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A CHILD'S NIGHT-THOUGHTS.

Bv LucY

I'HEY put her to beci in tlic darkiicss,
And badc hcr be quict and good;

biit she sobbed in the silence, and tvembled,
Though she tried to be brave as she could.

I'or the Night was so real, so awful!
A mystery closing around,

l.ike the vvalls of a decp, decp dungeon,
That hid hcr from sight and soimd.

So stifling, so etnpty, so dreary —
That horror of loncliness black !

She fell asleep, moaning and fearing
That morning tvould never come back.

A baby must bear its own sorrow,
Since none understands it aright; —

lint at last, from her bosom was liftcd
That terrible fear of the night.

One evening, the hands that undrcssed hcr
Lcd hcr out of the door ci6se by,

And bade her look up for a momecnt--
Up into the wonderful sky,

Whcre the plaiiets and constcllations,
Oecp-rooted in darkness, grcw

Likc lilossoms from black earth blooming,
All sparkling with silvery dew.

It secmed to bend down to mect her,—
That luminous purple dome ;

Larcom.

She was caught up into a glory,
W hcre hcr baby-heart was at home; —

Like a child in its father’s garden.
As glad as a child could be,

In the fecling of perfect protection
And limitlcss liberty.

And this had been all around hecr,

W hilc bhe shuddcred alone in bed!
The beautiful, grand revelation,

W ith ecstasy sweet she read.

And she sank into sound child-slumber,
All foldcd in spicndors high,

All happy and soothcd with blessings
Brcathed out of the heart of the sky.

And in dreams hcr light, swift footsteps
Those infinite spaces trod,—

A feariess littlc cxplorer
Of the paths that leaci up to God.

The darkness now was no dungeon,
But a key unto wicle release;

And the Night was a visién of freedom-
A Presence of licavenly peace.

And | doubt not that in like manner
Might vanish, as with a brcath,
The gloom and the loiicly terror
Of the Mystery we cali Death.



IO

SIXTH

Larks were

singing in thc

clear skv over Di-

fian, thc hill-sides

white with

hosts of blooming

cherr\'-trces, and

the valley golden

with willow isi0s-

soms. The gray

tower of the good

Duchcss Anne

was hung with

garlands of ivy and gay with tufts of fragrant wall-
flowers, and along thc fosse thc shadows deepened
daily as thc young lIcaves thickencd on the inter-
lacing branches ovcrhead. Womcn sang while
tliey beat their clothes by thc pool; woodcn shocs
clattered to and fro as the girls bioughtwater from
the fountain in Place St. Louis; men, with their
longhair, embroideredjackets, andbaggybreeches,
drank eider at the inn doors; and the grcat Bretén
horses shook their high collars till thc bclls rang
again as they passed along the roads that wound
between wide fields ofcolza, buckwheat, and clover.
Up at the chateau, which stood near the ruins
of the ancient castle, the great banner streamed
in the wind, showing, as its folds blew out, the
device and motto of the Beaiimanoirs— twoclaspcd
hands and the legend, “ En lout chcmin loyatité."*
In thc court-yard hounds brayed, horses pranced,
and scrvants hurried aboiit; for the count was go-
ing to hiint thc wild boar. Presently, away they
went, with thc mcrry music of horns, the clatter
of hoofs, and the blithe ring of voices, till the
pleasant clamor died away in the distant w'oods,
where mistletoe clung to the great oaks, and men-

*Always loyal

SPINNING-WHEEL STORYV

By Louisa M. Alcott.

hirs and dolmens, mysterious relies of the Druius,
wcrc to be scen.

From one of the Windows of the chatcau towi a
boy’s face lookcd out, full of eager longing- A
fine, strong face, but sullen now, with black bn”'-s,
dark, restless eyes, and lips set, as if rebell iis
thoughts were stirring in his mind. He watci:-d
thc gay cavalcade disappear until a sunny silerce
settied over the landscape, broken only by ilie
larks and the sound of a girl’'s voiee singing. As
he listened, the frown smoothcd itsclf from his
brow, and his eye brightened when it rested ola
blue-gowned, white-capped figuro, sprinkling V'-hs
oflincn, spread to bleach in the grecn meadm. by
thc river Ranee.

“ 1f 1 may not hunt, I'll away to Yvonnef .nid
take a holiday. She can tell better tales thaii .iny
in this weary book, the bafie of my life!”

As he spoke, the boy struck a volume thai jay
on thcwide ledge, with a petulant energy that scnt
it fluttcring down into the court-yard beiow. llalf
ashamcd and half amused, young Gastén pccpcd
to see if this random shot had hit any one. Ihij
all was giiiet and deserted now; so, with a bo\isli
laugh and a daring glance at the dangerous de-
scent, he said to the doves cooing on thc roof ovcr-
head; “ Hcre’s a fine pretext for escape. lhing
locked in, how can | get tny lesson iinless | fctch
the book ? Tell no tales of the time I lingci, and
you shall be well fcd, my pretty birds.”

Then swinging himsclfout as if it were no ncw
fcat, he climbed boldly down through thc ivy that
halfhid the carved flowcrs and figures which made
a ladder for his ague fcct.

The moment he toiichcd ground, he raced away
like a hoitnd in full scent to the meadow, where he
was wclcomcd by a rosy, brown-eycd lass, wbosc

tPronoiinccd Evone,



«liite teeth shone as she laughed to see him leap
tlie moat, dodge bchind the wall, and come bound-
iii't toward her, his hair streaming in the wind,
a-id his face full of boyish satisfaction
c/capade-

"“The oid tale,” he panted, as he threw himself
dmvn upon the grass and flimg the recoveredbook
besidc him. “ This dreary Latin drives me mad,
,nd | will not waste such days as this poring
iil\er dull pages like a pviest, whcn 1 shoiild be
hiinting like a knight and gcntleman.”

"Nay, dear Gastén, but yon ought, for obc-
(licnce is the first duty of the knight, and honor of
the gentleman,” ansvs'ered the girl, in a soft,
icproachfiil tone, which seemed to touch the lad,
as the voice of a master tames a high-mettled
hiirsc.

' HadFather Nevin trusted to my honor, 1would
111! have run away; but he locked me in liko a
ii'"nnk in a ccll, and that I will not bear. Just onc
h .,ir, Yvonne, one littlc hour of freedom, thcn |
v'U go back, else thero will be no sport for me to-
morrow,” said the lad, recklessly pulling up the
lihitts that starred the grass about liim.

¢ .Ah, if | were set to such a task, j would so
gladly learn it that I miglit be a fitter friend for

said the girl, reverently turning the pages
oi jlie book she could not read.

“eNo need ofthat; 1 likc yon as you are, and
by my faith, 1 doubt your grcat willingness, for
«hcn 1 last played tutor and left j'ou to spell out
the prctty legend of St. Coventin and his littlc fish,
| IDund you fast asleep with the blessed book up-
Oli ihe floor," laughed Gastén, turning the tables
Ol his mentor, with great satisfaction.

The girl laughed also as she retorted, “ My tutor
sliould not havc Icft me to play witli his dogs. |
biire my pcnance bctter than you, and did not run
away. Come, now, wc'll1be merry. Will you talk,
ni' shall I sing, whilc you i-est this hot head, and
clrcam of horse and hound and spearing the wilcl
bnar? ” addcd Yvonne, smoothing Che locks of hair
scattered on the grass, with a touch as gentle as if
the hand were that of a lady, and notthat of a peas-
aiit rough with hard work.

‘“bincc ! may not play a man’s part yct, amuse
me like a boy with the okl tales your muthcr used
totell n'hcn wc watched the fagots blaze in the
wiiiter nights. It is long since | have heard one,
and | am never tired hearing of the cleeds | mean
to match, if not outdo, some day.

Let me think a bit till I remembecr your favor-
itos, and do you listen to the bees abovc there in the
"illow, setling you a good examplc, idlc boy,” said
Yvonne, spreading a coarse apron for his head,
whilc shesat beside him rackinghcrbrain for tales
to bcguile this truant hour.

in this

Hcr father was the count’s forcster, and whcn the
countess had died some sixtcen years bcforc, Icav-
ing a month-old boy, good dame Gillian had takcn
the motherless baby and nurscd and reared him
with her little girl, so faithfully and tcndcrly that
the count never could forgct the loyal scrvice. As
babies, the two slept in one eradle; as children
they played and quarreled together; and as boy
and girl they defended, comfoitecl, and timused
oach uthcr, But time broiight inevitable changes,
and both fclt that the hour of separation was near;
for, whilc Yvonne w'ent on leading the pcasant
life to which she was born, Gastén was rcceiving
the education befitting a young coimt, The chap-
lain tauglit him to read and write, with lessons in
sacred history and a little Latin. Of the forester
he learned woodcraft, and his father taught him
hoisemaiiship and the use of arms, accomplish-
ments considered all-important in those days.

Gaston cared nothing for books, except such as
told tales of chivalry, but dearly ioved athletic
sports, and at sixtecn rodé the inost fiery horse
withoitt a fall, handled a sword admirably, could
kill a boar at the first shot, and longed ardently
for war, that he might prove himself a man. A
brave, high-spiritcd, generous boy, ivilli a very
tender spot in his heart for the good woinan who
had Iseen a mother to him and liis little foster-
sister, whose idol he was. For days he secmcd to
forgct thcsc humblc fricnds, and led the gay,
active life of his age and rank ; but if wounded in
the chasc, woiticcl by the chaplain, disappointed
in any plan, or in disgrace for any prank, he turncd
instinctively to Dame (iillian and Yvonne, surc of
help and comfort for mind and body.

Companionship with hira hadrcfincd the girl, and
given hcr glimpses of a \viild into which she could
never enter, yet whcre she could follow with eager
eyes and high hopos the fortunes of this dear Gas-
ton, who was both her prince and brothcr. Her
influencc over him \s-as great, for she was of a calm
and paticnt naturc, as well as brave and prudent
bevond hcr yeurs. Ilis will was law ; yet in seem-
ing to obey, she oftcn lcd him, and he thanked her
for the couiagc with which she helped him to con-
trol his fiery tcniper and strongwill, Now, as she
glanced at him she saw that he was alrcady growing
more tranquil imder the soothing infiiicnces of the
murmuring river, the soft flicker of the sunshine,
and a blessed scnsc of freedom.

So, while she twisted her-distaff, she told the
stirring tales of warrioi's, saints, and fairies whom all
Bi-cton peasants honor, love, and fear. But bcst of
all was the tale of Gaston’s own ancestor, Jean de
Beaumanoir, “ the hcio of Floermcl, w'hcre, whcn
sorely wounded and parched with thirst, he cricd
for water, and Gecoffrey clu Bois answcred, like a



grira oid wairior as he was, ‘Drink thy blood,
Beauinanoir, and thc thirst will pass’; and he
drank, and the battle inadness seized him, and he
slew ten men, winning the fight against great
odds, to his cverlasting glory.”

“ Ah, those were the limes to live in! Ifthey
could only come again, | woujd be asecond Jean !”

Gaston sprimg to his feet as he spoke, all aglow
with the warlike ardor of his race, and Yvonne
looked up at him, sure that he wou’d prove himselfa
worthy clescendant of the great barén and his wife,
the daugliter ofthc brave Du Guesclin.

“ But you shall not be treachcrously killcd, as he
was, for | will save you as thc pcasant woman saved
poor Gilies de Bretagne when starving in the tower,
or fight for you as Jcannc d’Arc fought for herlord,”
answered Yvonne, dropping her distaff to stretch
out her hand to him; for she, too, was on her fcct.

Gastén took the faithful hand, and pointing to
the whitc banner floating over the ruins of thc oid
castle, said heartily ; ‘We will always stand by
One another, and be true to the motto of our
house till doath.”

“We willl” answered the girl, and both kept
the promise loyally, as we shall see.

Just at that moment the sound of hoofs made
the young enthusiasts start and look tow'ard thc
road that wound through thc vallcy to thc hill.
An oid man on a slowly pacing mulé was all they
saw, but the change that carne overboth was comical
in its suddcnnoss; for thc gallant knight turned
to a truant school-boy, dauntcd by the sight of his
tutor, whilc thc rival of thc Maid of Orleans grcw
palé with dismay.

“ 1am lost if he spy me, for my father vowed |
should not hunt again unless I did my task. He
will see me if | run, and where can | hide till he
has past ?” whispcred Gastén, ashamed ofhis panic,
yet unwilling to pay the penalty of his prank.

But quick-witted Yvonne saved him; for lifting
one cnd ofthe long web oflinen, she showcd ahol-
low whenece somc grcat stone had bcecn moved, and
Gaston slipped into the gi-ecn nest, over which the
linen lay smoothly when replaced.

On carne the chaplain, glancing sharply about
him, being of an austere and suspicious natiire.
He saw nothing, however, but the peasant girl in
her quainl cap and wooden sabots, singing to licr-
self as she leaned against a tree with her carthen
jug in her hand. The mulé paused in the light
shadow of thc willows to crop a mouthful of grass
before climbing the hill, and the chaplain seemed
glad to resta moment, for thc day was warm and
the road dusty.

“ Come hither, child, and give me a draught of
water,” he called, and the girl ran to fili her pitchei-,
offcring it with a low reverence.

“ Thanks, daughter! A fine day for the bleach-
ing, but over warm for much travel.» Go to your
work, child; I will tarry a momentin the shadc be-
fore | return to my hard task of sharpening a dull
youth’s wit,” said the okl man when he had
drunk; and with a frowning glance at the roorn
where he had left his prisoner, he drew a breviarx
from his pocket and began to read, while thc mulé
browsed along the road-sidc.

Yvonne went to sprirtkling thc neglcctcd linen,

‘I FOI'ND YOU FAST ASLEEI' W nii THE UUOK ON THE FUhX

wondcring with mingled anxiety and girlish mcr-
riment how Gastén fared. The sun shone hoily
onthe dry cloth, and as she approachcd thc box's
hiding-place, a stir xvould have betrayed him h;ul
the chaplain’s eyes been lifted.

“ Sprinkle me quickly; I am stifiing
holc,” whispered an imploring voice.

* Drink thy blood, Beaumanoir, and thc thirs!
will pass,” quoted Yvonne, taking a naugbty
satisfaction in the ignominious captivity of the will-
ful boy. A long sigh was the only answer lie
gavc, and taking pity on him, she made a little
hnllow in the linen w'here she kncw his head la>-
and pnured in water till a choking sound assiircd
her Gaston had enough. The chaplain lookcd up.

in this



but tlic girl coughed loudly, as she went to vefill
ljer jug, with such a decmure face that he suspected
notliing, and presently ambled away to seek his
refi'actory piipil.

Themoment he disappeared, a small earthquake
secmed to take place under the linen, for it flcw
\i)) violently, and a pair of long legs waved joyfully
m the air as Gastén burst into a ringing laugh,
which Yvonne echoed heartily. Then, springing
u]!, he said, throwing back his wet hairand shaking
liib finger at hcr; “ You daved not betray rae, but
viu nearly clvownecl me, wicked girl. | can not
stop for vcngeance now; but 1'l1 toss you into the
river some day, and leave you to get out as yon
car..”

Then he wéas offas quickly as he carne, eager 10
reach his prison again before the chaplain carne to
.liear the unloarncd lesson. Yvonne watched him
till he climbcd safely in at the high window and
dis.i])peared with a wave of the hand, when she,
tou. went back to her work, little dreaming what
brave paris both were to play in dangers and cap-
ti\ilicsof tvhich these youthful pranks and pcrils
weie but a foreshadowing.

Two years later, in the month of March, 1793,
the insurrection broke out in Vcndce, and Gaston
had his wish; for the oid count had been an officer
of the king’s houschold, and hastened to prove his
lo\.ilty. Yvonne's heart beat high with pride as
shi- saw her foster-bi'other lide gallantly away be-
side his father, with a hundred armed vassals bc-
hind ihem, and the while banner fiuttcring above
thcir heads in the fresh forest wind.

She longed to go with him ; but her part was to
watch and wait, to hope and pray, till the hour
caine when she, like many another woman in those
dats, could prove hcrsclf as brave as a man, and
frecly risk her life for those she loved.

Flur months later the heavy tidings rcached
thcm that the oid count was Kkillecl and Gastén
taken prisoner. (ircat was the lamentation among
the oid men, women, and children Icftbchind; but
they had littlc time for sorro\v, for a band of the
marauding Vendeans burncd the chateaii, and laid
Waste the Abbey.

“ Now, Mother, 1 must up and away to find
and rescuc Gastén. 1lpromised, and if he lives, it
shall be done. Let me go ; you are safe now, and
there is no rest for me till 1 know how he fares,"
said Yvonne, when the raid was ovcr, and the
frightened peasants ventured to return from the
neighboring forcsts, whither they had hastily fied
for protection.

“ Go, my girl, and bring me ncws of our yoimg
lord. May you lead him safely home again to
rulo ovcr us,” answered Dame Gillian, devoted
still,— for her husband was reported dcad with

his master, yet she let her daughtcr go without a
inurmiir, feeling that no sacrificc was too great.

So Yvonne set out, taking with her Gaston’s pet
dove and the little sum of money carefully hoarded
for hcr marriage portion. The pretty winged
creature, frighlened by the destruction of its home,
had fiown to her for refuge, and she had cher-
ished it for its master’s sake, Now, when it would
not leave her, but carne circliiig around hcr head
a Icaguc away from Dinan, she accepted the good
ornen, and madc the bircl the companion of her
perilous journey.

There is no room to tell all the dangers, dis-
appointments and fatigues cndurcd bcforc she
found Gastén; but aftcr bcing often inisled by
falso rumors, she at last discovcred that he was a
prisoner in Fort Penthiévre. His own reckless cour-
age had brought him there, for in one of the many
skirmishcsin which he had taken part, he ventured
too far away from his men, and was capturcd after
fighting desperately to cut hisway out. Now, alone
in his cell, he raged like a caged eagle, feeling that
there was no hope of escape; for the fort stood on
a platean of precipitous rock wasbed on two sides
by the sea. He had heard of the massacre of the
royalist cmigrants who landed there, ;.nd tried to
prepare himself for a likc fate, hoping to die as
bravely as young Sombrcuil, who was sliot with
t\venty others on what was afterward naraed the
* Champ des Mariyrs."' His last worcls, when
ordered by the executioner to kneel, were, “ 1 do
it; but one kncc I bend for my God, the other for
my king."

Day after day Gaston lookcddown from his narrow
window, past which the gulls flew scrcaming, and
watched the fishers at thcir work, the women
gathering sea-wccd on the sliorc, and the whitc
sails flitting across the hay of Quiberon. liittcrly
did he regret tlie willfulness whicli brought him
there, well knowing thatif he liad obeyed ordcrs he
would now be frce to find his father’'s body and
avenge his dcath.

“ Oh, ibr one day of liberty, onc hope of escape,
one friend to checr tbis drcadful solitude!” he
cried, when wceks had passed and he seemed
uttcrly forgotten.

As he spoke, he shook the heavy bars with im-
poteiit strength, thcn bent bis head as if to hide
even from himself the few liot tcars wrung from
him by captivity and despaii-,

Standing so, with eyes too dim for sccing, soinc-
thing brushed against his hair, and a bird lit on
the naiTow ledge. He thought it was a gull, and
paid no heed; butin a moment a soft coo startled
him, andlooking up, he sawa white dove struggling
to gct in.

* Blanchette!” he cried, and the pretty creature

*«The FieW oi Manyrs.



flew to his hand, pecking at his lips in the oid ca-
ressing way he knew so well.

* My faithful bird, God bless thee !” exclaimed
the poor lacl, holding thc dovc ciése agaihst his
cheek to hide the trcmbling of his lip, so touched,
so glad was he to find in his dreary prison even a
diimb iriend and corafortcr.

But Dlanchette had her part to play, and pres-
ently fluttered back to thc window ledge, cooing
loudly as she pecked at something undcrneath
her wing.

Thcn Gastéon rcmeinbered how he used to send
raessages to Yvonne by this carrier-dove, and with
a thrill of joy looked for the token, hardly daring
to hope that any would be found. Yes! there,
tied carefully aniong the white fcathcrs, was a tiny
roll of paper, with these words rudcly written on it:

“ Beready; help will come. Y.”

“The bravc girl! thc loyal hcart! I might have
known she would kecp her promise, and come
to save me,” and Gaston dropped on his knees in
gratitilde.

Blanchctte mcantime tripped about the cell on
her iittle rosy feet, ate a few crurabs of the hard
bread, dippcd her beakin the jug of water, drcssed
her feathers daintily, then flew to thc bars and
called him. He had nothing to send back by this
surc messengcr but a lock of hair, and this he tied
with the same thread, in place of the note. Then
kissing the !)ird he badc it go, watching the
silver wings flash in thc sunshinc as it flew away,
carrving Joy with it and leaving hopc bchind.

After that thc little courier carne often unper-
ceived, carrying Ictters to and fro; for Yvonne sent
bits of paper and Gastén wrote his answers with
his blood and a quill from Blanchette’'s wing. He
thus learncd how Yvonne was living in a fisher’s
hut on the beach, and working for his rescue as
well as she dared. Every day she might be seen
gathering sea-weed on the rocks or twirling her
distaff at the door of the dilapidatod hut, not as a
young girl, but as an oid woman; forshe had stained
her fair skin, put on raggcd clothes, and hidden
her fresh face undcr the pcnt-house cap worn by
the women of Quiberon. Her neiglibore thought
her a poor soul icft desofate by the war, and let
her live unmolested. So she worked on secretly
and steaclily, playing her part well and biding her
timo till the long hempen rope was made, the sharp
file procured unsuspected, and a boat ready to rc-
ceive thc fugitivos.

Her plan was perilously simple, but the only
one possiblc; for Gaston was well guarded, and
out ofthat lofty coll it seemed that no prisoner could
escape without wings. A bird and a woman lIcnt
him those wings, and his daring flight was a ninc
days' wonder at the fort. Only a youth accustomed

to feats of agility and strength could have safciy
made that dangerous escape along thc face of tlie
cliff that rose straight up from thc shore. But
Gaston was well trained, and the boyish pranks
that used to bring him into dire disgrace now hclpcd
to save his life.

Tluis, when the order carne, written in the ruile
hand he had taught Yvonnelong ago, “ Pullup tle
thread which Blanchctte will bring at midnigi c
W atch fora light in thebay. Then come down, ;nd
St. Barbe protect you,” he was ready; for the liuie
file, brought by thc bird, had secretly done itswoi I;,
and sevcral bars were loose. He kncw that the 'v
tempt might cost him his life, butiyas willing toga;n
libcrty even at that pricc; for imprisonraent seeinvd
worse than dcath to his impatient sp'irit. Thej.ul-
or went his last round, thc grcat bell struck tlie
appointed hour, and Gastédn stood at the window,
straining his eyes lo catch the first ray of the
promiscd light, when the soft whir of wings glad-
dened bis car, and Blanchctte arrived, lookaig
scared and wct and weary, for rain fell, the wind
blew fitfully, and thc poor bird was imuscd to S'n'h
wild work as this. But obedient to its traini g,
it flew to its masler; and no angel could h.ive
been more welcome than thc storm-bcaten ! ilc
creature as it ncstlcd in bis bosom, whilc he an-
tanglod thc lengths of strong fine thread wo.iiid
about one ofits fcct.

He kncw what to do, and tying on thc file to une

cnd, as a wcight, he let it down, praying tha; no
cruel gust would brcak or blow it away. In a ino-

ment a quick Jerk at thc thread badc him jmil
again. A cord carne up, and when that wasfirinly
secured, a second jerk was the signal for the inst
and most importaiu haul. Up carne the siuut
rope, knotted here and there to add safety ;uid
strength to the hands and fcct that were to cliinb
down that frail ladder, unless somc cruel lite
clashed the poor boy dcad upon thc rocks below.
The rope was made fast to an iron staple insule,
the bars were torn away, and Gastdén creptthrniigli
the narrow opening to perch on the ledge ivitliout,
while Blanchettc flew down to tell Yvonne he was
Corning.

The moment thc distant spark appeared. he
bestirred himsclf, set his tccth, and boldly began
the dangerous dcscent. Rain blindcd him, the
wind beat him against the rock, bruising hands and
knees, and the way seemed cndless, as he climbcd
slowly down, clinging with the clutch of a drown-
ing man," and blessing Yvonne for the knots that
kept him from slipping when thc gusts blew him
to and fro. More than once he thought it was all
over; but thc good rope held fast, and strength
and courage nerved heart and limbs. One greater
than St. Barbe uphcld him, and he dropped at



last, breathless and blecding, besidc the laithful
Y'.'onne.

There wasno time for words, only a grasp of Che
hand, a sigh of gratitude, and they were away to
tliC boat that tossed on the wild water with a
single rower in his place.

“ Itisour Hoél. i found him looking for you.
He is true as steel. 1In, in, and off, or you are
loat!” whispered Yvonne, flinging a cloak about

Ci.iston, thrusting a purse, a sword, and a flask
jiito his hand, and holding the boat while he
k.ipcd in.

‘ellut you?” he cried; “ 1 can not leave you
in peril, after all you have dared and done for
nK-."

*‘No one suspects me; 1 am safe; go to my
mother, she willhide you, and I will follow soon.”

W aiting for no further speech, she pushed the
boat off, and watched it vanish in the darkness,
tlicn went away to give thanks, and rest after her
loiig work and excitement.

Gaston reached home safely, and Uame Gillian
coiicealed him in the ruins of the Abbcy, till
anxiety for Yvonne drove him out to seck and
K.'.ciie in his turn. For she did not come, and
Mliena returning soldier brought word that she had
bcen arrested in her flight, and sent to Nantcs,
(histon could not rest, but disguising himsclf as
a pcasant, went to find her, accompanied by faith-
ful Hoel, whi loved Yvonne, and wonld gladly
die for her and his young master. Their hearts
sutik when they discovcred that she was in the
Biiufflay, an oid fortress, once a royal residence,
and now a prison, crowded 'vith unfortunate and
innocent creatures, arrested on the slightest pre-
ivxls, and guillotincd or dvowncd by the infamous
CaiTler. Hundveds of mcn and women were there,
siiiTcring tcrtibly, and among thcm was Yvonne,
brave still, but with no hope of escape, for few
vare savcd, and then only by some liicky accident.
Like a sister of mercy she went among the poor
suuls crowded togethcr in the great halls, hungry,
culd, sick, and despairing, and they clung to her
as if she were some strong, sweet saint who could
deliver thcm or teach them how to die.

After some weeks of this terrible life, her namc
«as called one morning, on the list for that day’s
excciilon, and she rose to join the sad proccssion
setting forth.

“ Which is it to be ?” she askcd, as she passcd
One of the men who guardccl them, a rough fcllow,
«hosc face was half hidden by a shaggy beard

mYoii will be drownecl; we have no time to
Waste on women,” was the brutal answcr ; but as
the words passed his lips, a slip of paper was
prcsscd into her hand, and thcsc words breathed

into her car by a familiar voice : “ I am hcrc !~

It was Gastén, in the midst of cnemies, bcnt on
saving her at the risk of his life, rememboring all
he owed her, and the motto of his race. The
shock of this discovcty ncarly betrayed them both,
and turned her so white that the woman next her
put an arm about her, saying sweetly;

“ Courage, my sister; it is soon ovcr.”
1fcar nothing now !” cried Yvonne, and went
on totake her place Lnthe cart, looking soserene and
happy that those about her thought her already fit
for heaven.

No need to repeat the drcadful history of the
Noyades; it is enough to say that in the confusién
of the moment Yvonne found opportunity to read
and destroy the little paper, which said bviefly :

“ When you are flung into the river, cali my
fiame and float. 1| shall be near.”

She undcrstood, and being placed with a crowd
of wretched women on the oid vessel which lay in
the river Loire, she employcd every moment in
loosening the tope that ried her hands, and keep-
ing her eye on the tall, bcarded man who moved
about seeming to do bis work, while his blood
boilcd with supprcssed wrath, and his hcart ached
with unavailing pity. It was dusk bcfore the end
carne for Yvonne, and she was all imnerved by the
sad sights shchadbeen forccd to seo; but when
rude hands seizecl her, she made ready for the
plunge, sure that Gastéon would “ be near.” He
was, for in the darkness and iiproar, he could leap
after her imseen, and while she floatcd, he cut the
rope, then swam down the river with her hand up-
en his shoulder till they dared to land. Both were
nearly spent with the excitement and exertion of
that dreadful hour; but Moel waited for them
on the shore and helped Gaston carry poor
Yvonne into a deserted housc, where they gavc
her fire, food, dry garments, and the gladdcst wel-
comc one human creature cvcr gave to another.

Being a robust peasant, the girl carne safely
thtough hardships that would have killcd or crazed
a frailer creature ; and she was soon ablc to rejoice
witb the bravo fellows over this escape, so auda-
ciously planned and so boldly catried out. They
dared stay but a few hours, and before dawn were
hastening through the least frcqiiented ways to-
ward home, finding safety in the clistracted statc
of the country, which made fugitives no unusual
sight and refugees plentiful. One more advent-
iire, and that a happy onc, completed thcir joy,
and turned thcir flight into a ttiumpliant march.

Pausing in the dcpths of the gtcat forest of
Hunaudaye to rest, the two young mcn went to
find food, leaving Yvonne to tcnd the fire and
make ready to cook the venison they hoped to
bring. Itwas night-fall, and another day would sce
them in Dinan, they hoped; but tlic iads had con-



sented to pause for the girl’'s sake, for she was worn
out with thcir rapid flight. They were talking of
thcir adventures in high spirits, when Gaston laid
his hand on Hoél’'s mouth and pointed to a green
slope before them. Au carly moon gave light
enough to show them a dark form moving quickly
into the coppice, and somcthing like the antlers of
a stag showcd above the tall brakes before they
vanished. “ Slip around and drive him this way.
I never miss my aim, and we will sup royally to-
night,” whispered Gastén, glad to use the arms
with which they had providcd thcmselves.

Hoél slipped away, and prcsentiy a rustle in the
wood bctrayed the cautious approach of the deer.
But he was off before a shot could be fired, and
the disappointed himtcrs followed long and far,
resolved not to go back cmpty-handed. Tliey
had to give it up, however, and were partiaily
consolcd by a rabbit, which Hocl flung ovcr his
shoulder, while Gastén, forgetting caution, began
to sing an oid song the women of Brittany iovc
sowell:

“ Quand vous ¢ricz capilf, Bcrccand, fils de Breiagnc,

Tou$ les fuseaux toiimaient aussidans )a campagne.”

He got no further, for the stanza was finished by
a voice that had often joincd in the bailad, when
Dame Gillian sang it to the children, as she spun :

“ Chaqué femine apporte son ccheveau de Un:
Ce fnt volrc ranzéon, MessJrc du Guesclin.”

Both paused, thinking that some spirit of the
wood mockcd them ; buta loud laugh and a familiar
“ Holo ! holo!” made Hoél cry, “ The forester!”
while Gastén dashed headlong into the thicket
whence the sound carne, there to find the jolly
forester, indeed, with a slain deer by his side,
waiting to receive them with open arms.

“ | taught you to stalk the deer and spear the
boar, not to hunt your fellow-creaturcs, my lord.

But 1forgive you, for it was weli done, and | had
a hard run to escape,” he said, still laughing.

‘" But how carne you here?” cried both the
youths, in grcat cxcitement; forthe good man was
supposed to be dead with his oid master.

“ A long tale, for which I have a short and
happy answer. Come home to supper with me,
and | 'lIl show you ji sight that will gladden hcaris
and eyes,” he answered, shouldering his load and
leading the way to a dcscrtcd hennitage, whidi
liad servad many a fugitive for a sheltci'. As
they went, Gastén poured out his story, and told
how Yvonne was waiting for them in the wood.

“ Brave lads! and here is your reward,” tui-
swered the forester, pushing open the door and
poinling to tlie figure ofa man with a palé face :ind
bandagcd head lying asleep beside the fire.

It was the count, sorely wounded, but alno.
thanks to his dcvotcd follower, who had savecl him
when the fight was over; and after weeks of c<m-
cealment, suffering, and anxiety, had brought him
so far toward home.

No need to tell of the happy meeting that nigla,
fior of the glad return; for, though the chatcau as
in ruins and lives were still in dnngcr, they al!l werc
together, and the tridis they had passed throughonly
madc the tics of lovc and loyalty between high .and
low more true and tender. Good Dame Gilli.in
housed thcm all, and nursed her master back lo
Health. Yvonne and Hoél had a gay wedding in
the course of time, and Gaston went to the w.irs
again. A ncw chateau rose on the ruins of tlie
oid, and when the young lord took possession, he
replaced the banner that was lost with one of f.iit
lincn, spun and woven liy the two women who li.ui
been so faithful to him and his, but addcd a whue
dove above the ciasped hands and golden legend,
never so true as now,

“ En tout chemin loyaucé."
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By Caroi.ine a. Mason.
AppLE-blossoms in the orchard Coolcst fcrns within thc hollows,
Singing birds on evcry tree; Cnlumbines among the rocks;
Grass a-growing in thc mcadows
Just as grcen as groen can be; Dripping strcams, delicious mosses,
Tasscls on thc maplc-trces;
Violets in sbady places,— Drowsy insects, liumming, humming;
Swcetest flowcrs were ever seen ! — Golden bultcrflies, and bees;
Hosts of starry dandelions,— . . .
“ Urops of gold among the grcen !” Daffodils in garden bordéis,
Ficry tulips dashed with clew;
Palé arbutus, fairy wind-flowers Crociis-flowcrs; and, through thc greenncss,

Innocents in smiling flocks; Snow-drops looking out at you



TWO BOYS OF MIGGLESVILLE.
By W. W. FiNK.
Part i. “ Say, Will,” said Tommy, with nervous diro

HOW TOMMY STARTED THE LIURARY.

“ NonSENSE, Tommy ! Start a piiblic library
in Migglesville ? Books cost money, my ljoy, and
people in this town don’t spend money that way.
They would n't subscribe ten dollars.”

Mr. Glen was evidently out of patience with
Migglesville; butsceing the look ofdisappointment
on his son’s face, he said ;

“ W hat books do you want?”

“ 1 would rather not tell,” said Tommy, with a
firm expression on his pinched, white face ; for he
was a cripple, and his face showed the marks of
suffcring and ill-health. “ You are not able to
buy books for me, but I think I can start a public

library.”
“ Well, well,” said Mr, Glen, good-naturedly,
“ try it if you like, but don’t be disappointed if

you fail; for remembcr, we are living in Miggles-
villc now.” And he went away, fceling that he
would hoar no more of the library.

Migglesville was a small town, and, what was
worse for Tommy’s undertaking, it was well-nigh
a dead toivn. It was discouragecl. The coimty-
seat had gonc to Kitcsboro’, six miles away, The
railroad, if one evcr carne to the county, would be
sure to go to Kitesboro’. There wa9 talk of a
seminary at Kitesboro’, and they already had
graded schools there. Migglesville had nothing
but oid houses and bad luck. Yet it was here that
Tommy Glen planned to start a public library.

“ How many books would be a library?” he
said to himsclf as he balanced his crutch across
his knee.

Then he turned to his dictionary and read,

“ U 'bniry, n, 1. A colJfiCtloii of books/’

“ It does n’'t say a hundrod for a thousand,”
said he, “ but a collection.”
So he turned to the word collcciion, and read,

‘“Collcc'licm, n. 2. Tliaiw llich ia gntheTO<lordiawii togethev."

Suddenly he fclt that he must scream | he had
such a happy idea! He threw on his hat, took
his crutch, and started off to see Wiilie Groome.
He knew that W illie’s constant dcsire was to read
Gordon’s “ South .Africa,” that he thought of it by

day and dreamcd of lion-hunting by night. W iilie
was at work in his father’s garden.
“ Heigho, Tommy,” he said, as the latter ap-

proached.

ncss, “ what book would you rather read than a'i\'
otlicr book in the world ?”

“ Gordon’s ‘ South Africa,”” answered Willif,
excitedly.

“ Then why don’t you buy it ?” asked Tomivy.

“ Father says itwouklbe foolish for me tospcnd
all my money on one book, and that only abmit
lions and tigers and things.”

“ Well, would n'theletyou buy itifsome mori of
USwould buy abook apieceandexchangewith yon?”

“ Why, that would be a kind of a circulaciig
library, Tommy,” exclaimed Wiilie.

“ Ofcoursc it would.”

“ But, Tommy, cvcrybody’'d want to borruiv
our books, and we would n’t have half a chan'i "

“ We would n't let '’em,” said Tommy, nn-
phatically, “ Nobody can get a book out ol iliis
library without putting one in.”

Just then Willie’s father carne toward them.

“ Glad to see you out, Tommy,” he said picas-
antly. “ Wiilie, you can stop work and play wijth
Tommy.”

“ I clicln't come to play, Mr. Groome ;
on business,” answered the lame boy.

“Onbusiness! Whew! Whatkind ofbusine—:”

Then Tommy explaincd his plan so clcarly and
enthusiastically that Mr. Groome said;

“ Yes; Wiilie can buy the book. He has m<nicy
enough of his owii, and if by buying one booV he
can get several more to read, | should sa> tiuit
would be doing very well.”

“ And wont you let him get it right a\va\?”
said Tommy, eagerly. “ 1am going to buy mine,
but it wont be so showy as Tommy'’'s, for his lias
pictures, and ”

“ Oh, | see,” said Mr. Groome, laughirgly.
“ you want it, so that the other fellows can see
what they will miss if they don’tjoin in ?”

Tommy confcssed that such was his idea, and,
with a hcarty laugh at his “ generalship,” Mr-
Groome left the boys with the promise that Wiilie
could go to Kitesboro the next day and buy the
book-

The next day Wiilie carne bounding into Toin-
my’s room with Gordon’s “ South Africa.”

In a minute the two boys were poring ovcr its
pages.

“ Oh, look! Is n’t that glorious!” exclaiineti
Wi iilie, as they turned to the pictiirc of a lion-hunt

Tommy was about to rcply when, looking

I cune



through the window, he saw Harry Lafe and Si
Miiford across thc Street.

« Just the boys | wanted to see. Please cali
tlu-in, W ill.”
*Yes ; but they ’'ll be for looking all over the

biok. and we wont have half achance,” said W lllie.
* That'’s just what | want,” answered Tommy.
“ 1)on’t you see the point?”
W'illie called them, but much against his own
indinations.
What 's up ?” said Harry, as they entered the

THIS 1'0O1 NDEKS OF THE

toom,and the nextmomenChecxclaimcd: “ W hew!
Gnrdon’s ‘South Africa!” Whosc is that?”

“ Willic bought it,” said Tommy, “ and | 'm to
buy another book, and thcn we 'll exchange.”

“ Say, boys, “ said Si, “ lend this book to me
first, after you 've read it, wont you ?”

“ Not unless you Iniy a book, and put into the
library with ours,” said Tommy.

“

The library!" said Si, qucstioningly.
Yes. We 're a Library Association, and any
one can join it by putting in one good book.”

“ Oh, fiddle !” said Si. “ I don’tbuy books to
give away. Not much!”

“ All right,” said Tommy, with a great show of
indifTercnce.

“Yes; but I shoukl say tt would be very mean
not to lend a fellow a book after you 'd read it,”
persisted Si.

“ And | should say it would be veiy mean to

“

WICGLBSVILLfi UnRAKV.

want somc onc to buy books for you when you
were not willing to return the compliment,” said
Harry Lafie, with somc warmth. “ 1°’ll buy a
book to get into this arrongcment. Let ’'s see.
F'iftecn or twenty felloxvs would be fifteen or twcnty
books that we could all read by buying onc apicce.
Fommy, wh.at are you going to buy?”

Now Prescntt’'s “ Conquest of México” was the



greatdesire of Tommy'’s heart, and he had talked
so much about it with Harry and Si that he knew
they were as anxious to read it as he was.

So hesaid : “ I will buy one volume of *Prescott’
if you will buy another.”

“ 1 Tl buy one,” said Harry.
another, wont you ?”

“ No, you don’t,” cxclaimed Si.

“ Don't \s'hat ?’’ asked Harry.

“ 1 said | would n't go into this thing,
I wont,” said Si, with an injured air.

“Well, we don’t wish to forcé you to buy a
book. Si,” said Tommy, plcasantly.

Just then he called their attention to the picture
of a lion-hunt, and they all bent ovcr him to see it.

“ Goodness !” he exclaimed, “ don’t sraother a
fellow!”

“ Then read somcthing out loud,"

“ All right. Sit down and 1 will.”

They all rangcd themselves before him, and he
began reading:

" Si, you TI buy

and

cried Si.

“ The hunters were now in the Jungle, and thoy
could hear the lion’s dcep and terrible roar. Sud-
denly thcrc was a crashing of tangled underbrush,
and the king of beasts sprang madly forward from
hislair. The natives scattered in terror, Icaving the
intrepid white man to roccivc the chargc alone ; but
with wonderful coolness he dropped upon one knee,
and bringinghisrifleto his face, took delibérate aim,
and pulled the trigger, but his gun misscd fire !'”

By this time, Willie’s stubby hair was standing
fiercely erect, in delightful horror. Harry's eyes
were nearly as large as sauce-dishcs, while Si
was holding his breath, working the rauscles of his
face and clenching his fists in utter disregard of his
personal appearance.

But just at this point, Tommy closed the book
on his finger, and said quietly: “ Come to think
of it, this isn’t according to the rules.”

“ What isn'taccording to the rules ?” exclaimed
his listcners, almost fiercely.

“ Reading a librai-y buok to outsiders,”
Tommy.

“ Oh, go on !” cried Si.

“ Don’'t do it,” said Harry.
allow it, unless Si will
volume of ‘ Prescott.””

“Well, I'11— I TI do it, said Si. “ Read on.”

Tommy read vcry gladly after this, until the
lion lay dead at the hunter’s feet.

Then they fell to planning in good carnest. Si
was now as cnthusiastic as any of thcm. He and
Tommy gavc Harry their share of the money to
buy “ Prescott,” and the ncxt day found thcm all
together again with the cherished volumcs before

rcplied

“ Our rules wont
agrce to buy the other

them. They had a library ! and they decidcd to
cali themselves the Migglcsvillc Library Associa-
tion. Among other ruleswhich they adopted were
the following:

“ ist. Any one can becomc a life member by con-
tributing a book costing two dollars, a book costing
lessthan that only giving a membei-ship forone year.

“ 2d. Two or inore persons may club together to
buy expensive books, so that membership necd
not cost more than two doliais.

“3d. No book will be received which is eitlicr
vulgar or silly, but ” (as Tommy putit) “ ‘ a biiok
can be asfunny or adventuresome as it picases.””

Not many days passed bcforc tire neighbors lle-
gan wondcring why so many boys were going in
to see Tommy Glen. And it was also rcmarki.'d
that boys who had never been known to work iw-
forc were buzzing around like horncts, huiiting
Jobs, cuttingwood, raking hay,— anything to earn
money. Was Migglesville waking up i Had thcrc
been a reformation,— or was thcrc acircus cominj;?

The book-scller at Kitesboro’ noticed a gicai
improvement in his tiade; and, what was \ery
strangc, nearly every onc to whom lie sold a huok
was a Migglesville boy, or a Migglesville giiT; for
the giris had taken the library fcver, and wcic as
anxious to buy books as the boys.

Occasionally some one would be refraciory,
wishiiig to borrow books without bccomiuu a
member. But Tommy’s rules and Tommy's laci
conquered .this clifficulty also.

The farmcrs’ boys caught the spirit, and caiiu' to
the library from miles around.

Tommy's mother had entercd heartily into the
work, and made cverything agreeable in Tommy's
room forall who carne. Mr.* Glen was aw ay on bosi-
ncss, and as yet knew nothing of his son’s succcss.

When it was noised abroad that the boys liad
started a library, there was general astonishincnt.

A library in Migglesville ! Some older pcople
slipped in to see what it meant, and found so
many interesting books that they were glad to buy
“ a book apicce” and join the Association.

Whcn Mr. Cien returned to Migglesville, almost
the first qucstion he asked was:
how about that library?”

“ Most of our books are out,” said Tommy, so
much excitcd that he could not stop to explain, at
the same time leading tlic way to his room.

Mr. Glen lookcd at tlic books and riibbcd bis
eyes to be sure that he was not dreaming.

“ Here is our list,” said Tommy.

“ *Here is our list!”” vcpcated Mr. Glen in be-
wildermcnt. Then lie ran his eyes down the
column. It contained a total of ninety-ninc vol-
umes, and their cost footcd up $150.00 !

“ Who subscribcd all this money ?” said he.

“ Well, Tomray,



Nobody,” answered Toramy.
Then, whcrc on earth did these books come
frinn ?2”

Tommy told the story of the library.

“ If you had tried to raise a subscription, you
would have failed,” said Mr, Glen. “ Tommy,
vou are a generali 1 am proud of you! Your
iibrary will do great things for Migglesville.”

The next day, there was the regular mccting of
the Library Association ; and just as Tommy had
tiiiished reading his vcport, sometbing happencd
wiiich made the library of much more importance
tu Migglesville than any one could have belicved,
although at the time it seemed of no consequence,
buyond the fact that it was vcry funny ;

The door opened and a pooiiy ciad, broad-
faced, stupid-looking boy of fifieen walkcd into the
room with a book under his arm.

Thiswas Johnny Haven. Any onc would have told
you that he was the dullestboy in town; notthat he
was a fiol. He seemed prdiiiarily bright when it
carne to work or pla>-, but he never knew his les-
soiis at school. He was the laughing-stock of much
siiialler boys; and some of the more cruel called
him to his face, the “ Migglesville Dunce.”

No one had thought of asking him to join the
Lilirary Association ; but he had worked, earncd
niciiey, bought a book, and hcrc he was.

“ Helio, Johnny,” whispered a boy beside him,
‘e are you in this thing, too ?”

No ; but 1'd like to be,” replied Johnny.

“ Gota book ?”

“Yes.”

'* Well, why don’t you haitd it in?”

‘* Is that the way to do ?”

“Yes; go right iip.” And as Johnny walkecl
forward, the boy turned and winkcd at some of his
fellows. There was a good deal of curiosity to
know whatkind ofbookJohnny Haven had brought;
and when Tommy took it and read its titic, “ Ele-
muiits of Gcology,” there was a burst of l.aughter,
in which even the gentlemen and ladies prcsont
were forced to join. If his book had bccn a
Chinese grammar, it could not have astonished
them more.

But only one, Job Spcncer, was mean enough
tu say :

" Well, Professor Haven, that book may do
fui' a -if'ise man like you ; bur the rest uf us are not
tim far along. Guessyou 'd bettcr take it home.”

Few laughcd at his hcartless speech, however.

“What book did you put in?” demandcd
Johnny.

“ Robinson Crusoc.”

“ Well,” said Johnny, “ this geology is worth
forty Robinson Crusoes !”

There was another laugh, but Dr. Brownlow

said quickly, “ Johnny is right. If |1 had to take
my choice between any half-dozen books in this
excellent library, and a geology, I would take
the geology. | hope you will accept Johnny’s
offcr, and that others may contribute books on
kindved subjccts. 1 imend doing so inyself, pro-
vided you take Johnny in.”

Of course Johnny was admitted, but there was
much raerry-making at his expense. Even the
other books in the library seemed to laugh at his
geology i yet we will sec how long their laughtcr
lasted.

Part I
THE “ MHKILESVIU.E DUNCE.”

W e must go back a little from the time whcn
Johnny Haven set the boys and girls of Miggles-
ville to laughing by bringing a geology to the
liljrary.

Poor Johnny was always at the foot of his class.
It was not a gradctj scliool, and not a very good
one of its kind; but it did manage to have an
cxamination at the cidse of the year.

Mr. Haven had been watching his son’s lack of
progress with deepening mortification and sorrow;
but whcn examination day carne, and Johnny
failed in dV-erything, his chagrin was keen indced.

“ Johnny,” he said, after it was all ovcr and
they were at home, “ what is the matter? You
hardly answered a question, and yet you did not
seem to caro.”

Johnny scldom betrayed any emotion, but now
his lip quivcred and his cheek flushed.

* 1 do cate !” he cxciaimed ; “ but do you sup-
posc | am going to show it?”

The wotds were like musLc in his parent’s cara.
It was not indifference after all, but grit.

“ Father,” he said, “ have n't | studied hard?”

“ Yes, my boy, hard'enougb to have committed
all your books to memory.”

“ 1 know a good dcal more than they think 1

do,” said Johnny ; “ but whcn 1 come to recite |
get bothercd; they laugh at me, and 1 forget it
all. 1 want to leave school!”

* Leave school!” exclaimed Mr. Haven.

“ Yes, sir; and stucly at home.”

“ W hy not study at school ?”

“ Bccause tlicy inakc me study too many things
atoncc. | wasn’t madeto study everythingatonce.
I 'd rather know one thing well than forty things

a little. 1 don’t want to go to that school any
more!” he continued, almost fiercely. “ But if
you 'll let me study at home, | 'll show you that 1

can learn a great deal of one thing while they are
learning a little of everything.”
* Pcrhaps you are right, Johnny,” said Mr.



Haven. “ As arule, it is better for boys and girls
to go to sehool and lay a broad foundation for an
education. Still, ifyou can’t get on at sehool, you
can try studying at home. But what put this idea
into your head ?”

“ 1 thought it out,” said Johnny. “ And then
when Will Regan carne home from college and
could n’t pass an examination for teacher at Kitcs-
boro’, and did n't know enough for county siir-
veyor, and could n't keep books or do anything
else, I thought it would have been much better
for him if he had known just one thing well.”

“ Well, my boy, what do you wish to know
well?”

“ Geology.”

“ Geology ! Why?”

“ Because | know 1 should like it, and then |

was reading thc other day that a practical geolo-
gist could makc a good living.”

“ But you will need to understand other things
before you can master geology,” said Mr. Haven.

“Then 1 can learn them,” said Johnny, his
eyes shining like stars.

So he had his father’'s consent to try his plan,
and the Migglesville sehool lost its dunce.

People said Mr. Haven was wise in taking
Johnny from sehool, for he could learn nothing.
They did not know that Johnnywas studying harder
than any other boy in to'vn.

Dr. Brownlow contribiited a zodlogy, a botany,
and an advanced work on geology to thc library,

and induced others to contribute other scientific
books.
A year passed, and still the library grcw.

Tommy Glen had his hands full, all the books he
could read, and the glorious consciousness that he
was doing good in Migglesville.

The thought sent the blood flying through his
veins, and as it rushed along, it began picking up
and throwing away little' particles of unhcalthy
muscle and bone, leaving in their stead larger and
healthier particles.

The library was also at work in the sluggish
body of Migglesville. The oid town waked up,
rubbed its eyes, washed its face, combed its hair,
and felt better. Weeds suffercd where they had
previously floiirished; fences at which cows had
laughed now laughcd at the cows. Then Miggles-
ville waked up a little more, and organizad a
Lyceum; a little more, and gradccl schools were
introduced.

Few thought of Johnny Haven. Tommy Glen
noticed that he always drew some scientific work
from thc library, and felt very sorry for the poor
boy who seemed so anxious to read hard books
which he never could understand. A genuino
friendship grew "up between them, but it sprung

from sympathy for each other’s misfortunes. Still,
fcaring to wound Johnny's fcelings, Tommy nexcr
tricd to find out how much the former knew abt.ut
the books he was reading, and Johnny never told.

He spent a great deal of time roving up and
down thc river, and over the hills, bcating stoncs
to pieces and carrying them home — for playthinps;
so it seemed to the people of Migglesville.

But he knew every ledge of rock along the nver
for railes each way, and tlie little pieces he can icd
home were specimens for his cabinet.

When he camc to a difficult question, he tonk
hold of it like a bull-dog, and never let go untii he
had mastered it.

He was not dull. He was one-idcaed, and cne-
ideaed people have alwaj's been the moving spirits
of the world. He found that a lenowledge of !;ot-
any and zoolog>' was essential to the underst..;id-
iiig of geology, and he attacked them.

The pictures of the fossil remains of mastoch ns,
mammoths, and other gigantic animals filletl liim
with wonder. His study became more enchaiuing
than the wildest romance.

One day word carne to town that Mr. Martin,
whose farm adjoined Migglesville, had found aii
enormous tooth, a mammoth’s tooth, “ as larco as
,a w'ater-bucket.”

People flocked to see it. Few had ever ;-ccn
anything of the kind, but all agreed it must bea
mammoth’s tooth,— it was so large !

Just then some one began laugbing.

“ There comes the Migglesville dunce! Nov
we’ll find out all about it,” said Job Spenccr.
And Johnny carne bounding from thc t xn,

barehcaded, his hair flying in the wind, and his
eyes shining like stars.

“ Where is it?” he cried, bolting through thc
crowd.
“ Here it is, Professor. Wont you give us a

lecture on the mammoth?” sneered Job. The
secret of Job’s hatrcd for Johnny was that, hw'ing
tried to abuse Johnny some time before, he had
received a sound flogging in return; and he now
only darcd attack him with his tongue.

Johnny fcll on his knees before the tooth, rollcd
it over, ran his fingers nervously around it, and
then raised it so as to see its crown.

“Itisn'ta mammoth’s tooth at all!” he cried.
“It'sa mastodon’s.”

“Oh ! Of course you know all about it at lirst
sight! ” sneered Job.

“ Yes, sir; | do know. A mammoth’s tooth is
nearly smooth, like an clcphant’s, for they "cre
nothing but big elcphants ; but a mastodon’s tooth
is covered with pointcd knobs, just like this, and
it is a mastodon’s tooth.”

“ Johnny isright!” said Dr. Brownlow with sud-



den energy. “ 1 had forgotten the distinction, but
Johiuiy has not. This is the tooth of a mastodon,”
'Well, it’s all he does know,” persisted Job.
*'May be it is,” said Johnny, quietly; then, turn-
mg to Mr. Martin, he asked eagerly, “ What will
you take for that tonth ?”
Mr. Martin lookcd puzzied.
gi\e?” he asked, by way of reply.
" 1'll work a month for it,” said Johnny.

“ What'll you
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Then there was another “ Work a
mouth for an oid tooth !'”

‘e | reckon it’'s hardly worth all that,” said Mr.
Maniii. '* Work a week, and you canhavc it.”

“ -Ml vight,” said Johnny. The crowd dispcrsed,
vety much amuscd at the whole affair.

Yet no one had any idea that Johnny knew
much moro than he had shown that day.

hui in the room in his father’'s housc to which
be carried his prccious relie was a very complete
"Mullection of the rocks and plants of the country for
miles around.

Vi)i. X1.— g9

laugh.

As time passed by, he earned money to buy
books; and aftcr awhile he had the bcst scicntific
library in town.

He was now ninetcen, and was growing a little
mustache. Pcople said, “ It is awondcr bow John-
ny Havcn has improved in looks,” and “ W hat a
pity it is that he should be so dull!”

He spent more time than ever on the hills and
along the river. True, he worked very hard when

'IHB I-IKST TKAIN AT FTIOCLESVILLE.

his father necded him, or whcn he hircd out to
some one else; but he was frcqucntly abscnt on his
odd cxcursions for days together.

About this time, Migglesville surprised itsclf by
voling a tax to I>uy more books for the library,
making it free for all, and paying Tommy Glen a
salary as librarian.

A little later, Kitesboro’ bccame excitecl. The
railroad was Corning! It was still a hundred miles
away, butitwas coming. The engineers had been
in the neighborhood, mapping out the iinc; and
Kitesboro’ being the chicf town within a section of



fifty miles, they had planned to run the’railroad
through — so the officers said— if— if Kitesboro’
would give the right of way, station-groiinds, and
fifty thousand dollare!

Then Kitesboro’ sat down and laughed. The
idea! The railroad wouldcome, anyway. Could n’t
afford to miss Kitesboro’. Kitesboro’ would n’t give
a cent lo induce the railroad to come.

Every one burncd wood in all that country, for
there was plenty of it. No one thought of coal—
no one except Johnny Haven.

W hen he heard of the railroad, he thought of
coal for the engines and for shipping to the great
plains out W est where the toad was going.

“According to geology,” 'said he to himself,
“ there ought to be coal hete.”

Heread his books again on the subject of the
coal formations, and then he disappearcd from
Migglesville almost altogether. Peoplc saw him
leaving town early every morning with some
tools on his shoulder, but thought nothing of it.
Only his parents knew what he was doing.

The railroad engincers were at work twenty
miles cast of Kitesboro’, siirveying lines in various
directions, to make the peoplc of Kitesboro’ think
they were going somewherc clse.

One da)', a young man with a little mustache
rodé into thcir camp and began asking questions.

“ Where do you get your coal?” he said to one
of the officers of the road.

“At B , three himdred miles east of this.”

“ 1 can show you a fine vein ofcoal not far from
here,” said lTho young man.

This brought the railroad mcn about him, and
the questions fiew thick and fast from both sidos.

He did not tell them where the coal was, ex-
cept that the railroad could easily reach it without
bridgingthe river. To reach Kitesboro’, they would
have to build a very expensive bridgc.

After a hurried consultation, some of the respon-
sible officers of the road were tclcgraphed and
soon appcarcd, accompanied by an experienced
mining engineer, and started with the young man
toward Migglesvilie.

W hcn they reachcd that place, they went directly
to Mr. Haven’s housc.

Papcrs weré drawn up and signed, in which itwas
agreed that, ifcertain thingswere justso, they would
do so and so ; after which they all rodé dow'n the
river to a tract of land which Mr. Haven had often
tried to seil, but could not, bccause it was so broken.

Whcn they returned, more papers were signed ;
after which the railroad men bought a large tract
of land in the edge of Migglesville, and a great
many coérner lots, for none of which fliey paicl
very much, since land, like everything else, was
cheap in the poor oid town.

Then it was discovered that the railroad was
Corning to Migglesville. Migglesville threw up
its hat and yelled for Joy.

Kitesboro’, hearing the shout, became friglu-
cned, and raiscd the fifty thousand dollars, liut
was told to kecp it. It raised seventy-five thdu-
sand, one hundred thousand, and sent a commii'ec
over to Migglesville to see the officers of the road.

But their answer was: “ We are coming to
Migglesville. We have coal hcrc, and thai is
worth more than forty Kitesboro’s.”

“ Coal ?” cried Migglesville.

“ Coal ?” cried Kitesboro’.

“ Yes. Young Haven found it, and then lie
found US."
“ Coal! Johnny Haven! }ohn-nee /ritM a!

W ell, a fool for luck !'”

But Migglesville said this under its breatli.

Before the railroad men left town, however, rfie
mining engineer said to some of the citizens ;

“ You ought to be proud of young Haven. He
knows more aljoiit geology than any one of his

age | ever saw, We are going to send him on
ahead to look up the coal mattcrs for the c.,un
pany.”

Then Migglesville wakecl up more than nor,
and it is safe to say that before miclnight, vlien
the first peoplc went to bcd, the narae of Johnny
Haven had been pronounced two thousand times.
Every one called him a gcnius, Within a ueek,
at least a dozen young men, who had been mkin
ming over all kinds of studies, bought goof gies
and began to realize how little they knew.

A bank was started in Migglesville, and Mr.
Haven deposited ten thousand dollars, one-hnlif in
Johnny’s Aiame. It was what he had rcceivcd for
the land he had not bccn able to scll until Jolniny
found coal on it.

“ Ten thousand dollars! Johnny Hav«nl”
but no onc said “ a fool for luck ” any more.

Then the great day carne, whcn the first irnin
stcamcd into town. A great many Kitesboro men
xvcre there, for Kitesboro’ was moving ovcr.

On tbc tvain, among Icading railroad men, caine
Johnny Haven, and when he stepped upon tiie
platform he rcceived a cheqj' that nearly took .nvay
his brcath.

A banquct followcd, and speeches and toasts.
But something was wrong. Whenevcr a speaker
said “ Migglesville,” Migglesville hung its head.
It was ashamed of its fiame.

It dicl well enough so long as Migglesville was
oid and slccpy and shabby, but for a Uve railroati
town, the ccntcr of what was to be a great cual
tradc, it would never do.

And finally, it fclt so badly about it that 1>.
Brownlow, mounting a platform, said :
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I propose that we take the necessary steps
to'xard cltanging the fAame of this town, and I
ho])e that we may fiame it after the two young
mm who have done more than all others to make
it'i'hat it is, and what it proinises to be ;

*First, after Thomas Glen, who had thc courage
aiv; genius to start a public library [applause] ;
sei >nd, after John Haven, who, by his untiring
emrgy and splenclid abilities, made himself mas-
ter. first of one and then of many things, and, by
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the light of that science he so dearly loves, guided
the railroad to this town.”

Then Migglesville threw up its hat and jumped
after it, and thc sound of inany voices was heard
by the loitely watchers at Kitesboro’.

And now, when Mr. John Haven, in charge of
the U. S- Geological Survey in thc Rocky Mount-
ains, writes to his proud and happy parents, he
does not address his lettcr to Migglesville, but to
Gkn Haven.

E TUNING-FORK.

By John R. Coryell.

The snake-chavmer uses music to subduc the
poisonous cobra ; but that is not so very stavtling,
for even if the snakc be a horrid creature, there is

something in its gliding grace which makes its

liking for the sweet notes of the flute seem almost
harmonious. As for tlie bird, the very thought
of the daiiity creature brings music to thc mind.
Then, again, stories which tell of dogs, horses,
rabbits, or mice, even, appreciating and enjoying
music do not seem at all incredible. But when it
comes to saying that spiders like music,— Well, 1
do say that.

A great many years ago, a prisoner of state,
who was allowcd to chcer the solitiidc of his dun-
geon by playing on his flute, discovered after a
while that, every tinte he played, a great number
of spidcis gathered about him. When he ccased
playing, his audience immediately scampercd back
to their webs. Since tbat lime, the liking of
spiders for music has often been tcsted and provcd.
I myself would have been glad to play for a spiclcr
audicncc, but, to own the sad truth, 1 am not well
enough acquainted with any musical instrumcnt
to coax a tune out of it. 1 did try scveral times
to charm spiders by whistling to them ; but citlicr
it is truc, as my friends say, that | do not know
how to whistle, O1 spiders do not carc for that son
of music.

Pcrhaps 1 would have given up trying to satisfy
mvself of the liking of spiders for music, had not
a scientific gcntleman of Europe given me a valu-
ablc hint by an cxperiment of his own. He used
a tuning-fork. Now 1 can play a tuning-fork as
well as anybody. It is only necessary to hnld thc
fork by thc handle and rap onc of thc prongs
against something hard.

I procured a tuning-fork, and thcn sought out
a spidcr to experimcnt on. | found a handsome,
brand-ncw web, and tliougli 1 did not see Mistress



Epeira,. I knew slie must be at home. Epeira
diadema is her full fiame, though most persons
cali her a garden spidor. It is she who makes

those beautiful, whcel-like webs which fcstoon the
rose-bushes and trees.

As | have said, Madame Spider was not visible.
I knew, however, she must be in hcr gossamer
parlor, which is attached to her web, and which
she uses for her own retiring-room. | am positivo
that the story which tclls of how she invited a fly
into hcr parlor is incorrect, for she kccps that
sacrcd to hcr own use.

Here was a good chance to tiy tuning-fork music.
| rapped the fork on a stonc, and in a moment a
soft, melodious hum filled the air. | touched one
of the spokes of the web with the fork. On the
instant, Madame flew out of her parlor in grcat
liaste, hesitated a moment at the outcr edge of the
web, and then, instead of going straiglit to the
tuning-fork, ran to the very center of the web.

When there, she quickly caught hold of each of
the spokes one after the other, and gave it a littlc
tug, as a boy does his fishing-liiio to see if a flsh is
hookcd. Each was passed by until she carne to
the spokc upon which the humming fork rested.
There she stoppcd, and it was easy to see she was
excited. She gave the whole web a shakc ; then
tugged at the spoke again. “ Hum-m-m-m"’ still
sang the fork, rathcr faintly now, however.

THE
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Madame was satisfied. Her mind was made
up. Down she darted and caught the end of the
fork in her arms. She tried to bite into the hard
metal, and at the same time she spun a web of
silk around and around the two prongs, whicli by
this time had ceased vibrating.

I pulled the fork away, and Madame Epeira
retired in disappointment to the center of the lub,
But if she was disappointed, so was I, for 1 vas
satisfied that it was not the music of the fork tliat
had attracted her. Unfortunately, it was aiio-
gether too probable that she mistook the hum of
the fork for the bim of a fly,— a sort of musk no
doubtvery swect to hcr.

Time after time | repcated the cxpcrimeiu vith
the fork, touching in turn each spoke of the ob,
and each time Madame Spider ivas deluclecl iotn
trying to capture the tuning-fork. It was odd uiat
she did not learn wisdom by repeated disappniiit-
ment. If she did not becomc w'iser, howmor,
she certainly did becoine angrier at each falure
to take prisoner the humming intrudcr into ber
home.

Ii 1 had known bow to play the fluto insto.i'l of
the tuning-fork, I might havc Icarncd more abnui
the musical tastcs of spidcrs; but as it is, 1 am
willing to believc what others say, that spidct, do
like music, and to admit that | made my exj cri-
ment with the wrong instrument.

VOYAGE.

By Palmkk Cox.

One time, a restless Brownie band
Resolved to leave the Scottish strand,
And visit Orkney Island green,

That in the distance might be seen,

W hen seas were calm and fogs withdrew,
A speck abovc the ocean blue.

In answer to a summons widc,

The Brownics carne from every side —
From hills that ovcrinok tlie sea,

And from the braes of Doon and Dee;
A novel spcctaclc they made,

All mustercd in the forest shade :
With working implements they carne,
Of every fashion, use, and fiame—
For turn his hand a Brownie can

To all the handicrafts of man.

Soon, onc who secmcd to be a cbicf
Addresscd the band in language bricf:

‘From iofty pcaks how oft have wc
Surveyed those islands in the sea,
And longed for mcans to thithcr sail
And ramble over hill and vale!

That pleasure rare w'e may command,
Without the aid of human hand.

So, Brownies young and Brownies oid.
Prepare yourselvcs for action bold.

A heavy task bcforc you lies,

That well might weaker folk surprise;
For ere the faintest streak of gray
Has advcriiscd the coming day,

A sturcly craft, both tough and tall,

With masts and halyards, shrouds and alb



With sails to spread, and helm to giiide,
Coinpleted from the ways shall glide.
Xti second night may Brownies plan

To finish what the first began.

;i cxcrcise your mystic
powcr

\ad make the most of
every hour!”

With axcs, hammers,
<awb, and rules,

I’ividers, sqiiares, and
ljoring tools,

ilie active Brownies
scattercd ‘round,

And every one his labor
found.

~oine fcll tu chopping
down Che trees.
And some to hewing
ribs and knees;
While more the heavy
kcclson made,

And fast thc shapcly
hull was laid.

Then  over all  they
clambercd soon,

l.ike bees around their
lilve in June.

"i.was hammer, hammecr, here and there,
And rip and rackel cverywhctc,

As cach good Brownie did his bcst,

Nor gave himself a moment’s rest,

And every skillful stroke that fell

W ithout exception counted well.

W hilc some were spiking planks and beams,
The calkei's stuffed the yawning seams,

And poiircd the resin left
and right,

To make hcv stanch and
watcr-tight.

A crowd were busy I)ring-
ing nailb.

And bolts of canvas for
the sails.

And coils of rope of every
sizc

To make the ratlines,
shroiids, and guys.

It mattered little whcnce
it carne,

Or who a loss of stock
might claim ;

Supply kept even with
demand,

Convenient to thc rigger’s
hand.

'T was marvolous to scc how fast
The vcsscl was togcther cast;

Nou- hcre a touch, and there a blow,
And tier un ticr it seemed to grow,



Until, with all its rigs and stays,

It sat prepared to leave the ways.
It but remained to fiame it now,
And break a bottle on her how,

To knock the wedges from the side.
And from the kcel, and let it slide.

And when it rodé upon the sea,

The Brownies throngcd the deck with glee,
And veering 'round in proper style,

They bore away for Orkney Isle.

But those who will the ocean brave
Should be prepared for wind and wave;
For stonns will risc, as many know,

W hcn least wec look for squall or blow.
And soon the sky was overcast,

And waves were nmning high and fast;
Then some were sick and some were filled
With fears that all their ardor chillecl;
And some retired the decks between,

And took no intercst in the scene.

But, as when dangcrs do assail

The human kind, though some may qualil,
There will be found a fesv to face

The danger, and redeem the race;

So, some brave Brownics nobly stood
And manned the ship as best they could;

Some staid on deck to sound for bars;
Some went aloft to watch for stars;
And some arouiid the rudder hung,
And here and there the vessel swung .
W hile others, strung on yard and mast,
Kcpt shifting sails to sviit the blast.

Now, with the keel almost in sight,

It listed left and listed right;

At times, the stem wu'as high in air.
And next the stcrn was liftcd there.

So thus it tumbled, tossed, and rolied,
And shippcd enough to fill the hnlci.
Till more than once it seemed as though
To fccd the fish they all must go.



But still they bravely tacked and veered,

And hauled, and reefed, and onward steered;
While screaining bir'ds around them wheeled,
\s though they thought their doom was sealed;

And liungry gar and hopeful shark
In shoals pursued the creaking bark,

Still wondering how it braved a gale
ITiat might have madc Columbus palé.

The rugged island, ncar them now,
Was looming on thcir starboard bow;
But knowing not the proper way

Of cntering its shcltcred bay,

ITioy siraply kept thcir canvas sprcad,
And steered the vcssel slraight ahcad.
The biicls seemed winded in the race,
The gar and shark gave up the chase,
And turning back, fnrsook the kecl,
And lost their chances of a mcal-

For now the shlp to ruin flcw,

As though it felt its work was through,
And soon it stranded, pitch and toss,
Upon the rocks, a total loss.

The masts and spars wcnt by the board-
The hull was shivered like a gourd!

But now, on brokcn plank and rail,

On splintered spars and bits of sail

That stvewed for miles the rugged strand,
The Brownics safely reached the land.

Now, Brownies lack the power, 't is said,
Of duplicating aught they 've madc ;
When once a task is all complete,

No more may they the work repeat-

So all their efforts were in vain

To build and laiinch a ship again;—
And on that island, roaming ‘round,
That Brownie band may still be found.
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FLOWER FANCIES,

By Heucn Geay Cone.

I. OANDELIONS.

Upon a showery niglu and still,
W ithout a sound of warning,
A troopcr band surprised the hill,
And held it in the morning.

Wc were not waked by bugle-notes,
No chccr our dreams invaded;
And yet, at dawn, their yellow coats

On the greeii slopes paraded.

1. RAGGED

U RAGGED, raggcd Sailors!
| pray you answér me ;
What may yon all be doing
So far away fi'oni sea ?

W e 're loitering by the road-sides,
We 're lingering on the hilis,

W e careless folk the deed forgot;
Till one day, idly walking,
W c marked upon the self-8ame spot
A crowd of vcterans talking.
They shook thcir trembling heads and gny
W ith pricle and noiselcss laughtcr;
When, wcll-a-day ! they blew away,
And ne’er were heard of, after!

.SAILORS.

To talk with pretty Daisies
In stiff and snowy frills.

And though our bluc be ragged,
Right welcume still are wc
To tell the nodding lasses
Eong tales about the sea!”



GUSTAVUS

.KEAN'S

SPELLING.

Bv J. C. Montague.

GUSTAVUS Kean is my cousin ; but that is not
the reason | am writing about him. Perish the
tliouglit! I have no foolish pride in my rela-
tives, and 1 relate his experiences only in the hopc
that they may afibrd warning and encouragement
to other boys.

The onc blight upon Gustavos Kean’s young
life xvas thc shadow cast by his spelling-book. To
aii unprejudiced mind tbis book was very much
like any other spelling-book, but to his agonizcd
eye it seemed cxactly five miles square, and there
xvore days when its shadow blotted every ray of
sunlight from his saddened existence. Do not
juinp to the hasty conclusién that Gustavus could
not spcll. Bless the boy! For puré briiliancy,
cnpiousness and ease in spelling, for downright
civativeness, | have never mct (and | hope | never
may meet) his equal. But the trouble was that
these finished productions of his differed radically
and eiitircly from the standards of good spelling
as set forth in thc diclionaries. Gustavus thought
this little fact a trifle unworthy of his notice. He
did not quarrel with those who spelled differently
from him, but he pitied those narrow minds who
could see beauty in only onc set form. He had a
broad, catholic mind, himself; he oschcwcd all
hclp from spelling-books and dictionarics, and he
was by all odds the very worst spellcr, for a boy
tinrteen years oid, in all America.

At last, mattcrs camc to a crisis. He wrote a
Ictter to his rich uUnele in Boston, which so far
excceded any of his earlier productions that his

linde groaned and turned palé as he read it. The
next day caine a letter to Mrs. Kean. In it was
ihc following paragraph :

' Gustavus’s spelling is simply dreadful. It is

iitrocious. Something must be done for him, at
If he can not be brought to look differently
opon this matter, he must change his fiame, and
I'vill start him on a ranch in Texas. 1 can not
face a frowning world with the consciousness that
une who passes as my nephcw is denscly ignorant
ufthe very rudimcnts ofhis mother-tonguc.”
Naturally, this tvoublcd Mrs. Kean very much,
and when Gustavus camc home late that after-
noiin, radiant at h.iving bcaten every boy on thc
bbck in lepcated velocipede-raccs, and blissfully
Ignorant of the cruel fato in store for him, she
showed him his uncle’s lettcr, and cxpi-csscd her
regrct at this State of things. Gustavus assumed
a pcnsive and gently regrctful actitude, and his

once.

expression plainly said, “ If Unele Tom were not
such a kind man in other malters, | could find it
in my heart to scorn him for his narrow-minded-
ncss in this particular.” His father talked to him
long and seriously; his mothcr grew pathetic, and
worked upon his finer feelings to such an extent
that he was on the verge of teai-s. But just at this
moment his eider sister unfortunately remarkcd
that a bad speller was a positive disgrace to a
family, wiiich so restorcd Iris moral tone, and
roused the slumbering pride within him, that he
gathered his alraost shattered forces togethcr,
delivered an oration of great length and fire,
hurled defiancc at all makers of dictionarics, and
finaliy left thc room with much pomp and dignity.

Ncvcrthcless, thc next morning he carried to
sehool a note from his mother, which iraplored his
teacher to give the most rigorous and unceasing
attention to his spelling, in future; and from that
hour Gustavus Kean was a blightcd boy. Column
after column of xvords did he learn by heart one
day, only to entirely forget them in less than
twenty-four hours. Shcct after sheetofpaper did he
cover with dictation excrcises; letter afterlettcr did
he write to imaginary relativos from imaginary rcst-
ing-placcs in Europe. And all to no purpose. Gus-
tavus and the covers of his spelling-book grexv limp
togcther, and he had exactly scvcnty-six mistakes
in his last exercise. Almost every day he was
“ kept in 7 at sehool during the pleasantest houre
Uf the afternoon, and thc haunts of his former play-
grounds knew him no more. Another boy won
the championship of thc vclocipede-races ; and one
day, when thc boys wcrc having a snow-ball fight,
Charlie Aikcn brokc a pane of glass in one of oid
Mr- Blanchard’s Windows, and Gustavus — oh,
bitter thought I— was not there to seo thc scrim-
mage which folloxved.

Mattcrs went on in this way for quite awhile,
the heart of Gustavus growing daily more heavy
within him, and his frcquent wish being that his
existence had never entered into the plan of Provi-
dcncc. At last, a very little thing caused an explo-
siébn. His teacher pleasantly informcd him that
“ clam ” was not spcllcd “ clamA” Hcre Gustavus
felt himself touched at a tender point. Hchadbeen
foiid of clam-soup all his life, and he had always
spelled the word “ clamb.” He could notbring him-
self to bclieve that lie was wrong. There was a
strange enor soitieuhcrc, but assiiredly he was not
the person at fault — it must be thc teacher ! He



argiied the point well and brilliantly; but, like
Pharaoh of oid, the teacher’s mind seemed hard-
ened, and she would not be convinccd. The
arguinent soon grew more hcated, a stonny scene
followed, and | should not like to tell you how
many times he was obliged, that aftemoon, to
write the word clam on the blackboard— ewiikout
the fina! “ b.”

Bittcrness had now caten into the vcry soul of
Gustavus- He wcnt home late that afternoon,
bristling ivith defiance, and breathing fire and fury
against all mankind. His further proceedings were
wrapped in mystery; he avoided his parents and
sister, and the gloom and ccrcmony with svhich
he bade the cook good-night, as she met him
coming out of the store-room, would havc made
the fortune of any iragic actor. As his parents wei-e
occupied with visitors, he was enabled to carry out
his own dcsigns unmolcsted, and to his grcat satis-
faction. Later than usual he went to bed; a few
last preparations were made, the light was put
out, and quiet settled down upon the little hall
beclroom on the third story.

Mrs. Kean lookcd iii on hcr son and heir, as
was her custom, before going to hcr own room
for the night. She lighted the gas, and there lay
the young Gustavus curlcd into a ball of rosy com-
fort, sleeping the sleep of the just, and dreaming
as placidly of the new goat and cart he hoped to
have in the spring, as if he were not the projector
of dark and deadly schemes for the morrow, Mrs.
Kean gazed at him with pride and affection; for,
strange as it may appcar to outsiders, mothers do
seera to be fond of their boys, even if they are bad
spellcrs.

But why did she suddenly iook surprised and
startled ?

There, carefully spread on a chair, lay Gustavus’s
Sunday-go-to-meetingclothcs in formidable array,
and on the floor, at the foot of his bed, stood an
immense, covercd peach-basket— a vetcran that
had seen much service, and the stability of the han-
dle of which could not be counted upon. And what
a mcdley of things in thebasket!— A pair of stout
trousers, and a blue fianncl sbirt with ved lacings,
and a large red neck-tie,— Gustavus always had
a fine eye for color,— a red polo-cap, a small
hatchet, some nails and cord, crackers, pottccl
meat, a small box of guava jelly, and a conspicu-
ous absence of under-clothes. This plainly indi-
cated a trip to Texas, and preparations for ranch-
life.

Next carne an autograph &album, an oid opcra-
glass of his sister’s (with a cracked lens), a
paper of morning-glory sccds, and a Jcw’s-harp,—
and, at the very bottom of the basket, dirticr and
limpcr than ever, lay the despised spelling-book.

Plainly, Gustavus did not intend to neglect the arts
and Sciences in his new life.

Naturally, Mrs. Kean «'as very much troublcd
at this discovcry, and 1 think she must havc in-
dulged in a little cry, and so dimmecd her e\r-
sight, otherwise she woulcl never havc dropped tlie
opera-glass on the floor. Of coursc the noi>c
awoke Gustavus. For one blessed moment lie
thought it must be Christmas-eve, and that his
mother w'as avranging his presents by his bedsidv,
according to her tinie-honored custom. But tliis
sweetly consoling thought was quickly dispclled by
his eye falling on the hatchet. He took in ilie
situation at once, and saw that, for the presenl, iie
was the hcro of a lost cause.

He i'ose to explain his position w'ith dignity ;
but when his mother, in a very soft and muflled
voice, exclaimed:

“ Oh, Gustavus ! How could you think ofi» v-
ing me?” he was cut to the quick at the thou..lit
of his base ingratitude, and, lifting up his vore,
he wept.

W hat a pathetic scene thcn followed ! | thiak
that I could wring your very hcart-strings if I ch ise
to describe it; but I will spare you. 1will me"ly
say that thoy had a good, coinfortablc crying-iime
together ; that Gustavus cxplained all his wuc- to
his mother, even to the recent clam-insult, .ind
vowed with ardor that nothing but the most :in
heard-of course of severity from his teacher. and
the blackcst dcjection on his own part, could 'mmv
induced him to look with favor upon the Ti\as
schemc.

His mother gavc him the fullest sympniK),
but at the same time impressed upon him
the necessity of the stand which his teacher liad
takcn. Gustavus was in a wondroiisly mcck .ind
impressionable state of mind,— the exertion nf
packing that basket had been too much for his
ncrvous system,— and, for once in his life, he felt
that the arguments of the other side might dcscive
some attention. A delicate suggestion that a litlle
less obstinacy and grcater application to stiidy
might appreciably soften the hardness of his iui.
was received with favor, and Gustavus went to
sleep for the second time that night, at pcace
with all mankind, with his spclling-book under his
pillow, and a firm rcsolutinn lodgcd in his inanly
breast to gct up early the next morning, and lcnmm
all the casy words in the dictionary beginning with
“ q,” before brcakfast-timc.

Gustavus fclt a little delicacy about meeting d'e
family the next morning ; but, to his grcat rclief.
no notice was takcn of his adventurous schemes,
and joy and sercnity reigncd at the family bnnrd.
A fcarful pang scized him at school when he
opened his lunch-baskct and saw that identical box
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of guava jclly staring him in the face. For a mo-
ment it seemed as if he should be eatcn up with
ivinorse ; but the proud consciousness that he had
not missed one word in his spelling-lesson that day
i--vived his drooping spirits, and he quickly dc-
udcd that the jelly, and not he. should be the
\ictim, and that remorsc must look out for itself.

That night, as he lay on the rug before the fire
in his sister’s room, she vcntured to say :

“Why were you going to take your spelling-
b,H)k with you, Gustavus? | thought that was
list the sort of thing you were trylng tu get awa>-
Ih)in-"

Gustavus looked at her fixodly for a moment,
and then replied, with fine scorn :

“ That ’'s just like a girl! They ahvays think
1 felluww docs n't cave anything about his educa-
tim unlcss he grinds away at it all the time. Of
C'iLirse, | always intcnded tu learn how to spell,
mjnetinic.”

*After this cutting rebuke, there was silcnce for
a few minutes: then, with the courage tif one
.ulling to die in the pursuit of knowlcdge, she
ji.Tsistcd in questioning him, further, about his
pujected plans.

At first she was met with proud rcsej-vc; but
lin.nlly he mclted, and told her tliat it was his
luicle’s letter which had suggested the Texas plan.
I- ivas his idea to work his way out West, and then
t..ke possession of a ranch, and build himself a
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log-hut. He was greatly surprised to hear that
a ranch was not a well-cultivated plot of ground,
inclosed by handsome iron railings and well
stocked with cattle, ready to be taken possession
of by the first boy who made his appearance from
the East. (His idetis were largely colored by rccol-
lections of visits to the zoological gardens.)

A half-hour’s talk with bis sister gave him a
surprising amount of Information. He saw, with
the keenest rcgret, that things are not what
they seem, and that under no circumstances
could he make the Texan trip in the simple, airy,
unencumbcred way which he had intended to go.
Traveling with even a small trunk liad no charms
for his Bohemian soul, and so the whole delightful
plan vanished into thin air, and nothing was left
him but a prosaic city life and a spelling-book.

But stop ! there was that goat and cart yet to Uve
for— the one drcam of his young life ! And the
dream proved a realit)’, too ; for Gustavus worked
diligently during the rest of the wintcr (that is,
most of the time, for there were days whcn his
studious spirit took a vacation, and his mischievous
genius and he sallied forth together, striking ter-
ror to the hearts of all who met them). Rut he
finally succeedecl in sending such a correct and
elcgant epistle to Boston, that, in the spring, his
Unele prcsentcd him with tlie coveted treasures.

The cart could hold fniir boys, and the goat
answered to the fiame of Texas.

DAISY TIME.

By Fleta
D aisv time has come again !

Daisies, sweet and bright,
Turn their round, white faces up

To mect and kiss the light.

Just as troops of children come,—
Come to gaze and starc,—

Bn the wistful daisy faces
Meet you everyivhere!

Daisies play bo-pecp with you
At every fcnce you pass;

Forrester.

Steal into your garden bcds
And crccp into your grass.

Daisies on the hill-side;
Daisies on the plain ;

Throiigs so ciése, one can but think
The snow is there again !

Strolling through the mcadow,
Scattered by the bvook;
Daisies, daisies everywhere!
W hichever way you look !



Chai'tkr IV,

HOW GASPAR BROKE HIS PROMISP:.

Ss~A-U Avn n SAID,- evcrything

was going on fa-

Ii"  vorably. But jt

'~Ay' could not be ex-

pected that a boy

like (jaspar would

change thc habits

n of his life and his

whole mode of

thought in a day

oraweek. He was

impatient to see

the promised cer-

Uficate, thc idcaof

which ticklcd his

boyish pride; and

as he did notknow

the reason why it

was delayed, he more than once had resolved to

break off his connection with thc school-mastcr
and go back to his wild associates.

His behavior to his parents was a little more
considérate than it had been; but it was still
perverse. The minister was a rather silcnt man,
and he had so long rcgardcd his son ivith gloomy
dissatisfaction, that he could not easily take the
first steps toward a better undcrstanding. Yet
his hcart had softened toward him, and he, too,
with the mother, hoped for good rcsults from the
teachcr’s iniluence.

A little more than a wcek had passed. It was
Saturday afternoon, and Mr. Hcth was abscnt
from home, when Gaspar took his gun and startcd
for the woods; there was a load in it. which he
wishcd to firc off, His sister Ella called after him.

“ You are not going a-hunting, are you ?” she
asked.

INAELjikEP AT

KoV s k iR get-T» -

“ lam. What have you got to say aboutit?” ve
letortcd haughtily.

bhe was a year and a halfyounger than he, I'r.
oid enough to seo how wrong his cunduct ofiui
was, and to wish he would mend it.

“ Now, Gaspar,”she cried, “ you know it isn't
right! Papa said you must be sure to trim tluuj
bordéis, for to-iriorrow is Sunday.”

“ There 'll be time enough for the bordors wb. n
1 get back,” he scowlingly reptied. “ So cloii't
fret, little school-ma’am.”

“That'swhatyoualwayssay, timeenough,” Viai
put off your work to the last, and then it is ncxir
done. You ’ll not touch those borders to-dax |
know you ’'ll not,” she cricd, “ if you don’t du thiii
now.”

“ You ’'lisee! 1can’'t be goiie long, for j’'vc no
ammunition. | am not to be ordered around liy
you, anyhow !” And Gaspar stalked off.

“ Don’t say anything more to him,” thc mntber
called to Ella. “ He will have his way.”

“ 1 suppose so,” said Ella; “ he always lws h,.J
it, and he always will have it. But it provol.cs
me !” And she stood in the door-way, gazing afi' i
him with sparkiing dark eyes.

In the lafie leading to thc wood, Gaspar caught
glimpses of a ragged fellow lurking behind some
bushes.

“ Hallo, Pete !” he cried. “ What are you hid-
ing there? Where did you get that melén?" be
addcd, as Peic Cheevy, recognizing him, carne out
from his ambush with a cantaloupe in his griiny
hands.

“ Found it rollin” up hill lookin’ fer an owncr,"
said thc grinning Pete. “ Sit down here, an’ we'll
rip it opon an’ hcv ajolly treat.”

It was a tcmptation. But Gasp.nr had been
shunning the Cheevy urchin for a wcek, and he
was not to be drawn back to him now by the bribe
of a melén which he knew must have beon stolem

“ No, thank you,” he replied, walking on.
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mThought you toT me las’ Sat’day you weT n’t
go'n’ ter shoot any more birds, now 't they talk
o' tight'nin’ up the law on ’em,” observed Pete.

“1’m not,” said Gaspar, thinking how Pete and
ihe other fellows would envy him when he had
llis certificate. “ But I may pick up a blue jay ;
iliere’'s no law' about them.”

“ 1’1l go 'long with ye, 'f ye want me ter,” Pete
|)!oposed.

Gaspar reflected that the egg-hunting season
«asover, and he needed no assistance in climbing

tu'os.
“ Say, Shell uh?” (Ragged urchin’s phvasc for
“shall 1.”)

“ Not with that melén,” Gaspar replied signi-
licantly.

“ Never mind the melén! 1
Dinic 'long hack.”

Il hidc it till we
But as Gaspar walkcd on with-

oiit inore words, Pete bawled aftcr him : “ Seems
t' me somcbody ’'s awful stiff all ' once! Go ’long
'tli ver oI’ gun ! 1don’ wan’ ter shoot it. An’ ye

sli.inthcv any o’ my mushmelon, neither.”

'le pulled out from the pocket of his tattered
inuisers a knife w'ith half a blade, and proceeded
tu “vip it open,” as he phrased it, under a
cliimp of bushes, whcre he regaled himself, devour-
iii.. greedily all the good part of the melén and
tlirowing away the rinds. Thcn he rose up,
sti tched himself, wiped his fingcrs on his trousere
aii 1 his face on his sleeve, and hardly knowing
ivli.it clsc to do for amuscment that afternoon,
foliowed Gaspar up into the woods.

'*Pleg’' on the fellcri dunno’ what’s got Inter
him!” he muttered. “ He 'll come roun’ mobby,
'f lask him 'f he don’t wantany kingfisher’s eggs;
lie ivas pesterin' me fcr 'cm, las’ month.”

The woods were very still that afternoon, and
Gaspar went a long way without seeing or hearing
ani- but the commonest birds. Not a woodpecker
dnimmed, not a jay screamed. But at length,
‘ilicn he was about a inile from home, in the most
ancient part of the forest, where still a few very
okl trees grew along with those of a younger
gencration, his quick ear detected a sound which
made him stop short and raise his gun.

U was somcthing likc a robin’s song, and yet he
knew it was not a rollin’s. Two or three times
bcforc, he had heard it in deep woods, and had
caught glimpses of the briiliant plumage of the
bird which uttercd it. It carne now from the
suii-spotted foliage high alsove his licad, into which
be gazed eagerly, trembling with cxcitement, sure
tliai a pvke «’hich he had long soughtin vain was
at last ivithin his reach.

The song was repeated, and thcn something
likc a winged flaine darted among the branchecs ;
only the wings were not flamc-liko. Black wings
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and tail, and a body as red as fire,— O joy | It was
the one bird he most desired of all, so rare in all
that region : the Scarlet Tauager/

I can not say that Gaspar forgot his promise to
the master. Butthough his permit had not come,
he believed itought to havc come ; ‘‘and it’s prob-
ably on the way now, if it’s coming at all,” he
reasoned, while he watched eagerly for a good shot.
“Anyhow, I 'm not going to let a male Scarlet
Tanager escape me, permit or no pcrniit, law or
no law!”

He saw a movement of the bright carmine breast
through a screen of leaves, drew a quick aim,
and fired.

The bird dropped from its pcrch, but seemed
to partiaily recoier the use of its wings before it
had fallen far, and alighted, or rather lodged, in
the fork of onc of the largest oid trccs in the
forest.

It was an oak, the main stem of which had, years
before, beenbroken off about twentyfeet from the
groimd. But from lhat point two living limbs
still grew, one very large, branching toward the
South, and a smaller one pushing out in the
opposite direction; both rising high among the
siirrounding tree-tops.

It was in the hollow between these two limbs
that the bird had fallen, and well out of sight, as
Gaspar found by walking two or three times around
the tree.

“A rare bird like that— it is toobad to lose iti”
he said, gazing wistfully up at the spot. “ But of
course nobody can shin up a trunk like that. W hat
a fool | was, not to let Pete come with me! !
would inake him hclp me bring a ladder; or he
might gct on that smaller limb from the branches
of this little pine. Pete 's such an exasperating
fellow!” he exclaimed impatiently. “ W hyisn’t
he here when he ’'s wanted ?”

Having no second chargc for his gun, he laid it
on a mossy log, where he sat down to wait for the
bird to show itselfagain, and to consider what he
should do.

Chaptek V.
PF.TF. CHEEVY AND THE CVN.

At clusk that evening, the minister in his
drcssing gown, with his black study-cap on his
head,— for he was bald,— was pacing to and fro
before his door, whcn Mr. Pikc carne in at the
gate.

Mr. Xleth looked up quickly, with a perturbad
and lowering face, as if expccling somebody else,
and at sight of the school-mastcr made an eflbrt to
appcar unconcerned and gracious.



After a few coramonplace words of greeting had
been passed between them, Mr. Pike, dediiiing an
invitation to enter the housc, took an envclope
from his pocket, saying ;

I have called to see Gaspar ; 1 have something
which I think will please him.”

“ What is it ?” the minister demandcd sharply.

“ The permit | promised him,” replied the
caller, wondering what new shadow of troublc
had come over the hoiisehok!, “ the permit from
the Natural History Society.”

“ He don’t deservc it!” Mr Heth brokc forth,
with strong feeling. “ He is the most undutiful,
ungrateful 130y 1 ever saw ! | wonder at ra>-self for
expecting better things of him, after his behavior
in the past.”

Surprised and pained, the master could only ask;
“ Has anything new occurred, Mr. Heth ?”

“ Nothing new,” re-
plied the agitated father.
“ It'sthe same oldstory.
But it is all the more
exasperating just at this
time, when wehad hopes
— were beginning to
have hopes,— after your
talks with him, and his
improved behavior, as if
he really meant to do
better,— but 1 give him
up ! I give himup ! 1
lincl 1 can place no re-
lijincc whatever upon
him.”

“ lcan't liear to think
he has clriven you to that
conclusién,” said the
master, in tones of sym-
pathy and distress.
“ Where is he now ?”

“ That ~swhat I don’t
know. | have n’t scen
him sincc | left home
at about two o’clock. |1
gave him a light task to
do,— a vcry light task,
— but told him tobesure
to do it; for I wished to
try him again and see if
there was any consciencc
or obedience in the boy.
He promised heartily;
but at about three o'clock he took his gun and
went off— no onc knows where. His sister Ella
reminded him of his work; but he answered her
in his usual way,— that he would be back in time
for it, that it was no affair of hcrs, and that she

HOW AIIlIL'T THAT GUH?’

was n’'t his guardian,— or in words to that cffcc;.
He has not been home since.”
“ He must rcturn now very soon,” obseived tiu'
school-mastcr. “ It is too late to shoot anythine
“And it is too late to do hiswork,” said the mi -
ister. He may come now when he picases. 1con d
almost say, in my wrath and grief, that | carc liitu

whether he comes at all. Butno, no! In s|ir,
of everything, | still have his good at heart. Come
in. His mother «111 be glad to see you. Byyoa

intercst in him, misplaccd as it has been, you ha-, ¢
won something more than her esteem.”

“ 1 can not think my intercst has bccn niH-
placed,” Mr. Pike replied, rallying from his tiist
discouragcmcnt. “ | have great confidence tha! a
boy of his fine ability and love of nature will come
outall right. | think something has occurred m
detain him. | «dll go in and wait a little whil

OEMA.NUED AIR. CHSE.'V.” (SES P.AGE 617.)

He remained an hour,— two hours. It «as
half-past nine o’clock, and Gaspar had not m-
turned. It was not an unusual thing for the bo> w
be absent so late, although that had commaoiil;
happencd, hcrctoforc, when he had gonc out after



siipper. He did not often get his supper away
fruni home, and the evening meal was something
that held an important place in his esteem. Mr.
I'ike could not wonder that Mi-s. Heth was grow-
ing inore and more anxious for her son’s safety.

* Pete Cheevy, if anybody,
Vill be apt to know where he
I1,.” she rcmarked, as the vis-
iiiir at last rose to go.

' | thinkso,” said he, “ and
le ihere is a light in the house

I go up the Street, I will
., and make inquines.”

The Cheevys lived in a lit-
liv oid house undcr the brow
i.i a wooded hill that rose ab-
ruptly, with steep, half-hidden
k'dges, a few rods back from
Ilie Street. There was no light
lisiblc as Mr. Pike approached
tiK' place, and he concluded
(hat the family had gone to
bed. But looking back, after
he had passed, lie saw a glow
Il. an iippcr room under the
liilw gable, the window ofwhich
«.ts opeii.

He hesitated a minute, un-
willing to disturb the family; but seeing a shadow
pass tlie window, and thinking the chamber might
li, Pcto’s, he entered the yard and leaned against
1 bank-wall under the cliff. The moon was just
rising; the rocks and ovcrhangiiig woods were
picturesquely touched with light; but everything
was still, except for the sound of tbc master’s own
imwoments and the shrill notesof thc tree-crickets.

Again the shadow crosseci the casement, and to
make surc that it was Peteiii the room, the master
mounted the bank-wall. He was rcwaidcd for the
vifort by seeing our young acquaintancc, by thc
light ofa not very brilliant lamp, performing somc
queer antics with a gun; now petting it as if it
"ere some living creature, now taking aiin at some
imaginary game, and again trying the lock as ifhe
found in its mechanism a wonderful fascination.

‘*One would think he had never seen a gun
l.efore,” the master said to himself, standing high
mi the bank to get a better vicw. “ Peter! ” he
called, in a loud whisper.

Peter did not hear; he was pulling up thc
hammer for another imaginary shot. This time
his game seemed to be out of thc windoiv, toward
whicli he made a sudden dasli, pointing thc muzzlc
Ill the dircction of thc school-master.

“ Peter!" called the lattcr, in a sharp, warning
voice.

Pete stopped as if he himself had reccived a

shot, and in an instant boy and gun had dis-
appeared in the chambcr. Mr. Pike waited in
silence, and in a little while saw a head cautiousTy
advance to the casement and peer out into the half-
moon-lit night.

PETE FINDS uASPAR's CVN. (SEE P.XGE 617.)

“ Peter!” The headdrew quickly back- “ Peter
Cheevy !'" Peter now camc again to the window,
but without thc gun.

Who be ye, 'n’” wha' d’ ye want ?” be said, in
a startlcd voice.

‘“1 am Mr. Pike, and | want to know if you
have seen Gaspar Heth this afternoon ?”

 Me? How sh'd 1sec him? D'd you say
Gaspar Hcth?”

“ Yes, 1did say Gaspar Hcth,” said the master.
“ W'here did you see him last?”

“ Dunno. Have n't seen him lately— notmuch
— not very lately. Though 1 b’lievc | did,” Pete
continiicd, recovering from his embarrassment, and

assuming a tone of the utmost candor,— “ now
I rcc’lect, | did see him goin’ up into the woods
to-day.”

“ What time ?”

“1 dunno. Some time t'day. Guess this aft’-
noon. Yes, | 'm surc’t was this aft'thnoon. W hy?”

“ Bccause he has n't como home, and his folks
are anxious about liim.”

“ Be they ? Sho! Guess Gap Heth can take
carc o’ himself; he gener’'ly ’inost alluz could.
He 's nobody’s fool, Gap Heth !” observcd Pete,
philosophically.

“ 0id he have his gun with him?” tlic school-
master inquired.

“ 1 disremember; somehow | can’t recTect 'bout




the gun. Though 't seems t’ rae he did hev his
gun. Yes, | 'm pretty sure on't, come t’' think.”

“ And you went a litie way with him ?”

“Me? No, 1 jos’ did n't! Ketch me! Gap
Hcth 's snubbcd me lately, 'n’ I 'm not go’'n’ to
tag aft’ him !”

“ What has he snubbed you for?”

“ What fer? 1 don’'t know, 'n’ | don't carc!
Talks 'bout you 'n’ some folks scrcwin’ up the law
on bird-huntin’. That don’t trouble me. Bird’s-
eggiu’ time 's over, 'n’ 1 don’t shoot.”

“ d0on’t shoot?” cried the master.
incd you did, by the way
gun just now.”

Pete made no reply to this simple remark; and
if the light liad been favorable for such a display,
he might liave been seen to roll his eyes and open
his mouth with a ghostly attempt at a grin.

“ So you have n’t seen him since this afternoon,
whcn he was going into the woods?” urged the
master. “ You are very sure ?”

“ Oh, yis | pos’tive sure ! ” Pete exclaimed, as if
relieved to have the conversation come back to the
main topic. “ Tell ye 'f | hed;
why should n't 1 ?”

Altliough suspicious that the boy knew some-
thing about Gaspar that he ivas unwilling to tell,
Mr. Pike did not press him further with qucstions:
fior did he think it necessary to go back and inforin
the Heths of the ill success of his attempt to get
news of their son.

“ 1 imag-
I saw you handling your

couree 1would !

VI.

Chapter

MASTER PETE P.XPLAINS.

The ncxt morning, however, on his way to
church, the master turned in at the parsonagc
gate. He felt sure the boy must be at home by
that time ; but the first anxious face that met him
at the door told a diffcrent tale.

It was the face of the mother. Have you
heard from him ?” she tremulously iiiquircd.

“ Not a word, except that the Chccvy boy saw
him going into the woods yesterday afternoon.”

As he followed her into the cntry, she said to
him, witli quivering iips, “ Do you believe it
possible he has run away ?”

No, he could not believc that.

“ Or that he has met with some accident — with
his gun ?”

Mr. Pike thought that more probable, but re-
frained from saying so.

“ 1 don't know what to think,” he rcplicd. “ 1
will walk up into the woods and see if I can find
any trace of him.”

“ His father has already been to look for him,”

said Mrs. Heth. “ We had a terrible night; and
at daylight he set off, cxploring tlic woods and
calling at neighbors’ houscs, where our poor b<n-
might have been seen. But Mr. Heth carne home
all tired out. He is lying down now for a little
rest. How he is going to get through his sermén
this forenoon, | don't know. ”

Although these words were spoken in a fluttei-
ing voice, hardly above a whisper, they rousod the
minister in his room abovc, and he called from (lie
door:

‘“ Is that Gaspar, or any news of him ?”

“ No; it is Mr. Pikc; he is going into (he
woods to look for Gaspar,” rcplicd Mrs. Heth.

“ It’s no use,” the minister replied. *“ Ibclicie
the boy has takcn himself out of the way.”

Nevcrthclcss, Mr. Pike ivent to the woods, and
spent the time he had intcnded for church in
searching rocks and hollows for what lie dread'.'d
to find.

Mrs. Hcth remained at home, vainly hoping to
see hcr son come liack. But the father, mastcring
his agitation, and nerving himself for the perform-
ance of duty, stood that morning as usual in ihc
pulpitand bravely went through with pi-ayer and
sermoén, — a pathetic figure to those who kinnv
what grief and apprchcnsion weie at his heait

In the mcanwhilc the school-master, having
spent an hour inunavailing search, bethought him
to find Pete Checvy again, in order to get tliit
expericnced yoiith to show him some of Gaspnr's
favoritc haunts.

Pete was not at home; but his father was. a
sort of enlarged edition of Pete himself,— slouch-
ing, tattered, unkempt,— who stared innoccntly
enough when told of Gaspar’s disappearance.

“ 1 had n't heard a word on 't I” he said.

“ | supposed everybody in town had heard of it
by this time. And | should think Pete would
have told you,” remarkcd the school-master.

“ Gucss Pete don't know it,” replied the eider
Cheevy, standing in his door-way, and fuinbiing
his unbuttoiied vest.

“ Oh, yes, he does ; for | stopped last night and
told him Gaspar had n't been heard from at liilf-
past ninc o'clock.”

“ Half-pas’ nine? What 're ye talkin’ 'bout?
My boy was a-bed and asleep 'fore that time.”

“ 1beg your pardon,” said tlie master, “ 1 sair
him through the window, in his room, playing 'vith
Ilis gun.”

“ Ye 're gett'n’ things mixed up now, fer cer-
t'n !” said the paternal Cheevy. “ My hoy has n't
any gun.”

A suddcn suspicion flashed across the masters
mind. He was silentfora moment. Then he said:

“ 1 can’'t be inistaken about the gun ; and |
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without lett'n’ me know on 't, tliat boy 'll
kctch ginger, an’ no inistakc !”
He went tiamping up tlic carpctless staits in
bis thick-solcd s'iocs, and was aftcrward heard
asking his wifc if she had seen Pete “ hev any
gun aroun’ the housc?” Mr. Pike awaitcd his
rcturn with great anxiety, bclicving that at last
he had a clciv to the niystcry.
Mi'. Cliecvy carne out looking puzzlcd.
“ Mus’ be some mistake,” he said. “ Pete rli
has n’t got a gun, and we can’t find any gun.” f'
Mr. Pike withdrew; and whcn, a little latci-,
the younger Pete carne slippingdown the ledges,
out of the woods, he was rushed upon, capt-
ui-ed, and hcld fast with one hand by the eider
Pete, who brandished an apple-trec branch
with the other.
“ How ’biiit that gun ?” demanded the irate
Mr. Chcevy.
“ O Pa! don’'t thrash me, an’ 1’il tell ye all
'bout it,— 1 will, sure !'” screeched the janior,
beginning to dance before the instriiment be-
gan to play. “ O Pa! O Pall ”
“ Stop yer yellin’l 1 hev n't touchcdye,”
said oid Pete.
“ But ye ’'re goin’ tcr!” cricd young Pete.

“It’'s Gap Hcth’s gun, an’ I found itona
log in the woods yest’day, an’ 1 jes’ broughtit
luim to keep it fer him, ’'s sure as | livc an’
think you will find it in his room now, if you will brcathe this minute !”
yo and look. 1certainly saw it last night.” “ He them the fac’s ?” said the father. *“ Don’t
“ Caii't be 17 said the eider Checvy. “ But I'll you darc try to give me anythin’ else but the gen-

yo 'n’ look, an’ if I find he ’'s kccp’'n’ a gun ooine fac’s! No iriflin’ with me, you know.”

Vor, XI1.—40.



As the instrument seemed about to strike up a
vivacious air, Pete danccd again, swinging around
the circle of which the radius was the paternal
arm. At last, when he seemed to be sufficiently
terrified to tell the truth, he was ordered to “ staiV
still an’ tell it.” This was his statement:

“ 1 saw Gap a-goin’ up int’ the woods with his
gun, an’ by 'n’ by 1| follered himj but I could n’t
get a sight on him, no way; | never saw him
once, an’ | dunno where he went- But over by
Bingham’'s Swamp | carne across his gun a-layin’
on a log; an’ he was n't anywheres aroun’, an’
there was n't anybody in sight, an’1'd never had a
gun, an’thatseemed my only chance, an’ | took it.”

“ Hooked it, you mis’ble man’sboy! ” exclaimed
oid Pete.

“ 1 did n't mean it fer hookin’;
young Pete exclaimed.

“ W all, that 's another thing,” said thé father,
softening. “ Anybody ’s li'ble to find things.
But why did n’t you teil vu "

“1 did n't know ’'s ye 'd
whimpered the boy.

* Now see what a scrape you 're gettin’ inter by
not tellin’ !'” said his father. “ When School-
mastcr Pike talked about your gun this mornin’, 1
told him, o’ course, that you had n't any gun.—
W here is 't now ?”

‘1 got scared, an’ hid it under some bushes
up int’ the woods, fus’ thing this mornin’. Oid
Pickerel scared me las’ night.”

“ Wall, you get it, an’ kerry 't back to where
ye found it, lively ! 1 don’'t want any boy o' mine
hauled up fer findin’ things that there 's go'n’ lo
be so much fuss about as there is 'bout this, now
Gap has got lost. Don’t you see, if anything'’s
happened ter him, ye might be put in jail fer
murder? S’pose he'’s found shot, an’ his gun found
in your hands! Now you scamper an’ git rid on’t
in a hurry ; an’ mind, ye leave it jes’ where you
found it. Now scud !”

| found it!”

lemmc keep it,”

Chapter Vil.
THE HOLI-OW TREE.

OwiNG to the terrors of the situation. Pete had
told a tolcrably straightforward story. He had
found thc gun on alog, in the way he described.
It was the same mossy log upon which Gaspar had
sat down to wait for the scarlet tanager to show
itselfagain, and to considcr what he should do.

As the bird did not show itself, and as he knew
nothing of Pete’s following him into the woods, he
finaliy said to himself: “ I guess what Pete can
do, 1can do. I know he could shin up this pine
and get off on the oak, and | believe 1 can.”

It was a slender pine, about eight inchcs
through, with a tendency to die at the top, which
top, by thc way, had had the misfortune to Ilje
thrust up into the branches of largcr and taiter
trees. One of these was the great oak with ine
broken stem, at the summit of which, in the k rk
of the trunk, thc scarlet tanager had lodged.

Gaspar himself was a good climber, as well a-, a
resoluteboy. He laid his gun across the log, hug;.vd
the pine with knees and arms, and bogan tov;:k
his way upward. He reached the branches with ut
difficulty, and scramblcd through them into ;ue
scraggly top, above which the smaller limb of he
oak made a treinendous sweep, nearly twenty ".xi
from the broken trunk.

In passing the dead, or dying, twigs of the p:nc-

tops, he lost his cap, which lodged in thuin.
“ Never mind,” he said, “ I can get thaton 'ny
way back.” He looked over at the fork of :he

huge oak, but could not sec his bird,— only thc de-
cayed bollow into which ithad folien. To rcach Ii, by
clasping the limb curved above him, and descviid-
ing over that, in mid-air, was a feat which m:ide
him hesitate. Thcn he said, “ Here goes !” and
balancing himself in thc pine-top, he stretviied
up his arms until lie could clasp them secu cly
over the oaken limb.

After his arms, up went his lcgs; and ho'.ing
fost to the branch with hands and feet, he b. ;an
to work his way down to thc trunk, pausir.; to
look back at the pine, and assure himself th". his
return that way would be safe.

“ Yes,” he said, “ I can get back as easily is 1
camc.” And he slipped daringly down the creat
limb to the fork.

On reaching it, he found that thc broken dcm
contained, inside thc ring of living wood and !;.irk,
a rotten cavity, into which the bird must ha\i dis-
appeared. The hole was lavgc at the top, but it
narrowed bclow ; and there, looking down, he saw
his bird clinging with half-sprcad wings to thc de-
cayed lining of the trunk.

“ Whatabeauty !” he exclaimed; “ Imust have
him, sure !'”

He restod, with one arm about thc limb he bad
descended, and cautiously thrust thc other down
into the hollow. With bis utmost straining he
could not reach the prize with his hand. “ Per-
haps,” thought he, “ 1 can reach him with my
foot.”

So he got one lcg into the cavity, and put il
carefully down, his object being to place bis foot
beneath the bird, which seemed stupefied or cx-
hausted, and forcé it gently upwaid.

* If he fliesout,” reasoncd the boy, “ he will faU
to the ground, and | can catch him.”

But instead of Aiying out, the tanager, roused by
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tlvj pressure of the foot, fluttered still further down,
ard clung again to a projeclion of the decayed
lii ing.

I shall lose him that way," Gaspar exclaimed.
“ . shall lose him anyway, unless | can reach liim
«idimyhand. | wish I had a string or some-
tli ng to make a slip-noose !”

The sight of the rich red body and velvety black
11! and wings inspired him with that enthusiastic
ei;erncss to possess the spccimen which only a
m airalist can undcrstand.

Fhen he ventured on a rash undertaking,
bilicving that he could let himself down into the
liPilow beside the bird until it would be easy to
gr spit. This he did, forcing his toes into the
rc)"enwood — if anything so far gone in decay can
be alled wood — and keeping as firm a hold as
he could of the top of the opening.

kVhen he thouglit he had gonc far enough, iie
hei.i on by his feet and one upstretchcd hand, and
K- .lied down with the other. There was the bird
sti.l; but he had hardly touched it, when it
flvucrcd off again, and he made a suddcn, fatal
nv i‘cracnt to grasp its wing.

"he hold of hand and feet on the decayed wood
gi.eway, and he slipped down into the narrow
pi': of the cavity.

‘here, by desperately spreading legs and arms,
and clutching his fingers into the soft lining, he
tn naged for awhile to siipport himself.

:le looked up; his head was about three feet
fr' n the top of the opening. It was impossible to
sci.p the rottcn rim again. The spacc below was
lai;;e enough to let his body slidc down, but too

to allow him to use his legs and feet to any
ad’.-antage. And the punk-like substancc into
wl.'ch he thrust his fingers was too slight to
yicM him much support.

He had been teirified by his first slip. And
now he began to realize the horror of his situation.

He could wedge his knees and elbows into the
cavity so that the slipping was arrcsted. But it
began again the moment he tried to work his way
upward.

I'liere seemed to be nothing he could do but
to linld himself iii place and scrcam for help.
Am] scrcam he did, with what strength he had
lefi. But he soon perceivcd the futilityofany such
efibrts. His voice was projected upward into the
forest-tops and pitiless blue sky; it could not have
bceu heard farin any other direction.

It was a terrible moment to a boy so full of
life and hope but a little while before, but whom a
suelden and awful death now threatened.

His strength began to fail; he could not even
scrcam any more; he could only think. And all
the whilc he was slowly slipping, slipping.

He thought of his home, which he had often
threatened to leave in bate and scorn, but which
appearcd a paradise to him now.— If he were only
there again! It scenied far off and strange;
while his collections of birds and eggs, lately so
real and all-important to him, fadcd into a sicken-
ing drcain.

Thcn he thought of his parents, whose kindness
he had so often repaid with ingratitude, and he
called out in his agony :

* O Father ! help me ! help ! help!”

But his father was probably at that moment
riding quietly along the village Street, thinking
|erhaps of his perverse son, ivhom he had left at
home to do a trifling task which that son had
neglected, and now could never do.

He rcmcmbecrcd the praycrs his mother taught
him in childhood to repeat, but which he had
utterly neglected in his later reckless years. He
wished he could pray now, for perhaps the angels
might help him. But it seemed to him as if he
had never praycd; certainly his heart and soul
had never gone into a praycr as they did now into
the mere wish that he might pray.

All this time he felt himselfslipping, slipping.

The tree was piobalsly hollow to the root.
Dcath in that horrible depth seemed certain. And
who would ever think oflooking for him there?

After a long while, his absencc would excite
alarm. The woods would be scarchcd, and his
gun might be found on the log below there. But
ivould even that givc hisfricnds a clew to his fate ?

He remembcred that, to an observer on the
ground, there was no visible sign that the tree had
an opening at the top ; and who would dream of
his having climbed that cnormous trunk?

“ Oh, why did n't | let Pete come with me?”
he said dcspairingly, little suspecting that Pete was
even then prowling in the woods, listcning to liear
his gun.

Still, inch by inch, he knew that he was slipping,
slipping, slipping.

If he only had room to use his knces and feet!
If he could clutch with his fingers some solid sup-
povt! The top of the cavity was so near! why
could he not reach it?

“Imust! | willl” he cried out, in a choked
and stifled voice, and nerved himself for a last
detcrmined strugglc.

It seemed for a minute that he was actually
making progrcss upward; and he quickened his
efforts with the energy of dospcration. Thcn ali
at once somcthing seemed to give way with his
strength, and he had a sense of suding rapidly,
his fingers tcaring from their hold, his nails from
their sockcts, and soul and body rushing down
into darkness.

(To bf cont'rnueH.)
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*THE FELLOWS AT SCHOOL CALL ME A GIRL 'CAUSE | WEAR DRESSES." (DRAXVN I-OR
“ST. HICnoLAS" BV A GIRL OE TEN.)

A VALENTINE.

Bv Paii. Hoftman, iigcd eleven years.

I kNow a little girl, Or it may be in thc garden

But 1 wont lell who.

Her hair is ycllow gold,
Her eyes are pretty blue;
Her sinilc is ever sweet.
And her heart is very true.
Such a pretty little girl,—
But 1 wont tell who.

1 see her every day,

But | wont tell wbcrc.
It may be in the lafe
By thc elm-tree there ;

By the roses fair.
Such a pretty little girl,—
But | wont tell where.

1’1l mavry her somc day,
But 1 wont tell when.
And 1°'ll be very rich,
And have millions then;

And she ’ll have all she wants,
W hich is more than 1 can ken.

Such a pretty liltlc girl,—
But | wont tell when.



MARGARET'S

“FAVOR-BOOK.’

By Susan Anna Brown.

Margaret Dana was one of the practical,
eaniest girls who are always ready to try neiv
things, and ambitious to make the most of every
opi'ortunity. She had one trial, and that was,
th.!" her father would not let people cali her
Maggie, or Margiierite, or Daisy, or Pearl, or
Mri'lge, or anything but plain Margarct. That
had been his mother’'s fiame, and he said it was
goo'l enough for her grand-daughter, without any
niodcrn improvemcnts. To be sure, most of the
gir- m her class at school were Bessies, and Min-
rie-, and Nellies, and Fannies; but in spilc of ihc
affn'tinn of having a fiame which did not cnd in

Margaret took life pleasantly enough. In
school, she studied sufficicntly to kcepher place in
tht class, and outside, every moment was filled
witli work or |Jlay.

I: was a rule of the Dana household, however,
tha! the children should write at least a few lines
every day, in the form of a letter, or a diary, or a
coi’ .position. Copying did not count, or Margaret
would have finished her daily task without much
fho-.ght. Mis. Dana had an idea that peoplc
found many things burdcnsomc only because they
wciv not accustomcd to do them, and resolved
tha' her children should form the habit of express-
ing their thoughts on paper, hoping that it woiilcl
be as easy for them < talking whcn they grew
okliM argaret had a brothcr in collcgc, and
thnvor four cousins, with whom sho exchangcd
Ictt rs occasionally, and her school compositions
canil' once in t'vo wecks, so that she was seldoin at
alc-sforan object in her daily writing. Some-
liiiKs, ivhen she read storics where the heroine
kept a Journal in which to record her very senti-
mental ideas, Margaret was teraptcd to begin one ;
but she never procecded far, for she could not
tbmk up any tridis to philosophize over, and what
she was doing and enjoying seemed unworthy ofa
plinc in so dignified a volumc. So that after she
had tyrittcn a few pages, in «hich she had told
about thcir old-fashioned house, which she cniild
aevvr inakc sound as interesting as the *“ vaultcd
halls” and “ dim oid librarles” which ihc hcroincs
dcscribed, her Journal was api to languish, and.
after a few more entrics, was iisually put into the
hfc. Once tlic family tried the cxperiment of a
general diary, which was to be writtcn every night,
and was to i-ecord the cloings of the whole housc-
hold. But as Mr. and Mis. Dana, and Grandma
Friwards, and Necl, and Katc, and cousin Fanny,

and even little John, all were expected to take their
turn at it, Margaret wrote in it only now and then.
And, besides, itwas not halfso interesting to write
in that great book in the sitting-room as it was to
scribblc off something of her very own in the sacred
privacy of her own cérner. This cérner was a very
cozy sort of place. Kate and Margaret shared a
long, low room, which they took great pride in dec-
nrating with every pretty thing whiclt carne in thcir
way. Sometimesthey used to talk ovcrthe changes
they would make in if if they were rich: The
simple, light paper was to be cxchangcd for an
elegant dark tint with a ivonclcrful frieze: the
somcwhat dingy carpct was to give place to a
beautifiil inlaid floor, aciorned with oriental rugs
in soft colors; the air-tight stove was to be re-
placed by an open fire-place, where a checrful
blaze was always to be glowing (they usually made
thcir plans in the coid weather). In fact, the fiirni-
turc was all to be of the most ncw-old-fashionecl
kind, such as they saw now and then in the housc
of some fricnd. To tcll the tnith, am vcry doubt-
ful whether they would have Ilked the room onc bit
better if some indulgent fairy had transformed it to
the splendicl apartment of which they dreamed.

As it was, the two girls took much com-
fort in its friendly shabbiness. The two Win-
dows looked west and south. At the western
one, Katc had a table whcrc she uscd to sit
and write or paint, and whcn she was resting
she could look ovcr the river at the low linc

of blue hills, where the sccnc sccmcd the sarne,
and yet evcr changing svith the changing scasons.
like the expression of a familiar face. Often the
two girls sat there together and watched the sun
sink down bchind those woodcd slopes, and saw
the dark linc of trecs printcd for a moment on his
flaming disk, and then standing out distinct and
clcar on theb.ickground ofrcd sky. bometimcs, in
the hot July aftcrnoons, they leaned far out at the
winclow to catch tlic first breath of a sumiller
showcr, which they couid see coming up over the
hills, and watched the tlilck vcil of drops diaw
ncarer and ncarcr, until the first noisy pattering
could be heard on tiic roof above them. This
west window «'as Kate’s corner, where she had
all her very spccial bclongings. The Southern
one w,ns in the slope of the roof, and had little
side-liglits, which made it almost like a hay-window,
In this little nook, Margaret had her low easy-chair,
and a sort of fokUng leaf which could be put up



when she wanted a taljle, or suffered to hang
down when she only wished to read or to look
out at the cool freshness of the elms. Directly
under the window-sill were two little shelvcs,
where she had a few favorite books and her writing
materials. This was her cozy cérner, and the two
girls very carefiil to each other's
possessions undisturbed, so that there might be
that sort of separateness which only makes com-
panionship more pleasant. Here they dreamed
their dreams, as girls will, and had long confiden-
tial talks together; for these two sistcrs appreciated
each other, and if they had friends who seemed at
first brighter and more entertaining, they never
forgot that ciése tie of sisterhood which was more
than any passing fancy.

One evening, thc two sat together in their own
room. Kate was writing diligently on an essay
which was to be read on thc last day of sehool, and
Margaret was biting the end of her pen and half-
closing her eyes, as she had a habit of doing
when she was thinking jntently. At last she
burst out with, “ J think people who keep journals
in books are horrid 1”7

“ How else can you keep onc ?” inquired Kate,
without looking up from her work.

“ Oh, I don't mean that!” said Margaret; “ 1
mean that people in books who keep journals are
horrid, because they write down such doleful things;
and sho glanced atthe story which she had just fin-
ished reading, which certainly was a rather depress-
ing account of the tridis and afflictions ofa self-scru-
tinizing young lady. “ W hy can’t they write down
the fun they have, and the kind things people do
for them, instead of always telling their troubles,
and raaking onc feel dreadfully sorry for them ?”
- “ Try it,” said Kate, as she wrote the last word
in her essay, and then ran down-stairs to read it to
her father.

“ 1 declare, 1 believe 1 will,” said Margaret
slowly to herself, after she had thought awhile.
“ Something pleasant happcns almost every day;
and if | write down at night what people have
done for me during the day, 1 shall not be always
forgetting to thank them for it, as | do now, and it
will be grcat fun to read it over some time.”

Margaret was never onc of the dilatory sort;
when she made up her mind to do anything, she
never waited until her enthusiasm had cooled. That
very night she sewcd a few sheets of paper into a
little book, and made her first entry in this novel
kind of diary.

“ 1 have resolved to keep a “ Favor-Book,” and
to write down in it all thc kind and pleasant things
people do for me.”

If it had not been for the rule about writing
every day, the “ Favor-Book” might have been

were leave

neglected, as thc rest of the winter went by; ,ut
before thc spring carne, Margaret was hers If
surprisecl to see how full it had grown.

One night,during the firstweck in Match, she lat
in her favorite scat and turned over the pagcs ;nd
read the simple record. It 'vas only a list ofthe lude
favors of every day, such as all receive, but » ir-
garet was glad to recall every onc of tliem.

Jan. 4. My biother let me read thc ..t.
Nicholas first, because | wanted to. I n st
remember to let him have it first, next tiim.

Jan. 5- Alice Williams invited me to a p; jy,
and | had a splendid time.

Jan. 7. Mother said 1 might go out skti ng
when the rest did, and she would 'vipe thc di ler
dishcs for me.

Jan. 8- 1 received a fine lettcr from bn.-iict
Ned, and he hatcs to write letters to us girls v, ,en
he has so much other writing to do.

Jan. 9- Cousin Fanny monded ray drcs> for
me, because she thought | did n’t know ho'v 1 do
it in the best way.

Jan. 10. Kate tried hard and found a ca ital
subject for me to write a composition about.

Jan. 11. Nellie Forbes waited for me to-iay,
because | was not quite ready to go to w'alk len
the other girls went.

Jan. 12. Mother let me ask two of the .iris
to tea.

Jan. 14. Because | was so busy, Fred .vent
down Street on an errand'vhich Mother had . ked
me to do.

Jan. 15. F-llen lent me her ncw story-b> ik

Jan. 16. Alice carne over and brougin her
work, and taught me some of thc stitchi for

Kcnsington erabroidery.
Jan. 17. Father took Kate and me toa CO ert.
Jan. 18. Mary camc over and stayed xviti

because 1 had a coid. And

me,
it was splendid mat-

ing, too.
Jan. 19.

way to church.

Ellen camc to ask how 1 svas, o: her

Jan. 20. Cousin Fanny read to me quite a
while to-day. Fred sat down and played I'ick-
gammon, because 1 had such a coid,— aiul he

don’'t like games very well, either.

Jan. 21. Father taught me how to playchcck-
ers, because he said staying in thc house was dull
work for me. Mrs. Williams sent me somcjclly.

Jan. 22. Mary carne over again.

Jan. 23. Kate made the bed in our room tn-
day, although it is my week to kecp it in order.
I must make it for her some time.

Jan. 24. Mykittcn climbed up in a tree, and |
could not get her to come down, she was so much
frightened. Henry Lund carne along and said he



«ouid help me ; so hewent into the house and got
n broom, and put my sacque on it, and climbed
p.irt way up and coaxed hcr to get on the sacque,
and then got her down.

Jan. 25. Grandraa gavc me abottle ofcologne
tliis morning. | mean to give halfof it to Ellcn,
fi'r she likes it so much, and hardly ever has any.

Jan. 26. Mother helped me ever so much on
niy Sunday-schooi lesson.

lan. 27. lcould not get any more worsted likc
mr cushion, and it was almost done. 1 felt very
N iich disappointed, because 1 wanted to finish it
frr Mother’s birthday. Agnes Willis heard rae
talking about it at recess, and carne all the way
uier here after school, although it rained, and
bmught her bag of worsted to see if she had n’t
some that would match, | don’'t think 1have ever
been over polite to Agnes, eithcr. 1 have never
ti ed much to gct acquaintcd with hev.

Tan. 29. Mai7 is getting up a dialogue just
f(; fiin, and she has asked me to take the vcry
n.iost part in it.

Jan. 30. Mrs. Williams
we.ir at our dialogue.

Feb. 3. The night of ihe dialogue, Mary’s sis-
ter Julia helped us all she could. She fixed my
hr.ir for me, and was very kind in many ways.
Mlien | told Mother about it, she said, “ That's
Ibe sort of older sister I want you to be to
Johnny and the baby.”

Feb. 4. Grandma told me something which
she said would be a good motto for my “ Favor-
Biiok.” I told her about this book a good while
ayo, and she said she “ heartily favorcd the ‘ Favor-
Book’ idea.” The motto was something which a
very nld lady said to hcr a long time ago. It was
ihis: “ Whecrcver 1 go, | learn something, either
to avoid or practico.” Grandma said that every
fa\or | note down would be something for me to
pr.ictice. She gave all us children something to
do last Sunday, when there was such a drcadful
storm that no one could go to church, She made
WS all find verses in the Bible about doing favors
to people. W e found ever so many.

Feb. 5. | had a letter from cousin Sarah. |
did not answer her last one very promptly, so it
'i.isvery good in her to write again so soon.

Feb. 6. Oid Miss Stone called this afternoon,
and | am afraid I was not very glad to see hcr.
Slie asked Mother why I looked so sad, and Mother
lold hecr that my cat was sick, and 1 fclt worried.
Miss Stone said, “ | must send her some catnip,”
and before tea hcr girl carne over and brought me

lent me a cape to

a box, and in it was a bunch of dry catnip, tied up
with a blue ribbon. And Pussy was almost well
the next day.

Feb. 7. Mrs. Williams sent for me to come
over and spend the day, and 1 had a happy time.

Feb. 8. Brother Ned carne home and brought
a package of candy for us all, and a new book for
Kate and one for me.

Feb. 10. Mother wcnt into the cily to-day and
brought me home a new neck-tie and a box of
writing-paper. Johnnj' «'as very good all the time
she was gone, and helped me amiisc the baby.

Feb. 11. Ned took me out sleigh-riding to-day.
The last sleigh-ride of the season, we think.

Feb. 13. Agnes helped me with my algebra.
She has such a nice way of hclping ; she does not
act as if you did not know anything.

Feb. 14. Aunt Mary helped mcaboutiny patch-
work and found rae some new silk pieccs.

Feb. 15. Ilwaswalking out to see Agnes Willis,
and Ellen Stone overtook me and asked me to ride,
and then called at Agnes’s hoiise for me, an hour
later, and brought me home.

Feb. 18. Yesterday was my birthday, and 1
had presents from Mother, Ned, and Kate, and
cousin Sarah sent me a birthday card. Mother

asked two of the girls here to tea,

Feb. 20. to Mis. Johnson’s of an
crrand this morning, and she went upstairs on
purpose to get a new book to lend to me,

I went in

Feb. 21. Kate let me use her paints this after-
noon.
Feb. 22. 1 was invited to a lovely party at

Ellen’s, to celébrate Washington’s birthday.

Feb. 24. Mrs. Forbes stopped me on the Street
to ask ho«' our baby was, and to say she was so
sorry to hear she had been sick.

Feb. 27. Miss Saunders found somcthing very
interesting for me to read at our missionary meet-
ing, and | know she is very busy and does not
have much time to sparc.

As she read the last cntry and luid aside the
book, hcr mother camc softly into the room and
sat down beside her.

“ You told me that your ‘ Favor-Book ' was full,
my dear,” she said. “ | have bought you a new
onc, that you ma)' keep on rcmembcring the kind-
nesscs which you receive,” and she laid down in
Margaret’'s lap a pretty volume in a red Icather
binding, on which was stampcdhcr lame, andun-
derneath it the words,

“ Freeiy ye have received, frcely give."



HOW WE

FOOLED

THE STORKS.

Bv OSLANYAN.

It is the

cuslom in

Constantino-

ple, as

as here, for

those who

can afford it

to go into the

country during

the summcr months.

The Turks of Constantinople

forsake the city for two reasons : First,

for a changc of air; and seeond, for a dair\- diet,
of which they are very fond.

Onc season, Keahat-haneh-Keoy, a cozy little
villagc in the valley of the Sweet-Waters, whei'c
the Goklen Horn begins, was chosen by our family,
for its rich pasture grounds and good milk.

We children were delighted with the place.
W ¢ had an abundance of puré milk and of frcsh
cggs, and cach of us had also a favorite hen which
was his special charge.

Our chicf delight was to place ducks’eggs in one
ofthe hcn’s nests. and wlien the eggs ivere hatched
to see the mother astonished at the odd appear-
ance of her young.

Yet she was kind and attcntivc to them, and
raiscd them with carc. But wc children were most
amused when the ducklings grew oid enough to
waddle and took to the water, setting the mother
hen in a fume. Oh, how she would fret and cacklc,
and strut aroimd the pbncl in real anger, scolding,
scratching the ground, trying by all means lo get
them out before thc)’ werc drowned !

«'ell

*'ITre chimncys iti 'l'iirkey are bulli squarv, and ihcir
smokc to

are cnvered, like school-heiisc vi-iitilators, ivith

This used to delight us immcnsely. One moin-
ing whcn we went out to attcnd our chickens and
ducklings, we suddenly heard, abovc our heack. a
queer noisc like the clanking of wooden spooiil. nr
the rattling of many castanets.

We turned around to see what it was and ivb<rc
it carne from. W c soon discovered that it carne
from thc top of the kitchen chimney, whcrc i«o
immensc white birds, somewhat largcr than gei.-c,
with long legs, long necks, and long bilis, «vrc
standing and vigorously clacking their bilis ai
each other.

W c ran into thc housc and informecl our fatlici
of our cliscovery, and asked him to come out and
sce the birds.

He said he knew all about thcm. “ They are
called storks,” he said. They live in Afiiia.
though they may have bccn born here ; for it is
their habit to spend their summers in norilicin
climates, where they raise thcir yoimg, and rcuirn
home with them before wintcr. The ancicnt Fg>>
tians regarclcd these birds as sacrcd, and it was
considered a crime to hurt thcm, and in some places
they were even worshiped. Whcn summecr comes,
they leave thcir homes in a body, that is, a gicat
many of them together, and take a northerly dirci-
tion. They must have arrivcd here last nigl'L
They sepéarate in pairs, and l6cate thcmselves in
difierent places, so you will soon see many others.
They choosc the chimney-tops wherevcr they can.
because they are warm and they think themsafcr *
They prcfcr to live in vallcys, bccause they live un
frogs, reptiles, fish, and insccts.”

Thus cnlightened, wc went out again to have

en thc sidc* "



another look at them. Wo used to gaze and gaze
at them with wonderment, and our interest in
them increased day by day, as we watched their
ninvements.

They often stood together for hours ratthng
their bilis at each other, or dcmurcly surveying
the grounds about thein, often starting finaliy after
sume object or prey ivhicli they had cspicd.

One day, after “ playing the castanet” (as we
called it) for some time, they both suddcnly darted
away, one cliving to the ground as though it was
shot. Soon, it was seen asccnding with a snake
dangling from its claws. It rose far up into the
air, and then sucldenly dropped its prey. The
otlier bird, who was on the lookout for this, in-
stantiy pounced upon the fallen victim (which had
bcen killed by the fall), and seized and carried the
dcad snake to the nest on thc chimney-top.

I'he storks’ flight is very pretty. They tbrow

1 RRRIOUNTED THE IADI>RK,

their hcads back, extend their Icgs, and with out-
stretched wings soar very high. Their movc-
ments, when on thc ground in search of food, are
eqiially graceful and picturcsque ; they take long
and measured stridcs, and strut about in conscious
dignity and confidcnt sccurity. They rest sleep-
ing on onc leg, with the neck foldcd and head
turned backward on tlic shoukler.

We had a grcat clcsirc to see their nest. They

AND

would let US approach them, but we were afraidto
go too near, for when they turned their heads
toward US to take a look, their long bilis used to
frighten us very much. So we watched our op-
portunity to visit their nest during their absence.

One day when they were away, we got a ladder,
and raised it on the top of thc small house which
servcdfor the kitchen. There we rested it against
the chimney, and | ascended to the nest.

W e found their bed, or nest, made of the coarsest
twigs and pieces of sticks. It contained four eggs,
about tbe sizc of goose-eggs, but they were of a
buff color, whilc goose-eggs are white.

When we carne down, and as we were talking
about the nest, thc idea struck me that it would be
very funny to expcrimcnt on thc storks as «c did
on thc hens, and see what would be the rcsult.
We laughed heartily over the plot, and determined
tn take away their eggs and replace them with

CAPF.I'ttl.LV CHANCEP THE EIiCS,

goose-eggs. “ Hut they are not of the
color!” said my brother.

It 'vas cvidcnt that thc birds would discover tlie
deception, and would not sit. My brother sug-
gested that we should paint the goose-eggs exartly
the color of thc stork-eggs, with some water colors
ve had, and thcn all would be right.

Wec prepared four fresh goose-eggs, and when
both thc birds were away, 1 remounted the ladder

same



and carefully changed the eggs, and camo down as
rapidly as | could, before the birds returned.

The poor creatures, not perceiving the decep-
tion, went on sitting on the new eggs ; for we no-
ticed they took turns in their sittings — the male,
which was the larger of the two, sitting by day and
the female by night.

After four weeks' ciése watching, we knew, one
day, that the eggs were hatched; for there was a
grcat trouble in the stork family. Both the birds
were standing and clanking their bilis at each other
as if they would talk each otherdown. At last, they
both flew away and soon returned with many
others of their tribe.

Tliey all perched around the nest (or as many
as could do so), the resthovering overitand waiting
for their turn to have a ciése look at the goslings.
After due inspection and careful examination, they
setup a clanking ofbilis that could be heard a great
way off. They clanked and rattled, rattled and

clanked, until their jaws got tired; then they sud-
denly ceased, and began pecking at somethin.;,
after which they all took to flight.

We were curious to know what had happeiu .,
We madc haste to ascend the iadder and find ',jt
the State of affairs before the birds carne ba k.
lwas the first toexplore, and | was both amazedr.nd
grieved to find the mother stork lying dead on 1;p
of the young goslings ivhich had been hatched, ai'd
which were also dead.

I camc down the ladder to allow the others to
see the catastrophe, and all ascended loy turns, u.id
carne down with sorrowful faces.

W e rushed into the house and informed ,.ur
father of what had happcned. He, without say ig
a word, ordered the servant to go up and renuwc
the dead birds. When they were brought dowii, .le
children dug a grave and buried the poor things.
W c learned many years afterward that no stork ii.id
ever, after that day, perched upon that chimn-.,.

“ MV MA SAYS THAT WOhtBK UINGMT TO VOTB/'



THE BASHFUL MARGUERITE.

By Ai.ice Wei.lington Rullins,

Sweet Marguerite looked shyly from the grass
Of country fields, and softly whispered: “ Here
I make my home, conteni; for I,— alas!—
Am not the rose tlie city holds so dear.”

Just then, the Qiicen, driving by chance that way,

Called to a page: “ Bring me that Marguerite;
1 am so tired of roses!”— From that day,
The daisy had the whole world at her feet.

Mamma’'’s .Moral.

Restless ambition, eager, gvasping greed.
Do not gain all things in this world of ours;
Shy merit, modest, iinassuming worth,

Oft make the way for men, as well as flowcrs.

To.MMY’s Application.

I MUST say things seem rather “ inixed" to me;
Please will you tell me, tlien, dear mother, why
You send me off to that big dancing-school

For fear that | should grow up shy?

627



FREDERICK OF HOHENSTAUFEN I THE BOY

EMPEROR.
A D 1207-1212.

\A/ter~nril Freiiei"ick t/u Secouti, Emperor 0/Gi/f/nauy,]

Gleaming with light and beauty, from the wavy
sea-line where tlie blue Mediterranean rippled
against tlic grim fortrcss of Castellamarc to the
dark background of olive groves and rising mount-
ain walls, Pnlcrmo, “ city nf the Golden Shell,”
lay bathcd in all the glory of an Italian afternoon.

It was a bright spring day in the year 1207.

Up the Cassaro, or strcct of the palaco, and out
through the massivc gatc-way of that curious okl
Sicilian city,— half Saraccn, half Norman in its
looks and life,— a small company of horsemen
rodé rapidly westward to where the square yelloiv
towers of La Zisa rose above its orange groves.
Now La Zisa svas onc ofthc royal pleasure houses,
a relie of the days whcn the swarth)’ Saraccns
were lords of Slcily.

In thcsun-lit gardens of La Zisa, a manly-looking
lad of thirtcen, with curly golden hair and clear blue
eyes, stood bcncath the citréon trees that bordcred
a beautiful littlc lakc. A hondcd falcon perched
upon his wrist, and by his side stood his brown-
skinned attendant, Abdcracliman the Saraccn.

“ But will it stay hooded, say’st thou ?” the boy
inquired, as he listened with satisfaction to tho

«Copyright, 1883, by K, S. Brooks.
on Arable phrase (or “

t EI /InzSs ;

tinkling bells of the nodding
bird which Abderachman had
just taught him to hood. “ Can he notshakc itofl

“ Never fear for that, little Mightiness,” "u
Saraccn replied. “ He is as safely blinded as «a-,
cver the eagle of Kairwan, the eyes of which iho
Emir took for his crescent-tips, or even as art tlvm,
O elAazis,\ by thy barons of Apulia.”

The look of pleasure fadcd from the boy’s fi'c.

“ Thou say’st truly, O Abderachman,” he sml.
“What am | but a hooded falcon? 1, a King v.Im
am no King! Would that thou and 1lcould fly lar
from this striving world, and in those great fon -h
over sea of which thou hast told me, could b"tli
diase the lion like bold, frcc hunters of the hill-

“ Wait in patiencc, O el Aaziz-, to cach iiiin
comes his day,” said the philosophic Saraccn.

But now there was heard a rustle of the citmn
hedgc, a clatter of hoofs rang on the shell-pawd
road-way, and the armed l)and that we saw spun nig
through Palermo’s gates drew rein at the lakc-salr.
The leader, aburly German knight, who bore upiui
his crcst a great boar’s head ivilh jcwcied eyes and
gleaming silver tusks, leaped from his hnrsc aa<l
strode up to the boy. Mis bow of obcisance «.l1-
scai-ccly more than a nod.

“ Your Highncss nuist come with me,” he saicl.
“ and that at once.”

The boy looked ac him in protest. “ Nai.
Bar6n Kap])aron,— am 1 never to be at my easc’
he asked. “ Let me, 1 pray thee, play out my

Ali rlghts rchcerved.
the encelleni” or “ most noble



(tay here at La Zisa, even as thou did’st promise
me.”

“ Tush, boy; promise must yield to need,” said
tlie Knight of the Crested Boar. “ The galleys of
Diephold of Acerra even now ride in the Cala port,
and think’st thou 1 will yield thec to his guidance ?
Come ! At thepalace wait decrees and grants which
ihou must sign for me ere the Aloe-Stalk shall say
ili nay.”

“ Must!” cried thc boy, as an angry flush cov-
crecl his face; “ who saith ~mus/' to the son of
lienry the Empcror? Who saith ‘must' to the
entiidson of Barbarossa? Stand off, chiirl of
Kipparon ! To me, Sicilians all! To me, sons of
til I'rophet!” and, breaking away from thc grasp
11 the burly kniglu, young Frederick of Hohen-
si-mfcn dashed across the small stonc bridgc that
li'l to the marble pavilion in the little lake. But
only Abderachman the Saracen crossed to him,
1[ic wrath of the Knight of ICapparon was more
(i-:-aded than thc commands of a little captivc
k. ig.

I'nc burly barén laughcd a mocking laugh.
“eWell blown, sir Sirocco”* he said, insolcntly,
‘sijut, for all that, Your Mightiness, | fear me,
moste6me with me, churl though 1 be. Come,
i waste words !” and he moved toivard the lad,
«ho stood at bay upon the little bridge.

Young Frederick slipped his falcon’s leash.
mm'ross at thy peril. Bar6n Kapparon |I” he cricd ;
‘s onc stcp more, and 1unhood my falcon and scnd
him straight to thy disloyal oyes. Ware thc bird !
Ilis flight is certain, and his pounce is sharp !”
Tlie boy’'s fair face grew more defiant as he
spoke, and William of Kapparon, who knew the
>iiung lad’s skill at falconry, hesitatocl at thc
tlireat.

Hut as boy and barén faced each other in de-
liance, thcrc was another stir of thc citréon hedgec.
and another rush of hurrying hoofs. A seeond
ariued band closcd in upon thc scene, and a
3-'‘ond knightly leader sprang to thc ground. A
smnv-white plume trailcd ovcr thc new-comev’s

crcst, and on his ihree-corncred shield was
bkizoncd a solitary aloe-stalk, sturdy, toiigh, and
unyielding.

m\V ho threatcns the King of Sicily ?” he dc-
m.inded, as, sword in hand, he stepped upon thc
little bridgc.

The Germéan barén faced his new antagonist.
“So! is it thou, Count Diephold; is it thou,
Aloe of Accrra? ” he said. “ By what right dar’st
thou to question the liaron of Kapparon, guardian
ofthc King, and chief Captain of Sicily?”

"Guardian,” forsooth I ‘Chicf Captain,’ say’st
tliou?” cricd the Gotmt of Accrra, angrily.
“ Big of Kapparon, robbcr and pirate. yield up

the boy !l 1, who was comrade of Henry the
Eraperor, will stand guardian for his son. Ho,
Buds of the Aloe, strike for your master's wcal!”

There is a flash of steel as the two leaders cross
ready swords. There is a rush of thronging feet
as the followers of cach prepare for fight. There
is a mingling ofbattlc cries— “ Ho, for the Crested
Boar of Kapparon I" “ Stand, for the Aloe of
Acefia!”— when for the third time the purple
citron-flowcrs sway and break, as a third band of
armed mcn spur to thc lake-side. Through the
grcen of the foliage flashes the banner of Sicily,—
the golden eagle on thc blood-red field,— and
the ringing voice of a third leader rises abovc the

din, “ Ho, Liegcraen of thc Church ! rescue for
the wafd of thc Pope I Rescue fot thc King of
Sicily 17

Thencw-comcr, Waltcr of Palear, the “ fighting
l)ishop of Catania ” (as he was called) and Chan-
cellor of Sicily, reined in his horse bctwcen the op-
posing bands of ITho Boar and the Aloe. His richly
broidered cope, strcaming back, showed his coat
of mail bencath, as, with lifted sword, he shoiited :

“ Hold your hands, lords of Apulia ! stay spears
and stand aside. Yield up thc King to me — to
me, the Chancellor of thc realm 1~

‘“ Off now, thou false Chancellor 1” cried Count
Diephold. * Think’st thou that thc rcvcnues of
Sicily ave for thy tveasure-chest alone ? Ho, Boars
and Aloes both ; down with this Frcnch fox, and
up with Sicily 1”7

“ Seize the boy and hold him hostage 1” shouted
William of Kapparon, and with extended arm he
strode toward poor little Frederick. W ith a sud-
den and nimblc turn, thc boy dodged thc clutch
of the bavon’s mailed fist, and putting one hand
on the coping of the bridge, without a moment’s
hesitation. he vaulted over into the lakc. Abder-
achman thc Saracen sprang after him.

* How now, thou pirate of Kapparon,” broke
out Count Diephold ; “ thou shait pay dearly far
this, if thc lad doth drown ! ”

But Frederick was a good swimmer, and the
lakc was not dccp. The falcon on his wrist
fluttcrcd and tugged at its jcss, disturbcd by this
uncxpccted bath ; but thc bo\' hekl his hand high
abovc his hcad and. supportcd by thc Saracen,
soon reached thc shorc. Here the rctainers of
thc Chancellor crowded around him, and spring-
ing to the saddle of a ready war-horse, the lad
shouted, “ Ho, for Palcrmo, all 1 which chief shall
first reach St. Agatha’s gate with me, to him will
1 yield myself!” and, wheeling his horse, he
dashed through thc minglcd bands and sped like
an arrow through the gardens of La Zisa.

The three contcsting captains looked at one
another in sur])rise.

=1 hc Shmo is .i fiircc .loiilh-ciistcriy wiiid of Sicily ;inll Ilio MeduetToiioaii.



“ The quarry hath slipped,” laughed Count
Diephold. “ By St. Nicholas of Myra, though,
the lad is of the true Suabian eagle’s brood. Try
we the test, my lords !”

There was a sudden mounting of stecds, a
hurrying gallop after the flying king; but the
Chancellor’s band, being alreadyin thesaddle, had
the advantage, and as young King Frederick and
W alter the Chancellor passed imder St. Agatha’s
pointed arch, the Knights of the Crested Boar
and of the Aloc-stalk saw in much disgust the
great gate ciose in their faces, and they were left
on thc wrong side of Palermo’s walls,— outwitted
by a boy.

But the baffied knights were not the men to give
up the Chase so easily. Twenty Pisan gallc>'s,
manneci by Count Diephold’s fighting-men, lay in
the Cala port of Palcrmo. That very night, they
stormed under the walls of Castellamare, routcd
the Saracens of the royal guard, sent W alter the
Chancellor flying for his life toward Messina; and,
with young Frederick in his power, Diephold, the
usurping Count of Acerra, ruled Siciiy in the
fiame ofthc poor little king.

in the royal palace at Palcrmo, grand and gor-
geous with colunins and mosaics and gilded walls,
this boy of thirteen — Frederick of Hohenstaufen,
Emperor Elect of Germany, King of Sicily, and
“ Lord ofthe World ”— sat, the day after his capt-
ure by Count Diephold, sad, solitary, and forlorn.

The son of Henry the Sixth of Germany, the
most victoriousbut most cruel of thc Hohenstaufen
emperors, and ofConstance the Emprcss, daughter
of Rogcr, the great Norman King of Sicily, Fred-
erick had -begun life on Deccmber the twenty-
sixth, 1194, as heir to two powerful kingdoms.
Hisbirth had been the occasion ofgreat rejoicings,

and vassal princes and courtier poets had liailod
him as “ the Imperial Babe, the Glory of Italy,
the Heir of thc C*sars, the Reformev of the

World and the Empire !” When but two years
oid, he had been proclaimed King of the Romans
and Emperor Elect of Germany, and, when but
three, he had, on the death of his father, been
crowncd King of Sicily and Apulia, in the great
Cathedral of Palermo.

But in all those two sovereigntics, no sadder-
hearted fior lonelier lad could have been found than
this boy of thirteen, this solitary and fricndlcss
orphan, this Frederick of Hohenstaufen, thc Boy
Emperor. In Germany his iincle Philip of Suabia
and Otho of Brunswick clisputed thc imperial
crown. And beautiful Sicily, the land of his birth,
the land over which he was acknowlcdgcd as king,
was filled with war and blood. From the lemon
groves of Messina to the flowery slopes ofPalermo,
noble and priest, Christian and Saracen, French

and German, strove for power and ravaged the
land with tire and sword. Deprived sometiines of
even the necessities of life, deserted by those ulio
should have stood loyal to him, often hungry and
always friendlcss, shielded from absoluto want orf,
by thc pity of the good burghers of Palmero, ustd
in turn by every faction and made the excu-.e
for eveiy feud, this heir to so great powei- « <
himself the most powerless of kings, the mu.t
unhappy ofboys. And now, as he sitsin his gleao -
ing palace, uncertain where to turn for help, di
his sad young heart goes into an appealing lef-r
which has come down to us across the centurii
and a portion of which is here given to corapl le
the dismal pictiire of this worried young monai ,h
oflong ago;

“ To all the Kings of the world and to all d.c
Princes of the universe, the innocent boy, King "f
Sicily, called Frederick; Greeting in God’s nan !
Assemble yourselves, ye nations; draw nigh. .c
princes, and see if any sorrow be like unto iiy
sorrow ! My parents died ere | could know ti ii
caresses, and 1, a gentle lamb among wolves, nll
into slavish dcpondence upon men ofvarious tri es
and tongucs. My daily bread, my drink, my fi'
dom, all are measured out to me in scanty |
portion. No king am 1. | am ruled, instead uf
ruling. | beg favors, instead of granting thcui.
Again and again | beseech you, O ye prince «of
the earth, to aid me to withstand slaves, to -el
frce the son of Cfesar, to raise up the crown of 'lic
kingdom, and to gather together again the s u-
tered people !”

But it is a long lafie that has no turning, .nd
before many montlis camc another change in liie
kaleidoscopc of this young king’s fortunes. 1"pc
Innocent the Thircl had been namcd by the | m-
prcss Constance as guardian of her orphaned li -y.
To him Walter the Chancellor appealed for aid.
Knights and galleys were soon in rcadiness. | d-
crino was stormed. Count Diephold was o' i-
thrown and Imprisoned in the castle dungc.-n.
Kapparon and his Pisan allies and Saraccn s.rfs
were driven out of Sicily, and the “ son of C«s ir”
reigned as king once more. Then carne a now
alliance. Hclpcd on by thc Pope, a Spanish friend-
ship ripened into a speedy marriage. Fredcrak
was declaredof age when he reached his fourteciiili
birthday, and a few months after, on the fifteenth nf
August, 1209, amid great rejoicings which fillcd
Palermo with briiliancy and crowded the nanwv
and crooked streets with a glitteriiig throng, thc
* Boy of Apulia,” as he was called, was married lo
thc wise and beautiful Constance, the daughter of
Alfonso, King of Arragon. This alliance gavc the
young husband the desircd opportunity ; for, with
five hundred foreign knights at his back, ho



asserted his authority over his rebellious subjects
as King of Sicily. The poor little prince, whose
childhood had known only misfortune and unhap-
piness, became a prince indeed, and, boy though he
was, took so manly and detcrmined a stand that,
crr the year was out, his authority was supreme
from the walls of Palermo to the straits of Messina.

Meantime, in Gcrmany, affairs had been going
frombad to worse. Frederick’s unclc, Philip of Sua-
bia. had been assassinated at Bainbcrg, and Otho of
Bianswick, head of the house of Guelf, crossedthe
Alus, was crowned Emperorat Rorae, and marched
in; 1 Southern Italy, threatening the conqucst of
hii boy rival’s Sicilian kingdora.

..gain trouble threatened the youthful monarch.
Aasious faces looked seaward from the castle
tov.ers; and, hopeless of 'vithstanding any attack
from Otho’s hardy and victorlous troops, Frederlck
made preparations for flight when once his gigan-
tic rival should thunder at Palermo’s gates.

"Tidings, my lord King; tidings from the
Noith !” said W alter the Chancellor, entering the
Kilg's apartment onc bright Novembecr day in the
year 1211. “ Here rides a galley from Gaeta in
the Cala port, and in it comes the Suabian Knight
Ar,.elm von Justingen, with a brave and trusty
folowing. He beareth word to thee, my lord, from
Frankfort and from Rome.”

‘How, then ; has Otho some ncwdesign against
our crown?” said Fredcrick. “ 1 pray thee,
good Chancellor, give the Knight of Suabia in-
stant audiencc.”

And soon, through the gothic door-way of that
gorgeous palace of the oid Norman and older Sara-
cen lords of Sicily, carne the bluff German Knight
Anselm von Justingen, bringing into its pcrfumed
air some of the strength and resoluteness of his
sturdy Suabian breczes. With a dcep salutation,
he gieeted the royal boy.

“ Hail, O King!” he said.
of note. Otho, the Guelf, whom men now cali
Emperor, is speeding toward the North. Never
more nccd Sicily fear his grip. The throne which
he usurps is shaken and disturbed. The world
nceds an emperor who can check disorders and
bring it life and strength. Whose hand may do
this so surely as thine — the illustiious Lord Frcd-
erick of the grand oid Hohenstaufen Une, tlie Elect
King of the Romans, the Lord of Sicily ?”

Frederick’s eye flashed and his cheek flushcd at
the grand prospect thus suddenly opened before

“ 1 bring thee word

him. But he replied slowly and thoughtfiilly.
“ By laws human and by right divine,” he
said, “ the empire is my inheritance. But canst

thou speak for the princcs of the empire ?”
" Ay, that can 1,” said the knight; “ | bear with
mepapers signed and sent by them. We havc

each of us examincd as to our will. We have
gone through all the customary rites. And we
all in common, O King, turn our eyes to thee.”

“ | thank the princes for their faith and fcalty,”
said Frcderick ; “ but can they be trustylicgcmen
to a Boy Emperor?”

“ Though young in years.
Suabian, “ thou art oid in character ; though not
fully grown in person, thy mind liath been by
naturc wonderfully endowed. Thou dost excecd
the common measurc of thine eqiials; thou art
blest with virtues before thy day, as doth become
onc of the true blood of that august stock, the
Cmsars of Germany. Thou wilt surely incrcase
the honor and might of tlic empire and the hap-
piness of US, thy loyal subjects.”

“And the Pope ?” queried the boy ; for in those
days the Pope of Romc was the “ spiritual lord ”
of the Christian world. To hira all emperors,
kings, and princes owed allegiance as obedicnt
vassals. To assume authority without the Pope’s
consent and blessing meant trouble and excommu-
nicatlon. Frederlck knew this, and knew also that
his former guardian, Pope Innocent, had, scarce two
years before, himself crowned his rival Otho of
Brunswick as Emperor of Germany.

“1 am even now from Rorae,” replied Von
Justingen; “and Pope Innocent, provokcd beyond
all patience atthe unrighteous ways ofthis Emperor,
falscly so called, hath excommunicatcd Otho, hath
absolved the princes from their oath of feaky, and
now sends to thee, Frederlck of Hohenstaufen, his
blessing and his bidding that thou go forward and
enter upon thine inheritance.”

The young Sicilian sat for some momcnts deep
in thought. It was a tempting bait— this of an
imperial crown— to one who felt it to be his by
right, but who had never dared to expect fior aspire
to it.

“Von Justingen,” hc said at last, “ good knight
and true, I know thou art loyal to the house of
Staufen and loyal to thy Germéan fatherland. 'T is
a royal offer and a danger-fraught attempt. But
what man dares, that daré 1'i When duty calis,
foul be his fame who shrinketli from the test. The
blood of kings is mine; like a king, thcn, will 1
go forward to my heritagc, and win or die in its
achieving!”

“ There flashed the Hohenstaufen fire,” said the
delighted Von Justingen ; “ thcrc spokc the spirit

O King,” said the

of thy grandsire, the glorious oid Kaiser Red
Beard! Como thou with me to Germany, my
prince. We will make thee Catsar indeed, though

the falsc Otho and all his legions are tlumdcring
at Frankfort gates.”

So, in spitc of the entreatics of his queen, and
the protests of his Sicilian lords, who doubted the



wisdom of the undertaking, the young monarch
hurried forward the preparations for his perilous
attempt. The love of adventure, which has im-
pclled many anotlier boy to face risk and danger,
flamed high in the hcart of this lad of seventeen,
as, with undaunted spirit, he soughtto press forward
for the prize of an imperial thronc. On March thc
eighteenth, 1212, the “ Emperor of the Romans
Elect,” as he already styled himself, set out from
orange-crowned Palermo on the “ quest for hisheri-
tagc ” in the bleak and rugged North. The galley
sped swiftly over the blue Mediterranean to the dis-
tant portof Gaeta, and upon itsdcck the four chosen
comrades that formed his Jittlc band gathered
around the fair-haired yoiing prince, who, by thc
daring deed that drew him from Palermd’s sun-lit
walls, was to make for himself a namc and fame
that should'soiid him down to future ages as Shj-
por Mundi Frederlcus— Frederick, thc Wonder
of the World !” In all history there is scarcely to
be found a more romantic tale of wandering than
this story of the adventurcs of young Frederick of
Hohenstaufcn'in search of his empirc.

From Palermo to strong-walled Gaeta, the
“ Gibraltar of Italy,” from Gaeta on to Rome, he
sailed with few.adventurcs, and here he knelt be-
fore the Pope, who, as he had crowned and dis-
crowned Otlio of Brunswick, the big and burly
rival of his fair young ward, now blessed and aidcd
the “ Boy from Sicuy,” and helped him on his
way with money and advice. From Rome to
Genna, under escort of four Genoese galleys, the

boy next cautiously sailed j for all the coast
swarmed with thc armed galleys of Pisa, the
stanch supportcr of the discrowned Otho. With

mahy a tack and many a turn the galle)'S headed
nérth, while thc watchful lookotits scanncd the
horizon for hostile prows. On thc first of May, the
peril of Pisa' was past, and Gcnoa’s gatcs opened
t6 reccive him. Genoa was callcd thc “ door” to
his crapire, but foes and hardships lay in wait for
him bchind the friendly door. On the fiftcenth of
July, thc boy and his escort of Genoese lancers
climbed the steep slopes of the Ligurian hills and
striick across the plains of Piedmont for the walls
of Pavia, the “ city of the hundred towers.” The
gates of thc grand oid Lombard capital flew opcn
to welcomc him, and royally attendecl, with a grcai
crimson canopy held above his head, and knight.s
and nobles following in his train, the “ Child of
Apulia” rodé through tlie echoing streets.

But Milan lay to the north, and Piacenza to thc
south, both fiercely hostilc cities, while the highway
between Pavia and Crcmona rang with the war-cries
of the partisans of Otho the Guelf. So, secrctly
and at midnight, the Pavian escort rodé with thc
boy out through thcir city gates, and moved

cautiously along the vallcy of the Po, to where
at the ford of the Lambio, the knights of Cremona
waited in the dark of an early Sunday morning
to receive their predous chargc. And none too
soon did they ~each the ford; for, scarcely was
the young emperor spurring on toward Cremona,
when the Milanese troops, in hot pui-suit, dashed
down upon the returning Pavian escort, and roiitcd
it with great loss. But theboy rodé on unharnicd;
and soon Cremona, since famous for its wondeiful
violins, hailed with loud shouts of welcoine ihe
young adventurer.

From Cremona on to Mantua, and then on to
Verona, the boy was passed along by friciully
hands and vigilant escorts, until straight before
him the mighty wall of thc Alps rose, as if to liar
his further progress. But through the great iiill-
rifts strctched the fair valley of the Adigc; ond
from Verona, city of palaces, to red-wailed Treni,
thc boy and his Veronese escort hurried on along
thc banks of thc swift-flowing river. Midwav be-
tween thc two cities, his escort turned back ; an(
with but a handful of followers thc young monarch
demanded admittance at thc gates of thc oid
Roméan town, which, ovevhung lay great Al[3ine
precipices, guards the Southern entrance to the
Tyrnl, Trent received him hesitatingly; and. in-
stalled in the Bishop’s palace, he and his little
band sought fair escort up the valley and over tlic
Brcnncr pass, the highway into Germany. But
now carne dreary news.

“ My lord King,” said the wavcring Bisho]i of
Trent, undecided which sido to favor, “ 't is dcath
for you to cross thc Brenncr. From Innspruck
down to Botzen the troops of Otho of Brunswick
line the mountain-ways, and the Guelf himsclf, so
say my coursermen, is speecling on to trap hour
Mightiness within the walls of Trent.”

Hcrc was a dilcmma. But trouble, which cuines
to “ Mightincsscs ” as well as to untitled boys and
girls, must be boldly faced before it can be over-
edme.

“ My liege,” said the Knight of Suabia, sloul
Anselm von Justingcn, “ before you lies the em-
pire and renown ; behind you, Italy and dcfeat.
W hich shall it be? ”

“ The empire or dcath!”
boy.

“ But Otho guards thc Brenner pass, my lord,"
said the Bishop.

“ Is there none other road but this?”
Frederick.

“ None,” replied Von Justingen, “ savc, indecd,
the hunter’s track across the .vestern mountains to
thc Grisons and St. Gall. But it is bcset will
porils and dcep witii ice and snow.”

“ The greater the dangers faced, the groater

said the resoiiiio

asked



thc glory gained,” said plucky young Frederick.
“ Xow, who will follow me, come danger or come
death, across the mountains yonder to the empire
and to fortune ?” and every man of his stout little
conipany vowcd to follow him, and to stand by their
young master, the Emperor elect.

Sn itwas that, in the first months of the early fall,
witlia meager train of forty knights, the Boy Em-

peror boldly climbed tlie ritgged Alpine slopes,
niiuinting highcr and highcr, and brnving the
danycrs of glacier and avalanche, blind p.iths
and -iorm and coid, and prcsscd manfiilly on
toward an uncertain empire.

lint though the risk-was great, no onc was
mcrricr than he; and at last, with only sixty
hniiihts and a few spearmen of Appenzell. the
young monarch climbed the steps of thc Rup-
pcn, the last of the Alpine passes that had
scparated him from tlie land of his forcfathcrs.

liut now comes the word that Otho and
liis knights are on the trnck of thc b<ty, and
ccnaiii of his capture. On thc young F.m-
peror hurvies, thcrefore, and from tlic final
Alpine slope he sccs in thc distance thc
“tills of the strong oid city of Constance glit-
teriiig jll tlie sun.

Soon a racsscnger who has bccn sent forward
comes spurring back. “ Haste ye, my liegc !” he
ctics. “ Otho is .alrcady in sight; his pennons
fiave ijfcn IBY% lookout on the city towers.”

Voi.. X1.-41.

The huiTying hoofs of thc royal train clatter
over the draw-biidge and through the great gate.
Constance is won ! but hard bchind, in a cloud of
dust, comes Frederick’s laggard rival, Otho.

His herald’s trumpet sounds a summons, and
the Bishop of Constance and the Archbishop of
Bari stand forward on the walls.

“ What ho, there, warders of thc gato !” carne

CBOSS AT TIIY PERIL, BARON KAPPAKUN!" (»E1S I'AC.E 629.)

ihe summons of tbc herald; “ open, opon ye the
gatcs nf Constance to your master and lord, Otho
the Emperor!”

The thronging spcar-tips .and thc swaying crests
of Gtho’btwo hundred knights flashccl in the sun,



and the giant form of the big Bninswicker strode
out before his following. But the voice of young
Frederick’s stanch friend and comrade, Bcrard,
Archbishop of Bari, rang out clear and quick.

“ Tell thy master, Otho of Brunswick,” he said,
“ that Constance gates open only at the bidding
of their rightful lord, Frederlck of Hohenstaufen,
Emperor of the Romans and King of Sicily.”

Otho, dceply enraged at this rcfusal, spurred
furiously forward, and his knights laid spears in

rest to follow thcir leader; but the Bishop of Con-
stance commanded hastily, “ Ho, wardcrs; up
draw-bridge — quick !”

The grcat chaius clanked and tightcned, the
heavy draw-bridge rose in air, and Otho of
Brunswick saw the gates of Constance swiiig
shut in his very face, and knew that his cause
was lost.

By just so narrow a chance did young Frederick
of Hohenstaufen win his Empire.

And now itwas won indeed. From every part
of Germany carne princes, nobles, and knights
flocking to the Imperial standard. Otho retired
to his stronghold in Brunswick; and on the tifth
of December, 1212, in the oid Rbmer, orcouiiril-
house, of Frankfort, five thousand knights with the
electors of Germany welcomed the “ Boy fmm
Sicily.” Four days after, in the great catliedval of
Mayence, the pointed arches and rounded dome of
which rose high above the storied Rhine, the

“ W'IIAT HO, THERE, WARDEKS OF THE CATE '

sad little prince of but five years back

was solemniy crowned in presence of a
glittcring throng, which with checrs of weicorae,
hailcd him as Emperor,

And horc we leave him. Only scventcen,
Frederick of Hohenstaufen— the beggar prince,
the friendiess orphan of Palermo, after triais and
dangers and triumphs strangcr than those of
any prince of fairy tales or “ Arabian Nights"—
entered upon a career of empire that has placed
him in history as “ one of the most remarkable
figures of the Middle Ages.”



QUEER
By Mrs.

HE children’s home was
alarge, rambling frame
house witha greatmany
rooms in it, and with
long entries that turned

off short, as if they had
heard an order, “ Right about
face,” and obeyed witb sol-
dierly precision. Across the
front of the housc and all
along the Southern side were

deep, two-storicd porches with
railings around thcm ; prime play-placesin
wct weath- er they were, too.

The big brown house was set down in the
midst oftbe Virginia mountains. Crowding
ciése up to the back doorwere immense chest-
nut and tu- lip-poplar trees, with trunks meas-
uriiigtenor twelve feet around.

The chil- dren,Will,Harry, and little Emily,
stoodonthe Southern porch, ivaiting. The
m@)'ning freshncss of a perfect suinmer
day was all around them. Will held in
his hand a large conch-shell, which he raised
to his lips every now and then as he talked,
and then dropped again. Mrs. Carrington’s
soft, inellow voice camc from the dining-room,
wherc  she had been employed in gctting out
the sugar, buttei',honey,and cream forbreak-
fast; “ My son, you may blow the horn now.”

Then the concliwentup tosome purpose, for
Will  blew such a ringing blast as made the
mountain which rose abruptly behind the
house send back a quick-replying echo, and
hruughtan- other boyish figure out of the open
door with a siidden rush.

“Well, W ill!” said the new-comer, “ what on

earth was that for ?
duum."

| thought it was the crack of

“ That,” said Will, very impressively, “
breakfast.”

“ How do you manage it, oid fcllnw?” said
Arthur, making several incffcctual attcmpts to
hlow some sound out from the pierced shell which
Will handed to him.

“ Oh, it's easy enough when you know how,”
said Will, with an air of superior wisdom. “ I ’ll
teach you how after breakfast, W c have n’t time
for jt, now.”

was for

The children’s cousin Arthur had come from

GAME.

S. B. Herrick.

the North only the evening before, to pay them a
visit at thcir home. It was his first experience of
the old-fashioned Virginia way of living, and he
naturally inquircd about everything that seemed
novel or strange to him, while W’ill felt very im-
portant at having so many questions askcd which
he was able to answer,

“ 1 say, M’ill,” said Arthur, “ what are all
those queer-looking little baby-houses under the

trees? | never saw a whole city of baby-houses
before,”
"Baby-houses?— ihose!” exclaimed W:ill, the

puzzled look on his face clearing away as he fol-
lowed the direction of Arthur’s gaze, “ Oh, those
are bee-hives.”

“ Harry 1” continued Will, with more frankncss
than politeness, “ what do you think? Arthur
wants to know what the bee-hives are! He calis
them baby-houses.”

“ Bee-hives ! ” said Arthur, rather contcmptu-
ously; “ in New York we have round-toppedhives,
like an Eskimo hut, you know.”

“ Ho, ho,” laughcd Wull, “ Now, do tell me
in what part of New York y'ou saw those ante-
diluvian bec-hives.”

Brought to book, Arthur was forced to confess
that he had not seen any hives at all; that his
meager knowlcdge had been gained from a pict-
ure in‘one of his oid scrap-books. And for the
honor of his native State, he at last reluctantly ad-
mitted that perhaps they had given up straw hives
and used the patcnt Langstroth Jiive, and that
New York bce-keepcrs did not now have to
smother every swarm of bees in orcler to sccure
their winter stock of honey.

“ Of course they don’t,” said Harry; “ Father
bought his hives in New York at first, and his
Italian queen-bcc, too,”

The boys’ cagcr talk of bees, beo-keeping, and
bce-hunting was interruptcd by Mr. Carrington’s
coming in from the orchard with a baskct of great
rosy peaches in his hand.

“ Come, boys,” he said cheerily, “ lend us a
hand at breakfast; plenty of time for talking after-
ward.”

“ Yes; and a safer place for talking, too !” ex-
claimcd Arthur, as he ictreated in-doors to escape
the hum of a bcc which seemed to him to be dan-
gerously near his cars.

“ Father,” said W ill, breaking the silence which
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accompanied the first onsiaught upon ljatter-cakes,
corn-bread, and rolls, “ can’t you take Arthur and
Harry and me out bee-liimting with you to-day,
and give Arthur the bees and honey we find, just

THE PICTORE IN ARTHUR'S OLD !lCRAP-BOOK

as you did last summer with Harry and me ? Wont
you, Father? ”

*Yes,” said-Mr. Carrington; “ that is a vcry
good idea. To-day is just the day for a bee-luint.
If Artinir does n’t feel too tired aftcr his journey,
we will go and see if we can find my bee-tree. |
have caught and sent out halfa dozen wild bees in
the pasture just over the moitntain, and 1 think
the tree can not be more than two miles away.”

“ Caught and sent out bees, Unele Hugh!”
said Arthur, bewiidered; “ what do you mean ?”

“ 1 will show you bcttcr than | can tell you. if
you feel like going,” answcred his Unele.

“ 1 ’'m not tired bcforc brcakfast, Unele,” said
Arthur; “ of course | feel likc going.”

“ In the meantime | will let you into some of the
secrcts of bec-housckecping in the village un-
der the chcsinuts, as soon as we havc finished
breakfast,” said his unclc.

“Wonttheysting?” said Arthur, rather timidly.

“We shall providc against that,” Mr. Carring-

ton answered, good-humoredly. “ We shall dun
our coats of mail before we invade their territori.”

W hen the boys liad disposcd of their breakfast,
and were fidgetiiig in thcir chairs, longing to be

otr, Mr. Carrington went iiitn a
store-room, called by common cuii-
sent “ the bee-room,” and brought
out the “ coats of mail.” First
carne the helmet, which w;i3 a
cylinder of wire-gauze about tif-
tecn inches high and nine acinss,
just largo enough to slip over
his head and rest comfortably Qi
his shoulders. This bee-hat «as
closed over the top by a round
piece of calicé; on the bouom
was sewcd a curtain of the s.une
calic6 slit up in two places un
opposite sides.

Mr. Carrington arranged the
cytindev so that these slits rainc
over his broad shoulders, tucking
one-half the curtain into the Imck
of his coat, while the othei- half
he buttoned insidc his cout in
front. He then drew on a pair of
india-rubber gardening gaiinuets.
“ Now,” he said, “ I am bee-pioof.
Put this other hat and paii' of
gloves on yoursclf, my bo\'. and
let us havc a look at the hive-.”

Arthur cquipped himself in ihe
novel suit of armor, and fnlhoved
his Unele out to bcc-town.

Mr. Carrington stopped before
the shelving platform in from of.i

hivc. Taking hold by the projecting caves ui' che
flat rouf, he liftcd off the top, showing a squ.nie
box in whicli himg six oblong frames, which were
full of delicious honey-combs of a dclicatc crvaniy
yellow, and fragrant with the odor of flowevs. A
few bees were crawling over the combs, bul uiily
a few, and these seemed vcry peacefully indiiied.

“ Did those few bees make all that honey?”
said Arthur.

“ No, indeed,” said his Gnele ; “ we are coming
to the bees presently. This is only a storc-hnusc
where the bees put the honey for me, after ihe>
havc filled their own hivc, which is underncath
this. 1 will come to their home whcn 1 haio dis-
posed of these combs.

Carefully rcmoving lhe frames, Mr. Carrington
uncovcred the lowerbox, and began taking out the
framc of comb from it. This honey lookcd vciy
different from that in the uppcrstory. Instead of
bcing a delicate yellow, the comb was of an ugl)
brown, some ofthe cells cappcd over with a shallo'v-



diined roof of wax, others open and full of honey.
The whole comb was swarming with bees, sucking
mvay at the honey, as if for dear life.

‘W hat makes this comb so brown, Unele
Hugh ?” said Arthur.

e It is oid comb,” said Mr. Carrington,

*and has been used over and over again
foi'i-lilTcrent purposes ; for storing honey and
bec-bread, and even as eradles for the baby

bces. When a young bee is batched and

ka'cs its cell, il leaves behind its first baby-
clothes, 'vhich, of course, are the cocoon, or
chrvsalis, in which it grew from the maggot

siaie into its pcrfcct bcehood. W hen the infant
bec comes out of its cell, other bees go in to clean
out the deserted chamber. Instead of throwing out
tlio b.aby-clothcs they find there, they glue them
carefully against the walls of the cell, thus tliick-
eniiig and strengthening it, but at thc same time
making it look ugly and brown. Somc cclls have
bet'i: found to have a series ofseven oreightof these
linings, one corresponding to cach baby that has
been hatched there. After awhile the cell gets
too sraall for eradle purposes, and then it is used
as .1store-room.”

'* Notice these bees, Arthur; see, here is a brown
bec; these others, you see, are yellow. The brown
becs are wild bees; the yellow ones are Italian.
Scc, here is a beauty,” he said, taking up a iight-

don’t you see the golden bands across the body
That shows it to he an Italian.”

“ And are the Italian bees better than the wild

Wy -
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bees? " furthcr qucricd his nephew, as he carefully
cxamined the pretty one his Unele held.

“ They are gentler,” said Mr. Carrington, strok-
ingthe bee tenderly with the tip ofhis gloved finger,
as though ho loved it. “And it is said that thc
Italian bee lias a longcr proboscis, and so can get
honey from tbc red clover, which is so abimdant
hereabout. / thought they were better; for, when
| was a very poor man, | bought an Italian queen-
bee in the big city of New York, and paid twenty
dollars for her, and | have neveryet rcpcntcd of my
extravagance. |have nowsixty-ninc liives of puré
Italian bees, and they are all the desccndants of
my pretty queen. Allowing forty thousand bees
to a swann, which is a modérate number, it is not
a bad showing for her majesty. Let me see, forty

1.comb; X droiic celia; tu, workercells; i, siorc cclls Of intermediatc aire} b, capped honey celia; M, cell wiih maggoi; €, cclls
with eggs; g, queen cell; B, sidewise vicw of comb; C, queen cell with lid cut off by bees tO lot her majesty out.

yellow bec on thc forcfinger of his clumsy india-
nibbcr glove ; “ this is a puré Italian bec.”

“ What is the differencc, Unele Hugh?” asked
Arthur.

“Thedifference?” said Mr.Carrington. “ Why,

thousand by sixty-nine makes — wcll, at least two
and a half millions of living deseenclants, bcsidcs
dozens of quccns 1 have given away, witli all their
descendants; these, added to the multitudes that
ha\'‘c livecl and died in the meantime, must make.



THE ORIGINAL

all together, not far from two hundred millions in
twelve years.”

Takiiig out framc after frame, Mr. Carrington
looked carefully over cach onc as he talked. *“ See
here, my boy; here, in this knot of bees, is thc
qucen. She is the mother of every Italian queen in
this hive and of many thousands of bees besides.
There she is, the one with the long, slender body.
See how different she is from the worker bees.
Hereisa drone, too, that has somehow managed to
escape thc August slaughtcr. See how hcavy and
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clumsy he looks. Here are all three kinds of hces
together,— queen, workcrs, anddrones."

“ What is the August slaughter? Do you kill die
drenes in August? ” askcd Arthur.

“ No,” said Mr. Carrington, “ / do not, hiil die
working bees do. In August, usually, but alwiiyi
aftermidsummer, thc bees becomctired of siippeh’
ing the droncs in idicness, so they sting them lo
death. 1 opened Chis hive,” addccl Mr. Carrington,
“ on purpose to show you a qucen’s cell. Do you
see that thing like a peanut, hanging from the



lower edge ofthe comb? [Fig. 2, g]. Thatis the cell
ofa liew queen the bees are making. This [Fig.
2, A] is a very irregular piece of comb; on tbe
left are the large cells, the drone cells, on the
right are the worker cells, and between the two are
intermediate sizes; many people consider the per-
fect symmetry of honey-comb a great marvel. It
sccms to me that these iiTegularities are much more
marvelous, for the bees evidently reason about it;
they never waste a bit of room.

“ These brood cells, tbat is, the cells in which
thc queen lays her eggs, are either drone size for
drone eggs, or worker size for worker eggs. She
makes no mistakes.”

eWhat? Do you mean that the queen always
lays the right egg in the right place ? How can
she know ? ” said Arthur.

“eThat is one of the mysteries, but it is a fact.
So Iniig as a queen retains her faculties, she makes
no mistakes ; sometimes a queen grows very oid,
or for some other well-known reason bccoraes a
little * cracked,” then she does make mistakes.
But our little queen, here, isa very Elizabeth for in-
telligence. You see, up there among the worker
cells, one [Fig. 2, m] with a small white worm
in it Well, tbat is about as sure to come out a
worker when it hatches as that the sun will rise
to-morrow. See, here [Fig. 2, d] are some drone
cells, and hcre again [b] capped-over honey cells.”

"Unele, you said just now that the bees were
'makinp a queen.” How can they agqueen ?”
asked Arthur.

‘mThat is a long story, and | must leave it for
another time. It will keep,” answered Unele Hugh,
with a good-hurnored smile.

After an early dinner Mr. Camngton, Will,
Harry, and Arthur, loaded with bec-hats, glovcs,
and other paraphernalia, stood on thc porch, wait-
ing for the start. Littlc Emily, looking wistfully
at them, said: “ Father, may n’t I go, too?”

"0, no!” said Harry, “ girls are a nuisance;
they are always tumbling down, or hurting thcm-
scl'cs, or tearing their clothes.”

“ No, little onej 1am afraid you would not be
able to stand the walk,” said her father.

“Yes, | would, Papa. 1 stood the walk to
church last Sunclay, and it was three miles.”

" Yes, Father,” said Will, “ she did. Ifshe gets
tirod, 1 'll help her. She’s a brave littlc body.”

“Wecll, run in and see -what Mamma says; tell
her it’s a good two miles to the bcc-trce and back,
tnel ask her if she thinks you can stand it,” said
M. Carrington.

“ Mother says,” said Emily, out of brcath,
“ thatshe thinks 1can stand it, and thatAunt Nancy
lives in that d’rcction, an’ if | get tircd, | can stay
"ith Aunt Nancy till you come back.”

“Aunt Nancy” was an oid colored woman, who
often worked about the house for Mrs. Carrington.

“Very well, daughter,” said her father; “ get
your own little bee-hat and gloves, and come on.”

The party started oiT, Mr. Carrington taking the
lead with his staff, the boys following with boxes
and baskets for thc bees and the honey they were
to capture, little Emily trudging on cheerfully be-
hind with a bundle of rags in one hand, and the
other claspecl closely in Arthur’'s. The boys were
talldng eagerly with their Father and one another.

“ 1 wish to look a little closer at that staff your
father has in his hand,” said Arthur to Will.

Mr. Carrington’s staff [see initial letter] was a
long stout stick, having an iron point on the lower

b, honey-box; h, hive; a, alighling-bosrd: aj dooF; r,
blocks placed lo naiTQw the opening; /. frame /or comb,
which hangs inside the hive and the honey-box.
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end, and on thc upper a small diamond-shaped
platform, nine by five inches, making it appear, as
you lookcd at it sidewise, a long-legged letter T,
with a very short cross-picce above. On the little
platform, at thc two sharp ends of thc diamond,
were two pins for “ sights,” like thc little knobs
on a rifle by which thc hunter takes aim. Resides
this staff, Mr. Carrington had with him a small
triimpct-shaped impleraent made out of a common
glurd, in the small end of which a piece of glass
was fiticd,— a sort nfgourd-funnci with the small
cnd covered with glass. He also had a piece of ful!
honey-comb and a bottle of anise oil.

“ Boys,” said Mr. Carrington, “ I know just
aboutwhcrc our bee-trec is, for | have been looking
out for it during all the weck; so we can manage
thc whole business this afternoon. Usually,” he
said, turning to Arthur, “ wc hunt our bee-trce
and mark it one day, and gn out for the bees and
honey another. Marking a tree with my initials
makes that tree mine, according to the bee-liunt-
crs’ code, no matter on whose land the tree may
be. We always ask permission of the owncr, of
course, but it is never refiised. Trees are not



MgsE TAKING TH5 CROSS-LINE.

counted for raucli hereabout; besides, the bees
always go into hollow trees, which are of very little
valué. Inoldtimesbecswerehuntedverydifferently
from our modern mcthods. The bees were sacri-
ficed for the honey : the goose that laid the golden
egg was slain. Christian bee-hunters were about

upon a par with the original wild hunters of d'f
woods, the beavs and the Indians. But now l)ce-
culture is getting to be a great indusliry all u\er
America, cspccially in California and the great

West.”
The party mounted a stcep ridgcof land northo



ilie house, went “ over the mountain,” as the boys
called it, and soon were beyond the home boc-
pnsture. They then began thcir search for bees.
li\ a few minutes Will caught one tippling in thc
licll of a wikl morning-glory still wide open in the
cool shadow of a large rock. He caught it, and
brought it— buzzing and scolding in its fragrant
prisoii-house — to his father. Mr. Carrington
siruck the iron point of his staff into thc ground,
laid the piecc of honey-cotnb, saturatcd with
niiise, on the diamond-shaped platform, and then
carefully transfeiTcd the bee from thc fiower to his
little gourd, ciosing the larger end with the palm
<'his hand, and turning the smallcr end («'ith thc
glass in it) uppermost. The bee at once rose to
tlie light; he then placed the larger end of thc
trumpet on the comb and waited, covering the
glass end with his hand, The bee, attractcd by
thc smell of honcy and anise,— which bees love,
— dropped down upon the comb and began to fill
itsclf with honey; this a frightened bee always
does. When the bee became tranquil and happy,
sucking its beloved néctar, thc trumpet was re-

moved. It went on calmly sucking till it was
saiisfied, and then rising in the air, and cir-
cliiig around two or three times to get its
hcarings, if. duvtecl off in a bee-line for home.
The staff was turned so that the longer diam-
vivr of the platfoi'in was in the direction of the
flight. This direction was marked on thc
ground, and thc party sat down to wait for its
rcturn.  Mr. Carrington looked at his watch, and
then spread his large white handkcrchief on the
grass beside him to help thc bee to find thcm
again.

“ Yesterday | told you, Arthur, that | would an-
s'ver your question about ‘ making a queen,’” he
said, “ Now is a good time, while we are waiting
for our recent visitorto find us again. Bees do not
Usually want more than onc qucen at a time. In
fact, they will not have more than onc unlcss thc

swarra has grown so large as to crowd thc hive and
they are goingto founda colony, or ‘swarm,’ as it is
called; in which case each family tvill nccd a sov-
ereign. As soon as itis olear to the wiscacres
that it will be ncccssary to send off a swarm, the
bees go to work to make a queen. A worker
maggot, orif there happcns to be none in the hive, a
worker egg, is selected near the edge of thc comh.
Two cells next door to thc onc in which this mag-
got isare cleared out, and thc dividing walls ave cut
down, so that three ordinary cells are turned into
one. The food which the worker worm has been
fceding on is removed, and tlie little creature is
supplied with a new kind of food,— a royal jelly.
Change of food, a larger room, anda different posi-
tion,— for \ou remembcr in the comb | showed you
yesterday the quccn’s cell hangs down instead of
being horizontal,— thesethree changes oftrcatment
turn the bee that is developlng from a worker
into a queen. She is different in her ouicr shape,
different in almost all her organs, and different in
every single instinct. There is nothing else in all
nature that seems to me more wonderful than this.

-WA ivy \
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in the air.” (see pace 645.)

“ For fcar that one queen may not come out all
right the provident little creatures usually start
two or three queen-cells at once. It is curious to
watch thc first queen as she comes out. She
moves up and down thc combs, looking for other



queen-cells, and if she finds one, she falls

upon it in the greatest excitement, and stings

her rival to death. Sometimes, by accident,
two new queens come out at the same time;
then it is wonderful to see the bees. They clear
a space and bring the two rival queens together,
and stand back to watch the fight. And it isa
royal fight indeed; a fight to the death, for they
never give up till one or the other is fatally
stung. The victor is then accepted as sovereign.”

“ How isit, Unele Hugh, if both the queens sting
at the samo time. What does thc swarm do
then?”

“ That, | believe, never happens. When the two
queens find themselves in such a position that they
both will certainly be stung, if they go on, they
withdiaw and ‘ start fair’ again,” replied his Gnele.

‘““Whathappens ifaqueen dies ?” asked Arthur.

“ At first the bees seem filled with consternation;
there is a great hurrying and scurrying through
thc hive. Knots of bees gather at the comb-
corncrs, and discuss the political event. They do
not speak, cxactly, but they manage to make
themselves imderstood ; for after a few hours they
quiet down and begin making a queen. Huber,
the great bce-student, who, though blincl, found out
more about their ways and manners than all the
seeing eyes in tbe world before him, made a very

simple cx-

perimcnt to

find out how they

did talk. He passed

a fine wire grating, too fine for thc bees to get
through, between the combs in a hive, making
two separate colonies out of the one s'vann. -\t
first the half left queenless was in a great vx-
citement; pretty soon, however, they quieteddown
and went to work as usual. Somehow, they had
found out that the queen was safe and sound, though
they could not see fior touch her. He then put
another grating beside the first, but about half an
indi from it. The queenless half became cxdtcd,
and finaliy began to build queen-cclls. If thc
news had bccn communicated by sight or smell
or sound, it would hai’c gone through two gratings
as well as through onc; but if it had been told !»
touching anlenna:, the two gratings would put



an entire stop to conversation, so he thought; and
other people, since, have found that such U their
way of talking.

“In a great many other ways queens are differ-
eut from common bees. Her majesty is required
to do no work; she is cared for and fed and
cuddled up warm by other bees. All she has to do

is to lay eggs, and that, |
must do her justicc to say,
silo does well. She lays
sometimes 3000 eggs a day,
for days together. There is
one very curious thing | for-
got to tell you about the queens; a queen-bee
will never sting anything but another qucen. You

A HItE-1?ANCH
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may hold her and tease her, even tear her limb
from limb, if you have the heart to be so cruel,
and she will never sdng you ; but just let her meet
another queen and then you will see her sting.”

“ There,” said Mr. Carrington, starting up,
“ see, there is my bee back at the honey, and it
has brought afriend with it.” Then, looking at his

watch, “ It has been gone

just four minutes; thc tree

can notbe over a milc from
here, by a rough calculation.”

The trumpet was dapped down
over thc sucking bee. Again it was
allnwed to fill itself, and tlie party
voso and walked fonvard in thc linc
of the former flight.

A few minutes’ walk and Aunt
Nancy’s housc carne in sight. It

was a single-roomcd cabin m.-idc of rough
logs filled in with sun-dried mud. At one
end was a chimney made in thc same way, of
logs plastercd with mud. Unelo Mose, Aunt
Nancy’s husband, was sitting on a splint-bottomed
chair tipped against the wall, fast aslccp in the sun.
“ Well, Emily, do you w'ish to stay here with
good oid ‘Aunt Nancy, or will you go on with
tis?” said Mr. Carrington.
“ 1'will go with you, Father; | 'm not even a tiny
bit tired,” said the little girl.
Mosc !” called Mr. Carrington. “ Come, wakc
up, and help us cut down our bcc-tree 17



“ Law, Mars’ Hugh, 1 war'n’'t 'sleep; | war’jist
a-steddyin’,” said Mosc, rubbing his eyes.

“ Well, oid man, forego your studies for a little
while, and come and help us. You'dbettertakeonc
of these boys’ bee-hats.”

“ Law, lio, Mars’ Hugh; de bees don’'t cber
trouble me, and dose bee-hats hinder my sight.”

Mose disappeared in the cabin, and carne ont
bearing a large piece of briiliant pink mosquito-
netting and an axe.

“ 11l jist cany ’'long dis, wha' de ol’ woman
kivei"s up her i'ned clo’es wif, to keep 'em from de
flics, and 1'll be all right,” said Mose.

“ You ’'llbe sorry ifyou put that thing on; it’s
worse than nothing,” said Mr..Carrington.
“ Mars’ Hugh,” said Mose, impressively, “ 1

knows | 's an ign’ant ol’ niggah, but I does know
some fings.”

“ Very well,” said Mr. Carrington, “ this is a
free country, and if you like to be stung, far be it
from me tointerfere with your rights.”

The boys laughed, and Mose put on an added
shadc of dignity.

“ Now, Mose,” said Mr. Carrington, “ give me
your mosquito-netting, and take my staff with this
bec on it, and get the other line while | get mine
again with the second bcc, which seerris to have
eaten its full.”

“ Arthur,” said his unele, “ you sec if Mosc
marks a Une by one bee from away over there,
and 1 mark another from here liy the other bee,
since they both fly straight, the bee-trcc must be
where these two lines meet. If you wcrc a sur-
veyor, you could tell me just whcre that point
would be. 1,being a woodsman, can tell you pretty
nearly as well.”

“ The tree is about a halfa mile from here, fior’
fior’ east,” he said, roturning after a little time,
havingmarkedMosc’sline. “ Now for it, boys, with
a will 1”

Picking up their traps they started off in good
he.art over the rough ground, even little Emily, with
her parce! of rags, merry at their good fortune.
They followed the bee-line as nearly as possible,
Mr. Carrington keeping his hat covercd with his
handkcrchief, with staff and anised honcy-comb
cxposcd, so as to draw other bees by both sight
and smcll. They captured many bees, rcleased
them, and found their bee-line true. Before long
they noticed one of the released bees going back
in the direction they bad come.

“ Ah, little tell-tale!” said Mr.
we 've passed your tree, have we?
have not passed it far!”

They turned upon their stcps, and soon found an
oid Spanish oak, which looked as if it might be the
tree, but they could see no hole.

Carrington,
Weli, we

«

“ Never mind, boys, trust to the bees again,’
said Mr. Carrington. “ They have not guidcd
US all this way through the woods to fail us at

last, Every onc of you look at that clcar spare
between the boughs. You will probab!) svc
the bees passing and repassing. Look sharp,
boys !”

They all looked earnestly at the spot indicat. i,
but could make out nothing.

“ Father, / see the bees!” exclaimed Emily. in
her high treble. “ They're going in right o\cr
your head.”

Surc enough, the little girl had discovcred ilic
opening into the hollow irec, not two fcct abovc
her father’s hat.

“ Here, Mose,” said Mr. Carrington, “ hciv s
your bobinet.”

“ Yes, sah,” said Mose, enveloping himself in
folds of pink mosquito-netting, looking prcicr-
naturally solcmn as the children all laughed.

“ Where are your rags, Emily?” said licr
father. Taking them, he set them a-smoklering,
and pushed them into the hole abovc his head.

Mose could not get over his gricvancc, but «as
heard rauttering between the blows of his ;uc,
“ Nev' you min’, Mars Will, I tole you once, m:' |
tell you ag’in, de bees don’t ever trouble 'boui
me.”

In a few minutes, after Mr. Carrington, Will,
and Mose had taken their turns at the axc, the irce
began to show signs of falling; finally it sivayed,
and under Mose’s skillful strokes crashcd do»n,
the opening into the wild bees’ home lying uiukt-
most. A log about five feet long, containing ihc
hollow, was soon chopped out, and this carefully
split open, showing sheets of comb and luri-scs
of bees within.

Though much quictcd by the smoking, soine vf
the bees dashed out angriy. All the party hiit
Mosc being protected by bee-hats were safe, but
the oid man’s mosquito-netting proved a jlonr
protection. Beating off the bees, he rushed a«ay,
more and more frantic with their Iruzzing and tlicir
stings, and the last thing Mr. Carrington and tlic
boys saw of Mose he was flying at full speed, his dig-
nity all forgotten, his rosy drapery streaming likc
an aurora in the air. The boys shoutcd, and even
Mr. Carrington could not help laughing at tlic
poor oid fellow. Whcn they turned to thcir work
again, little Em was found sitting by the tree sob-
bing, and vainly trying to wipe away her tcars with
the largo iiidia-rubbcv gauntlcts through the wire-
gauze ofher bcc-hat. She was a pitiful, absiird little
figure, and the boys laughed silcntly ovcr lier
unconscious head, whilc they spoke comfortiiig
words to hcr.

Before the bees had been boxcd, and the honey



ljiicketed, Mose camc back, as dignified as ever, to
help “ tote de fings home.”

“eHow 're your stings, Unele Mose ?” said Will.

“ My sEings 're all right, Mars’ Will,” said Mose
sulcmnly; “ 1 tol’ you de bees did n’ ever trouble
me."

The return cavalcade took up its line of march,
Mose carrying the bucket of honey, Will and his
fitlier the box of bees, and thc other two boys took
tiic little girl between them, jumping her over the
rough places.

A weary party reached home just as the cows
«eore Corning up to be milkcd and tbe cool brcath
nf evening was rising out of its ambush in the deep
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Chapter |IlIl.

UNCLE CHARLEY MEETS AN OLE) FRIEND.

UUR friends drove 011 until late in thc afternoon
before they found a suitable spot on which to cainp,
undcr some scrubby oak-trees, beside a slug-
gislt little brook. There was a spring of very
giiiid water ciése by. A farm-house was in sight,
ala high swell of thc prairic. It «as flankcd by
iy)ruad-winged barns, and half-hidcicn in a dusky
apple-orchard. A tall windmill, with a gayly
p.iinted wheel, was shining and flultering in thc
bright sunlight.

As soon as the wagons wcrc stopped thc dogs
icapod out and ran to wallow in the brook.

The man wlto had clriven the camp-wagon soon
liad the horses careci for and the tcnts put up.
riic lunchcon brought from homo was spread
«pon a clean clotli, and the boys thought they
had never before caten anything cluitc so good.
riic long ride in the open air and thc cxcitcment
of the sport had whcttcd their appctites. Hugh
said thc sun liad burncd thc back of liis neck so
hadly that he bclieved thc skin would come off;

valicys beyond; but it was a very merry party, in
spite of its weariness.

Mr. Carrington and W ill carried their box of wild
bees — there were almost two pecks of bees—
and empticd them out on the alighting-board of a
hive ready-stocked with combs and bread to make
it seem home-likc to them; and then all went up-
stairs to make ready for their early country tea.

“ Arthur,” said his uGnele, when they wecrc
seated around the table, a half an hour later,
“ you have a nice little nest-egg out there in the
hive under the trees. Many a man has made a fort-
une with a poorer start. Let us see what you
will do with your captured treasure, my boy.”

BOY HUNTERS.*

Thompson.

but he was ready to follow thc man-of-all-work to
the farm-house, where they got a basket of apples.
While they were gone Unele Charlcy gave Neil
his first lesson in handling a gun.

“ The first thing to be learned,” said he, “ is to
stand proporly. Plant both your feet naturally
and firraly on the ground, so that the joints of
your lcgs are ncithci' stiff for bent; then lean the
upper part of your body slightly fonvarcl. Grip
the gunstock just behind the guard with the
right hand, the forefingev lightly touching the
foremost trigger, that is, thc trigger of the right-
hand barrol. The stock of the gun, a few inchcs
in front of thc guard, must rest easily in the hol-
low of the left hand. Hold the muzzic of the gun
up and slanting away from you, so that thc lower
end of the butt is just lower than your right clbow.
Now, if botli hammers have been cocked, and you
gently and swiftly draw the buttof thc gun up to
and against the hollow of the right shouldcr, you
will find yoiivself in good position for taking aim,
which isbest done by kecping both eyes wide open,
and looking straight over thc rib between thc bar-
réis with tbc right eye.”

Neil took Unele Charley’'s gun, and began to
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try to follow his instriictions. “ But how am 1 to
tellwhen 1 amsighting with my right eye, if 1 keep
both eyes open? ” inquired he.

“ Oh, you 'll soon discover that trick,” said
Unele Charley, “ by fixing your aim with both
eyes open, and then, holding it perfectly steady,
closing the left eye; if the line of sight now
changes, you have not sighted correctly; if it
remains fixed, the aim has been takcn with the
right eye.”

Neil tried it over and over with great carc,
until he was quite sure he had mastered the
method. He was a cool-headed, methodical boy,
not in the least nervous, and what he undertook
he always tried to do well.

“ Be careful there!” cried Unele Charley, as
Neil lowercd the gun to the ground, “ never set
your gun down with a hammecr up. That Is the
cause of many deplorable accidcnts.”

“ Oh, I forgot I” said Neil, his face flushing.

“ You must never forgct anything when you are
handling ~re-arms. To avoid accident you must
be constantly on the alert and cautious, not over-
looking even the slightest precaution.”

When Hugh and the man returned from the
farm-house, the sun had sunk low down in the west,
and the prairie-chickens were booming their pecul-
iar calis far out OlL the rolling plain.

“ Hugh,” said Unele Charley, “ I shall leave
you and Mr. Hurd” (the man-of-all-work) *“ in
chargc of the camp, while Neiland I go for a short
tramp among the cliickens.”

Then he took his gun, and calling the dogs,
started down the side of the little strcam, closely
followed by Neii. Hugh felt quite tired, so he
lay down at the root of a tree and soon fell into a
light, sweet sleep, while Mr. Hurd went about
preparing the supper.

When they had gone a littlc way from camp.
Unele Charley said to Neil:

“ Here, take my gun and let’s see if you can
kill a prairic-chicken.”

Of course Neil was delighted. He took the gun,
and eagerly followed the dogs, as they showed signs
of scenting gamc down the stream. Very soon a
large bird flew up from among some low willows
and thick grass at the water’'s edge. As quickly
as possible Neil took the best aim he could, and
fired first the right barrcl, then the left; but the
big bird flew on as though nothing had happened.

Unele Charley laughed heartily, and Neil
looked rather stupid and abashcd at his failure.

“ If you had killcd that duck, you would have
been liable to a fine,” said Unele Charley.

“Why, was that a duck? | thought it was a
grouse,” exclaimed Neil.

“ Well, you 're saved this time,” added Unele

Charley; “ those cartridges you fired had no shot
in them !”

¥ | thought something was wrong,” said Neil,
“ for I aimed cxactly at that bird.”

“Well, 1'll put some nroperly loaded cartridgos
in the gun now,” said Unele Chaiiey, laughing
grimly; “ but you mustn’t fire at any bird bui a
prairie-chicken, because the law forbids it at this
season.”

They went on, and the dogs soon pointed a
flock of grouse in some low dry grass on a wijkiv
swell of the prairie. Neil had seven fair shois,
and Killed just one bird. He couid not understand
how this could happen. He tried very hard to aini
just as he had been instructcd, but he ke|)t
missing, ncverthcless.

Whcen it had begun to grow diisky on the |>rn
rie, and they had turned toward the camp, Uivle
Charley cxplained to Neil why he had misscd so
many birds. He said:

“ For one thing, you are in too great a hurr;',
and consequently shoot too soon. Then, too, \nii
aim right at a flying bird, which is urong, s.i\c
when it flies dircctly away from you. !t is abso-
lutely necessary to aim somewhatahcad ofthe gaine
when its couj-se is to left or to right of your linc
ofaim.”

Neil was thoughtful for a moment. “Ah. 1
see into the philosophy of it,” he said; “>w
mean that the bird flics a little way while the shot
are flying to it, and consequently, if | aim right at
it, the shot will probably go behind it.”

“ Precisely,” said Unele Charley.

“Well, I''ll not forget that lesson,” Neil nuir-
mured. “ The bird that I killed was flying straighl
away from me.”

Whcn they reached the camp, it was quite dark,
save that Mr. Hurd had a fire blazing, «hich
lighted up a large spacc. A pot of cnfiee «as
steaming on a bed of coals, and some birds «ere
broiling, filling tho air with a savory smell tliat
madc Neil very hungry. They were rather sur-
prised to find a strange man sitting by the fire.
He stood up when they approachcd, and tlien he
and Unele Charley hastened toward each other
and shook hands.

“ Why, my oid friend Marvin, how glad 1 ain
to see you !” cried Unde Charley.

“ Charley, my boy, howd’ ye do?” said Marvin.

Chapter 1V.

MARVIN THE MARKET-HUNTER.

Hugh had been quietly sleeping all this tune
at the root of the tree; but when he heard
Unele Charley’s voice, he awoke and sat up, rub-



bing his cyes wviih his fists. At first he could
hardly remember where he was, and stared wildly
about him; everything looked so strange in thc
glarc of the firelight.

“ See what | brought down!” cried Neil, go-
ing up to his brother and holding out the prairie-
chicken.

Hugh's memory cleared as by magic, and in a
moment he was
wideawake. “ Oh,
did Unele Char-
ley let you shoot
his gun ?” he
inquired, his

eyes growing
bright at the
thought.

“ 1 should
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think he did,” said Neil; “ have n't you heard
me liring away ?”
“ 1 believe | 've been asleep,” said Hugh ; “ but

who is the gentleman Unele Churley is talking
with?”

“ His fiame is John Marvin; they seem to be
oid friends; Mr. Hurd says he 'sa inarkct-hunter.”

“ What is a market-hunter? ” asked Hugh.

“ A market-hunter is a man who kills game to
sell. He makeshis living by hunting,” replied Neil.

Supperwas soon ready, and Marvin joined them
in cating the wcll-cooked mcal. It delighted the
boys to hear him and Unele Charley talk over
their hunting adventures and thcir experiences by
flood and ficld, they had been to so many wild
and interesting places, and had seen so manv’
strange birds and animals.

Mr. Marvin said he had been having good luck
with prairie-chickcns since the opening of the sea-
son. Birds, he said, were far more plentiful than
usual, and he hoped to make enough money, by
the time coid weather carne on, to onablc him to
go South, where he hoped to hunt throughout the
coming wintcr.

Mr. Marvin was a man of about fifty years of
age, and had followed markct-hiinting all his life.
He seemed to know everything that is worth
knowing about guns and dogs and the habits
of wild game. Unele Charley evidently regardcd
this man’s opinions as authority on outdoor sub-
jects. In fact, Neil and Hugh soon discovered
that Mr. Marvin was a very wcll-known and highly
esteemed man among the best class of American
sportsmen and naturalists. He was a regular agent
of the Smithsonian Institute at Washington for

collecting rare spccimens of nests,
eggs, birds, fishes, and animals.

They all sat up quite far into the
night, planning various little expcdi-
tions, and enjoying the cool brecze
and the fresh perfume of the prairie ;
and when they lay down in their tents
they slopt until thc eastern sky was
growing bright with dawn.

Marvin’s tcnt was only a little way
up the brook from those of Unelo
Charley and thc boys. Just after
breakfast he hastcncd down to say
that he had scen alarge flock of grouse
alight in a field of oat-stubble on the
neighboring farm. Unele Charley
made short work with the rest of his
meal, slipped on his long rubber
boots to protcct his feet and legs from
the heavy dew, called the dogs, seized
his gun, and was off with Marvin be-
fore thc boys were halfthrough break-

fast. Not many minutes later the guns began to
boom.
Neil and Hugh could easily distinguish tho

sound of Marvin’s gun from that of Unele Char-
ley, for the reason that Marvin used a hcavy ten-
borc gun with five drams of powder and an ounce
and a quarter of shot for a chargc.

Hugh said that gun soundcd like a young camién.

As thc sun rose higher and thc grass bogan to
dry, thc boys went for a stroll along che brook.
They found many beautiful wild fiowers, thc lovc-
licst oncs being large white watcr-lilies, with broad
thin leaves floating on a still pond. While look-
ing at these, they saw an oid duck with her half-
grown brood of young ones hastily swiraming
away to hide among the tall wecds on the farthcr
side of thc water.



“ 1 see now why the law forbids shooting ducks
in suminer,” said Neil. “ If one were to shoot
that oid duck now, thc young ones would not know
what to do; they would probably wander about
for a few days and die.”

The boys gathered some lilies and carried them
back to the camp. Unele Charley and Marvin
returned about ten o’clock with a heavy load of
birds. Marvin had killed twenty-three and Unele
Charley nine.

“ It 's no use fot me to shootwith Marvin,” said
the latter, in a tone of good-natiired chagrin; “ he
always doublcs my score.”

Through thc middlc of the day, while it was too
hot to hunt, they all lay in the shadc of thc trccs
and talked, or read some books on natural histoiy
that Neil had brought from his fatbcr’s library.
Mr. Marvin took grcat pleasure in listening” to
Neil reading aloud from “ Wilson’s Ornithology.”
Occasionally, he would interrupt the reading to
throw in somc interesting reminiscence of his wild-
wood ramblcs, or to makc some shrewcl comment
on the naturalist’s statements. Neil soon liked
Mr. Marvin very much, and so did Hugh. In fact,
he was so simple and straightforward and honest
in bis way, so frank-faced and clear-eyed, that onc
must like him and trust him. He told the boys a
great many stories of his life in Southern Florida,
with adventures that bcfcll hhn while he was
cxploring the everglades and vast swamps nf that
wild region. He seemed a very encyclopedia of
varied hunting e.xperiencc. Almost any hoalthy
boy will find such a man to be a charming com-
panion; and if thc boy is desirous of obtaining
knowledge, he can gather a great deal of it from
listening to his conversation.

Mr. Marvin soon discovered the grcat hope the
boys had of one day being good shots, so he went
to his tent and brought a littlc sixtccn-boie gun
that he used for killing snipe and woodcock and
other small birds. He took out the cartridges, and
liandcd the gun to Hugh.

“ Now,” said he, “ let me see how you would
handle it if you were going to shoot a bird.”

Hugh seized the gun, much as a hungry boy
would grab a cut of plum-pudding, jerked it up to
his shouldcr, shut onc eye,— which got his face all
in a funny twist,— oponed his mouth sidewise, and
pulled thc trigger. They all laughed at him long
and loudly. Unele Charley dedared that he would
give a dollar for a corred photograph of that
attitudc.

But Hugh was too much in earnest to be laughed
down. He kept trying until he could get himself
into passable form; but it was plain to Unele
Charley that he would never be so cool and grace-
ful as Neil. Hugh's enthusiasm counted for a

great deal, however, and might carry him through
some tight places where more deliberation and
scrupulous care would fail. Mr. Marvin next put
some iinloaded cartridges in the gun, and allouod
Hugh to fire at an apple that he flung into the air.
When the cartridges explocled, Hugh winked his
eyes and dodged.

“ Be perfectly cool and steady,” said Mr. Marvin:
“ you 'll get itall right presently.”

“ Of course I will,” exclaimed Hugh, his voke
trembling with excitement and his eyes gleamiiig.
“ 1'd have hit that apple if the shell had bcvn
loaded.”

“ No, you ’'cl have over-shot it,” said Mr. Mur.
vin; “ you were too slow in pulling the triggir.
The apple fell a footbetween the time you shut \(«ir
eyes and the time you fired.”

Hugh had a pretty hard time controlling his eyes;
but he finaliy succccded in keeping them open
while firing, and thcn he began to show sume
steadiness and confidence.

Mr. Marvin then explained that the firet gre.u
rule in shooting at a moving object is to learn
look stcadily at the point whcrc you wish )’cnir slini
to go ; and the second rule is to learn tolevelthc gun
at that point without any hesitation or “ poking."
You have no time for taking a delibérate aim ai a
swiftly moving bird, and to attempt such a thing
will make of you what sportsmen cali a “ puke-
shot,” thatis, one who squints, and airas, and pokes
his gun along, trying to kccp his fore-sight on
the flying game. A rcally good shooter fixcs his
eyes on thc spot to be covered by his aim, at thc
same time that he swiftly raiscs his gun and pmiits
it in the correct line,— his eyes, his arms, and his
right forefinger all acting in perfect haimnny
together. You observe tbat when a good inu-
sician begins to play on the piano he does not
fumble for the keys,but finds them as certainly
and as naturally as be winks his eyes. So ihc
shooter must not fumble for his aim, but get it liy
a swiil, steady, sure movcment that is only obtiuii-
able by careful and intelligent practico.

Mr. Marvin next put a loadccl cartriclgc in ihc
right-hand barrel of thc gun and said :

“ Now, sir, you 're going to makc your first
shot, and | wish you to do it just as | have di-
rected; if you do, you 'll hit this apple ; if ymi
don’t, you 'll miss it. Ready, now, fire 1” and he
flung the apple into thc air.

Hugh forgot evcrything in a second, raised his
gun awkwardly, squinted onc eye, and pullcd tng-
ger. The report of his shot rang out on thc
prairic, but the apple camc down lintouched.

“ Over-shot it,” said Mr. Marvin, shaking his
head. “ You ‘poked’ badly; anclsuch asquini!

Hugh looked all over the apple, but he could



not find a scratch. “ | '11 not miss it next time,”
he cried ; biit he did. In fact, he shot seven times
hcfore he touched the apple.

Mr. Mai-vin had to scold him several limes
rilwut carelessly handling the gun. He once said:

‘mNever allow the muzzlc of your gun to point
tuward yoursclf or any onc else, no mattcr whethcr
ii is loadcd or not. If ) Oii are careless with an
ciiiptj- gun, you will be careless with a loaded onc.”
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Then he added: | once heard a backwoodsman
say that his father proved to him that a gun was
'langcrous withmit lock, stock, or barrel.”

"* How could that be ?” said llugi;.

'm\Vhy, his father whipped him with the ram-
i'od!” said Mr. Marvin. Hugh adinittcd that the
proof ivas quite relevant, and promised lo try to
form a carefiil hubit of handling gims.

CIHAI'TEk V.
A LESSO.X IN WOOIJCOCK SHOOTING.
I'Hii prairie upon which our fricnds wcrc cn-
ramped was one of those Iseatitiful rolling piniiis

Voi.. X1.— .32

IL’\/\M) NEIL." (SEE F.41E &SJ.)

for which Illinois is so justly famous. There were
biit few incloscd farms in that immediate regién,
the grcater portion of the land being still in its
wild, grassy state, and used mostiy for pasturing
cattlc that were attendcd by mounted herdsmcn.
riomctimcs these herdsmen would get angry at the
hunters for shooting near thcir cattle, This was
not surprising, however, for the reports of the guns
often so frightencd a hord that each separate steer
would take its own course, and
run for a milc as fast as it could
go, bellowing furiously’. Men who
know say that a run likc that will
take a dollar’'sworth of fat off each
stecr; so we can not wonder that
caltle-men should griimble atcare-
less sportsmcn for causing them
such loss. But somctiraes the
chickcn-shooters do worse hann
than mcrely frightcning the herds.
If a bird happcns to be flushed
near a hcrd of caillc, a hcedless
huntcr may shoot a steer instead
of the game ; thcn, if the ownor is
ncar, he isrcady to fight; and you
may wel! bcliex e that a bigbrown-
faced prairie herdsman is a dan-
gcrous fcllitv when angry.

Mr. Marvin toklofan advcnture
he t>ncc had with a cattlc-owner.
He said:

“ 1 was shooting on that beau-
tiful little prairie in Indiana called
Wea Plain ; and whcn quite ncar
a drove of cattle | flushed a single
chickeii. | fired, and brought
doMii the bird in good style ; but,
as luck would have it, the rest of
the shot went broadside into a fine
fat steer that ivas grazing about
fifty yards away. Such a bawling
as that animal set up was tcrriljle
to hear, and the whole drove
stampcdcd Otoncc. WC“, whlIC 1
was standing there, gazing aftcr the galloping cat-
tic, suddenly ‘bang ! bang !" went a gun not far
away, and both of my fine dogs fell ovcr dead. |
turned quickly, and saw a furious herdsman sitting
on his horse with a Winchester rifie smoking in his
hand.

“ “Now you put on your best gait and walk
a chalk-linc from here !’ cried the man. | began
to try to explain, but he grew more and moro
angry, and said he did n't want to hear a word
from me. |saw he was desperatc and dangerous,
so 1 made the best of a bad situation, and ivalkcd
away.”



“ There is a good lesson in my adventure,” said
Mr. Marvin, “ and you boys must remember it.
Never get so excited, in following game, as to for-
get to be prudent and cateful about the safety of
others or their pvoperty. Of course the hertisman
did wrong in killing my dogs; but I did wrong,
too, in thc first place, by carelessly shooting
toward his cattlc. Suppose it had been a man or
a boy I had hit, instead of astecr,— how miserable
| ivould have been !'”

The good advice of Mr. Marvin took hold of
Hugh's conscience, and he inwardly declarecl that
he would always be very carcful what he did with
a gun.

The next day was Sunday, and they all rested”™

and read, or strolled along the brook.

Neil, while out by himself, was passing around
the edge of what might be called a little oasis in
the prairie, a low, swampy spot of ground grown
up with a thicket of low willows and eibow brush,
whoii he flushed a woodcock. At once he rightly
suspectcd that quite a number of these exquisite
game-birds had collcctcd here to feed iipon thc
insects and larvte which they could find by boring
with their long bilis in the mud. He kept his dis-
covery to himself.

Next morning he went early to Mr. Marvin's
tent, and asked him for his little sixteen-borc
gun.

“ 1wish to shoot some woodcock down here in
a little thicket,” he said, seeing that Mr. Marvin
hesitated.

“ Suppose | gowith you,"suggested Mr. Marvin.
“ Are you very sure there are woodcock-there ?
I looked at that place the other day and thought
1'd examine it again soon.”

“ 1 should be delighted if you would go with
me,” quickly replied Neil; “ will your dogs poiiit
woodcock ?”

“ | should think so,” said Mr. Marvin, “ they
know all about thcm; but are you sure that any
birds are there? ”

“ | flushed onc there yesterday,” Neil replied;
“and 1 saw many places where others had been
boring in the mud.”

Mr. Marvin looked sharply at Neil, and said ;

“ Where did you learn about thc ways of wood-
cock ? You never huntcd any, did you?”

“ 1 have read all the books on ornithology that
I could obtain,” replied Neil.

Mr. Marvin was already gctting the guns out,
and selecting cartridges loaded with small shot.

“ Shooting woodcock is quick work,” he said.
“ Almost every shot must be a snap-shot.”

“ What is a snap-shot?” asked NeO.

“ A shot which is made without any aim,” an-
swered Mr. Marvin, “ When you are in thc

bushes and brush, and a bird flies up, >ou must
shoot in a great hurrt’, or it will get away.”
Unele Charley and Hugh saw Mr. Marvin and

Neil going off together across the prairie, and
Hugh wondered how it chanced that Neil liad
thus gained the market-hunter’s confidence. Xeil

was carrying the little sixteen-bore across his
shoulder with much thc air of an oid sportsman,
though it kept him almost on the run to keep up
with Mr. Maniin, who strode along at a great
pace, his head thrust forward, and his eycs fixcd
on the distant fringe of bushes that marked jlie
woodcock swamp.

The morning was cool and sweet, with a iliin
film of flcecy clouds across the sky. The grass
was dewicss, anci a little cool wind blew from ihc
south-west. In every direction the groiise «ere
crying in their mournful, inonotonous wav. In
the east a great fiare of red showed «here tlie sun
was just getting up behind the clouds- The dis-
tant low liills of the prairie looked like oeean
waves. Here and thcrc tlie herds of cattle «ere
scattered, some lying do«n and some gra/ing.
Neil had never felt happier in his life.

The thicket, or “ cripple,” as woodcock fecding-
grounds are sometimes called, lay in a low place
near the bordcr of a thin wood, where the prairie
began to break up into a hilly fringe of timljiicd
land.

Mr. Marvin held in thc dogs until they rcailied
thc margin of the place; then he loosccl tliem,
and hade them work. Those well-trainecl and
intelligent animals were cagcr for sport, and at
once began cautiously sccnting along the border
of the thicket. They were not the same kiiul of
dogs as Unele Charley's. They were small «iiy
pointers, with short hair and smooth, sharp tiils.
Their Aames were Snip and Sly, and they seciued
never to get tired.

“ You 'd better cali Snip and go to thc left;
1'll take Sly and go to thc right,” said Mr.
Marvin.  “ W e’ll be apt to find more in tliat
way.”

Snip seemed perfcctly conteni with tho arrange-
ment. He went as Neil dirccted, after gi'ing
him a bright look, as if to say: “ Ha! yon 'te
going to shoot my bii'ds for me, are you ?”

Mr. Mai-vin and Neil were soon lost from each
othcr's sight.  Neil went along very cautiously,
watching every movement Snip made. In s<nw
places thc bushes and weeds were so tangled that
it required a great deal of struggling to get thriugli
thcm. The ground was like jelly in certain spots,
shaking and quivcring iindcr Ncil's feet.  .Some-
how, Snip passed by a woodcock without sccnting
it, and it flew up from a spot very near to Ncil's
feet. Whiz ! went its wings. Itsrise was so sud-



den and uncxpected that Neil was rcally startlcd,
and he stood gazing at the bird until it dropped
again down into the cripple. He had entirely for-
gotten to shoot atit!

The next moment Snip carne to a stanch stand
a littlc farther in the thicket. Neil drew a long
breath to try to steacly his nerves, held his gun
in position, and walked slowly fonvard. Flip !
«hiz! Out of a tuft of tanglcd weeds rose a fine
strong bird, its wings glcaming brightly, and its
long bili thrust forward. Neil tried to keep cool
aiiJ aim steadily; but he was so eager lo kill the
giimc that he fumbied and poked with his gim
before pulling trigger, and the bird escaped.

Snip looked inquiringly at the young sportsman,
as if at a loss to know what this slow business
could mean.

\eil heard Mr. Marvin fire several times. “ That
raeans game for thc markct-mcn,” he said to him-
sdf-, “ he does n’t get excitcd.”

It required a great deal of tramping before Snip
coitid find another woodcock. This time Neil
bcli.ived in a more sportsmanlike way; but he
iiii“secl thc bird, nevortheless. He liad shot so
hurriedly, in order to hit the bird before it got into
thc bushes again, that his aim had been wrong.

bang! bang! be heard Mr, Marvin’s gun again,
some distance off. Just then he stumbled a little,
anti stepped upon a soft place, sinking instantly to
his armpits in a slimy slush of mud and water.
He seized a strong bush as he went do'vn, and
this was all that saved hini, for his feet did not
touch bottom. His gun had fallen across some
tufts of aquatic weeds and grass, so that it did not
sink.

“Ugh ! ugh !” gruntccl Neil, as thc ugly black
mud (lozed around him.

llien he began to struggle, trying to get out.
Euc the mud clung to him and he could gain no

chance to use thc strength of his arms. This
frightened him, and ho called Mr. Marvin in as
loud a voice as he could command. There was

no answer. He callee! again and again; still no
answer. The whole surrounding country had sud-
denly grown as noiselcss as midnight.  Neil was
abrave boy, but his heart sank as he thought of
"hat might now befall him. The mud was coid,
chilling him with its disgusting touch. He heard
a hcrdsman singing far away on the prairic, and
thcn thc double report of a gun.in the extreme
distance. Had Mr. Marvin gone off after a flock
ofgrouse? The thought made Neil nearly des-
pcratc. He struggled hard and long to draw him-
self out, but to his dismay the bush to which he
was clinging began to show signs of giving way.
H it should break, he would disappear in the mud
and never be seen again.

He called Mr. Marvin again and again, in a
high, clear voice. Bang | bang ! sounded the gun
once more, apparently a little nearer. Neil now
screamcd and yeiled dcsperalely, for his arms were
growing tired and weak. He thought of Hugh,
and Unele Charley, and his kind father at home.
He lookcd at the gun, and it flashed into his head
that his foolish desire to have a gun had been the
cause of his dreadful misfortune. He wished he
were at home. The tears were running down his
cheeks, and he was quite palé. He kept up his
doleful calling, but he was too weak to struggle
any longer. Even the dog seemed to have de-
serted him in his extreme danger.

CHAUrER VI.

hugh's FIRST BIRD.

Soon after Mr. Marvin and Neil had gone away
toward the woodcock grounds. Unele Charley took
Hugh and went to look for grousc. Hugh carried
Unele Charley’s small gun j and as they walked
along, watching thc dogs circle about in search of
the game. Unele Charley explained the curious
process by which the barréis of fine shot-guns are
made. We said:

“ Those beautiful waved lines and curious fiower-
likc figures that appear on thc surface of thc barréis
are really thc lines of welding, showing that two
different metdis, iron and stcel, are intimatcly
blended in making the fincst and strongest barréis.
The process of thus welding and blcnding stcel
and iron is a very interesting one. Fiat bars, or
ribbons, of Steel and jron are alternaiely arrangcd
togcthcr and then twisted iiUo a cable. Several
of these cables are then wcTded together, and
shaped into a long, flat bar, which is next spirally
coiled around a hollow' cylindcr, called a mandrcl;
after which the cdges of these spiral bai-s are
heated and firmly wclded. The spiral coil is now
put upon what is called a "'clding mandrel, is
again heated, and carefully hammered into thc
shapc of a gim-banel. Next comes thc coid
hammecring, by which the pores of the metal
are securely closed. The last, or finishing, opcr-

ation is to tiii-n thc barrol on a lathe to cx-
actly its proper shapc and size. Ry all thc
twistings and weldings and hammcrings, the

metdis are so blended that the mass has some-
what the consistency and toughness of wovcn Steel
and jron. A barrel thus made is very hard to
burst. But thc finishing of the inside of the barrel
is an opcration requiring ver>' great care and skill.
What is callcd a cylinder-bored barrel is where
the borc or holc through the barrel is made of
uniform sizc from cnd to end. A chokc-bore is



one-that is a little smaller at the muzzle end than
it is at the brcech end. There are various ways
of “ chokiiig” gun-barrels, but the object of all
methods is to make the gun throw its shot closc
together with even and regular distribution and
with grcat forcc. There are several kinds of
metallic combinations that giinmakcrs use, the
principal of which are called Damascus, Bernard,
and laminated Steel; the Damascus ljarrels are
generally considered the best.”

Hugh had listened very attentively to what
Unele Charley said, but he was also watching the
dogs as they searchcd in every direction for grouse.
In the midst of a slough, Belt carne to a stand,
but Don refused to back him.

“ There 's a prairie-chicken, sure 1” exclaimed
Hugh, holding liis gun ready.

“ 1 think not,” said Unele Charley; “ for Belt
acls as if he does n't fccl interest in what he is
doing, and Don, you see, refuses to back him.”

“1'll walk up, anyhow,” said Hugh; “ there
may be a chicken.”

“ Don’t be in too great a hurry; be deliberare,
and, if a bird flies up, take good aim before you
fire,” said Unele Charley.

Hugh pi‘oceeded very cautiously through the
high grass, keeping his eyes alert and his hands
rcady. Unele Charley stood watching him.
Belt turned his head to one side, and behaved
rather sheepislily, as if ashanied of what lie was
doing.

Suddenly, with a sharp flapping of wings, a
heavy bird rose from a tuft of water-grass and
slowly flew along in a straight line away from
Hugh. Here was tlie main chance for a good,
easy shot, and the boy did not neglect his oppor-
tunity. Up went his gun, a good steady aun was
taken, and then the rcport rang out on the air.
The big bird fell almost straight down.

“ Wcll done !” cricd Unele Charley, laughing
loudly, “ wcll done !”

But Belt refused to retricve.

Hugh hurried to whcrc his gamc had fallen, and
picked it up. Unele Charley kept on laughing.

“ Why, it's a thunder-pumper!” said Hugh,
holding the bird high by its long, slim legs, *“ I
was sure it was a chicken !'”

“ A great sportsman are you!” cried Unele

Chariey, “ not ablc to know a bittern from a
grouse ! Why, Belt knew bctter all the time !”
“ Well, I hit it, all the same, anyhow,” re-

sponded Hugh.

“That's nothing to boast of, | should say,”
remarked Unele Charley; “ do you know how
many shot you let fly at that bird ?”

“ An ounce of number nines, I think,” rcplied
Hugh.

“ But how many pellets are there in an ounce
of numher nine shot?” inquired Unele Charlev.
“ ldon’t know,” said Hugh.

A THL'KDER*PUMPER.

“ Wcll, there are five hundred and nincty->n;,”
“ So many ?”

“ Yes,” said Unele Charley, “ yon had livc
hundred and ninety-six chances to hit it.”

“ 1 am sorry | killed it,” said Hugh; ‘'laitl
thought it was a prairie-chicken. It is a \cry

liaiidsomc bird ; is it of any valué ?”

“No,” rcplied Unele Charley ; “ but the Indians
foimerly hunted thcm for their mandibles, ‘'vith
whicli they used to point their arrows for killing
small game. See how sharp they are | | allnred
you to shoot at it in nrdcr to tcach yon a lcssOn.
First, whcnever you scc a dog acting as Bell did,
)'ou may be surc it is not pointing a game bird.
Second, you ought to know as soon as a bird rises
whethcr or not it is of a kind fit to kill. A tnic
sportsman is always quick with his eyes, and neier
commits the mistakc of shooting a thunder-pumper
for a grouse !'”

“ How clid 1 liandlc my gun ?” inquired Hugh,
“ did | secra to know how to shoot ?”

“ You hurried toomuch. The bird had n’t gunc
twenty feet when you fired, You must remcnibcr
to be delilieraie and to keep your wits aljout \i>u.’

They weni on, and the dogs soon pointed a small
flock of grouse in a field ofweeds. The birds wem
in excellcnt condition, scarcely grown, and llew
slowly; but Hugh missed four before he killcd onc.
He banged away at every wing he saw. Unele
Charley several times scolded him roundly for his
careless shooting. He promised to be very can-
tious; but he had not fired a half-dozen more
shots bcforc he hit Belt in the ear with a |)cllet,
making him howl at a terrible rate.



“ One more heedless action,” cried Unele Char-
lev, “ and | 'll take that gun from you and never
allow you to touchit again ! | neversaw any one
soawkward. You actas ifyou had no cyes!”

Hugh felt greatly chagrined. The tears caine
into his eyes as Bclt ran up, with his ear bleeding,
oo fondle about him, Of course the hurt was
very slight, but Hugh’s consciencc told him that
he liad been foolishly careless, after all that had
been said to him. He resolved in his heart never
again to allow his eagerness and cnthusiasm to
drive away his prudence and caution.

All the morning, as we have said, the sky had
been overcast with a film of clouds. About ten
n'dock, it began to drizzle, and so our hunters
turned toward thc camp. Unele Charley had killed
adozen chickens and Hugh had killed one. They
reached the tents just as thc rain began to fall
hcaviiy.

Mr. Marvin and Neil had not returned.

el think they 'll get a good old-fashioned
weiting,” said Hugh.

«.'lre n't they coming yonder ?” Unele Charley
inquired, pointing at two dark spots far out on thc
pr.iirie, barely discernible through the gray,
slauting lines of rain.

' I can't tell,” said Hugh; they are so far
lwiiv and the air is so full of mist.”

1liele Charley showed Hugh how lo clean his
gun inside and how to wipc it dry outside before
puiling jtinto its case.

\ good gun requires careful usagc. Rust must
neicr be allowed to appear anywhere about it, es-
pccially on the inside.

Chaptf.R Vil.
MR. MARVIN TALKS AISOUT MARKET-HL'NTING.

When, at last, Mr. Marvin heard Neil’'s cries,
he liastened to the spot whence they proceeded,
tmil perceived at once that the lad was in a dan-
gcrous predicameiit. PicUing up Neil's gun, he
lircd liotli barréis hito thc air, to proi‘ide against
accident, as he wislicd to use the gun in getting
Neil out of the mire. Treading carefully, he ex-
tended thc stock of thc empty gun toward Neil,
whd clutched it with a strong grip thc moment it
carne within his rcach. And thus thc boy was
drawn slowly but surcly oiit of the mud, and, at
lai-f, rcgaincd his footing iipon firm ground.

So the two dark forms, so iiidistinctly seen by
Unele Charley and Hugh, proved to be Mr, Marvin
tind Neil, though thc latter looked more like a
rough nioclcl in mud than like a real livc boy. He
was completely incrusted in thcsticky. slimymuck

of the marsh which, being very black, made his
face look almost ghostiy palé.

“Why, what in the world is the matter, Neil ?”
cried Hugh, as at last he recognized him,

Neil laughed rather doiefully, glancing down
over his unpleasant coat of miid-mail.

“ | fell into a quagmire up yonder. | think if I
had let go | should have gone clcar down to
China !”

“ The boy went swimming in a loblolly of
prairie mud,” said Mr. Marvin; “ it made him very
clean, you see.”

Neil was soon quite comfortable, and whcn din-
ner was ready, he ate heartily, and enjoyed all the
jokes the others turned upon his singular and
dangerous adventure. But he could not help
shuddering now and then as he thoughtofthe des-
pcrate situation from which Mr. Mari'in had
snatched him at the last moment.

The rain continued all the re.st of the day, com-
ing steadily down in fine drops, making the prairie
look sad and dreary enough. The dogs curled
themselves up imdcra wagén, with their noscs be-
tween their feet, and slept, no doubt dreaming of
grouse and woodcock.

During the afternoon, the conversation turned to
markct-hunting, and Mr. Marvin told the boys
many interesting facts about his business.

“ 1 do not shoot much game for the general
market,” he said. “ Most of what | kill goes to
wealthy individuais with whom 1 have contvacts. By
taking great carc in packingand shipping my game,
| have managed to get the confidence of some rich
epicures and some private clubs in the cities of
Chicago, Cincinnati, and New York, and they pay
inc nearly double what | could get in the general
market. They usually allow me twenty-five cents
each for prairie-chickcns, twenty cents each for
quails, and forty cents each for woodcock. So you
sec thc cight woodcock 1 killed this morning will
gain me thrcc dollai's and twenty cents. My em-
ployers pay thc cxpress charges and often send me
siipplics of ammunition, so that my expenses are
very light. | have made as much as fiftecn dollars
a day shooting gecsc at fifty cents each. Spring,
summcr, and autumn | spend in the North and
W est; in winter | go south to Georgia and Florida,
wherc | find the best of shooting. In North
Georgia, for instance, there ave many nld planta-
tions partly grown up in broom-scdge, the greatest
covert for quail that 1ever saw. In Florida | do
not shoot much game, as it is liarcl to get ice with
which tu pack it, and the shipping facilities are not
good ; but I kill hcrons and rdscate spoonbills and
ibises for their fcathcvs, and 1 collect rarc spcci-
mcns for thc Smithsonian Instituto. You ought
to .see some of thc curious bivd’s-ncsts 1 have sent

i



to that institute. Heroiis’ nests from the Okee-
chobee regién, ciickoos’ nests from Georgia, rails’
nests from the Kankakee, and nests of the Cafiada
jay from the pine-woods of Cafiada. | have sold
great numbers of eggs, too, to collectors and scien-
tific men.”

“ What a grand time you have had,” exclaimed
Hugh, “ going from one fine hunting-ground to
another, always escaping our coid, dreary winters,
and always out in the fvee open air with your dogs
and guns. How I shoukl like to be a market-
hunter!”

“ You'd soon become tircd of it,” replied Mr,
Marvin ; “ there are many disappointments and
vexatious drawbacks connected with it. At some
seasons, game of all kinds is scarce, and shooting
bccomes very dull work. | remember that several
yjars ago | could hardly find chickens enough on
thc prairie for m'y own boiling. Of course, | like
thc business ; it just suits me ; but | do not advise
any boy to think oftrying it. With stringent game-
laws and the growing opposition to free hunting
by the landlords, the time is near when a market-
hunter will have a poor chance for a living.”

“ 1 am curious to know something more about
woodcock-hunting,” said Neil, whose disaster had
only whctted his appetite for sport.

“ I huntcd withanEnglishman in Michigan,once,
who put bclls on his dogs when he went wood-
cock-hunting,” said Mr. Marvin.

“Why? " queried Hugh.

“ Well, when the dogs got into thick covert, he
could trace their course by the sound of the bells,
and whenever the tinkling ceased, he knew they
were pointing birds.”

“ Thatwas not a bad idea, ” said Neil.

“ He was ajolly fellow, that Englishman,” con-
tinued Mr. Marvin; “ he liked a droll joke even if
it were against himself. He told me thatone day he
went out to a woodcock covert with a beiled dog,
and after following thc sound back and forth and
around and around in thc tangled growth, suddenly
the tinkling ceased. Very much pleased, he went
to the spot expecting to flush a bird, but he could
find neither his dog fior any woodcock. Long
and patiently he tramped about the spot to no
purpose. Then he called his dog; it did not
come. Hcre was a mystery. Could it be possiblc
that his dog had fallen dcad in some dense clump
of thc covert? He callcd until he was hoarsc, and
finaliy went back to camp tired and mystified.
And there lay his dog at the tent door dozing, in
the sun. it had lost the bell!”

“ Where do you find the most profitable inarket-
hunting?” inquired Unele Charley.

“ When the full flight ofgeese and ducks is good,
I get my best shooting in the Kankakee region of

”

Indiana and Illinois,” said Mr. Marvin ; “ but tur-
key-shooting in North Georgia used to be very
profitablo.”

“ Have you never hunted largo game, such as
deer and bear ? ” qucricd Hugh.

“ Not much; it does not pay. 1don’'t carc for
anything larger than a goose or a turkey, Wlion
it comes to real sport, quail-shooting is the \cry
best of all,” replied Mr. Marvin.

“ You are right,” said Unele Charley,
quail is the noblest game-bird in America.”

“ A thunder-pumper is not bad game whon a
fellow is keen for a shot,” said Hugh, with a conncai
grimace. Unele Charleylaughed, thinkingofliaw
Hugh looked as he stood holding the bittern up
after he had shot it.

Neil and Mr. Marvin did not understand the
joke, or they would have laughed, too. It was iiot
fair to Neil, perhaps, to thus keep Hugh’s mislake
a secret after Neil's niishap had been so lully
discussed, but Hugh was thc younger, and Unele
Charley favored him on that account.

When night carne it was still raining steadily.
Mr. Marvin rcmained talking with Unele Chur-
ley and the boys until late bed-time. He told many
of his strange adventures and described a number
of pleasing incidents connected with his tramps by
flood and field. It was especially interesting to
hear him describe the habits of birds and animals
as he had observeci them. But Neil, whose |>ht-
tical, philosophical turn of mind led him to dasite
information that would be of general bencfit, ai ked
many questions concerning practical gunnery.

“ Mr. Marvin,” he said, “ there is a proposition
of natural philosophy laid down in my school-buok
which bothcrs me. The book States thata body,
say a bullct forinstance, thrown upward, will fall lo
tlie earth with the same forcé as that with which it
started. Now, if this is true, why do we never hear
ofanyone being hitwith afallingbullct,and killcd?”

“ Your school-book is mistaken, if that is wliat it
says,” replied Mr. Marvin. “ A bullet shot from a
rifle directly upward will start with a forcé siiffi-
cient to drivc it through three or four inchcs of
hard oak wood- It will fall with scarcely forcé
enough to dint thc same wood. | have, in shnol-
ing vertically at wild pigcons flying over, had
number eight shot fall on my head and shouldeis
without hurting me. The difficulty with the
philosophical thcory is that it does not consider
correctly the resistancc of the atraosphere and the
comparativo biilk and shapc of falling bodics.
Now, an arrow with a heavy point will come much
nearer falling with its initial vclocity than will a
round bullet; because the arrow, falling point
downward, has all the weight of the shafl directly
over the point, which make? it nearly the same as

“ the



ifit were a bullct of just the point's diainetcr, but
wcighing as much as the whole arrow.”

¢ 1lsee,” said Neil; “ 1wish | could have stud-
iod that out myself.”

« Oh, I don't like investigations and study and
1l that,” cried Hugh; “ I like fun and adventiire
and the pleasant, merry things of life.”

e« But the habit of investigation is most impor-
laiit,” said Mr. Marvin, gravely; “ it prevenis ac-

cident through ignorancc andmistake, and it often
ieads to valuable discovcrics. You will never bo a
successful man if you refiisc to study and invcsti-
gate. 1 should not wish to trust a boy alone with
a gun, if he thought of nothing but fun and frolic.
He 'd soon kill himselfor some onc else.”

After this, Mr. Marvin went away to his own tent,
leaving the boys to think over and reflect upon
what he had said.

FOR VERY LITTLE FOLK.

GRANDMA'S SURPRISE

PARTY.

Titey dllwent down the garden-walk, And Grandma will be so surprised!

And saw the floners blooni.

What can she say or do?

Each picked a bunch— a pretty She M give each gil and boy a

bunch—
1o put In Grandmas room.

kiss,
And give the Baby two.
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T
©HE St. RIGHOLAS ~1iMAMAG JONE,
Huy Pay “Children! can you tell me why
MoonfCii ng Atfe. The Crab's the sign for June?”
. : “ ~'cs, we ccju s/r; h« backward gocs,
And the days tvil) shoricii soon."
1 3 Virgo W hilsiinday. (Reguliib.
z Mon. 0 flst) Mals very ciose o SI*ORT FOR Tin: MO-NTH.
3 Tucs. 10 C near Spica. Venus ai
4 Wed. 11 [greatesi brilHaiicy.
) R . . By hook, and by crook, 10 boiher the cook,
5 Tluir. 12 Libra Jeffersoji Davis b, 1809. The little boy ycalches some fish;
'ﬁ Fri. 13 Patrick Henry d. 3700. Then home with bis brother. 10 show to lils mother,
7 Sat. 14 Scorpio Robert Hruce d- 1300. O what l«rier fon could he wlish?
8 s FULL Ophiuch Tnnhy Sunday
9 Mon. 10 Sagiit- Charles Dickcn* d. 1870- UVKNING SKIES for VoFXG ASTRO.NOMKKs.
m Pecer the Greatb. 1C72.
10 Tiies. 17 (Sec Introduclion, page 255, St- Nicuolas forJanuar>-
11 Wecd. 18 Capri. Rog;er Bacon d. 1204.
12 mfilar. 1) 12. Cbarieii Kingsley b. 1810. JENRiSth, 8,30 i'."i. ,
18 Eri 20 Aqua. 12. Dr. Thos, Arnold < W ¢ Venus has lost but very llttic oi' that 'Uipcriaiive bnllian. v
) which it reached on the 4th, and i«by far ihc most bcuntili.l
14 Sat. 21 12- object in thc sky. It wltl notbe F'einng Star mucbh loiw ,
15 R 22 Plsce< 12, Ist Sunday after Trinuy.  for It will soon he lost In the rays of ihe smi, Whm n
1 M 25 12. 1 Edwardl-ofEiig, b 1230. r«“appcars, ICwill be as Morning Star, and so rcmain IiH next
- 10 on. o May. It Is now standing almost still among thc stats aml
1 1? Taes. 24 12. 1 Battlet)fBi'uker HIN),1778. ise.vactlyin )ine with Castorand Pollux, aeid Jcl'itbk isonK a
* 18 Wed. 25 Arlo» 12. 1 Battle of Waterioo, 1813,  jirile i") ine west. No piciore in the hcavens made by the su.i
10 Thiir 20 22 1 James VI.of Scotland b. only can encecd In beauty that now prcscnted in the woieiii
. sky, with thc two most bnlUant planets so ctoac together, :uii
20 Fri. 27 ‘Faunm 12.1 Longestday. (1500, Cantor, Pt.llux. and Regnlus to complete the sccuc. MAtL:"
21 Sat. 28 12. 2 Capt. Jfjbu Sinith d-1031. a cimkparaiivcly insignificani object, has passed to the cast il
22 20 12. 0 2d Sunday after Trintiy. Regidub. SAiLfetN wc shall noc sce in tfic evening agam Ml
ibe cntl ofthe year, .Vrcturas, far up, nearly ovcrhead. ismr
1 Mon.  NLW 12- 2 soutli at thirty-ihree minutes past vight oclock. Spica lias
21 Tiics. 1 12. 2 Midsummer Day. now passed ncarly one hour t> thc west of onr snuih~rrarl..
25 Wed. 2 12. 2 Hat,ofBafianckbam,101i- High up in the ca«t Is the hrilliant Vega, thc only noticca, v
. . star in thc conste)lation Lyret or T/v j(arp. Being so, tlw
20 Tliur. A Leo 12.3 CJeorge IV, of Dngland d. staris gcncrally callecd l.yra, Botwcon Arcturtis and
27 Fri. 4 Sexumt 12. 3 C near Mai-s. (1810 thc star Alphcccii, thc hrightCbi in the constellatirn of
. 28 Sat. > Leo 12. 3 IQticcn Victoria cr, 1838. Nortkint which is formed of a lovcly halhcitcic >
R 123 Od Sunday after ‘Jrinit stars, Capcila Islow down in tho n<iilh*west. Bising m un
20 S c Virgo y Y. souch.eari Is Antai-cs. in thc constellation of Scorfu’,
30 Mon. 7 Sultdn Mahnioud d. 1830

S:0i'Pion, onc of thc con»icUailons of the Zodiac.

THE BEES AND THE ROBHER.

KVF.RY rilINr. ivas made for man, and all lie lias Ui do is to help himself,” said a man lifling u]> 'k
Hive, and grabbins at lhe lloney. Vi
“ That 's true!” buzzed the whole swarm, scltling down uoon huii, and covcrine hiin from ncaci i lu" m
‘wc were just made for you, and as yon have helped yourself to the Honey, we will inako yon apresen
llie stin- and so saving, the bnsy little Bees improved the shining: hour r
“Well, well,” said the man, when he had at last made his escape, “ | 'vc always licavd that stolen nui
sweet; but | have found that there is more sting in it than honey.”

* The llames Ofplancts are prinicd in capicals,— those of conscciblinns in italics.
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going to 1)6 lovely this year, Mother.
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Fo~n B oys

Sweet Urier liave made a special effort.
Are the peas ready for shcOing ?”

roses.

ahd Girls. Days.

Gl 2 -Am*

ril

«anees; and give nle all thc smiles you can, my pretty onc, lo warm my oid hcart.”

\VI(Y llave lhe bluebirds come
Wilh painled wings?

Why is the grcat earth full
Of lovely things ? —

Golden stars in the grass,
Rosy bloonis in the tices,—

Wafis of scent and song
lilown on every breczt?

W liy? Do ycni bear afar
The troad of littlc fcct

i
“ | 'VF. COMF. with ray roses,” rippled June, with a voice like a broolc munnuring over |iebbics; “ they 're
Blush Rose really deserves yoiir |)raise, and litlle Wild Rose and
I ‘ve liad a good long rc.st, and ara ready to go to work again.
" No, no, child,” said Uarae Naturc, “ you must not soil your hands witli sucli work ; but go and take a
look at them, and the str.awbei-ries, and scc if the chei-ries are beginning lo lilusli, and tlien get you tu your ti
It takes a sharp eye to see the worms at their hearl.s, but you must not trust too much to appcar- 1w
WHY ?
Illy Mrs. M. F. liuTTs.
1)0 you hear sofl voices sing; Vd
“\Vc have llirown our books away I
Ucar Farth, we come lo you
For rest and play?”
Well the good Karth knows élit#
When schuol is out; N
And so she molds the rose
And brings tlie birds about.
Slie spreads grccn boughs abroad
To sbade the way;
And makes her ineadows meet i}

Touching tlie golden stars,
Crushing the clover s"'eet *

For holiday.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Here comes the summer, brimful of flowers and
birds and child-folk! And I never felt better in
my life. What a woi'ld ofjoy itis!

Well, what shall we begin with this time ?

I know. Yon all have slates, and slate-pencils ?

You havc. How pleasant it is to hear a hun-
dred thousand youngstcrs reply so promptly !

And where did these slates and pencils coiné
from ?

You bought them, eh? | do not doubt that.
But where did they come from originally ?

Oho! Jack can not hear a hundred thousand
clear voices this time. Thei'e is a mumbled con-
fusién of sounds such as “ don't know;” “ out of
the ground;” “ slate;” “ made out of day;”
“ never heard any one say, sir;” but no definite
manswer. Let your Jack hear from you by letter,
onc at atime, please. Any day that astonishing
Little School-ma’am may ask us where slate-
pencils come from. and we may as wel! all be
ready with an answer.

Now for

FACTS FROM PERSONAL KNOWLEDGE.

You al!l may remembecr tliat your Jack asked jn
April if an)' of you ever had known of a dog over
fourteen years of age, or of a hoi-sc older than
thirty yeais, a mulé oldcr than fifty, or a slieep
past ninc summecrs. The Little School-ma’am
and 1had been informed that these respective ages
had sometiines been exccedcd, but wc wcerc not surc
«of it, and so we asked for Information based on per-
sonal knowicdgc. The deacon, too, wished to get
'Some definite facts on these points.

Many replies have come, and your Jack hcreby
thanks the writcrs most truly. Apart from the
kindness and painstaking they show, these letters
have a practical valué; for they answer qucstions
that are often asked by others liesidcs the deacon,

the dear Little School-ma’am, and myself. Thcre-
fore, 1 show you some extracts which the deacon
has selected for you direct from the letters.

Hcrc they are :

A BLACK*ANOTAN I6 YEARS OLD.

Orono, .Maine.
Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit; Our next-door neigli-
bor has a black-and-tan dog tliat will be sixteeii the loili
of May. It weighs seven and a half pounds.and is blirui
at times.
The owner has a daughter of the same age, and th-U
is how they know the age of the dog so well.
Of tlie other animals | know nolhing.
Yours truly, VIRGINIA M. Riso.

A SCOTCIl COLLIB 17VEARS oLD.

Manchester, Vi.
Dear. Jack: In answer to your iiiquiries relativc
the age ofanimals, | wouid say ihat we nave a fuU-bloi'il
Scotch collie that will be seventeen (17) years oid ihe
coming June. | base my knowledgc on my al«-ays jim-
ing known him, and that our ages have always bem
called the same. | would add that Mr. Slap, as \i-
cali him, is hale and lieallhy.

Truly yours, N. M. C.

A MONCRGL iS YEARS OLO.
Providencf., R, i.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit: Mr. Charles H. Culk-
more, of Warren, R. I., many years ago possesscd j
small short-legged mongrel dog, white, with yellirv
spots, which went by the flame of Hquint. He liad
raised it from puppyliood; in fact, it was born on hi-
premises and died tnere. i remembcr to havc seen ii
myself in its oid age. When it died, the local palAi
deemed the event worthy to be celebrated in verse. 1 lie
cause of its death was purely oid age.

I knew it to have been very,very ohl; but ivas iml
sure of its exact age ,atthe lime of its decease. .So,)rs-
terday | oblained from Mr. Collamore tlie necessat;
infoi malioii:

Squint died aged 16 years, 4 months, and 10 day.s.

Yours truly, George L. Cooke, Jr.

A TBRRISnNn 15VEARS oLl),
I"ROVIDENCE, R- 1.
Dear Jack: In reply to your query in the April
St. NiciiolAS, here is an instance that | can vouch for:
The Rev. S. lirenton Shaw, 142 Broadway, of ti"'
city, has in his possession a brown Russian teriiei*
19 years oid. Mrs. Shaw chops bis food, and in otlier
ways provides for the animals comfort. Thedog>uf-

fers no inconvenience, apparentiy, from his extreme
oid age. Mrs. Shaw will not liave the dog dcstroyed.
.S. F. Br.ANDIN,
Office Chief Pélice, City Hall.
P. S.— 1 Uke the iicenses for dogs in the office of tlie

Cliicf of Pélice. 1 ivill make some inquiries of (h'g
owners, as they come for their iicenses. | licensc hc-
tween three and four thousand. B.

A BLACK-ANO-TAN OVER VEARS OLD.

W.ASHINOTON, D. C.
Our next-door neighbor has adog that

was 18 years of age last August- There is no doulitaliout
his age, because he ivas born in Mr. Morrison's own

Dear Jack:



liouse. The fAame of the dog is Sport. Sport was
shot once, and he carried the hall two years, when
n gentieman ianced tlie place and took the hall out.
I'liere still remains a lump on Sport’s side where the
liullet went into his body, though it does not hnrt
liim now. He is a black-and-lan. All liie spots that
«ere tan-color are now gray, except the feet, and they
are growing gray. Nolwithstanciing his great age,
Sport is still quite active and playful.

[ llave heard that General Washington's war-liorse
lived to the age of thirty-six years. When we were in
\\isconsin, papa knew of two horses, one twenty-eight
\ears of age and the other twenty-nine, whose owncr
iiccasionally drove them to Galena, 111., a dislance of fifty
miles, and returned the next day ; and he told papa that
«hen he turned thevn loose into pasture, they would
frulic like young colls. My great-grandmotbcr had a
liorse that lived over thirty-fivc years. 1 am ten years
ofd. Yours truly, Herbert V. P IRMAX.

A ilURSa 33 VEARS OLD
Clostee, N. J-

Mr. JacK-IN-THE-Pulpit: We had an oid family
horse that my father had used twenty.eiglit year.s.
Tlie horse was five years oid when purchascd, in 1855.
This animal died last August, r~ed thirty-threc years
and four months, to the regret and grief of us all, having
i>cen remarkable for his intelligence and speed up to the
last few months ofhis existence.

m\ks, poor “ Metcor,” for he seemed like one of the
family | How we inisscd his familiar neigh when we
»eiit in the stable! Father had taught this horse to
pciform a splendid trick act— he would take a flag in
fii- mouth and wave it and trot around waving it, ilien
lie would take a snap whip, and when father was run-
within a few feet. Meteur woulti get down and puli
fallier's boot off, as much as to say : “ You can not go
to bed wilh your boots 011.” Then the horse would lie
jitrfectly still while the whip was snapped and switohed
Molenlly over him, and not get up till he was told his
oats were ready for him, when he w'ould spring to his
fcct and shake his head up and dosvn to express his sat-
i faction. Then he would stand on a box about a foot
and a half high and turn around lo the right and left,
holding one footup extended,and change his feetwhen he
loversed Themovement. He also would keep time tomus’C.

We drove him out every day for exercise, and he
«ould trot real fast for a short distance and then sub-
side into a walk. In conclusién, | would state that 1
llave driven this horse since | was eight years oid, being
ai limes all alone in the carriage. . J

IXOTHER HORSE 33 YEARS OLDI AND CAT 14 VEARS OLD
W ashington, D. C.
Dear Jack-IN-THE-Pulpit; My grandfather owned
li'O horses, one of which lived to lie thirly, the other

thirly-three years of age. | also owned a cat which
lived lo the age of fouiTecn. Although 1 iievcr heard of
a<log as oid as that, I lThoughl that I would write and

tell you what 1 know personally concerning “ tbc ages

ofanimals.” Yours, Mary R. Ciiurcm.

A MARE 38 VE/IRS OLD
MOORF.S'I'OWN,
Dear Jack : You ask, “Has any onc ever heard of
«ahorseolder than thirty years ?” Ves, 1 have. We have
a iicighbor who owns a mare thirty-elght years oid.
Her fiame is Nelly. Only last summer she was seen lo

jump' a three-rail fence, and seemed to enjoy her dust
bath as much as her son Harry does. He is twenty-
one,— just eight years older than I. The Mooresirdm
ChronicU liad a paragraph lately referring to oid Nelly :

Jonathan Pcttitis the owner ofa M.ayday marc wiiich has arrived
at thc respcctable age of ihiny-eight years, twemy-two of which
have been spcai whitc in his possc.ssion. Tiiough not so spry as
she used to be, thc animal did picncy of good liard work only last
summer, bul is used now only ns a carriage horse,

| have heard that there is a while mulé, now being
taken care of at one of our anny posts jn Texas, which
served through the Mexican War, and is now a pen-
sioner of the U. IS Government. s it true ?
Taitlifully yours, Jesny H. M.

A MARX 40 VCARS OLD-

Ne.wr Bound Brook, N. J.
Dkar Jack-in-the-Puipit: Seeing in the St.
Nicholas that you wanted to hear about a horse over
thirly, or a dog over l'ourteen, | will write you of both,
Wc have here at our home a mare which is forty year.s
oid- She was bought when she was three years oi3, for
my unele to ride when he was a little boy. She has
been in tlie family thirty-seven years. She is too oid
now to ride, but | drive her. 1 will be happy to show
her to any one who would like to see her. My father
owned a dog that lived to be fourteen. It was born in

hi.s prinling-ink factory in 1855 and died there in 1872.

Your young reader, George Mathrr.

A MULE 63 VEARS OLD-

Newark, N. J.
Dear Jack : The late Professor Mapes had on his
farra, in New Jersey, a mulé namcd Kitty,— a hardy,
willing worker,— famous throughout lhe neighborhood
for having gone beyond her fiftieth year, and for being
quite able to compete with mules not half that age- Kitty
Mulé, as we called her, lived to be sixly-three years okl,
and she ivas in working order up to within one week of
her death. Her history was well known. | saw her

daily for iwenty-seven years. P. T, Q,

A HORSE 37 YEARS OLD
N fwton, lowa.

Dear Jack : | can lell you abouta horse lhat lived
to be thirty-.seven years oid ! lie ivas oiviicd by a Mr.
Steele, in Derby, Vt. When he ivas about thirty years
okl, Mr. Steele gave him lo a gentieman in Barlon, Vt.,
requiring him to sign a contract that he should be well
kept and kindiy cared for while he lived, and ivhcn he died
should be well buvied in a coffin made of livo-inch pine
plank. A few years after another friend of ilie fine bid
horse took him to Glover, Vt.. to live with him, and, ac-
cording to contract, took the best of care of him ; giving
liim hay-tea to drink and pudding and milk lo eat.

One day he received a visit from another friend, who,
thinking (perhajis) that a change of air would be pleas-
ant for the oid fellow, took him home wilh him to North-
field, Vt-, where he soon after dic-d, aged ihirly-seven
years, several months, and some days. Ilis beautiful
dark fiay coat ivas taken off, made lo look as natural as
life, and placed i1l lhe Musouin at thc Capitol in Mont-
|)elicr- He and all his family were noled for their
beauty, lofty style, and great intelligence. My papa
has owned several of them, and wc have a picture of one.

| have taken the St. Nicholas since 1 was len years
okl, ain now thirteen, and think, with .St. Niciitilas to
read and a good horse to ride, a boy ouglit tobe all right.

Your friend, Frku K. Emerson.

iir

.ip'l
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lum, West 7sd Street.

Stony Ford, March, 1884-

DuAR St. NICTIOL.AS; lo the February mimber you spoke
about Jack Frost being such a beautiful decoraior, 1saw the piece
in thc magafine, but did not feel so much interestcd al the nme;
but one coid morning last week Jack Frost visited out dining-room
Windows, and painied lovely fern andoak leaves and a great many
other funny but vcry pretty designs, bul thc funnicst Gf them aii
was a little gfilstanding on what sccmcdto be a very hjgh cnoiiniain,
holding outher hands 10 an imaglnary stovc. | am not a vecry big
I’Irl, only just eleven years oid, and 1 donknow very much about

ick Frost, still I think I can tell what makes frost on the window*
panos. It is the molsiure of the room wiihin and the extreme coid
oQtsidc. The coid draws the moistute on thc window-panes and
the told air frcezesii. 1 asked my grandma ifshe thought I could icll
how Jack painied them any better, and she lold me to gei the ency-
clopedia; well, I did, andan awfullyheavy book il Is, too. 1looked
for frost, bul thc words were so big and long that I did not ve”
well undersiand them, and I will have toask some other litilo girl
to explainii better. YoureamestUltlereader,

M abel G. a.

Giioveton, Texas, Feb, jth, 1884.
Nicholas: | am much iaterested in the astronom*
ical part ofthc “ St. Nicholas Almanac.” All through January
we have been able to sec the four planees, vli., Jupiter, Venus,
Saiurn, and Mars, as well as Sirius, and through che latter pare of
che monin tlie cometand the new moon also.
The stars shine very briehtiy here, much brighier than in my oid
lowa home. and laicly theTieavens have been very beautiful.
Yourconstant reader, Alicb M. S.

Dear St.

Brooklyk, N, y.

Dear St.Nicholas: Although | have taken your vatuablc book
six years, | have never ihankcu you for ihe pleasani hours yon
have afforded me, but | sincercly do now.

My favorite auihoris Miss Alcott. | am greaily interested in thc
“Spmning*wheel Siories,” and also In “ Winter Fun,”

E. S. P. thinkshe is too oid 10 read St.Nicuulas. ft’ssonalural
for me to read itevery month, I never thought to consider my aj;c
(I was seventeen last Decemlier). My mother read.s U every monib,
and cnjoys il very much.

I am studying sccnograpliy, and also taking plano )es.sons.

Josiii S.

WitsT New TON, Mass.

Dear St. Nicuolas: This is thc firstletter | have everwriiten
lo you, though | have been inlonding to for a long time,

My father, who whcn he was a Utllc hoy u«ed lo Uve on a farm.
often lells US storics. onc of which I think will intercst thereadcrs of
this magazinc, They had an oid cal with her kiiiens up in thc
loft, and onc day a lonwcat carne in and killed all but onc of them.
This onc llic oltl cae took out to the farm, where she hld fi under thc
hav and fcd it cvery day. None of the family knew whcrc ji was
tinlUu onc day, several months afterwardj my gr.indfaihcr, when he
took offche hay to feed the cows, found itrncre, It wasas brge a"
a fall-grown cal, but its eyes were not open and ii could not wiilk.
Aficra few days ii opened jiseyes and learned to walk, and became
aftcrward a respecuible oid cat. Yourconstant reader,

Fisib P,

NntvTowN, X884.

Drar St. Nicholas: i will icll you abnut my klticns. 1 had
three. | named thcm Prancc, Fanny, and Rlacky. One day a
liitle girl camc to scc me, and wc were sitting ai che dinncr-iablc,
when 've heard some one playing on ihe piano iii anotherroom. |
went lo the dooi and found Fanny sitting on thc piano-stool, and
putting herpaw firstonone key and then on anorncr, ond looking
surprised ai thu sounds, W henevermy Mamma sat down lo writc,

Prancc would spring upon hershoulder, and jum p down on tlie dc-k
and sit on her paper; and when she was sctving, kiitie would $(rik<
at lier thread, and then lie down on lierwotk. My cousinhasai.,
thirteen years ofid. He can open doors, and is very fond of slldii-*
down hill. He sUdesalone,and when thesled is drawn up, he sian'i«>
ready to getort foranother slide, and is never drcd of the sport.
Jessiii C. Drew, dghi years ohl.

503 Bristol Rd., Birstincham, Engmsu.

Dbar St. NiCHoi-As: We have taken St. Nicholas for s-r;-.
time, and we all Uke it very much. 1 think the Spinniug*«'lu' 1
Storics by Mias Alcottare beauilful. Couldyou icll me how to m.iki
jumb~cs? | haveread aboutthecm in “ W hat Katy did al Home au |
al School ” and other American books, and thc children in uu-i
always seem so fond of them. 1was ihirteen iasi August. | h:i«
a brotheroffifleen, and two sistccsagcd cight and ten,

I am yours triily, Alicb lrelaxi

Anpril, 1884
Dbar St, Nic>iOLas: My aunt has been giving you lome, r
four years, and | was delighted when you eame again this ycni
You get betterevery ycar, and | don’t know what | would do ur\*
OQCyou. " The Land of Fire " is splendid, aod “ The Origin cifcnc
Stars and Scripes ” so interesting. F.verybody ought to tcad li.
Yourconstant reader, L, E

Fort W aiiren, Mass.
Dear St, Nichotlas: | wantto tell you how I am spending lhe
suinmer, | have a Uttlc garden with lour-o’clocks, Jady*sli(j(i"
uxalises, geraniums, poppies, roorning-glorys, gladioluscs, pcuuM,
and | have planCcd some mignonctte, pansy,and some Joscph’s
thatcarne from General Garfieid’scarden, and mammasays th ai wjicn
her fuchsia stops blooming she will give me a sUp of jt. |have ju>
pets except my little brother; he is four years ofid. 1 had iwo
cafiarles; but my auiU speiU the spring with u», and when she «cni
away | cave them to her From one ufyourreaders,
Hattib |. \V

YoNKnRS, April xc, iSij.
>D paR St. Nicholas: | am eleven years oid and am onc it
your readers. 1 Uke especlally the serialstOlies of Tierradel Fuc! i*
or “ Land of Firc,” and “ Winter Fun,”

Have any of yourrcadcts ever seen an opcn bec’s-ncsl? 1 finuicl
one oiie day bumi of hay and sticks on a wood-pilc; the bees v'.rc
very busy aia Inmp of fioncy in che ccnlvr, | tnought bees nc*ivcl
ininc ground. Your (aithful friend, Artiiub Hvo:

Arthur and olhcr boys wlio ate interesied In beeVnesit willv
come the paperentiiled “ Queer (jame,” in this number.

TiiE following letter /rom Dakoia Terrltory will inrcrest ail "nr
readers, wc are sure.

BlukTj Dakota, i88y

Dear St. Nicholas; | thought you would hke to hear from &
littic girl out in Dakota, many miles flom New York.

My mamma is a widow, and has come out here and taken up i'u’
claims: one Isa uce claim and the other isahomesicad. They jvin
cach other.

We intend to farm thi®* <»Mmmer, and have chickens, and sec ima
ap))le*irces, peach-trees (which we are noi sure will grow), pliuu*
Irce-, clierry.trees, and all the different kinds of crees that will luukc
an orchard.

And we iniend to ralse small fruiis, such as currants, raspberncs.
strawberries, gooscberries, and, too, we jnccnd to mise grapes, and U
have a small vegetable garden,

Mftmma says she jsnoi going to .sow wlicatandoalsandplanicom,
but rent 500 acres 10 a man and let him raise it on shares,

| aaid above in this letter ihat mamma had taken up iwti
perhnpssome of thc readers ofthc St, N ichoi.as do not know “vl'at



" laking up clalms” tneans, %o "
11 iuwii*meeiina.

Well, in ihe nrsl place, Dakoia is a large Tcnitury, and nearly all
pnufie land, and only a few years ago nobody lived here but wild,
:vifd Indians, who inade no use ofthe land, but Uved by hunting.

Unele Sam wiw whai splendid land U was. “ Too good to be
3s;isted,” he thought. and so he boughtiiof the liidians, and now
wc can buy it of hiin.

Well, we buy of Unele Sam a quarterof a seciion, or 260 acres
, fland, for 9 cents an acre.

Bulwe must make a promise 10 Unele Sam chai we will Uve on
dic land five years, and cultivate it. ‘J'hen at the end of that time we
gcta deed from him and tlie land is ours. This isa homestead.

Xow a tree claim is tins:

As ihisis prairie land and ihere are no trccs growing here, so we
buy another quaricr secdon of Unele Sam and plantio acres in
irces. So \vhen the ttces are growing riccly, Unde Sam givcs us a
dced for //«> land, and if we take up the two claims together tas
iiKkunma has done) it mnkcs us n farm of 320 acres.

1 do not know whethcr this »sa veiy nice letter or nol: but 1 am
cr.ly ten years oid, nnd never wrote for a papcr before, and all 1|
6bked my rnamma was how 10 spell the big wotds.

With many kind wishes, dear S'f. Nicholas, I am yours truly,

Bektha C.

I will riso io cxphin,” as ihcy say

New York.
Dear St. Nicholas: | read in a ncwspaper the other day this
littlc story about apainter who died in London lastyear, and 1 think
f>th«r I>0ys might likc lo read it, too. lhe painter was named Ced i
and tlic papei said that at the age of four he copicd in ol
1 picture by Clarkson Stanfield: nt six he beg”~in 10 palnt ihe portraii
*lalady who lived ncxt door; at ten he was Inadameschool, when.
bcing onc day rcprimanded by the mistres.s, he left ihc school and
Tctumed wuh a canvas bigger than himself, and asked whethcr a
b ly who could paint Uke that did not deservc 10 be more respectfnUy
ircated. Yours truly, L. W. G.
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Exchanoes,

Pcacock iron, andcoal, Michigan coral and ro.«sils— E. D. Lowcll,
72? West Main St., Jackson, Nlich,

.Corrcspondcnce wuh other Clmpcers.— F. L. Armstrong, Mead*
ville, Pi1.
, hilver, copper, Icad, mica, and Bea-tirchlns,— W. G. Curtis, Ab*
mgton, Mass

General cxchangcs.— WilUe Cluie, Sec. 514, lowa City, lowa.

Eggs and skins of Colorado birds. (Eggs blown through small
nolc in side, and same sort wished.)— \Y T . Strong, 804 Cal, St,,
‘ ~enver, Colorado.

l-abeled Hemiptera and Coledptera.
s~icphan, Pine City, Minn.

(Write first.)— E, |1,

£nclewood, N, T, January 28, 1884.

My dear St. Nicholas : 1i*ead in tho “ £etier-box '*Ihis rnorn-
ing about one ofyour rcadcrs having sccn “ A Shlp in the Sun,” so
| thought 1 would wriic and tell you how | saw a plilot*boat in a
ralnbow.

W c were o(T tbebanks of Newfoiindland in .1 dem”e fog, and no
piloi. About four o‘clock we heard a nolse that sounded Uke
distanl thunder. Itwent on so the capcain had the ship direcicd
toward the place where it seemed 10 come from. The sun had
come up a few minutes befoie and formed a beautiful littlc rainbow
on onc side of the ship. ‘fhrough this beautiful nrch there sailed
suddenly a tnm little piluuboai with all saJls set From it wa” sent
a Jiitlc row*boai with the pilot. Aftcr having takcn him on board
and afierlhc row-boat had returned, thu pilot*boat disappeared as
magically as it had come.

I have been taking you for about four years, and think you are

tho nicest magazine pubUshed. | am tweive years oid, and ai
boarding'School. I am your true friend and conscant rcadcr,
R. Bolles

Ut*a thanks are due to the following young fricnds, all of whose
letters we would be glad 10 print if there were Maud
E, Nellie Littie, Josic Buchanan, Edward S. OUver, Bessie Legg,
Haitie C. F., C. R. Brink, Lena \V,, G. B. Ri\es, Grade W hitney.
Claire D., M, E.. Mamio J. P., Clarice C., Evcrt F., A. Andrews,
B. A.and B., F. S. D., I, H. Moses. Mary Bines, NValtcr M.
Buckingham, E. C. Byam, John Footc, Mary Chainberlain, Uaisic
Vickcrs. Ruth W. Hall, E. S. B., G. E. 1)., Maldee L, Robecrts,
Santh H., Florencc M. L., H. L. Smiih, Margaret W. Leighcon, M.
N., Mary Dogan. Nellie McCuiie, E. Carroan, Hcsicr M. F-
Powell, E. M. Jr.. Gcorgenc Faulkncr, F. C., Jessie Heely, May

room:

L, Goulding. Estclle Macpher.ion, -Adelajde L. Ciardiner, and
Richard Wilson.
THIRTY-EIGHTH REPORT.
liggs.— Frank Burrill, LIsbon, Me.
Bird's*egg:s, and skins, and fossils.— F. H. Wecntworth, *23
Twcotyfiiih St., Chicago, Jll.
Fine spccimens of hianganese.— CaroUne S, Roberis, Sec. 522,

Sharon, Conn.

r~ibeled fossil?, shcDs, .and minerals; and coircspondence in South
and West,— E. P. Boynion, 3dAve, andsthbt.. LcdarRaplds, lowa.

Mounted Cafiadian insects (labelct), for rare minerais.— SharUc
Hague, 272 E. 87th St., New.Vork, N. Y.

Correspfindcnce wiih any ono that has a botanical garden.— Miss
Jessic E. Jenkfi, Oneonta, N.

Benies of -Abies prccatorius (the standard vveight of Hindoo
goldsmiths), for cocoons or butterflics.— Mis. Isabelle McFarland,
bcc. 448, 2737 F St,, Washington, D. C.

x7-ycat locusts of 1870, fur large Trllobiies.
C. R- Eastman, Ccdnr Rapids, lowa,

Prcssed jibnts for a li.ing*bird's nest and eggs.— Stclla B. Hills,
Slicboygan Falls, Wiscon.siii,

Correspondcncc.— T. F. MeNair, Hazclton, Pa.

Dcvonian fossils.—

QUUSTIOXS.

2, Wiiit Is the food of a prairie*dc)g? s. W hat woods aro least
liable to rot? 3, What is a cidaris? 4. Is n knoivicdge of liic
classics necessary to a scicntific cducation? [Not "necessary,”
but liighly helpftil and desirablc) 5. Why is niold <m the Mine
substance of various colors? 6, Can you give the addref-s of a
speclalisi on fishY [IFV can uoi, bui sh<mhi be very greiieful if
suih A person looul'd volunleer his nssis/n>i<c hi rtnsxverin™ our
young /rientisi\

Answers

1 will gladly answer any member of the A, A. who may wish lo
know the publishcr, price, etc., ofany book or pamjjhlct, Ii he will
endose a stamp — T. Mills Clark, 227 E. i/th St., Ncw York, N.Y.

In answer to the quesiion, “ Do ants live all wintcr?”— Yes.
Lase Friday, while skating, | found a sheep’s skull lbrought it
home and put a glass lube ncar it. -About27 ants crawled Into the
mbe.— L. G, Wesigaic. (SirJohn Lubbock kept two am gneen’
alive for more than 7 ycar.s.l

Pebbicsare formcd by tbc violent washing of small fragmenLs of
rock.brnken and carriecl .along the bed ofa stream.—J. K. GraybUl-

In answer lo A. S. G.: The flame “ sca-bean** is incorrect, but
w.*is given to tho large brown beans that are oftcn potslied and sold
as orn.iments, because they are oftcn found on the sca-shore. The
real iame of this plant is the Scimitar pod, or " Entoda scandens.”



It isa mcmber of the Lcguminos», or hean faiDily, and grows in
India and South America. It js a sirong cimbecr. lis fatgc flat
pods are hard and woody in structure, and ate iVom four lo sjx, or
even eight feel. in lengih. These are oficn curvcd so as lo resemble
a scimicar, The beans sometimes fallinto ihc sea, and h.ave been
carried hy ihe Oulf Stream as far as ihc coast of Scotland, where
ihey have been known lo germinate.— Hiram H. Bicc.

Many sea-beans come ashore at (Jalvesion. The dde before full
moon brings ihcm in greatest abiindance. 1 have gatliered as many
as 306 good onesin a walk of 5 miles. 1 ilank there are 6 or 8
kinds. Two kinds, I know, grow on vines. [1Te largesc are four
inches In diamcler, half an inch thick, and very dark brown. |
plantcd 6 <jf them at high-ilde mark. All grew, and in less than 4
wecks had run 30 feel, all thc vinw running loward the west. The
Icavcs were from 2 to 4 inchcs long, and halfan iiich wide, and more
than an ¢ighth ofan inch thlck. Theywere very dark grcen on thc
upper side and llght onthe under side. Edgcs of leaves smooth.
| have pinnted oiner kinds, but ihey do not grow so wcll. None of
them grow in the sea. Po«lbly. however, ihc Iltlle black-eyed
scarlet peas do.— J. G. S., caro Box lax, Tyler, Texas.

Notes.
80. Ctw/.— | have had nn opportunity of going Into thc Inrgest
coafmine In Des Molnes. Above thc velo oi coal Isa black,soft,

crumbling shale, of a very chin laminate slruciure. Fos.«ils are
someilmes found in this. The coal Is traversed by iliin veins of a
grayish rock, dense and heavy; between the veins of coal are
faycrs of fire*clay, gray in coior® and greasy. In thU clay is
found a fos.ejl plani, called Lepidodendron. This was a reed,
wilh a soft pith and a hard and much-scarred bark. U was one 0/
the coabformine plants, and is often lound near coal. Iron pyrites
I golden color, and sntall globule.s of sulphur, occtir in
liut thc most beautiful ihiug found in the mino is che sale*
Thisis found [U neodledlke crysials, tmnspareni, of a lighl*
green color, and dccldedly re.sembllug moss. Tlie logs iiaed »
[irops are covered with two sorts of fungj. One I» that beautiful litele
ungus wilh slender black stem and white creased head, callcd Mar*
aspius, the other is Uke the common fuitgus that grows on oid
sKimps. Boih kinds are puré white when they gj*ow undcrground.
As | was labellng my fossils, a gentieman who has taughtin a Collcgc
for fifteen years told me | was all wrong, and that plants never had
anything to do with the formation of coal. Whai do you think of
that? — A Friend.

[Wc think he was mistaken,]

— We puta Spiing-beetle, or KI™iey, Into our

poisonjar, and leftir ihcrc for ihrcc days. After it had been out a
.week.it began lo show slgns of life, and finaliy quiic revivad. The
jar had been freshly made, and cvcrylhing else ihai was put into it
died instanily.— Laurcrui Strelt, Ch. 434.

px. Pyjcis.”~ In ihc jsd report. A. A., Jan,, 1884, | find in Prof.
Jones's schcdulc the />yxh clas.sed with Indcbisccni fruits. Is it noi
amibiakc? W as not ihe peculiar manner of opcmng, rcsembUng
ihe lid of a box, ihe reason for lis iame?— Anua L. J, .Aroold,
Prin. High Sehool, Urbana, U,

petre.

(It was a miiCakc, as was alvo the printlng of l'igure's Jnseci
World, {fiTFigukr's Imect World, in last number,]

92. Whcel-bng.—"™Alonzo Stewart hae been studying the so-
called “ Ninc*prongcd whccl-hiig.” He has found specimens with
as man” as 12 prongB. Tlils bng isvery desiricilve tootherinsects,
which itkills with its heak. through which Is emiited a poisonous
fluid, One that he kept from Aug. iiih 10 eyth ate, among other
things, a Telea Polyphemus, a pol-
sonous spider, and some kaiydids,
and Itate from s to xo caterpillarsan
hour.— R. P, Bigelow, Sec. 109.

(We would like 10 hear more of
this curious bug; what Isits Lalln
fiame?)
53. SealLs are able to
cidse their nostriis, and can remaln
imder water 25 minutes.
04, Proitieilica.” I have found
7 Proineihea cocoons on a small
wild cherry-trcc.— F. P- Poster,
Sec, 440.
95. Woods. should Kke to
mcnlion my way of preparing
woods for ihc cabincl. Cutpieces ~I|j
from a loe, so that the bark shall ~ 5
form a back like ihc back of a book.
They should be 5inches in hclght, 4 in width, and one and a halfin
thiclrness. The wood may then be finished in nilor vanii»h. On thc
back, about two inchcs from ihe lop, cut away ihe bark between par-
allel incisions, and glue a picce of paper across on whtch lo write thc

labcl. So prepared”™ they prescnt A very handsome appearance on
thc shelf. The accompanying sketch may makc it clcarer.— Myron
E. Baker,

96. /Viriwrvrf.-On a
30 Promelhea cocoons,

liriodendron (tullp) Irce, I found about
onc of which, as ic would not raule, I

opencd, and witlin | found, closely packed, 7 small, whitc,
biudies. They look like larva of some sort, but I can nol recognuc
them.— G. C. McK.ee

[Perhapssomc ofourfriendswjil ./
help US fiame these strange in-
iruders? Meanwhilc, you should
watch them carefully, make notes
on ihcit giowlli, cic., and repon
later.] ~

07. Wi ill somc one give me particiilats about che fossil li.n
skctched?— W . D. Grier.

R eivhts fkom Chapters.

535. ChapelHill, N. C — I send you che dales at whlicli M)ie
of our more common flowcrs blooin : W hite vjolei%, Feb. 16; Unte
violéis, all wiiilcr: Hyacinihs, Jan. 28; Crocus, Jan 30: Hiiuv

suckle, Fcb. 8; W hitc spiroa, Feb, 28; Houstonia, Feb. 3: LiaUt-,
Feb, 29; Bucter and eggs, March 1; Chcrry-irec, Feb. 20.—
J. Martin.

264, Cohicivilu, Fla.”~ 1bis ClJflpter hasdisbanded. as Its -i. k-
rary is dead. Paul E. Roluns was a piivaie in thc Gam«s\illc
Giiards,and on his deaih, at a special meeiing, a series of resolu: us
was pas-sed, of which the following k onc: "H U upright ;.iii
noble life endeared him lo us all, and should be a standard fui m.r
emulaiion.”

Qucry.— | am a subscriberto St. Nicholas, and notice in ttc
April No. a note. No. 85, ihat H. A. Cooke, wUh others, lui' d.-
Cide<l that ihc rings of a tree do nol indicale the years ii hn« lj*.u,
“butihe numberofsloppages in Us growih.” Having a |.ct mral
Interest in the inatiei, | would be much indebied to him lor thc in-

formation how many such “sioppagcs“ can occur in a year. ..iid
ihe c'»us>e5 ofthem ,— Kespeciftilly yours, J1lo. M Hamllion.

548. Crau/orti, N, In answer lo a March qucsdcn, the
ricncr ihe soil is matie, the darkcr the color of flowcis wiH Ih.

(Jharcoal, indigo nnd ainm<mia, pul around ihe roois ofploni’ ir.ikc
che flowcrs change color, and copperas hrighiens ihem,— L,

258. Refuliuj', Pi?.-W e have a man here In town tliai wi ut*
very proud of. His flame is Herman Strecker. He wutl- i', ;i
morble-yard all doy, and al niglu scudies for many hours. lh 1%
thc largest colkciion of bmterflics in ihe G. S., and the -t «nd
laigesl in ihc world. 1 think it numbers 75,0c© .- Helen Bacc

1 have decided not only 10 take notes of what I sec, biu ol <to
make pendi sketches, for | find ihai when you try tn dr;iw ati
object, you are forced to observe numercas Hule polnts of .'tn <nirc

and form ihat would total)y escape your notice ctherwIM; — W. 1.
MeHenry.
187, Mr, lLininer, the State cniomologisi, has been very kn fl w»

US, and has gjven usa copy of his first annual repon. We i a
MS. paper, T/ic NaturfiUst, to which all are supp«»i'ed u» cinulb*
tice. Our pjeslident and secreiary form o “ lltcrary cotnmiitec.” ;md
decide upon a programme for eacli meeting, and cdit the paper. | .icli
mcinbcr kceps a nolc-book, and the reading nf these fornis :« un*
ponanl paii ofour meeling.s, .Also, at eacli meeting, each nun ber
brings two Clue»iions, wriilen on a slip of paper, and hands ilk:;
his righuhand nclghbor, whose duiy it is to answer them the nol
week.— John P. Gavit, Albany. N. Y. IAJ,

381. Hnu Orh-ans.— Though a small Cliapter, wc are onc' lilte
many whose imere.st has ncvcr flagged. We have buili a ualojiet,
ntid will have tu build another, as thisis full,— P. Benedlet.

511, uiir Chapter now has 12 luembcrs, and wc have abm.: -vo
specimens ofinsecis.— Kitty C. Roberls, Blackwater™ Fia.

478, Coiusfocks, N. 1'.— Our Chapter is progressmg fairly <
sccrctary attcmpicd 10 stuff a red squirrel the other day. ib'm
memory of what he had read on the subject. When It wa' d"iu". it
looked as if il had bcen struck by lightning, bul it was stufTcil ju't
ihe same.— G. C. Baker,

112. 2osfon,Mas5.— 'H” gave an enterialiiment and exhil'.uiin
of our minorais, and although it was a very rainy evening, w had
n fair audicncc, and made ~6.90, W e anticipate grcat pU'a'utc
from the numerous ficld meeiings we are planning.— Annic S. Mc*
Kissick,

P in I's-c.t*Mfs ideniificd.— X shall be happy to Idenlify bird's egss
for ineinbers of ihc A, A., if seni to me,— D. C. Eaton, Wnbijrn,
M ass., Box 1255.

~'he rcports from our Chapters have been coniimially incrca™m;;
interest, and we wish to express our thanks lo thc faiihfulsecrcu<ncs.
W e must hini to them, however, that they Iry 10 condense thci"
monihly Jcliers a Httlc more. Please don'; use lwo words if one «ill
serve tlie purpose Take thcsc prinicd rcporls as inodels.  Xvi
once a year we desire a bmg, and detailed report from each Chai'ter.
This should be written a.s carefully as possiblc, and sent on or nwr
the annlversary of ihe (Jhapter's organkaiion. Remember cu ptit
ihe number of your Chaplcr at the head of thc first pagc. and
always give address in full. Address all oommunicaiions, except
questions about Specimens, lo ihc Presldcni,
Mk. HakLan H. B,M.i.AnD,
Principal of LOnox Acadcmy, l.cnox, Ma'S,



THE

fnis differs from the ordinary numerical enigma in that thc
" iids formihg it are piccured insiciKlofdcscribcd. The answeris a
«l'iutalion from thc play of “ Coriolanus.” The leticrs of thc niono-
j~rain jn the upper right-hand cérner spell the namc of an actor
"*hu is very popular in thc character of “ Coriolanus,”

t:UOSS-WOKI> ENIGMA.

Mv first is in German, but not In wahz,

My .seeond in errors™ but not in fauhs:

My ibird is in trappings, hut not In gear:
My fourcli is in l.anding, but not In picr;

My fifili is in orange, hiit not In pear;

My sixth is in labor, but not In carc;

My scventh in salmén, but not in smelus;

hty whole is in Ventee, and nowhcrc cisc.

MAY 1. %

A DICKENS <F.NTRAE AI'ROSTIG*

Rach of thc iames nlluded to conlains scvcn Icltcrs, and all may
oe jound m tlic works of Charles Dlokcns. Whcn th«e are rightly
Suessed and placed ojic below another, in the order here given, ihe

RIDDLE-BOX.

cenlral IcUcrs, reading down-
ward. win spell ihc namc of a
mcniberofparliameni, lo whom
Nicliolas Nickleby applics for
a situation as pfivaie secrctary.

Ckuss.worliS: 1. The sur-
fiame of a good-naliired black*
smith, who s niamed lo a ter*
magajiL 2. The simame ofa
btighi young man who boards
with Mr. Pocket, 3. The sur-
name tjfihe proprietorof Doth-
cboy's Hall. 4. The simame
oi a rciired banker, who pridcs

himself on bcing a practical
man. 5, The sumame of a
pompotic, sclf-saiisfied mon,

who alludes lo his danghlcr
Georgiana as “ ihe young per*
son,” 6. The Chrislian namc
ofa greatfriend ofPhilip Pirrip,
7, The simame ofa footmon m
the Service of Angelo Cyrus
Bnncani.Rsq. 8, The simame
ofamembcrof Mr. Crumnkics's
dramatic company, 5. Tlie*
simame of a neighbor of Mrs,
Copperfield- mybicr r.

COXCEALED IIAI.F-
SWARB*
In the following senicnces

areconcealed words which may
replacc ihe dols in the abovc
diagram. When rightly scleel*
ed, ihc lines will read tlic same
across as up and down,

I. Whecn we reached Aleppo,
ihe real facts of the case. 2.
I hope Kasselas will prove more enlenaining than
Vaehek, 3. I wish you would invite Nettie to spend
Ilie d.iy wiih us, 4. | told Clara lo rcsi while wc pre-
pared the luncheon. 5, If m.alold you to, do it at once.
6. l.aara said she would do it for me, 7. Then let us.
run across the lawii. ALMA.

Tom acquainied me with

I, lisHSAD lo puli .awayby forcc,and leave repose 2,
Behead to hang about, and leave abovc. j. llchead faneiful and
loavc 10dlIsirlbute, 4. Pehcnd lo a“ree, and icavc n eonfedcrate. 5,
lichc.ad a fish, and leave to put 10 flighc, 6. Bobead ajigry, and leave*
to cstintaic. 7, liehcad fiushed with snccess, and leave behind rime.
8. Bchcad a waudeier, and leave above,
Tlie beheaded leticrs will spell che iame ofa poei, p. m.n

VRoOVEUJI rrzzijE.

Take a certain word from each proverb. W hen ihe sclcctlons have
bcen rightly made, and ibe words placed onc below another in ihe
i‘rdcr here given, ihc iniiLal Icltcrs will spell the namc of a place
famous in American lustory.

1. " As busy as .abee.”

2. “ As U)ly asa hedge fcnce.”

3. “As nimble asa cow in a cage."”

“ Asknowing as an owl.”

5. “ As full as an egg isof mcal."

6. “ As virtuc is its own rcw.ird, so viccis its own punishmenl,™
7. “ As busy as a hen wiih one chickcn.”

0. “ As brisk as a bccin a Uir-pot.”

9- “As llvcly as a crickcl.”

x0, “ As love thioks no evil, so envy spcaks no good,”

CYRIL DEAKE-



JULribTUATED PUZZLIS.

W hen the figures in cach picture havc been translaied imo
letiers ihcy will speU ihc word necessary to answct the quesiion (or

the picture. Examfle : Picture No. i. Whal are these men fish-
ine for? Answer: Cod. (C, loo: o: d, 500.) 2. What does
thislampeo6ntain?
3. WhatlI5 the Ut-
inusician wnnl? Geo. B.vRinvij.I.

B tT tll2l> J-L(»\VEJtS.

t. Bring me a hammer or chisel,
flowering plants generally do well.

Ellen. a. When piit in the sun
3. See llie tear, Oh, see the lenr

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

TRAKsroRMATioK PczzLE. Primal.', Decoralions; final', hlem-
orial Day. CtO"-words; tpray, DraM. s. task, EasE. 3.
fall, CalM . ., slip, U110. 5. peal. ReaR. 6.Emma, Amml. 7.
dogs, TogA. 8. odor, IdoL. 9. ibex, ObeD. 10. son, NorA.
it. glad, SUY. ..

Fkambd WoRD-SQUAHiI:. From t to 8, fxigwood; frem 4i
Monitor; from 5 to 6, Portion: from 7 to 8 Honzon. Incliided
woid-soiiare: i. Red- 3. Eve. 3. Den, ~

Doucu.E Diacokai-< From left to nghi, Jasmme : from right to
left, Diamond. Crnss-words: * JointeD. 2. pAciflc. 3. pa?>5-
Age, 4. comMcuid, 5. prOvide, 6. cNsigNs. ?« DispulK,

Crema'lion*Charade. Carbon-dale. s

Bfheadinos. Abraham l.incohi. Cros.v*vo~ds: 1 A*mr. 3
B-and. 3. R-end- 4* A-ri 5. H-our, 6.A-men, ?. M-oat.
8. L-ark. 0. I-btd. xo0, N -ail. ji. C-owl. 12- 0 *men. 13
L-ear. 14. N*eat-

Numerical Enigma :
Among the changing months May stand* contessed
The swectest, ftnd in fnirgsl colors dregsed.
WoRD SQUARE. 1. Uranus. Recefi. Acense. 4thicer,
5. {Jnseen AG Stcriie.
n“wess tqQq X

fort, Germany 6— L|Iy and Agnes Harbiirg,

rch Puzzles were received, too ble fnr nckncwledgmeni in ihe Mny nutnbcr, from Bclb and Cora W |hl,

that ! must mend. 4. From such a malignant fevcr, few, if any,
recover. 5. “ Do tell me another siury about that sly oid fox/'a
listcning child said. 6. In hunting the opossum, a child was di©
first tospy i1 7, " See what that chtld has done with his treacle, ma;
'cis all ovcr hisapron,” 8. 1-eius each buy some of those dclkii.ns
sweet pears ai the ftulterers. I'LORéncb and hecr Cousin

DOTIBIJE acrostic.

primais and finais spell the iame of a famous KngUBIi come.
dian, who was bom and who died
on June aSth.

Ckoss-words (of ual lenffii.j:
I, To captivaie, A voiTiirk
mountain of Ku*

land. 3. I'u dis.

Centrals, reading downward, spell the fiame of a resiorei. -

Cross-wohds; i. T o destroy. s. Corapaci 3. A smalMt
4. lii anemone. 5. The nicfcnnme of a Presuieiu of the Wmui
States. 6. To direct. 7. Very wise. Charmuii
IN THE MAY NUMIIER.

DouBLB AcROSTic. Primais, Russia: final*, Odessx tri®-
words: i. RanchO. 3. UniteD. 3< Ssalute. 4. 5
IssueS. 6, AlaskA. iT

Decnn.ATios* Dav R fucs.

“ Brave minds, howc'er fU war, are secrct mends, ,

Their generous discurd
In pcace cliey wonder
And af>k how souls so

v iih the batilc cnd«j
whence dissenslon rose,

likc could c*cr be faes. 1 -
Frospect 0/Peace, Cw10<>

St. Asurew's Cross of Diamond*, 1.: >e

Valet. 4. Calomcl. 5. 7'emen. 6, Ten. 7, 1., I».. T *
Bet, 3, Bnuad. 4. Incarncd. 5Tinny. G. Dcy. JJ.
1, L. 2, Nit. 3. Nake<l 4 Likcned. 5. lcnsc. 6, \)c« s
D. IV.: 1. L. 8. Sat. 3, Synod, 4 Languid, ¢ lou‘v. '
Dlc. 7.1). V.. |j. J) 2. fira, 3. Eland. 4- Dra?:")"" ‘
Anode. 6. Doc. 7.

Zigzag. BrooKlyn Irldgc Cross-woi*ds: i, tuls «roKk
owl. 4. bUy, 5. arlC 6,0Ld, 7- oNe.G~. Imt*
10. iRe. Il. Ice, 12. aDd. 13. hiG. 14* cFI

M AV D iAGONAL Mayday, Cn)N*.woids: > M cmt« «wr
box, 3+ ¢r¥ing 4. malben. §, asfumAn. ¢, Sundar.

irme

ancc, s <
Disr-er-L. vt Tl anuie
E. Miiricl GAdy.
sle May Lura, i — AMrcq «aves, jr, i— wi ... — La_v
Il — liertna reldwisn, o— «aiiie a,, iraoon, i — ..rlhiir Hyde, 3— Albcrt l.ightioot, 4 Ldit Eaniily5— .AngcayY.
Aldrich, 2 - Irma .and Mamie, 3- Eleanor, Maudc, and l-ouisc Pearl, 3-A '« - J.TT, L.Lin, Icnnie .anJ Birfb.
i-Unknown, 5-William H.Clark, ,i_J>.lie and Tess.e Gntman i-Edwnrd L.vngston i'"""’ -Aficc Wesiw..~
Mayo, -G eoie Habenicht, i-E . D. andS. S., 5->m m« Burns, 6- I'red. E. S antén 6 - Horace K ' 4 -

T-Vnlhand Neh.j-RoscW . VW .

Xppleton H., 7 - Bess Bilrch, 8-Professor and Cfo
M kn;. 1il¢. «ny — rv,;« HawWs. 2— H.ali e.

Greenleaf, i -

Lilhe,

W hcelcr,-L An

3-Em .ly
Ida. and Olive, 5— George l.yman « aterhoiise,” 10 1. 0.

Amateur 3
M.lhe

- Margucrin ~
llanzel, i -
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