
but the boy paid no heed, as he turned away, and
with no arms but his hunting knife and bow, no
food but such as he could find, no guide but the
sun by day, the stars by night, plunged into the
pathless forest and was gone.

Then the people drew a long breath, and miii
tered to one another ;

“ He will never do it, yet he is a brave lad for
his years.”

“ Only a shift to get off with a whole skin, 1
waiTant you. These varlets are as cunning as
foxes,” added Becky, sourly.

The parson alone believed and hoped, thougli
weeks and months went by, and his children did
not come.

Meantime, Reuben and Eunice were far away in
an Indian camp, resting as best they could, after
the long journey that followed that dreadful nigln,
Their captors were not cruel to them, for Reuben
wéas a stout fellow and, thanks to Onawandah,
could hold his own with the boys who would ha\e
tormented him if he had been feeblc or cowarclb-.
Eunice also was a hardy creature for her years,
and when her first fright and fatigue were ovcr,
made herself useful in many ways among the
squaws, who did not let the pretty child suffer
greatly; though she was neglected, becaiise they
knew no better.

Life in a wigwam was not a life of easc, and
fortunately the children were accustomed to simple
habits and the hardships that all endured in those
early times. But they mourned for home till their
young faces were pathetic with the longing, and
their pillows of dry leaves were often wet with tctirs
in the night. Their clothes grew ragged, their Iwir
unkempt, their faces lanned by sun and wind.
Scanty food and exposure to all weathcrs tried the
strength of their bodies, and uncertainty as to
their fate saddened their spirits ; yet they bore up
bravely, and said their prayers faithfully, feeling
siire that God would bring them home to father
in His own good time.

One day, when Reuben was snaring birds in the
wood.— for the Indians had no fear ofsuch young
children venturing to escape,— he heard the cry of
a quail, and followed it deeper and deeper into the
forest, till it ccased, and, with a sudden rustle,
Onawandah rose up from the brakes, his finger on



his lips to prevent any exclamation that might
bctray him to other ears and cyes.

“ |1 come for you and little Laraka,”— (the fiame
he gave Eunice, meaning “ Wild Rose.”) “ | take
you home. Not know me yet. Go and wait.”

He spoke low and fast; I5ut the joy in his face
tuld how glad he was to find the boy after his long
~earch, and Reuijen clung to him, trying not to
disgrace himself by crying like a girl, in bis sur-
prise and delight.

Lying hidden in the tall brakes they talked in
uliispers, while one told of the capture, and the

SUDDENLY HE BOSE, AND N

otlicr of a plan of escape; for, though a friendly
tribe, these Indians were not Onawandah’s people,
and they must not suspect tliat he knew the chil-
drcii, else they might be separated at once.

“ Little squaw bctray me. You watch her.
Tell her not to cry out, not speak me any time.
'Vhon | say come, we go,— fast,— in the night.
Hot ready yet."”

Phesc werc the ordeis Reiibcn received, and,
wlien he could compose himself, he went back to
the wigwams, leaving his friend in the wood,
while he told the good news to Eimicc, and pre-
parcd her for the part she must play.

HIS OWN MLSICaL I.LANULACB PRAYBi» TO ‘iHla («KEA'l' SI'lktT."™*

Fear had taught her sclf-control, and the poor
child stood the test well, working off her reliefand
rapture by pounding coru in the stone mortar till
her little hands wcrc blistercd, and her arms ached
for hours afterward.

Not till the next day did Onawandah make his
appearance, and thcn he carne limping into the vil-
lage, wcary, lame, and half starved after his long
wandering in the wilderncss. He was kindly wcl-
comed, and his story bclicved, for he told only the
first part, and said nothing of his life among the
white men. He liardly glanccd at the children

(PAUK 442))

when tliey were pointed out to him by their
captors, and scowled at poor Eunice, who forgot
her pare in her joy, and smiled as she mct the
dark cycs that till ~o™v haxi always looked kindly
at her. A touch from Reuben warncd her, and
she was glad to bidé her confusién by shaking her
long hair over lier face, as if afraid of the stranger.

Onawandah took no further noficc of them, but
seemed to be vcry jamo witb ihe oid wound in bis
foot, which prcvontcd his being obliged to hunt
with the men. He was rcsting and slowly gathcr-
ing strcngth for the hard task he had set himself,
whilc he wnitcd for a safe time to save the children.



They understood, but the suspense proved too
much for little Eunice, and she pined with impa-
tience to be gone. She lost appetite and color,
and cast such appealing glances at Onawandah,
that he could not seem quite indifferent, and gave
her a soft word now and then, or did such acts of
kindness as he could perforin unsuspected. When
she lay awake at night thinking of home, a cricket
would chirp outside the wigwam, and a hand slip
in aleaf full of berries, or a bark-cup of fresh water
for the feverish little moutli. Sometimes it was
only a caress or a whisper of encouragement, that
re-assured the childish heart, and sent her to sleep
with a comfortable sense of love and protection,
likc a sheltering wing over a motherless bird.

Reuben stood it better, and entered heartily into
the excitement of the plot, for he had grown tall
and strong in these trying months, and felt that he
must prove himself a man to sustain and defend
his sister. Quietly he put away each day a bit of
dried meat, a handful of parched corn, or a well-
sharpened arrowhead, as provisién for thejourney;
while Onawandah seemed to be amusing himself
with making moccasins and a little vest of deer-
skin for an Indian child about the age of Eunice.

At last, in the early autumn, all the men went
off on the war-path, leaving only boys and women
behind. Then Onawandah’s eyes began to kindle,
and Reuben’s heart to beat fast, for both felt that
their time for escape had come.

All was ready, and one moonless night the sig-
nal was given. A cricket chirped shrilly outside
the tent where thc children slept with one oid
squaw. A strong hand cut the skin beside their
bed of fir boughs, and two trembling creatures
crcpt out to follow the tall shadow that flitted noise-
lessly before them into tlie darkness of the wood.
Not a broken twig, a careless step, or a whispcred
word betraycd them, and they vanished as swiftly
and silently as huntcd deer flying for their Uves.

Till dawn they hurried on, Onawandah carrying
Eunice, whose strength soon failed, and Reuben
manfully shouldering the hatchet and the pouch
of food. At suni'ise they hid in a thicket by a
spring and rested, while waiting for the friendly
night to come again. Then they pushed on, and
fear gave wings to their feet, so that by another
morning they were far enough away to venturo to
travel more slowly and sleep at night.

If the children had learned to love and trust the
Indian boy in happier times, they adored him now,
and carne to regard him as an earthly Providence,
so faithful, brave, and tender was he ; so forgetfui
of himself, so bent on saving them. He never
seemed to sleep, ate the poorest morsels, or went
without any food when provisiéon failed; Ict no
danger daunt him, no hardship wring complaint

from him; but went on through the wild forest,
led by guides invisible to them, till they began to
hope that home was near.

Twice he saved their Uves. Once, when he weni
in search of food, leaving Reuben to guard his
sister, the children, being very hungry, ignorantkK
ate some poisonoiis berries which looked like wilo
cherries, and were deliciously sweet. The bo;
generously gave mostof them to Eunice, and soo):
was terror-stricken to see her grow palé and cok
and deathly ill. Not knowing what to do, hecoul'l
only rub her hands and cali wildlyfor Onawandah.

The fiame echoed through the silent wood, and,
though far away, the keen ear of the Indian hear i
it, his fleet feet brought him back in time, and h:s
knowledge ofwild roots and herbs made itpossib’
to save the child when no other help was at ham;.

“ Make fire. Keep warra. | soon come,” 1:
said, after hearing the story andexaminingEunic ,
who could only lift her eyes to him, full of childi: i
confidence and patience.

Then he was off again, scouring the woods lil
a hound on the scent, searching everywhere f r
the precious little herb that would counteract ti.c
poison, Any one w'atching him would ha.e
thought him crazy as he rushed hither and thitlu m
tearing up the leaves, creeping on his hands ar.J
knees that it might not escape him, and wh. i
he found it, springing up with a cry that startk ;!
the birds, and cairied hope to poor Reuben, '\' i
was trying to forget his own pain in his anxiet\'! r
Eunice, whom he thought dying.

“ Eat,eat, while I make drink. All safe nov,,'
cried Onawandah, as he carne leaping towa'd
them with his hands full of green leaves, and |is
dark face shining with jgy.

The boy was soon relieved, but for hours th:y
hung over the girl, who suffered sadly, till she
grew unconscious and lay as if dead. Reubcn's
courage failed then, and he cried bitterly, thiiib-
ing how hard it would be to leave the dear litiie
creature under the pines and go home alone to
father. Even Onawandah lost hope for a while,
and sat like a bronze statue of despair, with IGs
eyes fixcd on his Wild Rose, who seemed fading
away too soon.

Suddenly he rose, stretched his arms to the wcat,
where thc sun was setting splendidly, and in lus
own musical language prayed to the Great Spirit.
The Christian boy fell upon his knees, feeling that
the only help was in the Father who saw and
heard them even in the wilderness. Both 'verc
comforted, and when they tuvned to Eunice there
was a faint tinge of color on the palé cheeks, as
if the evcning red klssed her, the look of pain was
gone, and she slept quietly without the moaiis that
had made their hearts ache before.



“ He hears! he hears!” cried Onawandah, and
for the first time Reuben saw tears in his keen
eyes, as the Indian boy turned his face to the sky
full of a gratitude that no words were sweet enough
to tell.

All night, Eunice lay pcacefully sleeping, and
the moon lighted Onawandah’s lonely watch, for
the boy Reuben was worn out with suspense, and
slept beside his sister.

[n the morning she was safe, and great was the
rcjoicing; but for two days the little invalid was
not allowed to continué the journey, inuch as they
longed to hurry on. It was a pretty sight, the bed
of hemlock boughs spread under a grcen tent of
wo\cn branches, and on the pillow of moss the
p:.icchild watching the flicker of sunshine through
tlu- leaves, listening to the babble of a brook ciése
by, or sleeping tranquilly, lulled by the murmur
of the pines. Patient, loving, and grateful, it was
a ;Jeasure to serve her, and both the lads were
fa.ihful nurses. Onawandah cooked birds for her
to eat, and made a pleasant drink of the wid
raspberry leaves to quench her thirst. Reuben
snured rabbits, that she raight have nourishing
foo;i, and longed to shoot a deer for provision,
that she migbt not suffer hunger again on their
journey. This boyish desirc led him deeper into
the wood than it was wise for him to go alone, for
it ivas near night-fall, and wild creatures haunted
the forest in those days. The fire, which Ona-
wandah kept conslantly burning, guarded their
little camp where Eunice lay; but Reuben, with
no weapon but his bow and hunting knife, was
bcyond this protection when he at last gave up
his vain hunt and tiirned homeward. Suddenly,
ihc sound of stealthy steps startlcd him, but he
could see nothing through the dusk at first, and
hurried on, fearing that some treacherous Indian
was following him. Then he remembered his
sister, and resolved not to betray her resting-place
if he could help it, for he had learned courage
of Onawandah, and longed to be as brave and
generous as his dusky hero.

So he paused to watch and wait, and soon saw
the glcam of two fiery eyes, not Isehind, but above
him, in a tree. Then he knew that it was an

‘Indian devii," as they called a species of fierce
wild-cat that lurked in the thickets and sprang on
its prey like a small tiger.

m'Ifl could only kill it alone, how proud Ona-
wandah would be of me,” thought Reuben, burn-
ing for the good opinién of his friend.

It would havc been wiser to hurry on and give
the beast no time to spring; but the boy was over
hold, and, fitting an arrow to the string, aimed at
the bright eye-ball and let fly. A sharp snarl
showed that sime harm was done, and, rather

daunted by the savage sound, Reuben raced away,
meaning to come back next day for the prize he
hoped he had sccured.

But soon he heard the creature bounding after
him, and he uttered one ringing shout for help,
feeling too late that he had been foolhardy. For-
tunately he was nearer camp than he thought.
Onawandah heard him and was there in timo to
receive the wild-cat, as, mad with the pain of the
wound, it sprung at Reuben. There was no time
for words, and the boy could only watch in breath-
less interest and anxiety the flght which went on
betwcen the brute and the Indian.

It was Sharp but short, for Onawandah had his
knife, and as soon as he could get the snarling,
struggling beast down, he killcd it with a skillful
stroke. But not before it had torn and bitten him
more dangcrously than he knew; for the dusk hid
the wounds, and cxcitement kept him from feeling
them at first. Reuben tlianked him heartily, and
accepted his few words of warning with grateful
docility; then both hurried back to Eunice, who
till next day knew nothing of herbrother’s danger.

Onawandah made light of his scratches, as he
called them, got their supper, and sent Reuben
early to bed, for to-morrow they were to start again.

Excited by his adventure, the boy slept lightly,
and waking in the night, saw by the flicker of the
fire Onawandah binding up a deep wound in his
breast with wet moss and his own belt. A stifled
gi-oan betrayed how much he suffered; but wben
Reuben went to him, he would accept no help,
said it was nothing, and sent him back to bed,
preferring to endure the pain in stern silence, with
true Indian pride and courage.

Next morning, they set out and pushed on as fast
as Eunice’s strength allowed. But it was evident
that Onawandah suffered much, though he would
not rcst, forbade the children to speak of his
wounds, and pressed on with feverish hastc, as if
he fearcd that his strength might not hold out.
Reuben watched him anxiously, for there was a
look in his face that troublcd the boy and filled
him with alarm, as well as with rcmorsc and love.
Eunice would not let him carry her as before, but
trudged bravely behind him, though her feetached
and her breath often failed as she tried to keep up;
eand both children did all they could to comfort
and sustain their friend, who seemed glad to give
his life for them.

In three days they rcached tbe river, and, as if
Heaven helpea them in their grcatcst nced, found
a canoe, left by some hunter, near the shore. In
they sprang, and let the swift current bear them
along, Eunice knceling in the bow like a little
figure-hcad of Hope, Reuben steering with his
paddle, and Onawandah sitting with arms tightly



folded over his breast, as if to control the sharp
anguish ofthe neglectcd wound. He knew that it
was past help now, and only cared to see the chil-
dren safe ; then, worn out but happy, he was proud
to dic, having paid his debt to the good parson,
and proved that he was not a liar fior a traitor.

Hour after hour they floated down the great
river, looking eagerly for signs of honre, and when
at last they entered the familiar valley, while the
little girl cricd for joy, and the boy paddlcd as he
had nevcr done before, Onawandah sat erect with
hishaggard eyes fixcd on the dim distance, and sang
his death-song in a clear, strong voice— though
every breath was pain,— bcnt on dying like a brave,
without complaint or fear.

At last they saw the smoke from the cabins on
the hill-sidc and, hastily mooring the canoe, all
sprung out, eager to be at home after their long
and perilous wandering. But as his foot touched
the land, Onawandah felt that he could do no
more, and stretching his arms toward the parson-
age, the Windows of which glimmered as hpspitably
as they had done when he first saw them, he said,
with a pathetic sort of triumph in his broken voice ;
“ Go. lcan not.— Tell the good father, Onawandah
not lie, not forget. He keep his promise.”

Then he dropped upon the grass and lay as if
dead, while Reuben, bidding Eunice keep watch,
ran as fast as his tired legs could carry him to tell
the tale and bring help.

THE PLAYTHING

The little girl did her part tenderly, carrying
water in her hands to wet the white lips, tearing
up her vagged skirt to lay fresh bandages on the
wound that had been bleeding the brave boy’s life
away, and, sitting by bim, gathered his head into
her arms, begging him to wait till father carne.

But poor Onasvandah had waited too long; now
he could only look up into the dear, loving, little
face bent over him, and whisper wistfully: “ Wik!
Rose will remember Onawandah ?” as the light
went out of his eyes, and his last breath was a
smile for her.

When the parson and his people carne hurrying
up full of wonder, joy, and good-will, they found
Eunice weeping bitterly, and the Indian boy lying
like a young warrior smiling at death.

‘“Ah, my neighbors, the savage has taught us a
lesson we ncver can forget- Let us imitate his
virtues, and do honor to his memory,” said the
pastor, as he held his little daughter close and
looked down at the pathetic figure at his feet,
whose silence was more eloquent than any words.

All felt it, and even oid Becky had a remorseful
sigh for tlie boy who had kept his word so well
and given back her darlings safe.

They buried him where he lay; and for yeais
the lonely inound under the great oak was kept
green by loving hands. Wild roses bloomed there,
and the murmur of the Long River of Pines was a
fit lullaby for faithful Onawandah.

OF AN EMPRESS.

By H. Maria George.

The boys and girls who read ST. Nicholas
know something about the many beautiful and
curious things which can be made from snow and
ice. Those of them who live in the Northern
States have doubtless many a time half frozen their
hands while constructing a snow-fort or a snow-
housc, laying a skating-rink, or carving a snow-
image; while some, pcrhaps, were fortunate cnough
to have seen, last winter and the year before, in
Montreal, the first ice palaccs ever built in Amer-
ica. At all events, most of you have heard about
thcsc wonderful buildings.

Off in Russia, onc hundred and fifty years ago,
when Washington was a boy, reigned Anna lvan-
ovna, Empress of Russia. She was the niece of
Peter the Great, but avery different sort of a char-

acter. Stern, busy Peter would never have thought
of building an ice-palacc. He improved his time
in constructing more substantial cdifices. But
Anna loved pleasure and novelty, and frittered
awayhertime in doingfoolish things. She thought
not so much of making her subjects happy as of
enjoying life hcrsclf. Poor Anna Ivanovna! there
have bccn many rulcrs like her.

The winter of 1739 and 1740 was a very sevcre
one. All over Europe the coid was excessive.
The ice in the river Neva formed to several fect in
thickness. Throughout Russia there was much
suffering. People died of coid and starvation;
wolves crept into many villages and fell upon the
inhabitants. But at St. Petersburg there was
nothing but joy and festivity. TIj~ days and the



nights were given to pleasurc. One night the
whole capital would be out upon the river, which
was turned into a vast skating and riding park.
llere and there great bonfires blazed likc beacon

liglits, while, dressed in

their sables and their er-

mine and their minever, thc

quecn and her ladics and her

nobles enjoyed their sports like

children. The next day all would

he dianged as though by the wand

ofan cnchanter. The frozen river

hristicd with bayonets and was gay

"ith splendid trappings and tossing plumes. A

military review and shain battle was taking place.
ere and there rushed the glittcring squadrons

containing thousands of armed mcn, Great can-

iions and mortars were frequently discharged, and

INSIDK THE ICE-PALACE AT NICIHT.

an immense fortrcss of ice and snow, built upon
the Neva, was attacked and defended according
to all the rules of war.

These vanities were cappcd by the coiistruction

of thc ice-palace. As | have

said, the F.mprcss was

very fond of carry-

ing out curious

and cxtravagant

plans, and so it was

not strange tiiat site

should make up her mind to build
a palace the likc of which no mon-
arch had ever thought of building. So she set to
work to think hoiv she could possibly build a house
which should be the most wondcrful house on carth.
She thought ofgold and she thought ofsilver. Sho
thought of the beautiful malachite. She thoughtof



ivory, of ebony, and of every stone that is known to
man. Noneofthcse seemed to picase her fancy. But
one day she looked from her window, and she saw
what seemed to her a vast and hcavenly cathcdral
of sparkling ice-crystals, which the exquisito skill
of the frost's fingers had formed on the window-
pancs. “ | have it,” said the Empress, delighted,
“ | shall have a palace of ice. Everything within
and without shall lie made of notlring but glitter-
ing ice.” Waithin a very short time, a design was
furnishcd to the Empress by an architect whose
fiame is a puré Russian one, but which you can
easily pronounce by dividing it into syllables—
Alexis Dan-il-o-vitch Tat-ish-chev. Itwas the orig-
inal intention of the projectors to build the palace
upon the Neva itself, so as to be as near as possible
to the supply of the building material. They ac-
cordingly began the erection upon the frozen river
toward the last of December, 1739, but were forced
to relinquish their proposed pian by the yielding
of the ice under the rising walls. In consequence
of this failure, a site was selected upon the land
betweeii the fortress of the admiralty and the win-
ter palace of the Empress; and the work was
begun anew, with the advantage of the experience
in ice-building gaiiied by the unsuccessful attempt
alrcady made.

In the construction of the work the simplest
means were uscd. First, the purest and most
transparent ice was selected. This was cut into
large blocks, squared with rule and compass, and
carved with all the regular architectural embelllsh-
ments. No cement was used. Each block when
ready was raised to its destined place by cranes
and pulleys, and just before it was let dowfi upon
the block which_ was to support it, water was
poured between the two, the upper block was im-
mediately lowcred, and as the water froze almost
instantly, in that intensely coid climate, tho two
blocks becamc literally one. In fact, the whole
building appeared to be, and rcally was, a single
mass of ice. The effect it produccd must have been
infinitely more beautiful than if it had been of the
most costly marblo; its transparency and.bluish tint
giving it rather the appearance of a precious stone.

In dimensions, the structure was fifty-six feet
long, eighteen feet wide, twenty-one feet high, and
with walls three feet in thickness. At each cérner
of the palace was a pyramid of the same height
as the rouf, of course built of ice, and around the
whole ivas a low )>alisade of the same material.
The actual length of the front view, including the
pyramids, was one hundred and fourteen feet.

The palace was built in the usual style of Rus-
sian architecture. The fagade was plain, being
merely divided into compartments by plasters.
There was a window in each divisién, which was

painted in imitation of green marble. The window-
panes were formed of slabs of ice, as transparent
and smooth as sheets of piate glass. At night, when
the palace was lighted, the Windows were curtained
by canvas screens, on which grotesque figures were
painted. Owing to the transparency of the whole
material, the general etibct of the illuminatior
must have been fine, the whole palace seemingh
being filled with a delicate pearly light. The cen-
tral division projected, and appeared to be a door,
but was, in fact, a large window, and was illiimiii-
ated like the otheis. Surmounting the fagade of
the building was an ornamental balustrade, and ai
each end of the sloping roof was a huge chimney.
The entrance was at the rea,r. At each side of the
door stood ice-imitations of orange-trees, in leaf
and flower, with ice-birds perched on the branche ;.

In front of the building there was an ice-c!' -
phant, as large as life, and upon his back a figu.c
of a man, made of ice, and dressed like a Persian.
Two other men-figures of ice, one of which held a
spear tn its grasp, stood directly in front of the
animal. The elephant was hollow, and was m.ide
to throw water through his trunk to the height of
twenty-five feet. This was accomplished by me.ins
of tubes leading from the foss of the admiralty f r-
tress, near by. Burning naphtha was substitu' -d
for water at night. In order to increase the r -t-
uralness of this pare of the exhibition, there was
placed within the figure a man who from time to
time blew through certain pipes, making a no;se
like the roaring of an elephant.

The Empress ordered six cannon and two m ir-
tars to be set up on each side of the front gatev.-y,
to guard her beautiful fancy. It makes us shrl:ic
our heads when we read that thcse cannon .'id
inortars were likewise of ice. And even the heads
of her councillors and wise men shook, and taey
said one to another ; “ What will our oid eyes ije
asked to see next?” But the Empress laughcd,
for she knew that so long as the sun kept to his i-ld
path in the heavens, her palace would be secare.
But to prove to hor friends that the work was good,
shc bade them place a quarter of a pound of powder
and an iron cannon ball weighing fivc pounda in
one of the ice cannon. Every one trembliiigly
waited for a terrible explosién, but none canie.
The cannon remained intact, and the ball "as
thrown to some distance, passing through a ljoard
two inches thick, which was placed about sixty
paces off. Everybody was wild with astonish-
ment, and at night the Empress illuminated tlic
palace brilliantly, and gave a great ball. And as
the light shone out for miles, and men saw tlie
fairy-like grandeur of the scene, they said th.at—
next to the Empress Anna— Master Jack Frost
was the most wonderful ruler in the world.



The inside of this great “ plaything” was more
nonderful than the exterior. There were only
three rooms,— a spacious and handsome vestibule,
which extended through the middle, and a room
on each side. .

One of these apartments was the royal chamber.
In it was a dressing-table fully set out with a look-
ing-glass and all sorts of powder and essence boxes,
jars, bottles, a watch, and a pair of candlesticks
and candles, all fashior.ed of ice. In the evening
these candles were smeared with naphtha and
set in a blaze without melting. A great ice
tnirror was hung against the wall, On the other
sitie of the room was the bedstead, with bed, pil-
lows, countcrpane, and curtains, deftly wTought
in ice. A large fire-place was on the right, with
an elegantly carved mantel, and within it, upon
the curious andirons, were placed logs of ice
which were occasionall)- smeared with naphtha
and ignited.

The other principal room was alternatcly termed
the dining-room and the drawing-room. An elab-
orniely constructcd ice-table extended through the
ap-'tment, On each side were setteesorsofashand-
soniely carved. In three of the corners were large
statues; in the other was a handsome time-piece,
pilvided with wheels of ice, which were visible
through the transparent case. All the other parts of

of the palace were fittcd up in a corresponding
manner.

The construction of, this work did not occupy
quite a fortnight, so many and so expcrt were the
builders. When it was finished, the publlc wcre
allowed an unrestricted passage through every part
of the building, all confusién being obviated by
surrounding the entrance with a wooden railing,
and stationing police officers, who allowed only a
certain number of persons to pass in at one time.
Whenever the Emprcss and her court banqueted
or danced at the palace, as they often did in the
bright winter days and the coid winter nights, the
visits of the populacc were, of course, suspended.

But even in the latitude of “ St. Petersburg”
ice is not always strong and lasting; and Anna’s
ice-palace, though a conteraporary writer said of
it that it merited to be placed among the stars,
had a brief duration. For about three months,
or as long as the excessive coid weather lasted,
so long did this beautiful edifice stand. Finally,
under the warm sunshine of the last of March,
it began to give way toward the Southern side,
and soon gradually disappeared. It is said that
it was not altogether useless in its destruction,
as the large blocks of the walls were taken to fill
the ice-cellars of the imperial palace. But this was
a very poor returii. indeed, for the original outlay.

MEDITATION.
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GIRL-NOBLESSIi.

GIRL-NOBLESSE.

By Mrs. Adeline

Young ladies!” said Miss Posackley, in her most
assured official voice. But the attitude neutralized
it too absurdly. The doubled-up young ladies tit-
tcred all along the line..

‘eMaster Neal Royd, put out those matches,
piense. And light no more. They are most dan-
gerous.”

'm\nd disillusionizing,” said a low voice some-
wliore in the dimness, as the little blaze expired
bcncath Neal’s boot.

" This will all be laid before Mrs. Singleweli,”
said Miss Posackley, just as if she had bcen at full
height upon the platform at the top of the long
school-room. “ At present, you have to go up as
you carne down. Master Royd, you will go before,
if you please. Miss Hastings, you led the way;
lead liack again.”

There carne a scrambling, with laughs and out-

cries. Neal Royd was in the trap-way, head up,
ready to spring forth.

“ Oh! oh." I'volost— I've dropped something,
Miss Posackley. | look ! ” sounded suddenly
in distress. It was Hester Moore’s voice. “ Just
let me have a match one minute !'”

“On no account,” replied Miss Posackley.
“Go up, Master Neal. Go up, young ladies.

This is very ex-traordinary !” shc concluded ; but
she gasped the word out, with a distressed puff
between the syllables, quite irrelevantly.

“ She meaiu ex-hausting,” whispercd Kitty
Sharrod. “ There '11 have to be more ex-hoisting
before they all get out. And shc ’'s bound to
come up last! For shame, girls !” she cried aloud.
“ Make haste !”

“ Hush, Kitty Sharrod! — O dear, | cati't find
it Don’'t tread all around, girls !~

“Is it your handkerchief, Miss Moore ? 1 may
be able to pick it up for you presently,” Neal
Royd said, most suavely, giving his hands to Clip
Hastings, who, short but springy, carne lightly,
with that aid, to the upper floor again.

Hester Moore suddenly hushcd up, berself.

“ Have you found it? What was it?” they
~ked her, as they crowded forward from below.

“ Never mind; it'sall right now,” said Hester,
gruiBy.

“ She’s found she nevcr lost it. That always
JAakes people cross,” said little Liicy Payne, while
Neal rcached down and lifted her from tlie arms
ofSue Merriman, who held her up to him.

Neal gave a keen glance, sidcwisc, at Hester’s
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face, when she grappled with the other edge of
the trap, and struggled up heavily, and with much
pushing from her comrades, through the aperture,
scrambling ignominiouslyout on bands and knees.

“ She hasn't found it. And it’snohandkerchief.
And she’s in same scrape,” he said to himself.

“ O Hester | haven’'t you lost something else?
Where ’s that lovely "

“In my pocket, silly 1 Do be quiet I” inter-
rupted Hester, pushing Lucy Payne aside, and
making siilleniy for the door.

“ Hester! Hetty! She’s missing the grcatest
fun of all,” said mischievous Clip Hastings, in a
low tone,— “ the sccing Miss Fideliaemerge. What

ivill she do with her dignity ?”

“ 1'll take care of Miss Fidelia and her dignity,”
said Neal Royd. “ Though, perhaps, that is quite
as much your own business.” There was a chiv-
alrous indignation in the boy’s tone. “ Girls never
know when a joke or a torment has gone far
cnough,” he thought.

He jumped down through the trap as the last of
Miss Posackley’'s charge gained foot-hold above,
and thcn he dropped on all fours in the dust and
riibbish, putting his head down, and his shoulders
up, to the full stretch of his strong-braccd arms.

“ Step on my back, Miss Posackley. June,
reach Miss Posackley your hands.”

And Miss Posackley, who had a neat, small,
iight-booted foot, and nothing lumbering in lier
measured inotions, first spread a little scarf she
canied across the young Raleigh’s coat, and then
steppedwith a truly Elizabethan air upon the offcred
support, and so, witli not too imgainly strugglc, up
into the main room.

“1 am exceedingly obliged, and rcally quite
ishamed,” she said, turning to Neal as he sprang
out .Again and handcd her the silken strip, with a
quiet “ Thank you” of his o\yn, procceding to dust
his knees with his handkerchief. “ But why— not,
of course, that any of us should expect such aid
from you— did you only think of it for me ?”

“ Perhaps becauso myjacket isn'tfor everybody’s
dust,” he said. “ Some people use you gently;
and some trcad upon you as if they meant it. It’s
your own fault if you can’t guess the differencc
beforehand.”

From that moment Miss Posackley had a respect
for Neal Royd, and put a friendly confidence in
him,

“ No more going into the block-house, young



ify

ladies, without express permission,” was Miss Fi-
dclia’s general order, as she carne out and headed
her flock once more, taking the way down to the
big rock.

The kettle was fillcd and hung i the fire laid;
the baskets and pareéis all placed comfortably at
hand. Neal struck a match and touched it to the
brush and pine chips, and a blaze went up. Then
he judiciously withdrew himself in his former un-
pretentious manner, and sauntered off toward the
block-house. He had more matches in hispocket,
and he was not included in the forbiddance to the
“ young ladies.” Ten minutes later, he sauntered
back again to Miss Posackley and her party, to see
if anything were wanted. He had something else
in another pocket,— a dainty little golden chate-
laine watch.

“ June,” said Hester Moore, a little whilc after
dinner was over; “just ask your brothcr for some
matches, will you?”

June looked up with a triple amaze, at the allo-
cution, the fame, and the request. “ What for?”
she asked.

“ Oh, we shall go into the cavern presently, and
1 want some for myself. | wont be caught again,
as | was in the oid block-house. | did n't half see
that either.  W<c went right down into that mis-
erable hole. See here, June! Mabel and 1 are
determined we will see it again, whether or no.
You come, too, that 's a good child. You know
all about it. But now, just get the matches. | 11
do as much for you any time.”

“1 do not think | shall need you to,” said
June, rather coolly. “ And | don’t believe Neal
will let US have any matches. And we had better
not disobey Miss Posackley. I Il ask Neal,
though.” And she went off at once, and did it.

Neal laughed.

“ Cunning, is n't she? In a sraall way. But
I guess | 'm her match — though 1| 've got no
matches for her. She might set the cavern on
tire, eh?”

“ You 're quite right, Chiefie; only 1 thought I
had better give her your own answer.”

“ Well, that 'sit; only you need n’t tell her the
whole of it. | say, June, what do you suppose
she lost down there? What did she have— did
n’t you notice ? — that she might lose? That she
might be afraid to lose — or tell of, if she had lost
it?”

Something flashed suddenly across Jime’s mind.

“ Why ! she had a lovely chatelaine watch, just
like ”

“That?”
“ Chiefie ! Where did you get it? Why, itis
Cracie's! ” she exclaimed, when she had taken

the trinket into her hand, and glanced at it on

each side. “ See, there is the monogram ‘' G. V.’
She would n’t let us look at it closely ; I thoughti;
was her sister’'ss She was crazy to wear Grace
Vanderbroke’s when it first carne ; | used to hear
her teasing for it. It was at the jeweler’'s to bv
regulated, when Gracc was sent for; she beggetl
leave to get it and kcep it for her till she cain;
back; but she said Blanche Hardy would di
that;” June went on, with giiiish ambiguity m
pronouns. “ Tlien Hester was provoked, and said
it did n't matter— other people had chatelaii-
watches; she could borrow one from her o\n
home if she wanted to; her mother and her si
ter— who is engaged— both had them ; she oi; >
wanted to do her a kindness. And then to-d,y
oh ! when she half showed it, she did ma',;e
us think, if she did n’t say out and out, that it
was her sister's. And Blanche Hardy went yes-
terday with her sister, the bride, to Lake Rink'i;-
pin. Oh, Neal! She must have— horrowed it
out of Blanche's trunk !”

“ All right. Now let her whistle for | r
matches— and her chances! 1 °'ll go and pu, it
back where | found it. It was safe enout,ii.
‘ Block-house good. Got no scalp.’”

“ Don’'t be horrid, Neal. If you would only
help her out of it— think ! It would be— it wi.nld
be being a real Chiefie to do that.”

“1’'m only a chief in the rough, Junie. Vid
‘set a chief to help a thief!" There ’'s no such
saying as that, even in the New Testameiu!”
And Neal strode off.

He had two or three strokes of revengo to
choose from. He could walk up innoccnt!\ to
Miss Posackley before them all, and give into her
charge what he had found, which would bring jbe
whole disclosure down upon Pester More'shead;
or he could let her worry all day, and spoil her
good time, reserving to himself the alternativo of
showing mercy at the last, and shaming her of her
own meannesses, or of still finishing her off "ith
the public exposure which she deserved. Or,
again, he could put the thing back where he liad
found it, as he had said; leaving it and her to
take the'* chances,” thc probabilitics of which
he had his own ideas about.

He rcjected thc firstand most summary mctliod;
for the rest, he postponed the matter. An Indian
chief postpones the tomahawk; he understands
the fine torture of suspense.

June was too tender for that, even with her foe.
She could say nothing about I~cal; she must
leave him to manage his own affairs; but she did
go to Miss Posackley— believing that her brot ler
would do as he had said, and that the watch wou
have to be found over again in the block-house
cellar— and asked her if “ Miss Dernham and



Miss Moore and | could go up there again,
“just for a few minutes.”

Miss Posackley rcfused. It would be a prece-
dent for all the rest. They had all seen it; that
must now be enough.

No more block-house to-day, my dear. |
have quite made up my mind on that point. It is
gro.ving late, besides; and we are going to the
cavem.”

mGlad of it!” was Hester Moore’'s commecnt.
They all ivould come tumbling after. Amabei, I
want/oa. There are lovely rock-mosses up on the
sterp knoll.” And she turned off, without further
noiice of Junia, who had done her the kindness.
Amabel followed, longing for rock-mosses, but

esCows don’'t go up tbe side of a house,” re-
tened Hester, “ And tbe fences are beyond it,
too.”

The rock-knoll rose from the extremity of the
low. natural bank-wall which separated the block-
hou',, level on the front from the terrace below,
the verge of which was the broad “ big flat,” and
whence descended again, in abrupt declivity, the
real iirccipice in the face of which, upon the river-
brii.: was the traditional cave. The knoll jutted,
like ,i steep headland, over into an adjoining
mea ilw on its farther side ; on the right, its ridge,
busiiy with sweet-fcrii and brambles, trended grad-
uallj- to the plafie of the fortress field. Toward
the jjlock-house, thcse wild growths gave a cover
neai'y all the way, Elsewhcre, all was visible
upor. this plafie to those upon the flat below.

A ualled-in lafie led from the left upper cérner
of ti. Melock-house field, between the meadow and
some corn-land, up to the high, wooded pastures;
atits head, a stout, heavy “ pair of bars ” stretched
acros., Up this lafie Neal Royd was walking,
whistling, having mended Zibbie’s firc and filled
ber kcttle for her dish-washing.

“ 1| guess it'll keep that girl flock to the lower
lot faster than any commandment,” he said to him-
self, as he carne and ieaned fora moment upon the
bare. Out beyond, some seven or eight cows were
quieily feeding.

Royd let down the bars and stood there watch-
eng tbe cows.

“ They can't get farther than the block-house
fat,” he said again. “ There’ll be a rcd-skin block-
aoe, sure cnough ; Pester More wontdaré run that

lockade, either. | like to see that laws are kept.
‘ was to be useful; 1 'll be as useful as | can.”

He had no notion that Hester Moore and Amabel
were at the very moment on that side of the ter-'
race wall, hurrying along the sheltered dip of
pound toward the block-house. He only mcant

ey should not find it possibfb to get theie.

When he turned and walked down the lafie again,
they were already within the ancient wooden walls.

The cows had seen him,— had lifted their heads
at his coaxing “ Co ! co I”— and with their kinely
instinct, were heading slowly toward the opened
way, possibly anticipating a pan of salt

Neal made straight for the big flat and the
descent to the cavern. On the picnic gi'ound he
overtook June, lingcring there alone. Shc had
been hclping Zibbie gather up the fr.igmcnts;
Zibbie had now gone down to the picr, her arms
laden with baskets.

“ Where 's the crowd ?”
“ What's left you out?”

“ The crowd is in the cavern, and on the shorc,
and all along,” she replied. “ | waited with
Amabel. Sho went with Hester Moore to get
mosses on the knoll.”

“ Whe-ew 1” whistled Neal, taking in the situa-
tion, and glancing up behind them. Nothing was
moving on the knoll, but great red, horncd creat-
ures, wending their way down and deploying
themselves around the block-house. Yes, another
creaturc, too, which he had not seen in his recon-
naissance at the liar place !

A grand oid sachem of the herd and two young
braves of steers had iDeen in the wood edgc, and
had followed the gentle mothers down, The big
horns and massive brute forehead of the patriarch
were rearing with a proud, investigating toss, as he
carne magnificently through the lane-way.

The block-house was nearer the bank-wall than
to the upper field and the lafie by nearly threc-
fourths of the whole distance.

“What is it, Neal? What do you mean?”
cried June, hiirriedly.

“ They 're well caught in their own trap,” he
answered. “ Now let’em stay awhile. You come
along down.” And he picked up an armful of
baskets and turned to descend the cliff pathway.

Now, June knew that they were in the block-
house, though she had spoken truly in saying that
they had left her to go upon the knoll. Shc, too,
grasped the situation; she disccrncd what Neal
had suspected and had done.

“ You— mean — boy !” she exclaimcd, inbitter,
forceful indignation. There is nothing so keen,
so cutting, crjiel, as tho two-edged sword which
smites at once an offender and the olTended,
loving heart.

I f she had not said that, Ncal would have looked
around, at least, to know if she were following; as
it was, he kept his head quite straight away from
her and marched on, disappearing down the rapid
slope. June gave one swiftly measuring gaze up-
ward, and then sprang to the low wal!, scaled
it,— scarce knowing where the tips of fect and

Neal asked his sister.



fingere clung,— and flew along the ground to the
block-house. She felt sure they were in the cellar
and would notsee. She roundcd the building in
a flash, and darted in at thc open door.

“ Ainabel! Hester!” she called. “ Come, quick |
There are cattlc in the field! Hurry! hurry |
They Te standing still and feeding; you can get
out; only make haste !'”

The bull was atthe lafie foot; he paused there,
with his stately air of surve>'; he gave a low snort
of question ; he sniffed, as if suspecting something
for his interference.

June stood in the door-way, watching; calling
eagerly again to her corapanions, who lingercd,—
Hester divided betwecn the distress of her loss
and her fcar of the cattle.

“ Girls! come! He’'s moving!”

That masculine pronoim sent them up with a
struggle. Hester clambcrcd out of the trap, pushed
up by Amabel; then, was actually on the pnint of
rushing forth, leaving Amabel to her own unaided
effort.

“ Shame ! stop !” cried Junia, in a voice that her
school-fellow never — she herself scarcely ever till
to-day — had known for hers. “ Take hoid of her
other hand !~

June already had Amabel by one hand; and
Hester, constrained doubiy,— for she could nothave
confronted the creatures alone,— obeyed. Mean-
time, the Fas (is that what “ boss” comes from?),
sceing and hearing and moving with something
more of purpose, was tramping down toward the
open door-ivay. The three girls saw him so, as they
turned, and not twenty paces from the entrancc.

“ Oh, we can’t!” cried Amabel.

“ He 'll come in!” shrieked Hester.

“ Go up thc ladder,” said June; and rcmarked
as in a drcam, as she said it, how that ochcr June
and Mabel Dunham had gone up thatver)' ladder,
into that very loft, long before, in thc oid time in
the story. It was as if it liad stood there a hun-
dred years, waiting for them to come back and
live their terrors over again together.

Hester and Mabel hurried up; June carne last.
Then the great animal actually walked in upon
the floor below, and raiscd his voice in a inuttcr
that trcmbled along thc timbers under their feet.

Hester cried. Amabel shook svith fright. June
went over to a loop-holc that looked toward the
flat, “ There is no danger,” she said, quietly, and
reached out through thc narrow aperture, waving
her whitc handkcrchief.

Amabel l6okcd at her watch. “ It is a quartcr
to five now,” she said, “ and this is slow, too.”

There was nobody insight. The fiatwas cleared,
and they were all down upon the shorc, liiddcn and
unsccing beneath the high, overhanging rocks.

June absolutely smiled. *“ Block-house good;
got no scalp,” she quoted. “ They 'll soon come
up, and miss us. And there 'll be Mrs. Singlc-
well’'s wise halfhour.”

She picked up a strip of oid split board that lay
near, pulled her handkerchief fast into a cleft at
its end, and thrust it far out through the opening.

“ Chiefie will take care,” June said again.

She spoke his fiame proudly and tenderly, sony
in her heart for her quick bitterness, and sure nf
how sorry he would be for any trouble to her.

“ The worst that could happen would be for
him to have to go up to the farm, and us to get

belated. Butwe know the Ronnquists, and they'll
take care of us, somehow.— It’'s so like the
story, Mabel I” she added, with a loving move-

ment toivard thc givl, that might have been the
gentle grace of thc Tuscarora June herself.

This half comforted Hester. If she could only
have one more search,— properly, with a light,—
and' if then they could only get to Nonnusquatn
before Blanche Hardy, the next day! Blanche
Hardy was so “ awfully” true,— so hard on any
little slip or quibble. She began to feel quite bold
with the rcaction; and to her small nature the re-
bound fi'om fear was impulse to some safe insolence.
She stamped upon the floor, below which the great
beast was tramping. She even went to the upper
trap-way and through the opening began to unfurl
her parasol, with which she had been groping in
the cellar.

“ Pester More !” cried June, using involuntarily
and most appropriately Neal’s sobriquet, “ do you
know what you 're about? That cardinal-red
thing!”

“ He can’'t touch us now,” said the girl.
said so.”

“{/r."”” ejaculatedJune, contemptuously. “ Some-
body else has got to come, | suppose you know,”
And she took the sunshade unceremoniously into
her own.keeping.

Miss Posacklcy’s httle conductor’s whistle sound-
ed just before the half hour. The prisoners could
see from the loop-holes the gathering from differ-
ent directions, as the stragglers carne in sight along
the rocks, and drew toward the pier.

The bull was pawing and snoi'ting; 6ccasionally
a growling bellow broke forth, quite audible to
the river ; and the ihrcc girls saw many a quick
start and turn, and a general air of luiddling and
questioning among their companions, as they hur-
ried down the plank-way and pressed around Miss
Posacklev, with glances backward, and pointings,
and gcstures of wonder, if not of apprehension.

Miss Posackley looked tranquil. “ Down in d®
meadow, probabl™',” she was saying; “ there is
certainly nothing m sight.”

“ You



But all at once there was a greater stir ; a look-
ing everywhere. There carne a calling of voices.

june worked her heavy flag-staff up and down,
with difficulty. Then a dozen fingers pointed lo
ilie block-liouse and the white signal. Then Miss
I'isackley began to flurry and agitatc. There
ucre no provisional ordcrs for a thing like this.
She was off her tramway.

They could already see the white stcaiji-wreath
of the boat stealing along behind Long Point, a
mile or so below. It had to make one stop, at
Biirt's LandIng; then another five minutes would
bring it up, It was a little in advance of its usual
time to-night.

-Neal Royd carne up the water-steps from the
ri\tr to the wharf. There had been no prohibition
against his canoeing, and he had gone up the
little creek bcyond the meadow, thinking
tu leach the back-lying
fann-houseby the shoit-
estlay, and bring down
help to get the cattlc up
again. Silice the past-
urc-uitocrat had ap-
pcared upon the sccne,

the conditions wcre
chiinged. The giris
wei- safe in the block-

hoii.-e, but to release
them another hand—
and one used to the
management of the
henl— might be noed-
ed. From the upland
patb into which he
struclc on leaving his
canoe, and by which,
ina few minutes’ walk,
he gained the ridge, he
had looked across and
perceived, as he sup-
poscd, the whole herd,
letiirned meanwhile in-
to its proper pasture,
taking its slow, after-
noon way along the
dips and windings in the direction of the twilight
oiiic-going, Brush copses and swells of land
prevented his being certain of individuais or of the
entire number; but the open level about the block-
ouse was in full view, and was quite empty of
mtniilers.

He liacl crossed to the head of the lafie, a little
e>ond which he had been walking while on the
ttdge, had taken one more survey downward, put
“P the bars again, and gone back to his boating,
reheved of further responsibility.

Voi.. xr.— 30.

Rowing down under the woody banks of the
creek, and again; while beneath the cliffs upon the
river, he heard, with some inisgiving ofuncertainty,
that low roar, muffled in the distance. Was itin
the distance of the pasture ?

Springing up the picr-steps, he saw the exciicd,
resticss groups; the roar now carne distinctly, and
pronounced and heavy; the handkercliief-flag was
waved once— and wildly —
from that uppcraperture
in the block-house,
then hastily drag- i 1
ged in by its
clumsy
pole.

THE THIIEE GIRLS CLAMUERER UP THE I.AUUEB.

junia was missing from among tlie school-giris.
Ncal saw timt with quick eyes, before he had
seemed to look at all, An'd the faci that she was
missing spurred him to instant action. He ran up
the long side inclino of the roadway, and leaped
the wall into the block-house field.

june’s volee carne clear and shrill from the
loop-hole.

“ Keep away, Neal! He’s angry now. Don't
come alone. We 're safe up here; only bring
somebody soon !'”



Neal leaped the wall again, and ran down to
Miss Fidelia.

“ You had better leave this to me, Miss
Posackley,” he said. “ Let Zibbie stay, to look
after the young ladies. 1 'll get some one from
the farm, if | can’t do better. There 's a train up
from Hopegood’'s at sevcn; Ben Romiquist will
take us over; let somebody meet us at the Cor-
ners. Or, if we should miss that, Mrs. Ronnquist
will keep the girls safe till moming. You need n't
be tbe least uncasy. The oid block-house is good
for a worse siege, and you see they know what
they 're about! | 'Hrun no risk.”

Miss Posackley vibrated”~rotated. Her bonnet
whirled like a wealhcr-vanc between the opposite
quarters of her alarmcd anxieties. From the
block-house carne the horrible brute voice; from
the advancing steamer the warning shriek of its
arrival.

“ Go on, girls!” Neal shouted, without cere-
mony, to the hcsitating damsels. “ Go on board
at once. Come here, Zibbie.”

By the puré forcé of his decision he had his
way; Miss Posackley’s young ladies turned, with
shuddering submission, to tbe gang-plank. Miss
Posackley gave one or two more spasmodic spins,
and followed. She took in the wisdom of her
forced conclusion gradually, as she calmed. By
the time she rcported hci-self at Nonnusquam, she
had innocently adopted it as her own. “ Itwas
the only thing to be done,” she said. And the
next day, when all was safe, and Mrs. Singleweli
had returned to hear the story, the subject had so
grown upon her that she covered herself with
quiet glory.

“ It was no time to hesitate,” she explained.
“ If there had been a minute more of excitement,
we all might have been left.”

“ You acted most wisely and proinptiy, Miss
Posackley,” said Mrs. Singleweli, amazcd at the
fact in her own mind. “ But there is ncver any
knowing,” she said to herself, “ what latent en-
ergies a great emcrgency may draw forth.”

Miss Posackley took the commendatioii with
a meek pleasure. She had had no idea of falsi-
fying; she simply had not seen herself as a
wcather-vane.

There is not very much moro to be told of this
little analogy of adventure and character.

Neal, left alone in command, considered briefly,
then ordered his campaign. He did not like to
leave the girls alone with their formidaijle ncigh-
hor and their own fiervos, safe though they were
from actual dangcr; fior would Zibbie consent
to be “ left around loosc with that oid ring-in-the-
nose.” He approached the block-house on the
lower side. and called up to the loop-hole :

“ June ! Fling out a scarf, or something; red,
if you have it.”

june poked out Hester’s cardinal sunshade.

“ This?” she asked.

“ Just the ticket. Drop it!”

“ But oh, Chiefie! Please take care! Don’t
be venturesomc !”

“ Don’'t worry flor weep, June. The harbor

bar is n't moaning.” And with the ambiguoii®
comfort of this allusion he seized the red parasol
and made swift way around the field to the head
of the lafie, let down the bars again, and carne
through walking toward the block-housc. He
watchcd his moment when the creature faced tu-
ward him, and thcn unfurled the parasol, and
waved it defiantly.

“ Auld Hornie ” thought, perhaps, it was a girl-
cnemy; at any rate, he took the bait and chal-
lenge, and made furiously for the insolent bit of
color.

Neal rushed up the narrow way, well ahcad of
him, through the bars, and along by the wall, for
a sufficient distance; thcn he jumped into the
corn-field, and chcnce back into tbe lafie; and he
had the bars up while the Idull was still following
hi5 roundaijout track, and raging at its doublings
and interceptions. And, in a moment more, Neal
returned, demurcly holding over his head the red
sunshade, somewhat damaged by its fiight across
two fenccs, to find the bluck-house garrisoii jnst
cautiously and timidly emerging from its shelter.

He gave the parasol to his sister, without apol-
og>-, and ignoring ownership.

“ Come along, now; we'vc no time to lose,”
he said, and led tho way to tho rough cart-roid,
and up its rutty ascent toward the farm-buildinjis,
visible half a mile off upon the hill.

As they walked, he made opportunity to come
into linc with, but scarcely alongside, Miss Hester
Moore. He drew something from his pocket,
which he held out to her, at a fair arm’s lcngtli,
— as if he had another dangerous creature to dcal
with.

“You may as well have this back,” he said.
“ Two mean things don't make a sinart one.”

Hester clutched the trinket eagerly, then flaraed
at him.

“ To'o mean things!
cattle !~ .-

“Well, 1did. But thatwas n’t the mean Uiing i
mcant.” And he left her, scorning to explam him-
self, or to lebuke her further.

“A regular mcanie can’tbe made to be ashained,
he said to June afterward. “ lgiveitup.”

Ben Ronnquist, when he had heard from bca'
the particulars of their having been left behind by
the boat, hitched his horee to the broad-seate

Thcn you let in those



i'amily wagén, which was to take them to the cars.
Hester and Amabel were lielped in first. A small
boy was to go with the team, to bring it back; and
there was also Zibbie, to ride in front with Neal.

“ | wonder if there’'s room in here for June?”
Hester asked, disfavoringly, from behind, when slie
and Amabel were seated.

“ Weil, | guess there 'd lietter be !” said Neal
Roughead, in a short, strong way,

Whether she took a cuc at last from this utter-
aiice, or whether with her, as with Miss Posacldey,
the tliinp that had been beyond her began tocome
to her by dcgrees, at least in so far as to reveal to
her certain probabilities of a knowledge that might
be power, Miss Moore sat awhile in the darlcness.

silent; and she spoke at iength in quite different
fasliion.

We 've seen a good deal of each other to-day.
June. We 'll get together rather more after this,
I think,”

“Will we ?” responded simple June. “ It’s only
people that belong that get together, I think. To-
day was an accident,”

After they were in the cars, Amabel carne and
~ok a place by June. There was plenty of room;
Hester, Zibbie, and Neal had each a whole seat,

Don’t you think, Junie, that people w'ho want
to,get to ‘belong’? 1'd like to ‘bclong 'to people
litee you and Neal.”

Neal is a dear chiefie,” responded gentle June.

{“ Arrowheadgreatchicf,” iiad said thc Tuscarora
woman in the story.)

When Blanche Hardy heard of Junc’s behavioi'
at the block-house, site carne to lier,— not with
sudden patronizing, or conscious compliinent of
approval, but with the warm impulse of like to like.

She stopped where June was standing, laid a
hand lightly on her shouldcr and another on her
arni, leaning toward her as if drawn.

“ You were courageous to do that,” she said.
“ And gencrous."

June flushed brightly, but answered simpiy :

“ 1 was not afraid. And how could I do any-
thing else ?”

Then Blanche Hardy Icaned closer and kissed
her. “ You could n’t, | know,” she said.

Now Blanche Hardy, from piiic height of char-
acter and its noble presencc and sliowing, was the
real queen of Che school,— not by any means
merely of a little artificial dique.

From that day June went — naturally and asonc
“ belonging”— up higher. Blanche Hardy became
her fast and intimate friend. Nobody, any more,
could snub or condescend to her. Shewasofa peer-
age above clan or coteric. Yct she remained inau
sweet loyalty and non-pretense as aboriginal asever.

Amabel, loving and sccking June also, wés
won to her own true place among those who
“ belonged” through the longing to be.



It is only the half, or spurious, attainment, like Alldeaths arenotbytomahawking. There isa deep-
half faith, or cant, that holds itself within marked erdecease by very miscrcancy itself. I have nothing
and excludinglines; the true noblesse is as catholic further to mention conccrning Miss Pester More,
as the Household of God'’s saints. It is human nature that repeats itself in young

or oid, in wild or civilized; history and romanci

In Cooper’s story, the miscreant Muir had died. are but the facts and pictures of it.

GRANDMA'S ANGEL.

By Sydney Dayre.

And girls who lived with her long ago.
And then went to Heaven— she told me so.

I went up ci6ése, and | did n't speak
Onc word, but I gave her on her cheek
The softest bit of a little Kkiss,
Just in a whisper, and then said this:

' Grandmother dear it’s time for tea.

“ Mamma said: ‘Little one, go and see
If Grandmother 's ready to come to tea.’
I knew | must n't disturb her, so
| stepped as gently along, tiptoe,
And stood a moment to take a pccp—
And there was Grandmother fast asleep!

“ 1 knew it was time for hev to wake;
I thought 1'd give her a little shake,
Or tap at her door or softly cali;
But | had n't the hcart for that at all—

She looked so sweet and so quiet there, She opened her eyes and looked at me.
Lying back in her high arm-chair, And said: ‘Why, Pet, | have just now dreamed
With her dear,white hair, and a little smile, Of a little angel who carne and seemed

That means she ’s loving you all the while. To kiss me lovingly on my face.

She pointed right at the very place!

1 did n’t make a speck of a noise; I never told her 't was only me;
I knew she was dreaming of little boys I took her hand, and we went to tea.”



THE LAND OF FIRE,

A TaU qgfAdveniurc in Tierra dcl Fnego.

By Captain Mayne Reid.

Chapter XVII.

UNWELCOME VISITORS.

“There they are at last! Heaven have mercy
iUus!”

At these words of grave import from Captain
C...iicy, work is instantly suspended, the boat-
b.ilders dropping their tools, as though they
bmncd the hands that grasped them.

I'orsome minutes the alarm runs high, all think-
ing their last hour is at hand. How can they think
oti'.crwise, with their eyes bent on those black
objects, which, though but as spccks in the far
dis'.ance, grow bigger while they stand gazing at
timn, and which they know to be canoes full of
can.iibal savages ? For they liave no doubt that
thi approaching natives are the Ailikolips. The
oid .kilikolip wigwam, and the fact that the party
tha-, so lately visitcd the cove were of this tribe,
malee it evident that this is Ailikolip criiising
g<and; while the canoes now approaching seem
to correspond in nuinber with those of the party
iha: assailed them. If they be the same, and if they
should come on shore liy the kitchen midden,—
thvii small hope of more boat-building, and, as is
only too likely, small hope of life for the buildcrs.

(‘lie chance alone now prevents them from yield-
ing to utter despair— the savages may pass Ol
«it'iout landing. In that case, the castaways can
not be seen, fior will their prescnce there be sus-
pected. With scrupulous adherence to their orig-
inal plan, they have taken care thatnothing of their
encainpment shall be visiljle from the water; tcnt,
boai-timbers — everything— are screened on the
water side by a thick curtain ofevergreens. Their
firc is always out during the day, and so there is
no tcll-talc smoke.

Soon Captain Gancy observes what further allays
nppiehension. W ith the glass still at his eye, he
makes out the savages to be of botli sexes and all
~ges— even infants being among them, in the laps
of, or strapped to, their mothers. Nor can he sec
aiiywarlikc insignia— nothing white — the color
fhat in all other countries is emblematic of peace,
but which, by strange contrariety, in Tierra del
Ruego is the sure symbol of war !

Tile people in the canoes, whoever they may be,
3rc cvidently on a peaceful expedition ; possibly

they are some tribe or community on its way to
winter quarters. And they may not be Ailikolips
after all; or, at all events, not the former assail-
ants of Whale Boat Sound.

These tranquilizing reflections occur while the
Fuegians are yet far off. When first sighted, they
were 011 the opposite side of the arm, closely hug-
ging the land, the water in mid-channei being
rough. But, as they come nearer, they are seen
to changc course and head diagonally across for
the Southern side, which looks as if they intendcd
to land, and very probably, by the oid wigwam.
Doubtless some of them may have once lived in it
and eaten of the mollusks, the shells of which are
piled upon the kitchen midden.

The castaways note this movement with return-
ing alarm, now almost sure that an encounter is
inevitable. But again are they gratified at seeing
the canoes turn broadside toward them, with bows
set sharp for the soutliern shore, and soon pass
from sight.

Their disappearance is caused by the projecting
spit, behind which they have paddled, when clos-
ing in upon the land.

For what purpose have they put in there? That
is the question now asked of one anothcr by the
boat-buildcrs. They know that, on the other side
of the promontory, there is a deep bay or sound,
running far inland; how far they can not tell, hav-
ing given it only careless glanccs while gathering
cranherries. Probably the Fuegians llave gone up
it, and that may be the last of them. But what if
they have landecl Ol the other side of the spit, to
stay there? In this case, they will surely at some
time come around, if liut to despoil tlie kcip-bed
of its shell-fish trcasures.

All is conjecture now, witli continuing appre-
hension and suspense. To putan end to the latter,
the two youths, alikc impatient and impetuous,
propose a reconnaissance— to go to the cranberry
ridge and take a peep over it.

“ No !” objects Seagriff, rcstraining them. “ Ef
the savageis are ashore on t’ other side, an’ should
catch sight o’ ye, yer chances for gcttin’ liack hyar
would n’t he worlh counting on. Tliey can run
faster than chased foxes, and over any sort o’
ground. Therfur, it’s best fer ye to abidc byar till
we see what 's to come of it.”

So counseled, they remain, and for hours after



nothing more is seen either of the canoes or of
their owners, although constant watch is kept for
them. Confidence is again in the ascendant, as
they now hegin to believe that the savages have a
wintcring place soinewhere up the large inlet, and
are gone to it, may be to remain for months. Ifthey
will stay but a svcek, all will be well; as by that
time the boat will be finished, launched, and away.

HENRV CHESTER.

Confidence of brief duration, dispelled almost
as soon as conceived ! The canoes again appear
on the open water at thc point of the proraontory,
making around it, evidently intending to run be-
tween the kelp-bcd and the shore, and probablyto
land by thc shell-heap ! With the castaways it is
a moment of dismay. No longer is there room
for doubt; the danger is sure and near. All thc
men arm themselves, as best they can, with boat-
hook, ax, mallet, or other carpentering tool, re-
solved on defending themselves to the dcath.

But now a new surprise and puzzle grcets them.
As the canoes, one after another, appear around
the point, they are seen to be no longcr crowcled;
but each secms to have lost nearly half its crew !
And ofthose rcmaining nearly all are women and
children— oid women, too, with but thc younger
of thc girls and boys ! A fewaged mcn are among
them, but none of the middle-aged or able-bodied
of either sex. Where are these ? and for what
have they left the canoes ? About this there is no
time for conjecture. Inless than five minutes after
their re-appearance, the paddlcd craft are brought
to shore by the shell-heap, and all— mcn, women,
children, and dogs— scramble out of them. The

dogs are foremost, and are first to find that the place
is already in posscssion. The keen-scented Fue-
gian canines, with an instinctive antipathy to white
people, immediately on setting paw upon land,
rush up to the camp and surround it, ferocioush
barking and making a threatening show of teeth:
and it is only by vigorously brandishing the boat-
hook that they can be kept off.

Their owners, too, are soon around the camp ;
as they come within sight of its occupants, onc
after another crving out in surprise ;

“ Akifka akinish!" (“ White man!”)

The castaways now see themselves begirt by ar.
array of savage creatures— suchas they have never
seen before, though they have had dealings with
uncivilized beings in many lands. Two score ugl>
oid women, wrinkled and blear-eyed, and witli
tangled hair hanging over their faces, and witii
them a numberof oid men, stoop-shouldered, and
of wizard aspect. Even the boys and girls have an
impish, unearthly look, like the dwarfs that figire
on the stage in a Christmas pantomimec! But neitlici-
oid flor young show fear, or any sign of it. On the
contrary, on every face is an impudent expressioii
— threatening and aggressive— while the hoars-,
guttural sounds given out by them seem less likc
artictlate spcech than like the chattering of apc.i.
Indeed, some of the oid men appear more lice
raonkeys than human beings, leminding Captain
Gancy of thc time when he was once beset in a
South African kloof, or ravine, by a troop of bark-
ing and gibbering dog-faced baboons.

For a time, al! is turmoil and confusién, with
douljting fear on the part of the white people, who
can not tell what is to be the issue. Mrs. Gancy
and Leoline have rctired into the tent, while ihe
men stand by its cntrance, prepared to defend il.
They make no demonstration of hostility, how-
ever, but keep their weapons as much as possible
out of sight, and as calmly as possible await the
action of the savages. To show distrust might give
ofiense, and court attack,— no trifling matter, not-
withstanding the age and apparent imbecility of the
savages. Seagriff knows, if the others do not, that
the oldest and feeblest of them—woman or man—
would piovc a formidable antagonist; and, against
so many, he and his four men companions would
stand but a poor chance. Luckily, he rccalls a
word or two of thoir language which may conciliate
them;and, assoon as he has an opportunity of mak-
ing himself heard, he cries out in a friendly tone :

“Arre/ (“ Brothers | Sisters1”)

His appcal has the effect intendcd, or secms to
have. With exclamations of astonishinent at
hearing an akifka akinish address them in tlieir
own tonguc, the cxpression of their faces becomcs
less fierce, and they desist from menacing gcst-



iires. One of tlie men, the oldest, and for this
reason having chief authority, draws near and
commences to pat Seagriff on the chest and back
alternately, all the while giving utterances to a
gurgling, “ chucking ” noise that sounds somewhat
like the cluck of a hen when feeding her chicks !

Having finished with the oid sealer, who has'

rcciprocated his quaint modc of sahifation, he
exionds it to the other three whites, one after the
other. But as he sees the “ doctor,” who, at the
moment, has stepped from within the wigwam,
where he had been unperceived, there is a sudden
revulsion of feeling among the savages,— a return
tohostility,— the antipathy of all Fuegians to the
African negrobeing proverbiallybitter. Strangeand
unu-ccountable is this pfejudice againstthe negro by
a people almost the lowcst in humanity’s scale.

"Icol shiloké! Uftucla/” (“ Kili the black
dog!”) they cry out in spitcful chorus, half a
dozen of tliem raaking a dash at him.

Seagriff throws himself in front, to shield him
ftoin their fury; and, with arms uplifted, appeal-
ingly calis out:

leal shiloké— zapello!" (“ The black dog is
but a slavc.”)

At this, the oid man makes a sign, as if saying
the zapello is notworth theiranger, and they retire,
but reluctantly, like wolves forced from their prey.
Tlicn, as if by way of appeasing their spite, they
go stalking about the camp, picking up and
sccreting such articles as tcmpt their cupidity.

Fortunately, few things of any valué have iDeen
left exposed, the tools and other highly prized
chattels having bccn stowcd away inside the tent.
Luckily, also, they had hastily carried into it some
dvied fungus and fish cured by the smoking
ptocess, intended for boat stores. But CEsar’s
outside larder suffers to depletion. In a trice it is
emptied— nof a scrap being left by the prowling
pilfcrers. And everything, as soon as appropri-
ated, is eaten raw, just as it is found— scal’s-fiesh,
shell-fish, Iseech apples, berrics, everything !

Hunger — ravenous, unappeasable
scemstoporvade tliewhole crew; no doubt the fact
that the weather has been for a long time very
stormyhas interfered with their fishing, and othcr-
wisc hindered their procuring food. Like all sav-
ages, the Fuegian is ii'nprovident,— more so even
than some of the brute crcation— and rarely lays up
store for the future, and henee is often in terrible
straits, at the very point of starvation. Clcarly, it
is so with those just landcd ; and, having caten up
everything eatable that they can lay their hands
on, there is a scattering off amongst the trees in
questof their most reliable food staple— the bcech
apple. Some go gathering mussels and limpets
along the strand, while the more robust of the

hunger —'

women, under the direction of the oid men, pro-
cecd to the construction of wigwams, Half a score
of these are set up, long branches broken from the
trees furnishing the rib-poles, wliich are roofed over
with oid seal-skins taken out of the canoes, In a
wonderfully short time they are finished, almost as
quickiy as the pitching of a soldier’s tent, When
ready for occupation, fircs aro kindlcd in them,
around which the wretched creatures crouch and
shiver, regardless of smoke thick and bitter enough
to drive a badgcr from its hole. It is this that
makes them blear-eyed, and even uglier than
Nature intended them to be. But the night is now
near beginning, a chill, raw evening, with snow
falling, and they can better bear smoke than coid.
Nor are they any longer hungry. Their search
for shell-fish and fungus has been rewarded with
success, and they have caten gluttonously of both.

Meanwhile, our friends the castaways have been
left to thcmselves, for the time undisturbed,
savc by the dogs, which give them almost contin-
uous trouble. The skulking curs, led by onc of
their kind, fovm a ring around the camp, deafen-
ing the ears of its occupants with their angry bay-
ing and barking. Strangely enough, as if sharing
the antipathy of their owners, they seem specially
hostile to the “ doctor,” more furiously demon-
strating their antagonism to him than to any of the
otliers! The poor fellow is kept constantly on the
alert, to save his shins from their sharp tceth.

Late in the evening, the oid chicf, whom the
otherscall Annaqua (“ the arrow "), pays the camp
a visit, profcssing grcat friendship, and again
going through the patting and “ chucking” pro-
cess as before. But his professions ill correspond
with his acts, as the aged sinner is actually detected
stealing the knife of Seagriff himself— and from
his pcrson, too ! — a feat worthy the most accom-
plished master of Icgerdcmain, the knife being
adroitly abstracted from its sheathon the oid seal-
er's hip during the supcrfluous exchange of salu-
tations! Fortunately, the theft is discovered by
young Chestcr, who is standing near by, and the
thief caught in the very act. On the stolen article
being taken from under the pilfercr’s shoulder-
patch of scal-skin, where he had dcxtcrously se-
crcted it™ he breaks out into a laugh, prctcndingto
pass it off as a joke. In this sense the castaways
are plcased lo interpret it, or to make show of
so intcrpreting it, for the sake of keeping on
fricndly terms with him. Indeed, but that the
knife is a serviceable tool, almost cssential to them,
he would be permitted to retain it; and, by way of
smoothing mattersoVer, a brassbutton is given him
instead, with which he goes on his way rejoicing.

“ The oid sliark would steal the horns off a
goat, ef they warn’t well fixcd in,” is Seagriff’'s



remark, as he stands looking after their depaiting
visitor. “ Howsoevcr, let 's hope they may be
contentwi’ stealin’, and not take to downright rob-
bery, or worse. We 'll hcv to keep watch all night,
anyway, ez thar’'s no tcllin’ what they may be up
to. never sieep. They're perfect wcasels.”

And all night, watch
is kept, with a large fire
ablaze, there being now
no reason for letting it
go out. Two of the
party act as sentinols at
a time, another pair tak-
ing their place. Butin-
decd, throughout most
of the night, all are
wakeful, slumber being
denied them by the
barking of the dogs,
and yelling of the sav-
ages, who, making good
Seagriff's words, seem
as though sleep were a
luxury they had no wish
to indulge in. And
soinething secms lo
have made them mcrry,
also. Out of their wig-
wams issue sounds of
boistci'ous hilarity, as
though they were cele-
brating some grand fes-
tival, with now and then
a peal of laughter that
might have prococded
from the lungs of astcn-
tor. Disproportionatc
as is the great strength
of a Fuegian to his lit-
tle body, jlis voice is
even more so ; this is
powcrful beyond belief,
and so loud as to iie au-
dible at almost incred-
ible distances ! Such a
racket as tliese wild merry-
inakcrs ivithin the wigivams
are kceping up might well
prcvcut the most weary of
civilized mortals from even once closing his eyes
in sleep. And the iiproai lasts till daylight.

But what the cause of their merriment may be,
or what it means, or how they can be merry at all
under such circumstanccs, is'to the castaways who
listen anxioiisly to their hoarse clamor, a psycholog-
ical puzzle defying explanation. Huddled together
like pigs in a pen, and surely less comfortable
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in the midst of the choking smoke, content-
ment even would seem an utter impossibility.
That there should exist such an emotion as jov-
fulness among them, is a fact which greatly aston-
ishes Ned Gancy and young Chester. Yet there
can be no doubt that they are contented for the
time, and even happy, if that word can ever be
truly applied to creaturcs in a savage conditioa
like theirs; and their loud merrimentis, pci-
haps, a pi'oof of Nature’s universal henc:'-
icence, that will not peimit the life (U

these lowesi

(sEE PAt'.K 4S8.)

and, apparcntly, most
wretchcd of human be-
ings to be all misery ! Far more miserable than
they, that night,— or, at least, far more burdcncd
ivith the scusc of misery,— are those whom fate
has cast into the power of these savage creaturcs,
and who are obliged to listen to their howlings and
liyena-likc laughter.



Chaftfr X VIII.

FUEGIAN FOOD-PROVIDING.

Po the castaways every hour of that night is one
of fear and agonizing suspense. Not so much from
apiirehension of immediate, as of future danger.
With the occupants of the wigwam in such good
humor, it is not likely that they can be contem-
piating an attack at present. But when those who
aiv absent return— what then? This is thc fear
nov- iippermost in the minds of Captain Gancy’s
little party.

Kor docs morning do aught to dispel their
sinxioty; on the contrary, it is intensified by the
bcli.ivior of the savages, who are again in a sour
lemper afier their night's carouse. For, having
eatcii up all their gatherings of yesterday, they
are again hungry. Young and oid, there are
nearly a hundred of them, all ravenous gluttons, to
say iiothing ofthe swarm of curs requiring to be fcd.

Ib- earlicst daylight they come crowding around
the camp, as though they expected to find some-
thiiig eatable there. Disappointed in their hope,
thci grin and chatter, showing their teeth like the
dogs. More cspccially are their menaces directed
toward the “ doctor” ; and thc poor fellow is fright-
ened to a death-likc pallor, notwithstanding his
sable skin. He takes refuge within the tent— still
asacred precinct— and does not daré to venture
out iigain. To propitiate them, presents are made
—thc last tliings that can well be parted with. To
Annaqua is given a pipe, with some tobaceo, while
the most importanate and seemingly most impor-
taiit of the women have, each, a trifle bestowed
on them.

The gifts restore their good humor, or at least
malee them contcnted for the time ; and having
obt.iiiicd all that can be given them, they scatter
away over the ground, going about their business
of thc day.

| ite wherewithal for brcakfast is, of course, their
fii-st eonsideration, and this they find along the
straiid and around the edge of the woods, though
more spariiigly than in their search yesterday.
Qiil) enough is obtained to afford them a stintcd
repi;t— a mere luncheon. But the kelp-bcd is
still to be explored, and for this they must wait
until the tide begins to ebb.

Mcanwhile, tbey do not remain idic. another
resource cngaging them — a fcat for which the
fuegian native has obtained a world-wide colobrity
— namcly, diving for sea-eggs. A difficult, dan-
gerniis industry it is, and just Oll this accoimt
committed to the women, who alone cngage in it.

‘The -*ACa-egg3 ™ are a «pecies of the family Echinida:.

Having dispatchcd their poor breakfast, half a
dozen of the younger and stronger women take to
the canoes,— two in each,— and paddle out to a
part of the water where they hope to find the sea-
urchins.*

Arriving thcve, she who is to do the diving
prepares for it by attaching a little wicker-basket
to her hip, her companion being intrusted to keep
the canoc in place, a task which is no oasy onc in
water so rough as that of thc sea-arin chances to
be now,

Everything ready, thc diver drops over, head
foremost, as fearlessly as would a water-spaniel,
and is out of sight for two or tliree minutes ; then
the crow-black head is seen bobbing up again, and
swimming back to the canoe with a hand-over-
hand stroke, dog-fashion, the egg-gatherer lays
hold of thc rail to rest herself, while she gives up
thc contents of her basket,

Having remained above water just long enough
to rccover breath, down she goes a second time,
to stay under for minutes, as before. And this
performance is repeated again and again, till at
length, utterly cxbaiistcd, she climbs back into
the canoe, and the other ties on the basket and
takes lier turn at diving.

Thus, for hours, the sub-marine egg-gatherers
continué at their arduous, perilous task; and,
having finished it, they come paddling back to
the shore.

And on landing, they make straight for thc wig-
wams, and seat themselves by a fire,— almost in
it,— leaving the spoil to be brought up by others.

Then folloivs thc *“ festival” of chabncl-Uthlc
(sea-eggs), as they cali it, thcsc being their favor-
ite diet. But, in the present case, the “ festival”
does not prove satisfactnry, as the diving has
yielded a poor return, anc! others of lhe savages
thercfore prepare to explore the kelp-bed,— thc
reef being now above water.

Presently, enough of it is bate to afford footing;
and off go the sholl-gathereis in their canoes.
"taking the dogs along with them. Foi- these are
starving, too, and must forage for themselves.
This they do most cffcctually, running hither and
tliithcr over thc reef, stopping now and then to
dctach a musscl or limpet from its bcard-fastcning
to the rock, crunch tlie shell Irctwcen their teeth,
and swallow thc contents.

The Fuegian dogs are also traincd to procure
food for their masters, in a manner which onc of
them is now seen to put into practicc. On the
more oullying ledges, some sea-fowl, themselves
seeking food, still linger fearlessly. Engrossed in
their grubbing, tliey fail to note that an cnemy is

Diving for them by thc Fuegian women is onc of their most painfiil and

aangerous ways of procuring food, as they ofien have to follow it when lhe sea is rough, and ir colclcsl wcathcr.
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near,— a little cock-eared cur, that has swum up
to the ledge, and, without bark or yelp, is stealthily
crawling toward it. Taking advantage of every
coigne of concealmeiit, the dog creeps on till, at
length, with a bound, like a cat springing at a
sparrow, it scizcs the great sea-bird, and Kkills it in
a trice, as a fox would a pheasant.

The shcll-gatherers remain on the reef till the
rising water forces them to quit. But their in-
dustry meets with less reward than was anticipated,
and they return to the shore all out of sorts and
enraged at the white people, whom they now look
upon in the light of trespassers; for they know
that to them is duc the scarcity of bivalves among
the kelp, where they had expected to reap a plen-
tiful harvest. Proof of its having been already
garnered is seen in a heap ofrecently emptied
shells lying under the trees near by,— a little
kitchen midden of itself.

Luckily the Fuegians have found enough to
satisfy their immediate wants, so neither on that
day fior the next do they make further display of
violence, though always maintaining a sullen dc-
mcanor. Indeed itis at all times difficult to avoid
quarreling \s'ith them, and doubtful how long the
patched up lruce may continué. The very children
are aggressive and exacting, and ever ready to re-
sent repioof, even when caught in the act of pil-
fering— a frequent occurrence. Any tool or utensil
left in their way would soon be a lost chattel, as
the little thieves knoiv they have the approval of
their elders.

So, apart from their anxieties about the future,
the white people find it a time of prescnt trouble.
They, too, must providc themselves with food,
and their opportunities have become narrowcd,—
are almost gone. They might have staived ere
this, but for their prudent forcthought in having
sccrcted a stock in the tent. They do not daré to
have a meal cooked during daylight, as some of
the savages are always on the alert to snatch at
anything eatable with bold, open hand. Only in
the midnight hours, when the Fuegians are in
their wigwams, has the “ doctor” a chance to give
the cured fish a hurried broil over the fire.

It is needless to say that all work on the boat is
suspended. In the face of their great fear, with a
future so dark and doulstful, the builders havc
neither the courage fior lieart to carry on their
work. It is too much a question whether it may
ever be resumcd!

Chapter XIX.
AN ODD RENEWAL OF ACQUAINTANCE.

F or three days the castaways Icad a wretched life,
inneverceasing anxiety,— for three nights, too,since

all the savages are rarely asleep at any one time,
Somc of them are certain to be awake, and making
night hideous with unearthly noises— and, ha\ung
discovered this to be the time when the whites do
their cooking, there are alwa>'S one or two skull<-
ing about the camp-fire, on the lookout for a mor-
sel. The dogs are never away from it.

When will this horrid existence end ? and how ?
Some change is sure to come when the absent
members of the tribe return. Should they proxe
tobe those encountered in W hale Boat Sound, the
question would be too easily answered. But it is
now known that, although Ailikolips, they can not
be the same. The cause of their absence has also
been discovered by the ever alert ears of Seagriff.
The savages had heard of a stranded whale in
some sound or channel only to be reached ovcr-
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land, and thitherare they gone to socure the grand
booty of blubber.

The distance is no doubt considerable, and the
path difficult, for the morning of a fourth day has
dawned, and still they are not back. Nor can any-
thing be seen of them upon the shore of the irlct,
which is constantly watchcd by one or more of the
women, stationed upon the cranberry ridge.

On this morning the savages seem more restless
and surly than ever; for they are hungrier than
ever, and nearly famishing. They have picked the
kelp-recfclean, leaving nota mussel fior liinpct on
it; they have expiorecl the ribbon of beach as far
as it oxtends, and strippod the trees of their fun-
gus parasitos till none remain. And now they go
straying about, seeming like hungry wolves, ready



tospring at and tear to pieces anything that may
chnnce in their way.

By this time the oid men, with most of the
women, have drawn together in a clump, and are
evidently holding council on some subject of gen-
eral interese — intense interest, too, as can be told
by their earnest speechifying, and the gesticulation
that accompanies it. Without comprehending a
word that is said, Seagriff knows too well what they
are talking about. All thathe sees portends a dan-
ger that he shrinks from dcclaring to his compan-
ions. They will doubtless leam it soon enough.

And now he hears words that are known to him,

kal-akinish,"” and “ shiloké" m hears them
repoated again and again. It is the black man,
ihc " doctor,” who is doomed !

Tlie negro himself appears to have a suspicion
of it, as he is tvembling in every fiber of his framec.
He need not fear dying, if the others are to live.
Ratlier than surrender him for such sacrificc, they
will dic with him in his defense.

Ali are now convinced tliat the crisis, long
apprchended, has come ; and, with their weapons
in hand, stand ready to meet it. Still, the savages
appoiir Co disagree, as the debate is prolonged.
Can it be that, after all, there is mercy in their
brcasis? Something like it surely stirs Annaqua,
who scems endeavoring to dissuade the others
from earrying out tho purpose of which most ave
in fa\tir, Perhaps the gifts bestowcd on him have
won the oid man’s friendship; at all events, he
appoars to be pleading delay. Ever and anén he
points in the direccion of the cranberry ridge, as
titough urgiug them to wait for those gone after
lhe whale; and once he pronounces a word, on
hearing which Henry Chester gives a start, then
eaincstly listens for its repeticion. It is— as he
first Elefiaru.”

” Did you hear that?” asks the young English-
man in eager haste.

“ Hear what ?” demands Ned Gancy, to whom
the question is addressed.

“ That word 'Eleparu.’
spoken it twice ! ” says Henry.

“ Well, and ifhe has?” queries Ned.

“ You remember our affair at Portsmouth with
those three qucer creatures and the wharf-rats ?”

“ Ofcourse 1 do. Why do you ask ?”

One of them, the man, was namcd Eleparu,”
answ-crs Chester; adding, “ The girl called him
so, and the boy too.”

“ 1did n't hear that iame.”

“No?” says Henry ; “ then it must have bcen
before you carne up.”

“ Yes,” answers young Gancy, “ for the officcr
who took tliem away called the man York, the
boy, Jcrainy, and the girl, Fiicgia.”

The oid fellow has

“ That's so.
named Fuegial”
“ That does seem odd ; just now — "

But how did she ever come to be

“ Hark I Hear that? tiic oid fellow has just
said ‘Ocushlu I’ That's the fiame the other two
gave the girl. Whatever can it mean ?”

But now, the youth’s hurried dialogue isbrought
to an abruptend. Annaqua lias been out-voted,
his authority set at naught, and the council broken
up. The triumphant majority isadvancing toward
the camp, with an air of fierce resolve ; women as
well as men armed with clubs, flint-bladcd dag-
gers, and stones clutched in their closed fists. In
vain is it jiow for Seagriffto cali out: “ Brothers |
Sisters !” The savages can no longer be cajoled
by words of flattery or friendship ; and he knows
it. So do the others, all of whom are now stand-
ing on the defensive. Even Mrs. Gancy and
Leolinc have armed themselves, and come out of
the tent, determinad to take part in the life-and-
death confiict that seems inevitable. The sailoffs
wife and daughter both liavc bravcd danger ere
now, and, though never one like this, they will
meet it imdaunted.

It is at the ultimate moment that they make
appearance and, seeing them for the first time,
the savage assailants halt, hesitatiiigly, — not
through fear, but rather with bewilderment at the
unexpected apparition. It moves them not to pity,
however, fior bcgets within tliem one throb of
merciful fceling. Instead, the Fuegian hags but
seem more embittered at seeing persons of their
own sex so superior to them, and, recovering from
their surprise, they clamorously urge the com-
mencement of the attack.

Never have the castaways been so near to death
with such attcndant hoirors. So near to it do
they feel, that Captain Gancy groans, under his
breath;

“ Ourend is come !

But not yet is it come. Once more is tho Al-
mighty Hand opportuncly extended to protect
fliem. A shout interrupts the attack — a joyous
shout from one of the women watchers, who now,
having forsaken her post, is seen coming down the
slope of the spit at a run, frantically waving her
arms and vociferating :

"Cabrelua! cabrelna!"
come !'™”)

The savages, desisting from their murderous in-
tcnt, stand with eyes turned toward the ridge, on
the crest of which appears a crowd of moving
forms that look like anything but human beings.
On their way to the bcach, they are forced into sin-
gle file by the narrowncss of the path, and bccomec
strung out like the links of a long chain. Rut not
even when they come nearer and are better seen.

(* They come! they



near,— a little cock-earcd cur, that has swum up
to thc ledge, and, without bark or yelp, is stealthily
crawling toward it. Taking advantage of every
coigne of concealment, the dog creeps on till, at
length, with a ljound, like a cat springing at a
span-ow, it seizes the great sca-bird, and Kkills it in
a trice, as a fox would a phcasant.

The shell-gathercrs remain on the reef till thc
rising water forces them to quit. But their in-
dustry mects with less rcward than was anticipated,
and they return to the shore all out of sorts and
enraged at the white people, whom they now look
upon in the light of trespassers; for they know
that to them is due thc scarcity of bivalves among
the kelp, where they had expected to reap a plen-
tiful Harvest. Proof of its having been already
garnered is seen in a heap of recently empticd
shclk lying under thc trees near by,— a little
kitchen midden of itself.

Luckily the Fuegians have found cnough to
satisfy their immediate wants, so neithcr on that
day fior thc next do they make further display of
violcnce, though always maintaining a sullcn de-
mcanor. Indeed it is at all times difficult to avoid
quavreling with them, and doubtful how long the
patched up trucc may continué. The very children
are aggressive and exacting, and ever ready to re-
sent reproof, even when caught in the act of pil-
fering— a frcquent occurrence. Any tool or utensil
left in their u-ay would soon be a lost chattel, as
thc little thieves knoiv they have the approval of
their elders.

So, apart from their anxicties about tbe future,
thc white people find it a time of present trouble.
Tliey, too, must provide themselves with food,
and their opportunitics have become narrowed,—
are almost gone. They might have starved ere
this, but for their prudent forethought in having
sccreted a stock in the tent. They do not daré to
have a mcal cooked during daylight, as some of
the savages are always on the alert to snatch at
anything eatable with bold, open hand. Only in
the midnight hours, when the Fuegians are in
their wigwams, has thc “ doctor” a chance to give
thc cured fish a hurried broil over the fire.

It is needlcss to say that all work on the bqgat is
suspended. In the face of their great fear, with a
future so dark and doubtful, the buildcrs have
neither thc courage fior heart to carry on their
work. It is too much a question whether it may
ever be resumed !

Chapter XIX.
AN ODD RENEWAL OF ACQUAINTANCE.

For threedays the castaways lead a wrctchcd life,
inneverceasinganxiety,— forthreenights, too,since

all the savages are rarely asleep at any one time.
Some of them are certain to be awake, and making
night hideous with unearthly noises— and, having
discovered this to be the time when the whites do
their cooking, there are always one or two skulk-
ing about the camp-fire, on the lookout for a mor-
sel. The dogs are never away from it.

When will this horrid existence end ? and how ?
Some change is sure to come when the absent
membecrs of thc tribe return.  Should they prove
tobe those encountered in W hale Boat Sound, the
question would be too easily answered. But it is
now known that, although Ailikolips, they can not
be the same. The cause of their absence has also
been discovered by the ever alert eavs of Seagriff.
The savages had heard of a straiidcd whale i.i
some sound or channel only to be reached over-
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land, and thitherare they gone to secure the grand
booty of blubber.

The distance is no doubt considerable, and the
path difficult, for the morning of a fourth day lias
dawncd, and still they are not Irack. Nor can any-
thing be seen of them upon the shore of the inleb
which is constantly watchcd by one or more of the
women, stationed upon the cranberry ridge.

On this morning the savages seem more restlcss
and surly than ever; for they are hungrier iban
ever, and nearly famishing. They have picked the
kelp-reefclcan, leaving not a musscl fior limpet on
it; they have explored the ribbon of bcacb as far
as it extends, and stripped the trees of their fun-
gus parasitcs till none remain. And now they go
straying about, seeming like hungry wolves, ready



to spring at and toar to pieces anything that may
chance in their way.

By this time the oid men, with most of tlie
women, have drawn together in a clump, and are
evidcntly holding council on some subject of gen-
eral interest— intense interest, too, as can be told
by their earnest speechifying, and the gcsticulation
that accompanies it. Without comprehending a
word that is said, Seagriff knows too well what they
are talking about. All that he sees portends a dan-
ger that he shrinks from declaring to his compan-
ions. They will doubtless learn it soon enough.

And now he hears words that are known to him,

ical-akinish,” and “ shiloké"\ hears them
repeated again and again. It is the black man,
the “ doctor,” who is doomed !

The negro himself appears to have a suspicion
ofit, as he is trembling iii every fiber of his fraine.
He iieed not fear dying, if the others are to live.
Ratlier than surrender him for such sacrifice, they
will die with him in his defense.

All are now convinccd that the crisis, long
appreliended, has come ; and, with their weapons
in liand, stand ready to meet it. Still, the savages
appi-ar to disagi-ee, as the debate is prolonged.
Can it be that, after all, there is mercy in their
breiisis? Something like it surely stirs Annaqua,
who seems endeavoring to dissuade the othcrs
from carrying out the purpose of which most are
infAivor. Perhaps the gifts bcstowed on him have
won the oid man’s friendship; at all events, he
appears to be pleading delay. Ever and anén he
pointb in the direction of the cranberry ridge, as
though urgiiig them to wait for those gone after
the whale; and once he pronounces a word, on
heariiig which Henry Chester gives a start, then
earncstly listens for its repctition. It is— as he
first thought— “ Eleparti.”

“ Did you hear that?” asks the young English-
man in eager hastc.

“ Hear what ?” demands Ned Gancy, to whom
the question is addrcssed.

“ That word 'Eleparu.'
spoken it twice !” says Heniy.

“ Well, and if he has ?” queries Ned.

“ You remcmber our affair at Portsmouth with
lhosc three qucer creatures and the wharf-rats ?”

“ Ofcourse | do. Why do you ask?”

“ One of them, the man, was namecl Elepani,”
answcrs Chester; adding, “ The girl called him

and the boy too.”

“ mdid n't hear that iame.”

The oid fellow has

“ Ko?" says Henry ; ‘‘then it must have been
before you carne up.”
Yes,” answers young Gancy, “ for the officcr

who took them away called tiie man York, the
W) Jemmy, and the girl, Fuegia.”

“ That s so.
named Fuegia 1~
“ That does seem odd ; just now —= "

But how did she ever come to be

“ Hark! Hear that? the oid fellow has just
said ‘ Ocushlu !’ That's the fiame the other two
gave the girl. Whatever can it mean ?”

But now, the youth’s hurried dialogue is brought
to an abrupt end. Annaqua has been out-voted,
his authority set at naught, and the council broken
up. The triumphant majority is advancing toward
the camp, with an air of fierce resolve ; women as
well as men armed with clubs, flint-bladed dag-
gers, and stones clutched in their closed fists. In
vain is it pow for Seagriffto cali out: “ Brothers |
Sisters 1” The savages can no longer be cajoled
by words of flattery or friendship ; and he knows
it.  So do the others, all of whoin are now stand-
ing on the defensive. Even Mis. Gancy and
Leoline have armed themselves, and come out of
the tent, determined to take part in the lifc-and-
death conflict that seems inevitable. The sailor’s
wife and daughter both have braved danger ere
now, and, though never one like this, they will
meet it undaunted.

It is at the ultimate moment that they make
appearance and, seeing them for the first time,
the savage assailants halt, hesitatinglj’, — not
through fear, but rather with bewildermcnt at the
unexpected apparition. It moves them not to pity,
however, fior bcgets within them one throb of
merciful feeling. Instead, the Fuegian hags but
seem more einbittcred at seeing persons of their
own sex so superior to them, and, recovering from
their surprise, they clamorously urge the com-
mencement of the attack.

Never have the castaways been so near to death
with such attcndant horrors. So near to it do
they feel, that Captain Gancy groans, under his
breath;

“ Our end is come !”

But not yet is it come. Once more is the Al-
mighty Hand opportunely extended to protect
them. A shout interrupts the attack — a joyous
shout from one of the women watcheis, who now,
having forsaken her post, is seen coming down the
slope of the spit at a run, frantically waving her
arms and vociferating:

“ Cabrelua/ cabrelua!"
comel!™)

The savages, desisting from their murderous in-
tent, stand with eyes turned toward the ridge, on
the crest of which appears a crowd of moving
forms that look like anything but human beings.
On theirway to the beach, they are forced into sin-
gle file by the narrowness of the path, and become
strung out like the links of a long chain. But not
even when they come nearer and are better seen,

(* They come! they



do they any more resemblc human beings. They
have something like human heads, but these are
without necks and indeed sunkcn between the
shoulders, which lase are of cnormous brcadth
and continued into thick, armless bodies, with
short, slender legs below !

As they advance along the beach at a slow pace,
in weird, ogre-like procession, the white people are
for a time entirely mystified as to what they may be.
Nor can it be told until they are close up. Then
it is seen that they nt» human beings after all—
F"uegian savages, each having the head thrust
through a flitch of whale bluljber that falls,
poncho-fashion, over the shoulders, draping down
neaiiy to the knees !

The onc in the lead makes no stop until within

a few yaids of the party of whites, when, seeing
the two youths who are in front, he stares woii-
.deringly at thcin, for some moments, and then
from his lips leaps an ejaculation of wild surprise,
followed by the words ;

“ Portsmout’'| Inglan’!”

Tlien, hastily divesting himselfof his blubber-
mantle, and shouting back tosome one in thercer,
he js instantly joined by a woman, who in turn
cries out:

“Yes, Portsmout’l
(“The white boys.”)

“ Eleparu ! Ocushlu ! ” exclaims Henry Chesi i,
all amazement; Ned Gancy, equally astonislied,
simultaneously crying out;

“York! Fuegial”

The Ailwalk’ akifka"'

(To be concluded.)
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HISTORIC BOYS.*

By E. S.

Brooks,

(Author 0/ “ TAc Fiild 0/ tlu Cloth 0/ Gohi" {utd '*ComediesJof Children.")

H.tRRV OF MONMOUTH : THE BOY GENERAL.
AAftervjard King Henry V. of£ngland/\
A. D. 1402

V taresTriED chamber in the gray oid pile
kni/ivii as Berkhampstead Castle. The bright
sunlight of an carly English spring streaming
tliri'iigh the latticed window plays upon the golden
hcail of a fair young maid of ten, who, in a quaint
costurae of gold-striped taffeta and crimson velvet,
lonk in evident dismay upon the antics of three
mecny boys circling around her, as she sits in a
carvi'd and high-backed oaken chair. In trim suits
of ciimson, groen, and russet velvet, with curious
lianying siceves and long, pointed shoes, they rango
thcin-ielves before the trembling little maiden,
whik- thc cldest lad, a handsome, lithe, and active
yoimg fellow of fourteen, sings in lively and rollick-
ing strain;

“0, | Am King Erik of Denmurk,

Tarrati, iarrati, Utrra/
O, 1 am King Erik of Denmark,
Tarran, tarran, farra,'

O, I am King Erik of Denmark shore—
A froscy and crusty oid Blunderbore —
W ith ships And knights a*sAiling o'er,
To carry PhlUppo lo Elsinore I"

And then with a rousing shout the three boys
swoopcd down upon thc beleaguered little damsel
and (lragged her off to thc dim, stone staircase tliat
led t(j thc squarc tower of the keep.

“ Have done, have done, Harry," pleaded the
littlc girl as she escaped from her captors. “ Mas-
ter Lionel, thou surely shoiildst defend a princcss
in dhtress.”

“ Ay, Princess, but our tutor, Master Rothwcll,
says ihat 1am to obey my Liege and Prince, and
lumalone,” protested gay young Lionel, “ and sure
kebade me play the trumpeterof King Erik.”

“ A plague on King Erik,” cried Phiiippa, seek-
ing refuge behind thc high-backed chair. “ I
wish | had ne’er heard of him and his kingdom
of tonmark. O, Harry! Nurse Joanna tells me
that they do eat I5ut frozen lurnips and salted beef
inhis dreadful comitry. and that the queen mother,
Margaret, wears a gambisonf and hauberki like to
abclted knight.”

Why, of course she does,” assented the mis-
ehievoiis Harry; and, dratving a solemn face, he
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added, “ yes— and she eats a little girl, boiled
with lentils, every saint's day as a pcnance. That's
why they want an English wife for Erik, for, seest
thou, there are so many saint’s days that there are
not left in Denmark wee damsels enough for the
queeiTs penance.”

Bul the sight of pretty Philippa’s wofiil tears
staid her brother’s teasing.

“ There, tlierc,” he said, soothingly; never
mind iny fun, Phiiippa. This Erik is not so bad
a knight 1’1l warrant me, and when thou art
Queen of Denmark, why, | shall be King of Eng-
land, and my trumpetcr, Sir Lionel here, shall
sound a gallant defiancc as | come

‘SaiUng the sea to Denmark shore

W ith s*quices uiid bowmen a hundred score,

If over this froscy oid Blunderbore

Foul treaceth PhiHppa at Elsinore,
and thus will we gallop away with the rescued
Queen,” he added, as seizing Phiiippa in his arms
he dashed around the room followed by his com-
panions. But while thc four were celebrating, in a
wild dance of “ ali hands around,” thc fancicd
rescue of the misused queen, thc tapcstry parted
and Sir Hiigh de Waterton, the governor of thc
King’'s children, entered.

“ My lord Prince,"” he said, “ the King tliy
father craves thy presence in the council-room.”

“ So, I am summoned,” said the Prince; “ good
Sir Hugh, 1 will to the King at once. That means
‘good-by,’ Sis; forto-morrow I am off to the Wclsh
wars to dance with the lords-raarchers and Owen
Glendower, to a far different strain. Yieid not to
these leaguering Danés, Phiiippa, but if thou dost,
when | am back from the Welsh wars, I'll hie me

over sea
‘With ~ldcn nobles in goodly store
To riinsom PhiippA at Elsinorc,”"

and, kissing bis sister fondly, Harry of Monmouth,
Prince of Wales, parted thc hcavy arras and de-
scended to thc council-room.

And now the scene changos. Months have
passed since that joily romp in the oid castle,
among the hllls of Hertfordshire, and under a
wet and angry sky we stand within thc King’s tent,
glad to escape from the driving storm.

To young Lionel Langley, as he peeped through
the outer curtains of the tent and watchcd the floods
ofrain, it seemed as ifall the mountains in thc shircs
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of Breccon and Radnor had turned themselves into
water-spouts to drench and drown the camp of the
English invaders, as it lay soaked and shivering
there in the marches» of Wales. King Henry’s
tent, we learn from an oid chronicle, was “ picchid
on a fayre playne,” but Lionel thought it anything
but fair as he turned from the dismal prospect.

“ Rain, rain, rain,” he grumbled, throwing
himself down by the side of stout Humfrey
Wallys, archer in the King’'s guard ; “ why doth it
always rain in this fatcful country? Why can it
not blow over? Why,— why must we stay cooped
up under these soaking tent-tops, withne'er a sight
of fun or fighting?”

“ Ah, why, why, why? ” said the good-natured
archer, “ 't isever why ? with thee, Sir Qucstioner.
But, if thou be riddling, ask us something easier.
W hy doth a cow li¢ down? Why is it fool's fun to
give alms to a blind man ? How many calves’ tails
doth it take to rcach to the moon?”

“ H'm,” grunted Lionel, “ thyriddles be asstale
as Michaelmas mutton. 1 can answer them all.”

“ So— canst thou, young shuttle-brain?” cried
the archer, ‘*then, by the mass, thou shalt. Answer
now,answer,” he demanded, ashe tripped up young
Lionel’s feet and pinned him to the ground with a
pikestaff, “ answer, or I will wash thy knowing face
in yonder puddle,— W hy doth a cow lie down?”

“ Faith, because she cannot sit,” lazily answered
Lionel.

“ Hcar the lad ! He doth know it, really. Well

uvhy is it notwise to give alms to a blind man ?”
demanded Humfrey.

“ Because,” responded the boy, “ even if thou
didst, he would be glad could he see thee hanged
— as would 1 also !~

“ Thou young knave ! Now — how many oalves’
tails will it take to reach to the moon ?”

“ Oh, Humfrey, case up thy pikestaff, man; |
can baiely fctch my breath— how many ? Why,
one,— if it be long enough,” and, wriggling from
his captor, the nimble Lionel tripped him up in
turn, and, in sheer deliglit at his discomfiture,
turned a back somersault and landed almost on
the toes of two unhelmeted knights, who carne
from the inncr pavilion of the royal tent.

“ W hy, how now, young tumble-foot— dost thou
take this for amummer’sbooth, that thou dost play
thy pranks so closely to thybetters?” a quickvoice
demanded, and in much shame and confusién
Lionel withdrcw himself hastily from the royal feet
of his “ most dread sovcreign and lord,” King
Henry the Fourth, of England.

“ Pardon, my Liege,” he stammered, “ Idid but
think tostrctch my stiffencd legs.”

“ So; thou art tent-wcary too,” said the King;

and then asked “ and where learn’dst thou tlwt
hand-spring ?”

“ So please your Majesty, from my lord
Prince,” the boy replied.

“ Ay, that thou didst, I'll warrant me,” said the
King, good-humoredly. “ In aught of prank or
play, or tumblcr’s trick, 't is safe to look to young
Harry of Monmouth as our page’s sponsor. IUit
where lagstho lad, think you, my lord?” he asked,
tuming to his oompanion, the Earl of Westmoie-
land. “ We should, methinks, have had post from
him ere this.”

“ T is this fearful weather stays the news, your
Majesty,” replied the Earl. “ No coursennnn
could pass the Berwyn and Pltnlimmon hills in so
wild a storra.”

“ Ay, wild indeed,” said the King, peering out
through the parted curtains. “ | am fain ahnost
to believe these men of Wales who vaunt iliat
the. false Glendower is a black necromancer, xo
can cali to his aid the dread demons of the air.
Hark to that blast,” he added, as a great gust of
wind shook the royal tent, “ 'tislike a kniglit's
defiance, and, like true knights, let us answer il.
Hollo, young Lionel, be thou warder of thy King,
and sound an answering blast.”

Lionel, who was blest with the strong luii;, of
healthy boyhood, grasped the trumpet, and 1 de-
fiant peal rang through the royal tent. But n «as
an unequal contest, for instantly, as chronicU-. okl
Capgrave, “ there blew suddenly so much «ynd,
and so impetuous, with a gret rain, that the Kyng's
tent was folled, and a spere cast so violcntly, tliai,
an the Kynghad not been armed, he had bccn ded
of the strok.”

From all sidcs carne the rush of help, ami the
King and his attcndants were soon rescucd, iin-
harmed, from the fallen pavilion. But Humfrey,
the stout oid archer, muttcred as he rubbca hiswell-
thumped pate, “ Good sooth, 't is, truly, the art
magic of Glendower himself. It payeth not te trille
with maligirant spirits. Give me to front an honest
foc, and not these hidden demons of the wind”

As if satisficd with its victory over a mortal
king, the fury of the storm abated, and that ato-
noon Lionel entered the royal presence wrth the
announcement, “ Tidings, my lord King; tidmgs
from the noble Prince of Wales! a courier watts
without.”

“ Bid him cnter,” said tlic King, and, all te-
spattered and dripping from his ride through t e
tcmpest, the courier entered and, dropping on tus
knee, presentad the King a writing from the pnttce

“ At last!” said Henry, as he hastily
the note, “ arift in these gloomy clouds. Bm
we our camp, my lord Westmoreland, and ac
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to Hereford town. We do but spend our strength
to little use awaiting a wily foe in these flooded
plains. This billet tells rae that Sir HaiTy Pcrcy
and my lord of Worcester, with Our Son The
Prince, have cooped up the rcbcls in the Castle of
Conway, and that Glcndowcr himself is in the
Siiowden Hills. As for thee, young Sir Harlequin,”
he .added, turning to Lionel, “ if thou wouldst tiy
the mettle in other ways than in tumbler’s tricks
and in defiance of the wind, thou mayst go with
Sir Walter Blount to tby tutor, the Prince, and the
Wdsh wars in the north.”

Next day, the camp was broken up, and, in high
spirits, Lionel, with the small company of knights
and archers detached for Service in the north, left
the Southern marches for the camp of the prince.

It was the year of grace 1402. Henry of Lan-
caster, usurping the crown and powcr of the im-
fortunate King Richard jl., ruled now as Henry
IV., “ by the grace of God, King of England and
of France and Lord of Ireland.” But “ uneasy
lies the head that wears a crown,” and, king though
he was— “ Most Excellent, Most Drcad, and Most
Sovereigii Lord,” as his subjects addressed him—
he was lord and sovereign over a troubled and dis-
tracted realm. Scotland, thronging the Lowlands,
poured her bonncts and pikes across the northern
border; France, an cver-watchful enemy, mcnaced
the slender possessions in Calais and Aquitaine;
traitors at home plotted against the life of the
King; and the men of Walcs, rallying to the stand-
ard of their countryman, Owcn Glendower, who
styled himself the Prince of Wales, forced the
English to unequal and disadvantageous battle
among their hills and valleys. So the joumey of
Lionel to the north was a careful and cautious one;
and, constantly on their guard against ambushes,
surprises, and suddcn assaults, the little band of
ardiers and men-at-arms among whom he rodé
pushed their watchful ivay toward the Vale of Con-
way. They were just skirting the easterly base of
the Snowden Hills, where, four thousand feet above
them, the rugged mountain-peaks look down upon
the broad and beautiful Vale of Conway, when a
noise of crackling branches ahead startled the
wary archer, Wallys, and he said to Lionel:

“ Look to thine arms, lad; there may be
danger here. But no,” he added, as the *“ view
halloo” of the hunters rose in air, “ 't is but the
merry chase. Hold here, and let us see the sport.”

Almost as he spoke, there burst from the thicket,
not a hundred yards away, a splendid red deer,
whose spreading antlers proclaimed him to be a
“stagof twelve” or “ stag royal.” Fast after him
dashed the cxcited hunters; but, leading them all,
spurred a sturdy young fellow of eager fifieen —
tall and slender, but quick and active in every

movement, as he yielded himself to the free actiou
of his.horse and cheered on the hounds. -The ex-
citement was contagious, and Lionel, spite of the
caution of his friend the archcr, could not restrain
himself. His “ view halloo” was shouted with
boyish impctuosity as, fast at the hccls of the otiier
young huntcr, he spurred bis willing horsc. Rut
now the deer turned to the right and made for a
distant thicket, and Lionel saw the young bimter
spring from his lagging stced, and, with a stout
cord reeled around his arm, dash after the stag
afoot, while hounds and hunters pantcd farbehind.

It was a splendid race of boy and bcast. The
lad’s quick feet seemed scarcely to touch tlie
ground, every spring bringing him nearer and
nearer to his noble prey. There is a final spurt;
the coil of cord flies from tlie hunter’s arm, as his
quick fling sends it straight in air; the noose settles
over the broad antlers of the huck; the youth draws
backwitha suddcn butsteady jerk, and thcdcfcatcd
deer drops to carth, adoomed and panting captivo.

“ There is but onc lad in all England can do
that,” cried enthusiastic Lionel, as with a loud
huzza, he spurred toward the spot so as to be “ in
at the death.”

“ Lend me thy knife, page,” the boy hunter de-
manded, as Lionel leaped from his horse, “ mine
hath leaped from my belt into that pool there.”

Flash! gleamed the sharp steel in air; and,
kneeling Oll the body of the dying stag, Harry of
Momnouth, Prince of Wales, the fleetest and most
fearless of England’s yoiithful hunters, looked up
into Lionel’'s admiring face.

“ Hey,— O !” he cricd. “Sure, 'tisLionel Lang-
ley ! Why, how far’st thou, lad, and how cam’st
thou here ?”

“ 1 come, my lord,” Lionel replied, “ with Sir
W alter Blount’s following of squires and archers,
whom his Majesty, the King, hath sent to thy
succor.”

“Ye are right welcome all,” said Prince Harry,
“and ye come in good stead, for sure we need

your aid. But wind this horn of mine, Lionel,
and cali in the lumt.” And as Lioncl’'s notes
sounded loud and clear, the rest of the chase

galloped up, and soon the corabincd trains rodé on
to the English camp in the Vale of Conway.
There, in the train of Prince Harry, Lionel
passed the winter and spring; whilc his young
leader, then scarce sixtcen, led his hardy troops, a
miniature ariny of scarce three thousand men, up
and down the castern marches of Wales, scouring
the country from Conway Castle to Harlech Hold,
and from the Irish Sea to Snowden ;md to Shrcws-
bury gates. Tbe battlcs fought were little more
than forays, skirraishcs,— and the rctaliationsof fire
and sword, now in English flelds and now on



Wclsh bordevs; but itwas a good “ school of the
soldier ” in which Lionel learned the art of war,
and Harry of Monmouth bore himself right gal-

greater troubles were brcwing, and braver
deeds in store. On a fair July morning in the year
,403, Lionel, who now served the Prince as squire

him are flcd Sir Herbert Tressell and the squ.res
and archers of my lord of Worcester s tram.

Now, the Earl of Worcester was the tutor cr
guardian ofthe Prince, a trusted noble of the house
of Percy, and appointed by the King to have thc
oversight or guidance of young Harry ; and h.s sud-
den flight from camp greatly surpr.sed the Prmcc.

“ THE YOUTH DRAWS BACK WITH A SUDDSK BUT STEADY JERK.

of the body, entering his pavilion hastily, said, in
much exciwment ¢
“ My lord, my lord, the Earl of Worcester has
il
Gone?” echoed the Prince. “ What dost
thoumean? Gone? When-where-how ?”
- none know, my lord,” Lionel replicd, “ This
morning his pavilion was found deserted, and with

“ My lord Prince,” saia sir WalterBlount entcn
>ng as hastily as had Lionel, ‘* here isa cour.er from

the worshipful constable of Chester, with secre
tidings that thc Percies are in arms against m)

lord the King," , f Wnrccster
“ The Perc.cs up and my " Worc«t

flcd ?” exclaimed the Prince.
good for us. Quick, get thee to ho



Speed like tlie wind to Shrewsbury. Get thee ftiir
liscort from my lord of Warwick, and then on to
the King at Burton.” And in less than ten
minutes, Lionel was a-horse, bearing the Prince’s
billet that told the doieful news of the new rebell-
iun, spurring fast to Shrewsbury and the King.

Before three days had passed, the whole great
lilot was known, and men shook their heads in
di-may and doubt al the tidmgs that the great
lu'uses of Percy and of Mortimer, rebelling against
the King for both real and fancied grievances, had
inade a solcmn league with the Welsh rebel, Owen
Oiciidower, to dethrone King Henry, whom the
Pficies themselves had helped to the throne. A
faot-growing army, led by the brave Sir Harry
Pcrcy,— whom men called Hotspur, from his mighty
v.iior and his impetuous temper,— and by the Earl
of Douglas, most valiant of the Scottish knights,
wjs even now marching upon Shrewsbury to raise
the standard of revolt.

“ Hotspur a rebel? Worcester a traitor?”
ejtcliimed the King in amazement, as he read
Linrel's tidings. “ Whom may we trust if these
be lalse? ”

liit Henry the Fourth of England was not one
lo ilelay in action, fior to “ cry over spilled milk.”
Hi;. first surprise over, he sent a fleet courier to
Loiulon announcing the rebellion to his council,
but bi-avely assuring them “ for their consolaiion
thai he was powerful enough to conquer all his
entiaies.” Then he gave orders to break the
camp at Burton and march on Shrewsbury di-
rect; and, early next morning, Lionel was spur-
ring back to his boy general, Prince Harry, with
orders from the King to moct him at once with all
liis following at Bridgenorth Castle.

So, down from the cast marches of Wales to
Bridgenorth towers caine Prince Hariy speedily,
with his little army of triisty knights and squires,
slaUvart archers and men-at-arms,— hardy fighters
all, tiained to service in the forays of the rude
Welsli wars, in which, too, their gallant young
commander himself had learned coolness, caution,
sirategy, and unshrinking valor — the chief attri-
butcs of successful leadership.

here Bridgenorth town stands upon the slop-

ing banks of Sevcrn, “ like to oid Jcrusalem for
Peasantsituation, ” as thcpilgrim travelers reponed,
t ere rallied in those bright summer days of 1403
a hastily summoned army for the “ putting down
o t e rebel Percies.” With waving banners and
' gleaining lances, with the clank of heavv
armor and pondeious engincs of war, with the
royal sundard borne by Sir Waltei Blount and
through the “ one mighty gate”

n genorth Castle passed the princely leaders,
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marshaling their army of fourteen lliousand men
across the broad plain of Salop toward the towers
and batticments of the beleaguered town of
Shrewsbury.

The King himselfled the right wing, and young
Hairy of Monmouth, Prince of Wales, the left.
So rapidly did the royal captains move, that the
impetuous Hotspur, camped under the walls of the
stout oid castle, only knew of their near approach
when, on the morning of July 20, he saw upon the
crest of a neighboring hill the waving banners of
King Henry's host. The gates of Shrewsbury
opened to the King, and across the walls of the
ancient town royalist and rebel faced each other,
armed for bioody fight.

Lionel’'s young heart beat high as he watched
the warlike preparations, and, glancing across to
where near Haughmond Abhey floated the. rebel
standard, he found himself humming one of tlie
rough oid war tunes he had learned in W ales;

“ O, we }opc to do thee a glceful thing
W ith a rope, a ladder, and eke a ring ;
On a gallows high shalt thou swing full free —
And thus shall the cnding of tmitors be,”

“ Nay, nay, Lionel, be not so sure of that,” said
the Prince, as he, too, caught up the spirited air.
“ Who faces Hotspur and the Douglas, as must we,
will be wise not to talk ropo and gallows till he
sees the end of the affair. But come to the base-
court. 1’1l play thee a rare game of— hark,
though, "he said, as a ioud trumpet-peal sounded
beyond the walls, “ there goeth the rebel defiance
at the north gate. Come, attend me to the King's
quarters, Lionel.” And bastening across the
inncr court of the castle, the two lads entered the
great guard-room just as the warders ushered into
the King’s presence the knights who, in accord-
ance with the laws of battle, bore to the King the
defiance of his enemies.

“ Henry of Hereford and Lancaster!” said the
herald, flinging a steel gauntlet on the fioor with
a4 ringing clash, “ there licth my lord of Percy’s
gage ! thus doth he defy thee to battle !”

The Prince, Harry, with the flush of excitcment
on his fair young face, sprang from his father’s
side and pickcd up the gage of battle. “ This
shall be my duty,” he said, and then the herald
read before the King the paper eontaining the
manifest6 or ‘‘defiance ” of the Percies.

In spirited articles the missive accused the King
of many wiongs and oppressions, each article clos-
ing with the sentcnce, “ Wherefore, thou art for-
sworn and false,” while the following hot and ring-
ing words concludod the curious paper “ For the
u-hich cause, we defy thee, thy fautores,* and com-

or abouors.



plices, as common traytoures and destroyers of the
realme and the invadours, oppressors, and con-
founders of the vcric true and right heires to the
Crown of England, which thynge we intende with
our handes to prove this daic, Almighty God help-
ing us.”

The King took the paper from the hcrald’s hand
and simply said;

“ Withdraw, Sir Herald, and assure your lord
that we will reply to him with the sword, and
prove in battle his quarrel to lie falso and traitor-
ous and feigned.”

And then the herald withdrcw, courteously
escorted; but it is said that King Henry, saddened
at the thought of the valiant English blood that
must be shed, sent, soon after, gentle words and
oifcrs of pardon to the Percies if they would return
to their allegiance— all of which the Earl of Wor-
cester, envious of the King, misrcported to his
generous but hot-headed nephew, Sir Harry Percy.
So wrong a message did the false Earl give, that
both Hotspur and the Douglas flamed with rage,
and without waiting for Owen Glendowcr's forces
and the expected reénforcements from the North,
gave ordcrs for instant battle, thus hastening the
confiict before they were really ready- *“ The
more haste, the less speed ” is a strong oid adage,
boys, that holds good both in peace and war, and
bitterly was it repented of on that “ sad and sorry
field of Shrewsbury.”

So, out through the north gate of Shrewsbury,
on a Friday afternoon, swept the army of the
King, fourteen thousand strong, and, back from the
Abbey foregate and the Severn’s banks dropped
the Percies’ host, thirteen thousand banded Eng-
lish, Scotch, and Wclsh. In a space ofopen, roll-
ing country known as Hateley Field— fit fiame for
a place of battle between former friends— tbrce
miles from Shrewsbury town, the rival armics
pitchcd their tents, drew their battle lines, and
waited for the dawn.

It is the morning of Saturday, the twcnty-second
of July, 1403. Both camps are astir, and in the
gray liglu that precedes the dawn the preparation
for battle is made. The sim lights up the alder-
covcred hills, the trumpet sounds to arms, the
standards sway, the burnishcd armov gleams and
rings as knights and squires fall into their ap-
poiiued places; the cloth-yard shafts are fitted to
the archers’ bows, and thcn, up from a sloping
field, sweet with tho odor of the pea-blossoms that
cover it, there comes in loud defiance the well-
known war-cry of the Percies,— Esperance, es-
perance! Percy, ho, a Percy !” and Hotspur with
his Northuinbrian archei-s swccps to the attack
amidst a terrible flight of arrows and of spcars.

“ Play up, sir trumpctcr!” shouted Harry of

Monmouth, rising in his stirrups.
answering blast. Shake out our standard freo,
Now, forward all! Death to traitors! St. George
— St. George for England !”

“ St. George for England ! ” carne the answin--
ing echo from King Henry's line; “ Esperan,c,
Percy !” sounded again from the reloel ranks, and
“in a place called Bullfield,” both armies closed
in confiict.

“ So furiously, the armies joined,” runs the nld
chronicle; “ the arrows fell as fall the leaves on
the ground after a frosty night at the appi-oacb of
winter. There was no rooin for the arrows to
reach the ground; every one struck a mortal
man.” The first attack was against the King’s
own ranks. Hotspur, with his Northumbnan
arrows, and Douglas, with his Highland spcars,
prcsscd hotly upon them, while Worcester’s Chesh-
ire archers from a slope hear by sent their wlih-
zing inessengers straight into the King’s lines.
Though answering valiantly, the terrible ass.iult
was too severe for the King's raen. They wavcred,
staggered, swayed. and broke— a ringing cheer
went up from the cneiny, when, just at the cniical
moment, with an *“ indignant onset,” Harry of
Monmouth dashed to his father’s aid. His rcsist-
less rush changed the tide of battle, and the
King’s line was saved.

A sorry record is tho story of that fearful figlit.
For three long hours the battle ragcd from Haiigh-
mond Abbey on to Berwick Bridge, and ere the
noon of that bloodyday, twelve thousand vnliant
Englishmen fell nn the fatal field. The great
historian Hume tells us that “ We shall scarcely
find any battle in those ages where the shocl. was
more terrible and more constant.”

The fire of passion and of fight spread even lo
the youngest page and squire, and as Lionel
pressed close after the “ gilded helmct aiul the
three-plumcd crest” of his brilliant young Prince,
his face flamed with the excitement of the liattlc-
hour. Again and again he saw the King unliorsed
and fighting dcspcrately for his crown and liie;
again and again he saw the fiery Hotspur and
Douglas, the Scot, charge furiously on the King
tliey had sworn to kill. Backward and forward
the tide of battle rolls; now royalist, now
seems the victor. Hark | Whbat shout is tlini ?

“ Tbe King, the King is down !”

And where Hotspur and the Douglas fighl
around the hillock now known as the “ King's
Croft,” Lionel misses the golden crest, he nusses
the royal banncr of England 1 ,

“ Sir Walter Bloimt is killed! tho stand.ird i
lost!” is now the sorry cr\'.

But now the Prince and his hardy Wclsh fignt-
ers charge to the rescuc, and Lionel gavc a cry of

“ Play up your



terror as he saw a whizziiig arrow tear into the face
of his beloved Prince. Young Harry reelcd with
his hurt, and Lionel with other gentlemcn of the
guard caught him in their arms. There was con-
fusion and dismay.

“ The Prince is hurt!” cried Lionel, and almost
as an echo rose those other shouts: —

“ The King is slain !

“ Long live the Percy !”

“ Back, to the rear, my lord pleaded Lionel,
as he wiped the blood from the fair young face of
the Prince.

“ Back, back, my lord Prince. Back to my
tent,” urged the Earl of Westmorcland, and
¢ Back, back, while there is yet safety,” said the
other knights, ns the tide of battle surgcd toward
the blccding Prince.

“ Stand off! "cried young Harry, springing to
his feet. “ Stand off, my lords! Far be from
mr siioh disgrace as that, like a poltroon, 1
should stain my arms by flight. If the Prince
flies, wlio will wait to end the battle ?”

And just then another shout arése — a joyous,
ringing cry;

" lio, the King lives ! the standard is safe ! St.
George for England !” And the brave young
Harry, turning to his guard, said :

‘eWhat, my lords? to be carried back before
the victory ? Lead me, | implore you, to the very
face ofthe foe.”

Then, as the royal standard waved once more
alofi, he burst with his followers into the thick of
the fight, his unyielding valor giving new strength
to all,

And now the end is near. An archer’s arrow,
with unerring aim, pierces the valiant Hotspur,
and he falls dead upon che field.

“ Harry Percy is dead! Victory, victory! St.
George and victory!” rings the cry from thou-
sands of the loyal troops, and, like a whiiiwind, a
panic of fear seises the rebel ranks. Douglas is a
prisfiner; the Earl of Worcester surrenders; the
i'out {5 general.

“ rhen fled thei that myte fle,” says the chron-
icle, or, as Hall, another of the oid chroniclers,
records, “ The Scots fled, the Welshmen ran, the
traitors were overedme; then neither woods hin-
dered, fior hills stoppcd the fearful hearts of them
that were vanquished.”

So ended the “ sad and sorry field of Shrews-

a fitting preludc to that bioody era of strifc

nown as the Wars of the Roses, which, com-

mencing in the sad reign of the son of this boy
general, Harry of Monmouth, was to stain England
with Gie blood of Englishmen through fifty years.

And now, the dust and roar of battle die away,

and we find ourselves amidst the Christmas-
tide. reveis in royal Windsor, where, in one of
the lordly apartments, our friend Lionel, like a
right courtly young squire, is paying dutious atten-
tions to his liege lady, the fair Princess Philippa.
As we draw near the pair, we catch tlie words of the
Princess, now a mature and stately young damsel
of twelve, as she says to Lionel, who, gorgeous in
a suit of motley velvet, listens respcctfully—

“ And let me tell thee, Master Lionel, that,
from all 1 can make of good Master Lucke’s
tcdious Latin letters, King Erik is a right noble
prince, and a husband meet and fit for a Princess
of England.”

“ 0, ho! sits the wind in that quartcr ?” a gay
voice cxclaims, and Prince Harry cornos to his
sistcr's sido.  “ Well, here be | in a pretty iness.
Was | not prepared to deny in council, before
al! the lords, this petition of King Erik for our Prin-
cess,—ay, anUto back it up with my stout bowmen
from the marches ? Bcshrew me, Sis, but since
when didst thou shift to so fair a taste for — what
was it? frozen turnips and salted beef? And—
how is the queen mother’s appetite ?”

But with a clignifiecl little shrug, the Princess dis-
dains her brothcr’s banter, and the merry Prince
goes on to say :

“ Well, I must use my ready bows and lances
somewhcrc, and if not to right the wrongs of the
fair Philippa against this frosty and crusty — par-
don rae, your Highness, this righi noble King
Erik of Denmark,— then against that other ‘ most
dread and sovereign lord, Owen, Prince of Wales,’
as he doth style himself. To-moirow will tliis
betrothal be signed ; and then, Lionel, hey for tlie
Southern marches and the hills and heaths of
Wales !”

So, amidst siege and skirraish and fierce assault
the winter passed away, and grew to spring again ;
and sowéll and vigilantly did this hoy leader clcfend
the Isorders of bis principality against the forays of
Glendower’s troops, that we find tlic gentry of the
county of Hereford petitioningthe King to publicly
thank “ our clear and honorcd lord and Prince,
your son,” for his “ dcfence and governancc of
this your county of Hereford.” And, out of all the
vigilancc and worry, the dash and danger of this
exciting life, Harry of Monmouth was learning
those lessons of patiencc, fortitucle, coolness, self-
denial and valor that cnabled him, when barely
twenty-eight, to win the mighty fight at AgincourC,
and to gaiii the proud title of Henry the Victorious.
For war, despitc its horrors and terrors, has ever
been a grcat and absorbing game, in which he who
is most skillful, most cautious, and most fcarless,
makes the winning moves.



“ Tidings, tidings, my lord Prince 1” carne the
messagc from onc harcl-riding courscrman, as his
foam-flecked stccd dashed through the great gate
of the castle of Hereford. “ My lord of Warwick
hath met your Wclsh rebcls. near the Red Castle by
Llyn Du, and hath routcd them with much loss.”
But a few days later, carne another horseman, with
thc words; “ Tidings, tidings, my lord Prince!
Sir William Newport hath been set upon at Craig
y Dorth by your rebcls of Wales, ‘with rayty hand,’

Very speedily the littlc army of the Prince wiis
on the move along the loveiy valley of the Wye;
and, on the tenth of March, 1405, they were lodgcd
within the red walis of that same great castle uf
Monmouth, “ in the which,” says the oid chronic'.c,
“ it pleased God to give life to the noble King
Henry V, who of the same is called Harry of
Monmouth.”

“ Tidings, tidings, my lord Prince,” carne tlie
report of the scouts; “ the falsc traitor, Gkn-

HARBY OF MONMOUTH AT THE BATI'LE OF SKREWSBUNY.

and so sore was liis strait that he hath fled into
Monmouth town, while many gallant gentlemen
and archers lie dead of their hurt, by thc great
stones of Treleg.”

“ SirWilliam routcd?” exclaimed the Prince,
“ 't is ours, then, to succor him. Lionel, summon
Lord Talbot.” That sturdy oid fighter was soon
at hand. *“ Fare we to Monmouth straight, my
lord,” said the Prince. *“ Here is sorry news, but
wewill right the day.”

dowcr, with your rebels of Glamorgan and Usk,
of Netherwent and Oveinvcnt, have lodgecl them-
selves, to the number of cight thousand, in jo'J'
town of Crosmont, scarce six miles away.”

F.ight thousand strong! and Prince Harry"i'fl
with him barely five thousand men. But with tlk
morning sun the order “ Banners advancc !” «as
given, and the fearlcss young general of se\'CiitMH
drew his little army to the smoking ruins of i e
wasted town of Grosmont. “ Is it wise, in\ kr



Prince,” cautioned Lord Talbot, “ to pit ourselves
bodily against so strong a power? They be eight
thousand strong and count us nearly iwo to one.”

““Very true, my lord,” said tire intrepid Prince,
'mbutvictory licth not in a multitude of people,
but in the powcr of God. Letus hclp to prove it
here, and by the aid of Heaven and our good right
arms, may we this day win the unequal fight!”

“Amen!” said Lord Talbot, “ none welcome
the day and duty more than 1.”

The armies of the rival Princes of Walcs stood
face to face, and short, but stubborn and bloody,
was the confiict. Victory rested with the little army
of Prince Harry, and, ljefore the sun went down,
Glendower and his routed forccs were in full retreat.

Following up his victory with quick and deter-
mined action, the boy general hurried at the hcels
of Glendower’s bi'‘oken ranks, and on Sitnday, the
fiflcenth of March, 1405, faced them again under
the oid towers of the Castle of Usk. Swift and
suddeii fell liis attack. The Welsli ranks broke
before the fury of his onset, and, with over fif-
teen hundred lost in killed or prisoners, with his
brother Tudor slain and his son Gruflyd a captive
in the hands of the English, Owen Glendower flcd
with the rcmnant of his defeated army into the
griin fastnesses of the Black Hills of Brecon.

If was a sad day for Wales, for it broke the
powor and sway of their remarkablc and patriotic
leader, Glendower, and made them, ore long, vas-
sais of the English crown. But the bclls of Lon-
don rang loud and merrily when, three daj’s after
the light, a rapid courserman spurred through the
city gates, bearing to the council a copy of the
modcst letter in which the young general an-
nounced his victory to his “ most redoubted and
most -sovereign lord and father,” the King.

I-amel, close in attendance on his much-lovcd
leadi r, followed him through all the troubles and
iriuinphs of the Welsh wars; and followed him,
“well and bravely appareled,” wheii, in May, 1406,
the King, with a brilliant company of lords and
ladies, gathered at the portof Lynn to bid farewell
lo the young Princess Philippa, as she sailed with
the Danish ainbassadors, “ in gi-eat State,” over the
sea, “ to be joyned in wedlok” to King Erik of
Denmark.

And here we must leave our gallant young
Prince. A boy no longer, his story is now that of
a wise and vigorous young manhood, which, in
prince and king, bore out the promise of his boyish
days. Dying at thirty-five — still a young man —

he closed a career that stands on record as a notable
one in the annals of the world.

But when you come to lead in Shakespeare’s
matchlcss verse the plays of “ King Henry IV.”
and “ King Henry V.,” do not, in your delight
over his splendid word-pictures, permit yourself to
place too strong a belief in his portrait of young
“ Prince Hal” and his scrapcs and follics and wild
carousals with fat oid Falstaff and his boon cora-
panions. For the facts of history now prove the
great poet mistaken ; and “ Prince Hal,” though
full of life and spirit, fond of pleasure and inischief,
and, sometimes, of rough and thoughtless fun,
stands on record as a valiant, high-minded, clear-
hearted and conscientious lad. “ And when we
reflect,” says one of his biograpliers, “ to what a
high station he liad been called whilst yet a lioy;
with what important commissions ho liad iiecn
intrusted ; how much fortune seems to have done
to spoil him by pride and vain-glory from his
earliest youth, this page of our national records
seems to set him high among the princes of the
world; not so much as an undaunted warrior
and triumphant hero, as the conqucror of himself,
the example of a cliastened, modest spirit, of
filial rcverence, and of a single mind bont on his
duty.”

The conqucror of himself! It was this that
gave him grace to say, when crowned King of
England in Westminstcr, “ The first act of my
reign shall be to p.irdon all who have offended me;
and 1 pray God that if He foresccs | am like to be
any other tlian a just and good king. He may be
pleased to take me from the world rather thaii seat
rae on a throne to live a public calamity to my
country.” It was this tliat gave him his magnifi-
cent couragc at Agincourt, wliere, with barciy six
thousand Englishmen, he faced and uttcrly routed
a French host of nearly sixty thousand men; it
was this that, in the midst of the gorgeous pageant
which welcomed him at London as the hero ofAgiii-
court, made him lefuse to let his battle-liruiscd
helniet and his dinted armor be displayed as
trophies of bis valor. It was this that kept him
brave, modest, and liigli-rainded through all the
glories and successes of liis short but eveiitful life,
that made him the idol of the people and one of
the most brilliant figures in the crowded pagos of
English history.

It is not given to us, boys and girls, to be royal
in fiame, but we may be royal in nature, as was
Harry of Monmouth, the Boy General, the chiv-
alrous young English Prince.
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Huash ! the baby stands alone —
Hold your breath and watch her;

Now she takes a step— just onc —
Wavers, stops,— quick, catch her!

Courage! Life's first step will cost:
Now again shc’s trying —

One, two,— there! she walks, almost,
Trembling, stumbling, crying.

Precious baby! up once more—
Tiny feet advancing,

Little arms stretched out before,
Bright eyes upward glancing,
Where marama, with chccring smile,
To her darling beckons,

Softly coaxing ljaby, while
Her first stops she rcckons;

One, two, thrcc— Oh | she will walk
Now, before we know it;

Hear her sweet-voiced baby-talk,
Little bird, or poet|

Prattling, toddling, there she goes,
Stepping off so proudly —

Turning in her untaught toes,
Pleased,— then laughing loudly.

First exploit of self-content;
Now she’s growing bolder,
Strength and courage yet unspent,
One can hardly hold her—
She so presses to advance
In her baby-learning —
Pulis so— Ah | by what inischance
Is this overturning?

There lies baby on the fioor,
Sprawling, rolling, screaming!

Are life’'s first attcmpts so poor?
Baby was but dreaming

When she felt so bold and strong;
Gladly now she'’s clinging

To the one whose soothing song

Back her smile is bringing.

Hurts are cured by mamma’s kiss —
Brave again as ever,

See, the plucky little miss
Makes her best endeavor;

Walks right off— the darlingpet—
Rush now to carcss her !

Come what will nf first steps yet,
All good angels blcss her!



WINTER FUN.

By WILLIAM

Chapter vi.

One of the first things learned by Susie and
Purter Hudson, on their arrival at the farm-house,
had been that the reason why Corry and Pen were
noi attendingschoolwas because the teacher was ill.

And the very next morning after the picnic, word
ca-ne to the farm-houses, throughout Che valley,
that the school had begun again.

Some little plans of Vosh’s, in which his horse
and cutter had a part, were upset complctely by
the teacher’s recovery, but the consequences were
even more severe at Deacon Farnham's. Corry
and Pen wcre compelled to leave their cousins to
take care of themselves, every day, lili afler school
hours. But for Susie, with her two aunts to
caro for her, the time passed pleasantly enough,
for she had a dozen kinds of knitting to learn, and
there were a good many books in the house.

As for Porter, he did not spend an hour in the
house that he could find a use for out-of-doors.
He went with tho dcacon to the cattle-yavd and
the stables, and he learned more about horscs, and
con-, and oxcn, than he had supposed there was
to learn.

Uii Sunday they all went to ineeting at Benton
Village, and it seemed to Susie Hudson that all she
heard, excepting what the minister said in his ser-
mon, was about “ the donation.”

“ Tcil me just what it is, Pen,” she said to
her cousin, in the sieigh, on their way home.
“1 ve heard about a donation, often enough, but
| never saw one.”

‘mWhy, don’t you know?” exclaimed Pen, in
great surprise. “ Why, a donation is— a donation.
That 's all. It’s a kind of a picnic at the minister's
house. Evei-ybody comes, and they all bring
something for him and his wife.”

eShall we all go?”

“ Of course we will.”

Susie learned a grcat deal more about it during
the next two days. For Mrs. Farnhmn and Aunt
Judith seemed to be cooking for that “ donation ”
asif for a faraine.

“ I'vc done my loest,” said Mrs. Stebbins to
Vosh, while she was putting her contribution into
hiscutter for transportacion ; “ butSarah Farnham
and Judith can beat me. Their oven will hold three
times as much as mine will,”

An old-fashioned, up-coiinti-y “ donation party ”
can not be altogether an evening affair. Some of

0. Stoddard.

the good people have far to come and go, and some
of them havc heavy loads to bring. So they gen-
erally begin to asscmblc before the middle of the
afternoon.

Susie had seen the minister's house scveral
times. It stood in the edge of the village, with an
immense barn behind it, and it looked almost like
another large barn, painted very white, and with
ever so many Windows.

The crowd that carne on the appointed day
would have been very uncomfortable in a small
house.

When the sleigh-load from Deacon Farnham’s
got there, there was already a long Une of teams
hitched ut llie road-sitlc, in front of the house, in
addition to many othcrs that had found shed and
stalile accommodations in the vicinity.

As for Eider Evans’s own barn,— hay, straw, and
provender of all sorts, formed a regular part of his
annual “ donation.” Load after load had come in
and had been stowed away, after a fashion thatspokc
well for either the elder’s popularity or the success
of the hay crop.

There was no intention of letting the good man
freeze to death, either, in a country where xvood
was to be had almost for the chopping, His wood-
pile was a sight to see, as early as an hour Defore
supper-time, and everybocly knew there was more
wood to come.

Corry conducted Poiter through the house.
The sitting-room, back of the parlor, was a large
one, but it was'almost filled with tables, of all
sorts and sizes, and these were covered with a fcast
of such liberal abundance that Porter exclaimed
in astonishment at it.

Corry did not stop here, however, but led his
scousin into the kitchen, and an odd place it was.
More than a dozen busy ladies were trying lo
get at the cook stove, all at the same time, and
half as many more were helping Vosh Stebliins
“ kcep track of things,” as the pareéis wcre
handed in at the side door and stowcd about in all
directions.

“ That makes four bushels of onions,” Port
heard Vosh say, as he and Corry-entered the
room. “ They 're wholcsomc— but then !”

“ Only one barrel of flour,” said a tall woman,
standing near him. “ But thcrc are ten bushels
of wheat.”

“ Three bags of meal and twenty sacks of corn.
Fiftccn bushels of turnips. Twenty of potatoes.



One dressed pig. A “side” ofbeef. Ttvo dozen
chtckens ”

“ Sain ]ones hasjust driven in with another load
of wood.”

“ And Mr. Beans, the millcr at Cobbleville, has
sent more buckwheat flour than they could use if
they made up their niinds to live on flap-jacks only.”

“ Five muskrat skins.”

“ Two kegs of butccr.”

“ Hold,” said Vosh, “ till |1 get down the gro-
ceries. What 'll he do with so many tallow dips!
And here come more dried applesand doughnuts!”

It was indeed a remarkablc collection, and
Porter began to understand how an “ up-country
minister ” got his supplics.

“ Port,” said Corry, a little while after that,
“ let's go for our supper. Wc want to be ready
for the fun.”

“ What will that be ?” asked Porf.

“ Oh, yoil 'll see,” was the reply.

Susie had been making a dreadful mistake, at
that very moment; for she had asked oid Mrs.
Jordén, the minister’s mother-in-law, if they ever
had any dancing at donation parties. She told
Port, afterward, that the oid lady looked at her
with an expression of horror, and said :

“ Dancing, child ? Sakes alive !”

The house was swarming witli young people as
well as oid, and tho leader of the Benton church
choir had great difficulty in getting them all into
proper mood for singing.

By the time the hymns were concluded, Vosh
Stebbins had retumcd from the kitchen, with liis
list completed and ready for the minister, and Port
heard him say something to anothcr young man,
older than himself, but no taller, about “ those
cbarades.”

Susie Hudson had never heard of onc-half the
gamcs that followed the cliarades. There were
“ forfeits ” of several kinds, “ anagrams,” and var-
ious ¢ndoor sports, and finally the parlor was given
up to a royal game of blind-man’s-buff.

It was grand fun for the young people, and Susie
enjoyed it exceedingly. But already the pleasant
gathering at the minister’s house began to break
up. Some of the families who had far to go had
already set out for their homes, and it was well
understood that not even the village people and
near neighbors would stay later than ten o’clock,
For Eider Evans and his family would be tired
enough to be pleased at once more having their
house to themselvcs.

There was a great dcal of mcrry talk in the big
Farnham sleigh all the way borne. The older
people were in joyous spirits over the success of
the party, and Pen had something to say about
everybody she had seen.

Chapter VII,

There had been several light and fleecy snoiv-
storms since the arrival of the “ city cousins” jt
the farm-housc, but Aunt Judith had felt caf~d
upon to remark, at frequent iiitervals:

“ Winter nowadays is n't at all what it used tu
be.”

“ We 'll have more snow yet,” said the dcao.n,
“ never fear.”

“ More snow?” replied Aunt Judith ; “ butdca't
you remember how this place used to be snowcd in
for days and days, so that you could n’t get to :lie
village at all till the roads were cut out ?”

And in the afternoon of the very next day, wliich
happened to be Wednesday, a sort of haze »&
seen creeping over the north-eastem sky. It
seemed to drift down from soinewhere among ihe
mountains, and at three o’clock the snow be;;an
to fall.

“ Boys,” said the deacon, when they carne home
from school, “ we 're going to have a snow-fall ;liis
time,— one of the real old-fashionod sort. We
must got out the shovels and keep the paths opon.”

It hardly seemed ncccssary to do any shovcling
yet, but the white flakes fell faster and faster, liour
after hour, and night carne on earlier than ust; il.

“ Now, Port,” said Corry, “ we 'll lay in al! ihc
wood we ’'ll need for to-morrow and next iay.
Everything will be snowed under.”

Well, | 'd like to see that ?” said Poit.

So would Susie, and she and Pen watchcd the
storm from the sitting-room windo\vs ; while o»en
Aunt Judith carne and stood beside them and
declared:

“ There, now !— That's something like!”

And Mi-s. Farnham remarked, in a tone of ex-
ultation; “ Did you ever see anything like ihai
in the city, Susie !’

“ Never, Aunt Sarah. It’s the grandest snow-
storm | ever saw,” said Susie.

There was very little wind as yet, and the ilui-
tering flakes lay still where they fell.

“ All the snow that could n't get down all iliese
weeks is coming now,” said Pen. “ There’s ever
so much of it. 1 like snow.”

More and more of it, and the men and boys
carne in from the barns, after supper, as wbite as
so many polar bears, to stainp and laugh and be
brushed, till the color of their clothes could be
seen.

Then tlie wind began to rise, and tlie wliole
family felt like gathering closely around the tire-
place, and the flames poured up the wide chimney
as if they were ready to figlit the storm.

The boys cracked nuts and popped corn and
played checkers. The deacon read his newspaper-



Mrs. Farnham and Aunt Judith plied their knit-
ling. Susie showed Pen how to crochet a tidy.
It was veiy cozy and comfortable, but all the while
they could hear blast after blast, as they carne

“ THB 'jUPI'BR' MADB A SUDDEN DASH
hoivling around the house and hurled the snow

fiercely against the Windows.

“Is n't it grand !” said Corry, at last.— “ But
we’'ll have some shoveling to do in the morning.”
“Indeed, we will!” said Port, “ and you 'll

have a good time getting to school.”
“ School?. If this kccps on all night, there wont
he any school to-morrow, fior the next day, either.”
It did keep on all night, and the blinding drifts

were whirling before the wind with a gustier sweep
than ever, when the farm-house people peered out
at them, next morning, Every shovel that could
be furnishcd with a pairofhands had to be at work

KOKWAKD, DOWN A STBEPBH INCLINE

early, and the task before the boys had an almost
impossible look about it,

The cattle and sheep and horscs and poukry all
had been carefully sheltered. Thcrc was a drift
nearly ten feet high bctween the house and the
pig-pen, and one stil! higher was piled up over the
gate Icading into the barn-yard.

Before the two drifts could be conqucrcd, it was
breakfast-time for human beings, and there was



never a morning when coffee andhotcakes seemed
more perfectly appropriate.

While the human workers were busy at the
breakfast-tablc, the snow and wind did not rest
at all, but kept right on, doing their best to lestore
the dainaged dvifts.

“ Susic,” said Pon, “ does n’'t this make you
think of Lapland ?”

“ Yes, and of Grecnland and Siberia, too.”

The barn was reached during the day and all
thc quadnipeds and bipeds were found, safe and
hungry, and were c.urefully fed.

“ We shan't get into the woods again, very
soon,” said Corry, and there was a thouglitful look
on Susic’s face, as she replied : “ Why, we could
n’'t even get to Mrs. Stcbbin’s house, could we ?”

“ Well, Vosh is a worker,” said the deacon.
“ We can't get over there to-day, but we will to-
morrow.”

Far on into the night thc great northcrn gusts
blew steadily, but toward morning, thc storm de-
cided that it had dono cnough, and it began to
subsidc. Now and then, it again aroused itself as
if it still had a drift or two to finish, but at sun-
rise all the valley was still and calm and wonder-
fully white.

“ This will be a working-day, 1 guess,” said the
deacon, “ but all the pathswe make willstay made.”

There was some comfort in that, for all those
they had made befoje had to be shoveled out again.

Tbe deacon insisted on digging out every gatc so
thoroughly that it would swing wiade open, and the
paths were made wide and clean, walled high on
either side with tremendous banks of snow. But
the workers were weary before they could open
the front gates.

Susie was watching them from the window, and
Pen was in the front yard, vigorously punching a
snow-bank with a small shovel, when Aunt Judith
suddenly exclaimed:

“ Sakcs alive ! There’'s something a-stirring in
the road! Whatcan it be? Tlicre’s something
moving out there in thc snow !”

Susie almost held her breath, for there was
surely a commotion in the great drift, a few rods
beyond the gate. The boys saw it, too, and they
and thc deacon and thc hired man began to shout,
as if shouting would help a creature buried in a
snow drift.

“ There he comes!— No, he 's under again !”

“ He 'll be smothered !'”

Susie was watching the commotion in the snow
as she had never watched anything before, and just
then a fleecy head carne out on this side of the
high drift,

“ Aunt Judith? Aunt Sarah ?”
denly. “ It’'s Vosh Stebbins !”

she called sud-

* Hurrah, boys!” There was nothing at al!
doleful in that ringing shout which Vosh sent to-
wai'd thc house, the moment he got the snow oiit
of his mouth. “ Have you any snow here at your

house? We have more than wc want. W e’ll let
you have loads of it, for nothing,”
“ Come on, Vosh,” said the deacon ; “ come Ql1

in and warm yourself.”

Both the boys were brushing the snow from him
as soon as he got to thc gate, and all the womei;
folk went to the door to welcome him. Aun'
Judith talked as fast as his own mother could havr
spoken, and insisted on his sitting down before tlit
fire-place whilc she brought him a cup of coffec
and a glass of currant-wine, and a piece of pie.
and then she said she would make him some
pepper-tea.

“ Now, Mrs.
damaged at all.”

“ And your mother ?”

“ Never was beiier, but she was worried aboui
you, and | said 1'd come over and see. Susie,
did you know it had been snowmg a little, out-ol-
doors?”

“ How did you ever get through?” answered
that young lady.

¥ 1just burrowcd, most of the way, likc a wood-
chuck,” said Vosh.

“ You can't go back by the same hole,” chucklrd
Corry.

“ I can if it 's Cherc. But | must n't stay lon.g.
Mother 'll be afraid I 'm lost in the drift.”

And after a few minutes of meny talk, they all
gathered atthe frontgate to see him plunge in again.

“ He 'll getthrough,” said thc deacon ; “ there’s
the making of a man in Vosh.”

They were all tired enough to go to bed early;
but the first rays of daylight, next morning, saw
them all rushing out again. Port felt a littlc stiff
and sore, b.ut he determined to do his part at road-
breaking.

Just after breakfast, the wide gate was swung
open, and the deacon’s hired man carne down the
lafie, driving the black team at a sharp trot, with
tite wood-sleigh behind them.

Fastcr,— faster,— through the gate and out into
the snow, with a chorus of shouts to urge them QlLL

There was work for mcn and boys, as well as
horses, and the snow-shovels were plied rapidly
behind the plunging team. Porter Hudson quickly
understood that a great length of road could he
opened in that way, if all the farmers turned out
to do it. And public opinién would have gone
pretty sharply against any man who shirked lus
share of this important work.

They were now pushing their way toward ths
village, and already could catch glimpses of other

Farnham,” said Vosh, “ I'm mn



“ gangs,” as Vosh called them, here and there
down the road. In some places, where the snow
was not so deep, they made “ turn-outs” wide
cnough for loaded sleighs to pass each other.

When Tuesday night carne, “ the roads were
open”; and the severe frost of that night was fol-
lowed by a crisp and bracing morning, with a
crust over the great snow-fall strong enough to
bcar the weight of a man almost anywherc.

“ Hurrah 1” shouted Corry, as he climbed a
drift and walked away toward the open field be-
yond, “ we’ll have some fun now.”

“ Boys,” shouted Vosh, from the front gate, “ the
mili pond was flooded yestcrday, and it’s frozen over
now. There are acres and aeres of the best skating
vou ever heard of. Smooth as a pane of glass.”

There was a shout then that brought Aunt
Judith and Susie to the window, and Porter was
saying to himself:

“Well, I am glad we brought along our skates,
after all. There 'll be a chance to use them.”

Chapter VIII.

Vosh Stebbins carne home from school very
carly that afternoon, and his “ chores” were at-
ttilded to in a gi'eat hurry.

\fler that, his mothcr’'s mind was stirred to the
curiosity point by an unusual amount of haramcr-
ingout in the barn. He was a mechanical genius,
and he had more than once astonislied her by the
resiilts of his liammering. When, however, she
asked him what he was up to, all she could get from
liiin was:

“ 1 tell you what, Mother,
them a new wrinkle.
quite ready yet.”

The Benton boys and girls had not learned to
say “ coasting.” They all called it “ sliding down
hill” ; but the country tbcy lived in had been
planned expressly for this sport.

Not more than a mile east of Deacon Farnhatn’s,.
tile land sloped down gently, for more than a mile,
tu the vcry edge of tiie village, and on to the
borders of the little river and tlie mili pond. Of
course, all that slope was not in one field; but all
tilo low and broken fcnceswerc now snowed uiider,
and it was casy to take tire top ralis from tbe two or
three high fences, so as to leave wide gaps. With
very little trouble, thorefore, the boys prepared for
their coastiug-ground a clear, slippery descent.
1 he hollows were all driftcd full, and there was a
good road on onc side by which to ascend tbe hill.
All this had been duly explained to Susie and Port
by Corry, and their great affliction seemed to be
that they only had onc sled among them.

I 'm going to show
W ait till morning. 'T isn’t

Next moming, after breakfast, they all crowded
to the door, as Corry called out;

“ Hullo, Vosh. Going to slide down hill in a
cuttei- ?”

There he was at the gate,— sorrel colt,sleigh, red
blankct, bclls, and all, and dragging behind the
sleigh an odd-looking vehicle.

“ in acutter? No; butyou would n't have the
girls walk up hill after every slidc, would you ?
Just take a look at my sled back there !'”

“ Why, Vosh,” said Corry, “ it’s your oid pair
of bobs, with a box rigged on them. W hat’s that
in front ?”

“ That 's my vudder. That steers it. The
hind bob must follow the front one. Can’t help it,
if it tries.”

Pen and Susie were off like a flash to get ready.

The whole country looked Ley, and gliticred
beautifully white in the clear frosty sunshine as
they set off. When they reaclied the coasting-
ground, they found it in pcrfect condition, and a
score of sleds, with twicc as many boys, were
already shooting down it. The descent of tliat
long slope was something to wonder at, but the
clirabing back again was another thing altogether.
It was easy cnough for Vosh, however, to make a
bargain with one of his boy friends to do his driving
for him, and to have'thc cuttcr ready for them at
the bottom of the hill.

They were on the vcry upper level now. Vosh
helped the girls out of the cutter, and at once
started it off, telling the driver:

“ Go right on into Benton. That’s whcrcwe 're
coming.”

The “ pairof bobs” had bcen tho running-gear
of a small wood-sleigh, built for onc horse to puli
around among the woods. They were light, but
strong, and the “ box” was well supplied with
blankets. When the girls were in it, and the gay
red spread from the cutter was thrown in front of
them, the “ ripper,” as the boys called it, put on
quite a holiday appearance.

“ W e’'re going, Susie,” exclaimcd Pon.
your breath !'— wc 'rc going!”

They were starting, sure enough, and Susie fell
that slie was turning a little palé ; but they moved
slowly at first, for the grade was very sliglit at the
spot where they were.

“ Now, girls!” cried Vosh.

The “ ripper” made a suddcn dash forward, down
asteeper incline. Faster, faster,— and there was no
need to tell the young lady passengcrs to hold
their breath, That seemed the most natural
thing to do.

There nevcr was a more slippery crust, and the
“ ripper ” almost seemed to know it.

Faster! Faster! Shooting down

“ Hold

the steep



slopes, and spinning across the levcl reaches, and
all the while there was Vosh Stebbins, bracing him-
selffirmly as he clung to the armsofhis “ ludcler.”

Itwaswell hccouklstcerso perfectly, for the gaps
in the fenceswerenonetoo wide, after all,— and ifhc
and liis cargo should happen to miss one of these,
and be dashed against a fence ! It was altogether
too dreadful to think of; but, luckily, there was no
time to think of it.

The cargo had great confidence in their “ cn-
gineer and pilot,” as Port had called him before
starting, and their faith even increased after they
shot through the first gap.

The wind whistled by their ears. The country
on either side was but a streak of white. Nobody
could guess how fast they were going now.

“ There ’'s the village,” gasped Port.

“ The river !'” whispered Pen.

“ Oh, Vosh ” began Susie, as they shot into
what she saw was a road lincd with strcaks of
houses and fenccs.

Before she could think of another word, they
were outon the ice of the little stream, and a skill-
ful twist of the rudder sent them down it, instead
of across. In a moment more, they were slipping
smoothly along over the wind-swept surface of the
frozen mili pond, and the “ rippcr” had lost so
much of its impetus that there was no difficulty in
bringing it to a stand-still.

“ There,” said Vosh, as he held out his hand to
help Susie alight, “ that 's the longest slide down
hill that anybody ever took in Benton Valley.
Nobody ’'ll beat that in a hurry.”

“ 1 don’t think they will,” she said, and Pen
added, inquiringly;

“ W e're not scared a bit, Vosh. W e’llagree
to make the same trip again, if you say so ?”

That was what the sorrel colt was coming down
the road for, and they were speedily on their way up
the hill, in the swift sieigh, — more envied than ever.

And it was not until dinner-time that Vosh drove
his passengers back to the farm-house.

Chapter IX.

Vosh Stebbins carne over to the fann-house
after supper, and he met Deacon Farnham at the
gate. There was nothing imaccountable in that;
but the boys heard him say, just as he was follow-
ing the deacon into Che house ;

“ No, we wont need any snow-shocs.
take mine along.”

“ Port,” said Corry,

But Il

“ something ’'s up.

“ Yes, Deacon; Sile Hathaway says the storm
has driven a whole herd down this way.”

“ 1've known it happen so, more’'n once,” was
the dcacon’s reply.

“ Port,” whispered Corry, as if it were a secret.
“ I know now. We 're tohave a dcer-hunt on the
crust of the snow.”

A minute latcr, Vosh was on the stoop with
them. Tlien he was in the house. Then the
whole affair burst out like a sudden storm.

Deacon Farnham did not say much, but there
was a fiush on his face and a light in his eyes thal
made him look ten years younger. Vosh went home
early, butitwas all arrangcd beforehe left thehousc.

The Saturday morning breakfast was eaten be-
fote daylight, and it was hardiy over before thex
heard Vosh at the door.

There was not much time to talk, so ready we-.
everything and everybody; but it did seem to Pon
as if Vosh Stebbins’s hand-sled, long as it was, wa®
a small vehicle for bringing home all the deei
they were to kill.

“ The lunch-basket and the snow-shoes half lili
it now,” he said to himself.

Vosh had sccured for that day’s work the Services
of an expcrienced dog,— one, movcover, that
seemed to know him and to be disposcd to ohc;
his orders, but that paid small attention to tlic
advances of any other pcrson.

“ Is Jack a deer-hound?” asked Port.

“ Not quite,” said Vosh. “ He’s only a halé
brced, but he 's run down a good many deo'"
He knows all about it.”

Jack was a tall, strong, long-legged animal, widi
iop ears and a sulky face, but thcrc was mu.h
more of the “ hunter” in his appearance than ia
that of oid Ponto. His conduct was also mme
business-like, for Ponto had slid all the w.iy
to the bottom of several deep hollows before lie
learned the wisdom of plodding along with tlie
rest instead of searching the woods for rahbis.
“ Rabbits!” the very mention of those little
animals made the boys look at each other, as if
to ask: “ Did you ever huntanything so small asa
rabbit ?”

The snow in the woods was deep, but there were
few drifts, and the crust was hard except clase
to the trunks nf the trees and under the heavicr
pines and heralocks. Walking was easy. and they
pushed straight on through the forest.

They were three miles from the farm-house
before they saw any game. Off, then, went the
dogs, and the boys were taken a little by surprise
when the deacon said ;

“ Vosh, you 'd better stay here, whilo Corry ard
Port walk off to the right thcrc, about chirty or
forty rods. |'ll strike to the left, as far as the edge
of the big ravinc. If they 've really started a deer,
he may come along there.”



Away he went and away went the boys. Porter
Hudson was hardly able to speak, so exciting was
thc suspense; but, in a moment more, he heard
Jack's bark coming ncarer and nearer, ahead of
him. Almost at the same moment he heard the
crack of his uncle’s rifle. He saw Corry spiing to
his feet, while Vosh Stebbins darted away to the
left, as if he thought he might I)e needed there.

“What can it be? 1 don’t see a single thing.
No— yes— there he goes! Straight for Corry.
Why does n't Vosh stop ?”

The deer in sight was a fine buck, with antlers
nhich afterward proved it to be two years oid,
raid it was easier for Corry to hit it “ on the
run” than to hit a white rabbit. He fired both
barréis, too, and he shouted to Port; but there
was no glory to be won by the city boy this time.
Corry had aimed too well and the» buck had been
too neai', and it was hardly necessary for the dogs
t) puli down their garae.

“ Corry, hear that!” said Port. “ It’'s Vosh's
gun, What's the matter?”
“ There goes his second barrel. Run! Your

gun’s loaded,” replied his cousin.

It was “ all in a minute,” and Port darted away
with a strong impressLon that something strange
had happencd.

Corry must have thought so, too, for he loaded
his guii very rapidly.

Something strange had indeed happcned.

Ibeacon Farnham had walked on rapidly toward
tlw “ deep ravine,” after leaving the boys. He
liad known that forest ever since he was a lad,
and had killed more than onc deer in that vicinity.
He had not gone far, kecping his eyes sharply
about him, when he suddenly stopped short and
raised his rifle. It lookcd as if he were aiining
at a clump of suniach bushes, and Port, or
even Corry, would probably have said they saw
iii'thing there. Vosh, pcrhaps, or any hunter of
more expertence, would have said;

“ See its antlers ! Just above the thick bushl
It's gazing, nov,. It '11 be offin a jiffy.”

fhe deacon saw those antlers, and could judgc
fairly well of the body below them. He could
uot correctly determine its exact position, how-
ever, and so, instead of hitting the deer in the
cliest or side, the bullet grazed its shoulder and
struck its right hip. And then, thc magnificent
buck could not run at all; but he could still fight,
dcsperately. There was danger in tlie sharp and
branching horns, as Deacon Farnham discovered
when he so rashly plunged in among the bushes.

Danger from a deer?

Yes, indeed. Danger of being gored by those
great natural weapons. Instead of being able to use
his hunting-knife, thc deacon found himself dodg-

”

ing activcly behind trees and fending off with his
empty rifle the iurious charges of his furious as-
sailant, until Vosh carne to his assistance.

It was well that Vosh carne when he did, and that
his gun was loaded. Two charges of buckshot were
fired at very short range, and the deacon was safe.

“ You were just in time, Vosh,” he said, panting
for breath.

“1'm glad I was !” said Vosh, carnestiy.

Port carne running up just then, and he was all
eyes and ears, although his help was not needed.

“1t’s a grand one! And we've another over
yonder!”

“ Have you ?” exclaimed his unele. “ Vosh, will
you take charge of it? 1'll see to this onc as soon
as | can ; and | think we 've all thc game we want
for one day.”

“ Why, unclc, it’s only noon. We might hunt
some more, might n't we ?” said Port.

“ Well, we might; but it 'll be late cnough when
we get home. We 'vc work before us, Port, and
it 's time we had some lunch, anyhow.”

They were all quite ready for that, but the boys
began to discover, soon afterward, that deer-
hunting was not all play. It was easy cnough to
cut down branches of trees and lay them on the
sled and fasten them together. Then it was not
a terrible lift for ail four of them to raise a dead
deer and lay it on the branches. The tug of war
carne afterward, as they hauled that sled homc-
ward over thc crust. Several times it broke
through, and then there was no end of floundering
in thc snow and tugging and lifting before they
again got it a-going. Then, once it ljroke from
them, and slid away down a deep, steep liollow,
landing its cargo, all in a lieap, at the bottom.
There was no use for the snow-shoes, but they had
to be fished for in thc snow, when the sled broke
through. Altogether, it was a u'cary journey, but
they all worked at it, untii at last they hauled the
sled out into the half-madc road to Mink Lake.
After tirat they got on better, but they were thor-
uiighly fatigticd hunlers when they reached the
farm-house, and the day was gone.

Tliere were cager faces at the windows, that
of Mrs. Stebbins among them. There were shrill
shouts from Pon on the front stoop. Then there
was an cxcited little gathering at the kitchen door,
when thc sled was drawn in front of it.

Pen clapped her little hands in a galc of excite-
ment, but Susie exclaimed :

“ Poor things !”

She could not help feeling sorry for those two
beautiful creatures on tlie sled.

“ They look so innocent— so helpless,” she said.
But her Unele replicd :

“ Innocent ? Hclplcss ? That big buck was



near to making an end of me when Vosh carne up
and shot it. It 's your game, Mrs. Stebbins.”

He forgot to mention that the fight with the
buck was all his own fault, for he began it; but
tlicrc was venison steak in abu'ndance at table, and
Corry was justified in declaring :

“ It 's great sport to hunt deer, but |1 'd rather
eat venison than drag it home.”

Chapter X.
Corry Farnham and Vosh Stebbins bad each
of them a great deal to do, both at morning and
evening, and had thus far been compelled to neg-
lect the tcm pting attractions of the mili pond and
the Their had been

cmployed, ever since the “ thaw and freczc” ;

river. Saturdays otherwise
and
that splendid skating-ground had lain neglected.

The inajority of the village boys, oid enough to
own skates, had bccn almost as busy, and the
glittering surfacc of the ice was as smooth as ever.

Porter Hudson had looked at it more than once,
and on the day after the grand deer-hunt he said to
Susie : “ Don't let’s say a word about it to any one.
Put your skates under your shawl and take a walk
to the village with me. 1’ll wrap mine up like a
bundle.”

“ Why, Port, what for ?”

“ Don’t you see, Susie, we'll be out there tvith
the rest one of these days ; and we have n't been
on our skates since we were at the rink last winter.
1'ra not sui-e | could stand on mine.”

“Norl, Wc musfpTactce. 1'll be readysoon!”
rcplics Susie

So it carne to pass that day, that while Pen and
her brother and Vosh were safely shut up in the
Benton school-house, their two friends were on the
river, quite a distance above the pond.

“ We can skate as well as ever. Don’t let any-
body know, and we ’ll surprise 'em,” said Port.

Vosh had had a sort ofsurprise in his own mind,
and it carne out, only a few evenings later, when
Aunt Judith was compelled to exclaim, at the
supper table;

“ Skating party on the ice? Who ever heard
tell of such a thing ! After dark, too !”

“ Yes, ma'am,” said Corry, gravely, “ the skat-
ing 's to be done on the jce. All over it. There 11
be the biggest bonlires you ever saw, and there 'l
be good moonlight, too.”

There was a little discussion of the matter, of
course, but the deacon settled it.

“ 1 used to think there was n’t anything much
better than a skate by moonlight. It wont pay to
hitch up a team, but 1°'ll walk over with you.
Let ’s all go.”

After supper, Port whispered to Susie:

“ Hide your skates. | 'll let 'cm see mine.
They don’'t know | can stand on 'em.”

Corry was right about the moon, and the even-
ing was wonderfully clear and bright.

There were a nurabcr of merry skaters alrcady
at work, and there were groups of spectators, here
and there ; for the fires made the scene well worth
coming to look at.

“ Susie,” said Vosh, “ how 1 do wish you knew
how to skate !”

“ Let me see how you can do it.
little while.”

She felt almost conscience-smitten about her iii-
tended fun; but she kept her secret until all tlie
boys had strapped on their skates, and she heard
Vosh say to Port:

“ Can you get up alone ? Shall I hclp you ?”

“ No, | guess not. Can you cut a figure eight?
Thisway ? Come on, Vosh ; catch meifyoucan”

1’1l look on a

“ Corry,” exclaimecd Pen, “ Port can skate!
See him go !”
“ 1 declare,” remarked the deacon, “ so lie

“ So can Vosh,” said Mrs. Stebbins.
city boy is going to beat him, either.”

Vosh's effort to find out if that were truc had
already carricd him so far away, that, the moment
Corry followed him, Susie felt safe to say :

“ Now, Unele Joshua, if you will help me buckle
my skates "

She was in such a fever to get them on, that jhe
hardly heard the storm of remarks from Mrs.
Stebbins and Aunt Judith; but the deacon seemed
to take an understanding interest in the matter,
and he was already on his knees on the ice, hasten-
ing to fasten her skates.

“ Can you really skate, Susie ?” he asked.

“ 1’1l show you in a minute. Please do huny,
before either of them suspect anything !”

“ O Susie,” said Pen, mournfully, “ I do wish
I could!”

“ You must Icarn some day " said Susie.

“ Susie,” exclaimed Aunt Judith, “ wait forsome-
body to go with you. You might tumble down-"

“ No, no! Goiiow, Susie,” saidhcruiicle. “ tff
with you !'”

She was really a very graceful skatcr, and her
aunts looked on with admiration as well as a good
dcal of astonishment, while shc made a few whirls
near by to assure herself that the skates wcrc on
rightly. Then away she glided over the ice, and
the first intimation of her skill that Vosh Stclibins
had, was when the form of a young lady fiuttcrcd
swiftly past, between him and theglare of the great
central bonfire. Her face was turned the other
way, and he looked back at her, cxclaiming i

“ And no



“What a fine skater! Who can she be ?”

“ 1 know,” said Port Hudson, ciése at hand, and
waiting for his share of the joke. *“ Slie 's a girl
from the city, who is spending the winter with
some relatives of mine. Come on, | 'm going
nfierher. Think you can keep up? Come on,
Vosh.”

Away went Porter, just as his friend fclt a great
liit flush come into his face, and dashed after
them, saying to himself: “ If | 'm not stupid !
Why, it 's Susie Hudson !”

He felt as if his honor were at stake, and he
never skated so well as then. The tires on the
iink seemed to flit by him as he followed that
solitary girl skater around the glittering, icy reaches
af the mili pond. It looked so like a race that
almost everybody else paused to watch, and some
even checred. Deacon Farnham himselfshouted :
“ Huvrah for Susie!” and Pen danced up and down.

“ It's just wonderful,” said Aunt judith, “ to
see her go off that way, the very first time.”

“ 1 guess it is n't quite the first skatin’ she ever
did,” said Mrs. Stebbins, “ but Vosh 'll catch her.
See 'f he don’t.”

She was right. Just as Susie reached the head
of the pond and made a quick turn into the wind-
ing channel of the river, Vosh carne swinging along
ai her side, and for a little distance he did not
speak a word to her.

“ Vosh,” she said, at last, “ 1 wish you 'd teach
me to skate.”

A ringing laugh was the only answer, for a mo-
ment, and then he remarkcd, innocently:

'mThe ice is smoother up thisway, but 1 mustn’t
let you get too far from the folks. You'll gel too
tired, skating back again.”

On they went, while all the people they had left
behind tliem, exccpt their own, were inquiring of
One another the fiame of the young lady that had
so astonished them.

Oddly enough, the Benton girls had omitted
skating from their list of accomplishments, by a
kind of common consent; and Susie’s bit of fiirr
had a surprise in it for others besides Vosh and
her aunts. It was quite likely she would have
imitatoi's thereafter, for she made an unexpected
soiisation that evening.

Port also had surprised Corry and tho Benton
boys, although somc of them were every way his
equals on the ice.

Chapter XI.

Every wcek, since Porter and Susie Hudson
had been at the farm-house, one or both of them
had had letters to read. Those with a city post-
markwere apt to be rather brief and business-like,

but the smaller envelopes which carne from further
South were sure to have more in them.

“ Aunt Sarah !” exclaimed Susie, one afternoon,
as she finished reading one of these, “ Mothcr
says that she 's as well as ever. Now, spring is
coming "

“ Susie,” said Auntjudith, “ you sit right down
and writc to her that the snoxv is three fcct dccp
on a level, and that she must n’t droani of coming
north till May.”

“ Spring 'll come sooner in tho city, Aunt judith.
And oh, | do so want to sec her !”

The city cousins had indeed had a good time of
it; but the sunwas climbing higher in the sky, and
spring drcw nearer daily. The increasing warmlh
steadily scttled the snow-drifts, in spite of the bit-
ter nights and the strength with which Winter kept
his hold upon all that north country.

At last “ the sap began to run,” and Deacon
Farnham prepared for his sugar harvest among
the maplo-trces on the south-lying hillsidc.

It was a sunny, snow-melting sort of a day, but
no real thaw had started yet, and the crust was
firin enough for them to walk on, from tree to tree,
while they were tapping those which the deacon
selected.

Tho boys had work enough to do, carrying from
the sieigh the wooden troughs, and placing them
where they would catch the steady drip, drip, drip,
from the sap-tubes.

“ They 'll fill quickiy,” said the deacon. “ We
must bring up some kcttlcs as soon as we can.”

The hired man and Vosh were engagcd upon
that part of the work already, and the girls went
back to see how it was done.

“ It’s easy enough,” said Pen, but she did not
try to lift one of the huge iron kettles.

Two strong, forkccl stakes were driven, about six
feet apart, and a very stout pole laid across them,
rosting in the forks. A kettle was swung upon
this cross-polc, and then all was ready for building
a fire under the kettle.

Sugar-making, as Deacon Farnham conducted
it, was not a matter to be finished in a day; but
the weather continuad favorable, and the dcacon
had to hire an extra hand, and cvcn then a good
deal of “ syrup ” was sent all the way to the house
to be made into sugar.

Within the next few days a thaw set in, and it
was hard work to finish up the sugaring. The
snow in the valley and on south-lying hill-sides
went first, and all the roads and hollows strcamed
with torrcnts of water. The ice in the mili pond
cracked and lifted, day after day, till the ilood
broke it up and carried it over the dam. The river
swelled till it burst its frosty fetters, and then for a.
while there was danger of its bursting everything



eelse, and carrying bridges, dam and all, away down
stream. Tile frcshet was a giand thing to look at,
and Vosh took the deacon’s black team and drove
the whole household down to see it.

More letters carne, and soon they were all from
the city.

“ Susie dear,” said Aunt Sarah, moiirnfully,
“ | s’pose we must get ready to say good-bye to
you before long.”

That was what the letters meant,
Judith had to say to Pen :

“ It is n't time to ciy.
yet.”

“ 1 know they 'rc not,— but they 're going !”
was Pen’s disconsolate answer, as she begair to
sob.

Mrs. Stebbins and Vosh heard the news before
night, and they both carne over after tea. Vosh
was inclined to be silent for awhile, but at last he
ventured to ask: “ Susie, have you and Port had
a good time this winter ?”

and Aunt

They are not gone

“ Deliglitful! W e’re both really grateful, too,
to you and your mother.”

“ Sakes alive!” exclaimed Mrs. Stebbins, “ 1
don’'t see what we 've done. It 's been a ver/
improvin’ time for Vosh, I 'm sure.”

Port and Corry had a great deal to talk aboui,
and it was plain that the whole household wesl-
sorry spring was coming, now that they realiztd
with what a complete “ breaking-up ” the winter
was to ciése.

It was only a few days latcr, in a pleasant homo
in the city, that Susie and her brother were
earnestly recounting their experiences to a lady
and gentlcman who seemed quite willing to listen,

“ 1 know all about it, my dears; | was bom
there,” said the lady, at last.

“ And so was Father !” said Port.

“ Well, Mother dear,” exclaimed Susie,
there anything more delightful than winter in the
country ?”

THE EN'D.

MAGIC BUTTONS.

By Emma

“ Rich man, poor man, beggar man, thief,
Doctor, lawyer, merchant, chief!”—
Thus sang lIsabellc, Bessie, and Kate,
And each hoped the rich man would be her fate.

Button by button, till Belle’s row was done;
How her face brightened, I— The rich man had
won !
“ And perhaps he 'll be even a prince,” said she,
m And we’ll live in a palace far over thc sea!”

Poor Bessie, alas! had buttons four;

Though she counted again, she could make no
more;

None under the collar, where one might hide: —

You ’11 have to marry a thief!” they cried.

Merchant, chief,” so counted Kate ;

Was a swarthy savage to be her mate ?
But, no!— three buttons on either pocket,
And still another beneath her locket,

Four on one slceve, and two on the other:

She ’'s to marry a doctor, as did her mother.

Oh, dear,” sighed Kate; “ but” (turning toward
Bess)

That 's better than wedding a thief, 1 guess |”

C. Dowi).

But sorrowful Bess was nowhere seen ;

Kate looked at Isabelle.— What could it mean?

She was vexed,” said Belle, “ at the way it carne
out,

And she’s in the house, crying,— | have nta
doubt.”

Then, hearing a step, they tuvned their e>es,
And there stood Bessie, to their surprise,

In her Sunday gown,”™of palé sky-blue,

With its buttons of s|lver, bright and new!

"1 could n't marry a thief,” said Bess,

And so | went in to,change my dress;

Just wait a minute,-~! 'm almost through,—

I 'm to marry a rich man, as uidl os
you! "

Dear me,” cried Belle, in sudden grief,

‘By my new dress / should marry a thief!
There ’'s a dozen buttons,— 1 know that well;
Oh | how are we ever going to tell ?”

‘“It’s all a humbug! ” said Kate, at last,
Her faith in the magic vanishing fast; —

‘1 tell you, a charm can never come truc
That depends on an extra ljutton or two !
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TSANU TSAN AND

TSANG TSAN AND

THE

M AN-EATER. (Ai-tit,

THE MAN-EATER.

By John R. Coryell.

“ Now, my son,” said Tsang Tsan'’s father, onc
morning, “ be sure you take tlie path across the
ficlds. It ’s thc longcst way, but it 's thc safest.”

“ Yes, sir,” replicd Tsang, dutifull}".

“ And try not to fall asleep on the way,” added
his eldest brother, gravely; “ for the cows would
be sure then to go by the grovc, because that is
the way they usually go.”

“1'll keep awake,” said Tsang, a little impa-
tiently, but respectfully, too, forin China the cldcst
brother is held next to tlie parents in eonsideration.

Tsang was then lifted up and placed astridc of
onc of thc cows, which at once started off at a
leisurcly pace, followed by its fellows in straggling
but soleran order. There was a short struggle at

the path which tumed toward thc distant groic,
but after a few sharp blows with his switch, and a
few vigorous pulis at the thong fastened in thc
nosc-ring, Tsang carne off victorious and made liis
cow take the new path. The other cows, aftera
few moments of surprised indecisién, followed the
onc which Tsang was riding.

Little Tsang’'s cows were not the comely, mild-
eyed creatures we see in our country; they were
water-buffalo. cows, with vcry large bodies, small,
fierce, red eyes, long, serai-cii-cular flat horns, and
almost hairiess, dirty-gray colored hides. Each
had a ring in its nosc and a tougli thong was tied
to the ring and wound about the horns of all but
che cow ridden by Tsang. But for the nose-ring



and thong the buffaloes would have been unman-
ageable, for they are as different in temper as in
looks from our gentle cows.

A very odd picture Tsang made as he sat
astride of the buffalo, for its back was so broad
tliat the little boy’s legs were almost at right an-
gles with his body. But he could readily change
liis position and sit with botli feet on one side.
It required no great skill to ride the broad-backed,
slow-moving creature, and Tsang was SO accus-
tomed to it that he gave no more thought to him-
self than if he had been in a chair. And practice
had made him expert at riding the buffaloes.

So secure was he, in fact, that he acted more as
if lie were on the ground than on buffalo-b.ick, and

'
POOR T5ANC 1 HE COULD ONLY SCRCAM.

tlic eider brother’s warning was not at all imiiec-
cssavy, for it was no unusual thiug for Tsang to
compénsate himself for rising at- daybrcak by
half-redining upon the buffalo’s back and tak-
ing little naps, as often as the animal stood still.

This morning, however, he took measures to
drive away drowsiness, as he had no desire to be
carried through the grove where a most unwel-
come visitor was supposed to be lurking. It was
very seldom that tigers were seen in that portion
of China, but occasionally they had been seen,
and now, for the first time in Tsang’'s short life,
one had come into the ncighborhood.

For two weeks it had spread terror through
the surrounding country, not merely by giving
occasional glimpses of its great striped body, but
by carrying off two children and a man ; for, un-
fortunately, it was a man-cater, and would have
no other food when the human kind was availabie.
All of the terrible creature’s depredacions had been

(See page 492.)

in or near the grove, and, thereforc, for more tlian
a week that vicinity had bccn dcserted by those
who lived there, and avoided by those who did not.

It was not strange thcn that Tsang’'s father
wished liim lo go by the longer but safer road. He

ir



would even have kept Tsang at home if he had
been able to afford it; but he was not, and he
needed all the mone>' that could be earned by his
buffalocs in the work at farmer Yu s rice-fields,
where they helped in the plowing and irrigating.

Tsang, himself, was not particularly afraid of
the tiger. This was not because Tsang was brave,
but because ho was a boy. He had not yet seen
the tiger, fior had any of his friends, and conse-
quently it was not very real to him; and, unless it
was real, how could he be afraid of it?

During the two hours’ ride to farmerYu's, Tsang
amuscd himself by practicing on a rude bambeo
flute, trying to catch some of the airs most familiar
to him, and succeeding so poorly that it was well
he had no other hearers than the dull buffaloes.
It was awoncler that even they bore it as patiently
as they did, though Tsang was fully convinccd
that he was making cxceedingly sweet music.

Tsang staycd all day at Farmer Yu's; and while
the buffaloes were plodding wearily around the
short circle, pumping water from the canal into
the rice-fields so as to cover the sceds with water,
the farm-hands talked of nothing but the tiger,—
how monstrous and how fierce he was, and how a
whole company of soldiers had been ordered to
come and kill him.

One of the hands told how he had been near
when tlie man was seized and carried off by the
tiger, as a cat might carry off a mouse. He said
the tiger was as big as six dogs, was covered with
black and white stripes, and had a mouth so big
that it could hold— well, it could take in Tsang’s
head. Whereupon little T?ang shuddcred from
head to foot, and uneasily wished the man had
thought of some other way of dcscribing the ter-
rible mouth.

But the man, who saw what an effect ho had
produced, went on adding to Tsang’s discomfort
by telling of the tiger’s long, white tceth and ter-
rible roar, until Tsang began to look forward with
dread to the approach of night, when he would be
obliged to go home again.

“ He ncvcr leaves the grove, does he ? " faltered
Tsang.

“ At first he did n't,” said the man who had
been describing the tiger; “ but since everybody
has kept away from the grove for so long, he must
havc bccorae very hungry, and thcrc 's no knowing
where he may be now.”

“ Nonsense !” exclaimed Farmer Yu, sharply,
for he saw hiw frightened Tsang was. “ The tiger
wont leavo the grove; so havc no fear, my boy.”

But Tsang did have fear, and tried to find some-
body who lived in the direction of his home, when,
after the evening meal, he gathcred his Isuffaloes
together. Nobody was going his way, however.

and it was with very different feelings from those
he had had in the morning that he mounted his
slow-moving animal and started for home, by the
road over which he had come.

There was very little probability that he would
fall asleep now, for his mind was full of visinns
of gaping mouths, bristling with gleaming white
tceth; and, do what he would, he could not help
comparing the opening between thé dreadful jaws
with the size of his head. And behind every clum]>
of bushes he fancicd he saw black and white stripes.

The further he 2ot from Farmer Yu's, the more
real his fancics seemed to him, until, at last, he was
in such a tremor of fear that every note he blcw
on his flute was a tremolo; for, as American boys
keep up their courage in lonely places at dusk h,
whistling, 50 Tsang was trying to cheer himselfby
playing on his flute. A final wailing, quaveriiig
note so worked upon his nerves, however, that wiib
a sob and a shudder he thrust the unlucky instru-
ment into his bclt and clambered to his fcct on tia-
buffalo’s back, the better to look about him; as if
he exoectcd to find thatthe wail from his flute had,
in reality, come from the tiger, concealed not far
away.

He could see nothing, however, and, after a few
moments, resumed his sitting posture. Nciur
before had Tsang examined the landscapc so
carefully, or been so anxious to reach home. He
whipped and worried his iDuffalo to make it mn\e
more quickiy; but the tired animal not only i.-
fused to quickcn its movements, but Tsang thougbt
it even'went more slowly. Certainly, it rescnied
his goading, for it snortcd savagcly, and its litile
red eyes glowed redder still.

Tsang, however, cared nothing for its anger,
fior for the fact that all the other cows seemed
to sympathize with it. He only thought of tlie
tiger, and its mouth, and teeth, and stripes, and be
raised his whip to strike again, when his eyc was
caught by a slight waving in aclump of tall gra™s,
a short distance ahead of him.

Here was something real, at last. Tsang starcd
wildly at the spot, and held his breath from fear.
In his imagination he was already half devoured.
A half-chokcd scream broke from his lips, and he
frantically pulled at the thong to turn his biiffalo
around. But the buffalo, too, had seen the wav-
ing grass, for she tosscd her head with a half
siiort, half bellow, and stood pawing the earih.
totally disregarding Tsang’s efforts to turn her.
The other cows followed her example, and all liad
their eyes fixed on the clump of grass.

Poor Tsang! He had nothing but voice left
now,— all his strength was gone,— and he could
only scrcam. That, however, he did, and right
lustily too, until the grass waved suddenly with
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more violence and out from it shot the very striped
creature of Tsang's imagination. That spectacle
froze Tsang’s voice, and left him with open mouth
and staring eyes.

Then there was a sudden rush, a cloud of dust,
and a horrible mingling of hoarse bellows and
loud, cat-like yells.

Where was Tsang? He did not know; he was
not on the buffalo— he was somcwhere — he was
«aiting. His eyes were slnit tiglit, but his ears
were open and rang with the terrible sounds
that tilled the air. He thought that be felt the
hot breath of the tiger on his face — and then
consciousness left him.

A little later, a small boy sat in the dust, staring
;il/out*him : a half dozen buffaloes were graziiig in
the ditch, and a great bulk of yellow and black
stripes lay not far away.

The small boy was Tsang. He was not a bit

“NOON,
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dead; he was not hurt, Alor even scratched ; and,
in fact, nothing at all was wrong with him. The
buffaloes were his, and the huge yellow and black
object was his— if he wanted it. It was what was
left of the tiger, which, in looking for one thing,
had found another. Instead of small boy it had
found buffalo, and the buffalo had treated the
tiger as the tiger had intended to treat the small
boy— had killed it.

Tsang was very much astonished to find himself
alive. How it had all happened, he did not know.
He could not comprehcnd that his cxcited imagin-
ation had made him feel the breath of the tiger,
and therefore he was firmly convinccd that he had
been in the very clutch of that creature.

That was the story he told at home, and that
was what they all believed. What was left of the
tiger-skin was saved, and the possession of it made
Tsang a hero for the rest of his life.
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In iriumph fidcs, and swiftly on

His April course is borne.

Sport for thk Montii
F1yino, skying, ever irying
To get higncr in the
Kitcs are pl."ying, soai-ing, awaying
In thc April sky so fair.

KVENING SKIES for YOUNC A sTRONOMERS.

(Sec Iniroduction, puge 255, St N jchoi-as for Jaiuiary t’

Atrit i5th, 3.30 T.M .

Venus, though fsu'from beiiig at her bnghte.st, is now a bnll
iani objcct in the south*wcst Atthc bcginning of the montli
notice tiw near she is to thePleiades, and drawing near to SAi
URN, whose position she pas.ses on the J3th, but a liltk Inghci
iip. sati'/RH and Aldebaran are now near «aclx otlier, aud
make a pretty pictutc up in thc sky. You can now compare
their rclatlve brightncss: but if Vekus was al her brighicM.
she would .almost put thc others out Saturn is ai one end
ofchc > ofthe Hyadcs. M aks has scarcely moved from ihe
place he occupied in M arch; he isjust half-way bctween Re”
ulus and the Twin Stars. He is now so far from the earihlhat
he isnot nearly so brightas he w.asin February. J atitbr ha'
now started on his forward course to the castward. and K*i
moved almostto rhc very spot he occupied jn F«bruar>s 111 Une
with Castor and Pollux.

Or/sn and Cofi/s Mujor (thc GreatDog) are setting. Regu-
las is exactly souih at 23 minutes pase 8 o’clock. Another star
is now visible in the south-cast.__ It is .Spica, the prxncipul
slarin the constcllalion Virgoor The Virgin, one of the con-
aicllations of thc Zodiac In the eastis the s~ Arcturuv
thc ncxl| hrigbtcst in the norlhem heavcns to Snuis. H >
the principal star in Booles, Vu Herdsman, Capclk is now
in the west,

Letuinow notice a few of the siar» toward ihe norlh.
suppose you know the North Star. Nearly overhead,
to the east, is the consicllation of Ursa Mitjor, the Great
Bear, of which the Dipper, formed by scven bright siars,
the principal object, The two stars in thc Dipper farihcsi
from the handle are called the Pointers, because theyalvay*-
pointtoward the Nonh Star. From thc Dipper drawnime
through the North Star, and there in iljc Mlky
down m the north, are five stars iu thc form ofa 5.
are In the constelladon Cassiopeia, often called the Lady i»
her Chair. The two stars low down in the north*east are thc
eyes ofthc constellaiion Draco (The Dragdén}.

« «

THE CAT ANU THE MOUSE.

said Mrs. Mouse to llie young Mice. ““The oid cat and the Kittoiis have gone for
Out of your liofe.s, every one of you, and forage for your suppers.

‘When the Cat s away

~OnJgreedyiittlc Mouse lingered too long over the cheese, and the Cat

crouehel all ready foraspring. “ Oh dear ! ” said the l.ttle Mouse, “ if I had remembered

good as a feast, this Cat would not be likely to make a supper of me.
struck the little Mouse.

“ Oh, Mistress Puss!” he cried, “ your three littI™eKittenshave

onf«”
® 5
their mittens.

But just

and as Puss looked around to box their ears, the littlc Mouse jumped into his hole, crymg out AfRILfOoc.

mThe ii.Tines of planels are priated in capitals,— those of constoibtions in

iiatics



“Well, | 've come,’”sobbed April; “ bwt | have notonc single flower for you, dear mother; 1 've had bad
hick. Just ihink what an easy time Sister May has of It; shc gets all my flowers tlicse days. And as for
Mardi, nolling is expected of him but to blow and bluster; wffile every onc thiiiks | oughc to come Nviih
iny hands full of flowers, and all sorts of little warm airs.”

“ Oh ! never mind, April,” said Mother Kature, kindly, “ I lo\'e you ; you lielp me along amazingly, and
you are ever so much sweeter than July antl August, wlio sometinres burn my poor garden dreadfully. |
don’t like to have you unhappy, my dear, biit | don’t know what | should do without your tears.”

Well,” said April, brightening np suddenly and fairly smiling, “ that makes me feel ever so much better,
and | will go right to work and see what I can do for the Arbutus.”

WHEN SPRING BEGAN.

IS5 E, J. Whrki.eh,

W hilr roaming in iNi woods one clay, ‘We)), bles*< my «larsl For puré conccii,”
| aAked the giicscion, half In play, Began ihc Brook, “you lwo do beat
W ho can tell when Spring began?” AIll I have heard. As if ’i were truc
Straiglitway the answer carne, “/ can !” Spring ncver cnnic at all till yon
And Robin Redbreast cooked his head Were born, and can’t come whun you ’rc dead !
'Ali right! Then pray procccd,” 1 said. I 'm sorry, sir, yon ’ve leen inisled,
Bul | can set you right, | know
*1 miisl,” said he, " cxprcss surprise Spring comes when | begin lo flow.
That any one with two good eye*!, W hen my Ice inehs, and not till ihen,

Or even one, should fall (o sec

Spring’s coming wusi depend on me.

W hen | come, then will come the Spring,
And ihat's the gist of the whole thing.”

Spring darcs to vcnture forth again.”

*W hew !’ sncered the Hreerc, in high dlsdaln,

"You ’re wrong as they are, il is plam,

‘Ho, hol He, he! Well, | deciate!” W hen | ilFst carne, not long ago,

A Squirrel chuckied, high in alr. I found you naiiglit but Ice and snow.

"That Ls loo droll — ihat you should bring, T was my wmrm breath, you thanklcss thing,
Instead of being brought by, Spring. Thatbroke yourbands and brought the Spring.
I had n*t mcant lo boasl, buc now The Robins and ihc Squlrrel.s all
The cause of fruih will not allow Come only when t)iey hear me cali.

My silence; so | 'll merely state In fact, I may asscrt with Iruvh

That Spring for me must alivayewan I am the Spring luclf, in sooth

The thing admits not of a doubt: Spring 's here becausc 1’'m here, and when

Spring cdn’t becgin lili I come oul.” I leave, you 'U have no Spring again.”



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

AN APRIL STORY.

I'11 lell you something quaint and qucer
That came to pa”s in a by-gone ycar:

A daint)’, beautiful, smUing maid —

Known to the 10N as Miss Sunshade—

W as mct one day by I big, grcen “ feller,”
All cotton and wbalebonc, by fiame Umbrella:
When he up, and said: “ Ahcm! I'm afraid
You*re out of place here, my pretty maid!

It *s going lo rain, as you pjalnly see,

And soon there will be great cali for me."

Then raising herself from a ciirlsy low,

She answered: “'T w'as shinlng a moment ago,
It tcally seems ihal you always Iry

To come .*dong when it's bright and dry."

“ And yOU" he reiortccd, “ 'most every hour

Pop :n, and ruin my pretdest shower,”
“ Perhaps | do," said this pretty maid —
Known lo the ION as Miss Sunshade —

“ Perhaps | do, for 1 like lo be fair—
You'll admil,” she cried, “ that | have you iherel”
Ic’s my tum, now.” he cried jn jest,—

But his fun was cloudy and grim at be.et,—

“* 'I'nat Sun of yours, you 'll admit, no doubu

Is not 10 be found unless he is out.”

* And YOU” she answered, w'ith merry frowri,
" To friend and foe must, nt last, come down,”

%Vell. so they parleyed, and teased, and chalTed;

W hile the weather, by tums, hemoaned and laughed;
Till at lasi the matter was seitled arlght

By each of them vowing no more to fight.

safid Mim Sunshade :
“my pretty maid!”

“ We 'll ever be fricnd.s,”"
“ Yes, ever,” he echoed,

And 80, to this day, in April wefithcr,
‘I'ne two go iripplng along together.

THE AGES OF ANIMALS-

Has any one ever heard of a dog over fourteen
years of age ? of a hoi-se oidor than thirty years?
or a mulé older than fifty? or a shecp past nine
siimmers? lam told that these respective ages are
sometimes passed, but | ara not sure of it, and |
consequentlyaskfor information based on personal

knowledge. Look into the matter for me, my
chicks. There are stories of elephants living to
be one hundrcd and fifty years oid, and of whales
half the age of the venerable Methusaleh ; but we

have to take these stories on faith, if at all. Jack
wishes to hear now from those who know.
MORE ABOUT *“ JERIOHO ROSES,”
Chicago, Janttary 7, 1884,

Deak Jack-ik-the-Pulpit: AIll of our home-circle were ck..
lo see the paperon “ Jericho Roses"by Mr. Tait, In ihe jav
uary number of St. Nichotas. Tliinklng ihat some ofyour lini
friends may have been as much Inlerested In leadIng itas were 01
liltle ones, I want to tell them a few more things about the surr,
“ Roses,” In ihc autiimn of 1876 we bought some of them of &
oid Turk — doubtless the same of whom Wr. Tail purchased hi
After getting back to our home jin Wisconsin, we tried il
“* Roses” ivich che sanie result os mentoiied in ihe anide reiern.”
to. Oneday we thought we would go siUl further, and see if tlic f
was really life in them; so, sdecring a very small specimeii, aib!
putting it ill a glass of water, we left it where fiwould gel pleniy .«
airand sunshine. Jud”e of our deUghC when we weiitto itin afv,,
days, and found some tiny green leave.sspringing from the branchc-
Nor is this all. for aftera few weeks there appeared exqulsile litc'i'
lavendcr blos-soms. A grcat many pcoplc saw thbi, and ihc o'l
Turk would have reapcd a rich harvest if he had been within reai li
at ihc time,

The litlle rose is now asdry and twistcd-looking as ever Il wi.-
Some lime | am going to try itagain, to scc If the Ufewent froni ic
when the blossom faded.

Vours, liLva D. oguk\

A LUCKY APRIL FOOL.

DiiAR Jack-in-thb-Pulp:t: | am thirieen years oid, Genem 'v
speaking, I am not very fond of Aprll-fool stories, Aior Aprll-f"il
jokes, but 1found one the otherday, In Chambers's Book oi Da;.',
that intercstcd me very much, It claims lo be historical, and if

you will allow me, | will repeatitto yourcrowd of little folk:

“ Itisrelated ihat Francis, Duke of Lorralne, and his wife, bci,ig
in captivity at Nantes, effected their escape in consequence of 1'c
aitcm ptbeing made on the firsl of April, ‘Disguised as peasan s,
the onc bearing a hod on his shoulder, the other carrying a baskci 'f
rubbish at her back, they both, at an early hourof ihe day. pa*- d
through the gales of tlie city, A woman, having a knowledge f
their personafappearance, ran to give notice to the sentry. " -A)
fuoll ” cried ihc soldier; and all the guard, 10 a man, shouted tjoi,
“ April faolbeginning with llie sergeant in charge of the p'i-t.
The Covcrnor, to whom the story was told as a jest, concchul
some suspicion, and ordered the matter lo be invesiigated; | :i

it was too late, for llie Duke and his wife were already well n
their way. The firstof April had saved them ,'”

You see, Mr. Jack, ihis could not be called a pmctical joU-,
though I 've no doubt Ilie solcHers felt rather foolish when ijny

learned ihat ihey had only caughtthemselves |
Yourrincere admlrer,
Crlara P, V.

A CLERGYMAN'S OPINION OF HORSES.

Herk is an extraet from a letter sent by the Rtw.

Henry Warcl Beechcr to a friend who had lost a
very fine horse:

“Oughthe notto havc tcspect in death, especfially .is he ha.s »o
chance nereafter? But are we so certain about that? Does
moral jusiice rcqulre that there should be some grcen pasture-biul
hereafter for good horscs ? say— oid family liorses ihathavc brouyhi
up a whole family of their masier's children and never run away in
their lives? Doctors’ horscs, thal stand, unhitched, hour?, day ui'd
night, nevergnawing the post or fence, while the work of intentw
hurnanity goes on? Omnibus horses that are jerkcd and pulled,
licked and kicked, ground up by inchcs on hard, sliding pavemenis.
ovcrload” and abu?ed ? Horscs that died for their country cu ihc
freid of battle, or wore out their constitutlons in carrying noble gen*
emls through field and fiood, withoutonce flinching from the hard*
cstduty 2 Or rﬂyhorse, my oid Charley, the firi>thorse ihat ever |
owncd; of racing stock, large, raw-boncd, too fiery for anybody &
drlving but my own, and as docilc to my voicc as my child was.

Your Jacksays yes,” emphatically.



THE PRI2E DRAWINGS.— A LETTER FROM DEACON GREEN.

My Dear Boys and Girls: of all the moi*e than nine hundred
original sketches and pictures ihat ihe St. Nicholas boys and girls
have sent, in response lo my request, made several weeks ago in this
inagasinc, not one has been without ils point of interest, and not one
but has inet friendly cxaminatlon. To say that they are all good
ivould not be truc; yet some are vcry, very good, and some, like
ihat littlegirl with ihc curl, are “ honid.” Butone and all show that
my young friends liavc irdd, and | am satished. Oi'ihc greatnum-
her sent in, a large proporiion, though not quite worthy of winning
jirizes, are too good to be carclcssly thrown aside; and so thejr
young arsisls shall go on the Roll of Honor. This part of the busi-
>e5Sis easily settled. So also is the soleetion of tliirty or forty of the
.cry “best” a* d«erving of special mention : but the real hard
,vork— hard for the undersignecl and hard for the awarding cotn«
nittee— has been to decide to which three oul of thcsc chirtyor
forty best the thrcc primes can fairly be nwarded.

Well, the vexed question is at last settled by the cominittcc, after

ylv >

FIHST J'’KIZE DRAWINC:

3 long seshion, which made me Ukc them better than ever, because
they showed so much interest in my boys and girls, and so much
honest appreciation of each piece of work, and sucli discrimina;ion
in regard to anlsiic exccllicnce. Better than chis, they actually. in
severalinstances, have discovercd “ fresh lalenl” which,when righlly
developed, shall yet delight the piccure-loving readers nf St.
Nichotas,~ at all of which your friend Stas Grcen” rejoicelh
exceedingly.

Now for the awards, the justice of which will, it is hopcd, be
apparent to cach one ofyou, so far as your own Individual eflbrts
are concerned.

IsT Prize (Tiverity Dollars) to Miss EUnore C. V. Ktaak,
New York,

2D Prize (Ten Dollars) lo Miss Margarct Ncilson Armsirong
and Miss Helcn Maitland Armsirong, New York,

30 Phize (Fixte Dollars) to Miss Ada Bowley, Lee, Kent,
England,

“ LITTLE BLACK SI'INNER, 5F'IN ME SOME LACE.” DRAWN UV MISS EUNORE C. V- KRAAK.— AOED 15

A FAIRY’'S ORDER.

By M. F°

Liri'LE black spinner, spin me some lace,
Filie as fine can be;

1 am going to dinc with the butterfly
And mcct the bumblc-bee.

Butts.

You know liow rich tlic liumming-bird is-
He will be thcrc, too;

I nm going to wcar a poppy-leaf dress
And cliamonds of dew ;

—_
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TNISn vniiE DRS.WINC; “ A SQiriRREL, A BIRD, ARD A BOY." (SEE POEM, MEXT PAGE.) DRAWM BY MISS ADA BOWLEV.— AOBD I4

Little black spinner, spin a«ay,
And do youi' very best,

That 1 may trim my poppy-!eaf dress,
And look as well as the rest.

CI-IRISTINA CHURNING.

By DuKA RI'Al) GOODM.E.

Creak, crcak ! beneath two hwdened hands,
The yellow cliurn unflagging swings;

In plaided frock Christina stands
And rocks it as she sings.

The raftered ceiling, dark and low,

The jutting mantel, brown with smokec,
In seasoned timbers still can show

Their toiigh, unyielding oak.

In this wide-fronted cliimney-place,

This biick-laid hearth that glows again,
| read the oid New England race

Of rugged maids and men.

Christina, with her northern eyes,
Her flaxen braids, her ycllow hood,

Can never claim the stubborn ties
Of that rebellious blood.



Not she, those stranger-looks confess, She sings— a voice untrained and young

That heavy-footed, peasant tread, A simple measure, free as rain;
The woolen horaespun of her dress, | follow through the foreign tongue
The quilted skirt of red; The little wild refrain.
The grass-green ribbon, knotted thricc, Creak, creak ! beneath her hardcned hands
The cotton kerchief, bordered gay, The yellow churn unsteady swings;
That colored to her childish eyes Two tears drop siiigly where she stands,
A Swedish gala day. Unbidden, as she sings.

A SOUIRREL, A BIRD, AND A BOY.

By John Vance Chevey.

A HAZEL-NUT hung in the top of a tree; As the two sat sharply eying each other,

“ Ha,” chirped Sir Squirrel, “ thatfellow for me !” Along came a boy. “ Now, somehow a-nuther.'
Then he whisked his tail high over his back, Said he, “ that nnt has got to come down,
And began to map out his plan of attack. And, just for a changc, take a trip to town

* Suppose, Mr. Frisky, you take it now,” Come down it did; while squirrel and bird
Piped Nut—hatch up f_rom a hf’_‘”dy boygh;_ Sat so still not a hair or a feather stirred;
Then he wiped his bili and wiggled his wing, The kink was all out of Sir Frisky’s tail,
Ready ihe minute Sir Squirrel should spring. And Nut-hatch’s bOl felt blunt as a nail.

'T is n't best to be too certain, you see,
About the plump nuts in the top of the tree.

in deterinining the «cond prize, the committee found ii quite impossible ! -

Before giving the Roll of Honor, I mustexpliiin that,
insisted upon coming two by two, until ai last tho divided bo<v

cast a unanimous vote. Indeed the votes, like the animals of the Ark,
awaided a divided second prize to the iwo young sisters whose drawings are given on page 498.

ROLL OF HONOR.

Bomiall-Manon C. Harris- Brown-Nelson B. Grecne-Phil. Sawyer-Newton B, lai..-
|ng|on Will y. S. Moody-M atj- M~on M .tchell-Carne V~a Hayden-Gerirude Estabrooke— Nellie B. .Manlove-Louise Mari.,
Mcats — .Minnie K Clemonl— Alison Alien — Fannie Camp— Evelyn L. Cox— John R. Purdon — Effie M, Roed — Rose Perkin--
Mary S. Bibbs-Kate Jordan-B. Rosenmeyer-Clara H. TardJ-Ada D. Champlin-Henry Mariyn Saville-Ernest C- Peixol...
Iravis-Anna tpjphn— AdclaideC. W atson-E. B. Child-Laura Blackwood-Manan Macintosh-Harrietco R. Rlchar.h

Joseph L.
lhorp — Wilham Henry Remington — Aggiu P. Rhodes— Chester Holmes Aldrich — Howard Sill.

— Josephino R.

vV s® — 4 .n, isvyiiuiu»— .viarv o. ncancK — oiimc
rp-., r Stephe|*5— Lduh M, Footc — George Groutc— Edwin Lichc— Emma M. |
nilén-Jont~r 1 Roberls-W esley ISrowmng—Arthur 1. Wilgres.s-Mi.itie Welherbco- James l.e.uning Rice-John A
Murphy — Rmhard A. French — Ruhy M. Ptitlcrson — Winnio F. Eddy — Geriic L. Abbott— Lillian M, Douglass — Maude Merrill-
Ulyises Le6nidas LeoMhi«eijscr— Edward Charles Dickinson — Charles Cbir Alien— Nannic E. Wade — Charlotte Leeds- Chaiinrcy
H. Alien— Hwtie RoMHdgx — Lewis Holzmanii — Matiie M.astin=~A m yIB. Collier— GuinolidieicR .r F & X—wWedrste W i blied 10 n—Arthiir
lompkins — Ella M. Chandlcr-~lice Cuiten— Dora W. Duyer— Nellio Jackson — Rhoda Khodes — Louisa C. Browniiig— Floreticc
L. Pettnohn — Jolin C. Cory — Howard Andrus Giddings-Bertha S. Giddings-H . H. Spaulding— Mattio Latimer-Laura F. S. Car
Reynolds — Carolino McC. Jennesa— Robert S. Chase— Elfreda L. Shaffer-Fred W. Dewey

lurncr— Cecelia B. Poilock — William Boolh Papin — Cora May Norman-M arguerite T. Shuti-

D il s —

ti rv >t r..cuapniaii— cyoia £. rcnrose— i'.tia M. tiilbreailt— H. LI. Cnppen — JJaisy w. jones—

Harold i ~rall— Bruce Horsfalj— paisy M. A. Pease— Willie B. Boswonh— Bcssie C. Riges — Annie A. Oyen— De La C. Biirgess—

Mi hcent Olmsled — William B. Gilbert— Albert Swain— Florcnce Gertriide Masén— Alpheus P. Riker— Daisy M. Johnson — Hiigh

lallant— George M.Andereon — Wilham Henry Corbin — Alexander Betlinne, Jr.— Sidncy E. Farwell — Rose W. Scott- Consiance E.
tavis — Nellie

Kuiti— Atina b. Ruth — Gtissie Suns— Emosi Sims— Perry Sagebiel — Emma Fostei— Loreita Mead — Cliarlie G.
lorrey-LouiseDewey Fisher-Evelina Hecy— Fannv H. Bumin-R. W. Harrington-ElvaJ. Eramons-Mary C. Hooper-Alicc
Creavcs— James C. Holenshado-H attie bl. Perley-Lafon Alien— Theodora W illard-E. J. Collingwood-Jolin C. Lewis-Helcii
<j. Trotlcr— Helen M, Chase— G. Albert Thompson— Sadc Wilson — Bcairice B. Herford — Henrietia E. Roebbelen — Alonso I,



W arc— Consiance H. Savage — Roba T. Holcourb— C F. KendalJ, Tr— Ernest Lallier— May H. Cannan— Laura V, Crane — Mabel
Page Taylor— Mary H. ~unbail— AJia R. Ausiin— Theodore B. Chancellor— Genevieve Louisc Tylcr—Jcmiie La Toureue —
Hlaoche L. Masén— M ary Susan Fechiig —Josle Turrell— WUliam Thum — Maioie B, Purdy— Nellie Huines— Lou M. Andrews___
Ophelia Harris— Consiancc G. AlJexander— Mary D. Howe—JuUe H. Thompson— Carne Scales—John H. Tench— El. Carlion
Atkins— Mattie D. Fenner— Bcssic M. Dunster— Virginia D. Lyman — F.lcanor B, Lindsley— Laura R. Hcckert— Eminie C.
W hitson — Clara Blacklng — Victor H. W allace — Blanche W inirer— Lorin E. Shults — Edith Briggs— Emily Stockton — LuUe Stockion
ANEiia Wagmer— DaUy Shryock — Edward Tappan Adney — LilHe J. Matihews — Hush E, Stone— Sally Alice Yerkcs Willje Vauier
—Horace M. Reeve— Phillips Carmcr— EUzalwth Yorke Hoopes— Harry E. Bates— Birdie L.Johnston-— Edward Ctaig Trcnholme
Necde Emma W aiie— MInme Holrmann — Man” W . Barkley — WUlie S. Lorimer— Annie Frankiin Blake — Julia S. Caldwcll Louls
fddd — Ellen Deam — Maddle Scott— Heniy Hahn— James S. B, HoUingshead— DaUy Kcyser— Celeste M. Hunt— Paul .Alcxandcr
~tecle— Fred E, Good<peed — Clara H. Hollls— Hcnry S. Towle— Marie Haughton — Dalsy Brown— Marhewson— Gcorge M
l,awion — Dallas L Cadwalader— F. M. Wauc,Jr.— Eugcne Klapp — Gertie L. Rackliffc — Eihcltircd Breere Barry — Louise Shilpman —
Anna H. Hudson — HalUe V, McConnell— r. Porieoiis— Belle 1. Miller— Will F. Sweet— Mamic B. Purdy — Mary B-W. Coxe—
OraW. L. Slater— Frcd C. Barton— Edith Adelalde Shaftuck — M artha Mayer— John Henderson— Hanson Robinson —J. Conwav
Robinson — Lucy Dorrit Hale — W ard L, Thompson— M ad” Arthur— Ange Carson— Paul Frederick Hoffman— Ruth JJrake — H.
Irnest Peabody — Charles W. Biliheimer— EmmaV, Kart— Lizzic B. Albrecht— Joseph Holden Suttoii— Carne Carter Haitle V.
>Voodard — Sicila McEntee— Lulu W. Stover— Anna L. Morgan — Francle Wieser— Helen M. Hastings-W alter C- Haullenbeck
‘Misie M oore M artin-H aitle L. Moore— ArthurW . Sparks—~fttc S. Sianbcry — Guy S- Harris— Fanny M. Durkin — Harry Durkin
—Mabel Fonda— Louisa E. Ricketston— Mary F. Cushinan— Laura Balch Carpenier — Francés A- Walkcr— V- Hoiland — Louise
aiham Devereux — Lucia Noble— Francés Colleclge Hatton — Gertrudc W ell-M aihllde Weil— Allison Owcn— David Ericson —
‘lattle D. Fenner— George Haricy Craham — AHce Schueppenliesser— WUliam C. Palmer— Adéle Bacnn— Ella F. Scott— Josephinc
iceker— Ada Seymour— Bella Wchl— Aquila T. Succh— Harry L. Armstrong— Jcnnic Chapeli Hodge— Isabel Field — AUce Margue*
ite Agar— Daisy Bowley— Rosie Aldcrson — Eveline Maude Alderson — F.ffie M argaret Holden — Edith Holden — Winlfred Holden.

There's a listforyou! And right proud am | ofyou all— Prise*  ever hear anything like that? Thereforc, parily because shc is
. lucers, Eamcst Competicors, and Rollers of Honor. May we all  right, and partiy bccause the little lady evidently ccn>iders no letier
I.u 10 try again | complete without a postscript, | take iip my pen to add thatall the
V'our graiefuiand faithful friend, Gresn. aforesaid several drawings and sketches were made tu illustrate one

ormoro of the three poems here rcprintcd from St. Nicholas for
I S,—The dear little schooUnia’am has justsuggested that many December ifiSj, and that all further particulars may be found upon
rvw readers may wish to know what roy letter is about! Did you page 182 of that beautiful Christmas number. S. G.

THE LETTER-BOX.

W ashington, D. C., JanuaryS$S, 1884. top, They are so small that you wanta lotbefore you are satisfied.
St. Nicholas: In the December nuinber Miss Sai"nt We go out looking for them. They generally make up parties U>
1' IUSabout the “ Children's Christmas Club.” Well, the pnncl- go outlooking forwild peaches fo November
1tmd trastees of our public schooh took right hold of It and From your aHecttonaic reader, Edith Andrews.
dj.idcd the city into four sections. | think there wcrc about two

hundred members and about as many guests jn our sectlon. We

held iton the Friday after Christmas in one ofour school btiildtn”;

aficrihe dinner we had a Christmas treeand presenis for the chll- POFTLAND, obbcon, FebruDry i, 1884.

i; 1Twho were our guesis. Dbar St. Nicholas: | have intended to write to you ever
lhe nextafternoon we had an enterialnment forthe members and since | took you; that i%. since August, 1883: but now, as | read so
ir chUdccn; we had inagic lantern vlews, six recitations, two much of snow and frostin yourcountry, | nm tcmpicd lo write ai)d

s0.igs, and a violin solo. tellyou what lovely weaiher we have in Gircgon. Ilic grass b greeit
s think Phaecon Rogers” and “ Mysiery In a Mansiéon” were and many of the irccs are as beautiful as in sucnincr. One day it
Stleiidid, and I likcd * Christmas in the Pink Boarding-house,” In  snowed here and itwas rare fun snow.balhng, and the slcigh-bell.4
tit!, January namber. wereringing likc muslc. Thacls the kindofwinter | likc: but when
fear my letter is almost too long to print, but If you have it iAso coid ihai ji hurts your toes, then I don't like winter. My
I picase pul itin. Yourconstant reader, “Frik” stster took you when shc was a Uitle girl; and | have a ycar’s sub*
scriptlon, as a Christmas present from my mamma. | sometimes
play the child parts for nice companlies that come here; perhaps,
2S H uren street, Mil® alhere, Wis., January 32, 1884. somellme, I can write well cnoug,h .10 tell you my lhcalrlc*al ex-
B I perience. I am eleven ycars oid; well, I will sny good*by, |
Drar St. Nicholas: Your redpc for removing siains from - !
fove to read you so much. | remain, your constant reader,

chroinosand ofl-paintings, printcd in the November “ Letter-Box,”
hxs pmvcd efléctual. Please acccpt my tardy thanks.
Yourconstant subscribecr, Agnes Lydon,

Mawie O'Connor.

BitnLTNOTON, lowA, January 20, 1884,
Dear St. Nicholas: In the January numbcr 1 saw a question

Hehr isanother letter from A usiralb: a.-s/ked by C. Herbert Swan, In the “ I.guer—box " “What is the
diifcrenccbetween Gutca Percha and India Rubber? Is Unota eon-
. M elrose, Si:ii'T!i Australia, October 24,1883. undrum ?” 1 answer “ No; lilvnota coniindrnm.” Iffriend Swan
1.>BAR St, Nicholas: This is the first letter 1 have ever wrilten will read the “ Life and Discoveries of Charlas Goodyear,” p.age 44,
lovou, and I am only going to write a short one. he will find ii fully explained. 1 wish also to say that ilie opereita,
I hke reading your books very much, especially * Work and Play  enlitled “ The Thrcc Sombcr Young Genllcmcn and the Thrce
lur\uung Folk, *ass it shows you many things which you can do, Prcity Girls,” was presented to adehglued audlencc by the North
h  just the lime foq the wild fruits in this country, the wild  Hill Grammar School, of Burlington, lowa, December 17, Wc
Peches and chcrries. The peach isabout the sizc of the culiivatcd ncttcd a handsome sum for the school. And some of the older
em *1n bright red. The stones are nice to make persons in the audience told me it was worth four times the price of
small ornaments wiih when they are carved with n knlfc. The admission. All praise tn good St. Nicholas)
Ti 1 smaller than the peach, Itisthe shape ofa Yours, One of the Somber Young Gentlemen, and a constant
mmble; the stone grows outside and at the bottom, the fruitat the reader, WilLLiisL. Cochran.



AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION—THIRTY-SIXTH'

D r. WARNBN’s first manual forthe Red Cross class is a charmmg
iltle book, containing a full siaicment of his plan, and
thc firat month.

les:ions for
Dr, Warren very generously offers a prite each
month for the best report, and a prizc for the best setof reports fot
«X months. The first subject Bones”

was* [See February St.

Nicholas] ; for March we studied “ Muscles,” and the topic for
this month Ls*“ The Circulaiory System.” AH are invited to join
this class now Address Charles Everett Warren, M. D., 51 Union
Park. Boston, Mass.

The Assoclation has been steadily iucreasing in numbers and

«nthusiasm; ihe latesi mimbcron our reglster is 6480.

New Chaptbrs.

No. Narnt. No. # M ermbers. Address.

565 W aseca, Minn, (A)... 6.J. F. Murphy, box Ja3.

566 Elmore, Ohio (A) is .G.W . EoiT.

567 Sigoumey, lowa (A) .5.,Cari M. Kcck."

568 Meadville, Pa. (B) .6..F. L. Armstrong,

565 Ludington, Mich. 15,.Chas, T. Sawyer

570 Hackensack, N, J. (A)— 4 ., Philandcr Beics,

571 Grand Rapids, Mich. (B).. x6..Geo. C. Hollister (Oid N at
Bank).

572 Newark, N. J. (C)... lo. L. M. Passmorc.

573 Moss Point, Miss. (A) id..M iss Bessie Borden.

574 Indianapolis, Ind. (D" 7 .Thomas Moore, 332 N. Ala-

bama St.

The address of Chapter 527 is Norman Sinclair, 633 Tylcr St.,
San Francisco, C/lL ; )

Chapter xis, which was once discontinucd, has been reoiganized
on a stronger basis tlian ever. Address Harry E, Sawyer, 37
(rates Street, South Boston, Mass.

[Will not some of thc other “ discondnucd’ chapiers follow this
good examplc ?]

Il is with sincere sorrow thatwe Icani of tl?e death of another of
ourmostcamcstsecretaries, Mr. Enxestl). Bowman, ofAlbuqucrquc,
New México (Ch. 483). The local papers speak of Mr
in lerms ofthc highest praisc and most tender rcgrct. His place as
secrctary has been supplied by Miss Mamie E, Whltcomb, box 91

Bowman

Help for our Mineralogists.
Bristol, R. i.
Although my children are constantreadcrs of St. Nichoi.as, 111s
only lately that | have noticed the A. A. | have strong faith In ihe
valué of a .study of Nature, and if I can assist any of the young
mineralogists. letthem address me — S. F. Pcckbam.

[Prof Peckham will find his kind ofwr fully and gratefully

apprccialed.]
Exchances.

Correspondence with distant chapter.s.— Oeo. W. Eof* Elmore,
Ohio (Scc. 566)-

Insecls.— E. L, Stephan, Pine City, Minn.

Chinese nuLs for prepared woods or cocoons,— Miss Isabelle
M cFarland, 1727 F. Street, N. W ., Washington, D. C.

Raro cggs— sets and single— blown by one hole.— Chas. E.
Doe, 50 Ring Street, Providence, R. I.
8ai| cggs, for geodes.— Bayard CTirisiy, box 41, Sewickley, Pa.
es and

fossiis, for best ofler.— C. A. Jenkins, Chjttenango,
N. V. (Scc. 447).
Onc sWr«fisli for one sea-utchin; also, assorted shell.s for Florida
roosR, or bark from thc “big trees,”— (i. A. Conover, Box

Bergen Point, N. J.

Ocodcs.— Miss C. S. Roberts, Sharon, Conn. (Sec. 522).

SulpHur, woods, and ore: wrice first— .A. J. Miccbell, Carbon-
dale, Pa.

A pair of Angora mbhbits for a palr of lop*eared
Simonds, St. Paul’s School, Garden City, L. I.

Twenty labclcd cggs, for a large scar-tish, trilobite. or horse-shoc
ctab; write first.— ~JISS Florence D. Haight, Alton, IIl. ~

Serperuine, thynconcllas, chalchedony, etc., for a Guinea-pig.—
Ed. Davis, 3201 )\mmAveniie, Chicago,

Dolomite, geodes, tale, etc., for minerals.— Graham Dauvis,
Vcmon Avenue, Chicago.

Agates, cocoons, etc: speclal ofier for a
2546 S. Dearborn Street, Chicago, DI.

Ckaeteles Iyooperdon, for minerals (polished) and woods-— Tv. 1..
Lewi?, Copenhagen, N. Y.

Petrified wood and coral.— A, C.
Providence, R. I-

Cocoon”, for eggs. —Eddie A. Shephctd, (3alesburg, Kansas. _

A perfect tril<”ite (Cnlymene magarenS|s} for a perfcct EL,II'Ip~

rabbiis.— S.

3201
A

Luna— Bzra Lomecl,

Huribuit,

4 Europc Street,

REPORT.

tfrus remipes or an ammonite.— F. W. Wentworth, X53 251b
Street, Chicago. . .

Minerals and a large collection of L#Jldopleraand cggs, for large,
fine minerals (3x2” in.). Listsentén recelptof stamp,—JohnB
M artin, «i Canal Street, Gnnd Rapids, Mich,

Minerals and books for fossiLs frum Mesozoicage.
cnts in Scotland, Switzerlaod, Germany, and
Alien, Lawrenceville, St. Lawrence Co., N. Y.

Correspond-
lialy,—Wm. H. Van

Notes.

80. Canelry .fn,— By feeding a canary with cayenne peppci
and steeped bread, its color was changed to a bright red,— A. K
Stewart.

g1. Diamonds have been found in North America, thc laigC'i
in Richmond, Va., by a laborer. Chapter 275. .,

g82- FarasiU in a dragfin.Jiy.— 1 discovered in an AQrion a pe;i
green para-sire, about ~ in, long, tapering at both ends. | leart
from the Agricultucal Dep't that thisis the first case on record o f
parasiie found In a dragon-fly,— Alonzo H. Stcw.'irt, Washington
D. C.

[H.ns any other member fbund onc?|

83. Ctdor of rivers.— Ixt thc Pcmigewasset River, in the Frar>
conia Mountains, are large flatrocks containing veins of quariz and
mica. This mica p/ainged with green. Micaiu the Harvard Broofc,
which rias into the Pemigcwasset, is dull red, The water of ihu
brook is very much colored. J thiok that iron probably colors
the micaand the water.— Ellcn C. Wood.

84. Crocodiie in Ceniral Atnerica.—

San José, Corta Rica,

W hile 011 this coast. at Port f.imon, in 1873, | saw one day whii
looked like a crocodiie on a log near the road-bed. | offered ten
dollars to the man th.nt would c.apiure it. A hundred of the blacl.*.
plunged in hceis over hcud, and in a few moments | had tlie repute,

| sene it alive in a taiik to my friend, ProfcssorJ. C. D.”lton, m
New York. He duclarcti the saurian lo be a crocodiie, not :ui
nlligator R

I think it is the first ever found in Central America, Can J.Y
friends of the A. A, tell the difference bctwcen an HIUgatorannc»
ctocemillc, and whether my claim is valid ornoi V

R C. R, Ixirdly, M. D.

85. Tree riNQgS.— After a discussion about the age of trecs, i»
shown by their rings, we decided that the number of distinci rivc’
does not Indicate the number of years that a trcehas Uved, bul i>
duc to the number of stoppages in iis growth.— H. A, Cookec.

[We should wisli to hear from others on tlils point; also, as 10 ilic
cause ofthe rings in beets ]

The Botanv Class.

Sai.t* Lake, January xa. 1884
Mrs, Rachcl Mellon, of Piiisburg, Pa., is the only one who U.i'
completcd thc course satisfactorily.— Marcus E. Jones,
Prof G. Howard Parker ha«notyetsent his report t>n thc das.' ui
Fjitomology.
Keiirts

from C halTEKS.

475. Duudee. W c have now .alargc collection of wikl
flowérs, fenis, sea-weeds, eggs, etc. W c have had a presentofsomc
«ggsfrom the Orkney and Shctland Islands.— A. (», Kclller,

23. Oisi/e Bank, étrand, W e have had a very licc cah-
nei given to us, full of specimcns, some ofwlilch sre very tare, ue
havQ been very busy arranging and classiiying them. Wc numlixr
about twenty*five.— Gerlrudc C. Rucgg.

20. Falrjle'd, A>zm.—The Chapter is heartily to be con~tiuatv/j
on its goolJ fortune, “natorJames F. Wiison has rccenily oncrud
to give to the l.ibrary Associatlon of Jc/Terson Co. Iwo lots in thc
city of Fairficld, on condltion that during 1884 moucy beraisccl or
provicled for, sufficient to erccc a building for thc Asiwiciation, to *
not icss than $15,000, in which provisién shall be inacle for thc
library, museum,gnd lecture room, and a room for "I/IC
ChapirrosFaiyfidd," etc, o

Tiiis munificent orfcr has been acccpted, and wc trust our fricnd'.
will in due time be pcrmancntly and cozily cnsconced in their ucw

room.

382- Brooklyn, F.— 0one of ns look aiits. Several nests werc
placed in'a box covcred with glass and surrourded by water,
many curiou.s things were obser\'ed.— Jeannic Van Ingen, Sec,

[Such as— ?] *

X53 Chlcago, £.— It will no doubt please you to know that thc
Academy of .Science puts on all its postal card.? 1

“ Al nicutkors 0/ ithe A gtissh AssodaUen are inviied h be
entat the metliugs.” F.W. Wentworth, Sec.



404. EaracoO, |Vi'S., Chapter gave an cntercainmeru,
lost week, and cleaced $12,00 The opening piece was the Report
of the A. A.in St. Nicholas, read by oneoi us. Anotherrccited
‘Agassiz’s Birthday,” and we had a panfomime.—M arie McKen-
nan, Sec.

463. DaylG—i, O,,’\.*—We arestil alive and growing. Wchave
entered on Historical Geology and Entomology.— J. H. Jones, Sec.

3~4. Monroit — Tliesame flourishing rcport might be given
agam this month. We now have 30 inembere,— J. J. Schindler,

87 York”™B.— Another eventful year has passed, and left
“success” written on all our records, During theyear, 31 essays
Imvcbeen read, and 21 regularly announced discussions have been
>, icc«ssfully hedd. Owur roll of members has bcen increased from
j;to 18. In ourlibrary are 62 bound volumes, and 439 magasines.
I*rsides ihese, we have a scrap-book, folio, and several charts, and
(lies of essays. We havea balance of $64.83 to our credit.—A.
‘eclirbas, Scc.

IA good ycar’s work!]

416 Racine, |ViS.,A.—We intend to begin collecting plafiis as
- 1as ihe snow js off the ground, W e shail also make a coUecilon
m ihe skeletons of the fish we catch next year, We have a place
jur.mged for an avbiy, also. We had an aquarium nmning all last
3'c.irr—John L. McCalinan, Sec,

148, D|Pere, K'iV,, .9.—In addition to the dudes of our meet-
Ings, the Presidentrequests of cach memberan account, either oral
or written, of some subject sdectcd by the Society. The second
anniversary recepifon ofour Socicty was held Jan, 25, Fcaiing our
invited guests might tire for lack of variery, we decided to enjoy
games peruining to Natural History, and also to add refreshmenis,
It proved a success. We have Iwenty-four worktng members, and
five honorary.— Ullie Childs, Sec,, Fet. 5, 1884.

17. Nort/utnl"ion, Mass—l have about decided to be a Natural-
isi, forl never took suchan Intere.« In anything as | have in in-
secis.— Florence Maynard, Scc.

353- Phlll’lde|phla, A’.— As | lake a glaoce over the records of the
year, | find that we have increased in membcrship from 6 to ix, that
we have guined a great dealof valuable Information, that we have
our library stored wiih many vciluable books, and our cabinetwith
many minerals.— B, K, Royer.

100, Har"'ord, Com., 5,—We ore going on with our note-
books, keeping record of whateverwe sec. Some nf us coliccticrns,
W e feed caterpillars, and watch ihem through. We are going to
Icave them out-of-doora ihis winter, as thatwill be more natural.

We have just taken in five new members, and we now have
twenty, who are really intcrcstedin flicwork.— Francia Parsons, Scc.

Presidentas address,

Haulan H. Ballaho,
l.enox Acftdemy, Lenox, Berkshire Co., Mass.

THK RIDDLK-BOX.

A OORK.KCItEW
PI'ZZLE.

i\\cu of the small objects
{minibered from one to fiiiir-
itcn) may be dcscribcd by a
«.ni of four letters. When
itiLM; artrighdy gne8scd,and
arr.iiiged one befow another,

me plan of the corkscrcw
5>h.»us, che letters forming the
<" *'crew jreprescnted by
wif heavy clots) will spell

I t wc all e.xpectin .April.

F.iSV JIEIIDAIUNGS.

1. IIbUEAP an animal, and
a grain, 2. Uehead de-
Pi«rted, and leavc aunit. 3.
Hchcad an oiiccry, and leave
ji'i“ltcac>'. 4. Behcad a pre-
cioi,s metal, and leave an-
5- Bobead Acily of
hibcria, and leave a city of
hiw ia, MAIDIK H.

ENKOIA.

‘A*110LIS, 1| am a word of
«jifft letier?, and mean less
ilMrucied: syncopate onc
I Lvr,and i am a word mcun-
|"-V"' suppress; beheali onc
IMUvr. and | fiame a nesir-
iY.iuvc; bchead ngain, and
I .itn noi vhc same; behead
>ne twice, .md | am a pro-
nloUn; hchead me again, and

"M still a pronoun; trans»-

and | am an cxpressiou
"»UHlinry
“ bORTRESS MOKItOE,"

[OXCEAILED WOUI).

K1IU coiicMicd ill the fti|.
wiiig sviiiencei fciiir woiris
“liuli  will forn, a word-

L.s .0 ivad was hidtleii iti the
Lii.u gloom. W ho may thi?>bonnie stranger be?" she
nfizll ostcnsibly to kccp up her conragc. Soon

Biecoiircrdoornn! “pon her as she stood ai

DOI BLE ACROSTIC.

My primais and findis lo-
Niher iame a famous Amer-
ican who was horn and who
died on the sevenleenth of
April,

Cross-wopds: 1. Heany.
2. Mistake. 3, A river of
Ru&sia. 4. To unite. 5. A
haven of refugc. 6, A pat-

tem . 7 T'lie people oxcr

whom Boadicea ccigired. 8.

A people. j, D.ow~e
DIAMOND

1. LN pickics 2. Calami*
lons, 3. Matched. 4, Belnng-
in~io sarire. s- O fthe natnre
dafirony. 6, Dcduced. 7. A
playeratdice. 8.An errand-
boy. 9. In plcklcs.

“ 'M.CIbXADES.””

FIVE WOKI).
SQrARES.

I. 1. l'ardy. a. Sour. 3.
Age 4. The firstgrirdcn

TI, 7 tiLie of nobiliiy.
2, Kxient. 3.'lI'wenty quircs.
4. Disabled,

Hi. i, Unwonhy. c.Pan
ofaprayer. 3. To impel 4.
Conclitdcs,

IvVv. 1. A circle a. A
rreral, 3. A glrl’s iame. 4.

To eal,
V. 1. Sinmd in mind. 2.
/f Parched w-lih heul, 3. A

mnnber. 4. A paradise.

“a. k ownnR, jr."
AND “ MILDRKD."

PI.

N agia liet clabbskrdi nigs; het inclrass
Kawc, gaiighinl, omrfheirl netriw smernd,
Dan bcertmcl ni cch p.Alir swersoh
Het stcUuss fu cth piamc wrelsof.

EDIN'H H. UILLIKGS

110ru-«T>ASS.

Centrals, readingdownward, are said, by Christina G. Rosctti,
to “ prcach to us,ifwe willhear." Cro&s-words: x. Introduciion.
2, Mild. 3. A smallLspot, 4. In windy. 5 To Imponune 6. A
place I" sJccp In, . Jo solace, a.s.c.a.and c.s.a.

m fe'



CUARADE. word; findis, co spicc. Cross-words: i. Boundaries. 2. Whole.
3, Seasickness. 4. A riveroi England. 5. An inhablianc of Gtecn-

By his friends Jack in business was siaried; land. 6. A people Uvingunder one goverotnCDIl. cyril dhans.

Soon W_Secondchcy found him lo be;
Then my JirSi carne, as might be expected, CUBE.
And he went into msolvency.

His poor friends called on him one moming,
In Ixopes to hear what would consolé,—
Jack seni ihem away none the wiser
But not lili he gave them my '1Lh1J

NOVEL POUBLE ACItOKTrCS.

AuL ihe words described contain six letiers each.

I. Primais, a religious festival; finais, beautiful blossoms. Cross-
words: |. To setile an estate so as 10 cause it 10 descend to a par*
(icubr heir, 2, A silver coin of Persia. 3. A succeeding part.
4. One oi the Sodety Islands. 5- To oblitérate. 6, Intcrmis.sion.

Il. Primais are the same as the findisof the preceding cross-

FnOM 11lo 2, aroguc: from 2 106, a singing bird ; from 5 .
guai”®; from 1 lo 5, 10 recounc; from 3 lo 4, the fiame of an in
thatis associated with the poet Chauccr; from 4 to 8, a physician
from 7 ro 8, a person of an irritable temper; from 3 to 7, a mark ;

word; findis, pcrtaining 10 a religious season. Cross-wordsi 1. A R "
planl resembling the bean. 2. Deranged- 3- To hcarken, 4- 1o shooiat: from i 10 3, to defeatand dirow into confusién; from 2 1
! | ! 4.a govemor; from lo8,arow; from 5 1o 7, a departure.

reverse. 5. To enllst. 6. One ofthe planets.
111. Primais are the same as the finaisof the preceding cross* DAVID H, D,

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE MARCH NUMBEK.

Lenten Puzzle. Those bave a short Lcntwho owe money to S"SKESP.IE_E%J?E" Puzzle. OihelK

P
be paid al Easier. {Seeillusiralion.) Irsi is lakcn in a coun of law; )
Word Svncopatioks. 1. B-cGg-ar. 2. Can-tOn-s. 3 The SECONMDis a greetmg given boy by boy;

Fat-IEn*ed. 4- He-aTe-r. 5 Wa-sHe-d. 6. Heat-hEn-s. Cen- The Mo, a pby in which a jealou.s man
tral row ofleiters in ihe syncopaied words, Gocihe. To revenge himself did vjolence employ.

D rop-letier Puzzle. March grass ncver did good. Alswer to ihe 'Eb"_‘s' Salv'inl’:_ P Lo
Pi. Who shoou al the mid-day sun, though he is sure he shall DOUBLE AcROSTic Primais, Bccthoveo. Finais, Elirawui.

never hitthe mark, yetas sure he is, ihal he shall shoot higher than Cross-words: 1. BasiE, Z EasclL. 3 Ennul. _4' Topaz. 5
he who almsbulalahush.—SirPhiUpSidney. HcclA. 6. Orku?. 7. VaguK. 8. EdicT. 9. NeigH.

RnoMBOiD, Reading acrossl i, Carat. 2. Habit. 3. Mural, NuMEKJtAL Enigma.
4. Tepid. 5. Depot.

PVKAMID Puzzle, From 1 to 19 (or from 19 to X), red rooi’
PUT u? TO ORDER. Cros.s-words: 10- T. 9, 11. U. 0. 8 to 12,
POP; 710 23, TcxT: fi 10 14, OutgO: 5  15% OciavO: 4 «o *6, Progressive Diamonds, I x, A.2, Ado. 3. Adore, f
Rivalcfe; 3 to 27, DividenU ; 2 to 18, KquiiabIE; 2 10x9, King- Ore. 5 E, 1l. t, 1. 2. Lit 3.Uihc. 4- S- *-
icadcR. <fHARADE. Nighiingalc. . 1, B. 2. Bat, 3, Baléon, 4. Ton. 5. N.

Ah, March! we know thou are
Kind-hearted, spiic of ugly looks and ihreais.
And, out of sight, are nursing Apol’s violéis!

Answkrs to Januarv Puzzles werc received, too late for acknowlcdgmecnt in ihe March number, from Lily and Agnes, London,
England, 9 — Pemie, 6, " AN Recsc — Artluir Gride

vVellinglon, | — Lorenzo weooer,jr., 1— nmiip» wmucj, ~ —_ i~ Fr>
B.C.R., I-FannieJ- O., 2-Nellie Townley, i-M amieL. Mensch. 4 Hall, «--M aiv Yeagcr, 3 - Rex toM,
T.Screws, 1— FxlwiIn L, Rushmer, 2— Ed. and Louis, 8— Helen M., 3— L. C. B, 7— Helcn Railamme, 3— Ruth and 5n
1 ST T sT"v--u T 41 Llie Loltage. 4

,.3_JuliaT . Ne(:"n,
Professot and Cn., ii
;Croft. 3—
Sliumwav, 10 "
‘aMarn'iiiYandVeme,” '8 — Vessic Wcsiover, 13— W illie Sherator, 4— Millio W l.ite, 13— Minnic B. MUrray, >=— ~leanor aacl Maii *
2— Charles H. Kyie, o— Ili. Llvingslon Ham, 4— Oco. BUgdcn, Jr., 7 — " Hcn and Chickcns, 12— Hatlie, Clara, and Mamma, 3
Mabel W jley, ?— M ary Fosier,8— Roben U Allec, a.
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. (Ilustrated by J. M . N Ugent) .. Jahn R. Coryell.
SVIDER AND THE TUNING-FURK, TIIE A
T. . as .Louisa M. AlcoU 547
SI'INNING-WHEEL STOTIiES. (lllustrated)
588, 680, 778, 857, 921
547
T.ttle Things s88
The Banner of Beaumanoir 680
Jerseys ; or, lhe Girls’
y 778
Tlie Little House in the Garden -
857
Daisy's Jewel-box,and How She Filled It 021
Corny's Catamount :
Brenaan .. 969
“Stop!” Jingle (Ilustrated by the Author) .
. Royaland Barr/lili. m. 576
St. Nichotlas Almanac, T he (Ilustrated by Jessie M cDcrm ott)
656, 736, 816, 896, 976
5,0.,0.. T.A..OO, A 0,J.M.N.[.M). 1 s »
Story of King Rhoud, The. Poem .
Bessie Chandler 721
Stranger, A. Verses H
733
SUMMER T riats. Pictures, drawn by P. Cam inomn i o1
SUMMER W aif, A Picture, drawn by Culm er Barnes . . .
.Elizabeth Stnarl Phelfis = 5>7
SuppoRTING H ersetf (ttustrated by G. R, Maim) .
.Snsaii llartky Ssuett ... . 755
s © P Poem
wee e John R. Coryell . .. 847
SWORDSMEN OF THF. Deep. (lllustrated by James C. Beard) .
Carohne A. blas6on .. .. 678
To A Katydid. Poem nr jirJ- t 596
Two Boys of Miggtesvitie. (lllustrated by w . H. prake) oo - . °
716
Van rRensselaer OF Rf.nsselaerswyck. (lllustrated by R. B. Rirch)..
Martha IJolmcs Bates. .. 70"
Way to Grow W ise, A -
Mrs. M. F. Bntls . . .. « 657
W hy? Poem . .
WiTCH OF WOODY D kii, The. Pocm (Ilustrated by G. F- Barnes) CharIGSR' Talb_OI - 794
AAnnie E. DelJ'riese.... 529
Words Inclined 10 Jingle Verse. (lUustrated by R. B. Birch)
N 2 )
Work and Play for Y oung Folk (1TIU SErate d ) e
CharlesG. Leland...... 570
Lealher-work
970
Work and Piay for Young Foi.k An Announcement...




Yankee Boy's Adventure at the Seaside, a. (llfusirated bv W . H. >0, «
Qrake) )Y Spencer BonIm

Youngest Soldier of the Revolution, The. (1ustrated) V. IV. Cmmiell........... 65;

Youth and Age. Verses M. H. F. Lovetto. 928

DEPARTMENTS.

Jack-in-T!IE-Pulpit (lllustrated).

Introduction— How Many Flowers in a Daisy ?— Her “ Braw New Claes ” — The Artillery Fem — Hickory,
Dickory, Dock ! — Insects Tilting (Illustrated), 578 ; Introduction — Facts from Personal Knowledge (eleven
letters concerning the ages of animals), 658 ; Introduction — The Yellow Fire-cracker — About Unele Sam —
The Daisy is Interviewed — Breeze-children — Our Friends the Scaphirhynchopen» — A Salt Tumbler (lllus-
trated) — Why Tumbler? 738; “ When the Weather is Wet”— Oh, that Daisy! — Over Four Hundred
Flowers in a Daisy!— A White Rainbow — About Slate-pencils— A Strange Sea Voyage — A Hen Conquers
a Rat— Oil on the Troubled Waters — The Busy Bee (lllustrated) — The Busy Wasp— A Few Simple Garden
Questions, s1s; The Nighungale and the Raven—- A New Word-game — What Noise does the Beaver Make »
— A Crab Baroineter— WhyTumbler — Those Aged Animals — “ The Little Scliool-ma’am’s Pets” (IUus-
tration), 898— Introduction — Garden Questions answered — The Squirrel and the Dog — Venerable Dogs
and Horses— A Brave Cat-fish Mother (lllustrated), 978

Foit Very Little Folk (lllustrated).

The Little Boy We Cali “ Hy,” 574— Grandma's Surprise Party, 655 — The Tale of the Toad-fish, 734 —
Little D ot; The Rich Pig, 814 — Little Berlie, 894 — The Dog that Drove his M aster's Cart, 975.
The Letter-eox (lllustrated) 580, 660, 740, 820, 900, 980
The Riddle-box (lllustrated) 83, 663, 743, 823, 903, 983

Frantispieces

Rockef and “ Flyer,” faoing Title-page of Vo)um e,by Mrs. C. Siedel— * Daisy Time,” by Laura E. H ilk
586 — “ My Big BrudderCan M ake It Go!" by Alfred Kappes, 665— * .An Interview with the Central Park
Sheep,” by James Monks, 746 — * Gathering Autumn Leaves in the Mountains,” by Jessie Curtis Shcphetd,

826 — “ The Jester's Cap,” by George F. Barnes, 906,
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