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“ROCKET” AND "FLYER.”

By JoiiL stacy.

IV rile soft, grcen light of tlie leafy June,

“ Rocket” and “ Flyer” sat humming a tune;
Ikimming and chatting, they soberly swayed
m the hammock under the linden’s sliade.

Said “ Rocket” to “ Flyer” ;
quite strong,
Mamma said we scarcely could take too much

“ To make them

pains;”
¢ Oh, yes!" answered “ Flyer,” “ and ever so
long !------
But, how funny for horscs to make tlieir own
reinsl”

live pair of horses.
side,
#s each a crochet-needle daintily plied.
Their real fames were Faiiny and Maijorie
Blair,
.hiid never was seen a more beautiful pair.

They worked side by

Spirited, supplc, strong, gentle, and (lect
Were “ Rockct” and “ Flyer,” as Robbic
allowed.
Rol) was their master,— so chubby and sweet,
'T was plain to be seen why his horses were

proud.

Such a grip as he had ! Such a “ -whoa! ” and
a "gol"

Such a powcr over horses— (of //wrkind, you
kno'v);

Such a genius for making them follow liis will,—
For making them amble, or holding them still!

Well, it seems that one day, when the spirited
span
Were hitched to a rose-bush that stood by tlic
door,
At the sight ofa spider, thc)'broke loosc and ran;
And Robbic sat wailing as ncvcr before.

His lines w'ere al! tangled, and broken, and torn.

The rose-bush rained petais, and sprang back in
scorn.

For “ Rocket” and “ Flyer,” as Robbie declared,

Had turned into girls just because they were
scared !”

In vain they begged pardon, fluslied, laughing

and warm ;
In -vain coaxod and kissed in llieir pretticst
stylc ;
But at last, b\' a promise, they conquered the
storm,

And won from their master a nod and a smile.

They would make him “ a new set of rcins ?—
good and strong? ”

Make him “ reins that were nearly a dozen yards
long ? 7" -

Ah, “ Rockct” and “ Flyer,” — you beautiful
span |

'T is you who can manage the stout little man !

And this was the reason they swung side by side.
And cach a crochet-needle daintily plied ;—
Their rm/flames were Fanny and Marjorie Blair,
And never was seen a more beautiful pair.



Chapter l.
THE PLEASUBES OP EAVESDROPPING.

the grassy bank by the door

of the old parsonage, a slender

boy, with thin, dark fcatures

and straight black hair, sat with

a shingle on his lap, skinning

a bird.
Hearing the latch of the gate click,
he looked up and scowled.

“ It’s old Pickerel I1” he muttered, bending his
eyes again intently on his work. “ Wonder w'hat
he wants here !'”

The visitor svas a young man, not more than
thirty ; but, being a school-mastcr, the boys called
him old; and, because his fiame was Pike, they
called him Pickerel.

He came along the giaveled walk, swinging his
light cafie, and without appearing to notice par-
ticularly the boy’s occupation said, in a tone of
voice meant to be conciliatory ;

“ Is your father at home, Gaspar ?”

‘“No, he aint,” Gaspar replied curtly, without
looking up again from his bird.

Okl Pickerel— or, rather, young Mr. Pike —
paused and hesitatcd, while a look of displeasure
ordisappointment, orboth, gatliered on that beam-
ing, friendly face of his.

What he thoughtwas: “ When you come to my
school, you ’'ll be taught manners more bccoming
a minister’s son, and learn not to say atn;.” What
he said was— (in atone still resolutely conciliatory,
for he seemed aware ofwild traits in this young colt,
whom he was to catch first and afterward tame);

“ 1 am sorry for that. At what time will
return ?”

“ Don’t know,” said Gaspar shortly, as before,
while he continued skinning his bird.

The visitor was about to turn away in disgust,
but he hesitated again. It was evidently hard for

he

him to kccp up the bland and winning mannei f
his first questions; but he did it heioically, »
asked if Gaspar’s mothcr was in.

“ Guess 50,” was the discourteous answer lie
received ; and Ire moved on toward the door.

“ If the old gentleman aint at home, the Id
lady will do,” mused Gaspar, who comraonly sp' kc
of his parents in this light, irreverent way. (Sui.w-
times, | regret to relato, tliey wero “ the old ii> 1”
and “ the old woman.”)

“ What 's up, | wonder? | ’ll bet they 've -int
for him to talk over my going into the high sci ool
this fall!”

He stopped skinning his bird, and fixed un
vacancy a fierce, discontented look.

“ But | aint going to the high school; tlu.'s
all thcrc is about thatl My days of slavery .irc
ovcr. | 'm going to have a good time now, wucn
l1can; and when I can’t, |1 '11 make a vow.”

He tried to give his mind once more to the Imd-
skinning, but he was excited and listless; al ;-
ing possesscd him to Itnow how a quiet little '".n-
versation about himself would sound.

He seemed to conclude that it would be aiviis-
ing; so, slipping the shingle, with the bird nid
knife on it, under a lilac-busli, he glided cautiousl;
around the cérner of the house, and turned ii]! m
cxpectant ear under the sitting-room window.

He could hcar voices within, but it was ruine
timo before he could make out much that was said.
At length, his raothci’s voice began to rise and
swell with tempestunus emotion.

“ 1 wish my husband were here to talk with you,’
she was saying, “ for | can't,— | can’'t,— without
giving way to my feelings and saying what | know
I shall regret afterward.”

“ You need not hesitate to be quite frank with
me,” was the reply, in earnest accents, breaking
through the subdued tones of the formal cali- |
know something about boys. | have studied tho®
all my life, and | havc never yet found one that did
not have some good traits that could be success-



fully appealed to, if approached by the right
pci'son in thc right way.”

‘It ¢s about me,” thought Gaspar, listening
brcathlessly. But he was not displeased ljy tlie
vi'itor's remark. “ Guess old Pick aint such avery

seily fellow, after all!” he said to himself. But
hi- mother was speaking now.
«Oh, yes! And Gaspar is no exception. He

c-a be tlie pleasantest, most obliging boy you
L' r saw, when things go to suit him; but that
is n't much of thc time, 1 'm forced to say, if I ain
hi. mother! And when things don’t go just ac-

“ He secms to regard usas hisenemies; whereas,
mercy knows, sve work and pray onlj' for his good.
He is not a malicioiis or a vicious boy ; fior lazy, if
he is only interested in what he is doing— then,
| am often surprised to see how industrious and
capable he is!”

“ That is boy-iike. | have known many just
such cases,” said the visitor.

“ 1 should n’'t mind, if we could ever get him in-
tevested in anything we wish him to do,” tlie mother
i-esumed. “ But that secms well-nigh iinpossibic.
The vcry fact that we wish a thing done is enough

AN UNCRACIOUS UECBI'TION

ciirding to his notion— oh! | can’t begin to tell
you how we suffer from his unfilial conduct!”

The mother’'svoice became flawed and gusty with
giicf; while the listener under the window scowled
and set his teeth, as if he found caves-dropping
not so agrecable a pastimc as he had anticipated.

The school-master made some sympathetic re-
sponso, which was only half-auciible to Gasper, and
then Mis. Heth went on:

to prejudice him against it, and often we have in-
duced him to pursue a clesired course by appearing
to oppose him in it. He told his sister that he could
n't be hired to go to the picnic last week; but when
his father said, ‘1 suppose you wont care to go,
and it will be better, perhaps, for you to stay at
home,” he changed his mind and went, to our
great relief.”

“ Ho, ho!” whispcred Gaspar softly, not at all



pleased to learn how he had been cajoled. “ Il
look out for you next time !'”

“ His father and | have wished to give him an
education ; and though we are not rich,-we would
checrfully have made any sacrifices to send him to
collcgc and prepare him for a profession, But he
hatos study. Oh ! when 1think of the diffcrence
between him and some boys 1 know, who.are striv-
ing for an education against the greatest obstacles,
while he is throwing away his opportunities, it
makes me "

“ What is shc crying for? ” Gaspar said to him-
self, in the painfulintervalofsilence which followed.

“ We should be willing for him to leave school,”
she resumed presently, “ if there were any other
useful thing he would apply himself to. But he
thinks he ’'s cruelly misiised if we even require him
to take care of the horse, or split a little kindling-
wood. It is, in fact, so great a trial to get any-
thing of that kind done, that his father would
never aik it of him if it were not a stiil grcatcr trial
to see him jdio. That he is a minister’s son,
makes the matter seem worse than if he belonged
to anybody else; so much is expected of a minis.
ter’s family ! But he appears to have no regard
for his father's position; and, indeed, but very
little respect for him, anyway.”

“ | infer that he is not a very good scholar,” said
the visitor. ,

“ He is a very poor scholar. But itisn’tthe
fault of his ability. | never saw a child so quick
to learn, when he once gives bis mind to anything.
But his object in school seems to have bcen to
have all the fun he could, whilc studying just
enough to pass his examinations, and not get left
by his class. Not one of bis teachers has seemed
able to get at the right side of him; and | know ho
has workcd against them in every way he could.”

“ Evidently they have not understood him,”
said the school-master.

“ How could they be expected to understand him,
when I, his own mother, can not?” said the woman,
despondently. “ Oh, \vhat would 1 not give to find
the right chord to touch in his nature, and know just
how to reach it! There must be such a chord,—
he isso bright, soingenioiis, so ready to hclp almost
anybody but his own family and friends !”

Gaspar scowled hardcr than ever, and his breath
carne thickly. He wished his muthcr would not
talk in that way !

“ You sec, now,” she went on, “ why wc have
sent for you. We nced your advice and hclp.
We are very anxious that he should enter at your
school the next tcrin ; and | thought that, per-
haps, if you could talk with him, knowing some-
thing of his peculiar disposition to bcgin with, you
might have some infiuence over him.”

The school-master did not reply for a moment.

“ Guess he don't care to take that contract,”
thought Gaspar, remembering his recent surly bu-
havior to the visitor. “ He ’'ll think that | 'ra tmi
bad to try to do anything with, and | can’l blaine
him.” So he hardened his heart, although, far
some reason, he felt now that he would a littli:
rather have the good opinién of oid Pickcrcl.

“ What sort of persons are his associates ?” t'ie
teachor asked, after a pause.

“ Just such as you might suppose,— the most iale
and reckless boys in the neighborhood. Then; is
Pete Checvy, perhaps the worstof them all. Scarce
aday passes but he and our boy are off together rch-
bing birds’ ncsts, or killing the poor little birds."

“ | have observad them together,” said the v;si-
tor; “ and 1 must confess that 1 have wondvred
to see your son keeping such company.”

“Wc have tried to prevent it,” rejoined ilie
mothcrr ; “ and we have tried to prevent this «.ir-
fare on the birds. But Gaspar has a gun — an <d-
fashioned fowling-piece that his imclc gave hi;n;
he even feels hard toward us, because his father ill
not buy him a broech-loader! He saysthat «x co-
poése him in everything. Whercas, mercy kniuis,
we have been too indulgcnt. He isan only son ; he
was our idol in his babyhood— all our hopcs een-
tered in him. Now,— to think how he repaysus!”

And Gaspar, under the window, could distiiutly
hear his mother’s sobs.

“ | am sure there must be some way of reaelnng
his better nature,” said Mr. Pike. “ But I see lieis
suspicious of me; thinking, no doubt, that bec.uise
I am a school-master 1 must be plotting ag.eiisi
his liberty. 1 will help you, if I can, Mrs. H.ili;
bul it is possible that it will not be best for liim
to enter the high school; and, if so, for his «wmn
good we should wish to know it,”

“ He 's a level-headed oid Pick, any'va; !”
thought Gaspar, under the window.

“ It is n't always wise to oppose such a bo> in
everything,” the visitor went on. “ But if we cm
discovcr the bent of his genius, and what he wislics
most at heart, we may, perhaps, direct him in the
right way, — not by damming the strcam, but by
turning it into a proper channel.”

His voice sounded as if he was rising to go, and
the boy made haste to get away from tlic window.

Chaptkr |II.
A TALK ABOUT BIRDS.

W hf.N Mr. Pike carne out of the house, a few
minutes later, he saw Gaspar licth sitting on the
grass where he had left him, with the little raw,
red body of the bird on the shingle beside hin>



and the skin in his hands, smoothing out the ruf-
flcd plumage.

“ What sort of bird is that?” the school-mastcr
inquired, approaching, and leaning on his cafie.

Gaspar did not answer for a moment, undecided
nliether.to regard this man as a friend or an
cnemy. He shaped the wings, and holding out
tho beak and tail, said at length ;

"“Don’t you know it?”

No, 1don’t; | know very little about birds,—

much less than 1 wish 1 did.”

“ It’s a flicker,” said Gaspar, quite pleased to
bo able to teach the master of tho high school

somcthing.

“ A flicker? W hat's a flicker?” queried the
master.

A high-holc,” said Gaspar.

«Well!” Mr. Pike answered good-huraoredly,

" tliat leaves me as ignorant as | was before.
Wi iiat is a high-hole ?”

liaspar laughed. It was fun to puzzle old Pick-
erol,and he wished some boys that he knew were
thorc to witness his triumph.

" It's a yeilow-hammer,” he replied.
yon know.”

" Now | don’t know ; in fact, | know less than
| (lid before,” said the master. “ For. if I am
not mistaken, the yellow-hammer is a European
species; we have no yellow-hammer in this
cuuntry.”

Fhis bit of bird-knowledge took the gleeful
Gaspar by surprise. He did not respect old Pick
aii\' the less for it, however.

“ Now

You are not mistaken,” he said. “ We have
no true yellow-hammer. But that is onc of the
common fiames this bird goes by. It is called a

flicker, too, | suppose, on account of the flashing
yellow of its svings when it flies; and a high-hole,
from the holes it makes for its nest in the trunks
of trees.”

Now | know the bird,” replied the school-
master; “ as | think | should have done at firet,
if 1 had seen it on the wing. It is the pigeon-
«(jodpcckev, or golden-winged woodpecker, or
golden-shafted woodpecker; it seems to have a
great many flames.”

Gaspar was growing interestcd iii the conver-
sation.

“ It has still another fiame,”
ouglu to know that.”

“ Why so ?”

“ Because it is Latin, and because you are the
scluiol-master.”

“ 1 am hiimiliated now !” said the teacher, with
a humorous, rueful smile. “ | preteud to teach
Latin, and yet | don’'t know the Latin fiame fnr
this bird! — though, | suppose, it must be some

he said; ‘‘yon

sort of fiais, that being tlie Latin fiame for wood-
pecker.”

“ That’s it,” cried Gaspar, growing more and
more animated. “ Though | have always called
itpick-us, because it picks the trees.”

“ A very natural mistake,” said the school-
master. “ But the i has the long sound ; and the
word is not related to our word pick at all. This
picns must have some other Latin word to qualify
it, and show what particular species itis. Do you
remember it ?”

" Auretiis ; pickvs auretus, or something like
that.”

The master smiled again.

“ Not au'retns, but anra'tus, my boy, with the
accent on the long a of tire second syllable ; picns
anra'tus. That is, woodpecker decked ivitk gold j
and a very good fiame it is. 1am not surprised
that you did not get it quite right; on the con-
trary, | am surprised that you should have observed
and remembered the Latin namc at all.”

“ There’'s a book about birds in the public
library; in looking it over, | 've noticed that all
the woodpeckers are caMeUpicns,— which | thought
meant pickers,— and then | could n’t help wonder-
ing what some of the other words meant. | haw
asked myselfwhat auratns stood for, a good many
times; and now I am glad that I know it means
‘decked with gold.” But I can’t see the use of
giving Latin and Greek fiames to birds and things,
nowadays.”

“ Perhaps | can explain it to you,” said the
master. “ Take this bird, for instance. We have
seen that it has several common fames; one of
which, certainly, belongs to another bird. So, if
a pcrson speaks of a yellow-hammer, how are you
to know whether he means this or the European
species ? In ordinary conversation you may think
that is not very important; but in all scientific
desci'iptions, it is ncccssary that such fiames shall
be uscd'as can not be misunderstood.”

“ But why can't mcu of science
English fiames ?” the boy jnquired.

“ That is a sensible question. The answer lo
it is that all men of science are not English-
speaking people. There are German, Frcnch,
Spanish, Swedish, Diitch, Russian ornithologists, '
and those of many other countrics. Now, it is
truc, they might all agrec upon an English fiame
for each bird ; but it would be as unrcasonable for
us to cxpcct that of foreigners, as wc would con-
sider it, if tve wcre all required to Icavu a French or
a Dutch liame. It really seems much simpler and
more convenient to use Latin and Grcck flames,
which learned men in all countrics agrce upon
and understand ; so that a German man of science
will know just what a Spanish man of science is

agrce upon



writing about, if he uses correct scientific tei-ms.
Now, take the case of this verj' IDird. A Swedish
naturalist, named Linnseus, who was a great
botanist, and classified and gave scientific lames
to plants, also gave fiames to many birds — to this
specics, | suppose, among others; so that, when
picus aurattis is alluded to by any writer in any
language, ornithologists know just what bird is
meant. So, you see, these scientific terms that you
disiikc fovm a sort of universal language under-
stood b)' men of scicnce thc world over.”

“ Can’t a person be a good ornithologist without
knowing Latin and Greek?" Gaspar inquircd.

“ Oh, yes; but he will find it very useful indeed
to know those languages, especiaOy as some
species of birds have more than one scientific
fiame, given them by more than one writer on the
subjcct. To knou’at least tlie rudiments of Greek
and Latin will be a great help to him ; and these
can be acquired without very severe study. But,
after all,” the master continued, seeing the boy’s
countenance fall, “ to know a thing itself is of
much greater importance than to know fifty differ-
ent fiames for it, be they ever so scientific. 1 sup-
pose you have learned a gi'cat deal about this bird,
its characteristics of form and color, its habits, its
food, and its eggs.”

“ 1 know all that,” said Gaspar, brightening
again. “ I have its eggs, and they are beauties!
Six of them, puré white, about an inch long. |
got them myscif, by hard digging with a knife, out
of a hole in a trcc as long as my arm — | mean
the hole, not the tree.”

“ But did n’'t you feel a little sorry to take away
the eggs from the mother bird ?” Mr. Pike vent-
ured to say, watching the boy’s face carefully.

“ 1| should have felt worse if 1 had n't known
she would keep right on and lay more, and hatch
her brood just the same, only somewhat later. |
wanted the eggs for my collection.”

“ Have you a collection ? 1should like to sec it.”

“Would you ?” said Gaspar. “ Well, 1'd like
to show it to you, if you wont mind the looks of
my room. | am scolded every day in the year for
the litter 1 keep it in, but 1 don’t see what harm it
docs. 1'll show you my collection of bird-skins,
too, if you likc.” And, as the master replied that
he would like that, too, verj' much, Gaspar led the
way into the house.

Chapter |IlI.

GASPAR’'S COLLECTIONS.

Mrs. Heth had watchcd with anxious interest
the school-master and her wayward son talking
together in the yard ; but it was not without a feel-

ing of dismay that she saw Gaspar bring in ti m
visitor, and start with him toward the ehambr
stairs.

“ Gaspar ! ” she cried,
do ?”

“ Show my collections,” said Gaspar, stiffly.

“ He wont care for your collections, and, \i u
know, you keep your room in such a state thnr |
am positively ashamed to have it seen,” renu -
strated the mother.

“ Excuse me, | have been in boys’' roo'is
before,” replied thc master, “ and | have a r.al
desire to see his collections.”

With a face full of apprehension and distn-a
the good woman drew back into thc sitting-roi n,
thankfui that she had at least prepared him for .ric
untidy appearance of things, which thc inostcil-
ful and conscientious housekeeping could not;,r-
manenliy reiiiedy,

Owing, perhaps, to that forewarning, Mr. ril.e,
on entering the chamber, did not appear tu niuice
at all the oii-spots on thc wall-paper, the scatu vd
feathers and bits of cotton-wool and Slicks ..nd
leaves on the carpot, clothing and shocs ff iig
about, some loose matches on the bed, and a h in-
mcr and a handful of nails on a chair. He did lot
mean to be surprised at anything ; and he ' is,
perhaps, all the more surprised for that reason.

Gaspar began to open his bureau drawers. ilic
contents of which accounted for a tumbled j'.ap
of shirts and socks, thrust into a box, winch
peeped out from under the bed; all his wen.mg
apparel having been removed to make spaci- for
the things, which, in his eyes, were of vi.ly
greater importance. These were his collections;
and it was the order and beauty displayed in tlicir
arrangeincnt, contrasted with the great disotder
of the room, which surprised the master.

There were cggs of various sizes, from thosr of
the osprey and thc great horned-owl down to timsc
of the humming-bird and the smallest wren. The
larger eggs were laid side by side in open pastc-
board boxes. “ For, of course, | could n’t bnng
home a night-heron’s nest, or a fish-hawk’s nesi,”
Gaspar explained. “ Guess such rafts of sticks and
limbs would be too much, even for my room !"
Some of the smaller eggs, also, were in boxes.
“ For it happens, sometimes, that two or three of
USwill discover a rare nest, and, of course, only onc
can have it; but we can share thc cggs, if it has
more than one.”

Most of the eggs, however, were in their native
nests, which were arranged with neatness and taste.
These were of a great variety of size and struct-
ure, from that of the ruby-throated humming-bird.
so diminutive and dainty,— (a soft bunch of the
gathcred down of plants, having delicately colored

what are you going «i



lichens stuck all over it, except in the tiiimble-like
iiollowwhichcontainecl the two pearlsoflovely white
eggs), — from that small miracle of bird-architect-
are, resembling a knot on a limb, to the larger and
coarscr nests woven of strings and sticks and hair.

zle to me. There 's one egg in the iower nest,
lighter-colored and much larger than the other
two.”

“ The nest is the chipping-sparrow’s,” said Uas-
par; “ sometimes called the hair-bird’s, because

GASPAR EXHIBITS HIS COLLECTIONS TO MR. PIKE.

Mr, Pike noted these differences with a great
'leal of interest, and finally exclaimcd :
“W hat's this? It looks like a sort of two-story
nest, with eggs above and below,”
That ’s just what it is,” replied Gaspar, de-
lighied to see the interest with which the master

regarded his treasures. “ Do you see through it?”
‘1 see through it, in one sense,” Mr. Pike
replied; “ for the upper story seems to have

been rather hastily constructed. But jt’'s a puz-

it is nearly always lined with horse-hair. The two
small, bluish-gieen eggs in the lower story are the
bird’s own; the larger one is that of a stranger,
the meancst of all birds,— the cow-bunting, which
lays its eggs in the nests of other birds.”

“ 1 thought that was the habit of the cuckoo,”
observed the master.

“ It may be of the Eiiropean cuckoo,” said Gas-
par; “ I have heard that itis. But our American
cuckoos build nests of their own. Here is one.

3 |



buih of twigs and leaves and moss,— tlie black
billed cuckoo’s,— which | found myself.”

The master examined the nest, but did not ap-
pear quite convinccd.

“ Are you sure?” he asked. “ Emerson says:

‘Yonder mnsterful ciickoo
Crowds every egg oui of ihe nesi,
Quick or dcod, exccpt ils own.'

And by ‘yonder cuckoo,” an American writer
could hardly have meant a bird across the ocean,
if he knew what he was talking about, as Emerson
generally did.”

“ But he did n't, if he was talking about our
native cuckoos,” Gaspar dcclarcd corrfidently.

The school-master smiled to see this black-eyed
boy brush aside the words of the Concord phi-
losopher with adisdainful gesture. Gasparwenton:
“ 1 've watched the birds ever so many times;
and don’'t | know? The cow-bunting is the rogue !
| saw the bird go to this sparrow’s nest, when
there were two sparrow eggs in it, and it left that
third egg. But it did n't crowd out the others; it
left its own to be hatched with them, and the young
bird to'be taken carc of by the sparrow, along
with her own young. But what did the sparrow
do? She saw that it was a strange egg, liut clid
n't know how to get rid of it; so she set to work
with her mate to build the upper story of the
nest, and got it ready in time to lay her next egg
in it. But they had done their work in too great
a hurry; it was open to criticism, as you see. So
they abandoned it, and | took it for my collection.”

“ Itis very curious ! ” said the master.

Three drawers contained the nests and eggs.
Gaspar opened a fourth, in which were displayed
the sraallest of his bird-skins. Each had the bcak
and claws attached, and was wrapped about a slen-
der artificial body of cotton-wool, and laid on its
back. Tire different specimens of a species — the
malc and female and young — were ranged side by
sido ; those of the species nearest akin wcre placed
next; and so on, through each family, sub-family,
and order. It was a wonderful sight; all were so
beautiful, all so still; not like dead birds, but
rather like birds in a trance or slccp. The largor
birds were ranged in like manner in broad pastc-
board boxcs.

“ Do you know all these speciesand theireggs?”
the master inquiied.

“ Oh, of course ! ” said Gaspar carelessly. “ It
took me a long while to learn ail tho warblcrs and
their eggs; for there are a grcat many of them,
and some are very much alikc. These are the
warblers,” he added, spreading his hauds over a
row of the smaller birds; “ the cbestnut-sidcd, the
blue yellow-backed, the blue-winged yellow, the

blackpoll, the black-throated blue, the Cape May,
the yellow-rumped, the "

“ Never mind about the rest!” exclaimed the
master. “ | am surprised that you should havc
studied and collected so many specimens.”

“ The only way to study them is to collect
them,” replied Gaspar. “ Now, some folks are
interested in books. But what 1 am interested in
is birds.”

“ You should be a naturalist,” observed the
master.

“ Oh! that 's what | should like to be!” saki
the boy, his dark features glotving with enthusi
asm. “ But, no,— my folks want to make some-
thing else of me. They think the time 1 spend
studying birds is ‘time thrown away.” | ain
“idling’; and | am a ‘cruel wretch’ because .
take eggs and nests.”

“ But do you not think, yourself, that it is ;
great pity to destroy so many eggs and birds? "
asked the master. “ You have a beautiful dispki;
here ; but do you know what struck me at firsl t
Not the bcauty, but the pity of it! I am glad j
have seen it, for now | know there is anollier sid'
to the question than that of wanton destruction
and cruelty.”

“ Wanton destruction and cruelty! ” cried Ca-
par, his black eyes flashing. “ | never take a bird
fioran egg that 1 don’'t need to complete my collce-
tion. | only get my share, and hardly that. T
you could see the host of real enemies onc uf
these little sparrows has to dodge and hide away
from before she can make a nest and raise lui
brudd ! minks and snakes, and red squirrels, and
weaseis, and hawks, and jays, and butchcr-birds,
and owls, and cats, and ”

“ And young collectors,” put in the master, in a
quiet tone,

“ 1 own,” said Gaspar, “ that they are about
the worstenemies that birds havc, afterall! | dun'i
mean the real collectors, for 1 believe they ;u-
the birds’ best friends.”

“ | think the true ornithologist is a friend to the
birds, as he must be their lover,” the master ad-
mitted. “ But you know, Gaspar, as well as | do,
that ‘collecting’ is a inania with boys; innoceni
enough when confined to autographs and postage-
stamps, but harmful when it Icacls to the destriic-
tion of living creatures, with no noble end in viea.
How many boys do you know who have begun
collections of birds and eggs that will never have
the Icast scientific valte, but will be neglected and
fiung out-of-dooi-s in a year or two ?”

“ Howmany? lots of them !” Gaspar answered,
frankly. “ But | am not onc of'cm.”

“ You go with them, hotvever ?”

“ Yes, | go with thcin sometimes, for tlicir



coinpany and help. There 's that Pete Cheevy ;
he can climb trees like a squirrel, and 1 've some
rarc nests | could never have got without his
assistance. By going with me, he has picked up
alot of eggs and nests; but it’s just waste mate-
rial for such a fellow; all that a collection is tn
liim is just something to brag of.”

“ Don’t you think it is a great evil, Gaspar?
Where is the law against such things ?” inquireci
ihe school-master.

“ Boys in this town care nothing for the law;
they 'rc in no danger, as long as there 's nobody
to complain of them. But | wish myself, some-
times, that the law might be enforced,— providcd
iny father would get me a permit to take birds and
cggs for scientific purposes,” the boy hastened to
.idd,

“ Are you sure that your purposes are scien-
utic?” thc master inquireri-

Gaspar looked down thoughtfully at iiis row of
ilv-catchers, smoothed the breasts of the chebec
and the wood pewee in an absent-minded sort of
way,— then suddenly turned his dark eyes on the
master.

“ What do you think ?” he asked.

Hefore answcring, Mr. Pike put to liim a few
giicstions as to his mcthods of prcserving the eggs
«iiid birds, or, rather, the shells and skins; and
cspccially as to the marks by which he distin-
niiished spcciesancl ascertained the flames of birds
nov to liim.

<inspai- described thc process of blowing an egg,
and of curing a skin ; then procccdeci to deliver
su inteiligent and cntcrtaining a lecture upon
bcaks and shanks and wing-coverts, mandibles,
lai-si and primaries, that Mr. Pike listened with
iiirprise and pleasurc.

Really, Gaspar,” he said, “ you show the zeal
and instinct of a naturalist. 1 don’t wonder yon
find thc pursuit fascinating. How many more of
oar native birds \viil it take to complete your
collections ?”

“ 1 want particularly n scarlet tanager, and a
yclliw-billed cuckoo, and five nrsix more,” replicd
thc boy; “ with about as many rarc nests and
tkgs.”

“ Now. Gaspar,” rejoincd the master, “ | have
n proposition to make, in your own interest, as
well as that of thc birds. You must agree with
me that the Wholesale destruction of birds and

by boys who have no scientific knowledge of
thc subject, and do not aspire to have, ought to
'JC prohibitccl.”

“ Yes, sir,” Gaspar admittcd.

‘ Now, | want you to unite with me in helping
to put a stop to it.”

“ But— what— how can 1?”

“We will get up an interest in the subject
among the townspeople, especially among the
boys ; and, if necessary, we will cali the attention
of the proper authorities to it; for the destruction
of the birds, you know, means the destruction of
our forests and orchards and crops by injurious
insects, which our feathered friends help to keep
down. We will see, Gaspar, if we can not get this
useful and humane law enforced. ’

The boy’s face lookcd gloomy.

“ In return for what you do,” the master con-
tinued, “ I think 1 shall be able to get you a cer-
tificate from the officers of the Natural History
Society, which will allow you to take birds and
eggs for strictly scientific purposes.”

The boy’s face brightened.

“ Now, that is fair, is it not?” said Mr. Pike, in
a cheery tone.

“ Yes— but— | don’t know !” stainmered Gas-
par. “ Itwill be hard for me to go back on the
fellows who have huntcd birds and nests svith me
before now.”

“ You need n't ‘ go back on them’, as you say, or
do anything mean and dishonurablc. But what is
to prevent your telling them that a movement is
on foot to enforce the law, and that yon, for one,
intend to obey thc law in future?”

Gaspar laughed with those bright black eyes
of his.

‘*They would n't believe me !”

“ What, have you so bad a reputation as a law-
brcaker ? | am sorry to hear it! But you can
mend itby mending your practicos, and soon teach
the boys that you are in carncst. Now promise me
that you will help on by word and example the
movement | propose, and | promise to get you
the permit.”

After some hesitation, Gaspar made the promise.
Mr. Pike gave him his hand.

“ 1 am very glad that I have had this talk with
yon, Gaspar. And nosv | am going to tell you
frankly that | really carne here to-day to con-
sult with your parents about your entering thc
high school.”

“ | knew you did,” said Gaspar, rather shamc-
facedly.

“ And that is thc reasoutvhy you were, pcrhaps, a
littlc short with me as I camc in? Well, never mind;
you woiiid have been more courteous, pcrhaps, if
you had understood me better. 1am not going to
urge vVour jrarcnts to send you to school, unless you
see, yourself, that you ought to go. Whatever you
make of yourself in life, you will find a little more
education than you now have cxtremely useful;
and cspccially, if you mean to be an ornithologist,
you should acquire a good, liberal, general knowl-,
edgc, and learn how to describe your observatious



and discoveries with correctness and forcé. Think
of it, will you ? Meanwhile, | will talk with your
parents, and help them to abetter understanding of
you and your aims than they now have. Remem-
ber your promise, Gaspar, about the boys and
birds !”

Mr. Pike afterward talked again with Mrs. Heth,
and gave her much comfort and encourageinent
regarding her son. He lost no time in applying
for the certificate, which he had promised, on his
part; and, when he found that a small fee for it
was required, gladly paid it out of his own pocket.

In the meantime, he became better acquainted with
Gaspar, and had good reason to beiieve that his
influence might do much toward reforming the bo\.
and likewise in preserving the birds of the neigh-
borhood from wanton destruction.

Everything was, in fact, going on favorably whci
Gaspar one day suddenly disappeared,— disali
peared as mysteriously and complete!)' as if he ha<
vanished in air, or had been swallowcd up by thi
earth.

W hat strange thing had happened to him wi!
be told in a future chapter.

(To beconihiued.)
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SUPPORTING HERSELF.

By Elizabeth Stuart Phelps.

IIEAR-Girls :

The Editor asks, “ Will 1 not talk to her girls?”
Gf course, 1 will! 1 would rather talk to one girl
"han to a planet-full of other people any time.
Vnd she asks, “ Will 1 tell them something of what
: think about girls’ supporting themselves ?”

There was once an okl negro preachcr, who
-aid: “ My brecdren, if | had all heaven for my
JDulpit, and all earth for my congregation, and
ill eternity for my Sunday mornin’, de tex | hab
llusen to-day is de tex Td choosc on dat occasion.”
And, indeed, if | had the summer lightning for
niy magazinc columns, and all the girls in North
Imcrica for my readers, and the long vacation to
iilk in, tho text which the editor has given me is
nie one | should “ choose on dat occasion.”

Dear Girls, thcrc are just two things to be said

Ql this iargc, long, broad question. The first is
"iily: Do it." The second is only: Do it Hior-
mmddy! And have | no doubt that girls are made

i ,siippovt themselves ? None in the world. And
eini [ sure that they can support themselves?
N ifectly sure. And do | believe that they ought to
-i|)port thcmselves? With belief unspeakable.
Hnt would I havc them neglect their parents, and
liesert their homcs, and be disagrceable to their
brothcrs, and ruin their health, and spoil their
in.aiiners, and never get married?

Let US begin like the old Chaldeans, and read
those six solemn questions backwards. Never get
niarried? By no means! if you have no command
of any trade or profession which will enablc you to
pnivide for your family under any of the many ter-
rible emergencies of sickness, or death, or misfort-
ii'ie, or sin, which may throw that provisién upon
tl'c woman’s hands. By all means get married, if
>ou love a man enough to face these emergencies
h'i his sake !

Spoil your manners? If a lady is less a lady
for caining her own living, she never was a lady at
«ill, and her manners are not worth the ink I am
expcnding upon the mention of them.

Ruin your health ? If you are strong enough
to live an idic or frivolous or dependent life, you
h.ivo dono the hardest work you will ever find
yourself in the way of doing. You could be a
r-iirpenter, with less lisk to muscle and ncrvc and
brain and tissue, than to Uve the life that many
girls live after leaving school.

Estrange your brothcrs ? If your brothers
lhink the less of you for an honest detcrmination

to be able to take care of yourself, they don’t de-
serve a good sister, and don’t know her when they
see her.

Uesert your home'? Not so long as Heaven
spares you that blessed thing to cling to! Rc-
main in it if you may; absent yourself from it if
you must; but keep your heart as true to it as
loyal love can be.

Neglect your parents? |
you neglected yourself.

And just here let me say that | understand, and
you understand, and we .all understand that
girls must stay at home and accept a depend-
ent life. So must some boys. To all our sweep-
ing rules we have sharp exceptions. Now and
then, the incompetent father, or the foeble moth-
er, or the erring brothers, or the sad, untold fam-
ily secret demands the devotion of the entire
individual life of some one child. Now and theu
the child herself or himself is sorely burdened with
incapacita’ or disease, which makes even an ac-
quaintance with the means of pursuing an inde-
pcndent career a doubtful or an impossible thing,
and the monotony of sheltered, small, home
duties the better, trucr life. This happens to
brothers as well as to sisters. It need not happen
becausc \ou are a girl. It should happen only
becausc you are an exceptional girl.

Then, do 1think that, asa rule, girls should learn
to provide for themselves ? As arulc, mostassuredly!
As a rute, it is honester, safer, nobler, and more
womanly for awoman to be able to carc for herself
and for the father, or mother, or brother, or hus-
band, or child, whom a hundred chances may, at
any hour, fling upon her warm heai'tand brave hand
for protection. As a rule, a girl should make her-
self mistress of somc industry, or art, or profession,
or trade, whicli lias a markct valué in the great
striiggle for existence into which God has plunged
tliis weary world.

As a rule, she can succecd in doing this if she
determine to, and will fail in it if she does not.

Girls, first make up your minds that you will be
something! All the rest will follow. What 5ou
shall be comes more easily and clcarly in due time.
When you havc perfectly and solemnly decided to
be something, your battle is half fought. A young
lady, herself tl\e only sclf-supporting sister of sev-
eral in a family, poor, proud, and struggling, once
said to me: “ I, for one, am sure that, if a girl
2vants to command an independent means of live-

would i-ather that



lihood, she wul find out the way,” And this, as a
rule, is golden truth. There are cxceptional pai-
ents, as there ai-e exceptional daughters. But this
you may depend upon, little women ! if your
whole heart is set upon, and your whole head is
trained for, becoming an elocutionist, or a green-
grocer, or an engraver, or a florist, or a singer,
or a doctor, the chances are that elocutionist, or
green-grocer, or engraver, or florist, or singer, or
doctor you will be. Your mother may forbid you
a whim ; she will not disregard a purpose. Your
father may laugh at a notion ; he will respect an
enthusiasm. You will not find a friend to encour-
age you in jcrky, hysteric, vague attempts to ac-
quire fame without genius, or wealth without labor,
or success without pcrseverance. You may find for
your unswcrving aspiration, and your doggcd hard
work,— you may find— ah, my dear girls! 1

wish | could say you will find— as many help-
ing hands as your brothers will find. But that is
noa yet; perhaps the day will come. Women

must work yet awhile under discouragcment such
as only women know. Don’'t cxpcct the help
your brother gets! Make up your raind to that in
the beginning. 1am only saying that, once your
mind ismade, you will find hclp cnough to cnablo
you to keep it in shape; and, after nll, that is a
great deal.

Now, the earlier you do this the better- A girl
of thirteen can not decide, to be sure, with any dis-
cretion or any assurance, whether she will be a
Sculptor or a wash-woman, a farmer or a poet;
but she can decide distinctly whether it is her
wish or hor duty, after leaving school or college,
to remain dcpendcnt upon her parents or to fit
herself for a self-providing life.

The education by which you mean to get your
bread and butter, your glovesand bonnets is a very
different affair from that which yon take upon
yourself as an ornament and an interval in life.
The Chemical experiracnt which you may some
day have to explain to pupils of your own is quite
anothcr thing from the Icsson that you may never
think of again. The practico in jiook-keeping,
which may some time regulate your dealings with
live, flesh-and-blood customers, bccomcs as inter-
esting as a new story. The dull oid rules for
inflection and enunciation fairiy turn into poetry,
if you hope to find yourself a great public reader
some coming day. And the very sawdiist of the
French or Latin grammar becomes ashcs of roses
to the stout little fancy that dreams of brave work
and big salary, in some foi'eign department at
Washington, or tutoring girls or boys for college.
All over the terrible ocean, among the lawless
sailors, the men with wives and children to work
for, are those who lead the gentlest and cleanest

Uves. So, on the great ocean of school-life, tlic
girls, with aims to study for, are those whose labor
is the richest and the ripest. Ah | you will nevcr
rcalize till you have tried it what an immense powei
over the life is tho power of possessing disHnctaims.
The voice, the dross, the look, the very motion-
of a person define and alter w'hen lie or she begin-
to live for a reason. | fancy that | can select in
crowded Street the busy, blcsscd women who sup-
port themselves. They caru'y themselves with ai-
air of conscions scif-respcct and sclf-contcnt whicl:
a shabby alpaca can not hide, fior a liounéi sill.
cnhance, fior even sicknoss or exhaustion quii.
drag oul.

But, girls, if you don’t mean lo make a thoroiigh
business of the occupatlon you have chosen, ncvir.
never, never begin to be occupicd at all, Half-
finishcd work will do for amateurs. It will nes'-t
answer for professionals. The brackct you aic
scwing for a New Year’s present can hang a lidie
crookcd on its screws, and j'ou will lie forgii'cn ' frr
the lovc’s sake found thcrein ” by the dear hcaii
to which you offer it; but the trinket carved Ilur
sale in the Sorrcnto rooms must be cut as truc ,
a TOse-lcaf. You can be a little shaky as to \iii.r
Germéan dcclcnsions in the Schiller club, wilii. i
you join so cnthusiastically after leaving sdiin L
and no great harm ever come of it; but tcaili
Schiller for a living, and for every dative c.i-e
forgotten'you are so much money out of pocket.

People who pay for a thing dcmand thoroiivii
workmanship or none. To offer incomplete wuilt
for complete market price, is to be eithci' a
chcat or a beggar. The terrible grinding law-.
of supply and demand, pay and receive, gi'<
and get, give no quarter to shilly-shally labor.
The excellence of your intentions is nothing to the
point. The stress of your povcrty has not liic
slightesl connection with tho case. An editor
will never pay you for your poem becausc >ou
wish to help your mother. No customcr will biiy
her best bonnet or her whcat flour of you becausc
you are unable to pay your rcnt. When you lune
entered the world of trade, you have entered a world
where tenderness and charity and personal imcr-
est are foreign relations. Not “ for friendship:'
sake,” fior “ for pity’s sake,” fior “ for chivalrv's
sakc ” runs the great rallying-cry of this great
world,— but only “for valué received.”

It is with sorro'v and shame, but yet with hope
and courage, that 1 write it,— there is reason for
the extensiva complaint made by men, that women
do not work thoroughly. | am afraid that, till
time and trouble shall have taught them better,
they will not. Is it bccause they have nevcr been
trained? |Is it because they expect to be niarried?
That it is not in the least because they can not,



we know; for we know that some of the most mag-
nificently accurate work in the world has been
done by women.

Now, you who are the girls of to-day, must find
for yourselvcs, and teach us all a better way.
Make up your minds to work hard and to work
patiently. Don’t expect to get the return of skilled
labor for unskilled effort. Remember that, no mat-
icr what you intend tn become, you can not avoid
npprenticeship. Don’tcxpect, if you bringyour edu-
cation toan end at eighteen, to become a teacher or
lpreacher,alawyeroraphysician, like your brother
uhose prcparatory studies last till he is twenty-fi\'e.
Don’t think you can rusli to the art-gallcrics, and
sell your amateur water-colors in competition tvith
artists who have given j'cars and years of drudgcrt'
lo the handling of their brushes and the culture
of their inspirations. Don’'t cxpect The Centurv
Magasinc to print your storics till you have
first thrown a great many poor manuscripts into
the fire. If you tvisli to go into the book-seller’s
business, be conlent to begin by familiarizing your-
self with the backs of librarles- If you aspire to
he a railroad ticket agent (like a few bright women
| have seen), Icarn your arithmetic lesson kccnly,
ihiit you may make quick change for hurried peo-
ple- Be conteni to begin humbly ! Be careful to
labor faithfully ! Be patient to toil long !

One of the foremost of modern novelists was a
wuraan— a ivoman whose patience was as immense
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as her fame, and her fame is owing as much to
her patience as to her genius. In her great story
of Daniel Deronda George Eliot puts into the
mouth of a musician addressing a young lady who
has aspirations for the stage, these memorable,
cutting words:

" “You have been broughtup In case,— voii )invc done whatyou
wiuld,— you have not said to yourself, * 1 muse know this exactly,”
“ I mustunderstand thisexactly,” '*! mustdo thiscxaclly.” Inuiter-
ing these tinee terrible jmists, Xlesincr lificd up three long (ingcrs in
succcssion. <1l soeins you have not been called upom obc anything
bul a charning young lady wholfe it Isan Impolltencss 10 find faiilt
with. « 7~ \ ou would find, after your educatjon in doing things
slackiy, * * * great difficuUie* jnsuidy, Vouuould bcsiibjccted
10 tesis: people would no longer feign not to see your blundcr. You
would at firstbe accepied only on irial. * * » Anv «uccuss must

be won by the utmost pntlcncc. You would have to kcep your place

Inacrowd ; and after all, It Is likely you would lose Itand gctoui
of sight. Ifyou deierinine to face these hardshlps and srlll try, you
wKIl have the dlgnity of a high purpose. -~ * v,,, “vill have

some merlt. though you may wln no prire ' "

Biit noiv | have told you to M-ork. tind work
thoroughly. | have n’'t helpcd \'ou in the least
to know what to do, or how to do it?

Why no, my dear girls, | suppose | have n't.
That would take as long as the negro wanted to
take for his sermén. Perhaps some other time, if
you care to hear me, | will talk to you further
about these things. Only believe me to be right
in this: When once your mind is firmly and hope-
fully rnade up to work, the tvhat and the how will
follow fast enough.



THE PHILOPENA.

By Frank R. Stockton.

THE ABSOLUTE FOOI. AND THE LION.

There wcre once a Prince and a Princess who,
when quite young, ate a philopena together.
They agreed that the one who, after sunrise the
next day, should accept anything from the other
— the givcr at the same time saying “ Philopenal!”
— should be the loser, and that tbe loser should
marty the other.

They did not meet tho next day; and at the
time our story begins, many years had clapsed,
and the Prince and the Princess were nearly grown
up. They often thought of the philopena they
had eaten together, and wondered if they should
know each otherwhen they met. He remembered
her as a pretty little girl dressed in grcen silk and
playing with a snow-white cat; while she remem-
bered him as a handsome boy, wearing a little
sword, the liandle of which was covered with
jecwcls. But both must have changed a great deal
in all this time.

Neither of these young people had any parents;
the Prince lived with guardians and the Princess
with Uneles.

The guardians of the Prince were very cnter-
prising and energetic men, and were allowed to
govern the country until the Prince came of age.
The capital city was a very fine city when the old
king died ; but the guardians thought it might be
much finer, so they set to work with all their might

(SUB PACC 524.)

and main to improve it. They tore down r |
houses and made ever so many new strccts ; ili *
built grand and splcndid bridges over the river mi
which the city stood ; they constructcd aquedie w
to bring water from streams ever so many mil.'
away ; and they were at work all the time upen
somc great building enterprise.

The Prince did not seem to take much iiHenst
in the Works which were going on under diitc-
tion of his guardians; and when he rodc <n!.
he prcferred to go into the country Ol to ride
through some of the quaint old strcets, wlvre
nothing had been changed for himdreds of year-.

The Uneles of the Princess wcre very diffeif iit
people from the guardians of the Prince. Tivle
were three of them, and they wcre very quiet and
cozy old men, who disliked any kind of btistlo i
disturbance, and wished that everything might
remain as they had always known it. It even
worried them a little to find that tho Princess was
growing up. They would havc much prefcrrcd
that she should remain cxactly as she was wben
they first took charge of her. Then they never
would have been obliged to worry their minds
about any cbangcs in the way of taking care of
her. But they did notworry their minds very nnieh,
after all. They wished to make her guardianship
as little laborious or exhausting as possible, and



so, divided the work; 0110 of them took charge of
her education, another of her food and lodging,
and the third of her dress. The first sent fot
teachers, and told them to teach her ; the second
liad handsome apartmcnts prepared for her use,
and gave orders that she should have everything
slie iieedcd to eat and drink ; whilc the third com-
enaiided that she should have a complete oiitfit of
new clothes four times a year. Thus everything
went on very quietly and smoothly; and the three
iiicles were not obliged to exhaust themselves by
liird wotlt. Thcrc were ncver any new houses
biiik, and if anything had to be rcpaircd, it was
ilone with as little noise and dirt as possible. The
1'i\" and the whole kingdom were quiet and serene,
nnd the three uncios dozed away most of the day
IX three great comfortable throncs.

Everybody seemed satisfied with this state of
iliings except the Princess. Shc often thought tu
Iu'iself that nothing would lie ~lore delightful than
1;jttle noise and motion, and she wondcred if the
nhole world were as quiet as the city in which she
II'od. At last, she bccame unabie to bear the
div.rdfiil stillness of the placo any longer; but she
Cdiild think of nothing to (lo but to go and try to
find the Prince with whom shc had eaten a philo-
Dina. If she slioukl iviii, he must marry her; and
ilion, perhaps, they could settle down in some
pliicc where things would be bright and lively.
he early onc morning, shc put on her white
dress, and mounting her prancing black horse,
silo rodé away from the city. Only one per-
son saw her go, for nearly all the people
«'ore aslcep.

*\botit this time, the Prince made up his
mind that he could no longer stand the din
and confusién, the cverlasting up-sctting and
setting-up in his native city. He would go
">y, and see if he could find the Princess
wiiti whom he had caten a philopena. If he
shiiukl win, she would be obliged to marry
nim ; and thcn, perhaps, they could settle
down in soinc place where it was quiet and
piaceful. So, on the same morning in which
the Princess rodé away, he put on a hand-

Soinc suit of black clothes, and mounting a
gciitlc white horse, he rodé out of the city.

Only one person saw him go; for, even at that
carly hour, the people were so bus\' that |jttle
attention was paid to his movcmenCs.

About half-way between these two cities, in a
tall tower which stood upon a hill, there lived an
Inquisitive Dwarf, whose whole objcct in life was
tu find out what people werc doing and why they
did it From tho top of this tower he generallj’
fanagcd to see all that was going on in the sur-
niunding country; and in e.ich of the t'vo cities
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that have been mentioned he liad an agent, whose
duty it was to scnd him word, by means of caiTicr
pigeons, whencvcr a new- thing happened. Before
breakfast, on the morning when the Prince and
Princess rodé away, a pigeon from the city of the
Prince carne flying to the tower of the Inquisitive
Dwarf.

“ Some new building startcd, | suppose,” said
ihe Dwarf, as he took the paper from the pigeon.
“ But no; itisvery different! ‘The Prince hasrid-
dcn away from the city alone, and is traveling to
the north.””

But before he could begin to puzzle his brains
about the meaning ofthis departure, anotlier pigeon
carne flying in from the city of the Princess.

“ W ell!” cried the Dwarf, “ this is amazing!
It is a long time since | have had a message from
that city, and my agent has bcen drawing his
salary without doing any work. What possibly
can have happened there ?”

Wlien he read that the Princess had ridden
alone from the city that morning, and was traveling
to the south, he was truly amazed.

“ What on carth can it mean ?” he exclaimcd.
“ If the city of the Prince wcrc to the south of
that of the Princess, then | might understand it;
for they would be going to sec cach other, and that
would be natural cnough. But as his city is to the
north of her city, thei' are traveling in op|3oslte
directions. And what is the meaning of this? |
must most certainly find out.”

THE I'RINCE AND THE VRINCESS EAIl A FHILOPENA

The Inquisitive Dwarf liad three servants whom
he employed to attenci to his most important busi-
ness- Thcse were a Gorgoness, a Water Sprite,
.and an Alisolute Fool. This last one was very
valuablc; for there werc some things he would do
which no onc else would think of attemptiiig.
The Dwarf called to him the Gorgoness, the oldest
and most cliscrcet of tho three, and told her of the
departure of the Princess.

“ Hastcn southward,” ho said, “ as fast as you



can, and follow her, and do not return to me until
you have found out why she left her city, where
she is going, and what she expects to do when she
gets there. Your appearance may frighten her;
and, therefore, you must take with you the Abso-
luto Fool, to whom she will probably be willing to
talk ; but you must see thateverything is managcd
properly.”

Having dispatched these two, the Inquisitivo
Dwarf then called the Water Sprite, who was sing-
ing to herselfat the edge of a fountain, and telling
her of the departure of the Prince, ordered her
to follow him, and not to return until she had found
out why he left his city, where he was going, and
what he intended to do when he got there.

“ The road to the north,” he said, “ lies along
the river bank; therefore, you can easily keep him
company.”

The Water Sprite bowud, and dancing over llie
dewy grass to the river, threw herselfinto it. Some-
times she swam beneath the clear water; some-
times she rose partly in the air, where she seemed
like a little cloud of sparkling mist borne onward
by the ivind ; and sometimes she floated upon the
surface, her palé blue robes undulating with the
gentle waves, while her white hands and feet shone
in the sun like tiny crcsts of foam. Thus, singing
to herself, she went joyously and rapidly on, aided
by a full, strong wind from the south. She did
not forget to glance every nOYv and then upon the
road which ran along the river bank; and, in the
course of the morning, she perceived the Prince.
He was sitting in the shade of a tree near the
water's edge, while his gentle white horse was
grazing near by.

The Water Sprite came very gently out of the
river, and seating herself upon the edge of a grassy
bank, she spoke to him. The Prince looked up in
astonishment, but there was nothing in her appear-
ance to frighten him.

“ 1lcame,” said the Water Sprite, “ at the com-
mand of my master, to ask you why you left your
city, where you are going, and what you intcnd to
do when you get there.”

The Prince tlien told her why iic had left his
city, and vvhat he intended to do when he liad
found the Princess.

“ But where I am going,” he said, “ 1 do not
know, myself. | must Cravcl and travel until i suc-
ceed in the object of my search.”

The Water Sprite reflected fora moment, and
then she said;

“ If 1 were you, | woukl not travcl to the north.
It is coid and dreary there, and your Princess
would not dwell in such a region. A little abovc
us, on the other side of this river, there is a strcain
which runs sometimes to the east and sometimes

to the south, and tvhich leads to the Land of the
Lovely Lakcs. This is the most beautiful counti\
in the world, and you will be much more likely i.
find your Princess there than among the desohu-
mountains of the north.”

“ | daré say you are right,” said the Prince

“and | will go there, if you will sho'v me ti:
way.”

“ The road runs along the bank of the river.'
said the Water Sprite ; “ and we shall soon rea<j

the Land of the Lovely Lakcs.”

The Prince then mounted his horse, forded tli-
river, and was soon riding along the bank of ti:.'
stream, while the Water Sprite gayly floated upen
its dancing ripples.

When the Gorgoness started southward, in pi r-
suit of the Princess, she kept out of sight amoi.g
the bushes by the roadside ; but spcd swiftly aloi.
The Absoluto FoOl, however, mounted upon a
good horse, rodé boldly on the road. He mis
a good-looking youth, with rosy chccks, briylt
eyes, and a handsome figure. As he cantci d
gayly along, he fclt himself capable of evcry naide
action which the human mind has ever conceiv, 1
The Gorgoness kept near him, and in the com +m
of the morning they overtook the Princess, v.'i
was allowing her hoi-se to walk in the shacle bi- ilie
roadside. .The Absolute Fool dashed up to I.".
and, taking off his hat, asked her why she had I it
her city, where she was going, and what ,he
intended to do when she got there.

The Princess looked at him in surprise. 1
left my city becausc | wanted to,” she said. 'l
ain going about my business, and ivhen | gel lo
the pioper place, | will attend to it.”

“ Oh, said the Absolute Fool, “ you refusc me
your confidence, do you ? But allow me to reniark
that | have a Gorgoness with me who is \Mtw
frightful to look at, and whom it was my interimn
to kcep in the bushes ; but if you will not give fair
answers to my questions, she must come out and
talk to you, and that is all there is abrmt it.”

“ If there is a Gorgoness in the bushes,” >aid
the Princess, “ let her come out. No matter Imw
friglitful she is, I would rather she should como
where | can sec her, than to have her hiding near
me.”

The Gorgoness, who had heard tliesc wortls,
now came out into the road. Tlie horse of ilie
Princess reared in affvight, but his young vider
pattcd him on the neck, and quietcd his fears.

“ What do you and this young man waiii?"
said the Princess to the Gorgoness, “ and why do
you question me ?”

“ It is not of our own will that \ve do it,” said .
the Gorgoness, very respectfully; “ but our nutstcr,



tile Inquisitivo Dwarf, has sent us to obtain infor-
ination about the points on «hich the young man
iiuestioned you; and until we have found out these
iliings, it is impossible for us to return.”

“ | am opposcd tn answering impertinent ques-
iions,” replied the Princess; “ but in order to rid
i.-yself of you, I will tell you the reason of my

report to you to-morrow morning. And if you
should need help, or escort, he will aid and obey
you as your seiwant. As for me, unless we find
the Prince, | shall continué searching for him,
There is a prince in the city to thc north of my
master’s tower, and it is not unlikely that it is he
whom you seek.”

THS WATER SPRITE DIRECT5 THE PRINCE TO THE LAND OF THE LOVELV LAKBS.

iviiirney.” And she then statcd briefly the facts
cr the case.
"Ah, me!" said the Gorgoness; “ I am very

mcrry; but you can not tell us where you are going,
a, d wc can not return until wc know that. But
>11 need not desire to be rid of us, for it may be
ih.it we can assist you in thc object of your journey.
Tliis young man is sometimes vcry useful, and 1
shall be glad to do anything that | can to help
;ou.  Ifyou should think that | would injure you,
a willingly aunoy you ljy my prcscncc, it ivould
grievc me to thc hcart.” And as she spoke, a
ttar bedimmcd her cye.

The Princess was touched by thc cmotion of the
Gorgoness.

m'You may accompany me,” she said, “ and |
Will trust you both. You must know this country
better than | do. Have you any advice to give me
inregard to my journey ?”

“ One thing I would strongly advisc,” said thc
Gorgoness, “ and that is, that you do not travel
any further until we know in what dircction it will
be best to go. There is an inn ciése by, kcpt by
a worthy woman. If you will .stop there until
to-iuorrow, this young man and | will scour thc
country 'round about, and try to find some news
of your Prince. The young man will return and

“You can find out if it is he,” answered the
Princess, “ by asking abont the philopena.”

“ That will 1 do,” said thc Gorgoness, “ and |
will return hither as speedily as possible.” And,
u'ith a respectful saliitation, thc Gorgoness and
the Absolutc Fool dcparted by difTerent ways.

The Princcss then repaired to the inn, where
she took lodgings.

The next morning, the Absoluto Fool carne back
to the inn, and sceing the Princcss, said ; “ | rodé
until long after night-fall, searching for thc Prince,
before it occurred to me that, even if | should find
him, 1 would not know him in the dark. As soon
as | thought of that, | rodé straight to thc nearest
house, and slept till daybreak, when 1 rcmcmbcred
that | was to report to you this morning. But as |
have heard no news of thc Prince, and as this is a
beautiful, clear day, I think it would be extrcmcly
fuolish to remain idly here, where there is nothing
of interest going on, and when a single hour’s
delay may cause you to miss thc objcct of yonr
search. The Prince may be in onc place this
morning, and there is no knowing where ho will
be in thc iifternoon. While thc Gorgoness is
searching, we should search also. We can rcturn
ljeforc sunset, and we will leave word hcrc as to
the dircction we have taken, so that ivhcn she



returns, she can quicldy overtake us. It is my
Opinién that not@ moment should be lost. I win
be your guide. I know this country well.”
The'Princess thought this sounded like good
reasoning, and consented to set out. There were
some beautiful mountains to the south-cast; and

among these, the Absolute Fool declared, a prince
of good triste would lie very apt to dwell. They,
therefore, took this direction. But when they had
traveled an hour or more, the mountains began to
look bare and bleak, and the Absolute Fool dc-
clared that he did not believe any prince would
live there. lie therefore advised that they turn
into a road that led to the north-east. It was a
good road; and therefore he thought it led to a
good place, where a pcrson of good sense would
be likely to reside. Along this road they therefore
traveled. They had ridden but a few miles when
tliey met three incn, well armed and mounted.
These men drcw up their horscs, and respectfully
saluted the Princess.

“ High-born Lady,” they said, “ for by your
aspcct u'C know you to be such, wc would inform
you that we are the soldiers of the King, the out-
skirts of whose dorainions you have reached. It
is our duty to question all travelers, and, if their
object in coming to our country is a good one, to
give them whatever assistance and information
they may require. Will you tell us why you
come ?”

“ Impertinent vassals!” cried the Absolute Fool,
riding up in a great passion. “ How daré you in-
terfcrc with a princess who has left her city
because it was so dull and stupid, and is endeav-
oring to find a prince, with whom she has eaten a
philopena, in order that she may raarry him. Out
of my way, or I will draw my sword and dcave you
to the earth, and thus punish your iinwarrantable
curiosity!”

The soldiers could not repress a smile.

“ In order to prevent mischief,” they said to the
Absolute Fool, “ we shall be oliliged to take )'ou
into custody.”

This they immediately did, and then requested
the Princess to accompany them to the palace of
their King, where she would receive hospitality
and aid.

The King welcomcd the Princess with great
cordiality. He had no prince of his own, and he
was very sorry that he had not; for, in that case,
he would hope that he might be the pcrson for
whom she was looking. But thcrc was a prince,
who lived in a city to the north, who was probably
the very man ; and he would scud and make
inquines. In the meantime, the Princess would
be entertained by himself and his Queen ; and, if
Pier servant would make a suitable apology, his

violcnt language would be pardoned. But the
Absolute Fool positivcly refused to do this.

“ 1 never apologize,” he cried. “ No man of
spirit would do such a thing. What I say, | stand
by.”

“ Very well,” said the King; “ then you shai;
fight a wild beast.” And he gave orders that tlie
affair should be arranged for the following day.

In a short time, however, some of his officcr-
camc to him and told him that there were no wiU!
bcasts; those nn hand having been kept so lon;
that they had become tame.

“ To be sure, thcrc'’s the old lion. Sardén,” tino
said ; “ but he is so dreadfully cross and lias had -o
much experience in these fights, that for a loiy;
time it has n't been considered fair to allon- :i'n
onc to cnter tlie ring with him."

“ It is a pity,” said the King, “ to make the
young man fight a tame beast; but, under flie
circumstances, the best thing to do will be ton |).
resent the case to him, just as it is. Tell him «e
are sorry we have not an ordinary wild beast; liut-
that he can take liis choicc bctween a tame n:e
and the lion Sardén, whosc disposition and :\
perience you will explain to him.”

When the matter was stated to the Absolute
Fool, he refused with great scorn to fight a tanie
beast.

“ 1 will not be degradcd in the eyes of the pub-
lic,” he said ; “ 1 will take the old lion.”

The next day, the court and the public assembicd
to see the fight; but the Queen and our Princos
took a ride into the country, not wishing to witiu-ss
a combat of this kind, especially oné which wa™ so
unequal. The King ordered that every advant.i®e
should be given to tlic young man, in order tliat
he might have every possible chance of success in
fighting an animal which had been a victor on so
many similar occasions. A largo iron cago, (ei-
nished with a turnstile, into which the Absolute
Fool could retire for rest and refreshmcnt, but
whecrc tho lion could not follow him, was placed ijii
the middle of the arena, and the youth was fur-
nishcd with all the weapons he dcsircd. When til
was ready, the Absolute Fool took his stand in
the centei- of the arena, and the door of tlic lion's
den was opened. When the grcat beast carne out, he
looked about for an instant, and then, with majcstic
step, advanced toward the young man. When he
was within a few paces of him, he crouchcd foi'a
spring,

The Absolute Fool had never scon so mag-
nificcnt a creature, and he could not restrain liis
admiration. With folded anns and sparkling eyes,
he gazecl with dclight upon the lion’s massive
head, his long and flowing mane, his magnifi-
cent musclcs, and his powerful feel and legs.



There was an air of grandeur and strength about
Iim which completely enraptured Ehe youth. Ap-
proaching the lion, he knelE before him, and gazed
with wondering ecstasy into his great, glowing
cyes. “ What glorious orbs!” he inwardly ex-
claimed. “ What unfathomable expression ! What
possibilities! What reminiseenccs! And every-
wherc, what majesty of curve !”

peared , for he was as much delighted as any one
at tlie victory of the young man.

“ Noble youth,” he exclaimcd, “ you are the
bravest of the brave. You aro the only man |
know who is worthy of our royal daughter, and
you shall marry her forthwith. Long since, |
vowed that only with the bravest should she wed.”

At this moment, the Queen and the Princess,

“ THfiy MET THRES MEN, WELL 4HMEU ANU MOUNTED.”

The lion was a good dcal astonislied at tlie con-
duct i)f the )oung man; and he soon began to
suppose that this was not the person he was to
figlit, but probably a keeper, who was examining
into his condition. After subinitting to this
scrutiily a few minutes, he gavc a mighty yawn,
which startled the spjctators, but which delighted
the Absolute Fool; for nevcr before had he beheld
such dazzling teeth, such immensity of expression.
He knelt in silecnt delight at this exhibition of the
hcauty of strength.

Uld Sardoén soon becamc tired of all this, how-
ever, and he turned and walked back to his den.
“ 'Vhen their man is ready,” he thought to him-
self, “ I will come out and fight him.”

Giie tremenduus shout now ar6se from the mul-
titiide. “ The youth has conquered !” they cricd.
“ lie has actuallyfrightened the lion back into his
den!” Rushing into the arena, they raised the
Absolute Fool upon their shoulders and carricd
hini in triumph to the open square in front of the
palace, that he might be rewardcd for his bra\-crj’.
Here the King, followed by his court, quickly ap-

rcturniiig from their ride, heard with joy the result
of the combat; and riding up to the victor, the
Queen declared tliat she would gladly join with
her royal husband in giving their daughter to so
brave a man.

The Absolute Fool stood for a moment in silent
thought i then, addressing the King, he said;

“ Was Your Majcsty's father a king ?”

“ He was,” was the answer.

“ Was his father of royal blood ?”

“ No; he was not,” replied the King. “ My
grandfather was a man of the people; but his prc-
eminent virtue, his great ability as a statesman,
and the dignity .and nobility of his character made
him the unanimous choice of the nation as its

sovereign.”
“ 1 am sorry to hear that,” said the Absolute
Fool; “ for it makes it necessary for me to decline

the kind offer of your daughter in marriage. If |
marry a princess at all, shc must be onc who can
face back hor lincage through a long line of royal
ancestors.” And as he spoke, his breast swcllcd
with manly pride.



For a moment, thc King was dumb with rage.
Then loudly he shouted : “ Ho, guards! Annjhi-
late him ! Avenge this insult!”

At ihese words, the sworci of evei-y by-stander
leaped from its scabbard; but, before any onc could
take a step forward, thc Princess seized the Abso-
luto Fool by his long and fiowing locks, and put
spurs to her horse. The young man yellecl with
pain, and shouted to her to let go; but she held
firmly to his hair, and as he ivas extraordinarily
active and fleet of foot, he kept pace with the gal-
loping horse. A great crowd of people started in
pursuit, but as none of them were mounted, they
were soon left behind.

‘“Let go my hair! Let go my hair!” shouted
the Absoluto Fool, as ho bounded along. “ You
don’t know how it hurts. Letgo! Letgo!”

But the Princess never relinquished her hold
until they were out of the King’s domain.

“ A little more,” cried the indignant youth,
when she let him go, “ and you would have pulled
out a handful of my hair.”

“ A little less,” said the Princess, contemptuously,
“ and you would have been cut to pieces; for you
have not sense enough to take care of yourself.
I am sorry | listened to you, and left the inn to
which the Gorgoness took me. Itwould have been
far better to have waited there for her as she told
me to do.”

“ Yes,” said thc Absolute Fool; “ it svould have
been much better.”

“ Now,” said the Princess, “ we will go back
there, and sec if she has rcturncd.”

“ If we can find it,” said thc other, “ which 1
very much doubt.”

There were several roads at this point and, of
course, they took the wrong onc. As they went
on, lhe Absolute Fool complained bitterly that he
had left his horse behind him, and was obliged to

walk. Sometimes he stopped, and said he would
go back after it; but this the Princess sternly
forbade.

When thc Gorgoness reached the city of thc
Prince, itwas night; but she was not sorry for this.
She did not like to show herself much in thc day-
time, because so many people were frightcncd by
her. Afier a good deal of trouble, she discovcred
that the Prince had certainly left the city, although
his guardians did not seem to be aware of it. They
were so busy with a new palace, in part of which
they were living, that they could not be expected
to keep a constant cye upon him. In thc morning,
she inet an old man who knew her, and was not
afraid of her, and who told her that the day before,
when he was up the river, he had seen the Prince
on his white horse, riding on thc bank of thc

stream; and that near him, in the water, was
something which now looked like a woman, anc
again like a puff of mist. The Gorgoness reflected.

“ If the Prince has gone olT in that way,” sir
said to herself, “ I-believe that he is the \-ery oir
whom the Princess is looking for, and that he ha
set out in seai'ch of her; and that creaturc in th
w'atcr must be our Water Sprite, whom our mastc.
has probably sent out to discover where the Princi
is going. If he had told me about this, it woul
have saved much trouble. From the dircction .:
which they were going, 1 feel sure that the Wat'-
Sprite was taking the Prince to thc Land of il
Lovely Lakcs. She never fails to go there, if sh-
can possibly get an excuse. 1 °'ll follow them. !
suppose the Princcss will be tired, waiting at ti
inn; but 1 must know where the Prince is, and i
he is really her Prince, before | go back to her. '

When the Gorgoness reached thc Land of tin-
Lovely Lakes, she wandered all that day and tie
nextnight; but she saw nothing of those for whuin
she was looking.

The Princess and the Absolute Fool journeyed n
until near the ciése of thc afternoon, when the v
began to be overcast, and it lookcd like rain. Tlv m
were then not far from a large piece ofwater; a "1
at a little distance, they saw a ship moored near t
shorc.

“ | shall seek shelter on board that ship,” s-ud
the Princess.

“ It is going to storm,” remarkcd thc Absoi.ao
Fool. “ I should prefer to be on dry land.”

“ As the land is not likely to be very dry whin
it rains,” said the Princess, “ | prefer a shelu-v,
even if it is upon wet water.”

“Women wul always have their own wa\.
muttered the Absolute Fool.

The ship belonged to a crew of Amazon saile;-..
who gave the Princess a hearty welcome.

“You may go on board if you choose,” stid
the Absolute Fool to the Princess, “ but | shall not
risk my life in a ship manned by women.”

“ You are quite right,” said the Captain of ilic
Amazons, who had heard this remark; “ for>ou
would not be allowed to come on board if you
wanted to. But ive wiil give you a tent to protvct
you and the horse in case it should rain, and wiH
send you something to cat.”

While thc Princess was taking tea with dio
Amazon Captain, she told her about the Prince,
and how she was trying to find him.

“ Good!” cried thc Captain. “ I will join in
thc search, and take you in my ship. Some ofin;
crew told me that yesterday they saw a young man.
who looked like a prince, riding along the shorc
of thc lake which adjoins the one we are on. In
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tlie morning we will sail after him. We shall keep
iicar the shore, and your servant can moiint your
I'orse and ride along the edge of the lake. From
e,hat I know of the speed of this vessel, | think he
,an easily keep up with us.”

Early in t™re morning, the Amazon Captain called
her crew together- “ Hurrah, my brave girls!” she
“lid. “ We have an objcct- | never sail without
111 object, and it dclights me to get one. The
purpose of our present cruise is to find the Prince
iif whom this Princess is in search; and we must
-pare no pains to bring him to her, dead oralive.”

Liickily for her peace of mind, the Princess did
not hear this speech. The day was a fine one, and
before long the sun became vcry hot. The ship
= sailing quite near the land, when the Absolute
I'fiol rodé down to the watcr’'s edge, and called
. It that he had something vcry important to com-
iiiunicate to the Princess. As he was not allowed
«u come on board, she was obliged to go on shore,
mwhich she was rowed in a small boat.

| have been thinking,” said the Absolute Fool,
« that it is perfcctly ridiculous, and very uncom-
i‘itable, to continué this search any longer. |
V mild go back, but my master would not suffer me
ti return without knowing whcrc you are going.
| have, therofore, a plan to propose. Give up your
I -eless search for this Prince, who is probably not
ii. arl)’ so handsome and intellectual as | am, and
i.uirry me. W'c will then return, and | will assume
ilie rcins of government in your doraain.”

‘ Follow the vessel,” said the Princess, “ as you
have been doing; for 1 wish some one to take care

"l my horse.” And without another word, she
1. lurned to the ship.
“ 1 should like to sail as far as nossiblc from

sliote the rest of the trip,” said she to the Captain,

“ Put the helm bias!” shouted the Amazon
''iptain to the steers-woman ; “ and keep him well
out fronfland.”

When they had sailed through a small stream
i“to the lake adjoining, the look-out, who was
.vinging in a hammock hung botwcen the tops
-f the two masts, sang out, “ Prince ahead!”
Instantly all was activity on board the vessel.
luory books wcrc tucked under coils of rope, hem-
iiitching and embroidery were laid aside, and
every woman was at her post.

“ The Princess is taking a nap,” said the Cap-
tain, “ and we will not awaken hor. It will be so
vice to surprise licr by bringing the Prince to her.
We will run our vessel ashore, and then steal
quietly upon him. But do not let him get away.
Cut him down, if he resists !”

The Prince, who w.is plainly visible only a short
distance ahead, was so jilcasantly emplox’ed that
he had not noticed the approach of tho ship. He
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was sitting upon a low, moss-covered rock, close
to the water's edge; and with a small hand net,
which he had found on the shore, be was scooping
the most beautiful fishes from tbe lake, holding
them up in the sunlight to admire their brilliant
colors and graceful forms, and then returning them
uninjured to the water. The Water Sprite was
swimming near bim, and calling to the fish to come
up and be caught; for the gentle Prince would not
hurt them. It was very delightful and rare sport,
and it is not surprising that it entircly engrossed
the attention of the Prince. The Amazons silently
landed, and softly stole along the shore, a little
back from the water. Then, at their Captain’s
command, they rushed upon the Prince.

It was just about this time that the Gorgoness,
who had been searching for the Prince, caught her
first sight of him. Perceiving, before he knew it
himself, that he was about to be attacked, she
rushed to his aid. The Amazon sailors readicd
him before shc did, and seizing upon him they
began to puli him away. The Prince rcsisted
stoutly; but perceiving that his assailants were
women, he would not draw his sword. The
Amazon Captain and mate, who were armed with
broad knives, no'v raised their weapons, and called
upon the Prince to surrender or die. But at this
moment, the Gorgoness reached the spot, and
catching the Captain and mate, each by an arm,
shc dragged them back from the Prince. The
other Amazons, however, continued the combat;
and the Prince defended himself by pushing them
into the shallow water, where the Water Sprite
nearly stified them by throwing over them showers
of spray. And now carne riding up the Absolute
Fool. Seeing a youth engaged in combat with
the Amazon sailors, his blood boilecl with indig-
nation.

“A man fighting women!” he cxclaimed.
“ What a coward ! My arm shall ever assist the
weaker sex.”

Jumping from the horsc, he drew his sword, and
rushed upon the Prince. The Gorgoness saw the
danger of the latter, and shc would have thrown
herself between him and his new assailant, but
she was afraid to looscn her hold of the Amazon
Captain and mate. But a thought struck her just
in time, and in a loud voice she called out;

“ Caterpillar 1”

“ Where?” exclaimcd the Absolute Fool, stop-
ping short.

“ On your neck,” cried the Gorgoness,

With a look of horror on his featurcs, the Abso-
lute Fool dropped his sword and began to look
for the caterpillar. The Prince had perceived the
approach of the Absolute Fool; and now, having
freed him self from the Amazons, he drew his sword.



feeling glad to have a man to fight; for although
of so gentle a disposition, he was a brave fellow.
But when he saw that the other had dropped
his weapon, he would not wound him with his
sword, but contented himself with pomrneling him
with the flac of the blade.

“ Begonc!” cried the Prince. “ It is bad
enough to be attacked by a crowd of women, but
I will not allow myself to be assaulted ivithout
reason by a man.”

“ Stop that! Stop that!” cricd the Absolute
Fool, as he retreated before the Prince. “ Wait
till 1 find this Caterpillar, and then I will show you
what I can do.”

Ay this time the two had nearly reached the
place where the ship was moored, and the Princess,
who had been awakened by the noise of the com-
bat, appeared upon the deck of the vessel. The
moment she saw the Prince, she fclt convinccd
that he was cei taiiily the one for whom she was
looking. Fearing that the Absolute Fool, whom
she knew to be very strong and active, might turn
upon him and Kkill him. she sprang from the ves-
sel to his assistance; but her foot caught in a
rope, and, instead of reaching the shore, she
fell into the water, which was here quite deep,
and immediately sank out of sight. The Prince.
who had noticed her just as she sprang, and who
felt equally convinccd that she was the one for
whom he was searching, dropped his sword and
rushed to the edge of the bank, just as the
Princess rose to the surface, he rcached out his
hand to her, and she took it.

“ Philopena !” cried the Prince.

“ You have won,” said the Princess, gayly shak-
ing the water from her curls, as he drcw her
asiiore.

Within an hour, the Prince and Princess, after
taking kind leave of the Gorgoness, and Water
Sprite, and of the Amazon sailors, ivho cheered
them loudly, rodé away to the city of the Prin-
cess; while the three servants of the Inquisitive
Dwarf rcturnec! to their master to report what had
happened.

The Absolute Fool was in a very bad humor;
for he was oljliged to return on foot, having left
his horse in the kingdom where he had so nar-
rowly escapcd being kilicd; and, besides this, he
had had his hair pulled, and haci bccn beaten,
and the Princess had not treated him with. proper
respcct. He felt himself deeply injurcd. When
he reached home, he determined that he would

not remain in a position where his great abilities
were so little appreciated. “ | will do somethin<r,*
he said, “ which shall prove to the world that'l
deservc to stand among the truly great. | wil'
reforni my fellow beings, and | will begin by re
forming the Inquisitive Dwarf.” Thereupofi he
went to his master, and said :

“ Sir, it is foolish and absurd for you to be med-
dling thus with the affairs of your neighbois.
Give up your inquisitive habits, and learn soin-
useful business. While you are doing this, I will
consent to manage your afTairs,”

The Inquisitive Dwarf turned to him, and said ;
“ | have a grcat desire to know the exact appear-
ance of the North Pole. Go and discover it for
me.”

The Absolute Fool departed on this misskn ,
and has not yet rcturned.

When the Princess, with lier Prince, reached
her city, her Gneles were very much amazed; fiir
they liad not known she had gone away, *“ Ifyou
are going to get married,” they said, “ wc A «
very glad; for then you will not need our caiv.
and we shall be freo from the great responsibilliv.
which is bearing us down.”

In a short time tho wedding took place, and
then the question arése in which city should li.e
young couple dwell. The Princess decided it.

“ In the winter,” she said to the Prince, “ wc
will live in your city, where all is life and activit):
and where the houses are so well built with all tiie
latest improvements. In the summer, we will come
to iny city, where everything is old, and shad\,
and serene.” This they did, and were very hapli\.

The Gorgoness would have been glad to go and
live with the Princess, for she had taken a gre.n
fancy to her; but she did not think it worth hir
while to ask pcrmission to do this.

“ My impulses, | know, are good,” she said;
“ but my appearance is against me.”

As for the Water Sprite, she was in a truly djs-
consolate mood, because she had left so soon tlic
Land of the Lovely Lakes, where she had bccn su
happy. The more she thought about it, the moie
she gricvcd; and one morning, iinablc to bear
her sorrow longer, she sprang into the great jet of
the fountain. High into the bright air the founi-
ain threw her, scattering her into a thousancl drojis
of glittering water; but not one drop fell back
into the basin. The grcat, warm sun tircw them
up; and, in a little white cloud, they floated auny
across the bright blue sky.



WORDS INCLINED TO JINGLE.

ROSY

By jlelkn

Hdsy snow on the roofs in the morning;
Grifts in thc hollows, by wild winds curlcd;
liclis nn thc beatcn road cliimc away cheeringly—
O thc great whitc ivorkl!
Ih‘own iittle sparrows on twigs bare aiid red,
~ou shall have critmbs both of cake and of bread—
I will remember you, flitting unfearingly
Out in thc great rvhite \vorld !

SNOW.

Guay Cone.

Rosy snow on thc orchard this morning !
Faint-flushcd blossoms with crisp cdges curled ;

Soft-floating petais by blithe breezos flung to inc-
O thc sweet white world !

Young whistling robin with round ruddy brcast,

I 'l ncver touch your blue eggs in the nest;

I will remember the welcome you 've sting to me
Out in the sweet white world !



THE LAND

OF FIRE.

A Tfiie of Advenittf'c ¢n Titrm del Fieegv.

By Captain Mayne Reid.

Chapter XX.
GONE BACK TO BARDARISM.

The renewal of acquaintaiice, under circum-
staiices so extraordinary as those detailed in the
mpreviouschapter, calis farexplanation; foralthough
the incident may appear strange, and even improb-
able, it is, nevertheless, quite reasonable. How it
carne about will be learned from the following re-
lation of facts:

lu the year 1838, thc English Admiral Fitzroy,
— then Captain Fitzroy,— while in command of
H. M. S. “ Beagle,” engaged in the survey of
Tierra del Fuego, had one of his boats stolen by
the natives of Christmas Sound. Pursuing the
thieves, he made capture of a number of their rel-
atives, but imfortunately not of the actual culprits.
Foratime he held the captives as hostagcs, hoping
by that means to effect the return of thc boat.
Disappointed in this, however, he at length re-
leased them all, except three, who voluntarily re-
mained on board the “ Beagle.”

These were two young men and a little girl;
and all of tliem were soon after baptized )y the
sailors. One of the mcn had the fiame “ Boat
Memory ” bestowed upon him, because he had
been taken at the place where tlie boat was stolen.

The other was christened “ York Minster,” after
rcmarkable mountain, bearing a fancied resen.-
Islancc to the famed cathedral of York, near whicli
he was captured. “ Fuegia Basket,” as thc gii!
vvas called, was named from thc wickcr-«<u i
craft that .the crew of the stolen boat had iiu-
piovised to carry them l)ack to their ship.

Later on, the commander of the “ Beagle,
while exploring the channel Yvhich now bears his
ship’s Aiame, picked up anotlier native of a differcm
tribe. This was a young boy, who was bought of
his own Unele for a button— his unnatural relativt
freely paiting with him at the price! The frans-
action suggcstcd the fiame given him, “ Jcmniy
Button.”

Returning soon after to England, Fitzroy, wiih
truly philanthropic motives, took the four Fuegians
along with him. His intentions were to have them
educatcd and Christianized, and then rcstorecl tn
their native country, in hopes that they might do
something toward civilizing it. In pursuance of
this plan, thrcc of the Fuegians wcrc put lo
school; thc fourth, “ Boat Memory,” having died
soon after landing at Plymotlth-

Whcn Captain Fitzroy thought their training
sufficiently advanced for his purpose, this humane
officcr, at his own expense, chartered a vcssel to
convey them back tn Tierra del Fuego, intending



to accompany them himself; and he did this, ai-
though a poor man, and no longer coramanding a
ship in commission; the “ Beagle,” meanwhile,
having been dismantled and laid up.

By good fortune, however, Captain Fitzroy was
spared this part of the expense. The survey of
Tierradel Fuego and adjacent coasts had nnt been
completed, and another expedition was sent out
by the British Admiralty, and the command of it
cntrusted to him. So, proceeding thither in his
mid ship, the “ Beagle,” once more in commission,
ilc carried his Fuegian along.

There went with him, also, a man then little
known, but now of world-wide and universal
fime, a young naturalist named Danvin — Charles
ilarwin — he who for the last quarter of a century,
.md til] his death, has held higliest rank among
WA of Science, and has truly deserved the dis-
nnction.

“ York Minstcr,” “ Jemmy Button,” and “ Fue-
.slaBasket” (in their own country called respectively
F.leparu, Oiundelico, and Ocushlu) were the three
. dd-looking individuéis that Ned and Henry had
'.escued from the wh'arf-rats of Portsmouth, as de-
-miribed at the beginning of our story; while the
'itficer wlio appeared on the scenc was Fitzroy
himself, then on the way to Plymouth, where the
"Beagle,” fitted out and ready to put to sea, was
iwaitiiig him.

In due time, arriving in Tierra del Fuego, the
iliree natives were left there, with evcry provision
made for their future subsistencc. They had all
Gie means and appliances to assist them in carry-
out Captain Fitzroy’'s humane schemc; carpen-
I-'ring tools, agricultural implements, and a supply
of sceds, with which to make a beginning.»

Since then nearly four years have elapsed, and
lo!— the result. Perhaps neverivere good jnten-
iions more thoroughly brought to naught, fior
I lcarer proofs given of their frustration, than these
ihat Henry Chester and Ned Gancy have now be-
fore their eyes. Though unacquainted with most of
llie above details, they see a man, but half-clothed,
his hair in matted tangle, his skin besmeared with
dirt and biubber; in everything and to all appear-
ances as rude a savage as any Fuegian around
him, who is yet the same man they had once seen
woaring the garb and having the manners of civili-
zution! They see a girl, too,— now woman-grown,
—in whom the change, though less extreme, is
still strikingly, sadly for the woi-se. In both, the
transformation is so complete, so retrograde, so
contrary to all experience, that they can scarcely

*A yoiing mission.iry named ~"a*hcw5, who had voliinteered, wa.c taken out and left wUh them .

realize it. It is difficult to believe that any nature,
however savage, after such pains has been taken
to civilize it, could so return to itself! it seems a
very perversity of backsliding !

But this is not a time for the two young men
to inquire into the causes of the change, fior might
that be a pleasant subject to tliose who have thus
relapscd ; so Ned and Henry refrain from appear-
ing even to notice it. They are too overjoyed in
knowing that they and their companions are no
longer in danger to care greatly for anything else.

Of their safety they have full and instant assur-
ance, by the behavior of Eleparu, who has taken
in the situation at a glance. Apparently head of
the community, with a shout and authoritative
wave of the hand he sends off those who so iately
liad thrcatcncd to attack them. But all seem
fricndly enough, now that they see him so; and
having, indeed, no reason to be otherwise. Hunger,
chiefly, had made them hostilc; and now they
need not be hungry for a long time.

Accordingly, they at once set about appeasing
their appetites with the grand store, which must
provide them for days and even weeks. On this
account, no indiscriminate grabbing is allowed ;
but Annaqua, with another of the old men, pro-
ceeds to serve out the blubber in equal rations,—
first cutting it into strips, like strings of sausages;
then measuringoff different-sized pieces, according
to the ages of the recipients.

Strange to say, notwithstanding the keen hunger
of those secking relief, not one of them touchcs a
rnorsel till the partition is complete and cach has
his share. Then, as at a given signal, they fall
to, after holding the blubber a second or two near
tbe blaze of the fire.

During thcsc unpleasant proccedings, mutual ex-
planations are cxchanged between Eleparu and
the two young men of his former brief but memo-
rable acquaintancc. He first inquires how they
come lo be there ; then tells his own story, or such
part of it as he dcsires them to know. They learn
from him that Ocushlu is now his wife ; but when
questioned about the boy, and what has become
of him, he shows reserve, answering :

“ Oh, ‘Jemmv Button '— he not of our people;
he Tckcnika. English officer brought Jemmy
back, too— left him at VVoolya — that his own
country — lie out that svay;” and he points east-
ward along tlic arm.

Observing Eleparu’s reticence whenever Orun-
delico (or “Jemmy Button”) is mentioned, the
questioncrs soon forbearasking further concerning

Dul Caplnln Fitzroy, revisiting Woolya

intended misiéon slittion — a few days afier» found Maihews threaiencd \vjt)i death at the hands of ihose he had hoped to bcnefit.

“Hiring ihe inicrval, the savstgcs had kept t)te poor fellow ir constant fear for his life, even "Jem my Button ”

unablc to proicct him.

and “ York 'having been

Captain Fitzroy lock him away, and he afterward cngaged in miisionary work among tho Maories of New Zealand



him, and other matters of more imporlance claim
their attention.

Meanwhile, Ocushlu is.engaged in conversation
with Mrs. Gancy and Leoline. She is about the
same age as the latter ; but in other respects how
different they are, and what a contrast they form !
The poor Fuegian herself seems to realize it, and
with sadness of heart. Who could interpret her
thoughts whén, after gazing at the beautiful white
girl, clean-faced and becomingly attired, her glancc
is turned to her own unsightly self? Perhaps
she may be thinking of the time when, a school-
girl at Walthamstow, she, too, wore a pretty dress ;
and perchance she bitterly regrets having re-
turned to her native land and barbarism ! Cer-
tainly, the expression on her countenance seems
a commingling of sadness and shame.

But whatever, at the moment, may be her reflec-
tions or feelirtgs, ingratitude is not among them.
Having learned that Leoline is the sister of one of
the youths who so gallantly espoused the cause of
her companions and herself in a far-off foreign
land, she hastens to one of the boats, and, return-
ing, hands to the white girl a string of the much-
prized violet shells.

“ For what your brudder did at Portsmout.”

The graceful act is reciprocated, and with inter-
est, hoth mother and daughter presenting her with
such articles of apparcl as they can spare, among
them the scarf they so nearly had to part with in
a less satisfactory way.

Equally grateful proves Eleparu. Seeing the
unfinished boat, and comprehending the design,
he lends himself earnestly to assist in its com-
pletion, and no sliglu helpcr does he prove; as,
during the many months passed on board the
“ Beagle,” he had picked up some knowledge of
ship-carpentry. So the task of boat-building is
resumed, this time to be carried on to final suc-
cess. And with such expedition does it progress,
that in less than a week thereafter, the craft is
ready for launching; and on the next day it is
run off into the shallow water, a score of the Fue-
gian men lending helping hands.

On the following morning, with the party of
castaways and all their belongings on boaj'd, it is
shoved off the shoal, and moves away amidst a
pman of friendly shouts from the savages- Ele-
paru, like a toast-master, leads the chorus; and
Ocushlu waves the red scarf high over her head.

Chapter XXI.
“ BOAT AHOY !~

The new ljoat behaves handsomely, even ex-
celling in speed the lost gig, the oars and sailing-

gear of which, luckily saved, have fitted it out
completely. Under canvas, with a fair wind, it
easily makes ten knots an hour; and, as the wind
lasts for the remainder of the day, Captain Gancv
and his litde party are carried into the Beaglé
Channel without need of touching an oar,

At sunset, they are opposite Devil Island, at the
junction of the south-west and north-west arms oi
the channel; and as the night threatens to be
dark, with a fog alrcady over the water, they deeiu
it prudent to put in to the isle, despite its uncann\
appellation.

Landing, they are surprised to see a squarc-
built hut of large size, quite different from any-
thing of Fuegian construction, and cvidently the
work of white men.

“ 1 reck’'n the crew o’ some scalin’ vessel hev pu;
it up,” says Seagriff, adding, however; “ Yet |
can’'t understan’ why they shoiikl 'a’ stoppcd hyar.
stilllessbuilt ashanty, seein’ it’s notmuch ofapLin
for seal. | guess they must hev got wrecked some-
whar near, an’ were castaways, like ourselves.”

About the builders of the hut, he has surmistu
wrongly- They were not sediers, fior had tiu;
bcen wrecked; but were a boat’'s party of rea'
sailors — man-of-war’s men from the very sliip
which gave the channel its fiame, and at the dai<
of its discovery.

The island did not deserve tho harsli nainc
bestowed upon it, and which originatcd from il
incident of a screech-owl having pcrched abo'v
the head of one of the “ Beagle's” sailoi's wlio
slept under a tree outside the hut, and having su
frightened the siipcrstitious tar with its lugubricuH
“ whoo-woo-woali !'” that he believed himsc.jf
hailcd by one of the evil spirits which tlie
savages beiieve to inliabit the solitudes of weircl
Fireland.

“ Well,” says Captain Gancy, after an inspcctiois
of the untenanted building, “ it 'll serve us a turn,
whoever may have built it. The roof appears
to be all tight and sound, so we nced n't be
at the bother of turning the boat-sail into a tcnt
this time.”

A fire is kindled inside the hut, and all gather
around it, the night being chilly coid. RNor are
they afraid of the blazo belraying them here, as
the fog will prevent its being seen from any dis-
tance- Besides, they are in eveiy way more con-
fident than hitherto. They have passed beyond
the country of the Ailikolips with theiriives miracu-
lously preservced; and everything now looks well
for getting to Good Succcss Bay — the haven of
safety they are sccking. From Devil Island it is
not over two hundred miles distant; and, witli
winds and tidcs favoring, they should reach it in
three days, or less.



Stal, tlierc is cause for aiixiety and apprehen-
sion, as thc old sealer, Seagriff, is well aware.

“We 're not out o' lhe woods yet,” he says,
oinploying a familiar backwoods cxpression often
lieard by him in boyhood, adding, in like figura-
tive phrase, “ we still hcv to run the gauntlit o’ the
Tekeneekcrs.”

“But surely we have nothing to fear from
tliem? ” exclaims Ned Gancy ; and Henry Chester
adds, with a questioning look ;

“ No, surely not.”

“ Why hev n't we ?” demands Seagriff.

“ Because,” answers Chester, “ they are Jemmy
Bulton's people; and | 'd be loath to believe him
imgrateful, after our cxperience witli his old com-
panions, and from what | remember of him. What
di you think, Ned ?”

«~ lagree with you cntirely,” replied the younger
(hincy.

“ Well, young masters, that may all be so, an’
1’cl be only too pleased to hope it ’ll turn out so.
lint agenst it, tirar 's a contrary sarcumstancc, in
there bcin’ two sorts o’ Tekeneekers; one harmless
and rather fiiendly disj)osed totvard white people,
an’th’ other bein' just the revarse,— 'must as bad as
ihe Ailikoleeps- The bad uns aro called Yapoos,
< hev thar ground east’ard along thc channel
hoyond, whar a passage loads out, known as the
Miirray Narrer. Thevfur, it 'll all depend on which
'mthe two lots Mistcr Button belongs to.”

“ If he is not of the Yapoos, what then ?” ques-
livirs thc skippcr.

“Well, knowin’ that, an’ we ’'ll know it afore
cnmin' to the Yapoo country, it bein’ beyond thc
iither, then our best way ’'ll be to make southard
ilirough the Murray Narrer. That 'd take us out
lo thc open sea agen, nuatli a big 'round-about o’
coastin’ ; still, in the end, it might be thc safcr way.
.Uong the outside shore, there,'s not so much likeli-
liood o' meetin’ Feweegins ofauy kind; and cfwe
did meet 'cm, 't would be easier gettin’ out o’ their
way, so long cz we 'rc in a boat scch ez we hev
now.”

The last oliscrvation contains a touch of profes-
sional pride; the old ship’s carpentor having, of
course, bcen chief constructor of the craft that is
so admirably answcring all their needs.

“ Well, then,” says the Captain, after reflection,
“ | suppose we 'l'! have to be guided by circum-
stanccs. And from what has passed, we ought to
feel confidcnt that they ’ll still turn up in our
favor.”

This remark, showing his continued trust in the
shielding power ofan Omnipotcnt Hand, closes thc
conversation ; and all soon after retire to rest, with
a feeling of security that has been long denied
them until now, For, although lately under thc

protection of Eleparu, they had never felt full con-
fidence ; doubting, not his fidelity, but his power
to protect them, For the authority of a Fuegian
chief— if such thei-e be — is slight at the best, and
is made naught of on many occasions. Bcsides,
they could not forget tliat onc fcai-ful moment of
horror, to be rememlsered throughout life, uhen
the savages had almost begun their attack upon
them.

Having passed the night in pcaccful sluraber,
they take their places in the boat as soon as there is
lightenough to steerby. There is still a fog, though
not so dense as to deter them from reémbarking,
while, as on the day before, thc wind is with
them. Witli sail fillcd by the swelling breeze, they
make rapid way, and by noon are far along the
Beagle Channel, approaching the place where the
Murray Narrow loads out of it, trending southward.
But now they see what may prove an interruption
to their onward course. Through the fog, which
has liecomc much less dense, a number of dark
olijects are visible, mottling' the surface of the
water. That they are canoes can be told by the
columns of smoke rising over each, as though
they were steam-launehcs. They are not moving,
hoivcver, and are either lying to or riding at
anchor. None are empty; each has a full crew.

As thc canoes are out in the iniddle of the
channel, and right ahead, to pass them unobserved
is impossible. There is no help for it but to risk
an encoimter, whatever may result; so the boat
is kept on its course, with canvns full spread, to
take the chances.

W hile y'cl afar off, Captain Gancy, through his
glass, is able to announce certain facts, ivhich favor
confidence- The people in the canoes are of both
scxes, and engaged in a peaceful occupation,— they
are fishing.

But the time for observation is brief. The boat,
forging rapidly onward, is soon sightcd by the
canocmen, who, starting to tlieir feet, commcncc
a chorus of shouts, which come pealing over the
water, making echocs along both shores. And
something is seen now which gives the boat’s
people a thrill of fear. Above -one of the canoes
suddenly appcars a white disc, seemingly a small
flag,— not stationary, but waved and brandished
above thc head of the man who has hoisted i(.

At sight of the droacled color, white,— thc
Fuegian s\mibol of war,— well may thc boat-
voyagers feel anxious; for, from their former ex-
pcrience, they are conlident that this display must
be intendcd as a warlikc challenge.

But to their instant rclicf, they soon learn that it
is meant as a signal of pe.ice, as words of friendly
salutation leach their ears. The man who is
waving thc signal shouts ;



“ Boat ahoy! Down your sail— bring tol
Me ‘Jemmy Button." We Tekencekas— friends
white people — brothcrs !'”

Hailed in such fashion, their dclight far exceeds
their surprise, for ‘Jemmy Button’ it surely is;
Henry Chester and Ned Gancy both recognize
him. It is on his sido that amazement is greatest
when he recognizes them, which he does when his
native namc, Orundelico, is called out to him.

He waits not for the boat to come up, but,
plunging into the water, swims to meet it. Then
clambering over the rail, he flings his arms widc
open,— to ciése, first around the young English-
man, and then around the young American, in a
friendly hug.

Chapter XXII.
TEKENIK.A HOSPITALITY.

Once more are the castaways in a land-locked
cove begirt by high, wooded hills, with their boat
moored at its inner end, as before. It is a largor
embaymecnt than that where the gig came to grief,
though not much wider at the mouth. And there
is little resemblance between the two landing-
places, since, at the present one, the boat is not
the only craft. Ten or more of Fuegian canoes lie
alongside herj while. on a broad, grassy flat,
above water-mark, stands a like number of wig-
wams, their smoke-blackened thatches in strong
contrast with the white, wcathcr-bleached boat-
sail, Yv-hich is again serving as a tent. The wig-
wams are of Tekenika construction, difieriiig, as
already said, from those of the Ailikolips, in being
acutcly cone-shaped, and in having their floors
sunk several feet below the surface of the ground.
Their ribs, moreover, are stout tree-trunks, instead
of slender saplings, while the thatches are partly
of rushes and partly of broad strips of bark.

Such are the dwellings of Orundelico’s people ;
though only for a part of the year, while they
engage in a certain fisheryofperioclical occurrence.
On an island, down the Murray Narrow, they have
a larger “ wigwamery” of more permanent resi-
dences ; and there the very old and young of the
community now are; only the able-bodicd being at
the fishing station.

When they were with the Ailikolips, the casta-
ways believed themselves among the lowest and
most degraded beings in the human scale. But
they have now changed their minds, a short
acquaintancc with the Tekcnikas having revealed
to them a type of man still lower, and a state of

existence yet more wretched, if that be possible.
Indeed, nothing can come much nearer to thi
“ missing link” than the natives of central Tierr.’
del Fuego. Though of less malevolent dispositioi
than those who inhabit the oiiiside coasts, the.
are also less intelligent and less couragcous, whili-
equally the victims of abject miscry.

Alas ! “ Jemmy Button ” is no longer “ Jemnv.
Button,” but again the savage Orundelico; h<.
too, having gone back to barbarism ! His scant,
dress, his long, unkempt hair, and- the wid am-
mal-like expression of his features — all atie:
his rclapse into a condition of savagery, total
and complete. Not a vestige of civilized man rc-
mains with him to show that he has ever been
mile from the Murray Narrow.

But stay ! I am wronging him — twice wrongin;
him. He has not entirely forgotten the foreiq;;
tongue taught him on boarcl the “ Beagle” ai'
during a year’s residence in England; while sonii -
thing he.remembei-s also— something better— ti.
kindness there shown him and the gratitude owii.-,'
for it.

He is paying the debt of honor as bcst he can.
and on this account Captain Gancy has consenti i
to make a brief stop at the fishing station. Tlure
are also two other distinct reasons for his doing
Before proceeding further, he wishes to obinu!
moro information about the Yapoos ; and he nceds
a fresh supply of provisions — that furnishcd In
Eleparu having been neither abundant fior pal i-
table.

Orundelico can do better for them, even u
providing fresh meat, a thing they have n i
tastcd for a long time. They are now in a i.-
gion where roams the guanaco ;» and the Ti..-
enikas are hunters as well as fishermen. A paiu
has been sent inland to procure one or more df
these animals, and the boat-voyagers are awnii-
ing its return before continuing their interrupu il
voyage.

Meanwhile, the hospitality shown themby * Jei.i-
my Button” is as generous as his liinitcd mcuiit.
wiil allow. To make their time pass agreeably, liv
entertains them with accounts of maiiy odd nian-
ners and customs, and also of such strange phc-
nomcna of nature as are peculiar to his countr).
The Tekenikas, he assures them, are a pcaccful
people, never going to war when they can avoid ii.
Sometimes, however, they are forced into it by
certain neighboring tribcs that make maraud upon
them. The Ailikolips are enemies of theirs; but a
widc belt of neutral territory between the two [)rc-
vents frequent cncounters. They more often have

* 7"* guanaco, by noine supposed lo be the ]l.-tmain its wild state, is Totind on the eastern aide of Tierra del Fiiceo. Its ranee cstciids

Patagoiiia

" ~traits of Le Mairc; and. strange to say, it is there of @ much larger .-ize tbaii on tfic plain- "f



quarrels with the Yapoos living to the eastward,
though these are tribally related to them. But
their most dreaded foes are the Oensmen, whose
..ountiy lies north of the channel, beyond the
range of high mountains that borders it. The
flensmen he describes as giants, armed with a ter-
libleweapon, “ thebolas.” ® But, beingexclusively
hunters, they have no canoes; and when on a raid
to the Southern side of the channel, they levy on
the craft of the Yapoos, forcing the owners to ferry
them across.

Orundelico’s own people can fight, too, and
hravely, according to his account ; but only do
so in defense of their hornos and at the last ex-
tremity. They are not cvcn possessed of warlike
weapons— neither the dcadly club fior the
ililit-bladed dagger — their spears, bows,
;ind slings being used only as implements
for fishing and the chase.

Besides the harmaur (guanaco), they
luint the hiappo (sea-otter) and the coy-
pou, or South American beaver,t which is
liso found in Tierra del Fuego. The chase
m the ottcr takcs place out in the open
water, where the amphibious animal is
surrounded by the well-trained dogs, in a -
Mide circlc; they then close in upon it,
diving whencvcr it goes under, to prevent
IU escape through the enfilading ring.

Of the Tekenika mode of fishing he
ircats them to an actual exhibition. No
liioks are used ; the bait, a lump of seal-
licsh, being simply attachcd to a hair line.
riie fish, seizing it, is gently drawn to the
biirface, then dcxtroiisly caught by the left
hand and secured, before it can clear its
tceth from the tough, fibi'ous bait. The
rods uscd in this primitive style of angling
are of tho rudest kind,— mere sticks, no
longer than the handic of a coach-whip.

In hunting the harmaur, or, as they also
>all it, waitakaye (evidently a corruption
of “ guanaco "), onc of their modes is to
lie in wait for it on the limb of a tree
which projects over the path taken by
these animals, the habit of which is to
follow one anothcr insingle file, and along oid, fre-
quented iracks. Above theso, among the branches,
the Tekenika huntcr builds a sort of thatchod
staging or nest. Seating himself on tliLs, he awaits
the coming of tho unsuspicious creature; and,

‘Jenimy Rution’s “ Oensmen’’ are the VachmCﬁnmes, kindrcc of ihc PaWgonlans, who at some

Magcllan Sirait and now rovc over the large traci to which Narbonnigh gave the namc of “ King Charles'? Soulh Land.”

a huniing tribe, the guanaco helng the chlef object of ihefrpurfiuii and fiource of subsistcncc.
mB
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), Itis foimd in many Souiii American rivera, and, less frequcntly, in Fiicgian waiers

when it is undeineath, plungcs his spear down be-
twecn its ribs ; the blade of the spear being a bone
taken from some former victim of its own species!

Orundelico also shows them the Fuegian modo
of fire-kindling, the first sparks being obtained
from the calhoiv, or fire-stone,i two pieces of which
every Fuegian carries about him, as an habitual
smoker does his fiint and Steel or box of matches.
The inflammable material used by the natives is
of three sorts: the soft down of certain birds, a
moss of fine fiber, and a spccies of dry fungus
found attached to the under side of half-rotten
trees. The cathaws, rasped against each othcrlike
flints, cmit sparks which ignitc the tindcr, which
soon bursts into a generous flamc.

SiI'RIKCIKG FURWAHD,
(SEE PAGE 538.>

CUT THE CORD-

From Orundelico liis guests como to know moro
of those mattcis about which his former associate,
Eleparu, was so reticent, and as they now learn,
with good reason.

**York* bad folla, ' he answers, on being qiies-

limc have crosseU the
They

Jnhahits and <»tlierwlse the

co{pou is much Ukc the beaver, but is a sinaller animal and has a roii.idcr lail.
. TU is found on severa) of tlic inountéiiiotis islands of western Tierra del Fuego, and is iniicb prbe«l by the natives for the purpose

mdicated,
“hose icrritory j( Unot found.

llelng scarce iii most places, it Is an arricio of coinmercc between the iribcs, and s eagerly piirchased by the Patagonlans, in



tioned, “ he rob me after Englis’ off'cer leave us
all at Woolya. Took 'way my coat, tools, every-
thing. Yes! ‘York’ very bad man! Ho no
Tckenika; him blubber-eating Ailikolip 17

Strange words from a man who, while giving
iitterance to them, is industriousiy devouring a
piece of scal-flesh which is nearly law,

Is there a people or nation on carth that does
not believe itself superior to some other?

Jemmy further declares that the hostile party
encountered in Whale Boat Sound must have
been Ailikolips; though Eleparu had denied it
Still, as there are several commimities of Aili-
kolips, it may have been one with which Eleparu’s
people had no relations,

With a grateful rcmembrance of their late host’s
bchaV'ior, the castaways are loath to believe all that
is allcged against him by their present enter-
tainer; though they fcel some of it must be truc,
or why should Eleparu have been so rcticent as
to Orundelico ?*

Likc “ York,” Jemmy has married; and his wife
is with him at thc fishing station. His “ help-
ineet” is anything but a beauty, however, being
as ugly as can wcll be imaginad. But withal,
she is of a kindly, gentle disposition, quite as
generous as Ocushlu, and does her best to help
entertain her husband’s guests.

Notwithstanding all the hospitality extended to
them, the castaways find the delay irksome, and
are impatient to be gone. Glad are they when at
length a shout heard from the hilis announces
the approach of thc himters; and stili more graii-
ficd at seeing them jssuc from the wood, bearing
on their backs the four quarters of a guanaco as
large as a yeai-old bullock !

Chapter XXIIi

THE DREADED OENDSMEN.

From the information they have gained about
thc Yapoos, which shows them to be forocious and
trcacherous, and hostile to white men, -Captain
Gancy decides upon running out to seaward
through thc Murray Narrow,— a rcsolve in har-
mony with thc advice given him byhis Fuegian
liost, and by the trusty Seagriff also, The iulet
in which they are is just outside the entrance to
the Nai-row, on its western side ; and, once around
a separating tongue oflaud, they will be init. As
if some good fortune seemed to favor their taking
this route instead of following the Biaglc Chan-

*TK@WMWWWWGQWHW After being left ai Woolya, “

nel, a fine breeze has set in from almost due north
and it is still blowing when the spoil-laden hunters
rcturn.

To take advantage of it, immediate dcpartur’'
must be made, and is determined upon, Do™i
comes the tent, and its component parts are trans-
ferrcd to the boat with all their other belonging,-,
Enough, also, of the guanaco meat to last them
for a much longer voyage than they hope their-
wiil be.

What if they make no voyage at all? What if
they are not even allowed to embark ?
But why should these questions occur m

them ?

Because, just as they all have come down to ti)-
boat, and are prepaiang to step into it, somcthin,;
is seen on the water outside, near the opposiL.
shore of the channel, which painfully siiggcsts
the qucstinns,— a fleet of canoes, crowdcd with
men, and evidently making across for the cove!

“ The Yapoos !” exclaims Orundelico in a voiti'
betokcning great alann.

But not so great as whcit, the instant after, -
again cries out:

“Oh!Oh! The Oensmen 'long with them 1"

Captain Gancy, quickly covering the canoas with
his glass, makes out, what is yct undistinguishabk
by thc nakedeyoofany other than a Fuegian, tint
there are two sorts of mcn in them, quite difTeraiit
in appearance, unlike in form, facial aspcct, dra--.
everything. Above all, are they dissimilar in si/.,
some being of gigantic stature ; the others akm ,-
sidc of them appearing likc pigmies! The latnr
are seated or bent down working thc paddk':
whilc the big men stand erect, cach with an ampio
robe of skin hanging toga-likc from his shoulclers,
cloaking him from neck to ankies.

It is seen, also, that thc canoes are lashccl ('
gether, two and two, likc double-keelod cataina-
rans, as though the hcavy, stalwart Oensmen did
not daré to trust themselves to embark in ilio
orditiary Fuegian craft.

“Oh! Oh! Oh!!” repcats Orundelico, sliivcr-
ing from crown to toe. “ The Oensmen, shoo'!
This the time of year they come plunder; now
oosho (red leaf). They rob, kill us all, if wo sta\'
here. Too late now got pass 'em. Thc)' meet
you out yonner. We mus’ run to bilis; hidc w-iy
up in woods !”

The course he comiséis is already being talccii
by his coinpatriots ; ail of whom, men and womcii.
on hearing the word “ Oensmen” — the most ter-
rifying bogey ofihcir babyhood— have made a rush
to the wigwams and hastily gathered up the must

Y oik" aiitl “ Fuegia” foiintl theirway lo thecoiialry that ihcy

nai Been lakon from, furiliet west; but not uniil they hatl stripped their former a.sociaie of mostof the chatteh tl.nl hatl been giren hi.ii

by Captnin Fitzroy,



l,,rtablc of their housohold goods. Nor do they Besides, it's notlikely we could escape t'otherway,
say for “ Jemmy” ; but, all shoiiting and scream- seein’how we 're hampered,” says Seagriff, with a
i g, strike off
|l iiothewoods,
mJcm my's "

Ife among
tl-em.

Left alone
«iththe boat's
p.ople, he re-
ili.lilisby them
I):it for a brief
ill iment, urg-

i,. them to

fl'jht.
«Oensmen

i ]J— very

1).;1," hekeeps

ldirming

' hey worse
tilm Ailikolip.
Tlny Kkill you
Sl Come!
lio in the
«'lids.” And
with these

tvdids, he is
oft' like a shot.
"iVhat'’s to

buuane?” asks
ilk' Captain,
iipiiealing to
Se.'griff. “ If
«d i-etreat in-
lai.d, we shall
losk Uicboat—
cA\inifwe savc
our .elves.”
‘'.ctmchev
anralier look
fliluugh yer
gli's, Cap-
t'ih/*

hasty
glance cnables
hitn to make
2 unigh esti-
injud of the
ciist.ince bc-
riroen- the
coVi.'s mouth
~nd the ap-
ptouching ca-
nocs. “ l guess
“o Can getout SAVED at last, (see next tabe.)
o ilus cé6rner,' fore they shut US up in it. Efwe side glance totvard Mrs. Gancy and Leoline. “ On
utinakc’'roun’thatp’'inteastard, we'llbcsafc. land they'd soon overtake us, hide or no hide,—

Vor,. XI,— 35.



sure to. Therefer, our best, our only chance air
by the water,” he affirms.

Never did crew or passengcrs get more quickly
Oll board a craft, and the instant tliat everybody
is in the boat, it is shot out into the water, like an
arrow from a bow, and brought head around, like
a teetotiim. Then, with the four oars in the
hands of four men who work them with strength
and will, it goes gliding, aye, fairly bounding on
for the outside channel.

Again it is a puli foi their Uves, and they know
it. Ifthey had any doulit of it before, there can lie
none now ; for as they draw near to the entrance
of the cove, they see the canoes spreading out to
intercept them. The big, fierce-looking men, too,
are in a State of wild excitement, evidently pur-
posing an attack. They cast off their skin wraps
from their shoulders, displaying their naked
bronze bodies and arms, like those of a Colossiis.
Each has in his hand what appears to be a bit of
cord uniting two balls, about the size of small
oranges. It isthe lidlas, an innocent-looking thing,
but, in reality, a missile weapon as deadly in
practiced hands as a grcnade or bomb-shell. That
the giant savages intcnd casting them is clear.
Their gestures leave no room for doubting it; they
are only waiting unti! the boat is near enough.

The fugitivgs are well-nigh despairing, for it is
almost near enough now. Less than two cables’
lengths are between it and the foremost of the
canoes,— each holding a course straight toward
the other. It seems as tliougli they musi meet.
Forty strokes more, and the boat will be among
the canoes. Twenty will bring it within reach of
the bolas.

And the strokes are given, but no longer to
propel it in that direction ; for the point of tho land
spit is now abeam, the helm is put hard-a-port,
bringing the boat's head around with a sharp
sheer to starboard, and it is clear of the cove !

The inast being already stepped, Ned and
Henry now drop their oars and hastcn to hoist
sail. But ere the yard can be run up to the mast-
head, there comes a whizzing, booming sound,—
and it is caught in the bolas! The mast is struck,
too, and the balls, whirling around and around,
lash it and the yard together, with the frumpled
canvas between, as tight as a spliced spar !

And now dismay filis the liearts of the boat’s
people; all chance of escape seems gone. Two
of their oars for the time are Ldle, and the sail, as
it were, fast-fuiled. But no; it is loose again!
for quick as a thought, Harry Chester has drawn
his knife and, springing forward, cut the lapping
cord with onc rapid slash. With equa! prompt-

TH I

ness Ned Gancy, having the halyards still in han,:,
hoists away; the sheetis hauled taut aft, thes.i.l
instantly filis, and off goes the boat, like i
impatient steed under loosened rein and dci. -
driven spurs,— off and away in gay, careeri .
dance over the water, quickly leaving the foil™ i,
furious giants far— hopelessly far — in the wak 1
» a ®

This was the last peril encountered by the cif- -
aways that claims record here. What carne al. r
were but the ordinary dangers to which an oj. n
boat is exposcd when skirting along a rock-bou: .1,
stonn-beaten coast like that which forms ‘iie
Southern and western borders of Tierra del Fuc_:>.
But they passed unhnrmed through all, and, th"'c
days later, rcached Good Success Bay.

There were their hearts inado glad by the si.Jii
of a ship at anchor in shore, Seagriff still fiir' ‘cr
rejuicing on rocognizing it as a scaling vessci -
the very onc on which, years before, he ' id
cruised whilc chasing the fur-coated amp!v')ia
through the waters of Fireland.

But another and grcater joy is in store for t! ni
all, as, pulling up nearer, they see a large boai -a
pinnace — swinging by its painter at the ship’s - Kk,
and, lettered on its stern, the namc “ caivpsi "!
Over the ship’s i-ail, too, is seen a row of fam nar
faces— those of their oid shipmates, whom ‘hey
feared they might neversee again. There are r.ey
aU,— Lyons and nine others,— and all uniting ma
choras of joyous salutation.

Soon hands are being shaken warinly on ' i
sides, and mutual accoimts rendcred of whai lias
happened to each party since their forced se|i.n-a-
tion. The crew of the pinnacc had encouni roti
but little incident or accident. They had '-pt
to tho outside coast and circumnavigated il I'um
the Milky Way to the Straits of Le Maire. ‘ilicy
had fallen in with some nativos, laut luckih liad
not fallen out with them.

The gig's people, whose lives had been more man
once in jeopardy from the inhabitants, might .'cll
be thankful to Captain Fitzroy, one of whosi-oh-
jects in carrying the four Fuegians to England and
back to their own country is thus told by him-elf;

S » » -

“ Perhaps u shipwrecked soaman may hercafter roceive hclp 3n<)
kind crcatment fmm ‘Jemmy lintlnn's * children, promptcd, a-
can hardly fail to be, hy the traditions they Will have hcard m nicn
of nllier laiids, and by the idea, liowever fninl, of theirduty i" ""il”
as Well as to their neighbors."

The hopoful prediction has borne good f™t.
cvcn sooner than Captain Fitzroy looked for. Bu'
for his humano act, Captain Gancy and all dear lo
him would have doubtless left their bones, un-
buried, on some lone spot in the Land of iTio-

END



THE RIVER-END MOREYS’

RAB.

By A. G. Piymiton.

there were two Scotch collies in Cloverbank
u:ie belonging to the rich Moreys on the hill and
Uie other the river-end Moreys’ Rab. The former
Vasa pampered animal, in whom | have no interest
but the lattcr was a most affectionate,
futhful creature, and the only companion poor
liitle Martha Morey ever had. It was this dog
mat had the misfortune to mistake the tax-collector
fi'r a tramp,

oid sam Morey and little Martha lived alone
u: an unpainted, tumble-down house with old
i.shioned “ lights ” over the door and a dove-cote
u.ider thc caves. The house had a fine view of the
ruer which marked the boundary of chis end of the
town,-“ the river end,” as the Cloverbank people
cailed 11, and m a tone which betrayed the fact that
1t .ras by no means the court end of the town

.he Moreys on thc hill did not exchange calis
IV,.h the rivcr-end Moreys, although both were
dc.cended from a certain sturdy old John Morey.
wlio had settlecl in Cloverbank over a hundred
yc.iis ago. It is doubtful whether the richer and
lurkier of the two fainilies could have told exactly
wlait the connection was ; and the daughter of thc
house, httle Isabel, ner-cr dreamed that the same
binad flowed in her veins as in the wild little
cnature's who lived at thc river end. Martha
M.uey, however, had often listened to the family
his'ory, and sometimos told Rab-who receivcd
ihc mtelhgence with a sniff of indifference — that
he was a sixteenth cousin of that other Scotch
collie that hved in the big house on the hill,

W hy,” said Bill Swift, who, on one occasiun
on-heard this boast, “ they are n't any better folks
than you and your father be.”

" Better folks! Why, Bill, they are-chey are
1 bes family m totvn. They have silver forks,
bil. Why, they have a piano !”

| forgot Bill Swift, when | said Martha and her
laiher hved alone, But then, he went home every
Hght to a littlc shanty of his own, and. besides
MI was just next to nobody. If he had not been
I'e would never have worked for old Sam Morev

lor his keep." And such “ keep!” You can
|magme what it must have been, with shiftless
oain to provide, and poor little Martha as house-
Iteepcr and cook.

v.liatever;

i i1 n
Clwglﬁa'd led before that never-to-be-forgotton day
«hen Rab carne! How she had longed for com-
P.-»uonship, even trying to make friends with thc

irogs in the spring, There were long days, often
iMth no human face to look upon, except, perhaps,
the gnmy countenance of a tramp, whose rougli
look would cause her heart to beat like a trip-
hammer. And, worse than all, there were the
nighis when Sam— heaven help him!— did not
come home at all, and which Martlia passed listen-
ing to tlie wmd whistling in the pine-tops and thc
Windows rattling in thc casement.

But enough of these dismal memories; for the
day carne at last, when her father brought home a
lovely black-and-white puppy (with a sharp little
nose and a tail just likc a rat’s), and said in his
pleasant way,— for with all his faults old Sam Mo-
rey always spoke kindly to his little girl,— “ Mar-
thy, here ’s a playmate for you.”

Dear oid Rab 1l A playmate! Why, he ivas
the most loyal, adoring of friends, and a brave pro-
tector besides. He grew big and baiidsome every
day, with a sleek black coat, and a white vesf
and his tail, whicli he had so grand a way of
waving m the air, became unusually busliy and
majestic. He was an cndicss diversion to Martha
'vith bis funny dog-ways— such dancing around
after bis taii, and giving sly licks at her chcek in
unguarded moments; even tlie funny little flap
of bis ears when he ran delightcd her, and his
tnck of restmg his chin on her lap uhen she ate
and nudgmg her with it from time to time to
attract her attention to the fact that he, too, was
hungry. Martha knew tliat he longed for tJie gift
of speech, if only to tcll her how he loved her,
At least, so his brown eyes seemed to say, as he
sometimes stood by her side looking patiently
u'istfully into her face.

Rab fully realized what an unguarded iifc his
httle mistress led, and constituted himself her body-
guard. No grimy tramp set Martha’s hcart beat-
ing now, for Rab became a terror even to the
innocent passer-by, You would have thought. to
hear h:m growl, that old Sam Morey’s dilapidated
buiidings were storc-hoiiscs ofwealtli,

One day, old lIsaac Hunter w.is driving to thc
viliage, and his liarness broke in front of the
Morey house. Isaac stopped his horsc and de-
scended slowly from his wagén, when Rab, who
with cars upright and glaring eyes had been
ivatching him from tlie door-step, dashed down
thc path, barking furiously, and seized the old man
by thc leg. If Martha had not appeared just tlieii
upon the scene, there is no knowing how thc en-



counter would have ended. As it was, there was
a hole in Isaac’s boot-top.

“ is that your dog?” asked he of Martha, who
was holding Rab by the ear.

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Had him long?”

“ Two years,” answered innocent Martha, with
a fond pat on Rab’s sleek black head.

“ Long enough to have taught him better man-
ners,” said ungracious lIsaac, as he gathered his
rcins together and drove off.

That very evening, a? Sam sat, with his pipe, in
the front yard, a ncighbor leaned ovcr the gate
and thus addressed him: “ Helio, Sam, why don’t
you shingle your roof? ”

“ Wall,” said Sam, taking the pipe from his
mouth, “ there don’t seem to be any right time to
shingle a house. Can’t when it rains, you know.
And when it’s pleasant, there 's no need ofit.”

The neighbor laughed, and presently began
again : “ | say, Sam, have you paid your dog-tax
this year?”

“ Blest, now, if | have n't forgotten that tax!”
said Sam, scratching his head ; but adding, with a
sudden glance of suspicion, “ Why are you so
free with your questions?”

“ Well, it is n't exactly from curiosity, Sam,
You see, old Isaac Hunter passed here to-day, and
your dog introduced himself to notice. Isaac col-
lects the dog-tax, you know, and he says there has
n't any tax been paid on your dog this year; fior
last year, either, for the matter of that. | thought
I 'd be ncighborly, and let you know that he is
coming down to-morrow night to collect.”

“ You don’t mean it?” said Sam. “ It 'll be
uncommon inconvenient. | can’tlet him havc the
money then.”

“ Well, there is no yvay to avoid tho tax, they
say, but to kill the dog.”

To kill dear old Rab! Can you understand,
you children wiih tender parents, with brothers
and sisters, with hosts of friends, with never-end-
ing amusements,— can you understand what the
words meant to lonely little Martha Morey ?

“ Oh, Father,” she ci'ied, “ you would n't kill
Rab!”

Marihy,” answered Sam, with his eyes on the
vanishing figure of his neighbor, “ |1 have n’'t got a
pcnny to my fiame, and that'’s the truth.”

She flung her arms around the dog, and buricd
her face in his shaggy coat. Her faithful, only
friend; and he loved her so !

“ 1dunno as | could kill him myself,” continued
Sam, looking at the two with a troublcd face.
“ Bill Swift will have to do it. Come, Marthy,—
come little gal,— don’t take on so !”

The tax was two dollars— such a trifle against

Rab's life! Sam went out,— poor, weak, old fel-
loYv,— imable to witness Martha’s misery, It wc
bright moonlight, and the child wiped her eya

bravely, for she remembered to have hoard th;

hucklcberries wcre ripe in the lower pasture ; aii,
she would work instead ofcry. Would her fatlu :
try to raise the money and save Rab ? Slie seizu

a baskct, poor little desperate soul, and calliii

her dog, shut the door of the house.

It was a long Yvalk to the pasture, but she h;
soon scramblcd over the «'all and made her « '
to the place whcrc the berries greiv. | have ne\-
picked berrics by moonlight, but I can imagu
what the difficulties may be. Martha trail-
through the wet bushes and picked with nervoi.-.,
eager fingers, without daring to think how ma'-,
berries it would take to earn two dollars, ,i
whether four dollai-s, even, might not he demaiid d
by tbat bard-hcartcd collector of taxes. Mean-
time, Rab kept ciése to her side, watching p''-
ceedings with wise eyes, as if he, too, understn.id
all about it. By midnight the moon wentduwn,
and Martha sadly groped her way home.

There, she lit a lamp and mcastred the beri,
Only tivo quarts; but in her dcsperation a thou . lit
had come to her, and holding fast toTho hope it
held, she at last fell asleep.

The sun shone in at her eastern window, niul
woke the little sleeper at the usual hour. Marti ns
trouble woke, too, and urged her to hurry abciit
her morning work. She made the fire and cOeki-d
the breakfast. She gave Rab his, too, whicli he
ate with his usual appetite, unconscioiis that liis
life was trembling in the balance. Ah, ponr,
loving Rab, who licked Sam’s hands, and st'iod
looking trustfully into his face at the very moment
swhen that worthy was telling Bill that he iriist
shoot the dog !

“ This afternoon, sometime, Bill, you must luid
time to do it,” Sam said, “ for Isaac Hunter is
coming for the tax in the evening; and, mind y-ui,
| don’t mean to own any dog then. Come toward
sunset. Now, Marthy, kcep 'round the house «itl>
him.”

“ Yes, sir,” replied Martha, with her usual
mcekness; but, for tbe first time in her life, she
avoided her father’s kiss.

The berries she bad picked, upon inspcction liy
daylight, proved very unsalablc. They Yvcre hardly
ripe, and the prepondcrancc of grcen berries «as
perceptible. Neverthelcss, Martha got her hatand
put it on. Looking in the little cracked glass, she
saw a slender girl with dusky hair, beneath which
her face seemed unusually small and dclicate. Bhic
eyes full of tears, a little mouth set in a sad ciirvc,
the, dress old and faded. Then she kissed dear
old Rab, shut him in the house in spite of his



irantic entreaties to go, too, and set out for the
- .
It was to one of the stores of Cloverbank that
lartha wasbound,-on an errand the very thought
= which made her checks burn, She was going

desire on your part— perfectly natural,” was the
facetious remark of Mr. Towle, when Martha had
stammeredoutherproposition. “ I3utyousce,froin
my point ofview it does n't seem so attractive.”

“ Indeed,” cried poor Maitha, “ thatis n't what

MAKTIIA AND IiA&
%

io do what shc had never done before — to beg
N favor. Rut it was for Rab’s life, and witli
lis lefiection she |)lucked up courage and went in.

And so you want me to make you a present
0l t'vo dollars,— eh ?  Well, that is a vcry natural

| said at .all. | said I would bring you berrics al!
summecr, and | wanted yon, as a great favor, to

pay me ljeforcliand.”

“ In advance, so to speak. Would they be as
clean picked as these, Miss Morcy?” asked Mr.

ila.l



Towle, sarcastically, with a wave of his hand
toward thc basket. “ No, no,” said he, changing
his tone as he saw a customer advancing- “ |11
pay you for your berries when you bring them.”

Martha turned asvay. Blinded with tears, she
ran against a stout woman who was coming in.

“ Well, well, little girl, what's the trouble?
Could n't sell your berries ?” questioned she, in a
kind tone. “ Well, just run up to Mrs. Morey'’s,
on the Itill, you know, and | guess she will buy
them; for she asked me if | saw any one with
berries to send them to her.”

W ith rcnewed hope and courage, Martha wiped
her eyes and started for the hill. Perhaps these
rich Moreys would hold out a helping hand, for she
had heard that they did many acts ofkindness in the
villagc ; and then— and Martha’s cheeks flushed
— there was thc relationship, too, in her favor.

She soon carne to the broad gatc of thc rich
Moreys’ house, which stood with its long windows
and broad piazzas, a very stronghold of ease and
plenty. On the front piazza sat Isabel Morey and
three young friends, who, Martha saw at a glance,
were not Cloverbank girls.

Poor Martha ! She was too ignorant of the ways
of tlie world to go to the back of the house with
her wares ; instead of doing so, she walked slowly
up ti Isabel, and asked if they would like to buy
huckleberries.

“ Huckleberries ! ” cried one of the girls, coming
toward her. “ Isabel, your good mother said if she
could get any, I would n't have to go back to the
South without having tastcd a huckleberry pie.
And she looked into Martha's basket, saying,
“And so these little green things are the much-
talked-of huckleberry 2~

Isabel blushcd and laughed. “ They are not
very good specimens, Ruby,” and turning to
Martha, said coldly; “ None to-day, thank you.”

Down to zero sank Martha’s heart, her courage
had almost gone; yet she could not go without
another effort for Rab.

“ They are not very good, | know,” she said,
eagerly; “ | picked them by moonlight, because”
(with a sob) “ 1 wanted the moncy so. Unless |
have it, my dog will be shot just for the moncy to
pay thc tax. | thought, perhaps, because | am
a rclation, you would let me have it.”

“ A relation !” cried Isabel; “ pooh! That'sa
story. We don’'t want any berries, | tell you, so
you had better go on to your next relations.”

Little Martha went home desperatc. She pre-
pared the dinner, but she ate none of it herself.
She took Rab, who was wild with joy at her return
after so imusual a separation, out of tbe house,
away from her father and Bill Swift, and went up
on the hill.

It was the same spot where they had frolicker;
together but a few days before, and Martha reinein
bered how the solemn beauty of thc sunset had, ,i
last, hushed their*wild gainbols. She thouglr
then, as she stood watching the tender gléw of th m
wonderful sky, that life, even to a poor, littlc ban
fuot girl like herself, was sweet and good. An
now — oh, the difference ! It was Rab’s last after
noon— the last one. He was her only, best frienci
and he was going to be shot — shot for no faulti,
his, and by those he loved and trusted.

“ Oh, Rab! Rab!” cried the poor littlc gii .
“ how can they do it, when you trust them so? r.
you only knew, you would run away and find .|
home with somcbody else ; but you never could
trust anybody, never any more. Rab, dear cid
dog, can’'t you understand? You have stuck s
ciése to US always as if we were rich folks, u d
loved us, and tried to kcep harm away; and ni
just for two dollars, you are going to be shot I”

And Rab, who had never once taken his sok'i in
eyes from hers, licked her hand and moved -iil!
closcr by way of answer.

The afternoon shadows grew longcr and lon”™ i.
Rab slept with his head on Martha’s lap, .\"d
Martha, poor child, wept. Once, she woke him ip
with a great hug, crying; “ How can | do witlu.ut
you? How can 1 bear the long evenings, old '
low, all alone again?”

The sun sank lower and lower, and droppc i at
last softly below the horizon. Then the child " uli
a frantic kiss on Rab’s head, sprang to her .let
and flew down the hill, past the orchard, past tiic
great empty barns, and in at the old kitchen di-.r,
knowing well that it hit Rab’s nose as she shu! it,
and that he stood waiting patiently for it tu be
opened again. Sho heard Bill Swift's whistlc, ud
knew that Rab trottcd off obedient to the cali blic
could scc how he jumped and wagged his tiU i»
answer to Bill's voicc— Bill, who had just stood .md
grinned, when he had been ordered to shoot liini.
Oh ! that was Bill now, in the hall, for bis gun.
And now, now he was calling Rab down bcliind
the stable to be shot— to be shot! “ Oh, liow
can he do it!” cricd Martha, muffling her sli.uvl
around her ears. But she could not shut out the
sound she dreaded.

For, at the same moment, a loud baiig and a
girl’s shrill cry filled the air; then there was pcrfcct
stillness, and Martha tried to realizc that brave,
loving Rab was dead.

Isabel Morey, notwithstanding her trcatmcnl nf
Martha, was by no means a hard-heaned gid'
She had, indccd, a very tender hcart, and it «as
filled with remorsc, although Isabel tried her best
not to think any more about the girl who was try-



ing to get money to save hei'dog. You see, she
,.is proud; and what proud girl would wish to
mive Martha Moreyclaim her for a relation? But,
limehow, the troubled blue eyes and quivering
, 5 haunted Isabel all day; and that afternoon
i"liich Martha and Rab spcnt on the hill, and on
. hich Isabel gavc her lawn party, was the most
micorafortable one she could remember.

The girl had been fcd on praise and pleasure all
lijr life, and that is a diet that will agree with
i .iljody’s disposition. It was only Isabel’s high
-..uidard of living that prevented her from being
iust as well pleased with herself as the rest of the
h 'usehold was with her. She knew those whose
loes were lovely, and her own seemed very poor
;md ugly, just noiv, in comparison. So, when fond
, iid-night Kkisses were pressed on her cheek, she
1( rstout:

“ Dun’t kiss me, mother! 1'ra a proud, bad-
h. .irted girl, who never thinks of anybody but her-
scll: and | don’'t deserve all the love and the
Kises 1 get. |'m an unfceling savage, mother.

il 1'm sure | have broken a girl’'s heart.”

*Broken a girl’'s heart!” eclioed Mrs. Morcy.
' Dear, dear, and who is the damsel?”

«|t’s a poor girl that carne to sell berries,”
i‘iilained Isabel. “ She wanted the money to
- 'V her dog, that was going to be shot to avoid
il dog-tax. And | would not give her any,
b(cause she said she was a relation. Yes, thatwas
ta. real reason. Her fiame happens tobe Morey.”

"W ell, then, 1 presume she is a relation. All
the Moreys in this part of the country are of the
same stock. Which family is it. Bello ?”

'The rivcr-end Moreys, mother.”

“ A daughter of oid Sam, then. Well, dear,
a iv child of his has a sad life. Help her, if you
li.ivo a chance.”

" To-moiTOsv, | will go and see Martha, and
gi\e her the money,” said Isabel, who had real
tcars in her eyes ; and after calling hei-self more
bad fiames, she was led off to bed, where, | hope,
siie slept more comfortably than poor Martha,
'vini tossed on her little cot and moaned for Rab
lili morning.

'Inc of the aclvantages of a story is, that we can
skip unhappy days which, in real life, we have to
Ko through as best we may, finding out, let us
Impc, that pain at least teachcs us tenderness and
sympathy for others. So we need not follow
Martha through that lonesome, u'retclied day.

It wasjust twenty-foiir hours since she had parted
from Rab ; and Martha sat before tlie dying coals

in the firc-placc, with her head rcsting on the oid,
rush-bittom chair. For tho first time in her brave,
young life she had owned to herself lier father’s
faults, and the privations and loneiincss they
brought upon her. She made a sad picture of
desolation, and Isabel Morey, standing in the door-
way, felt grateful for her own happy lile, as she
realized what Martha’s must be.

“ Martha,” she cried, “ | 've come to bring you
the money.”

Martha raised herself, and looked witii a shiver
at Rab’s empty place. *“ It’s too late,” said shc.

“ Oh,” cried Isabel, impulsively, “ why did you
let them Kkill him so soon ?”

“ Ask Bill,” said Martha, with a weary sigh.

But Bill, who had just come in from the stable,
grinned in his usual simple way, and went out
again. And Martlia dropped her head back in its
place on the chair.

Something in the little figure appcalcd to every
good impulse of Isabel’s heart.

“ Martha,” she cried, “ we are relations, as you
said. 1 did not know it before last nigbht, but no'v
I am glad ofit; and I beiieve you will forgive me,
and we shall be friends.”

“ Oh,” said Martha, “ even the girls here at
river end despise me, and you ”  But the
words were smothcrcd on Isaliel’s shoulder ; for the
two little desccndants of oid John Morey were
locked ill each other’s arms.

And then the strangest thing happened. In the
door stood two Scotch collies; one belonged to the
Moreys on the hill, and the other was------

“ Rab 1” screamed Martha.

“ Yaas, it ’'s Rab,” said Bill Swift's voice. “ If
this 'ere young lady wants to pay the dog-tax,
here 's a chance.”

“ And you did n’'t shoot him, dear, dear Bill ?”
cried Martha.

“ S'pose | 'd shoot Rab ? Pooh ! I 'm notso silly
as some folks think me,” answered Bill. “ No, no ;
| jest shot at a crow, and IFtiod Rao up in my oid
shed at home.”

From this time, tlie two Morcy girls and the two
Scotch collies became tho four best friends in
Cloverbank. Martha overéame her shyncss, and
paid many a delightful visit to the big house on
the hill, where, in spitc of her fadcd frocks, they
could no more despisc her than a moonbeam or a
violet— sweet, gentle little Martha. And the rich
Moreys’ love for lier bccame the channel through
which flowed many of the good andinspiring things
of this life, which made her own full and happy.



With a rush and a whir of shining wings,

They hcar and obcy— the dainty things!

Dun and purplc and snowy white,

Cloiided gray, like the soft twilight,

Straight as an arrow shot from a bow,—

Wheeling and circling high and low,
Down they fly from the slanting roof
Of the old red bam at Mcndon.

Coo ! coo! coo I” says Arné,
Calling the doves at Mcndon !



Baby Alice with wide blue eyes
Watches tliem ever with new surprise,
Wnile she and Wag on the mat together
Joy in the soft midsummer weather.
Hither and tliither she sees them fly,
Gray and white on the azure sk>-,
Light and shadow against the green
Of thc mnple grove at Mendon.

“ Coo ! coo! coo!” says Amo,
Calling the doves at Mendon !

Down they fluttcr with timid gracc,

Liircd ljy the voice and thc tender face,

Till the evening air is all astir

With the happy strifc and thc cager whir.

One by one and two by two,

And then a rush through tlic ethcr blue;
While Arné scattcrs thc yellow corn
For the gentio doves at Mendon.

“ Coo ! coo! coo!” says Arnc,
Calling thc doves at Mendon !



They hop on the porch where the baby sits,

They come and go, as a shadow flits,

Now here, now there, while in and out

They crowd and jostle each other about;

Till one, grown bolder than all the rest,—

A snow-white dove with an arching breast,—
Softly lights on her outstrctched hand
Under the vines at Mendon.

“ Coo! coo! coo!” says Amé,
Calling the doves at Mendon!

A sound, a motion, a flash of wings,—
They are gone— like a dream of heavenly
things!
The doves have flown and the porch is
still.
And the shadows gather on vale and hill.
Then sinks the sun, and the mountain breeze
Stirs in the tremulous maple trees;
While Love and Peace, as the night comes
down,
Brood over quiet Mendon!



FIFTH SPINNING-WHEFL STORY.

By Louisa

“That's the sort | like,” said Geoff, as the
-i-'ry ended; “ Onawandah was a trump, and 1'd
'O a good dcal to know such a fellow and go
'i nting with him. Got any more like it, Aunty ?”
¢ Perhaps; but it is the girls’ turn now, and here

I quiet little storj' that teaches the same lesson

ldifferent way. It contains a liint which some
lyou would better take,” and Aunt Elinor glanced
‘eDund the circle with a smile that set her hearers
Il ihe alert to see who was to be hit.

¢ Hope itisn’'t vety moral,” said Geoff, w'ith a
boyish dislike of being preached at.

‘s It wont harm you to listen and take the moral
mm heart, my lad. W.ild horses, gold mines, and
i-.i scrapes are not the only things worth reading
about. If you ever do half so much good in the
VDild as the people in this story did, I shall lie proud
i you,” answered Aunt Elinor, so soberly that
‘ieofffolded his hands and tried to look meekly
impresscd.

""lIs it true ?” asked Min.

"“Yes. |heard ‘Abby’tell it herself, and saw
tile silk stocking and the sean”

‘“*That sounds voy interesting. | do like to
hear about good clothes and awful accidents,”
'vied the girl, forgetting to spin in her eagerness
lo listen.

They all laughed at her odd mixture of tastes,
and tlien lieard the story of

Littlk Things.

Abigail sat reading “ Rasselas” aloud to her
father winle he shaved, pausing now and then to

M. Alcott.

explain a word or correct the giri’s pronunciation;
for this was a lesson as well as a pleasure. The
handsome man, in his nankin dressing-gown, ruf-
fled shirt, black small-clothes, and silk stockings,
stood before the tall, old-fashioned bureau, looking
often from the reflection of his own ruddy face to
the palé one ljeside him, with an expression of ten-
der pride, which plainly showed how dear his
young daughter was to him.

Abby was a slender girl of fifteen, in a shoit-
waisted ginghain gown, with a muslin tucker, dimity
apron, and raorocco shoes on a pair of small feet
demurely crosscd before her. A blue-cycd, brown-
haired little creature, with a broad brow, and a
sweet mouth, evidently both intelligent and affcc-
tionate ; fot she heartily enjoyed the story, and
answered her father’'s approving glanccs with a face
full of the loving reverence so beautiful to see.

Schools were not abundant in 1815 ; and, after
le.nrning to read, spell, scw, and ciphcr a little, at
some dame school, girls werc left to pick up knowl-
edge as they could; while the brothers went to
college or were apprenticed to some trade. But
the few lliings they did study were well learned ;
so that Abby’s reading was a pleasure tohear. She
wrote a fine, clear hand, seldom misspelt a word,
kept her own little account-book in good order,
nnd already mado her father’s shirts, hemstitching
the linen cainbric luffles with the daintiest skill,
and turning out button-holes any one might be
proud of. Thcse accomplishments did not satisfy
her, however, and she longed to know much more,
— to do and be something great and good,— with
the sincere longing of an earnest, thoughtful girl.



These morning talks witli her father were pre-
citus half-hours to her; for they not only read
and discussed well-choscn books, but Abby opened
her hcart freely, and received his wise counsels
with a grateful docility which helped to make her
after-life as benevolent and blessed as his.

“ I don'twonder that Rasselas wanted to get out
of the Happy Valley and see the world for himself.
| often feel so, and long to go and have advent-
ures, like thc people | read about- To do some-
thing very splendid, and be brave and great and
loved and honored,” said Abby, as she closed the
book and lookcd out of the open window with
wistful eyes; for che chestmit trees were rustiing
in the May sunshine, and spring wa? stining in the
girl’s heart, as well as in the budding boughs and
early floivers on the green bank below.

“ Do not be in a hurry to leave your Happy
Valley, my dear ; but help to keep it so by doing
your part well. The happiness of life depends very
much on littlc things; and one can be brave and
great and good, while making small sacrifices and
doing small duties faithfully and chcerfully,” an-
swered Mr. Lyon, with the look of one who prac-
ticed what he preached-

“ But my little things are so stupid and easy.
Sewing, and learning to picklc and preserve, and
going out to tea when | don’t want to, and helping
mother, are none of them romantic or exciting
duties and sacrifices. If | could take care of poor
peoplc, or be a colonel in a splendid uniform and
march ivith drums and trumpets, or even a firc-
warden and run to save Uves and property, and be
loved and thanked and trusted, as you are, | should
be contented,” continued Abby, kindling at thc
thought; for she considercd her father thc noblest
of men, and glowed with pride when she saiv him
in his regimentdis on great occasions, or when she
helped him into the leathern cap and coat, and
gave him the lantern, staff, and canvas bags he
used, as fire-warden, long before steam-engines,
hook and ladder companies, and ciectric alarms
were dreamed of.

Mr. Lyon laughed as he washcd his face at the
queer, three-corncred stand, and then sat down to
have his hair tied in a queue by his daughter, who
prided herself on doing this as wcll as a barber.

“ Ah, my girl, it’s not thc things that make the
most noise and show that are the bravest and the
best; but the everlasting patience, charity, and
courage needed to bear our daily trials like good
Christians.” And thc smile changed to a sigh, for
the excellcnt man knew the valué of these virtues
and their rarity.

“Yes, | know, sir; but it is so splendid to be a
hero, and have the 'vorld ring with one’s glory,
like Washington and Lafayette, or Pcrry, Hull, and

Lawrence,” said Abby, wiiiding the black ribbon sn
energetically that it nearly broke; for her head wa-
full of the brave deeds performecd in the wars of 177:
and 1812— the lattcr ofwhich she well remembercci

“ Easy, my dear, easy !— remember that it ua-
the faithful doing of small things which fittcc
these men to do the grand dccds well, when tli.
time carne. Héroes are not made in a minuti..
and we never know what we may be called upo:
td live through. Train yourself now to be skillfiii
prompt, courageous, and kind; then when tlv
duty or the danger comes you ivill be prepared fe;
it. ‘' Keep your spindle ready and the Lord wf
send the flax,” as the old proverb says.”

“ 1 will, father, and remember thc other sayii
that you likc and live up to, ‘ Do right and ie.T
the consequences to God,” ' answered Abby, ‘n:,
her arm about his neck and a soft check agaii’ m
his, feeling that with surh an examplc before Iv
she ought not to fail.

“ That’s my good girl! Come, now, bcgir
once. Here’s a little thing to do, a very hoini :
onc, but useful, and some honor may be gained 1
doing it nicely ; for, if you 'll darn this b.id rcni
my new stocking, I'll give you five dollars.”

As he spoke, Mr. Lyon handcd her a hcaly
stocking with a great “ barn-door” tcar in 1
calf. He was rather proud of his handsome le,..
and dressed them with cai-e, importing hose mi
unusual fineness for staie occasions ; being one . :
thc old-time gentlemen whose stately ciegan,
added dignity to any scene.

Abby gi-oaned as she examincri the hole torn
a nail, for it was avcry bad onc, and she knew ih,.
ifnotweildone, the costly stocking would be ruine".
She hatcd to darn, infinitely preferring to read, '1
study Latin with her brother, instead of repairii.
old damask, muslin gowns, and the family hn--
But she did it wcll, excelling her eider sister
this branch ofneodic-work; so she could not refiiB>.
though the sacrifice of time and taste would h;ui
been almost impossible for any one but father.

“1'll try, sir, and you shall pay me with .akiSB:
five dollars is too much for such a thing,” she saifi.
smiling at him as she put the stocking into tlu
capacious pockct where girls kept houscwife,
scissors, thimble, pin-ball, and a bit of lovagc or
flag-root in those days.

“ 1 ’'m not so sure that you ’'ll tind it an easy job.
but remember Bruce and his spidcr, and don’'l be
conquercdby the ‘ little thing.” Now, | musthe off
Good-byc, my darling,” and Mr. Lyon’s d.irk eye;.
twinkled as he thought of the task he had set her:
for it seemed as if nothing short ofa mirado cotilcl
restorc his damaged stocking.

Abby forgot her heroics and ran to get his luit
and cafie, to receivc his morning kiss, and ansiver



ihe salute he always paused at the Street corner to
jive her before he went away to the many cares
ind labots of his own busy day. But while she
;@iit her little room in order, diisted the parlor,
Jiiid clapped laces for her mothcr, who, like most
"idies long ago, did up her own caps and turbans,
\bljy was thinking over the late convei'sation, and

.--nidering if strict attention to small affairs would
Irally lead to something good or glorious ifi the end.

When her other duties were done, she resolutely
mdosvn to tho detested darn, although it would
i;ivebeen much plcasanter to help her sister cut

;it green satin leaves and quill up pink ribbon
m roses for a garland to fcstoon the skin of a
i ;w white dress.

Hour after hour she ivorked, slowly and carefully
'.maving the torn edges together, stitch by stitch,
1'1 her eyes ached and the dclicate necdlc grew
i,;ny in her warm hand. Her mother begged
hrr to stop and rest, sister Catharinc called her to
mme and see how well the garland looked, and a
(ricnd carne to take her to drivc. But she refused
lu stir, and kept at Iter weaving, as patiently as
King Robert's spider, picking out a bit that puck-
cred, turning the coérner with brcathless care, and
ripping it with her thimblc on the wooden egg
tili it lay flat. Then she waited till an iron was
h'.-ated, and pressed it nicely, flnishing in time to
put it on her father’s burean, where he would see it
«hen he dressed for dinner.

“ Nearly four hours over that dreadful darn!
But it's done now, and hardly shows, so | do think
| "c earned my money. | shall buy that work-
Imx | have wanted so long. The inlaid one, with
nicc velvet beds for the thimble, scissors, and bod-
kin, and a glass in the cover, and a little drawer
for my silk-reels. Father «ill like that, and |
shall be proud to show it.”

These agreeable thoughts were passing through
ADby’s mind as she «ent into the front yard for a
breath of air, after her long task was over. Tulips
miod hyacinths were blooming there, and, peeping
flnough the bars of the gate, stood a little girl
«islfully watching the gay blossoms and enjoying
tlieir perfume. Now, Abby was fond of her gar-
den, and had been hurrying the early flowei-s, that
iliey might be ready for licr father’s birtliday nose-
gay, so her firet impulse was to feign that she did
not see the child, for she did not want to give away
asingle tulip. But tho morning talk «'as fresh in
her luemory, and presently she thought c

“ Here is a little thing I can do,” and ashamed
of the scltTsh impulse, she gathcred several of her
finest flowers and offered them, saying cordially:

“ 1 think you wnuld like those? Picase take
them, and by and by when thcrc are more, you
shall have prettier ones.”

“ Oh, ihank you ! I didwaut some for mamma.
She is ill, and will be so pleased,” «'as the grate-
ful answer, given with a little curtsc)' and a smile
that made the wistful face a very happy onc.

“ Do you live near by ?” asked Abby, seeing at
once from the child’s speech and manner that she
was iDoth wcll-btcd and grateful.

“ Just around tho corner. We are English, and
papa is dead. Mamma kept school in another
place till she was too ill, and now | take carc of
her and the children as well as 1 can.”

The little girl of twelve, in her black frock, with
a face far too old and anxious for her years, was so
innocently pathetic as she told the sad story, that
Abby’s tender heart was touched, and an impetu-
ous desire to do something at once made her
exclaim:

“ Wait a minute, and | 'll send something bet-
ter than fio«'ers. Would n't your mother like
some wine jelly ? 1| helped make it, and have a
glassful all my own.”

“ Indeed she would!” began the child, blushing
with pleasurc; for the poor Lady needed just such
delicacies, but thought only of the children’s wants.

Waiting to hear uo more, Abby ran in to get

her offering, and came back iDeaming with benevo-
lent good-will.
. “As it is not far and you have that big basket,
1’1l go with you and help carry the things, if |
may ? My mother will let me, and my father «'ill
come and see you, | 'm sure, if you 'd like to have
him. He takes care of everybody, and is the best
and wisest man in all the world.”

Lucy Mayhew accepted these kind offers with
childish confidence, thinking the young lady a
sort of angel in a coal-scuttlc bonnct, and the two
«’ent chatting along, good friends at once; for
Abby had very engaging manners, and her cheer-
ful face won its way cverj'where.

She found the English family a very intcrcsting
one, for the mother was a gcntlewoman, and in
sovc straits now; being unablc to use her accom-
plishmcnts any longer, and failing fast, «'ith no
friends to protect tbe four little children she must
soon Icavc alone in a strange land.

“ If ihey were only cared for, I could go in pcace;
but it bvcaks my lieart to think of them in an
asylum, when they need a home,” said the poor
lady, telling her greatest anxiety to this sympa-
thetic young visitor; while Lucy regaled the noses
of the eager little ones with dclicious sniffs of the
pink and blue byacinths.

“ Tell father all about it, and he’ll know just
«'hat to do. He always does, and everyone goes
to him. May he come and see you, ma'am?”
said Abby, longing to take them all home at once.

“ He will be as welcome as an angel from



Heaven, my child. | am failing vcry fast, and
help and comfort are sorely needed,” answered
the grateful woman, with wet eyes and a heart too
full for many thanks.

Abby’s eyes were full also, and promising to
“ scnd father soon,” site went away, little dream-
ing that the handful of flowers and a few kind
words were the first links in a chain of events that
brought a blessing into her own home.

She waited anxiously for her father’s return, and
blushed with pleasure as he said, after examining
her morning’s work;

“ Wonderfully well done, my dear ! Your mother
says she could n’t have done it better herself”

“ 1 ’'m sorry that it shows at all; but it was im-
possible to hide that cérner, and if you wear it on
the inside of the leg, it wont be seen much,” ex-
plained Abby, anxiously.

“ It shows just enough for me to kno'v where to
point when 1 boast of ray girl’s patience and skill.
People say | 'm making a blue-stocking of you,
because we read Johnson ; but my black stocking
will prove that | have n’t spoLIt you yet,” said Mr.
Lyon, pinching her cheek, as they went down to
dinner arm in arm.

Literary ladies were looked upon with awe, and
by many with disapproval, in those days, so Abby'’s
studious tastes were criticised by the good cousins
and aunts, who feared she might do something
peculiar ; though, years later, they 'vere very proud
of the fine letters she wrote and the intellectual
society which she had unconsciously fitted herself
to enjoy and adorn.

Abby laughed at her father’'s joke, but said no
more just then; for young people sat silent at table
while their elders talked. She longed to tell about
Lucy; and when dessert carne, she drew her chair
near to her father’s, thatshe might pick the kernels
from his walnuts and drop them into his wine,
waiting till he said, asusual; “ Now, little girl, let's
take comfort.” For both enjoyed the hour of rest
he allowed himself in the middie of the day.

On this occasion he varicd the remark by add-
ing, as he took a bili from his pocket-book and
gave it to her with a kiss ;

"“Well-earned money, my dear, and most chcer-
fully paid.”

“ Thank you, sir! It seems a great deal for
such a little job. But | do want it very much.
May | tell you how I ’cl likc to spend it, fiither?”
cried Abby, beaming with the sweet delight of
helping othei-s.

“ Yes, child ; come and tell me. Something for
sister, 1 suspect; or a new book, perhaps.” And,
drawing her to his knce, Mr. Lyon waited with a
fece full of benignant interest in her little confi-
dences.

Shc told her story eagerly and weil, exclaimim
as she ended ; “ And now, | 'm so glad, so ver
glad i I have this money, all my own, to spcn.
for those dear little things! 1 know you 'll helj
them ; but it 's so nice to be able to do my pan
and giving away is such a pleasure.”

“ You are your father's own daughter in tha-
child. | must go and get my contribution read-.
or 1shall be left out,” said Mrs. Lyon, bastenin
away to add one more charity to the many whic i
made her quiet life so beautiful.

“ 1 will go and see our ncighbor this evenim
and you shall come with me. You see, my gi;
that the liomely ‘little job " is likely to be a lar;
and pleasant one, and you have earned your [y. :
in it. Do tlie duty that comes first, and onc nc’ i
knows what beautiful experience it mayblossin ;
into. Use your little carnings as you like,and (i 1
bless yon, my dear.”

So Abby had her part in the happy days ti i
carne to the Mayhews, and enjoyed it moro thai
dozen work-boxes; while her father was never tiu J
of showing the handsome darn and telling re
story of it.

Help and comfort were much needed around rn;
coérner; for very soon the poor lady died. But | r
confidence in the new friends raised up to her '-.u
not misplaced ; and when all was over, and pe<; k
asked, “ What will become of the children ?2” i
Lyon answered the sad question by leading i -
four little orphans to his own house and kce|'m
them till good homes were found for the ti c
youngest.

Lucy was heart-brokcn, and clung to Abb; a
her sorrow, as if nothing else could consolé her «
all she had lost. No one had the heart to spuak
of sending her away at present; and, before loi-.;.
the grateful littie creature had won a place forh; r-
self which she never forfcited.

It was good for Abby to have a care of this suy,
and her generous nature enjoyed it thoroughly, is
she played eider sister in the sweetcst way. It u.is
her first real lesson in the charity that made Im'
after-life so rich and beautiful; but then she liiuc
dreamed how well she was to be rcpaid for her
small share in the good work which proved to bea
blessing to them all.

Soon, preparations for sister Catherine’s rveddiiig
produced a pleasant bustle in the house, and boiH
the younger girls werc as busj' as bees, liclpiiig
everywhere. Drcssmakors ripped and stitched ul)-
stairs, visitors gossiped in the parlor, and conks
simmcred and scoldcd in the kitchen; while not-
able Madam Lyon presided over the househlcl,
keeping tho peace and gently bringing order out
of chaos.

Abby had a new spriggcd muslin frock, "jtli a



white aash.and her first pair of siik stockings, a
present from her father. A bunch of pink roses
gave the finishing touch, and she turned up her
hair with a tortoise-shell comb in honor of tlie
Uccasion.

All the relations— and there were many of them
- carne to tlie wedding, and the hospitable man-
sibn was crowded with oid and young. A fino
breakfast was prepared, a line of carriages fillcd
the quiet Street, and troops of stately ladies and
;entlemen carne marching in ; for the Lyons were
1 much-honored family.

The interesting moment arrived at last, the min-
:ster opened his book, the lovely bride entered with
her groom, and a solemn siience fcll upon the
‘'ustiing crowd- Abby was much excited, and felt
iliut she was about to disgrace herself by crying.
1 ortunately she stood near the door, and finding
‘i.at a sob would come atthought of her dear sister
:,.)ing away forever, she slipped out and ran up-
f.airs to hide her tears in thc back bedroom,
i'tiere she was put to accommodate guests.

As she opened the door, a puff of smokc made
liLT catch her breath, then run to throw open the
viiildow before she turned to look for the fallen
brand. A fire had been kindled in this room ashort
eme before, and, to Abby’s dismay, the sudden
draught fanned the smoldering sparks which had
ciept from a fallen log to the mop-board and
tlience around the wooden mantcl-piece. A sus-
picious crackling was heard, littlc tongues of flame
darted from the cracks, and the'air was full of
s.aoke.

Abhy’s first impulse was to’fly down-stairs,
sireammg “ fire!” at thc top of her voicc; her
svcond was to stand still and think what to do,— for
na instant’s recollcclion showed her what terror
aiid confusion such a cry would produce in the
¢ owded house, and how unseemly a panic u'ould
be at such a time.

" 1fl could only get at father! But I can’t with-
oat scaring everyone. What would he do? 1| 've
lieard him tell about fires, and how to put them
out. I know— stop the draught first,” and Abby
shut the window. “ Now water and wet blankets,”
and away she ran to the bath-room, and filling a
pail, dashed the water over thc burning wood.
I hen, piilling the blankets from off the bed, she
‘'vet them as well as she could, and hung them tip
before thc fire-place, going to and fio for more
«ater till the smoke ccascd to pour out and the
ur.ickling stopped.

These enei getic measurcs were taken just in time
to prevent a serious fire, and when Abby dared to
icst a moment with her eyes on thc ehimney, fear-
ing the treacherous blaze might burst out in a new
place, she discovcred that her clothes vverc wei,

her face blackencd, her hands biistcred, and her
breath gone.

“ No matter,” she thought, still too much clated
with her success to feel the pain. “ Father will be
pleased, | know ; for this is what he would cali an
eraergency, and | 've had iny wits about me. |
wish mother would come— O, dear | how queerly
I fettl ” and in the mids! of her self-congrat-
ulation, poor little Abby feinted away; slipping
to the floor and lying there like a new son of
Casabianca, faithful at her post.

Lucy found her very soon, having missed lier
and come to look for her the minute the service
was over. Much frightened, she raa doivn again
and tried to tell Mr. and Mrs. Lyon quietly. But
her palé face alarmed every one, and when Abby
carne to herself, she was in her father's arms,
being carried from the scene of devastation to her
mother’'s room, where a crowd of anxious relatives
receivcd her like a conquering hero.

“ Well done, my brave little fire-warden! 1 ’in
proud ofyou !” were the first words she heard, and
they were more reviving than the burnt feathers
under her nose, or the lavender-water plentifully
sprinkled over her by her mother and sister.

W ith that hearty commendation, her father left
her to see that all was safe, and Abby found that
another sort of courage was needed to support her
through the next half-hour of trial; for her hands
were badly buriied, and each of the excellent rela-
tives suggested a different remedy.

“ Flour them!” cried Aunt Sally, fanning her
violently.

“ Goose-uil and cotton-batting,” suggested Aunt
Patcy.

“ Nothing so good as lard,” pronoiinccd Aunt
Nabby.

“1 always use dry starcli or a piece of salt
pork,” added cousin Lucretia.

“ Buttcr them!” commandedgrandma. “ That's
what I did when my Joscph fell into tbe boilcr and
carne out with his blessed little legs the color of
lobsters-  “ Buttcr them, Dolly.”

That scttled the vexed question, and Abby'’s
hands were well buttercd, whilc a hearty laugh
composed thc spirits of the agitated party; for the
contrast bctween grandma’s words and her splen-
did appearance, as she sat erect in tlie big arm-
chair issuing commands like a general in silver-
gray satin and an imposing turban, was very
funny.

Then Abby was left to repose, with Lucy and
old Nurse beside her, while the rest went down to
eat the wedding feast and see the happy pair off in
a ohaise, with thc portmantcau slung underneath,
on their quiet honey-moon trip to Pomfret.

When thc bustle was all over, Abby found her-



self a heroine in her small circle of admiring
friends and neighbors, who praised and pettcd her
as if she had saved the city from destruction. She
needed comfort very much, for one hand was so
scriously injured that it never entirely recovered
from the deep ljurn which contracted two of her
finger-tips. This was a great sorrow to the poor
girl; for she could no longer play on her piano, and
was forced to conteni herself with singing like a
lark when all joined in the sweet old ballads for-
gotten now.

le was a misfortune, iDut it had its happy side ;
for, during the iong months when she was partially
helplcss, books were her solace, and she studied
many things which other duties or picasures would
have crowded out if “ Abby’s poor hand ” had not
been an excuse for such liberty and indulgence.
It did not make her selfish, however, for while
regretting her uselessness, she unexpectcdly found
work to do that made her own life happy by
cheering that of another.

Lucy proved to be a most intelligent child ; and
when Abby asked what return she could make for
all the little girl's loving service during her trouble,
she discovered that lielp about lessons would be
the favor most desired. Lucy’s too early cares
had kept her from learning much, and now that
she had leisure, weak eyes forbade study, and she
longed vainly to get on as her new friend did ; for
Abby was her roodel in all things,— looked up to
with admiration, love, and wonder.

“ Father, 1've heen thinking that | might read
Lucy’s lessons to her and hear her recite. Then
she would n’'t grievc about being backward, and
| can be eyes to her as she is hands to me. 1can't
sew or work now, but | can teach the little I know.
May I, sir?” asked Abby, one morning, after read-
ing a paper in the Sficciaior, and having a pleas-
ant talk about it during the happy half-hour.

“ A capital plan, Daughter, if you are sure you
can keep on. To begin and then fail would leave
the child worse off for the hope and disappoint-
ment. It will be tiresome to go on day afler day,
so think well before you propose it,” answered hci'
father, much pleased with the idea.

“ lcan doit, and I will! If I get tircd, I'll look
at you and mother, always so faithful to what you
undertakc, aud remember my motto,” cricd Abby,
anxious to follow the example set her in the daily
life of these good parents.

A hearty hand-shake rewarded her, and she set
about the new task with a resoluto purpose to suc-
ceed. It was hard at first to go back to her early
lessons and read tliem over and over again to
eager Lucy, who did her best to understand, re-
member, and recite. But good-will and gratitude
worked wonders; and day after day, week after

iveek, month after month, the teaching wont on, to
the great surprise and satisfaction of those who
watched this labor of love, Both learned inuch.
and a very strong, sweet friendship grew up, which
lasted till the young girls bccame old womecn,

For nearly two years the daily lessons were con-
tinued; then Lucy was ready and able to go a
school, and Abby free from the duty that had
grown a plcasure. Sister Catherinc being goiit,
she was the young lady of the house now, and be
gan to go to a fciv partios, where she distinguishci
herself by her graccful dancing and sprighih.
though modest manners. She had grown stroii;
and rosy with the exercise her sensible mothe’
prescribcd and her energetic father encouragcd
taking long walks with her to Roxbury an”™ Dor
chester on holidays, over bridges and around tiu
common before breakfast each morning, till thr
palé little girl was a tall and blooming creature,
full of life and spirit. Not exactly beautiful, bii'
with a sweet, intelligent face, and the frank, cordin!
ways that are so charming. Her brother Sam w:i-
very proud of her, and liked to sec her surroundr-
by his friends at the raerry-makings to which i
escorted her; for she talked as well as she danccu
and the oldcr gentlemcn enjoyed a good chat wiu;
Miss Abbyas muchas the younger onesdid the elnl
orate pigeon-wings and pirouettesthenin vogue.

Among tho oldcr men w{isone whom Abby mucii
atlmired ; for he had fought, traveled, and studii i’
more than most men of his age, and earned ti
honors he wore so modestiy. She was never tire,!
of asking him questions when they met, and lu
never seemed tircd of giving long, interesting re
pliesi so they often sat and talked while othc! «
danced, and Abby never guessed that he
studying her bright face and innocent heart
eagerly as she listened to his agreeable conversu
tion and stirring adventures.

Presently he came to the house wilh brotlic
Sam, who shared Abby’s regard for him ; ani
there, while the young men amused themselves or
paid their respects to the elders, one of them was
still watching the tall girl with the crown ofbrov i
hair, as she sat by her father, poured the tea for
Madain, laughed with her brother, or made basli-
ful Lucy share their plcasures; always so busy,
diitiful, and winning, that the visitor pronounced
Mr. Lyon’s the most delightful house in Boston.
He heard ail the little tales of Abby’s youth from
Sam, and Lucy added her tribute with the clo-
quence of a grateful heart; lie saw how loved and
trusted she ivas, and he soon longed to know ho"
she would answer the question he desired to asi;
her. Having received pcrmission from Papa, in
the decorous old style, he only waited for an oppor-
tunity to discover if charming Abigail would con-



sent tochange her namc from Lyon toLamb; and, as
if her lesson was to be quite complete, a little thing
decided her fate and made a vcry happy woman
af the good girl.

OnAbby’sseventeenth birthday, there was to be a
partyinherhonor, at the hospitable family mansion,
mwhich all her friends werc invited ; and, when
she carne down early to see that all was in order,
hlie found one impatient guest had alrcady arrived.

It was not alone the consciousness that the new

'm APkMD | '"td niVING VOU A DFAt. OK TROUIILE,

pink taffety gown and the beautiful new head-
dress were very becoming wliich made her blush
so prcttily as shc thanked her friend for the fine
nosegay he brought her, but something in his
face, though he only wished her many happy
returns in a hearty way, and then added, laugh-
ing, as the last button flew off the glove he was
awkwardly trying to fasten :

“ It is evident that you did n't sew on these
huttons, Miss Abby. | 've observed that Sam’s
ncver come off, and he says you ahvays kccp
them in order.”

‘ Let me put one on for you. It will take but a
iTioment, and you 'll be so uncomfovtablc without

VoL. XI.—36.

it,” said Abby, glad to find employment for her
eyes.

A minute afterward she was sorry she had
offered, for he accepted the little Service with
thanks, and stood watching while she sat down at
her work-table and began to sew. She wasvery
sensitive about her hand, yet ashamed ofbeing so
for the scar was inside and the drawn fingers
showed vcry little, as it is natural to half close
them. She hoped he had nevcr seen it, and tried

SAfD THE UENTLEMAN.*

to hide it as shc worked. But this, or some new
consciousness, made her iisually nimble fingers
lose their skiil, and shc knotted the silk, split the
button, and dropped her thimblc, growing angry
with hecrsclf for being so silly and getting so red
and flurried.

“ 1 'm afraid 1 'm giving you a dcal of trouble,”
said the gentlcman, who was watching the white
hands with great interest.

“ No; it is I who am foolish about my burnt
hand,” answered Abby, in ber frank, impetuous
way. “ Seo how ugly itis!” And she held it out
as if to punish herself for the girlish feeling she
ricspised.



The answer to this littlc outijurst made her for-
get everything but the sweetest pleasure and sur-
prise ; for, kissing the scarred palm with tender
respect, her lover said ;

“ To me it is the finest and the dearcst hand in
the world. | know tlie brave story, and 1 've seen
the good this gencrous hand isncvcr tired of doing.
I want it for my own, W:ill you give it to me,
dear? ”

Abby must have answered “ yes”; for she wore a
new ring under her own glove that night, and
danced as if there 'vere wings on tlie heels of hor
pink shoes-

Whether thc button ever got sewed on or not,
no onc knows; but that bit of needlework was
even more successful than the other small job, for

THE SONG OF

in due time there was a second wedding, without a
fire, and Abby went avva;' to a happy home of her
own, leaving sister Lucy to fill her place and be
the most loving and faithful of daughters to her
benefactors while they lived.

Long years afterward, wlicn she had children
and graiidchildren about her, listening to thc truc
old stories that are the best, Ablay used to say.
with her own cheerful laugh :

“ My father and mother taught me many useful
lessons, but none more valuable than those I
learned that year ; and | may honestly say thal
patience, pcrscverance, courage, friendship and
love carne out of that silk stocking. So let rae
give you this bit of advice; Don’t despise littlc
things, my dears !”

THF ROLLFR SKATES.

Ry A- C.

(r/u Slari.i

Swoop-a-hoo ! swoop-a-hoo!
To the left, to the right;
Swoop-a-hoo ! swoop-a-hoo !
On our rollers so bright!
Swoop-a-hoo! here we go;
All a-gliding along;
Swoop-a-hoo ! here we go;
With a roller-skate song!

W hiz-a-whir! whiz-a-whir |
What a rush, what a stir !

All the children in town
Whizzing down, whizzing down!

fT/ic Tum.)

Slower now. Have a care!
Here’'s the cérner,— beware 1
See the curb ! It is near;
We must carefully steer.

Sweep around, one and all!

Make thc curve,— do not fall!
— That was gracefully clone.
Hurrah for the fun I

Whiz-a-whii-! whiz-a-whir!
What a rush, what a stir!
Every child on the ti-ack
Whizzing back! whizzing back!

iHofuc again.)

Swoop-a-hoo | swoop-a-hoo |

To thc left,— to the right.

Swoop-a-hoo | swoop-a-hoo!

All aglow with deliglu!

Swoop-a-hoo ! who 's ahead ?

Well, they 'rc all nearly there.

Swoop-a-hoo ! cheeks so red ;

Full of laughter, the air 1
Swoop-a-hoo ! swoop-a-hoo | swoop-a-hoo 1
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- ULAF OF NORWAY : THE BOY

VIKINO.

[A~ertoardKing Ola/ll, o/ Kof'roay.]
A.D. loto

O1d R.ANE, the helmsman, whose ficrce mus-

taches and shaggyshoulder-mantle madehim look
like old wolf, held high in
air the great bison-horn filled with foaming mead.

“ Skoal to the Viking! Hael; was-hael!”f rose
his exultant shout. From a hundred sturdy throats
the cryreechoed till thevaulted hall of the Swede-
men’s conquered castle rang again.

“ Skoalto the Viking! Hael; was-hael!” and in
the center of that throng of mail-clad men and
tossing spears, standing firm and fearless upon the
interlocked and upliftcd shields of thrcc stalwart
fighting-men, a stout-limbcd lad of scarce thirteen,
with flowing light-brown hair and flushcd and eager
face, brandished his stvOrd vigorously in acknowl-
edgment of the jubilant shout that rang once
again through the dark and smoke-stained hall,
“ Was-hael to the sea-wolf's son! Skoal to Olaf
the King!”

A fierce and warlike shout, boys and girls, to be
given in honor of so young a lad. But those were
fierce and warlike days when men were stirred by
the recital of bold and daring deeds — those old,
old days, eight hundred ycars ago, when Olaf, the
boy viking, the piratc chief of a hundred mail-
clad men, stood upon the uplifted shields of his
exultant fighting-men in the heavy-raftered ban-

some grim northern

queting-hall of the gray castle
Uf captured Sigtun, the oldest
of all the old Swedish cities.

Take your atlas and, turning
to the map of Swcdcn, place your finger on tiu'
city of Stockholm. Do you notice that it lies ,t
the easterly end of a large lake ? That is the Min.
lar, beautiful with winding channels, pinc-coverci!
islands, and rocky shores. It is peaceful and qiii"..
now, and palace and villa and quaint northori
farm-housc stand unmolested nn iis picturcsqui
borders. But channels, and islands, and rock;'
shores have echocd and rccchoed with the wa «
shouts of many a fierce sca-rovcr since those far-n;":
days when Olaf, the boy viking, and his Norwcgi.u,
ships of war plowed through the narrow sea-strait,
and ravaged the fair shores of the Maelar w'tli firc
and sword.

Stockholm, the “ Venice of the North,” as it o
called, was not then in existence; and little no'\
remains of old Sigtun save ruined walls. But
travelers may still see tlie three tall towers of the
ancient town, and the great stone-heap, alongside
which young Olafdrew his ships of war, and ovei
which his pirate crew swavmed into Sigtun tovn-
and plantcd the victorious banncr of the golden
serpent upon the conquered walls.

For this fair young Olaf carne Uf hardy Norse
stock. His father, Haraid Gracnske, or “ Grey-
mantle,” one of the tributary kings of Norway,
had fallen a victim to the torture of the haughty
Swedish queen ; and now his son, a boy of scarce
thirteen, but a warrior already by training and
from desire, carne to avenge his father’s death. His

t “ Hall and Health lo the Viking !'*
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mothcr, the queen Aasta, equipped a large dragon-
siiip or war-vcssel for her advcnturous son, and
\;lh the lad, as helmsman and guardian, was sent
old Rane, whom men called “ the far-traveled,”
because he had sailed westward as far as England
and southward to Norvasund (by which fiame they
dren knew the Straits of Gibraltar), Boys tough-
tned quickiy in those stirring days, and this lad
who, because he was commander of a dragon-ship,
was called Olaf the King,— though he had no land
tn rule,— was of viking blood, and quickiy learned
the trade of »var. Already, among the rocks and
1. nds of Sodcrmann, upon the Swedish coast, he
had won his first battle over a superior forcé of
liaiiish war-vessels.

Other ships of war joined him ; the namc of
Olaf the Brave was given him by right of daring
dceds, and “ Skoalto the Viking !” rang from the
sturdy throats of his followers as the little sea-
king was lifted in triumph upon the battle-dented
shiclds.

But a swift runner bursts into the gray hall of
Bigcun. “ To your ships, O King ; to your ships !”
he cries. “ Olaf, the Swedish king, men say, is
phntiiig a forest of spears along the sca-strait,
and, exccpt ye push out now, ye may not get oui
atall !”

The nimble young chicf sprang from the up-
raiscd sliiekis.

" To your ships, Vikings, all!” he shouted.
L ji with the serpent banner, and away !”

Straight across tlie lake to the sca-strait, near
wlicre Stickholm now stands, the vikings sailed,
yiHing Olaf's dragon-ship taking the lead. But
all too late; for, across the narrow strait, the
buedish king had stretched great chains, and had
filled up the channel with stocks and stones.

'he boy viking stood by his dragon-headed
priHv, and shook his clcnchcd fist at the obstructed
ben-itrait and the Swedish spears.

” Shall we then land, Rane, and fight our way
tlirnugh ?” he asked.

'm-ight our way through ?” said old Rane, who
liad been in many another tight place in his years
of sea-roving, but none so ciése as this. “ Why,
King, they be a Imndred to onc !”

“ Well, may we not cut these chains, then?”
said impetuous Olaf.

“ As soon think of cutting the solid earth,
King,” said the helmsman.

“ So; and why not, then?” young Olaf ex-
claimed, struck with a brilliant idea. “ Ho,
Sigvat,” he said, turning to one of his men, “ what
«as ihat loivland under the cliff which thou didst
lellme of?”

“’l is called tlic fcn of Agnefit, O King,”
replied tlic man, pointing toward where it lay.

“ Why, then, my Rane,” asked the boy, “ may
we not cut our way out through that lowland fen
to the open sea and liberty ?”

“'T is Olaf's own device,” cried the dclightcd
helmsman, catching at his young chief’'s plan.
“ Ho, war-wolves all, bito ye your way through
the Swedish fens! Up with the serpent banner,
and farewcll to Olaf the Swedc !”

It seemed a narrow chance, but it was the only
one. And so, in the dead oi' night the Swedish
captives and stout Norse oarsmen were set to work,
and before clay-break an open cut had been made
in the lowlands beneath Agnefit, or the “ Rock of
King Agne,” where, by the town of Siidertelje,
the vikings’ canal is still shown to travelers; the
's'aters of the lake came rushing through the cut,
and an open sea-strait waited young Olaf’s fleet.

A strong breeze blew astern; the Norse rowers
steered the cumbroiis ships with their long oars,
and with a mighty rush, through the new canal
and over all the sliallows, out into the great Norr-
strom, or North Stream, as the Baltic Sea was
called, ihe fleet passed in safety while the loud
war-horns blew the notes of triumph.

So the boy viking escaped from the trap of the
Swedish king, and then away he sailed to Gotland,
to Finland, and at last, “ through the wild sea”
to Denmark, where he met a brother viking,
one Thorkcll the Tall. The two chiefs struck
up a sort of partnership ; and coasting southward
along the western shorcs of Denmark, they won
a sea-fight in the Ringkiobing fiord, among the
“ sand hills of Jutland.” And so business con-
tinued brisk with this curiously matchcd pirate
firm — a giant and a boy — until, under the cliffs
of Kinlimma, in Friesland, hasty word camc to the
boy viking that the English king, Ethelred “ The
Unready,” was calling for the help of all sturdy
fighters to win back bis lieritage and crown from
young king Cnut, or Canute the Danc, whose
father had seized the throne of England. Instantly,
Olaf, the ever ready, hoistcd his blue and crimson
sails and steered his war-ships over sea to help
King Ethelred, the never ready. Up the Thames
and straight for London toivn he rowed.

“ Hail to the serpent banner! Hail to Olaf the
Brave!” said King Ethelred, as the war-horns
sounded a welcome ; and on the low shorcs of the
Islc of Dogs, just below the old city, the keels of
the Norse war-ships gi'oundcd swiftly, and the boy
viking and his followers leaped ashore. “ Thou
dost come in right good time with thy trusty
dragon-ships, young King,” said King Ethelred;
“ for the Danish robbers are full well cntrenched
in London town and in my father Edgar’s castle.”

And then he told Olafhow, “ in the grcat trad-
ing place which is called Soulhwark,” the Danés



had raised “ a great work and dug largo ditches,
and within had builded a bulwark of stone, timber
and turf, where they had stationed a large army.”

“ And we would fain have taken this bulwark,”
added the King, “ and did in sooth bear down
upon it with a great assault; but indeed we could
make naught of it.”

“ And why not ?” asked the young viking.

“ Because,” said King Ethelred, “ upon the
bridge belu'ixt the castle and Southwark have the
ravaging Danés raised towers and parapcts, breast
high, and thencc they did cast down stones and
weapons upon us so that we could not prevail.
And now, Sea-King, what dost thou counsel?
How may we avenge ourselves of our enemies and
win thc town ?”

Impetuous as ever, and impatient of obstacles,
the young viking said, “ How? why, puli thou
down this bridge, King, and then may ye have
free river-way to thy castle.”

“ Break down great London Bridge,
hero?” cried the amazcd king. “ How may that
be? Have we a Duke Samson among us to do so
great a feat?”

“ Lay me thy ships alongside mine, King, ci6se
to this barricaded bridge,” said the valoious boy,
“and | will vow to break it down, or ye may cali
me caitiffandcoward.”

“ Be it so,” said Ethelred, the English king;
and all the war-chiefs echoed, “ be it so1” So
Olaf and his trusty Rane made ready the war
forces for the destruction of the bridge.

Old London Bridge was not what we should now
cali an imposing structure, but our ancestors of
eight centurics back esteemed it quite a bridge.
The chroniclcr says that it was “ so broad that
two wagons could pass each other upon it,” and
“ under the bridge were piles driven into the bot-
tom of the river.”

So young Olafand old Rane put their heads to-
gether, and decided to wreck the bridge by a bold
viking stroke. And this is how it is told in the
“ Heimskringla,” or Saga of King Olaf:

young

“ King Olaf ordered great platfonns of floating wood to be tied
together with Uarel bands, and for this he took down old houses;
and with these, as a roof. he covered over his ships so widely that

il reached over the ships'sldes. Under ihis screen he set pillara, .so

high and stout that there both was room for swinging their swords,
and the roofs were strong cnough to withsland thc stones cast down
upon them.”

“ Now, out oars and puli for the bridge,” young
Olaf commanded; and the roofcd-ovcr war-ships
were rowcd ciése up to London Bridge.

And as they carne near thc bridge, the chroni-
cle says, “ there were cast upon them, by the
Danés upon the bridge, so many stones and mis-
sile weapons, such as arrows and spears, that nei-

ther hclmet fior shield coukl hold out against it;
and thc ships themselves were so greatly damaged
that many retreated out of it.”

But the boy viking and his Norsemen wcrr
there for a purpose, and were not to be driven
back by stones or spears or arrows. Straight ahead
they rowed, “ quite up under the bridge.”

“ Out cables, all, and lay tliem around thc piles.”
theyoung sea-king shouted; and the strong, bravo
rowers, unshipping their oars, reached out under
the roofs and passed the stout cables twice around
thc wooden supports of the bridge. The loose ei il
was made fast to a deat in the stern of each vessol,
and then, turning and heading down stream, King
Olaf’s twenty stout war-ships waited his word.

“ Qut oars!” he cried; “ puli, war-birdsl Puli
all, as if ye were for Norway !”

Forward and backward swayed thc stout Noisc
rowers; tighter and tighter pulled thc cables; fast
down upon the straining war-ships rained too
Danish spears and stones; but the wooden piles
under the great bridge were loosened by the stcaily
tug of the cables, and soon with a sudden spurt thc
Norse war-ships darted down the river, while ihe
slackened cables towed astern tlie captured piles of
London Bridge. A great shout went up from ihc
besiegers, and “ now,” says the chronicle, “ as thc
armed troops stood thick upon the bridge, and
there were likewisc- many heaps of stones and other
weapons upon it, the bridge gave way; and a gicat
part of the men upon it fell into the river, and all
the others flcd— some into the castle, some into
Southwark.” And before King Ethelred, “ The
Unready,” could puli his ships to the attack, young
Olaf’'s fighting-men had sprung ashorc, and,
storming the Southwark earthworks, carricd all
before them, and the Battle of London Dndgc
was won.

So King Ethelred won back his kingdom, and
the boy viking was honored above all others. lo
him was given the chief command in perilous cx-
peditions against the Danés, and thc whole dc-
fensc of all thc coast of England. North and
south along thc coast he sailed with all his war-
ships, and Danés and Engushmen long rcincm-
bered the dashing but dubious ways of this young
sca-rover, who swept thc English coast and claiincd
his dues from friend and foe alike. For those
were days of insecurity for merchant and tradcr
and farmer, and no man’s wealth or life was safe
except as he paid ready tribute to the fierce Norsc
allies of King Ethelred. But soon after this, King
Ethelred dicd, and young Olaf, thirsting for ucn
adventures, sailed away to the south and fought his
way all along thc French coast as far as the mouth
of thc river Garonne. Many castlcs he captured ;
many rival vikings subdued; much spoil he gath-



ered; until at last his dragon-ships lay moored
under the walis of old Bordcaux, waiting for fair
winds to take him around to the Straits of Gibral-
tar, and so on “ to the land of Jeiusalem.”

One day, in the booty-fillecl “ fore-hold” of his
dragon-ship, the young sea-king layasleep; and
suddenly, says the old i-ecoid, “ he dreamt a won-
drous dream.”

“ Olaf, great head of kings, attend !” he hcard
a deep voice cali; and, looking up, the drcamer
seemed to see before him “ a great and important
man, but of a terrible appearance withal.”

“ If that thou art Olaf the Brave, as men do cali
thee,” said the vision, “ turn th¥self to nobler
deeds than vikings’ ravaging and this wandering
cruise. Turn back, turn I)ack from thy puvposeless
joumey to the land of Jerusalein, where neither
honor fior fame awaits thee. Son of King Harald,
icturn thee to thy heritagc; for thou shalt be King
over all Norway.”

Thcn the vision vanished and the young rover
«awoke to find himselfalone, save for the sleeping
foot-boy across the cabin door-way. So he quickly
suinmoned old Rane, the helmsman, and told his
dream.

“ T was for thy awakening, King,” said his stout
old followcr. “'T was the great Olaf, thine Gnele,
Olaf Tryggvesson the King, that didst cali thee.
Win Norway, King, for the portent is that thou
nnd thine shall rule thy fatherland.”

And the war-ships’ prows were all turned north-
ward again, as the boy viking, following the
promise of his dream, steered homeward for Nor-
uay and a throne.

Now in Norway Earl Eric was dead. For thir-
teen years he had usurped the throne that should
have been filled by one of the great King Olaf’s
line; and, at his death, his handsome young son,
Earl Hakon the Fair, rulcd in his father’s stead.
nd when young King Olaf heard this news, he
shouted for joy and cricd to Rane:

“ Now, homo in haste, for Norway shall he
either Hakon’s heritage or mine !”

“'T is a fair match of youth ’'gainst youth,”
said the trusty helmsman ; “ and if but fair luck
go with thee, Norway shall be thine !'”

So, from “ a placp called Furovald,” somewbcrc
between the mouths of I-lumbcr nnd of Tees, on
the English coast, King Olaf, with but two stout
war-ships and two hundred nnd twenty “ well-
arraed and chosen persons,” shook out his purplo
sails to the North Sea blasts, and steered straight
for Norway,

And now news comes that Earl Hakon, with a
single war-ship, is stccring north from Sogne Fiord ;
and Olaf, pressing on, lays his two ships on either
side of a narrow strait, or channel, in Sandunga

Sound. Heve he stripped his ships of all their
war-gcar, and stretched a great cable deep in the
\vater, across the narruw strait. Thcn he wound
the cable ends around the capstans, ordered all his
fighting-men out of sight, and waited for his rival.
Soon Earl Hakon’s war-ship, crowded with rowcrs
and fighting-men, entered the strait. Seeing, as he
supposed, but two harmlcss merchant-vessels lying
on either side of the channel, the young earl bade
his rowers puli between the two. Suddenly there
is a stir on the quiet merchant-vessels. The cap-
stan bars are manned; the simken cable is drawn
taut. Up goes the stern ofEaii Hakon’s entrapped
war-ship; down plunges her prow into the waves,
and the water pours into the doomed boat. A
loud shout is heard; the quiet merchant-vessels
swarm with mail-clad men, and the air is filled with
a shower of stones, and spears, and arrows. The
surprise is complete. TiglUer draws the cable;
overtopplcs Earl Hakon'’s vessel, and he and all his
men aro among the billows stniggling for life.
“ So0,” saystherecord, “ King Olaftook Earl Hakon
and all his men whom they could get hold of out
of the water and made them prisoners; but some
were killed and some wcrc drowncd.”

Into the “ fore-hold” of the King’s ship the
captive earl was led a prisoncr, and there the
young rivals for Norway’s crown faced each other.
The two lads were of nearly the same age, — be-
tween sixtecn and seventeen,— and yovmg Earl
Hakon was considered tbe handsomest youth in
all Norway. His helmet was gone, his sword was
lost, his ring-steel suit was sadly disarranged, and
his long hair, “ fine as silk,” was “ bound about
his head with a gold ornament.” Fuliy cxpecting
the fate of all captives in those cruel days,— in-
stant death,— the young earl nevertheless faced
his boy conqucror proudly, resolvedlo meet his fate
like a man.

“ They speak truth who say of the house of Eric
that ye be handsome men,” said the King, stucly-
ing his prisoner’s face. “ But now, Earl, even
though thou be fair to look upon, thy luck hath
failed thcc at last.”

“ Fortune changes,” said theyoung earl. “ We
both be boys; and thou, King, art perchancc the
shrewdcr youth. Yet, had we looked for such a
trick as thou hast playee! upon us, we had not

thus been ti-ippcd upon thy sunkcn cables. Better
luck next time.”
“ Next time!” echocd the King; “ dost thou

not kno»', Earl, that as thou standcst there, a pris-
oner, there may be no ‘ next time’ for thee ?”
The young captive understood full well the
meaning of the words. “ Yes, King,” he said;
“ it must be only as thou mayst deterniinc. Man
can die but once. Speak on; | am ready !” But



Olaf said: “ W hat wilt thou give me, Earl, if at “ Nothing,” said the generous young viking,

this time | do let thee go, whole and unhui-t?” advancing nearer to his handsome rival. “ A-.

"SKOAL TO THE VIKINOI”

“’'Tis not what 1 may give, but what thou thou dicl'st say, we both be boys, and life is
mayst take, King,” the earl made answer. “ 1 all before wus. Earl, 1 give thee thy life, do thou

am thy prisoner; what wiltthou ta.xe to fiee me ?” but take oath before me to leave this my realm ol



Norway, to give up thy kingdom , and never to do

battle against me hereafter.”

The conquered earl bent his fair young head.
“Thou art a generous chief, King Olaf,” he
said. “ 1 take my life as thou dost give it, and

edishalt be as thou wilt.”

So Earl Hakon took the oath, and King Olaf
lighted his rival's capsized war-ship, rctitted it
irom his own stores of booty, and thus the two

lads parted ; thc young earl sailing off to his tnele,

King Canute, in England, and the boy viking

liastening eastward to Vigen, where lived his

mother, the Queen Aasta, whom he had not seen
i'or full five years.
It is harvcst-time in 1014.

long, low house of Sigurd Syr, at

the year W ithout

and within thec
\ igen, all is excitement; for word has come that
milaf the sea-king has returned to his native land,

and is even now on his way to this, his
dull

the

mother’s

imuse. Gay stuffs decérate the walls of the

,reat-room, clean straw covcrs earth-floor,

and upon the long, four-cornered tables is spread
, mighty feast of mead

thc

and ale and coarse but

avarty food, such as old Noree héroes drew
their strength and muscle from.
the

the

At the door-way

o’ands Queen Aasta and her maidens, while

before entrance, with thivty “ well-clothed

men,” waits young O laf's step-father, wise Sigurd

«'T, gorgeous in a jeweled suit, a scarlet cloak,

and a glittering golden helmet. The watchers on

ihc house-tops hear a distant shout, now another

and ncarer onc, and soon, down the highway, they
*atch thc glcam of Steel and the waving of many
and

l-.mncrs; notv they can

of Olaf’s

distinguish thc stal-

..irt forms choscn hundred men, their

Uiining coats of ring-m ail, their
shiclds

rides

foreign hclmets,

and their crossleted flashing in thc

the

hearing the great white banner blazoned with the

sun.

Il the very front old Rane, hclm sman,

.'.ulden serpent, and, behind him, cascd in golden

innor, his long brown hair flowing over his sturdy

wiiuldcrs, rides thc boy viking, Olaf of Norway.

Il was a brave homc-coming; and as the stout

>oting hero, leaping from knelt to rc-

the

his horse,

eeive his mother’'s welcoming kiss, peoplc

shouted for joy, the banners waved, and the war-
horns played their loudest.

The hero of nine great sea-fights, and of many

smaller oncs, before he was sevcntecn, young O laf

Hai'aldson was a rcmarkable boy, even In the days

when all boys aimed to be battle-tried héroes.

Toughened in frame and fibcr by his five years of

sea-roving, he had become strong and self-reliant,

a man in action though but a boy in years.

1 am come,” he said to his mother and his

step-father, “ to take thc heritage ofmy forcfathers.
But not from Danish fior from Swedish kings will 1
Either 1
this kingdom of Norway under my

supplicate that which is mine by right.
shall bring all
rule, or I shall fall here upon my inhcritance in the
land of my fathcrs.”

These wcrc bold words for a boy of seventeen.

But they were not idle boastings. Before a year

had passed, young Olaf's pluck and courage had
won the day, and in harvest-time, in the year 1015,
being then but little more than eighteen years old,
he wascrowned King of Norway in the Drontheim,

or “ Throne-home,” of Nidaros, the royal city, now

called on your atlas the city of Drontheim. For
fiftccn years King Olaf thc Second

The old

rulcd his realm
ofNorway. record says that hew as*“ a
good and very gentle man” ; but history shows his
goodness and gentleness to have been of a rough
and savage kind. The wild and stern experiences
of his viking days lived again oven in his attempts
and bcnefit his W hen he

had him self been a pirate tried to put down piracy,

to reform land. who

and he who had been a wild young robber sought

to forcé all Norway to become Christian, he did

these things in so fierce and cruel a way that at
last his subjects lebellcd, and King Canute camc
over with a great army to wrcst the throne from

him . On the bloody field of Stiklestad, July 29,
1030, the stern King O laf fell.

So King Canute
his dcath,

his father’'s throne.

conquered Norway; but after

Olaf's son, M agiius the Good, regained
The people, sorrowful at their
rebelion against King Olaf, forgot his stern and
cruelways, and magnificd all his good dccds might-
ily. And, after King Magnus dicd, his descendants
rulcd in Norway for nearly four hundred years; and
thus was brought to pass thc promise ofthe dream
that, in the “ fore-hold ” of thc great dragon-ship,

under thc walls of old Bordcaux, carne so many
ycars before to the daring and sturdy young Olafof

Norway, the Boy Viking,
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MARVIN AND HIS BOY HUNTERS.*

By Maubice
Chapter 1.

CUNSIDERINU THE QUESTION. ,

fair-haired,
father he

blue-eyed boys ap-

pleasant

Two Strong,

proached their as sat by bis

library window reading.

“ Father,” said the older boy, a youth of about
fifteen years of age, “ we have something very
serious, Hugli and I, that wc wish to subrait to
you.”

“And what is it, Neil?” inquired Mr. Burton,
lifting his kind eyes from his book, and looking
first at Neil and thcn at Hugh, as they stood

flushed and excited before him.

“ W e wish you would let us go to a new sort of

school,” said Neil.

“ And what sort of school is it?” Mr. Burton

demanded, in his usual cheery tone.

‘Copyright, 1883, by

Thompson.

“ Oh, it's a shooting school,” cried Hugh, who
was a quick, impulsivo boy; “ it's going to be
immense, so Tom tale says, and Ed Jones
going, and "

“ Hold on, Hugh,” said Neil, gently interriipi-
ing him; “ let me explain the whole thing i»
father, so, that he can wunderstand. You see,

there 's a man who has a shooting-gallery

A decided frown from Mr. Burton cut Neil:"

enthusiastic description short off. For more than

a year the begging for a gun, and

the kind father had exhaustcd his ingenuity in the

Isoys had been

sufficient number-of excuses for
Mr-

effort to invent a

not promptly meeting their dcsires. In fact,

Burton did not likc guns himself, and was vcry
much opposed to allowing boys to handle hrc-
arms. As is the case in most villages, there had
been in Bclair, where our story begins, two or
three distrcssing accidents through the careless-

Maurilce Thompson.



ness of boys with guns, and

up the father’'s back

it made a chill cteep

to think of trusting one of

his dear boys to the chances of such dangers.
Of couTsc, Ncil and Hugh ditl not stop to
reason about the matter. Other boys had guns.
Only the day beféte, George Robcrts, a young

playmate of theirs, had brought in half a dozen
meadow-larks, killed with his single-barreled shot-
his

listened to

gun at father’'s country-placc. liad

description of

They

George’'s cnthusiastic

his day’'s sport, until that night they dreamed it

all over again.

It hardly seems fair

Hugh had

that we can’'t have
Neil,

such

fun,” had

said to after George

gone.
“Of

Yvas a

course, father is right,”

boy; *

said Nei!,
but 1

who

proud, honorable don’'t see

why guns can’'t be made safe for boys.”

“ They are safe,” insisted Hugh. “ 1 know

perfectly well that I 'd never hurt myself or

if l had one.

any
one else with a gun W hat's the use

of being carcless? 1 don't sec any excuse for all

these accidcnts.”
“That's what 1
the

say,

of the

too,” said Ncil. “ 1fyou

keep muzzle gun pointed away from

yourself, how

is it going to shoot you, | 'd like to
know 27
Buta man had fitted up a

the

shooting school” in

village, and the boys were all anxious to go.

For five cents, a boy could shoot three times at

atarget; and the big-lettered bilis posted here and
diere announced that extreme care would be taken

to prevent accident. “ Surely,” thought Ncil and

Hugh, Father will not object to our trying our
hands once or twicc in a safe shooting school.”
But Mr. Burton clicl object very promptly, and

in a tone so decided that ihe boys turned clolcfully
He

plained to

away. called them back, however, and ex-

them that a shooting gallery was a

place where all sorts of rough fellows congregated,

somc of whom would bet and swear;

that it was

no place for good boys.
“ 1 did n'fknow that,” said Neil; “ I thought
it would be all right, and— and, I — | wanted to

learn to shoot, like other boys.”

Mr. Burton looked steadily at the lioys. He
was a very kind man, and loved his children
dearly. It was because he loved tlicm tliat he had
so long refused to allow them to have a gun. lic

had always believed that a dog and a gun could

ruin any boy, if the

N o

especially boy had his own

way. doubt, in a measure, he was right.

Boys nccd the directing care of grown-up men in

almost everything, particularly where danger is in-

volved and some fearful accident may result from

the slightest mismanagcment.

“Boys, will nothing satisfy you but guns?”

Mr. Burton said this in a hopeless sort oftone that
brought a quick flush to Neii's cheek.
“ 1 don't believe I can ever be satisfied without

agun,” eagerly exclaimed Hugh.

“ Well, 1 can,” said Ncil, proudiy, “ONf it s
n't right for me to have a gun, I’'ll try and not
wantone.”

“ But it is right,” insisted Hugh, going nearer

Mr. Burton. “ All the boys

Philo

that amount to any-

thing havc guns. Lucas has a doublc-bar-

reled one.”

N eil was amazed at Hugh's energetic way of

pushing the matter; he looked at Mr. Burton to

see how it impressed him.
“ 1 heard a man say not long ago,” remarked
the father, “ that he thought he should have to

prosccute Philo Lucas.”

“Oh ! What for?” both boys inquired in a
breath.
“ For killing robins and meadow-larks, which

is against the law.”

“ Meadow-larks ! Is itunlawful to shoot mead-

ow-larks?” cried Hugh.

“Yes; and all other insect-eating birds not in

the list of game-birds,” replied Mr. Burton.

The boys looked at each other as it flashed into

their minds that George Roberts was a law-breakcr

and hable to be fincd or imprisoned for killmg

those meadow-larks.

But we wont shoot any ot those little birds,”
Hugh hurried to

say; “ we’'ll shoot quails and
ducks and snipe and "
“ What will we

shoot them with?” said Ncil,

smiling rather grimly.
“ Oh, but Papa will buy us some guns!
you, Papa? ” cried the enthusiastic Hugh.

Mr. Burton rose and put hisbook on a table.

Wont

His
face wore a troublcd expression.

It was plain to

him that a crisis in hisboys’lives had been reached,
and that they must be helped safcly over it.

One thing was sure, ho could not consent to
allow Neil and Hugh to be rimning ovcr the coun-

try with guns in their hands. with no safe person
to dircct and restrain them.

He walked back and forth for a while, the

lioys

cying him half hopefully, half dcspairingly. Prcs-
ently he said:

“ Neil, will you and Hugh promise me that, if |

consider this cpicstion of guns carefully and con-

sciontitusly with a view to your bcst interests, you

will cheerfully abidc by my decisién ?2”
“ Oh, yes,yes !” cricd Hugh

in asecond; “ and

I want mine a double-barrel, with engraved locks,
and a pistol-gidp to the stock!”
Mr. Burton smiled in spite of the

Neil

gravity of the
situation- laughed, too, at Hugh’'s sanguine

forwardness.



“ 1 shall of time to study this

subject,” said Mr. Burton;

want ten days

“ and at theend of that
time, I shall decide guns or no gims, and the mat-
ter is then to be at final rcst,”

“ Yes, sir,” said N eil; “ I shall be satisfied with
your decisién, for 1 know that you know best.”

“ Oh, papa, but you mustn’'t decide against us.
1 do want a gun so much, and I 'Il be so careful!”

cried Hugh, almost trembling.

Mr. Burton dismissed his sons, promising to
study the subject of gims for boys very carefully,
and to let them know his conclusién at the end of
ten days. He was a conscientious, prudent man,
full of keen sympathies with the tastes of healthy
boys, and he greatly desired to give the Atllest
scopc consistent with safety to thc development of
strong, manly natures in Neil and Hugh. He had

never been able to join in any fiekl-sports himself,
consequently he knew

He had often

owing tu a lame knee, and
very little about guns or their use.
imagined, however, what excitement there must
be in following the bevies of garae-birds from field
to field in the crisp autumn weather, or in flushing
swift-winged woodcock from marshy thickets

He had the but

the
sportsman’s instincts,
lameness had

in the

in July.
his unfortunate shut off from him
pleas-

his

any active participation sportsman’s
ures. This,

desire to see his boys have all the frecdom that the

no doubt, served to strengthcn
accident of his life had denied to him.

So Mr.
of the subject of allowing boys to learn thc use of

He

Burton began a systematic examination

one

consultcd with sportsmen on

fire-arms.
hand,

the

field-sports on
the

and with men tvho opposcd
hand. He

of both

carefully weighed all
He tried
himself an but

His solicitude for the welfare of his sons,

other

arguments sidcs. to make of

it was no easy

impartial judge;
m attei-,
of fire-arms, the tendency
idle-

the well-known danger
indulgence in field-sports toward
ness the
protcst of some of his most trusted friends against
his

of too much

and an unambitious life, and eamest

allowing boys to have guns, would overbear

desire to please Neil and Hugh.
W hen the ten days had passed, thc decision had
however, and what it was will be

been reached,

told in the next chapter.

Chapter 1.

UNCLE CHARLEY FROM TENNESSEE.

W hile Mr. Burton was in the depth of his di-
lemma about guns, his brother Charles, whom
Neil and Hugh had always called Unele Charley,

camc, on a visit, from his plantation home in Ten-

nesscc. It was the day before the end of the time

Unele Charley

Almost the

for Mr. Burton’'s decisién when

arrived, bringing his gun with him.

first thing he said was;

“ How fei- is it to the nearest prairie ? Are the

prairie-chickens as plentiful as usual this season’

He invetérate sportsman. Neil and

Hugh were delighted.

was an
They felt sute that Unele
Charley would use his influence with their fathei
in favor of letting them

He
and curly black hair, very kind and gentle
of boys, thougli
had a

before he

learn to shoot.

was a tall, dark man with a long mustache
in his
exceedingly fond
of
Yvith

manner, and
course, he

Mr.

a bachelor. great

talk

he was

deal to about Burton

could find time to say much to Neil and Hugh,
out upon the sub-

Hugh,

who were longing to draw him

ject nearest their hearts. But who wan

always inclined to be irrepressible, would managt

in a word or two about guns

now and then to slip
Neil,

wisely held his tongue.

aud hunting. who was oider and steadier,
It was a momentofbreathless interest when Mr.

Burton, without any preliminaries whatever, sud-

denly said to his brother in the hearing of thc
boys:
“ Charles, I have a gun question that | mus;

settle for Neil and Hugh, and I wantyour advice.”

“ W ell,” said Unele Charley, blandly, “ what i,

the nature of the question ?”

“ Are the boys large enough to be trusted witli
shot-guns? Ought they to be allowed to han-
them 27

Mr. Burton put thcsc questions with intensi.
gravity of voice and manner. Unele Charles

looked at Neil and Hugh, and smilingly shook hi-
head.

“ Rather small, rather small,” he promptk

replied.

Neil turned palé, and the tears actually jumped

into Hugh's eyes.

“ That isjustmy opinlon,” said Mr. Burton; “ 1

have been considering the matter for some days.

The boys have been asking me to buy them guns.
They promiscd to stand manfully by my decisién,
and | am glad that you, who know so much abouf

guns and shooting, have helped to confirm me iu

my fii-st im pression.”

“ The boys are rather small,” said Unele
Charley, refiectively; “ but I don’'t know ,— they
look like careful, sensible lads. How old are you,
Neil 2"

“ 1 am past fifieen, sir,” the boy replied, with a

touch ofpride in his tone.

“ And | 'm thirtcen, going on fourteen,” cricd
Hugh.

A tender, sympathetic light had come into Unele
Charley’'s face. He fully appreciated the hopcs



and fears of his young kinsmen. He had the

feelings of a big grown-up boy himsclf.

Suppose we slccp over this question,” he said
10 Mr.

Burton, “ and possibly we may see through

tmore clcarly in the morning.”

By this time, Hugh's heart was jumping and

iliumping was sure Unele

A'ould

so, that he Charley

hear it. As for Ncil, he gave Unele

Charley a grateful look, which was perfectly

uiiderstood.

That night, the boys lay in their bed and

talked over the probabilities.

“Oh, I 'm sure we 'll get our gims now,” said

iugh. “ Unele Charley is on our side; 1| saw

ihat; and he 'll have influence with papa.”
“ If father
right,”

has n't already made up his mind,

you are asscntcd Neil; “ but if he has

determined against us, Unele Charley never can
change him.”

“ 1t would be too bad if all ourhopes and plans
.should fall through now, would n't it?” said Hugh.
“ Yes, but we 'd really be no worse olT. W e 've
dways had a good time, you know,”

Noil.

philosophized

Greatly to
DoitUer

the disappointment of the boys,

Mr. Burton fior Unele Charley mentioned

guns or shooting next morning. Quite early, the

.cntlecmen drove away from the house, and did

in the afternoon. Then some
the

hed again without any further information.

imtreturn until late

Illiends came to difie, and boys had to go to

“ They have gone and forgotten all

Hugh. “It s like

about it,”

grumbled just men; they
don’t think a boy worth noticing.”

“ if we are
N eil;

l.elping it that | see.

It does look as in for a little disap-

pnintinent,” said “but there 's no way of

W e 'll just have to wait and

be contented with what we havc.”

“ But | can’'t be contented, and it’s no use
trying,” cried Hugh, “ It does seem too bad for
-iiiything.”

“ 1 guess father had made up his mind sound
and solid before Unele Charley came,” said Ncil,
“and so the matter will be dropped right where
it is.”

“ Why, I thought I could almost feel a gun in

my hands when Unele Charley said, ‘Suppose wc

sleep over this question,” to papa. lwas perfectly

sure it was all right then; were n't you, Neil?"”

rejiined Hugh.

So two or three days passed by, until at last,

One morning, Unele Charley had everything ready

to go to the prairie to hunt prairie-chickcns.
Then, all of a sudden, he said to Neil, as if the
thought had just occurrcd to him

“How would you and Hugh like to go along

with me ?”

Hugh jumped as if something had stimg him,

and Neil was quite as much surprised.

“ 1 should Ilike it ever so much,” the latter
replied.

“ But we have n't any guns,” exclaimed
Hugh.

“Oh, well, you can watch me shoot, and you

can carry game forme, and help drive the wagén,”

said Unele Charley, cheerfully. “ There 'll be
lots of fun besides shooting.”
Of course, the boys did not nced a second invi-

tation. Halfaloafwas much better than no bread

at all. If they could n't have guns of their own,

they need notrefuse to go and watch Unele Charley

shoot. Then, too, the drive out to the prairie and

y/

a week spent in the open air would be jolly sport,

just how much fun two healthy, good-natured

boys can get out of such an excursién can not

Thcrc s
sky, the

be exactly measurcd. the sunshine,

thcrc is the

fields

and blue grass like a gieen

sea, the vast of corn, the cool wind, the

frocdom — it needs a boy to fully appreciate such

things.

Neil and Hugh forgot their disappointment in

the matter of the guns, and jumped right into the

spirit uf the trip to the prairie.
Two wagons had been made ready; one, for the

dogs and camp utensiis, which was to be driven

by a man who was also to serve as cook; and one

with springs, for Unele Charley and tho boys.



W hen they started out of the village, many of their

young friends looked wistfully after them, as if

they, too, would like to be in the party.
Neil their hats and

and Hugh waved shouted

good-bye as thc wagons clattered over the graveled
Street past the village store and post-office. They

were soon out in the open country, in a wide lafie

bctwcen green hedges, with fields on either hand,

and farm-houscs showing here and there among
the orchards.

It was mid-Augiist and the sun shone fiercely;
but a breeze carne off the prairie, cool and sweet,
smelling of stubbie and wild grass.

The

horses that drew thc wagons were strong,

well-fed anlmals, anxious to go; and Unele Char-
he,
He had vis-

ions of large coveys of prairie-chickens in his mind,

ley let them trot along briskly, for too, was

chafing Yvith every moment's delay.

and, with all a Southern sportsman’s cnthusiasm,

was longing to loose his dogs and handle his trusty
gun.

Unele Charley’s gun was a bveech-loadcr of thc
finest English make, with beautiful Dam asciis Steel
barréis, cngraved lock-platcs, walnuc stock and re-

bounding locks. Hugh took it in his hands, and

was surprised to find how light it was.

“ W hy, this gun would just suit me,” he cx-

claimed, in surprise. “ 1 could handle it without

any trouble, I 'm sure. How much did it cost

you, Unele Charley?”

“ Eour hundred dollars,” was thc answer.

“ Whew 1" whistled Hugh, looking rather wildly
at Neil. “ No wonder papa don’'t care about buy-
ing USguns! It would take eight hundred dollars

to get us onc apiece !”
Unele Charley smiled, all to himself, in a sort of
mysterioiis if he were

way, as thinking of some-

thing he clid not desire to talk about.

M eantimc, the wagons clattered along thec
smooth road, the horses’ feet raising a cloud of
dust, which shone almost like gold in thc early
morning sunlight. The big wagoén that held the
dogs and camp things was behind, and this cloud
of dust sometimes nearly hid it from view, the

man and the dogs looking, through thc film, likc

those dim figures some artists put into the back-

grounds of their sketches.
As they passed along between thc farras — those

broad, liberal, fcrtilc farms of thc W est— they

saw steam threshing-machines puffing away out in
thc fields, in thc midst of stacks ofwheat and rye,
where men and boys were working hard
The was in

of timothy had

in thc fiy-
ing chaff and tumbling

the

straw . corn

silk and tassel, and mcadows

been mowed, the hay-cocks standing thick on thc

greening stubblc. They saw mcadow-larks flying

about in thc bidght sunshine or standing in thc

tufts of clover, their bi'‘easts gleaming like polished

brass.

“ W hy is it against the law to shoot larks
and robins ?” said Hugh ; “ I don't see wliy it's
any worse to kill thcra than itis to kill quails.”

W hy is it worse to kil a horse than it is to kill

apig?”

inquired Unele Charley.
Because a pig’'s good to eatand a horse is n't,”

quickly answered Hugh.

Is n't there a better reason?” said Unele
Charley; “ isn’t a horse more useful to us asa
scrvant than he would be for food, even if his flesh
wore delicious ?”

“ Certainly,” said Illugh.
“ Well, a meadow-lark is a vcry useful bird to

the farmer. It cats great numbers of insects, eggs.

and larva: that would work great harm to wheat,

corn, and orchards ; then, its fiesh isnotvery good
while a qiiail its flcsh
food.

“ That does

eats grain, and is exccllcut

Uo you scc thc difterencc?”

sccin reasonable,” said Hugh; “ 1

had n't thought of it iir that way. A meadow-lark

is likc a horse, it hclps the farmer make his crop

by dcstroying bugs and things; and the quail is

likc a pig, it cats corn and wheat and gets fat, to

be killed and caten.”

Unele Charley laughed.

“ 1 see you apply a thcory in a very practital
sort of way,” he remarkcd. “ But the law pro-
tects all kinds of harmless birds, thc flcsh of which
is not profitable for food,” he continued, “ outcf

fear of thc influence that the mere wanton slaiighta
of birds would have upon the mordais of the people.
If a boy is allowed to be cruel as he grows up, he

is likely to devclop into a dangerous man. | think

there is a great difference betiveen a modérate

indulgence in field-sports, and the abandonment of
one’'s selito the brutaland indiscriminate slaughtei
ofbirds and aniinnls.”

reached

They had now the edge of the open
prairie. As far as they could scc, the land rollccl
away in dull, green billows. The grass was short
on the swells and tall in the sloughs. Herds of
cattle were scattcrcd from near at hand to where
they barely speckled the horizon.

Unele Charley gave Neil thc lincs.

“ You drivec slowly along,” he said, “ while I
work thc dogs over some of this ground.”

Gctting out of the wagén, gun in hand and

cartridge-belt ai-oimd his waist, he motioned to

the man to loose thedogs,— two beautiful whitc and

brown setters that knew just what he wanted thcin

to do.
N eil drove slowly along over thc grass, for they
had left the road, he and Hugh watching Unele

Charley, who was walking briskly after the gallop-

ing dogs.



“ Look at Don and Bclt!” cried Hugh. ‘Did
vou ever see more beautiful dogs !”

pon was the larger

Belt

dog, being tall and

was

strong-
limljed, whilc
They

vards apart, their

slender,

nervous, and

active. ran in parallel lines some thirty

heads well up and their silky,
fringed tails waving likebanncrs.
“ Isn’titjolly I'” exclaimed Neil,

mentovermastercd him. *

as his excitc-
lncversaw anything so

lino!

Ifwe only had guns,” said Hugh, leanm govecr

ihe side of the wagén, “ how jjerfectly happy we
'm(niidb e!”
Look at Don !'” called the man from the camp-
wagoén.
The big dog had stopped suddenly with his head
turned aside and his tail as stiff as a stick.

Beltstoppcd too and looked toward Don.

“ He knows what he’'s about,”
m-lidtho man. “ Thcrc are prai-
ric-chickcns there, sure.” j-AiJu

They saw Unele Charley be- .-V
*.ill to move moro cautiously, A-. -
hiilding his gun in front of o

Imn. He had nottaken many

>;'pswhen, with a great buzz,

up rose a large flock ofbirds.
Bang! bang ! went both

barréisof Unelo Char-

K'v's gun. The boys

DAMC:

saw tv'O of the birds tumble down. Hugh yelled
likc a young Indian, and jum ping out ofthe wagédn,

i.in to where Unele Charley stood. Don retrieved

onc bird and Bclt the other.
Neil wished to go and

examine tho game ; but

the liorscs wcrc restless, and lie could not leave

them . Hugh brought the birds to the wagén,

however, so Neil could see what fino, bright-
fcathcrcd >oung prairie-cocks the>" were.

Unele Charley had markeci witlt his eye the

spot where the rest of the flock had settled down

in the grass, and so, motioning the dogs forward,
he traraped

Hugh

away, rcloading his

the

gun as he went.

climbecd and Neil

into wagén again

drove on.

W hat is the natuvalist's namc for prairie-chick-

en, N eil?” said Hugh, holding up one of the

birds by

its wing.

Pinnated grousc, or Tetrao cupido, is

scientific men cali the bird,”

what
replied Neil, who was
rather proud of his ornithological knowledge.

Belt
“ backed "

Soon carne to a stanch stand and Don

him,— as the man in the wagén said,

that is, Don pointed because he saw Belt point.
N eil stoppcd the wagén to watch Unele Charley

flush,” or scare up the birds.

UAKC! 'VENT nOTH n.AKUELS OF IXCLE CHARUEV'S CUN."
A single groase rose and flcw off to the left,
giving Unele Charley a hard chance. He fired

prom ptly, first his right-hand barrel, then the Icft,

missing with both.

“ Well, well!” cried Hugh; “ I could have

killed that bird m ysclf!”

Unele Charley rcloaclcd his gun, and walked
on. Anothcr and another bird biizzed up. Bang!
bang! — one hitandonc miss. ‘[‘hesportnow grew
intensely cxciting. The grousc were just enough
scattcred to give the gunner a chance to flush
them one at a time. W hen he carne back to the
wagén, he had eight birds, which, with the two

already thcrc, made ten in all.
riie dogs had their tongucs ou!, and were pant-

ing vigorously.

(To bf coniinued.)



Hs v/as walkir.g on tho ratroad, and tho track he closely scanned,
With a red flag, neatly folded, and a lantern in his h.and;

And, happening to pass him as | journeyod on nry way,

We paused a moment to exchange the greetings of the day.

“My friend, will you inform mo,” in an anxious tone he said,
“If you have soon a broken rail or misplacod switch ahead ?”
And, when | told him | had not, with wonder in my eye,

He showed his disappointment by a plaintive little cigh.

“1’'m a hero by profession,” he proceeded to explain,

“And it 's always been the hobby of my lifo to save a train;
But, though r vo gone on foot across the continent and back,
I never yet have found a thing the matter with the track!



“1've a red flag for the day-tinie and a lantern for tho night,
To wavo the very moment that the engine comes in sight;
But, in spite of my endeavors, it's a melanoholy fact
That | have n't had a chance yet to perform a noble act!”

And,.bidding me good-bye, he slowly sauntered up the ties,
While downward at thc shining rails he bent his eagcr oyes;
And nov/, whene’er in newspapers a hero’c filame | soo,

I think about my little friend and wonder if it’s ho!

MAIDEN-HAIR.

By Bessie Chandior.

“ V/hat a beautiful plant!” said little Ned,
As he touchod it with loving caro;

“ 1 ncver have seon it,— please tell me itc fiame.”
And we ancv/ered him: “ Maiden-ham.”

Nod laughed, as ho looked at tho pretty fcrn,
The narae was so funny and new;

Then said, as ho noticed the shiny stoms;

“ Why, here aro the hair-pins, too!”
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LEATHER-WORK FOR YOUNG

By Charles

Mr. Willtiam W ells, in his work on the

“ Games and Songs of American Children,” has
observed that there are some sports which have

their times and seasons, or which come and go.
One

of these is ham mecring coid brass, which has come

The same may be said of certain smaller arts.

into favor again afterlieing forgotten ; and another

is leather-work. It is true that there have always
been ladies wlio, in a small way, made bunches
of grapes and flowers, and even covered boxes
with wet leather, producing results the highest aim
of which was to look almost like wood-carving.

But leather-work, properly understood, is a
beautiful art in itself, and makes no eiTort to
imitate anything. And it embraces so much and
is so varicd, tliat one might almost as well attempt
to tell in a few pages ali that can be made with
wood and how to make it, as with the skins of
animals. But | can, in this space at least, describe
what is done by children in the Public Industrial
Art School of Philadelphia.

Leather has the property of bccoming very soft
when soaked in water, and growing hard when
dried. It will become even harder if aluin or salt
be added to the water; but tliis is not necessary
for ordinary work. Noiv, let us suppose that we
have aii old cliair, and would like to cover the
seat and back. Or it may lie a table, or pancls
for a door or a cabinet, or the sides of a portfolio
or album. Any flat surface whatever may be
decorated with tliis flexible and plastic material,
First, of course, get your leather, as Mrs. Glasse is
said to have said, but did not say, of the liare in her
own cdition of her cookcry. It may be had for
from twenty-five cents up to eiglity cents for askin ;
but the kind for ordinary, average work generally
sells in the cities at rctail for from fifty to sixty
cents, That which is colored costs from one to

FOLK.

G. Letand.

two and a half or three dollars, some of this being
very beautiful. Those who want pieces, or less
than a whole skin, can generally buy them of
book-binders, or book-binders’ furnishevs. Thoy
should pick out the thickest.

Hard leather should be soaked a long time.
Well-tanned English leather may be kept in water

for liours; the ordinary American sheep-skin, such
as begiiiners use, may be wet with a sponge wliik
working, and, in fact, need not be put into llie
tub at all. Salt and alum are usually dispeuscd
with in simple sheet stamping. When used it
should be so as to make a strong solutioii, say a
tea-spoonful of powder to a pint of water.

Pupils must not expcct— as almost all do-
to make a perfect work of art at a first attempt.
There must be some experimcnting. The soak-
ing, for instance, must depend on the tliickness of
the leather.

Do not choosc bright-colorod and thin leatlici'.
It will not take a deep impression, and it will get
soiled easily.

For tools, you will want certain small whccls
set in handles. Two of these can be had at evcry
slioe-makers’ furnisher’s. One is the dot-w/inl,
which is like a very thin dime with a milled edge;
another is like a ihick dime; and a third is the
pattern, or prick, wheel, like the spur-rowel. These
cost twenty-livc cents each. They generally have.
on either side of the wheel, a squarc “ shoulder,
which should be filcd down to kcep it from bearing
into tlie leather. It is advisable to have one very
small wheel made, one-third or onc-fourth of an
inch in diameter, and set in a handic. This is
useful for small curves, What are called flowcr-
wlieels, or tliosc with ornaments on them, used b>
slioe-makers, are also cheap and useful. In time,
the pupil will use the largc and expensive tooling



wheels and other implements of the book-binder.
But what 1 am now describing is the cheap and
easy process once followed in Europe of old, in thc
days when there was more art and less machinery,
fmish, and expense than at present.

TRACER.

It may happen, however, that the wheeled toois
for marking out can not be rcadily obtained or
made. In this case, take a smooth-edged tracing-
lool, or tracer, such as is used for metal work. It
looks likc a large thick nail without a head, but it
is made of steel, and the point has an edge exactly
like that of a scrcw-driver. With a little extra
pains, all that can be done with the whoel can be
effccted quite as well with this, thc object being
simply to mark smooth and deep lines into the wet
It.ither. It is easy to do this with a wheel
which rolls over the leather and, at the
same time, presses down ; it is almost as
easy to run tho polished edge of a metal
tracer along it, but edges of many tools N—
of other substanccs will catch in the fiber
.md pul! it. While the wheccl is a little
casier for a beginner to work with and to
i'iin perfectly even lines, the.tracer can be
used to turn coimcrs and make curves
wliich no wheel can describo.

Itis, therefore, advisablcthateverylealh-
er-worker should not only have a tracer, but prac-
ticc with it on waste leather until he or she can, at
"ill, mark out a pattern as easily as with a pen or
pencil.  This tool should cost from twenty to thirty
cents.

The next tools needed are the stamps, corre-
S(ionding exactly to the mats used to indent, or
rniighen and dcpress, the backgroimd in repoussé
or sheet-metal work. These, however, are rougher
or decper, so that when pressed on wel leather

thoy make a mark, orsiirfacc, likc that ofmorocco.
An ingenious person can cut a stamp out of any
piceo of hnrd wood. A very good onc is some-
times made, as for modcling in clay, by breaking
a pine stick in two and leveling the points somc-

what with a pcnknife. A very important tool is a
flexible ivory or horn paper-knife; or, better still,
and indeed far better, a peculiar paper-knife made
of india rubber, round at one end and pointed at
the other, which may be found in a few shops for
ten cents. The use of thc flat blade
is to smooth out mistakes in the wet
leather. With the edge of a very
smooth knife, a pattern may be marked
out almost as well as with a wheel. It
is possible, therefore, for a really ingenious and
skillful worker to make a piece of leather-work with
only a paper-knife and a stick notched across the
ends; and there is in our school a really well-exe-
cuted panel made with nothing else.

Having these, you may begin work. Draw your
pattern on any kind of paper. Take the leather
and soak it, then cut it to the size required and
stretch it on a board. A bread-board, costing
from thirty to fifty cents, made in three pieces of

STAMPS OR MATS POR INDENTING THE CROUHD-

greenish-yellow-colored poplar, is the least liable of
all to warp. If you use any other board, it must
have pieces nailcd to the back. Poplar rcsists
water, Tack the leather on thc edgcs, but do not
stretch it tootightly. If it were tight likc a drum, it
would draw the pattern out. Lay thc paperon the
wet leather, after wiping the latter dry with a
towel, and then go over it with the prick-wheel,
just hard enough to prick through the paper,
but not through the leather. Rcinove the paper

and the design will be found dotted in tho skin.
Now take thc wheel with a smooth edge like a

dime, or thc tracer, and tool all the pattern. This
is exactly like outlining in rcponssé. Tlicn, with a
stamp and hammer, indent all the ground. You



may finish by going over the outline with a dot-
wheel, or else with the smooth-wheel, or tracer,
bearing on very strongly.

When it is dry you may/ with good black ink, or
any dye which accords with the leather, paint the
pattern all over. Ifitisto
)e merely blackened, the
simplest mcthod is to go
over the whole with eb-
onizing vnrnish, which
is, when dry, perfectly
flexible, and does not
crack or peel off. It
can be used by itself
on the leather; and
in that case, the
color will be of a

go over it all again. The result will
gold will all be in lines of dots.

Anothcr wa)' to stamp the leather is to take a

panelofwood, and with gouges carve on ita sunkcn,

or incised, pattern. This is easier to do, with a few

hours’ practice, than one

would suppose. Thcn.

1 dry sponge and

fingers, carefully

the wet leatlur

down into the miiki.

When dry, it may be

served up plain”

3 colored and gild-

ed. With a single

mold you niny

print offas many

be that the

very deep rich imprcssioiis av
brown. Leath- you may need.
, Tack  thoin

er, to be used ac oir
for portieres on seasniieil
hangings panels.They
and door ’ may be used
for deconn-

panels,may DESIGN POR A LEATHEK CHAIR*SKAT, ing  wall.
be treated -

in this way with all dyes, or painted, as was once
vcry common, | have an old Germéan book, the
cover of which has been tbus colorcd and varnished.

When finished, the outiine may be gilt in the

UAI IEKN POK A PIRST EASY LESSON

ordinary way wit)i lcaf or» if ihis %3 «beyond ibc
artist’'s po'ver, by taking any good gold ink and,
with a very finely pointed small brush, paindng
in all the outlines. Then take the dot-whecl and

doors, furniture, or, indeed, any plain surfaco.
Another way to make thcsc'sheets is to ha\e

two molds cast in plaster of Paris, onc in intagliu, nr

sunken, the other in relief, cxactly fitting it. Tbey

IN LKA'I'"HKk-WORK.

must be perfcctly dried, and then oiled and did'
by gentle heat more than once. The wet k-athcr
is laid ljetwcen tliem. In most cases the upper
mold, in relief, may be dispcnsed witli.



The tliicker the leather is, the deeper the relief
may be. In this, as in ail the minor arts, it is, of
course, advisable to “ finish off” as neatly as pos-
sible ; but it is far more important to have good
designs and show the free and confident tquch
of an artist. The very gieat majority of people
prcfer more finish, as in machinc-made work,
to autographic or, as 1 may say, autochiric toucli,
(\hich is that which shoivs the liand ofthe worker.
In the grcat ages of art, wlien it tvas shown in
everything, elegant dosign and autochirism, or the

to detect any joining, particularly if the edge be
gilt. As regards wetting down, | may observe
that, if possible, the whole pattern sliould be
worked off at one sitting, or while the leather is
wet. But if this can not be done, then keep a
clean sponge and a small basin of clcan water
by you, and dampen the leather as yon work.
Evcry book-binder has waste pieces of colored
leather which may be used for mosaic. The
smallest bits may be used for leaves, ornameuts,
or portioiis of work, since, when pasted on, the

PArTBRN KOR TilK LID AND SIDR OF A BOX

cvidence of the liand itself, were most prized, To
«ork -well, it is not necessary to liavc many and
expensive tools and costly material; but to do the
Ix-St you can ivith what ) Ou havc.

lhere is another kind of sheet-leathcr work
called mosaic, nr appliqué. This consists in cut-
ting out pattcrus of thin, colored leather, and
pasting or gumming them on the ground. Then,
the ground and pattern at the edge being slightly
"el, the edge is to be toolod down into the leather
"ith the wheel, which has an edge like a dirae. If
ihis is done with grcat care, it will be impossible

seams hardly show, and in largo work, as for door-
panels, this is of no consequence. If you intend
to produce duplicate work, it will be often worth
while to have some ornamental patterns cut out
of tin or sheet-brass. You can then, with scissors
or penknife, cut them out by the stcncil. It is
not difficult to learn to clesign patterns. | havc
known many young ladies to insist that they could
never learn to do so, who, in a few weeks, suc-
ceeded in producing very clcgain and original
ornaments. Any child of ten or twelve years can
soon be taught to combine certain ornaments, so



as to make bordcrs or frames, and then to con-
struct these ornamcnts on curves. | knew one
who, after insisting that she could never learn to
design, was induced to try. Betwecn the first oi
Noveinbcr and the end of May, she notonly learned
todesign and draw, but also to carve oak panels and
work in leather. The first thing she dcsigned and
exccuted in leather was a beautiful box in mosaic.

To make such a box, get it first in pine, cherry,
or poplar, and then cover it neatly with paper,
pasted all over. Then work the leather as | have
explained, and paste it on with book-binder’s
paste. This is made by boiling flour and water,
adding a table-spoonful of powdered aluni to a cup-
ful of paste, and stining it constantly while boil-

ing. It will be better to use it about twenty-four
hours after ljoiling. Stir it once or twice every
day. A little thin liquid-glue well mixed in will

give it greater strength.

To work leather in relief, or to make vases, fig-
ures, and similar ornaments, is much more diffi-
cult than on the flat shcet. Those who have,
however, learned the former will find little difficulty

with the latter. For descriptions of these moro
advanced processes, 1 refer the reader to a little
Manual of Leather-work, written by me and pub-
lished by the Art Interchangc Company, 140 Nas-
sau,Street, New York; price 35 cents, by mail. It
should be borne in mind that any kind of pattern
for any work may be adapted lo leather- Ithasa
gieat deal in common with repoussé and pand
wood-carving. In both, the object is to bring om
a pattern on a plafie surface in relief, and to indent
the background. In conclusién, let me say that,
of all the minor arts, leather-work is perhaps thc
easiest, and requircs in proportion to its results thc
least ouClay. W ith a tracer, a stamp, a hammei-
and a piece of leather, all costing together not
more than a dollar, one can make the cover for a
chair seat or back, which ought to be worth at least
twice as much. No one should, however, begin by
attempting to make a finished and elcgant piccc
of work at the first eifort, as | am sorry to say ton
many amateurs do. There should be in Icathci',
as in brass-work, much preliminai-y pvactice in
running lines, until a perfect command of the
tracer or, in leather, the wheel is attained.

FOR VERY LITTLE FOLK.

THE LITTLE BOY WE CALL

We cali him “H’y” for short.
run all around the house.

him the inside of the tall
One day his papa showed him

He is a year and a half oid.
We think he is a won-der-fui boy.
very fun-ny things, and some very big words.
clock, and
the

“HY.”

He can
He says
“H’y’s” mamma showed

told him about the pen-du-luin,
inside of his watch, and when he

saw the little wheel go back and forth he cried out: “Oh, papa! papa!

pen-du-lum !~
Then, too, he saw Teddie

and he called H
he had not learned Q,
she saw him
At

looking for a
last she said: “What is it,

riding on his bi-cy-cle, one morning. A
few days later, “H’y” was piaying with his blocks.

He knew O and 1,

“baby’s letter,” because his fiame begins with H; but

His mamma sat in an arm-chair near him, and

long time at the block that had Q on it
‘Hyo

“H’y ” looked up and laughed, and said:— “ Bi-cy-cle!”






©HE St. RIGHOLAS pliMANAG May,

W hen you search the starry skics,
The Twins you will not find :

For ihey 'rc tacing wtth the Sun,
Or hanging on behind.

D2y n.'iy Moon's 1 Mooii's  Sun on ) )
MgnUi Wgefk Age. ; Place. ’a}g:)l? HoUtiaysand Incidunes Sfort for THE Month.
H. M,
a . May Day.
1 Thur. 6 Cancer 1157 4 d It ’s the vcry time and season,
2 Fri, 7 Leo 11.37 (I near Mars, For ihc merty bouniing ball;
3 Sat. s Sextant 1157 Thomas Hood, dicd *645. To.cs It, bnt It, kick it, pat it
4 P Leo 11.57 3d Sunday after Easter. All you boys. wiih whoop and call.
6 Mon. 10 Virgo 1156 Nap. Bonapatie, d. 1821.
0 Tues. 11 11.56 EVEMNG SKIES for VoUNG ASTRONOMEKS.
7 Wecd, 12 “ 11.56 C near Spica.
Libra 11.56
Sﬁ Thur. FUl3LL “ 11.36 (See Introduction, page 255, St, NiCHOtAS for January.
Fri. .
. . M ay i5th, 8.30 k'M . .
10 Sai 15 Scorpio 11.56 . . . VcNi's is now a lovely obiect in thc wesi; on the 4la <»
11 1G Ophiuch 1156 4ih Sunday afier Easier, June she_will be at her brigfucst. She has left ¢, e consteh
12 M oii 17 11.56 latlon of TREBUIU and is now in Gemim, or Jhe Twihs, and
' . i not far from Castor and Pollux. Satirn has set: he is so
13 Tues. 18 Sagitl. 1156 MariftThetesa, b. 1717« near thc Stin that he is not noticcable even after the ftim
14 Wed. 19 11.66 has gone down. Nfans U ne.ar Uegtilus in Ilie ?outh-'vcM,
15 Thur 20 Capri 11.5¢ C verycidse to brightstar. huchas lost the brightncss that made lum so conapicuous in
o L. ' February. You will know him by his red color. JfHTER
10 Fri. 21 Aqiia 11.66 . now occuples ihe very spot he covercd in January, ncarCas-
17 sat, 22 11.56 Edwardjenncr, b. X749- |5y and Pollux. Regulus, the star of LEO, is now ti.otc Ihau
18 23 11.36 Rogation Sunday- two hours co ihe west of our south mark. hnica ui r/rir« «
. Nai. Hawthome, d. 1B64. ©°NC hour to the east ofil, and will be due south ata quarttr to
10 Mon, 24 Pisces 11.56 ten o’clock. Kxacily in the south, rather low dovvn, wc tan
20 Tues. 25 1156 Columbas, d. 1506. sec a croup of four quite consplcuous stars, fo~uig a »our
21 W ed 2 11.56 sided figure, These are In the constcllation of Cotvus, «
’ 1156 Ascension Da Tke Croio. Areturus is now very high up in the south*caM
22 mThur. 27 : Y W e can now take .another step In iracing thc course ol in«
23 Fri, ! 2s 11.57 Sun among the stars, Remembering Uiai on thc aoth ni
24 Sat NKW 1157 Queen Victoria, b, 1819. August he is exactly whcrc we now see Kcgulus. wc can
: 1157 Sunday after .A.scension trace his path to che tjth of October, when he will be ver>
21 1 : y o : near, but a littlc higher than, Spica, the star of ike \|rgW
2C Mon. 2 11.57 Remember. also, how high up wc looked in January 10 m*
27 Tues 3 Geinini 11.57 C near Venus, summecr course between TauruSand GCMIM, and now
! 1167 (I nearlapiter, (eraldays how much lower in the sky Spica is. liutwe shall trace nim
28 Wed, 4 ! ' " 10 his winter quarters stiil lower.
20 Thur. 5 Céancer 1157 Venus nearTwins for scv-
30 Fri, 0 Sextant 11.57 Decorarion Day. (@ near
31 1 sat 7 1Leo 11.58 [Mars

‘mJACK FROST” AND THE CHERRY-TREE.

" T'M Queen of the May!” 7~aid a piqud Chervy-tree, wlio was arrayed in brida] whitc. “ 1’'m tho first
comer, and have lefi all my sisters far behind me. e i .t ,r.sitl Kinir”
You may be Oueen,” said “ J.ack Frost,” as he gavc her a sharp nip, but 1 am still Ismg.
“ Well 1" said the Clierry-troc, as she viewed witli dismay thc witliercd remains of her viidal .
is the first time | ever took Time by the forelock, and I wish 1 had givcn jiim a good puli foi
Into such a scrape | shalil Iave toTall all my blossoms in, and begin over again.
rcmember thal ‘liaste makes Waste.” '

jii
Another time 1 "iH

«The namcs of piareis are primed jii capiials,— ihose of consiell.alions in iialics.



“ CioOD-JIYF., Ajirill” cried May’s pretty voice, as she carne dancing in witli a grcat hunch of flowers in her
hand, “ I've sucli a lovely white wreatli for the May Queen, and all sorts of Tiright, sweet lliings for you,
Mother Nature. Kverylliing looks beautiful — the brooks are all in tune, and your garden is fairly beginning
to smile.

“ Yes, my pretty May," .said Dame Nature, “ 1 'm right glad to see you baclt again to help me wiii it.
This is a 6usy time with me, you know ; but | feel quite light-hearted the minute | catch the first waft of
fragr.rnco that announces your coming, my pretty lilossom Queen. | wish you ’'d give youi' attention to the

dandelions ; for some reason, they are lazy this year. Stir them np a bit; tlicy wont bite, you know, The
hlossoms are all waiting for vour smile, and there 's plenty of dainty work for you to do, my dear.”

“ Well,” said May, 'Udo my bcst; but what wiih IVfay Day at one end of my visit, and Decoration Day
al the other, | 've ircen hard worked of late years, and clon’t feel quite so gay as | once did. Is it possible
that 1 'm getting old ?” .And, peeping into a brook to see, pretty May Inssed her head at the lovely image
she saw there, until tire flowers came showering down from her hair, and then she laughed softly to herself,—
a happy laugh in which one could hcar the trill of the robin and the bluebird.

MAY SONG.

Hu)SSOMS on the Iree-tops, In ihe fragrant shower,
Blossoms in the hedges, | stand beneath the trees,
Blossoms by the way-sidc, While all about me bloweih
Blossoms in the sedges; The balmy, soft May breeze.
Blossoms of the chen-y, Winter is for_gottc_en,
Blossoms of lhe peach, Gentle Spring is here,
Blossoms of the apple, And the lovely Summer

BalUng each by each. Now is drawing near.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Make your best bows and curtseys to the Lady
May, my beloved. Here she comes, tripping to
the song of birds, her groen robes floating about
her as she sprinkles the woods with flowers, festoons
the fruit-trces with blossoms, and touches up the
early gardens here and there. Heaven bless her !
dear, sweet, happy Lady May— the darling of
the year'!

Now let me ask you, one and all, this question ;

HOW MANY FLOWERS IN A DAISY?

Did ever you count the flowers in a common
field daisy? It would be a difficult task, but not
an impossible one. Last season, | loved to watch
a group of fine, white, yellow-centered daisies,
nodding near my pulpit; and 1 was surprised to
see how many flowers each of them carried. If
now or latcr in the season you have courage to
look a daisy in the face and ask it how many flowers
il has, you, too, may be astonished at the reply.

Now, who can read me this botanical riddic ?

These dear little beauties, known as margiier-
ites in some quarters, are not to be found in our
bleak Northern fields just yet; but I 'm told that
they are raised in many sunny homes, and also
that men grow them in hot-houses and sell them
for a few cents a bunch,

HER "BRAW NEW CLAES.”

A GOOD friend of yours, L. A. \V. Shackelfoid,
sends this pretty rhymc, which all my Scotch
hearers will enjoy at first hearing, though some o’
my wee American bairns may not ken the meanin’
o’ its odd words. Ah, well! the dear Little School-
ma’am will help them, as she always is ready to do.

Find the mate to this little star,* my chicks (or,
perhaps | should say, my little eaglcts, as 1 am
addressing Young Amcricans especially), and you

will come upon a something that may help you to
enjoy this bonnie song:

OK! sing wi' me, Uik birdies fliu'n tbro' ihe air (

An’ ye jolly win\ Inimmin’ owre llie glens an' the braes?
JImp wi' me, kitttins, whie | 'm jjmpiii’ evVywliere,

For the cranreuch has bro't me some braw new clacs!

| ha’e a dalniy bonnet, full o’ ribbacs an' a feather,—
Some stripic-sheld stockint, an' siller*buckled »hoon,

An’ a soft bright plaidle, a' fixlt up tbcgeiher
W i' braid, an' wi' buttons roiin’, an’ sheeny as the moon.

An' soon the bonnie snaw will be hcapit owrc the groun':
An’ the worl" will be a xingin® wi’ tnc skatcs an' ihe sldgh":
An’ | shall gac sklcniin' an' scrievin’ up an' down,
As happy as a robbin i' my braw new claes.

- I\Voe, liltle,— children. xst stanza; Braw, fine, hanil-
some—dfus, clothes,— Wi', whh,—yfii¢ 'u.Ahting,— /B throueti,
and,— winds,— hnlnvun', humming,— over,--
bracs, dechviiies, precipiccs, ihe slopes of hills,— jump,—
HINS. kitcens,— cranreuch, hoarfrost, white frost,—bmt, brought
sd sianza: Ma'g, have,—f", ribbon?,— SI>Ip|lﬁh§\|,
striped and speckled,— silhrr-bnckled shoon, sitver-buckled shoe* —
Ia.ldle,a plaid, a loosc ouier garment,— ii', all,— fixed,—
eﬁur,together_,-rimnd,- , shiny, .
3d slanza: Bonnie snaw, pretty snow,— heapit o’mre thegivo:.
heaped over the ground,-world,-¢tti’, go,fsklemlu,
entng, running aslant,-iivfiffi, to glide swiftly along,— /", ir.

THE ARTILLERY FERN.

My birds bring me wonderful accounts of affairs
in plant life, but nothing that surpriscs me mnic
than the actions of the Artillery Fern, as descrilxd
by the dear Liltle School-ma’am, who, it appeai'-,
has found an account of onc of the plants in a
newspaper. Have any of my chicks ever seen one
of these ferns fire itself off?

rhis is what the newspaper says ofit;

— The artillery fern, or flower, as it is sometimos called, k'
curious and beautiful plant which i? not vcrv generally knuwn <n
side of rarc collections or of florist's grceniiouses. U acquirc"!
singular iame from the military and cxplosive fashion with wlik} it
rcsists the action of waterupon it. 1f a branch of the fern, co‘creil
with its smallred seed, be dippcd in water and then held iip lo ilig
light, there soon will occur a strange phenornenon. First onc hinj
will cxplode wilh a sharp httle crack, thowmg imo the alr its ih>kd
In ihc shape of a small cloud of yellow diitit. T lifs will be followml
by another, and another, until very soon the entire fcrn-Uke brauth
will be seen discharging thcsc inini,iture volley.s wjtli their liny
puffsof smoke. This occurs whenever che plant is waicrcd, and tlie
effcciof the entire fem in this Cundition ofrebellion is very curiou’ ft'
well a-s beautiful. As the buds thu.« open, ihey assume the shapc
of a miniature Genevacross loo small to the naUcd eye to auratt
much attention, but under a magnifying glass they are seen ui
po.ssess a rare and dclicate beauiy.

HICKORY, DICKORY. DOCK!

Here is a true story from a rcspectcd corre-
spondent, which quite surpasses Mother Goosc's
fanciful account of the mouse that van up tho
clock and tlien ran down again:

D hab Jack.in-the.Pui.i'it: Scuic vvccks ac6, a cénala pian"
was very carelessly left open fora whole day and i'vc nlehis, wluic
ihc responsible members of the family wcre out of the house,
lady visitor, on the evening before she intended if>dcpnrl, Icfi t[>"*
ihc open piano a ball of red worsced, and the stripc of an Afghan,
which slie was making, When she rcturnccl, forty*elght
afterward, and entered the parlorwith several membersof Ilie miniiy,
the sight that greeied them was astounding.

A brge hole, and Rcveral smaller ones, hiiUbecn maclc m thc)»iaius
cover— the ball of worsted was half gone, and the Afghnn «mpc
was a complete ureck ! Thiswas very mysterions. " Could it h.iie
been rais? A mouse could scarcely make off with so much, saw
one and all,

A few days latera

large ral was caught. Hecrc, it was ihougiu.



was iHc solution of the mysiery. But-more was to follow. The
ownerof the Afghau carne aEain to the house, the family bcing again
away, and the plano as indeed Ii was for some ume lalcr.
TIIalWy ni™htthe mystenous ihiefcarne again ! On che wall hung
Apainted satin banncr, with halfa dozen yellow silk balls hangingat
Oie bctiom. These diaappeared. The cordswerc gnawcd through,
wild the balls corried off W hat could jt nll mean? Days afterward
carne the truesolution of the mystery. An unplcosant odor began
ii>issue froto the piano. “ M icc!” cxc)<aimcd everybody, and sig-
uilicani looks were e.xchanged. As soon as possiblc, the key-board
if ihe piano wa« laken oul, and a long piece of hooked wire thrust
Into ihc corner from which the o«lor proceeded. Presenily was
d'swn out a Hide bunch of i-cdworsled; then a Uule more; and
luiw a whole nest— a nest made ot red worsted and .?oft yellow
silk (no child had slolen those balls, after all), and In Il were five
tiiiy dead mice!

Aficr a Hule more poldng, out ran a fine large wood*mou.?e, wjih
licrone siirviving young onc in her mouth. She was struck al, and
king forced to cirop ihe Utile one, ran back, Kut finally she vent-
iired oul again, and was caught,

\And whatdo you suppose made her select those balis above every
uiheranide jn tlie room ? To obtain them,she musthave nin right
up Ilic wall, which, fortanate!y for her, was of rough plaster. Uut
ihh shc certainly did; for,behind a large picture on the wall, overihe
plano, was foiind che rest of the wor.sred and silk, where the nest
c'idecncly had been firstbegun, and tlien abandoned,

Some people may consider this almost loo strange a mouse-slory
t" be believed, butitis siricily true in every panicular.

rrom one of your most faithful leaders, H.

INSECTS TILTINQ.

Our friend, Mr. C. F.
queer story, with a picture showing a pretty *

saw "

Holder, scnds us anothcr

sccC-

Dear Jack: Insirollbiz throughthe woods | have often observed
insects and various anlinrifs engaged in ganies and sports that did
notdllTergreatly from someofthosewhich clildren play. Once | saw
twoaoL"who were havinga inockbaitle; anoihertime lwo bugs wore
deiected in a veritable game ofi lag, hidlng behind tivigs and leaves,
and ihen darilng out and away. Prof. Lockwood once observed a
solemn toad atplay; il was standing on i1s hind legs, holding in Ifs
mouih a twie exactly as ifit were trying to play tho flulc.

W ith this | send you a piclure showing a game ofscc-saw, which,
though probably accidental, rcally occurccd. A toad-stoolihat grew
ina damp spot beside ihc walk, formedtherest, and across ic had
blown a spear of hay or gmss, so that It almost balanced, W hile
the socar was ihus Oalanced, a buuerfiy carnesailing along, and see-
ing tfic inviting roosi, allghted fora momeot's rest, Buta momeni
laier a comical green grasshopper, with two long waving whiskers,
was seen to lighl upon ihc other ene of the see*saw, just bearing it
down, and, as he advanced up the spear, he was in turn raised inio
the air by the buiterfly, In this way, fora momentorso, a regular
lilt was had; butthe butterfly, becoming alanned at ihe approach
ofits curious neighbor, soon flew away, and up went ilsend of the
see*saw, ihrowing ihe grasshopF*crsprawling into ihc aii, and cffect*
ually breaking up ihc game.



THE LETTER-BOX.

3 Plowden BIILDINOS, TEWfLR, London, Feb. sd, 1884.

Dbar”t. Nichotas; Justa liitlc leuer 10 tellyou llike you very
much: | have taken you since 1881,and | have you bound every
year. My papa buys you for me each monih, because | work hard
atiny studies. Bessie L. wants to know how »o u»e her Christmas
cards: she can make a very pretty folding door*ficreen about 5 feet
high; ifthe canvas is paintcd black and vamishcd, the cards look
very well upon it.  Shecan al.so make fans, and tables forthe draw-
ing-toom which look very pretty. 1 am eleven ycarsof age. and
wiien I am iweB-e, hfamma wants me to make her a screen forher

diitng*rooin with niy Christmas and birthday cards, | have seen
5»ome, and they look very pretty, | liope you will publish this letter
from yourlittle English friend, Florkie B.

Nnw York Citv, Maroh jd, 1884.

DitAR Sr, Nichotas: 1am very much interested in “ The land
of Fire,” by Captain Reid, and also in thc “ Spinning-wheel
Stories,” 1 like all Miss Alcott’s works, and | hope she will wrlte
a good many stories for this book. | have taken you for three or
four years, and j like you very much bcticr than any other maga-
zine i have everread, i am so sorry " Giri-Nobtlesse " is to bo con
cluded in the next number, I Jike it very much.

Yourconstant rcadecr, JOSIB V.

Miss Alc*jtt will coniribuic a “ Spinning*W heel ™ story to each

number of St, Nichol,is for 1884.

i»d W arrbn Ave,

Mv Dgar St. Nicholas: Your joUy good magazine for March
has come, and we enjoy it very much. My littlc shter, five years
old,is rinpng around the houseabout“ The Amiablc Apewho Lived
on the African Caue."*

1go to schoolwKere thereare twenty-fourhundred (2400) children.
but ihere are only sixty in oiir room, so we don’t realize that there
are so many in che school.

I am cightyears old, and Mamma jswriring forme because imakc
such a messwhen | wrltc, asi do to my Grandma, who is the dearest,
sweetest Cirandma jn thc world.

Picase give my love to Miss Louisa Alcoit and the
Apc” lady. YourHule friend,

“ Amiablc
N, Clinton T.

H artford, Cons., March jd, 1884.
Dear St. Nicholas: | wriie you this letter to-day, in hopcs
it will be in the “ Lettcr-Box” in a little while, Il is che first one i

ever wrote, but I have thought of doing it many times. | have
taken the St. Nicholas four years, and so has a httle giri ihai Uves
acro*s thc strcct from me. We have nice times loge*hcr in the sum*
mcr. and often take ourSr. NiCiiolasbs out and rcad them under
thc trecs. I ‘un very much plea.sed with the St Nicholas, I
must nol make my letterany longcr, although | would like 10-

Y ourloving reader, Maber U. 1),

Harper's Fbrr', W. Va,, February agth,
Dcah St. Nicholas: | live in Harper’s Ferry. | don't know
bulone littlc girl hcru, so | am always glad to get you every month.
lthink you aro thc nicest book lever saw. | have no sisters, only
three brothcts. 1 am ten yearsold. | certainly did like that story
inthc March numbercalled “ Wong Ning’s Ideas” ; llwas so funny.
W e have beautiful sccnery here; there are mountains all around us,
and John Urown’s Fort ishere, too. | spend the summer out in thc
country at myaunt's; fu the winter | stay at home. We have a
govcrness to leach us, We look forward with great picasiirc lo your

coming every month, Yourconstantrcadcr,
Anna Love R,

Germantowk, Couusa Co., Cal., February 1, 1884.

Dear Sr, Nicholas: Our pubUo school has bccn taking you
just a month; we all enjoy reading ihc nicc stories and letters in
{'oii. In our school there are thirty-six scholars: we have a mee
argc play*ground, and we play difTerent gamcs ai recc'sse'i, | Uve
two mile« from our school.

Wo have had a great deal ofrain, and it snowctl very hard in the
CcMVst Range and thc Sierra Nev-ada Mountains: it is a perfectly
beautiful sight in thc morning to scc ihc clcar blue mountains
covered with snow,

r have PO sisters norbrothcrs,so | have a Uttie friend staying with

me: she has been with me nearly fouryears; she goes to schoul with
me; we are in the same class- | musiciése now, for | am afraid
ihis letter will be too long to be printed-

Y our little friend, Laura C, K

Dear St. Nicholas: | am a littlc Baltimore boy, whose paji.i
has read St, Nicholas to him for four years, 1 have a puzzle fir
other Hule boys to gues.s. | was born on thc sch of December, 187:.
and | have had two more birthdays than my dear mamma, Lan
any ofyour readers tcll me how old mamma Is?

Yours truly,

Baltimore, Feb, 9, 1884.

H.s.'IY

A NAL'GHTv young contributor sends us these two .sketches, which
hecalis a “ ‘respectful perversion *ofihrcc Unesfrom ‘M ary and Her
Little Lamb :

"“And everywhere ihai
The

Mary weceni
lamb was sure to go.’

2. “ And so thc tcachcr pul him out.”

Here comes another young contributor— Almeda H. Lurtis

wiih a little novelcttc:

Thr Lin iR Girt who Dio NoOot M ikd Pickinc OVer tkh

Raisinr.

Chacie H all was eleven ycars cid. She was a rc.alnlceUrtle pul,
only she Hiii 1ove raisins. Now, you want lo what tfini
ha<i to do with her being a nice littlc girl; well, | will tell YOy.

Her mamma w;is making a cake for her lo lakc tn a surpri'U
party ilic next day, and tiracic reading a very inicresimg



enry.book shc got last Christmas. “ Gracic, want lo pick ovct
imnc raisins for mamma, like a good Uttic girl? * “ | don t mind,
«nd Gracie. W hen slie was through, shc handed them to her
tilamma to pnc in the cakec “ Are th«eall ihere are, said
mamma “ Yes, ma’am,” said Gracie. " Bidyou calany oi them,
('T.rcicV “Only a few, Mamma; only a few.” “How often did
voii eat them ?” Gracie said: “ | ate only one outof every five.”

Mamma said no more; but when she asked Gracie to pick over
raisins after that, Gracie did not say, “1 don’t mind, bul did
iliem without saying anyihmg.

.Lsu bereis ajuvenilc bard who scnds us some rhymes about

The Swallow and Her Nest
T he rain is gone, the sun shines here.
Fields of green grass do now appear,

But some small part is sdll brown and scrc.

The swallow, from her nest in the wall,
Doth tweet and chirp and say to all,
“This is mynesl, look here, look here,
Hat you must not touch the eggs you see,
For ihey ate my pride and propcriy.”

Four slender eggs: all which are «poited,
Parily with brown spccks— they all are dotied.

‘i he swahow is n bird that is ever on ilie whbig,
And, like all happy birds, they someilmcs sing:

But not on the ground, for that is Jiot their way,
Though they do, tnore ur less, 1have hcard people say.

Their nest is made up of mud or clay,

And they .add lo it ftiiihfully day by day;

T hcy carry earth a::d grass all tho day long,
And don’t get tired of their work or .«IOng.

We fear that W, B. J. got a uitlc tired of song toward ihe

bofill

Chebovgak, Mich., Febriiary X4iJi, 1884
My Dear St. Nicholas : | am a little girl twelve years old, and
I have taken St. Nicholas for four years; | love it vcry much.
ilv tnamma diod last Spring, so my aunty keepshouse for us. | have
a kry dear ccachcrthat comes to our house lo teach us, and 1 love
hci x'cry much.  lhave a little brother and sister. Arthur Is nine
atl i I'lfiie is six yeai-s old. Yon remember the Fan ilrlgade in St,
Kjuiolas two or three years ago; we had It last fall with ihe
«iperclla of Red Riding Hood. Tt was vcry nice. and tve made
abinii one hundred dollars, | have ;ipetpony whose fiame s Daisy
Shcis jet black. I taught her to canter. In the summecr | ride her
Acryofiell | haveasidc«saddle, anda liding-habitwhicha verydear
friend made for me. | wlsh you would print lhis letter, as it is the

iii'j one 1 have writien, Yourlittle friend, Mina H.

I-conard Sparrow, F.mma Il., Cracc M, Hall, Allcc M. H.. May

. Willie D. Sanders, Cora HascUine, Katy Sage, P, Ik, J, Alien
.Monigomery, I.. B., Mary Halvern, Liilc Cohcn, Mabel IM, Reed,
Ctirena L. Abbott,J. Edward GifTord, Alorij-o I..W are, Ella S. Gould,
Il L. Smith, Annic Ward, Gwennie Ward, Mabel O. Thelwall,
Margarct G. Andersoa, E. J. S., Nclllc S. T. W,, Nina 13 and
I"lainc M., .ftnnah E Jacobs, Archle V. Tliomson, Mabel Kellogg.
1 s Arnold, Wynford K. Steele, Albert Pearson, Gcorge H. Pal-
iacr, (ieorge Pulaski, Bessic Rhodcs, Miss Katlc C. Chumbcrlaln,
Morence Mnntgomcry, Mary E Evan.s, ICdna S. Rockwell, T.lzzle
Biikcr, Hcrtha T,, A Fricad, Flora Derweiit, Florence H., Morian
h'vu, Annie A. C., Moina M. Sandford, Bcssic MacDoiigal, Mabel

CKolwell.Miller, LIllie I'l., Agnes Tlumic, h h T., C. A. IClsberg.
I'Csdu }I, Grace H , l.uln I-Intlsay. Marién Biish, B. P. P., Willic
lh«ifnas, Mande U., Edith C., Ireno Hanson, Anhrey G. Maguirc,
I- H,, Gucndolinc U 'Bricn, Gusmvus Paitls, Ed, V. 5hii>scy,
kclw.ird S, Wilson, George BuHard, Mabel Palmer, Bentra ,\I.
Shclley, F.dgar S. lkinta, Margare! W. l.cighton : Wc must chani;

you all, clear boy? and girls, for your hearty letters, and »ay how
much we .should likc to print every one of ihcm ; but there u
ri>om foroven the briefesc.

not

THE AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION-THIRTY-SEVENTH
REPURT-

Very gratlfying isit to repon a larger number of new Chapters
this monih than in any previous month in the historyofihe “A. A."
There has been, on an average, one new Chapter every day buc
Sundays. W hy should we not have a branch in cvcry city and
village in the United Siaies ? AH are inviced, young and old..

Prof. G. Howard Parkei’s repon on the cla.?s in Entomology Is
given this monlh, and further particulars
meeting In Nashua next Septcmber,

It has bcen decided 10 print a new ediilon of the hand*book, in
cloih ; but it can hardly be ready before June, and we dcfcrany
de?crlption of it for the present.

The foliorving kind lelter tvill delight our yoiing blrd-snidcnts;

regarding ihe general

Dear Sir: 1 shall be happy lo aid the “ A. A.,” to ihe best ofmy
ability, in ornichological matters.
Trulyyours, Arthiir P, Chadbourne,
21 Puckingham St.,

Cambridge, Mass.
Nbw ChalTRRS.
Na. No. 0/ Membei's. AdUrcss.
Spcncer, Mass. (A).. 6., Miss May 1~ d .
576 Hadlev, Mass. (A) . , fi .Miss Mary A. Cook,
577 Rochescer, N. Y, (C)... 13..Citarles Boswcll.
58 Osceola, lowa (A). Harian Richards,
579 Rixbury. N. Y, (A) .Henry G. Cartwrighi,
580 So, Boston, Mass. (C). . .F, M. Sfialdmg, 777 D’dway.
58X Urbana, Ohio (B)... 7..F.dward Stockslaecr.
58a Germantown, Pa. (E)... 4 Ada M. Wheeler, *27
\V, Pa. Se.
53 Chicago, DI. (R) 6..G, E. Hale, 96 Drcxel Av-e.
5% Colorado Springs, Col. (A), 4.,Mrs. E. B, McMorris
B But&lo, N. V. (1) .. 6. .Francis M. Moody, 187 Nonli
Pearl St,
s3) Lowecl), H.C.Rayncs,36Llawrence Se.
587 Concord, N, H. 4. Miss Luuctie E. Lamprey.
Chicago, II!. iS) 8..W. A. Wilklns. 4» Aldinc Sq.
Cleveland, Ohio (B? 90, H. Becrt Croivl, 501 Frankllii
Ave.
B0 Pomfrct Centre, Conn, (A). 4. .Mrs. S. O, Marsh,
595 Tioga, Tloga Co., Pa. (A). 6.,Miss Winme Smich.
5p New York, N, Y. (?)..... 4..C. A. Klsberg, iioi I>;xing.
Con Ave.
393 Brookilne, Mass. (A)... . 6. Gco. L, Briggs.
594 No. Granville, N, Y, (Al. 6.,James E. Ricc.
595 Onconta, N, Y. (A) 4. .Mlss Jessie E.Jcnks.
590 Chicago, DI. (T s .Byron W. Peck, 334 b-
Indiana.
597 Lawrence, Kansas (B) 5. .Albcrt Garrctt.
598 St. Georgc’s H;ill (A) 17 .Mrs. Mary B, Kmear, Reislcn-

town P. 0,, Maryland,
.. 4, F.lc Doolittie.
Galveston, Texas (A).. .5. .Philip C. Tucker, Jr.

599 Hethlehem, Pa. (B l...
ow

E.XCHANftBS-

Blrch bark, magnecic sand, gypsuin, pressed ferns, and autumn
leaves, Cor «ea-sheils, foreign coins, and ores— Harvcy Sawycr,
LudIngion, Mich,

so00 sllk-worms, iur
Norlhampcon, Mass.

Mineral* and eggs, foreggs and
hllchigan Ave.. i-hicago, DI.

Mineral», insects, and cocoons, for bird»’ skins, eg”, insccls, and
Clcoons.— Caricum Oflbert, 116 Wildwmid Ave,. Jacksoii, Mich,

Corre.«pondencc with distant cliapler» wanted by Frank H. Fooie,
Keene, N, H,

(iypsiim, chaiccdonv,

Polyphemus cocfHms.— Morence Maynard,

skins.— Gco, H. l.onmcr, 3240

meteorite, and mica, for fo«s|ls and rare

mineral*.— Frank (. jay, 25x0 Indiana Ave., Chicago, 111,
Pacific shells and sea-wccd», fgr ocean curlosliies, and corre-
spondcnec wlih Texas chapter» wj&hod fur hy H. C. Howo. of

Fuiccm, N. Y.

Uarc bmierfiie*, for New England butterflies — Chas. C, Bcalc.
Faulkner, Mas?.

Fossiis and ntnemls, forfossil*. Corrcsponclcnce wanted in every
State, with reference to exchanging.— E. P. Boynton, Third Ave.
and 5lh -St.,, Cedar Rapids, lowa.

Feidspar. mica rock, egg*, and coco<ms, forcocoons.— Percival C.
Pyle, Wilmingtin, Del-

l.epidoptcra,— Ja.s. P. Curiiss, 57 Scward Ave., Aiiburn, N. Y.

I can not furnish any more trilobite- foroxchangc.— Wm, E. 1>3y,
Eaton, Ohlo.



Mincrals for exchange, and correspondence.— E. Y. Gibson, 7*3
W ashington Ave., jackson, Mlch.

Rednice, pink, ycliow, and white, calciie, malachite, apecularire,
serpciuino, aurifcrous iron, pyrites, and others, for either lepid —

coleo— or hyinenoptera — E. K. Lamed, 2546 S. llearbom Si.,
Chicago, ijll,

Zcolitu, siilobite, heulandilc, feldspar, ele., for cinnabar and
other minerals.— Franklin Bache, 123 Pricc St.,, Germantown,

Phila., Pa,

X athe amountof natural history material, and many consecurive
numburs of Appleton’s Journal (weekly), for wOrks of Agaisiz,
Mivan, Danvin, and Huxicy, upon EvoUttlon.— W . R. Lighton,
Ottumwa, lowa.

CraW 'fish, orangc-blossoms, Mississippl sand in boitles, for bird-
skins, ocean shells, and star*fish.— Percy L. Benedlci, 1243 Grcat
Charles St., New Orleans, La.

RapokT OF Cilass in Entomologv
Camrridcbh, M ass., Feb,
Of the twenty members of the Entomological
completed the full number of papcrs with credit,
cntitlcd to full honors. They are:

i6ily 1884.
Class,five havc
andareihcrcfore

X. Bashford Dean, New York City, N. Y.
2. Hcicn Montgomery, Wakefieid, Mass.
3. Mrs. Rachel H. Mellon, Pittsburg, Pa.
4 Daisy 0. Dame, W est Medford, hlnss,
3. Isabel G. Dame, West Medford, Mass.

Of the romainder who havc passed with crcdic on a partof the
assigned subjects, are 1

H. A. Sicwarl, Getcysburg, Pa., in
Diptera, Cole6ptera, and insects in general.

Hemipiera, Neuropiera,

Alonzo H. Stewart, Washington, D. C.— l*epidoplera and
Hemipiera.
Fred Clearwater, Erazil, Ind.— l.cpidoptera.

George |. Grider, Bcthlichem, Pa.— l.epidoptera.
Elizabeth M argaand, Newbitryport, Mass,— Lepidopcera.
Arthur Stone, Boston, Mass.— l-epidoptera,

Respectfully submitlcd,
0. Ho'vakp Pakkeu.

An Asecdotb op Acassiz

H. E. Deais, of PitCstown, N. J., sends the followin
anecdote of Prof. Agasstz, which he copied from thePo/w Circle

" His fatherdesdncd him for a commcrcial life, and was impatient
at his devotion lo frogs, snakes, and fishes. The last, e»pecially,
were ihc objects of the boy’s attention. He came to London with
letters to Sir Roderick Murchison.

" “You have been studying natuie,’
‘W hat havc you learned ?*

“ The lad was tindd, not sure at that moment that he had learned
anvthing. ‘I ihink," he said at last, ‘1 know a litde about fishes."

" “Very well. There will be a meeting of the Royal Society to*
night. | will lake you wilh me there '

"Allof the grcat scientific
society. That evening, toward
said:

‘1 havc a young friend here from Switzcrland, who thinkshe
knows something about fishes; how much, i have a fancy to try,
There is, under this cloth. a perfectskeleton of a fish which existed
long before man,” He then gave the precise locality In whicit n had
been found, with one ortwo otherfactsconceming it. The .speciesto
which the specimen beloneed was, of course, extinct. ‘Gan you
sketch for me on the blac”board your idea oi this fish?’ said Sir
Roderick,

“ Agas.Sz look tho chalk, and rapidly skctched a skeleton fish.
Sir Roderick held up che specimcn. I'he poriraic was corrcct in
ev (~ bonc and Une. The graveold doctors burstinto loudapplause.
' Sil," Agassiz said, on iciling the story, ‘that was che proudc-si
moment of my life— no, the happiest, for I knew now my father
would consent that I should give my Ufe 10 science.” "’

said the great man, blunily.

of England bcloneed to lins
Its ciése, Sir Roderick tose and

(This anecdote may contain a helpful suggesiion for tho very
small number of our members who are opposcd and ndiculed at
home. Study carnesily, and learn so much ihai you can prove the
valué of your work.]

QL'ESTIONS.

*. Do earthquakes generally occurin volcanic regiéns?

does whirling make a person dizzy ?

2. Why
3. What is the best way to

kcep cocoons and caierpillars? 4. Ofwhat use are toad?? 5- Do
squirrels drink water? 6. W hat are the uses of ibes? 7. Explain
the comparaiiveanatomy ofthe legs ofa hor.ceand aman. 8. W hcrc

do prairie*does get water?
enake'.s blte?

9. W hat is the best cure for a rattlc-

_interesting

Notes.

g6. Atfaats C,ynthm.f Some one in the Agassiz March repori
asks, * What 5 the Aciacus Cynihia ?”

It is a large moth from the "Ailanihus Silkworm,”” a native (.f
Japan, and introduced in' X858 IntoFrance, where U Is now said U)
be “as much at borne as In iis native habitat.””

I have had two cocoons which oponed and produced handsonn;
moths about ihe size of ihc Cccropia Moth. The wings havc 1
narrow band of white, which, as sprcad, forro a sort of collar, un.l
are extended by a crescenc ofa rich brown,cdgcd wirh satiny whiiv.
There are crescenes on both front and Kinder wings. There is, oui-
side the whjie Une, a r'«se*purple border, which edges the collar, an-1
the heavy inuer edge of the broad border, which, like the whuiv
ground-work i« a sort of brown oUve-green. The body is covevc |
wilh rows of while cottony tufis, three parallel rows down the baik,
sixin each row, nbimt the sixe of a small pin'.s head. On the foim
cdgc of the forc-wings a small oval black spot, bordered wiih uii
edge ofwhite above The cocoon «sembles tliatof Attacus Pronu'-
thia. These came 10 me from Ilrookiyn, N. Y.

The Caterpillar, (which | have not seen) and the cocoon hkl
eggs (but not the moth) are figured in Figurc’s Insccl World.)
278, where, “ when full grown,” itis dcscribcd as “ cmer<ild-grv»n..
wuh the head, ihcfeet, and ihe last segment of .a beautiful goldvj
yellow.” J.P. B.

87. SﬁOWC*ySMS.fwmle walking in a meadow 1 came Ui 1
small hillock between two evergreeii trees. In ascending this kni I*
I was suddenly iransfi.xed by tne beautiful colors of the snow; il ¢
crysiaU of vvhich the slant rays 0/ the Fcbru.ary suii lightcd i;>
brighily. Below are the prominent cclots, the pare beauty ofv'bi'il
can nothe described:

Green.— Wiilh a sortofliquid luster

Blue.—V c” clear, and mei*lng into the green.

Purple.— V~hich g.*ve a magnificent ca«t to the landscape

l.inwood M. Howc

.88. Trenion, ~,— 1 found the ne.st of a wood-pewee {Q)FU/-S
V|reuc). Il had two cream-colored eggs, speckled with black ri'..r
ihe larger eud. 1climbed the tree, duc did not touch che vi:.'
W hjle I wa.s looking ai them, one egg crackcd open In the middle.
and a Uille wood-pcwce camc out.— Herbcrt Wcstwoud, Pres.

[We have neverknown of another instance in which any one has
seen a svild bird leave the egg. Has auy one ?]

A CONVENTION PROrOSED ItV CHArTEK 21

W e are ihc more inclined lo publish ihc following communlcail
from Chapter 21, becausc ihc Nashua br.nnch is onc of ouruklcNi
and most cnergclic; bccausC ihe plan is entirely sponianeous vsith
them, and especially, bcc.nuse they assure us that the proposed “c i,-
veniion is for Ihe discussioD of scicniific subjects, comparisnu if
inethods, exchange ofspecimens, eic.. Imi nOtpO“[ICS."

W e should add as onc of ihe chiefadvantages, the opportuiuiy 'u
bccoming personally acquainted. Aficr long and pleasant iiucr*
course by leccer, it isworth much lo meet cach other face to fece.

j.etusall go to Nashua next Scptcinber, if possible, and ha\« «
good and profiiable time.

To THE ChaPTERS OP THE A gaSSIZ A ssOCIATION.

Bcllcving that nothing can promoie the welfare of the As”ociati'd
so much a”aunuai meeiing« of the chapters, Chapter «x proposcst»
try the experiment of inviting the A, A, lo meetat Nashua, N. H,,
Scptember third and fourth, 1884.

Tlie exercises will consist of the discusslon of scientific subjvt?
and questions that relate 10 ihc welfare of the Assoclatinn. Dck*
gales are requested to make shortreports of their several Chapirr».

Please forward lo the Naslma Chapter any imponam subjeci y'«i
would like the Conveulion to consider

An opportiinity will be given to the dclcgates to visit the nnCT-i
privale inineralogical colleciion in the State.

Chapters intending to send delcgutcs will pleasc inform us nn-
inediatcly in regard to ihe number; for if ihcre is nm a sumcicm
number intending to come, the Convenlion wiill not he held. Jnc
Presidenl of the A. A. consented 10 attend, aud uther scien-
tisis areexpected.

Goodhotel accommodailonscan be obiaincd allwo tiolkus perL(y-

Chapters tire rcmindcd thatthe Convention will aflbrci an excelJent
opportunily to effect an exchange ofspecimens

If other Information is desired, apply» wUh stamps, tn*
F. W .Grccley, Nashua, N. "
iN. n. Chapter* which think favorablv of sendiiig dckptes 10

this Convendon will kindly advise the
well as the Secretary of Chapter ei.)
Hablan H, Bau.ard,
Lenox Academy, Lcnox, Mas*-

rresident of the A. A. "



THE RIDDLE-BOX,

TRANSFOKMATION PUZZLE.

Chance ihe firsi and last lertcrof ihc first word defined to fonn
tlic second word defined. E.xampk_: Change asnhstance used in
b:€vving 10 a healing substancc. AINXUEr: m-al*i, b-al-m.

1, Change to suppTicate lo ameasureofweight. 2.Change a lesson

tflhciliiy. 3. Change a scftson to undisturbed. 4. Change to gKde
[1 a tneciley. v Change a kind of fuel to a word meaning
li'erect. 6. Cliangc a girl's iame coa masculine fiamo. 7.

Liiaiige domescic anirnals to a garmenc worn by the Ro-
is;ins. 8. Change perfume to something worshiped. 9.
Clinnge a homelJ animal to a masculine iame. 10. Change
siwcles to a fcminine lame. it. Change joycus 10 kUl
\Vhen thcsc changes have been rignily made, place the
s'iiids onc bclow the other in the order here given. The
priiuls will iame certain embcllishmcnis used on the day
named by the findis. cvril deane.

t«ame: From x lo 2,a common fiame for Cnmpeachy
wood; from 3 to 4, one who warns of faults or gives advice
Iv' way of reproof or cantion; from 510 6.a share; from 7
1" tlie apparentJunction ofcarth and sky,

IXCLUDBD WOKD-SQUARE: 2. Thc Colotof thc wood of
thc upper bar, 2. Pan ofthc day. 3. A cave. j. P. 8.

J)CirHI..K D IAGON*A LS

I'uE diagonals (reading downward) from left lo right, a
diinblng plant; from right to left, a precious stone,

Cross-words: 1. Having joinCs. 2. Peaceful. 3. Transil
frt'ti one place to another, 4 An injunction. 5. To prepare,
C mliigs ifan army. 7. A controver.My, > 5.r.

A CUEMATIOX-CIIAUADE.

To naRN myJirsi, with hciit would fill:

To burn my S€ , the birds would Kill;

To buré my ijU, if such were fate,

Would dcstroy a town In che Keyscone State.
“S. M, ABTY.”

BEIIEADINCIS.

The beheaded leciers, read in ihc order here given, wlll
spell the fiame <fthe President of the Gtdied States who
siiJ, “ Xotliing valuable can be lost by taking time ’*
Cross-wordb: i. Behead partly open and leave a recep-
tado, 3. Behead a musical company and leave a conjunc-
IKUl 3, Behead 10 tear and leave lerminatinn. 4. Behead
dr>'and leave to free frnm, % Behead a spacc of time and
Icavc a proiioun. 6. Behead “ so be jt” and leave mankmd,
7; Behead a dilch and leave a kiud of graln. 8. Behead a
bird and leave a famous vessel. 9, Hchead a familiar con*
iniction of a Latin word meaning “ in the same place” and
leave to comniam| xo, Bcheacl two and a cjllarter inches
aaxl leave ro be ill, 11, Behead a hood and leave a bird.
Behead a sign and leave adults, X3. Behead the fiame
»f a famous bnt improvideni king and leave the pcrception of
sounds, 14. Behead nice and leave to consume.
KANSAS DOY.
NIiM EIIK’Al, EMG3IA.
I Allcomposed of seventy*si.'v letters, and am two Unes from one
fl Iliomson's poems.
**y 57*13*:6-26 are hcavy vapor.s.
“lelancholy Dafie.”
*'ly 3>*65*X9 Is iiimult.

My 21-58-17-66-8-63 fiame (be
My 2.59-4t*48*75*73 is a covcr for thc hand,
fly 40-18*5-61 is ihe chief magistrare of

Vcnicc My 03*14-28-73 is a tille of address. My 56*3*20*32-42-36-
70is cut in small hoilows My 37-i*69*44-ix*35*60*28*50 is a tree of
thc laurel family whose bark fiasan aromaiic smell and taste, My
62*9*65**9*64*?8 5 a projecting candiestick. My i5*%a6'49*54 is
necessity. /iy x0-52-x2*70-25 is convenienl. My 4-67-7x-5i*7*45*
47-31-27-30-68*34 is pcriaining lo thc north-wcsl. My 22-6*34*i3-
43-74 are laip; vehicles. lottie j, j.

Firstread the above as a rebus. The answer will hea four-line
stanza, Then seiect thc cight letters inclosecl tn eight similar circles.
W hen these letters are rlghtly placed, they will spell thc iamo of ihe
wriier of the stanzi

DOrULE ACIIOSTIO.

Mv primdis namc a country of Kurope;
that cnuniry notcd for its Irade in graln.

Ckoss-words (of equal lengih): 1, A hut for hcrdsmen. a.

Joined. 3. To groe'. 4. successlon. 5, Recsiilts, 6. A pcnin-
snla of North Amenc.T. vessif w.

my finah a sea-port of



ST. ANJUKEW’S CROSS OF DIAMONDS.

I. UPIEB Lekt-hand Diafiond ; i. In candie. 2 A larse
vessel or cisieni. 3. A gcnllemairs servonl. 4. A ml!l<l chloridc
oi mercury, much used as a medicine. 5. A grain-measure of
TripolJi, containing nearly si® galloru. 6. A number. 7. In candie

Il. UppEk RitHi-HAND Diamond; x.-In candlc. a. A wager*
3. To weave oreniwine together. 4. Uained knowledge ¢(f. 5. Ke-

5. The govemor of Algicrs. 7. In candie.
2. Theegg ofar insect
riverof Scoiland. 7. In

sembling lin.

Ill. Central Diasiond; i.In candi6.

3 Bare. 4. Compared. 5. Rigid. 6. A
candie.

IV. ladwei! Lept-hand Diamond: 1. In candle. 2. W as
Ated . convencion or council. 4. ILvlimistcd 5. To pulior
haul. 6. To expiro. 7. In candlc.

y. LowF.n Riciht.hand Diamond; i. In candle. 2. A pcriod
oflime. 3. A speciesofantclopein South Africa. 4. A soldier who

lo serve oilher 00 horseback or on fooL 5.
6. The femaleofche follow

« laught and armed
The posilive pole ofan eleciric baltery.

deer, 7, In candle. dk1
ZIGZATI.

E ach of the words described contains three letters. The zigzag,

beginning at che upperright-hand comer, will spell che iame of a

greatengineering enCcrpnse recently completed.
Cnoss-woxDs; i. A large wooden vessel. 2.
nocturnal bird. 4. A lad. 5. A place of safety. 6.

A sphcre. 3. A
Advanced in

yrars. 7. An amrinaton. 8. A u 9. The central part of a
wheel. 10. Anger, 11. Much needed in summer. 13. To annex
13. Lnomious. 14. A slippery ciistomer. frank

A MAV R:]A«;«NAI..

IUcH of the six piclures here shown may be described by a w
01 &LX letcers. W hen ihcsc have rightly guessed, and placti
onc below the other h the order here siven, the diagonal, from tlu

been

upper left.hand comer to the lower right-hand comer, will «pel) ilic
day foran anniial excur.sion
\VO1{D-sS(irAUE.
t. The fatheroi Not oi* reméte dale. 3. 'I'o char®»

Sgtaro 2.

A In grammar, a word nciilui

I'he simame ofan Kngtish u riter of ild
hvpkixion/

with an offense. meaning of
gunder. 5,

eiglueenth ceniury.

Invisible 6.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE APRIL NUMBER.

CorKSCBBW Puzzle. Welcome showers. Cross-words: x. eWcr. Fivt? WORt)-sQUAREs. I. t. lalc. 2. Acid, 3, Time.
8. ovEn, 3. pLaii, 4. roCk. 5. cOai, C.doWe. 7, bEnt. 8. Edén. 11 x, Earl. 2. Area. 3. Ream. 4. Lame, ‘I,
noSe. 9. tHin, to.prOp. xx. oWls, 12.tiEs. 13. tRap. 14 2. Amen. 3, scnd. 4, Ends. IV. i. Ring,
roSe, Chakapb Breakfast. 3, Nora. 4. Cnaw. V. x, .Sane 2, Arld. 3. Nine, 4, Kiicn

Easy Beheadings. j G*oat. s. C-one. S*crcom.  d. Pi. Again the blackbirds sing; the Mrcains
G-old. 5- T-omslc W ake, laughing, from their winter dreams.

E kicima. Smoother, sinother, mother, other, her, he, eh. And tremblc fu the April showeis

CoNCEALKD WORD-SQUARE, X, Whom. 2. Hero. 3. Orbs. 4, TTie tasscls of the maple flowers.

Mosc. Hour-glass, Ceptrais, flowers. Cross-words: i. prcF

DoLBLE AcROSTic. Primal», Benjamin; finais, Franklm, Crois- palmy. 2. doi. 4 W. 5. bEg- 6 beRili, 7. ConSol».
wordst 3. BIufF. a.ErroR,3, Ncv.~. 4.joIN.5. .ArK. 6. Novel Douule Acrostics, !. Primais, Easter; final?. Lilic*.
ModeL. 7, lcenl.8. NatioN, Crois.words: i. EnlaiL. 2. Abassl, 3. tiequel. 4. Tahitl.

D iabilond. i. S. 2. Sad. 3, Mated. 4. Saiirlc. 5. Saiirical. 3, Effacl'k 6. RecessS. 1. Primal», Tilles: fina)«, Lcnttu
6. Derived. 7. Diccr. 8 Cad. 9. L. Cro.ss-words: i, Leniil.. 2, InsanK. 3. ListeN. liive.J*.

Ci'BE. From 1 to 2, rascal; 21lo 6, Gimet; 5 to 6,escori; 1to5, EngagK . 6. SaturN . 1. Primal.?, Lenten: nnals, A'ru"’
relate: 3 to 4, Tahard: 4 to 8, doctor; 710 8, lanar; 3 to7, car- ¢ ross-words: i Limits, 2. EniirE 3. NauseA, 4. Thame.
gct; 1to 3, rout; 7to 4, lord; 6 10 8, iler; 5 10 7, exft. S« EskimU. 6. NalioN

Tiff? iames of those ivho send Solutions are printed in the second number aficr ihatin which the puzzles appear.
careof lhe Cekturv Co., 33 East Sevcnteenth strcct, New York City.

aldrcssed cobT. Nicholas “ Riddie-box,

Answers to Feuriiarv Puzzles received, ton

Answhqs to A Il tiie

Pi.zzi.ns iN the M .tscH Numbrr
Maggic J, uni1ll— Jessie A. Plaii

Plaii— Mamma, Hatne, and Clara.

late for acknowledgment in April number,
were received, before M atch 20, from Cyiil Deane — M adelciné Vuliec-

Answecr.s sht>uld U

from Hester M. F. Powell, im

ANStvERs ro Puzzles m the March N Itmuer wcrc received, before March 20, fromJ. D. W ., i-W illie Mossman, L]
— rielen Gallfmtinc, 8— F.dith M. Vao Tusen, 2— Be«sic Gxisc, 1 — iJmce H. Frishie, 2 M =+ * =« - ..
Par-Lewiifr* a  Uxal 17, ..  axl.. 17 T s e b - .
- n . «T 4, -—*T — e »- 4. M.A4- ... .8 — jim a i, iNcison, s — i*iarcn mnu,
IUfr Angeli, 8— George Lyman W atcrhotise, ii — Bcssie B, Andcrson, 8— W illie Shemton, 3— Laura anc
W dlie R.CC, 9 -Charlotte Fvarns, 2-B lake and FJlison 11., 6— Applcicn H., 5 - Chas H Kytc, 10 -Marguorite Kytc, a-W . White
and V. W esiaver, 5— Hesaie Rogcrs and Co,, 10— Lucy M. Hradicy, 11— !. S. Palmer, 7— fjco. Habenichl /  Westerveit, 1—

M argaret, Miinol, and Edith Grundy, 5— 13 T.

Ii., 3— Hugh and Cis, :i— Francis W . Islip, u.





