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“Yea— Ip!yea— ip!! yea— a— ip !!! " carne has received. The stranger who does n’t know

ii) loiid, hoarse tones across the Central Park play-
giound, and the sUecp anear and afar, startled
frnm their browse, tiirncd about and, with mouths
grass-tufted, looked in the direction of the shep-
licrd and then in that of hisaide-de-camp, the dog,
Shep, that is wont to bring thcm
Eren the young lambs playing *“ follow-my-
Icader ” on the stecp rocks to the south of the
field, that havc not yet come to look iipon life
serioulsly, paused in their gambols and craned their
if to say:
They soon loarned.

'* Hoo, Shep ! Hoo !” shouted the shcphcrd to
his dog, and before the last soiinds had loft his
lips, the collic was flying across the grassy slope
that separated hiin fiom the flock.

The mcssagc with whicli Shep was intrusted was
sninething Ukc this: “ Ciése order all! Stand by tu
jun for the fold ! Storm coming !”

Now, the awkward, noisy boatswain ofa big ship,
chargcd with tlie same kind of order, would have
almost split the ear with his shrill pipings and his
still more boistcrniis bawling of “All hands on
deck to shortcn sail!” And the buglere of a
sgiiadvon of cavalry, in dclivering such a cominand
as Shep bore, would have frightencd cvery living
thing within hcaring, by their wid trumpetings to
“ Saddle horscs !” “ Mount horses !” and the likc.

Shep has a much better «ay than thcse. He
runs aroiind and around the flock, rcpeating in a
the inarch that he

their orders.

iipcks, as ‘-Well, what's up now?”

plc.isant, low tone orders to

anything about sheep and about the collie, or
Scotch ifaturally enough look
upon his barking as the ordinary ineaningless jab-
bcring of uneducated dogs. But if you should
listen to Shep jvhilc he is repeating his orders to
the flock, you would find that his barkings, though
usually low-toned, are sometimos emphasized; that

sheep-dog, would

some are short and some long; and that cach is

expressive of a distinct idea whcn takcn in con-
junction with his look of annoyance as he runs
after a stray sheep, and of satisfaction whcn, in
answer to the nudge of his nose, the straggler turns
tou'ard the flock.

It is a language which the sheep inay be said
to understand almost perfectly, and the laggards,
or possibly those hard of hcaring, rnn up to hira
now and then, as if they had lost a word or lwo,
and jvere anxions to gathcr the cxact wording of
the orders.

For shccp, likc girls and boys, and

even their cldcrs, have a cuiiosity to know just
what is going on about thcm.

On the afternoon whcn they were being called
in much earlicr than usual, because of a threat-
ened it was evidcnt that the shccp were
soinewhat puzzlcd, and that
not a littie trouble with thcm.

Sheep, don’'t carry watchcs, and
thcrcfore can not tell exactly what the hour is, but
they have othcr means of knowing. The shcphcerd
will tcll you that his flock know it is time to go

sinks behind the

storm,

the collic was having

of course,

home whcn the afternoon sun



peakecl roofof the fold; and as Sliep, probably be-
cause he was not so instructcd, did not cxplain the
cause of the unusual orders, thcy could only con-
clude tliat they had really been out on the velvety,
fragrant meadow the allotted time, or else that
the machinery that worked that great golden orb
which usually gilds the western sky at their bed-
time, was not in good running order.

The shcpherd knows that sheep must notbe left
out in the rain, as the water rots their hoofs, and
always alert, he spies a coining storm with alrtost
the the mariner, though the'
latter has a baroineter to aid him.

After the flock has traversed the entire extent of
fioid, on its way homeward, it comes upon the
public drive-way that separates the play-ground
from the sheep-fold. It is here that the shep-
herd and his assistant, Shep, have the most trouble
with the flock. Fast-driven horses almost run over
the sheep, and children show a desire to catch the
lambs.

But Shep is equal to the emergency,
every moment, seems to be just where he is most
Now he has stood his ground in the mid-

same readiness as

and, at

needed.
dle of the road and stopped a pair of high-stepping
horses, and again he is fiying down the bridle-path
to turn homeward a frightened sheep.

All the attentions paid to Shep by strangcrs, at
such times, are thrown away. Neither the seduc-
tivo cailiiigs of the spectators fior the whistling
and hooting of the boys have any effect. Shep
keeps busily moving hither and thither, from one
part of the flock to the othcr, infusing courage into
the timid lambs, and pushing the wild ones with
his nose when they show any inclination to stray.
y In fine weather, the sheep usually go out on the
meadow at half-past five o’'clock in the morning
and return to their fold at half-past six in the even-
ing. Sornetimes, as on Saturdays during May, for
cxamplc, the meadow is given up to the boys and
girls as a play-ground ; and it is safe to say that the
disappointment of the boys and girls when they
arrive at the Park and find the red flag flying, is
not a whit keener than that of the sheep when, on
Corningoutinto the yard ofa morning, they discover
that the stars and stripes are waving from the stalT
in the middle of their favorite feeding-ground. 'For
this tells them that those curious animals that have

only two legs instead of four, and wear all kinds
of strange and many-colored clothing, are to be
allowcd to trample the young grass with un-

sparing feet, or to play at ball, which sport, in
the estimation of a sheep, seems,
meaningless and foolish modo of enjoying one’s

self on a beautiful, green meadow.

no doubt, a

But sheep, too, have their games, or rather the

lambs have; and among the grassy hillocks and

rocky bluffs on either side of the field thcre is rare
sport for them.

The curiosity of the lambs sornetimes leads them
to approach children on the paths that border ilic
green; but petting or playing with the lambs ;i
nowforbidden, because children and their nurses
are inclined to offer them all kinds of cakes ai-d
cven brown paper, india-rubber rattes, and shii-
strings. And such articles of diet as those lit
named, though consumed by the goat with evidcnt
relish, have a serious and sornetimes fatal effect
upon the digestién of the lamb.

But, whiie visitors are not permitted to appron h
the flock, it is not long since an exception vas
to this rule. A
to be wheeled

lad with paralyzed limbs
uscd each bright day down :he
narrow path that skiits the favorite play-ground of
the lambs at the south of the ficld, and from his
high cushioned seat he would iook wistfully at ilie
white-flccced lambs near by as though he wmdd
like to make their nearer acquairitance. At I”7st
one day, somc ofthe lambs, attracted by the sv.cct
clover he hcld in his hand, cautiuusly approai )cd
and nibbled at the proffered grasses, which (nn-
sisted of the common variety of clover, the «liite
and the harc’s-foot, a very delicious food for them.
From that moment the boy and the lambs vcre
firm friends; and, the kindly shepherd havmg
given his consent, the poor little invalid visited ihe
flock daily. Indeed, it happcned ere long, that
whenever noon carne and the visitor did not ap-

made

pear, some of the lambs werc wont to pause in
their gambols and look eagerly up the winding,
hilly path, as if disappointed that the little man
with the fresh clovers was not in sight.

Those who saw him say that it was a pleasme to
watch the lambs gathcr around him, peer ini«' liis
face and even crowd the woman away from the liack
of the little three-whcelecl carriage in their endiav-
ors to pluck the fresh clover over his shouldcr. Hui
each day his face sccmed to grow whiter and thiii-
ner, and his haiids fcebler; and one day ir the
autumn, when the foliage that oveihung the p.ith
hadbecome red and ycllow, and brown andpur]>le,
and the soft southerl)'breeze had changed to cool-
ish winds from the wcstward, the well-kno«'n ui-
cycle did not appear. The bright sun reachcd the
meridian and began to sink into the south-wecst,
but the beaier ihe
lambs were forced to contcnt ihcmselves with the
A few cinys

of the cloveis carne not, and

young grass clinging to the hillocks.
later, a sad-faced woman in a black gown ap-
pcarcd at the point in the path that had been frc-
giientcd by the little

upon a bcnch near by.
who had come with the boy, and when the lambs
discovercd that she brought with her the same

invalid, and sat for hoiirs
It was the same woman



grasses they were wont to receive, they ventured
to approach and eat them out of her lap. But by
and by carne the bleak, chilling winds and the
3110W, and the woman appcared no more.

i'he sheep-fold stands upon an elevation facing
mlie point where the western bridlc-path touches
ilie main road. It is a stone and brick building,
h.iving two ~vings, a connecting archway in the
re.ir and a large yarci in front. In this yard are
scveral boxes, each containing a great chunk of
riick-salt, and when the sheep return from their

lanci, and to be one of the purcst and most
unmixed breeds ofshccp in Britain-

The building where the Central Park sheep
are liouscd is not a model fold. It looks more
like a fortress than a sheep-fold, and it seems to
have been constructed uncler the misapprehcnsion
that sheep require all the convcniences of the
human family. The fold is pierccd with port-holes,
like a block-house, or the guti-deck of a man-
of-war. These holes, however, are now stoppcd
up with cobble-stones, but before this was done

VKE tIOMEVV.~ABD A~fARCH TO THE FOLD

fecding-ground, they push and cvowd one another
for good positions about these boxes. for they are
very fond of salt. 1f you should look at the chimks
of salt, you would see that they &re honey-combed
in ovcry direction by the shecp’s rough tongues.
The shccp wander about the yard till night-fall,
and tlien stragglc into the pens to slccp on the
frosh straw providcfi for thcm by tbe shcpherd.
The flock is composed cntirely of Southclowns,
a variety belicved to be native to the Downs
of Susscx, in England, and said by Mr. Henry
Woods, of Mcrton, one of the best English author-
ities, to have existed before the conquest of Eng-

there were many inishaps; the lambs, in a spirit
of investigation, oftcn squeczcd throiigli the holes
to see where they lod, and fell into the depths
bclow-, a distance of cight or ten feet.

At eithcr cnd of the fold, there are roonis with
fine panels and furnishecl with oaken book-cases
and tables. The intention of the buildcrs was to
make libraries of these rooms; but the sheep in
the Park, thnugh they do a great deal of thinking,
and no doubt attimes hold long convcrsations with
one another, or with Shep, their guardian, don't
care much for rcading,ancl don't require anybooks.
This fact, however, seenis not to have bccome

ol

rcc



apparcnt to tlie builders until aftev the library was
coinpleted, and these costlyrooms have been used,
not as reading-rooms, but for storing the wool that
is clipped from the sheep.

Inside the fold, there are two parallel rows of
pens, each having bcncath it a diminutive row of
the same shape. These pens are filled with hay
in the iiidoor season,— when the ground is covered
with snow,— the tall pens being for the sheep, the
shoit ones for the lambs.

At one end of the fold, distant only a few fcet
from the sheep, lies the collie. Indccd, Shep
would not be at ease away from the shccp, for,

though ciglueen years oid, he has lived among
them from his infancy, .Like many another
shepherd dog, Shep, when but a few weeks oid,

was put imdcr the care of a ewe whose lambs
had been taken from her to make room for him,
and henee he doubtless feels himself a sorC of
kinsman of the flock. Even for a collie, Shep
is unusually sagacious, and in many instanccs has
shown an intelligence almost human.

A few ycars ago, Shep being even then an oid
dog, an attempt was made to supcrsede him with
a younger dog of inore acute hearing. So poor oid
Shep was led away; and, evidently divining what
was going on, showed many signs ofdistress. He
was given to a gentlcman who owns a farm in Put-
New York— more than fifty miles

Arrived at the

nam County,
distant from New York City.
farm, Shep was wont to sit on the lawn bcfore
the house and look intently in the direction
whencc he had been brought. Neither the kindly
words of his new master fior the marrowy bones
pientifully bcstowed upon him by his mistress,
served to cheer up his faithful oid hcart or lessen
his longing to be back svith the flock he loved so
well.

One day the Park Superintendent camc up to
the farm on a visit, and Shcp’s heart beat with
deiight; for he imagined, though wrongly, that it
was for him that the visitor had come. His ncw
master took the superintendent out into a ficld to
see some fino cows, and Shep followed; but the
cows became restive at the sight of the dog.

“ Go home, Shep !'” sakl his ncw master, turn-
ing sharply upon him. Shep, when he got this
command, brightencd up immediatcly. His eycs
opencd wido and his bushy tail, which had drooped
ever since he took up his new quartcrs, rose high
in the air and curled over his back with its woiited
He understood the words of the order pcr-
but he knew only one “ home,” and that
Park sheep-fold, and with an
limbs, he
the direction where he knew it

grace.
fectly;
was in the Central
alacrity thai did credit to his aged
boiinded off in

stood. He had come by way ofa steam-boat that

landed at Poughkeepsie, and with a sagacity that
might be looked for in a human being, but could
hardly be cxpected in the canine family, he found
his way at once to the whaif. There, not being
able to read the time-table posted upon the wluu f
shed, he sat down behind some barréis and waiu il
paticntly for the boat to come. But the beat
started from the iippcr Hiidson and did not cali
Ship
hou-

at Poughkeepsie until late jn the afternoon.
seemed to know that it would come at last,
ever, and he improved the interval in taking a fcu-
quiet dozes linder the shed.

W hen the boat arrived,
senger to get aboard was Shep ;
embarkation injust three bounds, and forgetting ,ill
about buying a ticket, hid himself at once among
lying on iht
main deck, composed and
comfortable, during the journey. The shcplurd,
who told this story of his collie, did not say if, upon
the arrival of the boat at New York, the capuiin
demandcd Shep’s ticket. But, if he did, it is safolo
say he did n't get it, for Shep left Poaghkec]irie
with nothing but his shaggy hair on his b.i'k.
The boat, in due time, reached the whaif :n ihe
foot of West Twenty-third Street, New York C,;v;
and, as may be imagined, Shep did not tarr\ on
the way between the wharfand the Central I'.irk.
Long before his fellow-passengers had their iiig-
gage safelJy landed, Shep liad reachcd the fold .nid
was being hailed by the sheep with unmistak.ible
cvidences ofdeiight. And from that day, the I'ark
Superintendent, Mr. Conklin, a warm-heartcd
man, would not permit any one to remove ilic
faithful collie from the fold.

Shep, much to hisdisappointment, found anotlier

almost the first p,i>-
he mado ilic

some great cases of merchandise

where he remaincd,

and a younger dog in his former position of pro-
tector ofthe flock, but he was at once appoinicd
as instructor to the young dog, a position he yet
holds and in which he is giving great satisfactinn.

The younger collie is called Shep Janior, .and,
though a very intelligent dog and making good
progress in the collic language, is given o'er nnidi
to frivolity, and has by no means yet securcd ilio
confidence of the sheep. They naturally rcgard
him as not entirely worthy of their confidence; for
on sevcral occasions he lias shown an inclination lo
tako part in the play of the lambs, which puis nn
end to all sport at once, since he is both awkuani
and rough. And upon one occasion he intriuled
upon a game of “ Follow-my-leader,” and snappcd
savagely ata lamb who had jumped, outof its mrn,
from the rocky hillock that skirts the southcrly

end of the pasture.

There is reason té believc that oid Shep, «lio
made a dash to the spot to rescue the lamb,
scoldcd him soimdly, for it is said that, after a
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few vigorous barks frora the oid dog, young Shep
crouchcd down and sneakcd ofT the field in the
direction of the fold, trailing his bushy tail in the
dust behind him.

Ifyou should visit the Park some fine morning,
you miglit see young Shep taking bis lessons. He
is nevor whipped, not even when he does wrong or

makcs mistakes, because that brcaks the spirit
of a collie, as indeed of any othcr kind of
dog, and a shepherd dog must of all things be

bxave. Whcn he does n’'t carry out an order coi-
rcctly, or in such a way that the sheep can under-
stand him, oid Shep Is sent with the same order
and Shep Junior is made to keep still and watch
him until it is executed. His first lesson is simply
to giiard a hat or a coat or stick thrown upon the
grass by the shepherd, and he is left out with it
sometimes until late in the evcning to show him
the importance of fidelity, the very first essentiai in
a shepherd dog. Next he is taught to gatlier the
sheep, to take them to the right, then to the left.
After this he is sent on the trail of a lost sheep,
with instructions to bring it back slowly. The
most important lesson, and one young Shep has
is that of going among the flock
This, as

not yet learned,
and finding outifany of them are missing.
may be imagined, isby no means an easy task with

“YOU MUST

a flock of eighty-two ewes and sixty-ninc lambs.
But oid Shep can do it, for he knowsevery member
ofthe flock, though tothe ordinary observer they all
look almost exactly alike. Indeed oid Shep can,
ifhis mastcr the shcphcrci is not mistaken, per-
form a fcat more wonderful than this. The shep-
herd says that Shep, unceitain whether
some of the flock have not strayed up the bridle-

whcen

path on their way home, while he was biisy jn
keeping trouljlesome boys away; will lake his stand
at the.gate of the fold and touch each shccp
with his forc-paw as it passcs in. At such timesli.
has the air of a farmer counting his cattie as tliev
come home at night, and he wears an expressinn
as if his mind were occupicd with an intricatc suin
in addition. W hether he is really counting tiic
sheep or not can not be said positivcly; but he lia-
been known, after noting each sheep as it passeL
tonishoffup the bridlc-path and return wi;l:
straggler. This does much to prove that
shophercrs assertion that oid Shep can count ihc
sheep is possibly not farfrom the truth. And
Conklin, the Park Superintendent, an autliuruy
on sheep and sheep-dogs, says that every ni:i-
trained collie knows by sight the individual inci i-
bers of his flock, and, by going among them, can
tell ifany are missing. In the annual shcep-trials
in England, he has seen a collie, he says, succi.,-,-
fully carry out an order to sclect three sheep fimn
the flock, and conduct them safcly along a dan”ai-
ous and winding path.

One morning Shep, having safcly convcyed ilic
flock to the end of the grecn, and made sure that lui
vagrant dogs were about, rcturned for his younger
namcsake, whose school-hours were about to begm.

iln-

CO nACK."

W hile trotting leisurcly back with his charge.
he heard the shepherd ealling loudly for liim, and
soon made the startling discovery that the sheep
A wild dash broughl
him to his mastcr's side. He looked up into the
shepherd’s face, cocked his head on one sido, as-
sumed an expression of apprehcnsion, and gave
three sharp, short barks and two long oncs, fol-

were nowhcre to be seen.



lowed by a low wail. Translated intoour language,
lilismcant:“ I say, oid man,where are the sheep?”
At the same time Shep’s tail, which, uncler ordi-
n.vry circumstances, curls gayly upward in a semi-
circle, fell about ten points, which indicated a lack
ofconfidence in the shepherd and a general depres-
ion in hisown spirits. For Shep’s tail is an infalli-

ble index of the condition of his spirits, just as the
rising and falling of a column of mercury in the
therinometer indicates the tempeiaturc of the air.

The only lesponse Shep got was: “ They're
a'awa !”

No sooner did he hear this than he was botmd-
iiig over the grassy undulatiftns to the north-
wanl, for he knew that the sheep, when chased by
vagrant animals, generally make for the steep dc-
clivity that lies northward and eastward of the
play-ground. Shep was right in his conclusién
tliat his wards had fled thither. Perched all over
tlic Sharp, stceji rocks and boivlders wcre the
sheep. But it was not a lion, or a tigcr, or a wolf
that was awkwardly stumbling over the rocks with
blood-stained fangs, but a great shaggy biitcher’s
dog. Inan instant Shep took in thesituation. W ith
tliree springshe was ciése up to the marauder, and
at the end of the foiirth tlie powerful freebooter
found himself possessed of what seemed to be a
permanent appendage to his left ear that was far
from comfortable. As an ear-ring it was too

heavy, and as an ornament it was by no means
attractive. He barked and growled savagely and
tried to sliake Shep off, but it was no use. The
more he shook himself, the more firmly Shep’s
Sharp teeth buried themselves in his ear, and
when he was beginning to ho«l with pain, the
shepherd carne up and with his great oakcn staff

A OAME OF *“ FOLLOW.MY-LEADER.

gave him a good bcating before Shep got
the word to Ict the prisoner go.

Young Shep, like oid Shep, is a piirc-blooded
collie, and bovc away the honors in his class at the
last bench show of clogs in New York. He isshort
of nose, bright and mild of cyc, and looks very
sagacious. His body is hcavily covered witli
long and woolly hair, which stands out bolclly
in a thick mass and forms a most cffectiial scvecn
against the heat of the blazing sun or the coid,
slecty blasts of the winter’s winds. The tail is very
bushy and curves upward towarcl the end. The
color of the hair isalmostblack, sprinkled with tan,
and thcre is a white spot on the ihroat. Werc it
not for this white spot, he could not be called a
pure-blooded collie.

Young Shep is certainly an apt pupil, as you
may sec if you visit the fold when he is taking his
lessons. He is very intelligent, and though, as
alrcady said, he has not yet masiered the onl\-lan-
guage the sheep undcistand, he spcnds much of
his time in thinking.

Sheep dogs, like oid Shep and young Shep,
rarcly get bones, and, consequently, when thcy
do have the good fortune to receive such a deli-
cacy, they are inclined to takc very good care of it.

Young Shep, when he had picked the bone to-

J



POIirriiAIT OP OLD SHEP.— DRAU'N FROM LIFE.

his complete satisfaction for the time, used to dig a
hole in the yard, and put thc bone in it, tlius mak-
ing provision in time of plenty for a possible faminc
in the future. Secing this, oid Shcp, who, if he
is losing his hearing, is by no mcans partingwith
his scent, got into the habit of going

about thc yard when in wantofa nib-

ble, and digging up the young-

ster's favorite boncs. This \
was too much for young _ A\
Shep, and he set him- nN/ — e - !
self to outwit the Jr

learned canine profes-

tite should return and lie could enjoy the feast tn
his heart’s content. As said before, young Shep

a thinking dog, and it did not take him long to hit
upon a plan by whicli the voracious appetite of his
revered instructor might be foiled — at least in sn
far as the appropriation of his junior’s property n;is
concerned.

He first dug an
away with his forc-paws for a long time.
bottom of the dccp hole he carefully biiriecl ihe
jiiicy chicken-bonc, covering it with a gnod supply
of fresh clay. The hole was now only half fiHi.
and young Shep was seen searching the yard frrim
cnd to end. Finally he fotmd what he sotigijil
It was an oid bone that liad bccn picked clcan and
even the edges of which had been nibbled 1T
This he carried over to the newly made hole, jk»
which he dropped it, covering it in turn nitli a
boimtiful supply of clay.

The iicxt day ofd Shep bethought him that he
would like a good bone to nibble. So he seavcind
about the yard. The newly turned carth assurcd
him that a bone was below, and his nose affinncd
itt. He went to work with a will, and his iabors
were soon rewarded by the siglit of a bone,
No mcat adhcred to its sidcs, .iml it

was alinost white in somc jtlaccs

from exposurc to thc wca-
Ilher. Oid Shep just

n toycd with it fnr a

fcw  moincnts

and then i ir-

ricd it Lo

linusiially deep pit, scratching
In ihe

aiit

such a bone !

\ thcr end

n '

OLl) SHP.P COUNTINd THE FITEP.

sor. Being given an unusualiy delicious and deli-
cate chicken-bone one day, just after hisdinner, he
looked around for a safe depository until his appe-

of the yard, whcre he dropped it. Meainime, young
Shep had come to tlie door of the fold and had secn
what was goingen with ill-concealed anxicty. No



sooner had oid Shep retired from the vicinity of
the hole, however, than the younger dog was there,
djjrgingwith all his might; and a few minutes later
oid Shep, at the other cnd of the yard, saw him
exiract from the same hole where he himself had
been digging, a finejuicy chicken-bone, that almost
made his moiith water.

Now that young Shep’s studies are neaily com-
pleted, oid Shep is kept much of the time chaincd
up in the dark recesses of the fold, and it isindeed
a pitiable sight to see the noble oid fellow as he
sits with watery eyes and looks up wistfully in the
shepherd’s face in hopcs he will relent and Ict him
go out once more with the sheep and watch them
asthey clip the sprouting herbage on the ncighbor-
inL; hill-sides. But the fact is, oid Shep

* Cask, shrewd; fyke, dog:
hurdies, hips.

is very

SWEET

kaped; skeugh, diich; sonsk, g >od-naUired: banjs'nt, brindled;

deaf, and all his faculties aie waning, for he is
eighteen years of age.

“ 'E 's studied o’er micklc,” says the shepherd.
“'E 'sa'most worc out 'is mind, an’ nocht will do
'im now but to wa’ tillit’'sa’ over an’'e 's na moor.”

That 's it. The faithful oid collie has done his
work and done it well, and he must now step aside.

“ He was a gash an' faiihfu’' lyke,

As ever lap a shcuzh or dyke;
His honesi, sonsle, uaws’'nc face,

Aye gac him frien<)s in Ilka place.
His breasi was whue, his touzie back
W eel ciad wi' coat o' glossy black;
His guucy tfti!, wi' upward cur!,
Hung o’cr his hurdies wi' a swirl."*’
This is Durns’s dcscription of the mountain collie
in the “ Twa Dogs,” and a faithful picture also of

oid Shep, of the Central Park sheep-fold.

every; toazU, shaggy: gaucy.

PEAS.

By Susan Hartlev Swett.

Oh, what is the use of such pretty wings

If one never,

never can fiy? —

Pink and fine as the clouds that shine
In the delicate morning sky,

W ith a perfume sweet as the

Down

lilies keep

in their vasos so white and deep.

The brown bees go humming aloft;
The humming-bird soars away;

The biittei-fly blows like

lhe leaf of a rose,

OtT, off in the sunshine gay;
W hile you peep over the garden wall,
Looking so wistfully after thcm all.

Are you tired of the cnmpany
Of the balsams so dull and proiid?
Of the coxcombs bold and the marigold,

And the spidcr-wort wrapped

in a cloud?

Have you not plenty of sunshine and dcw,
And crowds of gay gossips to visit you?

How you fluttcr, and reach, and cliinb !
How eager your wee faces are !

Aye turned to the light till the blind oid night
Is led to the world by a star-

W ell, it surely is hard to fcel one’s wings,
And still be prisoned like winglcss things.

W ho

Twcet, tweet,” then says Parson Thrusli,
is prcaching up in a tree;
Though you never may fiy while the world gocs

by,

Take heart, littie flowers,” says he;

“ For often, |

know, to the souls that aspire

Comes something better than their desire !”



By Helen Campbell.

“ Bir, iMoth-

ers are awful!

I never saw any-
thingllke it! They wont

ever tell any'body any-

thing that a body wants to know,” Alice

groancd, looking up at her big brothcr, a liand-
some boy of fifteen.

“ Professor Knox thought so this morning,
Alice. He agreed with you entirely. | stuck on
the asses’ bridge and could n’'t get off.”

“ 1 don’'t care about the bridge. 1 want to
know about that pin, and you wont tell. You could,

if you chose, | know,”

“ Not if I 'm to remain a gentleman, Ally. |
am pledged to secrecy, and honorable pcople don’t
break promises.”

“ Pledged to secrecy! ” Alice repeated, asGeorge
walked away in a stately manner. “ | like the
don’'t sec why | could n't be
pledged to somcthing, don’'t see why we
girls should n’'t keep things, too. George lovcs to
say that we tell everything. /don't,”

Alice set her pretty lips firmly, as she waikcd
toward school. Just before her wcrc t«o or ihrec
others, belonging to the same class, talking very
rapidty and gesticuiating with books and sandwich-
boxes.

“ Pcople will think you ’'ro impolite, girls, to be
in the Street,” she said, as they

sound of that. |
too. |

talking so loud
waited for her to come up.

“ 1 don't intend to trouble myself much about
returned Jessie Kimbali,
it as it

manners yet awhilc,”
sending her box into the air and catching
fell-  “ Time enoiigh to be prim, by and by.”

“ 1 should think you did n’'t,” Gussie Sanborn’s

quiet little voice broke in. “ I can’'t geta word in

edgewisc. | Ve bcci trying to tell yon about
Charley Camp and how he fell into the bath-tub,
ever sincc we started, and it 's no use at ali.

There ought to be a law that pcople should n't
interrupt.”

“ Oh,bother!” said Jessie. “ W ho cares, ien
every one does interrupt, sometimos ?”

“ Now, | 'litcli you, girls,  know about MacLme
Récamier,” said Gussie; “ for they were .all cilk-
ing about her the othcr night, and thcy said rliat
though she w;is one of the best talkers thai .ier
lived, she was just as good a listener; and tlien
Eathcr said that to listea well was one of the lost
arts. Mr, Strousby said it was an American mcc
for all to talk at once, and he doubteci if aii\ rmc
of USwho were then conversing had heard «liat
any one of the others had said during tbe livc
minutes before. He said ministcrs were the nily
persons who had a fair chance now-a-days.”

“ There was one good listener there, anylunv,”
“ and her fame was Gussie Sanhorn.
Now, girls, I have a plan. 1 think we are -lien
rude and impolite, and | 've thought of a w.i;. to
stop it. There is n't time to tell
please all come up into the north rccitation ronm
at recess; and 1 tell you what, I think it wil! he
real fiin,— for every one of us !”

“ Every one” induded seven little girls, who,
when thebell was touchcd for reccss, rushcd up the
stairs and shut the door ofthe recitation rouin " ith
a bang. Alice looked about dubiously, not fcciing
quite sure of her ground.

“ It's soraething more than just about being
polite,” she said. “ It’s something you ’'rc notlo
tell, and you must all promisc you ’'ll not tcl!, be-
fore | begin. Anyliow, we must n't teil ir«/l)oil\
but our mothers, and | 'm not positively certain
unless they promise not to tell

said Alice,

you now. hut

yet about them,
anybody elsc. Now, who promises?”

“ Allof US” said Jessie Kimbali, spcaking for
the seven. “ Don't we, girls?”

“ Yes,” carne from each one, and Alice w'ciii on.

“ Well, I have it all planued in my mind. It’'sa
sccret society, like Gcorge’s, you know,— to be
called the ‘Society For Being Polite the 'S. F.
B. P.'— with a presidcnt and everything. We'll

draw lots for the first presidcnt, and after that clect



in this way : You know our beads.thatwe Te mak-
ino- purses with? W ell, we TI make strings of the
very lightest ones, all white or blue or yellow, and
every girl that is impolitc shall bave a black bead
added to hers. The presiden: will have to stringthe
bcads, and kecp count of all the different errors;
and the one that has fewest black beads at the
end of the week shall be the prcsident for the
next week. We must take account of all kinds
of impoliteness: |Interrupting; and Ulking too
loud; and banging doors; and crowding; and
putting on airs; and eating our lunches too fast,—
and everything. But 1don’t tliink the presiden!
could stand it for more than a week, having to
w.itch all the time, you know.”

*You Tl have to be the first president,” said
Jessie, “ because you know all about it; but how
will you rcmember all the times we are impolite? ”

" Put'cm down,” said Alice, briskly. “ The
prcsident must have a little blank-book with all
tlu- fames, and every Saturday she must foot up
tlie accounts, and get thc strings ready. We
take thera off Friday before we go home, and put
tliom on again Monday, and we must all liclp pay
for the beads.”

“Oh, wont it be fine?” said Jessie. “ When
simil we begin ?”

“ To-day is Tuesday,” said Alice, rcflectively.
“ h 's better to begin right away, if you 've really
niade up your mind to do a thing. 1 have a book,
and we can put down the impolitenesses for the
iii'xt four days, and make the first strings Sat-
urctay.”

«flut we must have a constitution and by-
laws,” said Gussie; “ secret societies, a'ud other
kinds, always do.”

“ 1 think we hardly need them,” said Alice.
‘mAnyhow, if we do, we can get them up afier-
ward. Now, remembecr you all have proinised not
to tell a "

Certaln tm e, black and bine,
Hopc to choke if ever | do,*”
chanted Jessie, loudly.

“One foryou," said Alice, drawingouther book.

“We haven't begun ! we haven't begun !” said
Jessie, pulling away her pencil. “ I shall go crazy,
I know | shall, if | must think ofevery wovd I say !
Besidcs, you Te not president yet.”

“ Yes, she is,” said Gussie. “ We all agreed,
and now we 've begun. 1 kiiew you 'd be thc first
to get a black bead !”

“ One for you,” said Alice, turning to (»ussie.
“ That's a taunt.”

F.ach little girl looked at thc others in conster-
nation.

“Wec Tl have to watch every word wc say!”
cxclaimed Marién Lawrence. “ | never can do it;

and yet we've all promised. | 'm afvaid my string
will be all black.”

“ Now,” said Alice, as the bell rang again, “ |
shall not tell any of you about the others’ black
beads until Monday, and | shall put down all my
own rudcnesses too, and if | don’t, any one can tell
me of them. We are the ‘S. F. B. P.,” and
DON'T YOU TELL I”

As the week went on Miss Christie wondercd
equallyat the startling incrcase of good mannei-s,
and at the air of importance and mystery which
surrounded each little girl. She wondered more
on Monday morning, when the seven appeared
half an hour before the usual time and gathered
in a recitation room, which she was politely re-
qucsted to yield to them until the bell rang. Alice
locked the door, and then drew a long breath.

“1’'m thankful it's Monday,” she said. “ Oh,
such a week! 1 llave n't had a minute's peace,
watching you all, and George saw me stringing
the beads and asked what they were for, and | told
him they had something to do with the ‘S. F.
B. P.,” and now he wont let me alone at all, and

is trying constantly to make me tell. Here are
the seven strings in this box. Gussie, you have
only four black beads. | have seven, and Rose

eight, and Marién six, and Mary and Annie Rob-
bins each five. Look at Jessie's!”

Alice held up a string, an inch or two of which
was in dcepest mourning.

“ Twenty-sevcn, Jessie ! ” she said.
“ 1 don't believe it Show me the book!”
sputtcred Jessie. “ Tv/enty-seven times from

Tuesday to Friday aftcrnoon ? It’s no such thing,
— so, now !”

“ One for contradicting,” said Alice. *“ Gussie
has the fewest black bcads, so she 's the next
president, and’ she can put it down. Here's the
book. Has any one told ?”

“ 1 haven't,” carne from every one, with the
greatest promptness.

“That's right. Girls can keep things secret,
even if boys think they can’'t. This socicty will
teach US to hold our tongues, and not tell all we
know. George is dctermincd to find out, and so
is Fred Camp, and you must take carc or tliey

will.  1t’svcry hard work not to tell things."
Al the older girls opencd their cycs widc as thc
seven answcred thc school-bcli. During the week

each one had worked thc four letters on card-
boai-d, and now appeared with a string of parti-
colored bcads about hcr ncck, and “ S. F. B. P.”
in large letters just over hcr heart. Miss Christie
smiled, but said nothing. As the wcck went on,
Miss Browr, the assistant teachcr, said that this
nonsense going on among thc little ones had better

>T1
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it distractcd their attention; but
it did not seem

and if it pioved

be stoppecl, as
Miss Christie only answcrcd that
lo her to be doing any harm,
harmful she would attend to it.
Gcorgc, in the meantime,
known to the mind of boy to find out the mean-
Jcssic and he were

had used every art

ing of the mystcrious letters.
fiim friends, and he felt sure that a littie judicious
teasing would give him every detail, and was pro-
foundly astonished that it did not. Frcd Camp

“ ALfCi's i;r.\p FELL BACK irfVvm

pioaded with his coiisin Gussie, shockcd her by in-
sisting that the letters meant “ Socicty for Buying
i-eturned cach day to the chargc with

Pies,” and
ncver-diminished energy.
treaties, all were uselcss.

Bribes, thrcats,

HBORGB'S ARM AS

The boys grew cross
over their want of succcss, and one rainy Satur-

day, when Jessie and Alice were locked in tlwir
room, and Gcorge with Frcd Camp and W ill Asb-
ton were looking out suikily and wondering uhat
they had better do, Satan, seeing six “ idie hanii-,*
at once found mischief for thcm to do.

“ They have n't any business to have socrci..
said George. “ It's different with us, of cour-c,.
W e 're oid enough to know what we 're about. |
clon't believe it's anything good, else they woiiUl
n't be so mum about It.”

ME UPTKP HKR.”

“1'd makc 'em tell, if they bclongcd to me,” said
W ill Ashton, a lieavy-looking boy with disagrce-

able eyes. “ 1°'d listen and find out that way, or

en-else i 'd plague them till they were afraid not to
tell.  You can almost always scarc a girl.”

“ Let 'sgct into their room,” said Fred. “ Me



can drop through the transotn, you know, over the
door in the back hall. Takc the step-ladder and
back right in. Keep quiet now, and we ’'ll astonish
them.”

Alice and Jessie sat at their table altering strings
ofbeads. Jessie had labored through a weck of
Illic presidency, nearly exposing the whole thing by
her impetuous ways, and writing herself down oft-
ener than any one.
inent,
aclinii'ingly.

There was a decided improve-
howcver, and she held up her own string
Long ago she liad bought some fat
black beads, determined to get some fun out of
her iniqiiities, and now hcld them
Alice.

“Only eleven this week,”
thick black ones for pushing,

she out to

she said. “ I have
and long ones for
sereaming, and these flat ones for interrupting, and
1do believe I 'm getting a great deal better.”

Here carne a rattling against the door, and then
a silcnce.

* (lo away,” said Alice.
now. We ’'rc busy.

“You can’'t come in
My goodness !”

A pairoflcgs carne through the ventilator, waved
nildly for a moment, and then Fred dropped to
the floor, followed by George and Will, who made
low bows as they gazecl upon the astonished girls.

“You're mean, horrid things to come where
vou 'rc not wantcd,” said Jessie, pushing her book

uiider the tablc-cover. “ Gentlemcn don’t do such

things. My father would n’'t.”
“ Good reason why ! he could n't. He 'd stick
on the way and wave there all day.” sang Fred.

emThank you, Miss Jessie; you did n't poke it so
far iinder but that ! can get it. « Now we 'll see —
""Hice Benedict: Bragging, i; Interrupting, 2;
Contradicting, i. Gussie Sanbom: Airs, i;
Siilks, 1. Jessie Kimbali: Pushing, 4."”

“Fred Camp, you mean boy! put it down!”
criecl Jessie, growing very red, and making dashcs
after the book, which Fred hcld high over hishcad.

“ Look here, Jessie,” said Fred, when after a
long chaso about the room-she and Alice sank
down panting. “ W e have
the book, and we 'rc going to keep it, too, unless
you will tell what it all means. We ’'ll have the
bcads too, and any other little thing we like.”

“TU tell Mother,” said Alice, making a dash
loward the door.

It’s no use now.

“ Easy, now,” said George, holding her back.
“ Mother wont be back till thrce, for she’'s up at
Aunt Myra’s. You may scream to Hannah or
Mary if you like, but | guess 1 can inanage them.
You sha'n’t como down to lunch, if you don't tell.”

“ 1 can cali fast enough,” said Alice.

“ Cali away,” said Wiill; “ We ’'ll givc you
three chances to tell, and then if you wont we ’ll
put you in the trunk-voom and kccp you there,

anyhow till your mother comes.
me fior Fred.

She can't scold
Now, will you tell 2~

“ Never!” said Jessie, furiously, and “ Never! ”
repeated Alice.

“ Once! Now, again! Will you tell or wont
you ?”

W ill caught Jessie’s hands and held them
tight.

“ No,” she said again, trying to puli away.
“You 're a tyrant! You 're a coward! You 're
as bad as Fred !”

“ Twice. Never mind little pct ilames. Now,

the last time. W ill you tell? ”

Alice looked at Jessie, but both were silent.

“ Into the trunk-room with them 1I” Willshoutcd,
picking up Jessie as though she had been a baby.
George unlockcd the door, and he and Fred pulled
along the stniggling Alice, who, as they reached
the hall, made a sudden dash for the stairs. Fred
sprang forward, and accidentally slippcd u|>on the
fléor in front of her, and Alice, unable to stop,
tripped over his foot, and fell down the stairs,
catching at the banistcrs, and lying at last in a
little heap at the bottom. Will drogpcd Jessie,
who flew at him like a little tiger, and tlien rushed
down after George. Alice’s head fell back upon
George's arm as he lifted her.

“ She 's dead,” he said, looking up with a palc
face. “ She ’'s dead, and we have killcd her!”

W ill looked at her a moment, then snatched his
cap and ran out at the front door, saying. “ / did
n't do it, anyhow.”

The two servants had come as the sound of the
fall reached them, and with a storm of words at
the two boys, ihey carricd Alicc to her room and
laid her on the bed. Fred
George for his mother,

ran for a doctor, and
while poor Jessie sat by
and criecl.

“ She's dcacl | she 's dead.
moaned Mary.

“ Niver a bit,”

Oh, wiirra! wurra!”

said Hannah, who had been

chafing AHcc’s hands and moistening her head,
which was baclly bruised. “ Scc, now ; the daiiinl
is comin’ to herscif.”

Alice opened her eyes, feebly at first, then

brightly as usual, and sat up.

" | thought I was dead,” she said, “ but1'm only
stiff a little. 1did n't tell, clid 1?2~

“ No, you did n’'t, you darling!”
flinging her arms around her. “ | was just going
to though for a minute, when that awful Will got
hold of me. 1 never thought George and Fred
were such horrid boys.”

Halfan hour later, when Mrs. Benedict carne in
palé and quiet, not knowing what she might find,
while George, utterly miserable, followed licr, hardly
daring to look up, Alice threw her arms about her

said Jessie,



moth-er’s neck and held tight, till forced in spiteof
herselfto look at the astonishing sight of George
actually crying and telling her how gkid he was
that she had not been killed.

“1 Tl never bully a.girl again as long as |
I don’'t care whether you ever tell or not,” he said
abjectly. “ You're pluckier than any boy I know.”

Mrs. Benedict, as shelistcned to the story of the
day, decided that it held its own lesson, and she
need say nothing. The doctor, when he carne,
assured them no harm had been done so far as he
could discover, but he advised quiet for the rest of
the day, which Alice spent lying in State, and
waited upon by George with the greatest deference.

W hen the “ S. F. B. P,” again met, Alice, as
she gave out the strings for the week and compli-
mented thc society on the small number of black
beads, oponed a little box George had put into her
hand as she left the house. In it was a gold pin,
shield-shaped, bearing the letters “ S. F, B. P.,”

live.

and around'it, in the smallest of Germa&n text the
letters “A. B. T. G. W. N. T.”

“ He has all the alphabet there anyway,” said
Jessie Kimball. “ What does it all mean ?”

“ “Alice Benedict, the Girl who Never Tolls
said Alice, half laughing, halfproudly, *“ George
and Fred spent their own money for it to pay for
tumbling me down-stairs ; and he said last niglit,
if we all kept our promises so well, why we wniild
n't be like most girls, that 's all.”

All this was twenty-five years ago. Long.igo
the society held its last moeting. Of the se-.en
only five remain, and Alice is Alice Benedict no
longer. If Alice, Janior, had iiot pulled out ilic
little pin from a dark cérner of her mother’s desk
the other day, and having heard all about it, told

the whole story to her pet Unele George ili.u
evening after dinner, you would never h.oc
known, any more than he, the full meaning f

the mysterious letters S. F. B. P.

THE GRASSHOPPER.

By WILLIAM H.

He jumps so high

Hayne.

in sun and shadc,

| stop to seo him pass,—
A gymnast of the glen and glade,
W hosc circus is the grass!

The sand is

‘round him

like a ring,—

He has no wish to halt,—
| see the supple fellow spving

To

inakc a somersault!

Though he is volatile and fast,
His fect are slim as pegs.

How can his reckless motions last
Upon such slcnder legs ?

Below him

lazy beetles creep;
He gyrates ‘round and
One moment vauiting

'round,—
in a leap,

The next upon thc ground!

He hops ai-nid thc fallen twigs

So ague
I 'm sure he

in his glee,
's danced a hunclrcd Jigs

W ith no one ncar to seo!

He tumbles up,

he tumbles down !

And from his motley huc,

"T is clear he

is an

inscct clown

Beneath a tent of blue!



He PHiILosoPheRs escAPef

By Eva Lovett Carson.

Once there lived a wise philosoplier (so runs an ancicnt rhy’'me),
W ho was prisoned in a dungeon, altliougli guilty of no crime;
And he bore it with a paticnce tliat might well be eallcd sublime.

For the cruel king who put him thcrc had made a stern decreci —
Imprisoned in this dungeon the philosophcr shall be,
'Till he find out by bis own wise brains the means to make him frce.”

This king despisecl philosophers; he smilcd a cumiing smilc,
W hen his peoplc said: “ Your Majcsty, the sage is free from giiile;
And considcr, sir, the poor oid soul has been there— such a while!”

“ Then let him find the way to leave,” stcrnly the king'replicd.—
Full seven weary weeks had passed; the sage still sat and sighed.
And pondercd how to brcak his bonds,— but long and vainly tried.

liad no moncy and no tools; he racked his learned brain
To solve the clrcary problem — how his liberty to gain.
He wept, and wrung his uselcss hands; — but groaned and wept in vain.

VOL, X1.— 49.



One morn, as he sat
scheming for the frcc-
clom that he soughi,

A plow-boy passed thc
window, with a checiy
whistle, caugln

From happy heart. The
lively soimd distiirbed
the w'ise man’s thought.

The peasant stopped liis
merry tune, and peercd
within to see

W ho the creatiirc tliat
inliabited that gloomv
place might be.

— Easy 't is,” quoth the
philosophcr, “ to si:ig
when one is free.”

“ Rutwhy do you sit moan-
ing thcre ?” the merry
peasant cricd.

“ My prison door is lockcd
and barred,” the
mournfu! sage repued;

“ Who has no money,
tools, fior fricnds for-
ever here may bidé 1”

“ But if thc door is lockcd and barred,” the stupid boy stiil cried,
“ The window opens outward, and the window opens wide !”
The wise man started,— paused,— and then with dignity he eycd

The foolish clown. “ My boy,” said he, “ a notion so absurd.
So plain and simple, could not to me have e'cr occurred ;
But” — (Here he leaped the window without another word).

The plow-boy stared amazcd, then slowly shook his head in doul)t.
“ If that’'s your wise philosophy,” said he, “ 1 ’'ll do without.”
And the monarcli hcard the story with many a mecrry shout.



m-iIPIT - @ w>
My brother
George and |
were “ reckon-
ingup ” tosee how
much we had spent
N o e on during the day in the
CONSTANTIKOPLE, grand bazaars of Stamboul,*
when Artyn, our guide, en-
terad our parlor with the bundles containing our

“bargains.”

Uurfather had arranged for us to spend the sum-
mcr months in that delightful climate, and had cn-
gagcd quarters at tlie Hotel Luxcmburg, kept by a
Freiichman, on the Europcan plan. It wassitunted
on the main Street and in the central part of Pera.

Pera is One of the suburbs of Constantinople, on
the north sidc ofthc Golden Horn, oecupying the
entire ridge, and ismainly inhabitcd by Europeans.
Here ali the embassies and the legations of foreign
powers are situated, aswellas many hotels, theaters,
and fancy stores ; so that the main Street of Pera
has quite the air of a Street in a European city.

It was about nine o’clock in the cvening when
Artyn entercd the room, and we immcdiateiy
opencd our pareéis and cxamined them, each
selecting his own propcrty. There were small cm-
broideries, tiny slippers, table and chair covecrs,
pipes with ambcr mouth-picccs, tiny coffce cups,
with filigrce silvcr hoiders, fragrant attar of roses,
little rugs, and many othcrsimilar articles intendcd
for prcsents to our friends.

hi the midst of our pleasant examination we
suddcnly hcard the loud boom of acannon, which,
in the stillness ofthc hour, soundcd so loud that it
greatly startled us.

“Ah!

a firel!” exclaimed Artyn. “ Lctus see

‘T lic 4'urkish namc

we>
Bint *Cg'-
&y
OJ'CAN VAN- > "
where it is,” and he listened eagerly,

with his finger on hislip. In a moment

there was another report. “ That's two,”
said he, and waited for. more. After
counting six repoits, Artyn exclaimed

with surprise, “ Why ! that means Pera,

or its neighborhood.”
“ What makes
father, who was sitting on the sof4,

you think so?” inquired our
enjoying his
after-dinner rest.

“ The nuraber of guns, sir. This is the Sixth
Prccinct,” was the answer.

“ Where are those guns fired?” was the next

inquiry.

“ Do you rcmember, sir, where | took vyou
last Friday afteimoon, half-way up the Bos-
phorus ? "

“ Certainly.”

“ W ell, sir, you must have noticed the high hill
on ourright as we landed. It is called Kcnnan-
Tépé. As it commands an extensivc view of the
Bosphorus, some guns are placed there, and a
watch is posted to note the first appearance of fire
in any part of the city, and to announce it by
firing the cannon.”

“ How do they find out that there
Pera, when they ave so far off? ”

“ Perhaps they hnvc tclegraphic communica-
tion,” obscrved our mother, who had come in and

was examining the articles we had purchascd.

is a fire in

“ Yes, inadam,” rejoined Artyn, “ but it is not
by wires. Thcrc are two towers dcvotcd to that
purpose. One in the city itself, called the Ser-

Asker’'s towcr, on account of its being near the
war dcpartmcnt, and the other the Galata tower,
shorc of the Golden Horn,
u-hich we pass almost every clay in going to the
either of them yet.

on the northern
city. You have not visited
W hen you do, Vou will find that the view from each
is very There
watchers statiened at each tower, who are con-
stantly on the lookout, and the moment they dis-
cover the first sign of a fire they put out a signal,
If you will

of these towers exlensive. ave

calling Kennan-Tépé’'s attention to it.
please to come up with me to the top of tlic house,
I will show you how the thing is done.”

But at that moment Artyn’s explanation was

Tor Constantinople.



suddenly intcrrupted by along and dismal yell in
tlie Street.

“ There!” exciaimed he, “ that's the nemibeljee,
one of the watch from the Calata tower, who is
dispatched to announce the fire to the different
guard-houses where the fire-engines are kept.”

W e all rushed to the Windows to have a look at
him. He was a young man wearing short, loose
trousers of white cotton eloth.
below

His logs were barc
the knces;
his feet,
jacket of brown felt over a white cotton shirt, and
his head was covered with a metallic bowl, which
shone brightly. A leather belt encircledhis waist,
and was clasped with a large brass buckle in front.
He carried a short spear in his right hand to de-
fend himself, Artyn said, the dogs which
abound in the streets. But these aiiimals, I noticed,
keptcarefully out of the way as soon as they heard
him coming. His yell was to warn the people to
make way for him and inform those at the guard-

he wore Turkish red pointcd

shoes on without stockings,— a loose

from

house of his approach, just as stage-drivers in
America used to sound the horn when approaching
a village, or as a railroad locomotive whistlcs when
nearing a station. Ic servcd aiso to give due notice
to the guards to be rcady to hear from him the
exact locality of the fire, so as to start their engine
with promptness.

This man was soon followed by another drcssed
like one of the common porters who brought our
trunks from the custom-house to the hotel. In-
decd, thcsc poor fellows, Artyn informcd us, after
working hard all day, serve also on the night-
He carried,

four-cornered and

watch for fires. in one hand, a long
lantern, covered with parch-
mcnt, and, in the other, a heavy cluli, sliod with
iron. He stoppecl before
three thumps on the stones, and cried out in a
melancholy tone, “mYangun-Var," (“ Fire! fire!
at 1”) Immediately everybody who heard
ran out of their houses, and the quict Street began

to be crowded.

our window and gave

“ Let us go upon tlic roof,”
we all

said George. So
hastened up, and thcrc, the night being
clear, we liad a fine panoramic view of the city.
W e saw botli the towers, cach of which had put
out a large globular red lantern, suspended from
a long pole, which extended from one of the win-
dows in the direction of the fire. We had a good
view of the fire, too, which was not far otf.

“ Would you likc to goand see a Constantinople
fire ?" suggested our guidc.

“ Why, yes!
and I, *

“ 1 date say he will.

to be sui-e !” exciaimed George
if Fathcr would let us.”

May ihey go, It's
will take good care of thcm,”
said Artyn, addressing our father.

sir?
worth seeing, and |

Artyn was a young Armenian, cducated at Rob-
ert college, on the Bosphorus,
he spoke English well. Father had taken a great
liking to him. He knew the young fellow ivas
intelligent, and he had great confidence
ability.
we were to be under Artyn’s care; and Gcorge
and | immediately rushed down-stairs, and, clap-
ping on our hats, left the hotel with our guide.

W e found the streets, which were quite narrow,

and consequently

in his
So he gave us permission to go, since

almost impassable; and Artyn, anxious fot our
keep While
elbowing our ivay through the motley croivd, we
suddenly heard another thriOing y'ell from behind
us, and at the sound, the crowd took to the sides
of the Street.
beasts walked along indiscriminately.

safety, enjoined us to together.

men and
W hcen the
throng heard the shout, they quickly separated so
as to form a clear

There were no sidewalks;

space, as American croivds
sometimes havc to do at a fire.

“ That shout means that a fire-enginc is coming.
Keep ciése to the wall, or else you '11 be run over
and tvampled upon,” vemaiked Artyn.

“ But | don't hear the rattling of the ivheds,”
observad George.

“ No, indeed,” rejoinecl Artyn; “ and for the
simplest reason in the world,— because the mgine

is not run on wheels.”

W e soon caught sight of the captain of the com-
pany. He was a tall athletic fellow, dressed like
the neovbetjce we had seen pass by out hotel- He
toward us in a double-quick trot,
brandishing, in a proiid manner, the brass spout
that belonged to the hose. He was followed by
the engine and the firemcn that belonged to it- O,
what a sight |

was coming

Mostofthcm were scantily clothed,
and some did not even have caps upon their hcads,
but | noticed that all wore the rcgulation belt with
thelargebiickle infronc. Thcywcrcevideiitiyoflhe

class which composed the riffraff of the city. The
engine itself was nothing moro than a big-sized
garden pump, carried on the shouldcrs of cight

men, four in front and fouv behind. They relicved
one another cvery now and then with great dextcrity
and alcrCncss.

They soon swcpt by us, followed by the hose,
which was coilcd over a long pole, the ends ofwhich
rested Oll the shouldersof another file of men. Just
asthey reached the nextcérner, thcrc emerged from
a side Street another engine, whercupon asquabble
for the right of way immediately ar6se. The two
companics jostlcd and pushecl forward, each party
trying to gct ahcacl of the other. After a long l'a-
rangue and blustcr, accompanicd by constant yell-
ing, scrcaming and hard words, they lowcved tlieir
respective cngines to the ground and fell into a
regular fight, wrcstling, pusliing, and knockingone
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anolher down in a most fero-
Their looks
and actions wcve frantic, and
they fought like madmen.

W hilc they were thus en-
gagcd, a third shrill yell
assailcd our eai-s. 1 thought
another cngine was coming,

cioiis mannecr.

and wondered wliat would

be thc resille, when Artyn
exclaimed :

“ Ah! Thcre comes the
Sor-Asker, the ministcr of
war | He 'll soon scttlc their
dispute !” And he did.

He was preceded by a
necn’betjec, who cleared the
way fo)- him, and wlicn he
carne up, lie promptly or-
dered thc companies to take
up their engines and follow
him, which they did with thc
utmost meekncss and alac-
rity. Thcre was no chance
now for cither paity to claim
thc victory,but they kept up
a subdued rattlc of words all
the way.

“ Does the ministcr of war
belong
ment?” | inquircd of Artyn.

“Oh, no!” said Artyn.
“ But all the ministers and
liigh officers of tlie Govern-
ment assist voluiuarily at
great fircs, in ordcr to en-

to the fire depart-

couragc thc men and to keep
ordcr, as you have just seen.
Even the Sultdn himsclf is
somctimes prescnt.”

“ How much pay do these
zealous fircmen get?" put in
George.

“ Pay !” exclaimed Artyn,
“ No
it for

with a hearty laugh.
pay at all. They do
the love of it. Glnry, sir;
glory and excitcmcnt are suf-
They
are oxcmpted, however, from

ficicnt pay for them !
taxcs, and each fellow gets
oiic pair of shoes a year from
thc Government; and if, by
accident,theyshould succced
in saving a house from thc
flamcs, they get a backshish,
or prescnt, from the owncr,



with which they repair to some favorite haunt, and

celébrate their piowess with a crowd of noisy
friends.”

We had now reached the place where the fire
We could not get very near to it, but

It was an

was raging.
werc near enough to watch its piogress.
awful sight. It looked as if the whole city was on

fire. Every now and then volumes of thick dark

THE TUHKISM

smoke ascended, followed by bright flames which
shot suddcnly upward like so many tongues of fire
trying to lick the sky. The crash of the falling
houses, the rattie of the tiles with which the roofs
were covered, the clanking of the cngines, the
yells of the firemcn, the scrcams of distrcssed
womcen and frightened children, the hoai-se shouts
of men madly endeavoring to save their furniturc,
— made a terrific din.

The fire originatcd in a valley on the north side
of Pera hill, The houses, being principally built
of wood and dry as tinder, fell an easy prey to the
devouring clement. There was, bcsides, a strong
noitherly wind that fanned the flames. Cinders
in quantitics wcrc floating in the air like fire-
works. Even large picccs of wood were detached
from biiildings on fire and carricd by the wind

some distance, finally alighting upon other houses
and sctting them aflame. In this way, the fire
was sprcading dangcrously. The people,
ever, knowing this dangcr, were watching on the
roofs with pails of water; but the firebrands fell
so thick and fast that they could not master them.
W e saivmany people, whose houses had been fncd
in this manner, running to save their homes.

liom—

tEMETERV

Undei these circumstances, the tiny fire-eiigines
could do but little toward arresting fhc progress of
the fire. It was fast making its way up the hill,
taking in everything in its path.

The water supply, too, was very deficient. i
was either obtaincd from the public fountains
(whence it was carried to the cngincs in Icather
bags and pails), or it was drawn from decp “clls
and private cistcrns. These latter, Artyn informed
US, being used as reccptacles for kitchen utcnsils,
are oftcn unavailable ; so that the water givcs out
soon, or is very slow to reach the engines.

Artyn now suggcsted tliat we should rcti‘cat
from the place whcrc we were staiiding; for it >ras
becoming not only uncoinfortably hot, but even
dangcrous. From the Windows above us, beds,
bedding, and various articles of furniture uerc



being thrown into the Street, where the friends of
the owners scrambled forward to assist in saving
the property.
ncssed two tragic events.

We saw a young woman brought out of a burn-
ing house with a copper kettle in her liand. Shec
was screaming wildly, “* My baby! Oh, my baby!”

Befoie retiiing, however, we wit-

Tliewoman had been engaged in the kitchen, with
her infant in her arms, and had been busily occu-
pied saving her cooking utensils by throwing them
into the cistern, quite unconscious that her dwell-
ing was already on fire. The firemen, having dis-
tivered her in that pcrilous place, had rushed into
the kitchen and forccd her to hasten out. On her
way she had espicd a copper kettle, and had in-
stinctively seized itj but in her fright and bewil-
dcrment, she had thrown her baby into the cistern
instead of the kettle.
succeeded in rescuing the baby, and restoring it to
the distracted mothecr.

The
As we stood

Fortunately, a sturdy fellow

incident was even more dreadful.
looking at the fire,

and the next nioment saw him

othcr
we beheld a
man struggling,
thrown deliberately into the flames.

George and | exchanged looks of horror, but
the bystanders seemed to pay littie heed to the
occurrence, merely remarking that the man was
an incendiary who had been caught in the act of
spreading the fire for the purpose of robbery.

We now found, that to abandon our position was
not an easy matter. We had to fight our way
through the crowd, and when, by hard effort, we
gaincd the main Street, we discovcrcd that thcrc was
no possibility of gctting to our hotel, the fire having
intercepted us. So we liad to make a wide circuit
by going down the hill toward the Bosphorus and
up again at the othcr cnd of Pera. W e noticed on
our way thatevery vacant spot along the Street was
filled with heaps of Household furniturc, covered
with carpcts as a protection from thieves and fall-

A BOBOLINK. and a
Sang a sweet duet
"When | 'm
I sing like you to
But
That for lovc or fo
I can sing only chi

ing embers, the owners, or friends of the owners,
standing guard near by.

On the way back, Artyn took us through a most
dismal place, which frightened us almost out of our
We had to pass through the large Turkish
cemetory that lies in the outskirts of Pera. The
somber darkncss of the cypress trees was gloomy
enough, andagainst it the standing monuments,
lit by the glare of the fire,
ghosts arisen from their graves to witness the con-
flagration.

W e reached at last the foot of the hill by the
Sultan’s palace, and struck out toward Topanné.
W hen we arrived there, we learned that we could
notget to our hotel, for the simple reason that there
was no longer any such hotel in existence. It had
We thought of our
parents, and were greatly alanned. W e felt confi-
dent that they had escaped from the place, but
even if they had, how and where were we to find
them ?

To appease our anxiety on that score,

wits.

looked like so many

been burnt to the ground!

Artyn
said:

“ Well, young gentlemen, we will go to every
hotel thal is not burnt down, and inquire for them.
If not in any of the hotels, they probably are at
the American Legation, which is not touched by
the fire.”

W e were greatly comforted at this and trudgcd
on with redoubled vigor. And within an hour, to
our great joy, we found both father and mother
comfortably lodged at the Hotel D'Angleterre.
They wore anxiously hoping for our coming, and
were as dclighted as ourselves at the reunién.

They, too, carried away by the excitement that
surgcd around them, had gonc out, and before
they had returned the hotel was in ashes.

But we have never liecome fully reconcilcd to the

”

loss of our “ bargains,” which were consumed and

buried in the ruins of the hotel.

chick-a-dcc
in the apple-ttcc.

in good voice,” said the chick-a-dee,

“high* C, ‘high’ C;

I 've caught such a cokl

r gold
ck-a-dec-dee-dee-dee !”
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A SEA TUEN.

IT i3 all very well to be good, | agree,

To be gentle, and patient, and that sort of thing,—
But there 's something that just suite my taste to a T
In the thought of a reg’lar Pirate King.



FRIEDA’'S DOVKS,

By Br.,ANCHE Wiillis

I'RIEDA grievcd most at Icaving the cathedral.
For Freibuvg itself she cared littie. She was
onh-a lame chilcl, who could not run aliout with
hci strong brothers, and sometimes, indeed, when
lier back was very weary, she could not even walk.
But she was not unhappy, for Babele was always
kind, and was so gcntle on the days when the pain
carne that the touch of her rough, hard-working
hiirds was as tender as an angel’s, Frieda thought.
And then Babele was so droll, and knew how to
tcll such delightful tales about the Hollenthal, the
wild mountain pass near Freiliurg, through which
the boys often trampeJ tu gathev and bring home
fluwers for the littie’

sister. “ Hcre are your
wceds, Frieda,” they would shout, laughingly.
and would almost buary the littie girl under the

fiesh fragrant mass of lilossoms. The brothers
werc rough sometimes with onc another, but never
to Frieda. Johann, the eldcst, worked with his
father in the picture department of a publishing
house. Heinrich and Otto were still at sdiool.

In the twilight, after the day’'s work was done
and before ic was ciuite dark enough to light the
candle,— for they were poor and thriftj' people,
»ho had to be carcful not to waste anything,—
Réllele used to take Frieda in her arms and tcll
her wonderful tales, not only of the wild H6llcn-
ihal. but of the Wildsee, the the
Miirgthal, and many another spot in the Black
Forest, as well as lcgends of the Rhine and the
and of the Thuringian Woods
and the W artburg ; and the mostastonishing thing
»as, there was never a day when the pain caine
that Babele, although she had been tclling fairy
tales all these ycars,— and Frieda was nine years

Mummelsee,

Hartz Mountains,

oid now,— did not havc a perfectly marvelous
story to tcll, full of unhcard-of adventurcs, and
irresistible charm. And Frieda would listen cn-

tr.inced, until she forgot tlic poor littie aching
back that did not grow straight likc other chil-
droii’s backs.

Rut it dicl not always ache, and Frieda was
rcally a contented iittlc girl, and merry, too, in her
quietway. She used to sit in her low cbairand
‘'vatch Babele at her work, and croon sivect solemn
airs she heard in the cathedral,
‘'vlicncver shc could.

and hclp, too,
Sometimes shc could scw a
button on Johann’s shirt, or even darn a sock for
rcstlcss littie Otto, who wore evcrything out so fast;
and she was always pleased to be useful.

At night, whcn the boys cainc home, they would

Howard.

tell her what had happencd to them cluring the
day, gndsbe was clcver cnpugh to assist Heinrich
and Otto with their lessons, for in her feeble bbdy
dwck a sweet, strong, and helpful spirit." Then
Johann woulcl explain to h'er how they made pict-
ures, until shc understood the proccss almost as
well as he. As for~her papa, shc saw littie of him
except during the dinncr hour at noon; for he
M'orkcd hard all day, and when evening carne sat
with his fellow-workmen smoking his pipe, and
seldom carne homt until after the children were
aslecp. He did his best for his family, but he had
never lIseen the same man, Bubcle said, since his
bright, cheery wife died, and that was a few months
after Frieda was born. And these nine years Babele
had staid on, and kept the house and the chil-
dren clean, and toiled cavly and late, and all for
love of Frieda; littie ivages that she
received, and the growing boys needed more and
more every day, and Fricda's father would have
been dcspcrate and helpless without faithful Ba-
bele. When the neighboi-s remonstratcd and told
her she could gct higher wages as scrvant in some
grand house, shc replied scornfully :

“ A gown on my back, a roofovcrmy head, and
bread enough for the day — what more do | want?
And | would n't live without Frieda, no, not in the
King’'s palace and on the King's thronc, and that's
the beginning and the end ofit.”

The neighbors shook their hcads and advised
this and that, because neighbors like to seem wise
and delight to give adyice, but in their hcarts they
thought all the more 'of Babele for her devotion to
Frieda.

So, though lame and tnotherless and poor, Frieda
was not an unhappy child. She had many joys,
and the greatestjoy of all was tUc cathedral. They
lived ciése by, almost in its shadow, and on her
“ well days” Bibcle used to lead Frieda over and
leave her there alone for hours, knowing that no
harm could come to her in that saci-ed place. The
oid beadle knew her well and was kind to her, and
all tlic peoplc who carne regularly learned to look
for Che quiet littie figure sitting alone by the great
pillar, and to be glad of the gentlc smile of grceting
from the palé child with the large lirown eyes and
the heavy chestnut hair falling beloiv her waist,
concealing with its beautiful luxuriancc the pitiful
littie hump between the shouldcrs.

Strangcrs often turned towonder at the blessed,
peaccful look the deformed child woic. But they

for it was



need not have woiidered. She knew only love at
home, and lived always among beautiful thoughts.
W hy should she not be happy ?

There she would sit by the hour watching the

THE CORNER OF THE CATHBDRAL.

warm violet and rose lights from the stained-glass
Windows, gieamingand glowing hcrc and there on
the coid stone, now falling on the bowcd head of
a peasant woman knecling with her heavy basket
by her side, now lingcring on the cheek and hair
and soft rich draperies ofa fair young glrl. How
Frieda loved the changing lights 1 How she loved

all she saw there in the great solemn, still catliv-
dral. 'J'hc massive shafts, the noble arches, the
slanting rays of colored light, the many volees of
the organ. She knew it all so well, that she could

see every line as cleail)

when her -eyes vere
closed as when they »i.re
open.

Only once did anv-
thing happen lo
make her refuge secin
less dear and safe. i

ever

was in sitmmer, when
Freiburg is fiill of stran-
gers. Frieda wassou”ed
to them, slic knew at a
when a paiiy
carne into the churdi,
whethcr they were pco-
plc who really loved the
noble Unes as she did,
or wheiher thcy uere
what she called (lie
“ lired ones” who looked
too woary to love aii\-
thing, or the biisiiuss-
like, loud-talking enes
who always mentionvd
that they had “ been in
Mildn and Cologne, and
did not think mucli of
this cathodral.” l.utle
did Frieda care for ilic
unfavorablc compari-mn.
It was hercathednii, lar
World. And little did
pcople know how cidse
an observer thestill, fiag-
ilc child was. She vas
too gentio to criticisc, bul
she linconsciously made
very clevcr distinctlons.
Onc day agentlcman and
lady and a boy of ten or
twclvo cntcrod the catbe-
dral. “ Hcisatiredonc,”
thought “ and
she has been in Milan
and Cologne.” The boy
had small black
quick movemecnts, vvas richly drcssed, and carried a
little cafie. As they passed, the lady gave the lonely
little figure by the pillar a careless glance, and Uitow
some pcnnics into her lap, This clid not wound
Fiieda’s gentle spirit. Such a thing had, indeed,
happcned now and then, butonly unthinking, care-
pcople could possibly make the mistake of

glancc,

Frieda,

eyes,

less



iraagining that those restful, patient eyes ivere ask-
ing for charity.
apoor-box, and dropped the pennies in.

Frieda rose slowly, walked over to
The lady
and gentleman had gone on, and did not see her.
Tlie boy looked at her mockingly with his hard,
bright eyes, and then said; “ This is the way you
go,” at the same tim? dropping his chin on his
breast, hunching his back, and walking with a slow,
mincing step.

The English words Frieda did not understand,
but thc tone and the action were too brutally plain
ti mistake their meaning. Like a crushed flower
[he lame child sank drooping into her chair, and
looked witli wide, sorrowful eyes at the boy, who,
with a grimace and a “ Good-bye, Ow I!”
to juin his parents.

When Biibele carne to take Frieda homo, the
Béabclc thought
she was weary, but when the next day and the

ran on

little girl was palé and very silent.
next and and she said
gently that she did not care to go to the cathedral,
but preferred to stay with her good Babele, the
faithful woraan grew anxious.

“ Is it the pain, my Frieda ?”

“ No,Babele, it's not the pain. At least, it’'s not
thatpain,” thc child said, gravely.

“ Where is the pain, then ?” asked Babele.

“ Only here,” said Frieda, pressing her slight
hand against her heart. Then suddenly, for thc
first time in her life, she asked :

“Why did n't God make me straight, like the
other children ?”

And then poor, Babele, had so
guarded thc child that no Itarsh thing had ever
(listurbed her peace, knew that some strange hand
had struck a blow, over which hcr darling had
gricved many days j and, kneeling by Frieda’s
bce!, she sobbed aloud, and taking the child in her
strong arms, and covering hcr with kisses, said,

still another day carne,

whose lovc

in her warm, German fashion :
“ Dearest, dear little heart, the
W hat cruel thing has happcned that my

what makes
pain?
darling never wants to see the pretty lights or hear
the grand organ any more? Tell thy Biibele,
litile sweetheart.”

“ He had very black cycs and a vclvet hat,”
tnurmured Frieda slowly, “ and a crirason necktic,
and a little walking-stick with an ivory dog’s head.
He clid not mean any harm. He did not know it

would make a pain in my heart to have him show

me how | looked, and he made his pretty little
straight back very ugly,”— she was whispering
now,— “ and | thought if | was like that, | must

disturb peoplc who come to see tall straight pillars,
so | 'd better stay away.”

liiibele trcmbled from head to ibot.
all now as if she had been prescnt.

She saw it
Hcr darling,

who had lived in a magic worid of legcndary lore
and poetry and music, who had known all hei' life

only the calm, solcmn influenccs of the cathedral
and the tender sweet influenccs of her simple
home, had been wounded to the heart by this

strange boy, and cruelly awakened to a conscious-
ness of thc dcformity which sepaiated her from
other children.

“ My lamb, myéangel, I would give much to have
saved thee this and to have kept the pain from thy
heart,” Babele exclaimed, adding fiercely, “ and if
had that imp here 1 'd wring his neck and crush
him in my two hands.”

“Oh, no!” wliispercd Frieda, laying hcr genlle
hand on Bé&bcle’s lips. “ The little strange boy did
not know. He did not know how | love the straight
pillars and high arches. He did not know | forgot
to think of myself because | love them so— and |
ain crooked, Babele,” she went on with a piteous
sob “ He could not hclp seeing it.”
said Babele,

1Am

“ Dear heart,” kissing the frail

hands again and again, “ I am only an ignorant
and 1 don’'t know how to make things
Even the wise men can’'t make things clear
But | know this Something is
wanting everywhere. It must be bcst so, or it
would n't be so. And thou, my angel, thy back
is crooked, but thy spirit is straight — and the
wicked boy who mocked thee, his back is straight,
but his spirit is crooked — and oh, thou darling of
my heart,

woman,
clcar.

always. much.

perhaps no one loves him as thy oid
Babele loves thee !'”

“ No,” said thcchild, thoughtfully, “ his papa was
too tired to love him, and his mamma was too busy.
Poor little boy !”

There was a long,
smiled again.
neck, she said softly to her faithful guardian :

long silcnce. Then Frieda
Throwing her arms round Babele’s
“ Love is best!” and the next day she said,
“ Picase take me over, Biibele dear. | want my
lights,” and Babele could have wept for joy as she
icd her to the cathedral. |If after that Frieda
shrank a littio bchind her favorite pillar when she
saw a certain kind of boy coming toward hcr, and
if she brcathcd more freely when he had passed,
and if her great deep eyes sccmcd to grow still
largor, still more thoughtfu! than before, at least

she never complained, and she kept her thoughts

to herself.
Months passed by, and in time she was ten
years oid, and cvcrybody was sad because her

papa had died. Babele at first scarcely knew what
to do with thc four children. But she was, as usual,
bravo and patient, and hclp carne. Frieda’s unclc
fi'om Geneva said he would take Hcinrich and Oito
and scnd them to school, and Jnhann was scven-

tccn now and a steady iacl, and he must continué



look out fot himself. As to

His own family

where he was and
Frieda, hcre the imclc hesitatcd.
was large, his wifc had many cares, and was not
very patient. The boys would be out of the house
most of the day, and they would not mind a hasty
wotd now and then, but this palc, lame child, with
the strange softeyes— he shook hishead doubtfully.

“ Ach, | will take the blessed
Babele. “ She would grieve so among strangers.
Let me take her with ine and | will make a home
for her in my oid home. Indeed, she shall not
want while I live— and she is like an angel in the
She brings a

lamb!” cried

house, shc is so wise and so sweet.
blessing with her wherever she goes.”

So all was arranged. Johann was to stay in
Freiburg. Heinrich and Otto were to go to Gen-
eva, and Frieda was to go to Babelc's oid home.
Frieda was very.sad, for she dreaded leaving the

boys- But Johann, Otto, and Heinrich perhaps
could come to her some day, Babele said, and
could writc to her always. But the cathedral,

thought Frieda, could neither come fior write,
and so, in her childish way, she grieved most of

all at leaving the cathedral.

Part Il

Frieda kissed her brothers good-bye with a
large lump in her throat, the day they went off
with their udnele. She tied Otto's cravat with

trembling fingers, and brushed Heinrich’'s hat in
her motherly littie fashion, but did not cry, for
Babele had told her that the parting would be
hardcr for the boys if shc were not brave. After
they were gone, and the house began to feel
strangely still and empty, Babele led her into the
cathedi-al and left her there for the last time in
her oid place. The poor litele girl pressed her
cheek against the coid pillar and sobbed as if
her heart would bteak, At least,
restrain out of considcration for the
cathedral's fcelings. That was a comfort. No
one noticed her. The shadows were deepening
Still clinging to the pillar, she wept
She was

she need not
her tcars

around her.
until she stoppcd out of puré weariness.

so littie, so troubled. The cathedral was so vast
and tall and calm. Shc grew quieted in spite
of heiself. “ Everybody must love Heinrich and

Otto and be good to them, for they are good !”
she said. “ And
used to be here. Nothing can take that away,”
and the thought comforted her, though a great
sob carne with it. Then the organ began. Its
thrilling tones seemed to be the voice of the great
cathedral saying fareweil to the pained littie soul.
She closed her eyes and sat motionless. Great

I can always remember that |

waves of music surged round her. And abovc the
mighty volume of tone soared a single puré inel-
ody, ever sweeter, ever higher, up into the vaultcil
roof, up to the skies, up to hcaven itself. The
tired child felt as if she were lying in strong and
if many murmuring voices
“ Be

and as
softly,

tender arms,
were saying loving ! Be bravo!
Fareweil!” She smiled gently. “ Fareweil, liitlo
Frieda! Be brave, be brave!” said the voicci.

W hcn Babele carne, she found Frieda fast aslcop,
her tear-stained but placid face pressed closc against
the pillar, her arms clasping it lovingly, The jicxt
day they left Freiburg. Frieda was quite calm.
She looked at the cathedral spires as they passed.

“ Wilt thou go in, once more, my lamb~"
asked Babele, anxiously watching her face.

“ No,” answered the child, gravely. “ We said
good-bye to each other yesterday.”

It was a short journey to Babcle's oid homr,
but long and hard for Frieda. She had never been
in the cars, and they jarred and wearied her sadly,
though Babele travelcd slowly and gave her long
rests, taking three days to do what she hcrsdf
would have done in one, had she been alone. \s
they reached their destination, Biibele was wild
with delight.

“ See, dear heart,” she cried, “ how it lies among
the hOls.
world. And out bcyond, a long, long way, is our
village. And there 's the oid castle and the tower
and the greatdrooping trccs of the park.”

Now it was far too dark to see anything what-
ever, except the lighted streets of the new rity,
but Frieda straincd her eyes and dutifully trice!
to look in all dircctions at once to picase Biibclc,
whom she had never before seen so excitcd and

le is like a warm nest in this gi‘eat coid

gay. Presently a stout, broad-waisted, rosy Liss
darted from among the crowd by the station "iih
a hearty:

“ Greeting! Grceting, Babele ! Dost thou not

remember tliy cousin Rickele? Have | grown so

oid in ten long years ?”

"Ach ivas! Thou art littie Rickele ! And ihou
wast such a wee bit of a thing!” And Biibele
laughed and cried for joy.

“ And the mothcr grects thee, and shc has

chosen a good room for thec, as thou didst «rite,

and | am to take thec thcrc, but | cannot be
spared long, for the mistvcss said | was to come
back in an hour, and the mothcr bids thee and

the littie one welcomc, and shc will come to thee
when she brings her buttcr and eggs to maiket
next week; and the neighbors greet thec, Babele,
and wish thee health and good days with thy home-
coming; and Petcr, the shoemaker, has takcn the
baker's Maride, and the wcdding is next montli,

and the dance will be at the ‘Golden Lamb."”



So the girl chattered on, telling all the ncws
of the village, swinging the travelers’ boxes and
bags, answcring Béabelc’s eager questions and
Icading the way to the new home.

The chatter, the lights and buildings, together
with hcr fatigue, made Frieda quite confused, but
she looked up so sweetly at this great, strong, kind
Rickcle that the giiTs heart was won in a moment.
“lwill carry thee, little one!” she
oNclaimcd, as they reached a tall dark
house in a narrow Street, and swing-
ing the child up like a fcather, she
bnre her in triumph wup four long
stcep flights of stairs to the little
mora awaiting thera.

The room had a sloping ceiling
and a dormerwindow. Thcre were tsvo
narrow beds in it, a stove, a bave
ivoodcn table, a couple of chaii-s, a
diese of drawers, a few shelves with
plates, Clips, a disli or two, and a
pitcher on them, Isright brass kitchcn
iitcnsils banging on the wall, and a
J)otof pinks on the window-sill. Poor
as it all ivas, the bare white floor
shone from its recent scouring, and
ihe room was as neat and clcan as
strong arms andwilling hearts could

make it.
With a deep sigh of contcntment,
Babele surveyed her apartmcnt. It

was to be her home, and the home of
the being she loved bcston earth. To
keep it, she must toil early and late.
W hat mattcred it? It was her own

as long as she could pay for it, and

she was once more among her kins-

flile— she was among the hills she

had climbed as a girl. The very air

she brcathed was dear to hcr.

“Ah! How happy we shall be
ill this nest, my Frieda!” she cx-
claimed. “ How bcautiful is the
homecoming to thc wandcrer | But
thou art wcary, my lam li; thou must
eat a bit and slecp.” And she undresscd thc child
and laid hcr in hcr becl, bencatli the great ved
coverlct of fcathcrs, ivliich secmed like an enor-
mous hcn chcevfully sprcacling its narin wings over
the tired little girl.

“ Slcep Soft, my trcasure !”

“ Good-night, dear Babele; good night, Rick-
ele,” murmured Frieda, drowsily, and she sank
to sleep with the sliafis of the cathedral rising
before hcr eyes, and tiic organ pcaling in her cars,
above all thc noisc and inistlc of the juurncy.

It was after nine the next morning when Frieda

woke. Bailele had already propared their simple
breakfast. The same joy still beamed from her
honest face. She kisscd Frieda again and again,
and called her her swcct angc!, as she helpcd her
dress, then lcd hcer to one of the little windows in
the roof. The child saw at first only sunshinc and
roofs; roofs near, roofs far, roofs everywhere.
It was so high, so strange. At Freiburg they

1HZ dormPfK window

had no stairs to climb. They were on the gi‘ound-
floor. llcrc they were as liigh as birds. Iricda
tlircw opcn the casemcnt. The fresh spring
lircczes touchcd hcr chcck and blcw her longhair.
The sun shone on stecp, red roofs and quaiiit
gables. Two white dovcs sat on the roof ncar by.
Frieda laiighed and ilivew- them bread crumbs
from her breakfast. A big cat wassolemnly blink-
ing his cycs in a dovmcv window of the next house.
Bcyond thc roofs rose the church towcr; bcyond
the tower thc fair, grccn hills.

“ O Babele, how happy | am ?” cried Frieda.
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“When | shut my eyes, | see my cathedral; when
| open them, here are the roofs and the dovcs.”

And Babele looked at her with tears ofjoy.

This was the homecoming. It began kindly,
with the welcomc of friends and the heaven’s sun-
shine. But long days of wearisome work followed.
Babele could not go into service, because of the
child; so she did washing and mending, and
bravcly earned each day the bread they ate. The
days she washed at home, Frieda was con-
tented as a kitten, and made the hours fly by with
her sweet songs and quaint remarks. But the
four days of the week, when Babele wcnt off at
day-breakand Frieda was alone until toward even-
ing, were very, very long for the little girl, and she
spent them as best she might. W ith wide-open
eyes she watched the doves, and the roofs, and the
hills, then shuther eyes and saw the cathedral, She
kept the wash accounts, and answered politely if
anybody carne to inquire about Babele Hartneck,
the washcrwoman, and when at last Babele re-
turned, the two werc happy as queens.

And Sundays! Ah, those werc blessed days.
Then Babele had time to take Frieda down the
four steep flights and out, out into the spring-time,
out among the liiies of the valley, and the yellow
cowslips and crocuses and slendcr jonquils, and all
the sweet flowcrs that grow on the Suabian hills.
Sornetimes she would even manage to get taken
out to Bachsclorf, where her people lived, and
where the irregular, queer little houses seemed to
be gossiping together and nodding their heads till
they almost touchcd over the narrow straggling
village Street, and where the peasants in their red
waistcoats and silver buttons and knickeibockers
would sit the whole afternoon, under the chcstnut
trees of the ‘Golden Lamb’ garden, and Babele
would laugh as Frieda never heard her laugh in the
oid Freiburg days. The week waslong and fuU of
toil, but Sunday, under a fair sky, among kinsfolk
and ofid friends, brought frcedom, joy, and peacc.

Thetwowere quitehappy— Biibelccould scarcely
save a penny, but she was strong and brave and
always had steacly work. One day there \vas a
great surprise for Frieda. She tvas alone. Thcre
carne a heavy thumping at the door, and actually
four men brought in a pianino into the small
crowded room. Blibeio had discovercd it among
all sorts of riibbish, at a pawnbrokcr's shop. and
hired it for a mere nothing.

“ Art thou stark mad, Babele Hartneck,” cried
the othei washerwoman on the same floor. “ Do
the Freiburg washerwomen scrub to the sound of
music?” And all tlic neighbors standing in their
door-ways with their hands on their hips, laughed
loud and long at Babcie’s foolishness.

“ Re easy, neighbor,” rcplied Babele, stoiitiy.

“ Wash thine own skirts, and 1 will wash mine,
riiou hast no angel in thy room. Angels in heavcn
have their harps. Mine shall have her sweet
sounds, Let me go my way. | am no babe horn
ycstcrday.” And the neighbors were silent and
laughed no more; for they loved Frieda’s gentle
fivays and carnest eyes.

After this bold deed of Biibelc’s, Frieda never
had one lonely moment. The tones of the piano
werc quavering, like those of a very oid lady’s
voice, but like that, too, itrctained a few sweet notes
suggestive of a far-off ybuth. and Frieda knew how
to bring out ail its faint swectness, and was su
blessed, she did not mind its frcquent wheczes.
And whatelse did this wise, iraprudent, loving, ob-
stinate, dear Babele do ? She found a hard-work-
ing young girl who gave music Icssons, and, on
the principie that exchange is no robbeiy, made
a certain practical iittle arrangcmciu with her, by
which Babele had a couple of hours’ extra woik
now and then, and Frieda, twice a week, a hall-
hour’s instruction in music. Now, Frieda’s lifc
was quite full. Up in her nestamong the roofs, far
above the noise of the busy streets, she was at rcst,
Hour after hour she was alone, but not lonely. Slie
was not strong enough to work liard at her music,
but she loved it, and it loved her and lingered with
her. Resides what her teachcr taught her, frag-
ments of oid fugues and masses she had hcard in
the cathedral found tlieir way from her heart to
her frail little fingers. And when she was weary,
there were the open casement, the red roofs and
gables, tlie dovcs, the tower, the hiils.

“ How beautiful and kind the world is ! ” thought
the little lame child, who spent most of her days
alone in the little room under the roof.

Two years passed in this quiet fashion, Things

had scai-ceiy changcd at all. Biibele worked on
as stcadily, as checrily, as ever, managed to pay
her way, and was thankful. One warm June day,

Frieda stood at her casement, Babele wonld
not rctui-n imtil five o’'clock. The little girl had
softly playcd an adagio of Beethovcn’s until slic
was weary, She had then fcd her dovcs, tvlio had
fluttcrcd about her, perched lovingly on lier slioul-
der, and finally taken their position on the sunny
roof below, cooing and pluming themselves.

“ Pretty dcars !” said Frieda, and carelessiy tak-
ing up a wash-book from the table near by, and a
stump ofa pencil, halfunconsciously she began to
draw their softly curving heads. “ Heads must
have bodics,” she said aloud, and prcscntly the
two doves from their bcaks to their tails adovncd
a blank page of somcbody’s wash-book. “ Dovcs
can't stand on nothing,” murmuicd Frieda, and
mecrcly to give the dovcs a resting-place, she hastily
sketched the roof, and then other roofs, the chim-



ncy, the curious Uttlc dormer Windows, then, quite
naiurally, the ofd church towcr, the lines of tlic
distant hills, even the great masscs of white clouds,
where she saw all the heroes of the fairy tales shc
knew so well. It was all done to give the doves a
place to perch upon, and a background.

‘“There, my dears. How do you like sitting for
your portraits?” and she addcd a lieavier line to
EUa's beak, and made Lohengrin’s tail fcathers
more airy. At this moment, Gornroschen and the
Priiice happened to appear on the sccne, and
perched lower down on the same roof. “ Dearie
me, | must make you too or you ’'ll be jealous as
usuall” laughed Frieda, and Dornroschen and the
Prince were added to the sketch.

It was really very curious. Frieda had never
drawn anything in all her life. Her papa used to
draw, and Johann too was quite clever with his
pencil. But a littie girl like her I— the idea had
never occurrcdtoher. Now,in thiscareless fashion,
having finishcd her doves, she shut her eyes an
instant in order to see better, and then with bold,
clear strokcs began to draw the picture that was
imprinted on her the shafts, the high
the rich window where the lovely lights

strcamed in, -in short, the whole of her favorite

soul,—
arclies,

cérner in the cathedral. Swiftly, unhesitatingly
the child’s hand moved. Her cheeks flushed.
The doves fluttercd about her in vain. She heard

no sounds rising from the Street.
the oid days.

She was back in
Again she was listening to the organ,
and to the high, clear, &ngel voice leading her soul
far away. And when it was finished, she gave a
sigh of rclief, then closing the book, thought no
more about it.

Shemight indeed have remembcrcd her sketches
and laughingly havc showii thcm to Babele, had
not a misfortunc come to them which put such
trilles quite out of her head. Poor Babele was
bniught home that very clay with a badly sprained
ankle. Shc had slippetl on a wet floor and fallen,
as she was moving a heavy tub-

*She tried hard to be patient and not distress
Frieda, but the prospcct oflong helpless days with
her foot up in a chair was trying enough to the
active woman, and more than that, she knew they
ncecled her daily woérk for their daily bread. But
how good everybody was! The bakcr round the
corner sent some rolls the next da\'
heard of the accident, and the butclicr a kit of
goncl mcat, and the rival the
same floor carne in to take home clothes that wcrc
finished and wash-books — and Babele rubbecl her
eyes and said, “ It's all because of that blessed
angel!”

as soon as he

washcrwoman on

llwas Monday that shc carne home unfit for work-
I hursday inorning therewas a vinlecnt knock at the

door. Babele starteci instinctively, but lay back
with a moan, as Frieda opencd the door.

A giay-haired oid gentlcman with shaggy eyc-
brows, and looking quite cross, camc in.
hand he carried a cafie, in the othcr
very like a wash-book.

He gave ene sharp look at Babele with her foot
up — another at Frieda, who thought he was more
like an ogre than any being she had ever seen.

“ Good-movning,” he said, gruffly. *“ 1wish to
find the young man who made these things in my
liook.” And he pointed a stcrn forcfingcr at
Frieda’s sketches.

She carne timidly forward.
it was I.

In onc
something

“ If you pleasc, sir,
I did n't mean any harin, sir.
making my doves at first.

I was only
I am very sorry 1 scrib-
bled in your book, sir.”

The gentleman looked at her in blank amazc-
“You !” was all he could ejaculate, glanc-
ing at the shy littie figure before him.

“ Yes, if you picase, said Frieda,
thoroughly alavmecd.

“You, indeed!” said the gruff voice again;
and, taking out his handketchief, this very strange
oid gentlcman gave a loiid and vchement blast.

“ Yes, sir,” said Frieda, great tears gathcring
in her eyes, “
“H'm "

it, do it again now.”

Frieda scizcd her stump of a pencil and obe-
dicntly looked about for a shect of paper.

“ Take this,” he said, abruptly, giving her the
wash-book. W ith pcrfcct ihe child
took it and began. Leaning an clbow on the
tabie, and rcsting her head on her left hand, her
long hair falling over her face, steadily and firraly
she dicl her work. She quite forgot the cross oid
gentleman’s sharp eyes, and only saw the soft
violet lights from the staincd window, as the pict-
urc grew beneath her rapid touch. The
gentlcman stood near, watching her closely. He
gave lio sign of sympathy or cncouragement, but
Babele saw his eyes twinkle, and though shc did
not understand what it was all about, shc felt that
he meant no harm.

Presently, having completed her cdrner of the
cathedral,

ment.

sir," now

and | 'm sure | 'm very sorry, sir.”
muttercd the stranger, “ if you did

simplicity

sure,

Frieda, without a word, began to do
the roofs and doves, calmly beginning as before
with Elsa’s head. At this the gentlcman smilcd,
and then Babele was siii-c he meant only good.

Frieda gave him the book.

“H'm 1” was his only acknowlcclgment. But
he did not seem so ficrce as he did at first Frieda
thought him the most cxtraorclinary jlerson shc
had ever seen — tobe so angry because she had
spoilcd a couplc of pages in his wash-book, and to
gi-ow gcntle when she did the same thing over.
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“ Who taughtyou ?” he asked at lenglh.

“ Nobody,” said Frieda, wonderingly.

“ And you only wantcd to make your doves?”

“ Yes, sir,” replied Frieda, meekly,

“ And then you thought you 'd fill up the oppo-
site page ?”

“ Yes," sir,” and Frieda began to feel quite
anxious again.

“ Well, my dear, you are a witch,” remarked
this strange oid gentleman. And how it happened
nobody could exactly tell, but Frieda found herself
on his knee, and his eyes did not look ogreish at
all, but quite mild and merry, behind his gold-
bowed spectaclcs, and they were soon telling him
all about the Freiburg days and the cathedral,
and stcady Johann, clcver Heinrich, and fly-away
Otto ; and the more Babele and Frieda related of
their simple life, the more this most delightful but
very curious oid gentleman sniffed and snorted
and wiped his spectacles. W hy — neither Babele
fior Frieda could imagine, yet it seemed the most
natural thing in the world to be telling him about
it all. He did not ask many questions, but he
soon knew as much about it as they thcmselves.
He even discovered Babele’s uncasiness, because
she must be idle for so long. He shook her hand
warmly tvhen he rose to go, telling her not to be
troubled; and she took heart of grace without
knoiving why.

That was cettainly a day of wonderful experi-
ences. In the first place, soon after the gentlc-
man went, a great box camc, filled with good
things, enough to last for weeks, and on a card
was written:

“ To lhe Ikttle wltch Tii the roof, from her dcvoted friend,
“ Prof. RIDOLPH Reinwald."

And when they were still rejoicing over good
fortune, another knock carne, and in walkcd a
gentleman, who said he was Professor Reinwald’s
friend and physician, and the professor had sent
him tolook after Biibele Hartneck’s sprained ankle.
And later still, a corafortable reclining-chair made
its appcarancc.

The excitement in the roof was really treraen-
dous. The neighbors carne in to wondcr, rejoice,
and syinpathize, and Biibele, bandaged, and ex-
tended in her comfortablc chair, received her
guests with the dignity of a queen.

The professor carne again in a few days and after
that frctjucntly. Frieda used to watch eagerly for
him, and grew so used to him, she quite forgot to
be shy — and sang her littie songs to him and
played her sweet airs on the queer, crackcd piano,
and chattered to him about the héroes of her fairy
tales, iintil the good man, who was an oid bachclor
and who knew nothing about- children, really

believcd shc was the most wonderful littie being on
the earth.

And as soon as Babele was well, he proposed that
they should leave their home in the roof and come
to him. He was a lonely, eccentric, cross oid
fellow, he told them, but that was all the more
reason why he should be taken cave of and im-
proved, and he needed just such a faithful soul as
Babele to look after his house, and just such a dear
child asP'rieda to makc his home happy.

And so they carne to him, and did indeed make
him ashappyashe had made thcm. It was a great
house, where Babele had every oppurtunity to hus-
tlc &bout until everything shone to her heart's con-
tcnt. And Frieda had a garden with great sliady
trocs and a hammock, a piano whose voice was not
crackcd, and best of all she studied s)'stematically
and learned todraw and tobe helpful to her “ other
papa,” as she called the professor. For he wasan
architect, devoted to his profession, and he liad
recognized, in spite of its chikiishness and imper-
fection, the real talent in Frieda’s sketches of licr
dear roofs and her belovcd arches.

She never grew tall fior strong, and there were
days wlien the pain camc just as it did whcn she
was a child, but she was a happy, thankfiil soul.
The boys did tvell in school, and carne to visit her
every vacation. The first thing Frieda did when
shc saw Otto xvas to tie his cravat, feeling suie it
had been awry ever since he had left her.

Shc saw the cathedrals of many lands, but never
lived any as shc clid tlic one that had taught her
so much that was beautiful and good when she was
a littie lonely child in the oid days. She saw
famous pictures. Shc mct distinguished men. But
no features ever seemed so lovely to her as liabdc's
rough, adoring face, nobody so clcver, so aliogviher
admirable, as her “ other papa.”

In the professor’s studio, dircctly by his clesk,
hang two small pencil sketches — a bit of a cathe-
clral interior and a study of quaint stcep galdes,
with doves pluming themselves in the sunshine.
The linos ate faint. The paper rough and cuiious.
“ And what may this be ?” inquires a gucst who
is examining the professor’s rare engravings.

“ Ask my daughter Frieda,” says the professor,
turning with a tender smile to the lame girl with
the happy face who sits quietly by his desk.

“ Ask Babele, ask our housc-angel, what the
doves mean,” says Frieda, as Babele comes to lead
her from the room. And Biibele, wlio is a [|)rivi-
lcged chnractcr, tries to frowii, tlien tugs violeiiEly
at her apron, then asks appealingly, “ Now. do I
look much likc cloves, and angcls, and such ?’' —

And shc isright; shc does not by any mcaas,
— the dear, brave, tnic-hcarted Biibele.



A FISH

A FISH ACROBAT.
Hy C. F. Holdkr,

One wann afternoon, a stroUer coming to the
bnrders of a small pond, tlirew himself down be-
sidc a little tree that leaned over the water, so
that its lowest branches u’ere but a few feet above
the surface. W hile rcclining in the shade, and
idly watching the lIcavcs that fell upon the water
and sailed away, the stroller suddenly heard a
chirping overhcad, and looking up saw on a long
limb two small Near them, fluttering
in the air, rising, falling, and now alighting beside
She was evidently

sparrows.

them, was the mother-bivd.
cngaged in giving the flcdgoiings their first lesson
in tiying. Hut the young birds could not be in-
(luced til leave their support; thcy mcrcly raised
their little wings and followed their mother out
from the tree by cdging along sidc by side on
the limb. As she renowed her efibrts, the faster
thcy went, until finally thcy were out on the very
lip of the branch overhanging the water which
rcflccted their every movoment.

For somc time these modons of the mother and
young werc kept up, and perhaps our observer sank
for he suddcnly became aware that
one of the bii'ds had disappeared, that a great
splash had occiirrcd under the limb, and that the
mother-bircl had changcd her cries to those of
alarm. Hut it was cvident from the raother-
Wrd’s actions that the little bird had not
fliwn away. The stroller concluded that
il had fallen and he
rose to see
when thcre shot up from the water
a long, slender fish, that qiiickly
(larted through the
air and snatched the
remaining bird from
lhe limb, falling
back into the pond

into a doze,

into the water,
if he could recovecr it,

with a s|5lash and

a whisk of its tail,

fhis stavtling leap

astonished  the

observer, but it

also  fully cx-

plaincd to him

the disap-

pearanccof \ the tGthcr young bird.
The pike ' ~vas evidently out Inmt-

and spying the birds upon

‘e limb, it had carefully measurcd the distance,
and by two vigorous jumps had cnpturcd them
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ACROBAT.

both. The mothcr-bird was both gricved and
dazed by the sudden calnmity that had bcfallen
the flodgdings, and perhaps fcaring a similar fate

for herself. she soon flcw awa>'".



I THINK. WC little
ones ought to have a
story all to oui-selves
now,” said one of the
.smaller lads, as they
gathered around the
fire with unabatcd in-
tercst.

“So do I, and |
have a little story here that will just suit you, |1
fancy. The olcler boys and girls can go and play
games if they don't care to hcar,” answcred Aunt
Elinor, producing the weil-worn portfolio.

“ Thanks, we will try a bit, and if it is very
namby-pamby we can rim,” said Geoff, catching
sight of the namc of the first chapter. Aunt Eli-
nor smiled and began to rcad about —

THE LITTLE HOUSE IN THE CARDEN.

1. Bfars.

A BROWN bear was the first tenant; in fact, it
wasbuiltfor him. And this is the way ithappencd:

A man and his wife were clriving through the
woods up among the mountains, and hearing a
queer souiid, looked about them till theyspied two
baby bears in a trcc.

“ Those must be thc ciibs of thc oid bear that
was killed last wcck,” said Mr. Hitchcock, much
intercsted at once.

“ Poor little things ! ho'v will they get on without
their mothci-? They seem so frightened, and cry
like real babics,” said the kind woman.

“ They will starvc if wec don't take care of them.
1'll shake them down ; you catch them in your
shawl and we 'll seo what we can do for them.”

So Mr. Hitchcock climbed up thc trec, to the

great dismay of the two orphans, w'ho growled
funnv little growls and crcpt as far out un the
branch as they dared.

“ Shake softly, John, or they will fall and be
killed,” cricd the wife, Holding out her shawl fur
this new kind of fiuit to fall into.

Down they carne, one after thc other, aml at
first were too frightened to fight; so Mr. Hitchcock
bundlcd them up safely in the wagoén, and Mrs.
Hitchcock soothcd their alarm by gcntle pattings
and motherly words, till they ceascd to stniggk,
and cuddlcd down to slcep like two coiifiding
puppies, than which they were not much larger.

Mr. Hitchcock kept the hotel that stood al the
foot of the king of thc mountains, and in sum-
iner the house was full of peoplc; so he was glad
of any new attraction, and thc little bcars were
the dcliglit of many children. At first, 1oir and
Jerry trottcd and tumblecl about like frolicbuiiie
puppies, and lecl easy Uves,— pctted, fed, and ad-
mirod, till they gi'‘cw so big and bold that, like
other young ereaturcs, their pranks made miscnief
as well as fun.

Tom would steal all the good things be cuuid
lay his paws on in kitchen or dining-room. and
cook declarcd she could n't have the rascal lunse.
for whole pans of milk vanishcd, sheets of gingei-
bread were found in his den under the back stops,
and nearly every day he was seen scrambling off
with booty of somc sovt, while ihe fat cook uaddlcd
aftCT, scolcing and shaking thc poker at him, to
the great amiisement of the boarders on thc piazzu.
Pcople bore with him a long time ; but whcii, one
day, after eating all he likcd, he took a livcly irot
down tlic middle of the long dinner-tablc, smnsli-
ing figlu and left as he scampercd off, «iih
a terrible claltcr of silver, glass, and china, us

angry masler declarcd he would n't have suc



doings, and chained him to a post on the lawn.
Here he tugged and growled dismally, while good
little Jcrry frisked gayly about, trying to under-
staiid what it all mcant.

But presently Ais besetting
trouble likewise. He loved to climb,
never liappier than when scrambling up the rough
posts of the back piazza to bask in thc sun on the
roof above, peeping down with his sharp little
eyes at the children, who could not follow. He
lotsted like a fat brown bird, and carne
tumbling down unexpectcdly on lovers who sought
quiet nooks to be romantic in. He c.xplored thc
cliimneys and threw into them any trifle he hap-
pcned to find,— for he was a rogue, and fond of
stealing hats, balls, dolls, or any small article that
carne in his way. But the fun he likcd best was
loclimb in at the chamber Windows and doze on
the soft bcds ; for Jerry was a luxurious fellow and
scm-ned the stravv of his own den. This habit an-
noyed peoplc much, and thc poor little bear often
caine bundling out of windows, to the accompaiii-
incntofa whack from an oid gcntlcman’s cafie, or

sin got Aim into

and was

in trees

a spiash of water thro'vn at him by some irate
servant-girl,
One evening, when there was a dance, and

every one was busy doi”n-stairs, Jerry took a walk
un the roof, and being slcepy, looked about for a
Cuz) bed in which to take a nap. Two bi-othcrs
occiipicd One of thcse rooms, and both were Jerry's
good friends, especially thc j'ounger. Gcorgie was
fast aslecp, as his dancing day had not yet begun,
and Charlcy was waltzing away down-stairs; so
Jerry crcpt into bed and ncstied besidc bis play-
mate, who was too sleepy to do anything but roll
over, thinking thc big brothcr had come to bed.

liy and by Charley did come up, late and tired,
and having forgotten a lamp, undresscd in the
numnlight, observing nothing till about to stcp
into bed ; then, tincling something roiled up in the
cintiles, he thought it a jokc ofthe other boys, and
catching up a racquet, began to bang away at thc
subpicious bundlc. A scene of wild confusién fol-
lovved, for Jerry growled and olaued and could n't
getout; Georgie awoke, and thinking thnt his becri-
fcllow was his brothcr being abused by somc frolic-
simu mate, held on to Jerry, cicfending himbravely,
till a rent in thc shcet aliowed a shaggy head to
appear, so closc to his own that the poor child was
painfully remindod of Red Riding Hood’s false
fraiidmother. Charley was spcechless with iaugh-
ler.it this cliscovcry, and whilc Jerry bouncccl about
the bed snarlingancl hugging piilows as he tricd
to get free, the tcrrificd G eorgic rushed down thc
hall screaming, “ The wolf! thc wnlIf!” till he
Kaiiied a refuge in his mollier's room.

<>ut pnppcd night-cappcd heads, anxious voiccs

it fire?” and in a moment the house
was astir. The panic might have been serious if
Jerry had not come galloping down-stairs, hotly
pursucd by Charley in his night-gown, still waving
his wcapon at the poor bcast, and howling, “ He
was in inybed! He frightened Georgie!”

Then the alarmed ladics and gcntlemen laughed
and grew calm, while the boys all turned out and
huntcd Jerry up stairs and down, till lie ivas capt-

cricd, “ Is

ured and ignominiously lugged away to be tied
in the barn.

That prank sealed his fate, and he went to join
his brother in captivity. Here they livccl for a year,
and went to housckceping in a den in the bank,
with a trbugh for their food, and a high, knotted
polo to climb on. They had many visitors, and
learned a few tricks, but were not happy, for they
longcd to be free, and thc older they grew, the more
they sighcd for the forest whcre they wcrc born.

The seconcl summer something happencd that
forcver, Among the children who
ihat year with their parents,
were Fred and Fan Howaid, two jolly young
persons of twelve and fourteen. Of course, thc
bears were vcry interesting, and Fred tried their
tcmpers by tormcnting them, whilc Fan won their
hearts with cakc and nuts, candy and caresscs.

Tom was Fred’s favorite, and Jerry was Fan'’s.
Tom was very intolligent, and covcrcd himsclf
with glory by various cxploits. One was taking
off thc boards which roofcd thc den, so that the
sun should dry the dampncss after a rain ; and he
carefully rcplaccd them at night. Any dog who
approached thc trough had his cars smartiy boxed,
and meddlesomc boys hugged till they
howled for mercy. Ilc danced in a way to con-
vulso thc soberest, and Fred taught him to shoul-
der aniis in imitation of a stout oid soklier of the
town with so droll an effcct, that the children rollcd
on the grass sliouting with laughtcr when thc cap
ivas on, and the uooden gun was flouiished by the
clumsy hero at word of command.

parted them
carne to the hotel

were

but his sweet
He aliowed thc

Jerry had no accomplishments,
tcmper made him many friends.
doves tn cat with him, thc kittens to frolic all over
his back, and was never rough with thc small people
who~timidly offered him buns which he took very
gently from their little hands. Hut he pincel in cap-
tivity, rcfused his food, and lay in his den all day, or
climbed to the top of thc pole and sat there iook-
ing off to thc cool, dark forest with such a pensivc
air that Fan said it made her heart ache to see
him, Just before thc scason cndcd, Jerry clisap-
pearec!. No one could imagine how tho cliain
broke, but gone he was, and — to Fan's satisfaction
and Tom'’s great sorruiv— he never carne back.
Tom mourned for his brother, and Mr. Hitchcock



began to talk of killing Tom ; for it woulcl not do
to let two beais loose in the neighborhood, as they
sometimes killed sheep and did much harm.

* 1 wish my father would btiy him,” said Fred,
I Ve-always wanted a mciiagerie, and a tame
bear woulcl be a capital beginning.”

“ 1Tl ask him, for | bate to have the poor oid
fellow Kkilled,” Fan. She not only
beggcd papa to ljuy Tom, but confessed tiiat she
fiied jerry’'s chain and hclped him to escape.

“1 know it was wrong, but I could n't see him
suffer,” she said. '« Now, if you will buy Tora 1’ll
give you my five dollars to help, and Mr. Hitch-
cock will forgivc me and be glad to get vid of both
the bcars.”

After some consultation Tom

“

answered

ivas bougiit, and
orders were sent to have a house built for him in a
sunny corner of the garden, with strong rings to

which to Chain him, and a good loek on the
door. When he \vas settled in these new quar-
ters, he held daily receptions for some weeks.

Young and oid camc to see him, and Frcd showed
off his menagcrie with the pride of a budding Bar-
num. A bare spotwas soon worn on the grass-plot
which made Tom's parade-ground, and at all liours
the poor fellow might be seen dancing and drilling,
or sitting at his door, thoughtfully surveying the
curious crowd, and privately wisliing he never had
been born.

Here he lived for another yeav, getting so big
that he could hardly turn around in his house, and
so cross that Fred began to be a littie afraiclof him,
after scveral hugs much too vchement to be safe
or agrceable. One morning the door of the house
was found broken off, and Tom was gone. Fred was
rather relievecl; but his father was anxious, and or-
dcred out the boysof the neighborhood to tind the
runaway, lest he should alarm people or do soinc
harm. It was an easy matter to trace him, for
more than one terrified woman had seen the big
brown beast sniffing around her kitchen prcmises
after food ; a whole schoolful of children had been
startled out of their wits by a bear’s head at the
window ; and one olcl farmer wasin atowcring rage
over the damage done to his bcc-hives and garden-
patch by “ that pesky crittcr, afore he took to the
woocis.”

After a long search poor Tom »'as found rollecl
up in a sunny nook, rcsting after a glorious frolic.
He went home without much reluctance, but from
that time it was hard to keep him. Bolts and
bars, chains and ropes wcrc of littlc use; for when
the longing camc, off he went,
carrying the house on his back, like a snail, till
he tipped it over and brokc loose. Fred was
quite worn out with his pranks, and tried to sell
orgive him away ; but nobody would ljuy or accept

on one occasion

such a troublcsome pet. Even tender-hearted
Fan gave him up, when he frightencd a littie
child into conviilsions, and had killed some sheep

on his last holiday.

It was decided that he must be killed, and a
|sarty of men, avmed uith guns, set out onc aftei--
noon ti carry the sentencc into cffcct. Frcd went
also lo see that all was propcrly done, and Fanny
called after him with tears in
good-bye to him for me.”

This time Tom had been gonc a week, and liad
evidently made up hismind to bccome a frcc Ixar;
for he had wandered far into the deepestwood and
made a don for himself among the rocks. Hcre
they found hira, but could not persuade liiin to
come out, and no bold Putnam was in the truop
who would cieep in and conqucr him thcre.

“\Ve have foolcd away time enough, and I
want to get home to suppcr,” said the leader of
the hunt, after many attempts had been made to
lurc or drive Tom from his sheltcr.

So they firod a volley into the den, and growk
of pain provcd that some of the bullets had hit.
And as no answcring sound followed the second
volley, the hunters concluded that their object ivas
accomplished, and went home, agreeing to come
the next day to make sure.

her eyes: “ Saj-

They were spared
the trouble, however, for ivhen Fred looked from
his window in the morning he saw that Tora had
returned. He ran down to welcome tlic rebel
back- But one look showed him that tlic |)oor
beast had only come borne to dic ; for he was cov-
ered with wounds and lay moaning on his bed of
straw, looking as pathctic as a bcar could.

Fanny cried over him, and Fred was quite
but nothing could be
done, and within an hour poor Tom was dcad. As
if to atone for their sceraing cruelty, Fanny draped
the littie house with black, and Fred, resisting all
tomptations to keep the bear’s fine skin, buried
him like a warrior, “ with his martial cloak around

him,” in the greeii woocis he loved so well.

bowcd down with remorse;

Il. BOYS-

The next tenants of the Uttlc house were ihr«
riotous lacis,— for Fred’s family had moved a»ay,
— and the new-comers took possession onc fino
spring day with great rejoicing over this rcady-
made plaything. They wevc imaginativo li'tlo
fellows, of eleven, twcWc, and fourteen ; for, hai-
ing rcad the “ Hoys' Froissart” and other war-likc
works, they were Cluite carried away hy thcsv stir-
ring tales, and cach boy was some spccial hcrn,
Ilarry, the cldest, was Hcnry of Navarre, and 'lO'C
a white plume on cvery occasion.
Black Brince, and clanked

Ned was the
in tin armor, while liMk



Billy was William Tell and WiOiam W allace by
turns.

Toin’'s deserted mansiéon undevwent astonishing
dianges about this time. Bows and arrows hung
battle-axes, lances, and guns stood

helmets, shiekls, and all manner

un its walls;
m the corners;
of strange weapons adorned the rafters; cannon
|)ecped from its port-holesj a drawbriclgc swung
otcr the moat that soon surroimdcd it; the flags
of all nations waved from its roof, and the small
house was by turns an armory, a fort, a castlc, a
rubber’'s cave, a ivarrior’'s tonib, a uigwam, and
the Bastile.

The neighbors were both ainused and scanclal-
ized by the pranks of these dratnatic young per-
soiis; for they enacted with much spirit and skill
all the histérica! cvents which plcased their fancy,
and speedily enlisted othcr boys to join in the new
plays. At one time, paintecl and be-fcathereri
Indians whooped about the garden, toniahawking
theunhappy settlers in the most dreadful manner.
~\lanother, Achiiles, radiant in a tin helmet and
builer-cover shield, dragged Héctor at the tail of
hi~ chariot (the wheel-ljarrow), drawn by two antic
steeds, upset both victor and
tanquished before the fun was over. Tell shot
bu:,hcis of apples offthe head of the stuffed suit of
cluihesthat actcd his son, Cceur de Ledén and Sala-
din hacked blocks and cut cushions la W alter
Scutt, and tournaments of greatsplcndor werc held
on jhe gi-ass, in which knights from all ages, dimes,
and races lilted guliantly, while fair dames of ten-
der ycars sat upon the wood-pile to play Ouecns of
Beauty and award the prize of valor.

and antique who

Nor were modern heroes forgottcn. Napoleén
crossed the Alps (a hay-rick, high fence, and
prickly hcdge) with intrcpid courage. Wcliing-

ion won many a W atcrloo in the mclon-patch, and
Washington glorificd cvcry cé6rner of the garden
by his hcroic exploits. Grant smoked sweet-fern
cigars at the fall of Richmoncl; Sherman marched
‘'miciurioiisly to Georgia through the corn and round
‘lie tomato bccl, and Phil Sheridan electrified the
neighborhood by tearing down the road on a
imich-enduring donkey, stiing to unusual
by something ticd to his tail.

It grew to be an almost daily question among the
yeiiiig people, “ What are the Mnrton boys at
now?” for these intcrcsting youths weremiich ad-
inirecl by their mates, who eagerly mnnned the
fenccs ti behold the reveis, when scouts brought
“oi'‘cl of a-new play going on. Mrs. Morton
belicved in making boys happy at home, and so
*'llowcd them entire libcrty in the great garden. as
“"massafer than rivcr.streets, orball-ground, whcrc

“cry mixed crowd was to be found. Hcrc they
“'tic uncler her own cyc, and the safe, sweet tic

agility

between them still held fast; for she was never 100
busy to bind up their wounds after a fray, wave
handkerchicf when cheers told of victory,
rummagc her stores for costiimes, or join in their
eagcr sludy of favorite heroes when rain put an
end to their out-of-dooi fun.

So the summer was a lively onc, and though
the vegetables sulTercd some damage, a good crop
of hcalthy, happy hours was harvestcd, and al!
were satisfiecl. The little house looked much the
worse for the raids made upon it, but still stood
firm with the stars and stripes waving over it, and
peace seemed to reign one October afternoon as the
boys lay under the trees eating apples and plan-
ning what to play next.

“ Bobby wants to be a kiiight of the Round
lable. Wc might take him in and have fun with
the rites, and make him keep avigil and all that,”
anxious to admit his

her

proposcd William W allace,
chosen friend to the iimer circle of the brotlier-
hood.

“ He 's such a little chap, he 'd be scaved and
howl, 1 don’'t vote for that,” said the Black
Prince, rather scornfuliy, as he lay with his kingly
lcgs in the air, and his royal mouth full of apple.

“1 do!” declarod Hcnry of Navarre,
generous and amiable. “ Bob is a plucky iittle
chap, and will do anything we put him to. He's
poor, and the other fellows look down on him, so
that’'s another reason why we ought to take him in
and stand by him. Let’s give him a good trial,
and if he 's brave we 'll have him.”

“ So we will! Let’s do
there waiting to be asked,” cried Billy.

A whistic brought Bobby, with a bcaming face,
for he bunicd to join the fun, but held back
because he was not a gcntlcman’s son. A sturdy,
honcst little soul was Bobby, truc as stecl, brave
lion, and loyal as an old-time vassal to his
young lord, kind Billy, who always told him all
the plans, explained the mysterics, and sharcd the
goodies when feasts were spread.

Now he stood lIcaning against one of the posts
of the little house whither the boys h.icl adjourncd,
and listonccl bashfully while Harry told him what
he must do to join the heroes of the Round Table.
He did not undcrstand h.nlfof it, but was ready for
any trial, and took the comical oath administered
10 him with the utinost solcmnity.
in hcrc for some hours,
and watch your armor. That's the vigil young
knights had lo keep before thcy could fight. You
must n't be scaied at any noiscs you hear, or any-
thing you sec, filor sing out for help, eveii if you
stay hei-e tili dark- You 'll be acoward ifyou do,
and never h.avc a sworcl.”

“ Inily; hope t

always

it now; he’s over

as a

“You must stny locked

promise dic if 1 don't,”



I»*

answered Bobby, fixing his blue eyes on the
speaker, and holding his ciirly head erect with the
air of one ready to face any peril; for the desire
of his soul was to own a sword like Billy's, and
clash it on warlike occasions.

Then a suit of armor was piled up on the red
box, which was by turns altar, tablc, tomb, and
exccutioner’s block. Banners were hung over it,
the place darkencd, two candios lighted, and
after ccrtain rites, which cannot be divulged, the
littie knight was left to his vigil, and the door was
locked.

The boys howlecl outsidc, smote on the roof,
fired a cannon, and taunted the prisoner with dc-
risive epithets to stir him to wrath. But no cry
answered them, no hint of weariness, fcar, or
anger betrayed him, and after a half-hour of this
sort of fun, they left him to the greater trial of
silencc, solitudc, and uncertainty.

The short afternoon was soon gonc, and the tea-
bell rang before the vigil had lasted long enough
to suit the young hcrocs.

“ He wont know what time it is; let ’'s leave
him till after supper, and then march out with
torchos and bring him in to a good meal. Mother
wont mind, and lletty likes to sec boys eat,” pro-
posed Harry, and all being hungry, the first part
of the plan was carried out at once.

But before tea was over the unusual clang of
the firc-bells drove all thought of Bobby out of
tbe boys’ minds, as the thrcc Morton lads raced
away to the cxciting scene, to take their share in
the shouting, running, and tumbling about in
every one’s way.

A fine largo house not far away was biirning, and
till midnight the town was in an uproar. No
Uves were lost, but much property was biirned,
nothing but the fire was thought of till dawn.
A heavy shower did good service, and about
one o'clock people began to go home tired out.
Mrs. Morton and other laches were too busy giving
shelter to the family from the burning house,
and making coffee for the fircmcn, to sencl their
boys to bcd. In fact, they could not catch them ;
for the youngstcrs were wild with excitement, and
pervadecl the place like will-o’-thc-wisps, running
errands, lugging ftirnituve, splashing about with
water, and shouting till they were as hoarse as
crows.

At last the flurry was over, and our three lads,
very dirty, wet, and tired, went to bed and to
slecp, and never once thought of poor Bobby, till
next morning. Then Harry suddenly rose with
an cxclamation that effectualiy roused both his
brothers:

“ Boys! Boys! W e’'ve left Bobby at his vigil
all night !'”

“He would n't be such a fool as to stay; he
could break that oid lock easily enough,” said
Ned, looking troubled, in spite of his words.

“ Yes, he would ! He promised, and he 'll keep

his word like a truc knight. It rained and vas
coid, and everybody was excited about the fire, and
no one knew where he was- | never once thought

of hira all night long. Oh, clear, I hope he is iVt
dead,” cried Billy, tumbling out of bed and mto
his clothes as fast as he could.

The others laughed, but drcssed with unusual
speecl, and flcw 10 the garden-house, to find the lock
unbroken, and all as still insicle as when they left
it. Looking very anxious, Harry opencd the door,
and they all peepcd in. There, at his post before
the altar, lay the littie knight, fast asleep. Rain liad
soaked his clothes, tlie chilly night air had iiiadc
his li|[5s and hands purple with coid, and the triais
of those Inng hours had left the round cheeks some-
what palé. But he still guarded his arms, and at
the first sound was awake and ready to defend
them, though somewhat shak)' with slccp and stiff-
ncss.

The penitent boys poured forth apolngies, in
which fire, remorse, and brcakfast wcrc oddli
mixed. Bobby forgave thcm like a gcntlemun,
only saying, with a laugh and a shivcr, “ t.ucss
I 'd better go home, for ma ’'ll be worriecl abuui
me. If I ’'d known being out all night and geiiing
wet was part of the business, | 'd ’'a’ left word and
brought a blankct. Am | a Round Tablc mnv?
Shall I have a sworcl, and train with the rest? |
dicl n’t holler once, and | ivas n't much scarcd, fcr
all the bells, and the dark, and the rain.”

“ You 've won your spurs, and wc 'll knight yuii
just as soon as wc get time. You 'rc a brave
fellow, and | 'm proticl to havc you onc of my
men. Picase don’t say much about this; "c'l
make it all right, and we 're awfiilly sorry." an-
swerecl Harry, while Ned put his own jacket uvcr
Bobby’'s shoulders, and Billy bcamed at him. fvel-
ing that his friend’s exploit outdid any of his
own.

Bobby marchcd away as prouclly as if he airead;-
saw the banners waving over him, and felt Ihe
accolade that made him a truc knight. But thai
happy moment was delayed for some timo, because
the cokl which he had caught in that shuver
thrcatcned a fit of sickness; and the boys’ Jilay
looked as if it might end in sad earnest.

Harry and his brothers confessed all to inamma,
listened with htimility to her Iccture on triie kiiight-
hood. and clid pcnancc by scrving Bobby like re
brothcrs-in-arms, while he was ill.  As soon astte
hardy boy was all right again, they took solcmu
counsel together how they should reward him, k"
atone for their carelcssness. Many plans were



discussed, ljut none secmed fine enough for this
occasion till Billy had a bright idea.

“ Let’'s buy Bob some hcns. He wants some
drcadfully, and we ought to do something grand
after treating him so badly, and nearly Kkilling
him.”

“Who 's got any money ?
a good idea,” responded Ned, vainly groping inall
his pockets for a dime to head the subscription

with.

I have n't; but it'’s

*‘Mamma would lond us some, and we could

work to pay for it,” began Billy.

No, 1 have a better plan,” interrupted Havry,
“ We ought to make a sacrificc

and suffer for our sins.

with authority.
W ¢ will have an auction

and scll our arms. Tlie boys want them and will

pay well. My lords and gentlemen, what say
ye?”

“We wiul!” responded the ioyal siibjects of
King Henry.

“ Winter is coming, and we can’'t use them,”
said Billy, innocently.

“ And by next spring we shall be too oid for
such games,” added Nccl.

“'Tis well! Ha! cali hither my men. Bring
out the suits of mail; sound the trumpets, and
set on !” thundered Harry, striking an attitude,
and issuing his commands with royal brevity.

A funny scene ensucd; for whilc Billy ran to
eollect the boys, Ned dismantlecl the armory, and
Hal disposcd of the weapons in the most effective
manncr, on trecs, fences, and grass, where the
ljidders could examino and choose at their case.
Their
diese warlikc trcasurcs, for some were real, and
others ingcnious imitations ; so they gladly carne

at sound of the huntcr’'s horn, which was blown

mates had always admircd and coi'ctcd

when Robin Hood wanted his merry men.

Harry was auctionccr, and rattlecl off the most
amazing mcdlcy of nonsense in praise of the arti-
cles, which he rapidly knockeci down to the highest
biddev.
laughed so much they hardly knew what they were
doing, and made the rashest offci-s; but they all

knew what thc money was to be used for, so they

The competition was lively, for the boys

paid their bilis handsomely, and marched oiT with
cross-boivs, oid guns, rusty swords, and tin armor,
quite contented with their bargains.

Seven doliais were rcalized by thc sale, and a
hens solemnly prcsented
to Bobby, wbo was ovenvhelmcd by this
pcctcd atoncmcent, and immediatcly established

his fowls in thc woodshed, where they hajopily re-

fine rooster and several
unex-

sidcd through thc winter, and laid cggs with such
gratifying rapidity that he carned quite a little
fortune, and insisted on saying that his vigil had
made him not only a Untght, but a millionaire.

IIl. Babies.

T he little house stood empty till spring; then
a great stir went on in the garden, in preparation
It was mended, painted red,
fitted up with a small table and cliairs, and a swing,

for a new occupant.

Sunflowers stood sentinel
over it, and

at the door, vines ran
little beds of flowers wcrc planted on
eitlicr side. I’aths were made ali round the lawn.
The neighbors wondered what was coming next,
and one June day they found out; for a proccssion
appeared, the new tenant to the red
mansién, with great rejoicing among the boys.
First carne Billy blowing thc horn, then Ned
waving their best banner, then Hal drawing the

escorting

baby-wagoii, in which, as on a throne, sat tlic little
cousin who had come to spend the summer, and
rule over them like a small s'i'cet tyrant. A very
sprightiy damsel was four-year-oid Queenie, blue-
eyed,
curis, chubby arms that cmbraced every one, and
a pair of stout legs that trotted all day. She sur-
veyed her kingdom with cries of delight, and took

plump, and rosy, with a cloud of yellow

posscssion of “ mine tottage” at once, beginning
housekccping by a tumble out of the swing, a
hcader into thc red chest, and a pinch
of the table. But she «on great praise from the
boys by making light of thcse mishaps, and carne

up smiling, with a burap on hcr bro«', a scratch on

in the leaf

her pug nose, and a bruise on one fat finger, and
turned out tea for the gentlemen as if sheliad dono
it all hcr life; for the table was set, and all man-
ner of tiny cakcs and rolls stood ready to welcomc
her.

This was only thc beginning of tea-parties; for
very soon a flock oflovely little friends carne to play
with Queenie, and so many pretty reveis went on
that it secmed as if fairies liad taken possession of
the sm.ill house. Dolls had picnics, kittens went
a-visiting, tin earts rattled up and down, gay bal-
loons ilew about, pigmy soldiers tocldled round thc
paths in papcrcaps, and bestof all, rosy little girls
danced on thc grass, pickcd thc ilowcrs, chased the
.and sang as blithely as thc birds.
Quecnic took the load in these frolics, and got
into no euti of scrapcs by her lovc of exploration,
— often

buttcrilies,

leading her small fripnds into thc straw-

berry-bed, down thc over the wall, or to

“ a dint

road,
some neighbors house, eoolly demancling
a water and dinderbed for all us ones.”
Ctiards were set, bars and locks put up, orders
given, and punishments inflicted, but all in vain;
the daiintless baby always managed to escape, and
after anxious hunts and domestic fiurries, «oulcl be
found up in the road, or under the big rilnibarb
leaves, on the high fencc, orcalm ly strolling to town
without her hat. All sorts of people took her to
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dvivc at her request, and brought her back just as
her agitated relativos were flying to the rivcr in
despair.

“We must tie hcr up,” said Mrs. Morion,
quite worn out with her pranks.

S a strong cord was put round Queenie’s waist,
and fastened to one of the rings in thc little house
whcre Tom used to be chained. At first she raged
and tugged, tlien submiitcd, and played about as
if she did n’'t carc; but she laid plans in her
naughty little miad, and carried them out, to thc
great dismay of Bessic, the maid-

“ 1 want to tut di-ass,” she said in hcr most per-
suasivc tonos.

So Bessic gave her tlie rusty scissors she was
aliowed to use, and let hcr play at making hay tul
her toy wagén was full.

“ 1 want a dint of water, p'ease,” was the next
request, and Bessie went in to get it.
delaycd a fcw momecents, and when she carne out
no sign of (¢uconie remained but a pile of yellow
hair cut off in a hurry, and the end of the cord.
Slyboots was gone, scissors and all.

Then there was racing and calling, scokling and
wailing, but no Queenie was to be seen anywhere
on the premises.

She was

Poor Bessie ran one way, Aunt
Morton another, and Billy, who happenecl to be
at home, poked into all thc nooks and corners for
the runaway.

An hour passed, and things began to look se-
rious, when Billy carne in much excitcd, and
laughing so he could hardly speak.

“ Where do you think that dreadful baby has
turned up ? Over at Pat Floyd’s. He found her
in the water-pipes. You know a lot of those big
ones are lying in thc back strcct ready to use as
soon as the trench is dug. W cil, that little rascal
crept in, and then could n't turn round, so she went
on till she carne out by Pat's house, and nearly
scared him out of his wits. Thcpipcs were not
joined, so she had light and air, but 1 guess she
had a hard road to travcl. Such a hot, dirty, tired
baby you never saw. Mrs. Floyd is washing her
up. You 'd better go and get hcr, Bessie.”

Bessic went, and rcturned with naughty Oueenie,
who looked as ifhcr curis had been gnawed off and
the sand of the great desert had been ground into
hcr hands and knees,— not to mcntion the iron-
rust that ruincd hcr pretty pink frock, or the crown
of her liat which was rubbed to rags.

1 was n't frightened. You said Docl be'd all
wound, so | goed wite alén’, and Miss F’'oyd gived
me a nice coid tatcr.and a tootic.”

That was Quecnie’s account of thc 11 tter, but
she behaved so well after it that her friends sus-
pcctecl Ilie porilous prank liad made a good im-
pression upon her.

To keep her at home she was set to farming,
and the little house was transformed into a min-
iature barn. In it lived a rocking-horse, several
wooden cows, woolly sheep, cats and dogs, as well
as a queer collection of carts and carriagcs, tools
and baskets. Every day the busy little farmcr dug
and hoed, planted and ivatered her “ dardin,” made
hay, harvested vegetables, picked fruit, or took
care of imimais,— pausing now and then to ride
hcr horsc, or drive out in her “ phaeton.”

The littie friends carne to hclp her, and the
flower bcds soon looked as if an earthquake had
upheaved them; for things were planted upside
down, holcs were dug, stones were piled, and
putatoes laid about as if they ivere expected to
plant theinselves. But baby cheeks bloomed like
roses, small hands were browned, and busy fcei
trotted firmly about the paths, while the little
red barn echoed with the gayest laughter all da\-
long.

On Oueenie's fifth birthday, in .September, alie
liad a gypsy party, and all the small neighbors
carne to it. A tent was pitched, thrcc tall polcs
held up a kcttle over a “ iruly fire” that made
thc water really boil, and suppcr was spread on thc
grass. The little giris worc red and blue pctti-
coats, gay shau ls or cloaks, bright handkeichiefs on
their heads, and as many beads and breastpiiis as
they liked. borne had tambourines and shook them
as they danced ; one carried a dolly in the hood
of hcr cloak like a truc gypsy, and all sung, skip-
ping hand in hand round the fire.

The mammas looked on and helped about sup-
per, and Bcss sat in the tent like an ofid woman,
and told pleasant fortunes, as she looked in the
palms of the soft little hands that the children
sliowed hecr.

They had a charming lime, and all remembercd
itwell; for that night, when the fun was over,
every one in bed, and thc world asleep, a great
storm carne on ; the wind blcw a gale and chiinney
tops flew off, blinds banged, trees were broken,
apples w'hisked from the boughs by the bushel, and
much mischiof was done. But woi-st of ail, the
dear little house ivas blown away ! The roofwent
in one direction, the boards in another, the poor
horse lay hccis up, and the rest of the aninials
were scattered far and wide over the garden.

Greatwasthe lamcntation nextmorningwhen the
children saw thc ruin. Thcboys feltthat itwaspast
mending, and gave it up; while Queenie consoled
hereelf for Uie devastation of hcr farm by the
chikUsh belief that a crop of new cats and dogs,
cows and horses, would come up in the spring froai
the seed sown broadcast by the storm.

So that was tlic sad end of the little house in the
Uiirden.



Mv sister Kitty has lovely fans,—

Oh, ten times finer than sister Ann's!
Kitty's are beautiful— satin, and pearl,
(Kitty Mas ahvays a dressy girl )

Kbony, tortoisc-shell, lace and gold;
Shinimering, shining in every fold;
Dedccked and titmmed witli fur and feather,—
And she needs ihein even in wintcr weather.

Ann's (ah, how many slie has!) are plain,
Clean and cool as the stimmer rain;
Paper and palm-leaf fans are they,
Three for a diinc, | have heard her say;
Strong and firm, yet light to bear,

And iatlen with cool, rcfreshing air,

As, buund on errands of liclp and pity,
She carrics them through the scorchiiig city.

To-day she is sitting by tiny beds
Cooliug poor littie, siifTering heacis ;
Fanning lightiy — softly — slow

Till the littie ones far into drcamland go.

| often think of diese different fans,
Kitty's, so lovely — and sister Ann’s.

HKSSII-; H 1.1



A YANKEE

BOY'S ADVENTURE AT THE

SEA-SIDE.

iA Tme Slory.)

By Spencer Borden.

“And what do you think, Papa! A gentlcman
left liis horse down on the bcacli, yesterday, tvith
his t'vo little children in the carriage. The horse
ran away and carne right up past our house !”

The speaker was Harry Bradford, a bright lioy
of ten years. lie was the oldest of five children,
and, with his brothcr
younger, he had come

who was tlirce ycars
to mcct their father at
tire train, and was now tclling him what had hap-
pened since they last saw him.

Mr. Bradford had taken his family to the sea-
sidc for the summer vacation, and they wcrc en-
joying it to the utinost; for they had taken their
pony, and with ridjng, boating, and swimming, the

boys were having a royal holiday. The father

rcmained at his business in the city through tlic
week, but carne to them every Friday night; and
Saturdays and Sundays, when tlie children had
him to join them in their sport and
consiclered the best days of all.

The place choscn by the Bradfard family "as a
mile or two outsicle one of the fashionable citics by
the sea. Between two rocky hcadlands,a mile anda
halfapart, a beautiful bcach ofwhite sand stretched

rcsf, tliey

in a graceful curve, and upon it rolled the surf m
dark-green waves breaking continually into white
foam. Here the children played in the sand” bathcd
in the clear water, or rodé in their pony-cart along
the harcl, smooth beach.

The farm-house whcrc they boarded was abnut



a quarter of a mile back from the beach, on an
avenue much frcquented by riders and driving
parties from the gay city near by.

The Corning of summer visitors had occasioned
quite a transformation in the okl house.
had been added to the front, and on it hung a
hammock, while another hammock could be seen
under the apple-trees in the orchard which lay on
the ocean sitie of the mansién. The grass had
been trimmed to make a smooth lawn, tlie house
had been painted, red tubs with flowers in them
werc placed at various points, and a semicircular
giavcled drive-way lcd from a gate belo'v tho
house, at the edge of the orchard, past the frontof
the low piazza, and outto another gate as far above
the house as the first was below — the two gates
being perhaps one hundred and fifty feet apart.

Everj'thing about the preiniscs had a very attrac-
tive appearance, especially to Mr. Bradford, as he
camc from his hot city office, driving up the pleas-
aiil road about sunset, his bright eager boys re-
counting the

A piazza

tale of their week's doings to his
willing ears.

When Harry spokc of the ninaway horse, Mr.
Bradford was at once interested, for he imagined
the feelings of tho frantic father on sccing his little
children in such imminent dangcr. So he said:

“ Did the children get hurt, Harry?”

“ 0O, no, Papa; the horse was stopped.”

“ Who stopped him, myboy?”

“ Mr. Marsh did. Papa;— but | hclped, too.”

Finding that no serious conseqiicnces had come
from the advcnturc, Mr. Bradford paidlittle atten-
tion to Harry’'s raodest avowai of a part in it, and
as the boy said no more abnut the runaxi’ay, con-
versation turncclintil other channels, and the father
thought no more of it until after suppecr.

Mr. Marsh, whom Harry had mentioncd, was a
Ncw York gentlcman,

witli and

the

who, his wifc
liaby, was stopping at the same house with
Bradfords-

After the evening mcal, Mr. Bradforcl carne out
upon the piazza to enjoy the fresli breeze from the
ocean, and there found Mr. Marsh sitting alone,
and apparently in deep thought.

Mr, Bradford greeted him with a heavty shakc
of the hand, and drawing a chair to hisside, seated
himself, saying:

“ Well, Mr. Marsh, Harry tells me you
quite an cxcitcmcnt here yesterday.

had
How about
the runaway? ”

“ It was the pluckicst act 1 ever saw!” said
Mr. Marsh, half rising.
Mr. Bradford looked at him in amazcment,

“ What do you mean?” he asked.
said Mr.
come

Marsh.
up from

“ Let me tell you about it,”
Yesterday, after all had
bathing, | sat hcrc on the piazza, reading, with
baby in ray lap. Your children were playing on
the grass in the orchard, near that lower gate, and
Mrs. Marsh sat near me on the piazza.

“

we

“ Suddenly we heard tho clattcr of a horse’s feet,
and a shout in a man’s voice : ‘ Stop that hoi-se !
stop that horse !’ Looking up, | saw a carriage
containing two little children, about two and thrce
years oid, drawn by a horse that was madly riish-
ing straight up the road. It \as a terrible moment.
| turned to give the baby to Mrs. Marsh, and ran
for the iipper gate, as 1 knew the horse would pass
the lower gate before | could get there. But Harry
had seen him too, and as the horse carne past, the
boy shot out from the gate like a flash of light,
and without a word sprang at the horse’'s head,
seized the bridlc, and hcld on with a grip like a
vise. His weight was insiifficicnt to stop the
frightened animal, which dragged the boy, his
fcet hardly touching the ground, from the point
where he scizced it, bvcr the entire distance to ihe
upper gate. Hcrc | also was alDle to clutch the
bridle, and wc brought the horse to a standstill.
W hen the father camc up, he was so agitatcd that
he could not spcak.”

Such was the adxenture so simply told by
Harry, when he said— “ But | hclped, too.”

The readcrs of ST. NiCHOI-AS may be glad to

knov\ that this is no slory made up from imagina-

tion. “ Harry” is a real live boy, only eleven
years okl now, though of course his fiame is not
Harry, nov his futhcr's namc Bradford. The
incident here rccoideci hap]|)cned in August,
1883, and “ Harry” will be as much surprised
as any of you when he veads about it ; for he is as
eagcr to read his ST. Nicholas when it comes,
as he is happy to ride his pony or to dive

through the big 'vavcs when the surf bicales on
the beach.
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1
"WOKT THii MAH DS SURI'KISEP, WHEN S
HB DETS BACK AND PINDS tT A

ALL done!”

SURPRISK. i

iHe man [UNS sukprissD.

HISTORIC BOYS.*

By E. s.

VIL

H.A.LDWIN OI' JKRUSALK.M : THE BOV CRUS5ADKR-

[JCfio~K iii BnLivjiv !i/., thc yi/fh o/ the l.atin Khtgs oj

JernSftitm. |

How many of my young rcaclers know any-
thing of that uventfiil and romantic chapter in the
history of PaicsCine, when, for eiglUy-eight yeais,
from the days of Duke Godfrcy, greatest of the
Crusaders, to the time of Saiadin, greatest of the
by Christian

drawn

Sultans, Jerusalem was governed
nobles and guarded by Christian knights,
frjnti thc shores of Ital)', thc plains of Nonnandy,
aiidkthc forests of Anjou ? It is a chapter full of

interest and yet but little known, and it is at about

Brooks.

the middle of this historie pcriod, in the fall of ihe
year 1147, that our sketch opens.

In the palacc of thc Latin kings, on thc slope-.
of Mount Moriali, a boy of fifteen and a girl of
leaning against an opcn casemcnt and
looking out the September
toward the valley of thc Jordan and the purple
hills of Moab-

“ Give me thy gittcrn,

ton were

through clcai- air

Isa,” said the boy, a
ruddy-faced youtli, with gray eyes and auburn hair;
“let me play thc air that Réné, the troubadoiir,
taught me yesterday. | Tl warrant thee 't will sei
thy feei a-fiying, if | can but master the strain.”
and he hummed over thc gay mcasure-

But the fair had now found

young Isabclle

“ Copyright, 198, by R S Brodks. Al righissresonad



something more absorbing than the song of the
troubadour.

“ Nay, my lord, rather let me try the gittern,”
she said. “ See, now will 1 charm this snaily
from its cell with the air that Réné taught me,”
and together the two hcads bent over onc of the
littie “ clesert Egypt,” which

Isabelle of Tyre had found crawling along

vicious snails of
young
the casement of the palace.

“ Snaily, snaily, Hule nun,

Come out of ihy cell, come inio the sun;

Show me thy horns without delay,

Or | 'll toar thy conveni-wails awav,"

sang the girl mcrrily, as she touched tlie strings of
her gittern. But his snailship continued closc and
mute, and fhe boy laughed loudly as he picked up
the snail and laid it on his open palm, m

“T he said;
troubadour to come out at his

is vain, lIsa,” “ thy snaily is no
lady’s summons-
ild Hassan says the sluggards can sloep for full
four ycars, but trust rae to wakcn this one. So,
holo ! Sec, Isa, there be his hoiuis— ah ! oh ! the
foot of a lion grind thy Fagan shell!” he cried,
dancing around the room in pain, “ the beast hath
Out,

snail from him in a rage, while Isabelle clung to the

bitten me! Ishmaelito!” and he flung the
casement laughing hcaitily at her cousin's mishap.

But the snail flew across the room at an unfor-
tunate moment, for the arras j~arted suddenly and
a tall and stalwart man clothed in the coarse wool-
en gown of a palmer, or pilgrim to Jcrtisaicm,
cntered the apaitment just in time to receive the
snail full against his rcspected and vencrated nosc.

“ The sainls protect us ! ” exciaimed the palmer,
dvawing back in surprise and clapping a hand to
his face. “ Doth the King of Jcrusalcm keep a
catapult in this his palace tvith which to greet
his visitors?” Then, spying the two young peo-
ple, who stood in some clismay by tbhe open case-
nient, the stranger strode
laid a heavy hand upon the boy’s shoukler, while
littie Isa’s smothercd laugli changedto aii alavmed
and trcmulous “ Oh !~

“ Thou tinrnannerly boy,” the palmer,
“how dar’st thou thus assaiilt a pilgrim ?”

But tlie lacl stood his ground stoutly. “ Lay off
thine hand, sir palmer,” he said. “ Who art thou,
forsooth, that doth prcss thy way into the private
chambers of the king?”

“ Nay, that is not for thee to know,” replied the
palmer. “ Good faitli,
thee well, sir page,
iience.”

But hete littlc Isa, having recovercd her voice,
exciaimed hurriedly: “ O no,— not page, good
pahner. He is no pago ; he is ”

“ Peacc, Isa,” the lad brokc in with that pecul-

across the room and

said

1 have a mind to shakec
for this thy great impcrti-

iar wink of the left eyelid well known to every’
boy who deais in mischief and mystery. “ Let
the gray palmer tcll us who he may be, or, by my
plume, he goeth no further in the palace here.”
The btirly pilgrim lookccl down upon the lad,
who, with arms akimljo and defiant face, barred

his progress. I-lelaughed a grini and dangerous

laugh. “ Thou rare young malapen !” he said.
“ Hath, then, thcstateofgreat King Godfrey fallen
that chattcring children keep the royal

Then, scizing the boy by the ear, he

whirled him aside and said;

so low
doors ?”
“ Out of my path,

sir page. Let :ne have instant speech with the
king, thy master, ere | seek him out myself and
bid him punish roundly such a saucy young

jackdaw as thou.”
“ By what token askest thou to see the king ?”
the boy demanded. nursing his wounded ear.

“ By this same token of the royal seal,” le-
plied the palmer, and he held out to the lad a
golden signet-ring, “ tlje which | was to show

to whomsocver barred my path and crave due
entrancc to the king for the gray palmer,
radin.”

Con-

“ So, 't is the queen mother’s signet,” said the
boy. “ There is then no gainsaying thee. Well,
good palmer Conradiii, thou need’'st go no fur-
ther. / am the King of Jerusalem.”

The palmer startcd in surprise.
more tricks, boy,” he said, sternly.

“ Nay, 'tis no trick, good palmer,” said littie
Isabelle, in solemn asstirance. “ This isthe king.”

The palmer saw that the littlc maid spoke truly,
but he seemed still full of wondev, and, grasping
the young king’s shoulder, he held him off at
ann’s lcngth and looked him over from head to

“ Give me no

foot.

“ Thou the king !” he e.xclaimed. “ Thou that
Bald™min of Jciusalem whom men do cali the hero
of the Jordéan, the paladin, the young conqucror
of Bostra? Thou - -a bov !”

“ It ill ljescemeth me to lay elaim to be hero
and paladin,” said young King Baldwin modcstly.
But know, sir pilgrim, that I am as surely King
thou the palmer
W hat warrant, then, hast thou, gray
palmer though thou be, to lay such heavy hands
upon the king?” And he strove to free himself
from the strangcr’s grasp.

But the palmer caught
with a strong embrace.

Baldwin of Jerusalem as art

Conraclin.

him round the neck
“ What warrant, jad?”
he exciaimed heavtily, “ W hy, the warrant of a
brother. good my lord. Thousands of Icagucs havc
I travelcd to seek and sticcor thee. Littie brother,
here 1 am known only as a gray palmer, but from
the Rhine to Ratisbon and Rome am | hailcd

as Conrad, King of Germany !”
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It was now the lioy’s turn to start in much
esurprise. “ Thou the great Empcror— and in
palmer’s garb ?” he said. “ Where, then, are thy
followcrs, valiant Conrad? ”

“ Six thousand worn and weary knights camp
under the shadow of Acre’'s walls,” leplied the
Emperor sadly, “ the solé remains of that gallant
train of ciése on ninety thousand knights who
followed our banner from distant Ratislson,
Greek traitors and Arab spears have slain the
rest, and | am come in the guise of a simple
pilgrim to help thee, noble boy, in thy struggles
'gainst the Saracen,”

“ And the King of France ?” asked Baldwin.

“ King Louis is cven now at Antioch, with
barely seven thousand of his seventy thousand
Frankish knights,” the Emperor rcpiied. “ The
rest fell, even as did mine, by Greek craft, by
shipwrcck, and by the foe's strength oi device.”

It is a sad story — the record of the Sccond
Crusade. From first to bist it tells but of disaster
and distress, amidst which only one figure stands
out bright and bravo and valorous — the figure of
the youthful king, the boy crusadcr, Balclwin
of Jerusalcm. It was a critical time in the Cru-
sadcr’'s kingdom. From Hungary to Syria dis-
aster followed disaster, and of the thousands of
knights and spearmen who entcred the crusade
only a miserable remiiant reachcd Palestine, led
on by Conrad, Emperor of Germany, and Louis,
King of Franco. The land they camc to succor
was full Uf jealousy and feucl, and the brave boy
king alone gave them joyful wclcoine. But young
Bald'vin had pluck and vigor enough to coiinter-
balance a host of laggards.

“ Knights and barons of Jerusalem,” he said, as
he and .the pilgrim emperor entered the audicncc-
hall, “ 't is for us to act. Lay we asidc all paltry
jealousy and bickering. Our brothcrs from the
W est are here to aid us.”

The Syrian climate brceds lazincss, but it also
calis out quick p.ission and the fire of excitement.
Catching the inspiration of the boy’s earnest spirit,
the whole assemblagc of knights and barons, prel-
ates and pcoplc, shoutcd their approval, and the
audience-chamber rang again and again with the
cries of the Crusadcrs.

Ere long, within the walls of Acre, the three
crusading kings, the monarchs of Germany, of
Francc, and of Jerusalem, resolved to strike a
sudden and terrible blow at Saraccn supremacy,
and to win glory by an entirely ncw conqucst, full
of dangcr and honor — the storming of the city of
Uamasciis. Oldest and fairost of Syrian cities,
Damascus, called by the oid Roman empcrors the
“eye of all the East,” riscs from the midst of
orchards and gardens, fiowering vincs, green

mcadows, and waving palms; the raountains of
Lebanon look down upon it from the wecst, and far
to the east strctchcs the dry and sandy plain of the
great Syrian desert.

W ith banners streaming and triimpets playing
their loudest, with armor and lance-tips gleaming
in the sun, the anny of the Crusadcrs rvound down
the slopes and passcs of the Lebanon hills and
pitched their camp around the town of Dareya, in
the green plain of Damascus, scarco four miles
distant from the city gatcs. Then the princcs and
leaders assembled for counsel as to the plan and
manner ofassault upon the triple walls.

The camp of King Baldwin and tho soldiers of
Jerusalem lay in advance of the allies of Francv
and Germany, and nearer the beleaguered city, as
the place of honor for the brave young leader wlin
led the van of battle. From the looped-up entrance
to a showy pavilion in the ccnter of King Baldwin’s
camp, the fair young maiden, lIsabclle of Tyrc,
who, as was the custotn of the day, had come with
other high-born ladics to the place of siege, looked
out upon the vcrdant and attractive gardens th.it
stretched before her ciése up to the walls of
Damascus. To the little Lady Isabclle the sccnc
was wondcrfully attractive, and she rcadily yieldod
to a suggestioii from young Renaud de Chalillon,
a heedless and hcadstrong Frankish page, who
“ doiible-darcd ” her to go flower-picking in the
encmy’s gardens. Together thcy left the pavil-
ion, and, passing the tired oulposts, strolled
idly down to the green banks of the little rivci-
:hat flowcd through the gardens and washed
the walls of Damascus. The verdant river-hank
was strewn thick with fiowers and tho fallon
scarlctblossoms of the pomogranatc, while luscious
apricots hung within easy reach, and the dooli
shade of the walnut trees gave cool and delightful
shclter. W hat wondcr that the hoedless young
pcople lost all thought of danger in the bcaut>
around them, and, wandering on a little and still a
little further from the proteccién of their own camp.
were soon deep in the mazcs of the dangorous
gardens.

But suddcnly thcy heard a great stir in the grovc
beyond tliein ; they started in terror as a dash of
barbarie music, of cymbals and of atabais, soundotl
on their ears, and, in an instant, thcy found
themselves siirrnundcd by a swarm of sw'aitlq
Saracens. The Lady lIsabclle was soon a stnig-
gling prisoner, but nimble young Renaud, swiftor-
footcd and more wary than hiscompanion, cscapcd
from the grasp of his whitc-vobcd captor, tripped
up the heels of a ficrcc-cyed Saraccn witli a
sudden twist learncd in the tilt-yard, and spcd like
the wind towurd King Baklwin’'s camp, shouling
as he ran: “ Rescue, rescue for Lady lIsabclle!



Out of the Crusader's camp poured swift and
speedy succor, a flight of spcars and arrows carne
frora eicher band, but the dividing distance was
too gi'eat, and with a yell of triumph thc Saracens
and their fair young captive were iost in the thick
shadows. .Straightinto King Baldwin’s camp sped
Rcnaud, still shouting; “ Rcscuc, thc
Lady lIsabelle is prisoner !” Straight through thc
aroused and s'varming camp to where, within thc
walls of Dareya, the crusading chicfs still sat in
council, down at King Daldwin’s feet he dropped,
and cricd breathlessly : “ My lord King, the Lady
Isabelle is prisoner to the Saracens !”

Isa a prisoner ! ” exclaimed the young King,
springing to his feet. “ Rescue, rescue, my lords,
for the sweet little lady of Tyre! Let u'ho will,
follow me straight to the camp of the foe ! ”

There was a hasty mounting of steeds among
thc Crusaders’ tents; a hasty bracing-iip of armor
and settling of casques; shields were liftcd high
laid in rest, and, followccl by a
luindred knights, the boy crusader dashed iinpetu-
oiisly from his camp and charged into the thick
gardcns that held his captivc cousin. His action
wasquicker tbanlsabelle’'scaptors hadanticipated;
for, halting ere they rodé within the city, thc Sara-
cens had placed her within one of.the little pali-
jaded towcrs scattered through the gardens for the
purposeofdcfcnse. Quick-witteclandready-eared,
ihe little lady ceascd her sobs as she heard through
ihe trecs thc well-known " Bcausant” thc war-
cry of the Kniglits of the Temple, and the ringing
shout of “ A Baldwin to thc rescue !”
far out of the little tower, she shook her crimson
scarf, and cricd shrilly:
Clirislian maidcn !”

rescue!

and spcars were

Leaning
“ Rescue, rescue for a
King Baldwin saw thc waving
scarfand hcard his cousin’scry. Straight tlirough
ihe heclge-way he charged, a dozen knights at his
liecls ; a storm of Saraccn arrows rattle against
shicid and hauberk, but-the palisades are soon
forced, tho swarthy captors fall before the Icveled
lances of the rescuers, the Lady lIsabelle springs
with a cry of joy to thc saddle of the King, and
then, whceling around, thc gallant band spced back
toward tlie camp ero the bcwilderocl Saracens can
recoverfrom theirsurprise. Butthe vecovcry comes
full soon, and now from every qiiarter flutter the
cloaks of the Saracen horsemen. They swarm
from garden, and tower, and roadway, and through
thc opencd city gates fresh troops
clash down the wide
W ith
thc Crusaders, fully

of hoi-scmcen
roadway that crosses the
equal spced the cam]3 of
roused, is pouring forth its
thousands, and King Baldwin sees, with the joy
of a ))racticed warrinr, that tho foolish freuk of a
thdughtless little maiden has brought
great and glorious battle.

narrow river.

about a
T'hc rcscued Isabelle is

quickly given in charge of a trusty squire, who
bears her back to camp, and then, at the head of
the forward battle, thc boy crusader bears down
upon the Saracen host, shouting-: “ Ho, knights
and barons, gallant bvothers, follow me !”— and
the battle is fairly joined.

Rankonrank, withspearsinrestandvisorsclosed,
the crusading knights charge to the assault. Fast
behind the knights prcss thc footmen — De Mow-
bray’s English archers,King Louis’scrossbow-nien,
Conrad’s spcarmcn, and the javelin-men of Jcru-
salem. Before the fury of thc onsct the mass of
mufflcd Arabs and armorcd Saracens break and
yield, but from hedge and towcr and loop-holcd
wall fresh flights of arrows and of javelins rain
down upon the Christian host, and the grcen gardens
of Damascus are torn and tramplcd with the fury
of the battle. But ere long thc wild war-shouts of
the Saracens grow less and less defiant; the en-
trenchmecnts are stormed, the palisades and toivers
are forced, thc enemy turn and flee, and by the
“ nevcr-failing valiancy” of the boy crusader and
his followers the gardens of Damascus are
hands of thc Christian knights.

But now fresh aid pours through the city gates.
New bodies of Saracens prcss to the attack, and, led
in person by Anar, Prince of Damascus, the de-
feated host ralbes for a final stand upon thc verdant
river-banks of the clcar-flowing Barada.

Still Baldwin
Icads thevan, and around hisswaying standard rally
thc knights of Jerusalem and the soldier-monks of
the Temple and the Hospital. Twice are they
driven backwarcl by thc fury of thc Saraccn re-
sistance, and cager young Renaud de Chatillon,
anxious to rctrieve his thoughtlcss action, which
brought on the battle, is forced to yield to ~“nother
lad of eleven, a brown-faced Kuidish boy, who in
after years is to be habed as the Conqueror of thc
Crusaders — Saiadin, thc greatest of thc Sultans.
The battle wai-crs.

in the

Again the battle ragos furiously.

The Frcnch kniglits can only
hold their gi-ound in stubborn conflict; the brave
soldiers of Jerusalem are tlirown into disorder, and
the boy-leadcr’s horse, pierccd by a spcar-thrust,
falls with his lider on a losing field. But hark !
new cry swells upon tlic air. “ A Conrad to the
Ho, Rescue for the stand-
ard!” and through tho tanglcdand disorderccl mass
of the cavalry of France and Palcstine prcss the
stalwart Gorman and a thousand dis-
mountcd knights. The Saraccn Unes fall back
befoi-e the charge, while in bnld defiancc the swoid
of the emperor gleams above his crest. As if in
acccptancc of his unproclaimcd challenge, a gigan-
tic Saracen emir, sheathcd in complete ai-mor,
strides out before the pagan host, and the fiercely
raging battle stops on thc instant, while the two

rescue! a Conrad!

ompcror



great combatants face each other alone. Their
great swords gleam in the air. With feiiit and
thnist, and stroke and skillful parry the champ-
ions wage the duel of the giants, till, suddenly,
in onc of those feats of strength and skill that
stand out as a marvelous battle-act, tlie sword of
the emperor with a single mighty stroke stretches
the Saracen’s armor-covered body at his feet. The
Turks break in dismay as their champion falls.
Young Baldwin rallies his disordered forces, the
war-cries mingle with the trumpet-peal, and, on
foot, at the head of their knights, the two kings
lend onc last charge against the enemy and drive
the fleeing host within the city walls. W ith shouts
of victory, the Christian army encamp upon the
field their valor has conquercd, and Damasciis is
almost won.

Then,
were made,

within the for fiight
for the city seemed cloomccl to cap-
ture. But— “ there is many a slip 'twixt the cup
and the lip.” In the camp of the Crusaders
the exultant leaders were already quarreling over
whose domain the conquered city should be when
its gates were opened to Christian victnrs.

city, preparations

once
The Syrian princes, the great lords of the W est,
the monkish Knights of the Temple and of the
Hospital, alike claimcd the prize, and the oid fable
of the hunterswho fought for the possession of the
lion's skin before the lion was captured was once
more illustrated. For, meantime, in the palace at
Daniascus, the captive page Renaud stood before
the Saraccn prince Anar, and the prince asked the
boy: “As between thinc honorand thyhead, young
Christian, which would’st thou desire to keep ?”

“ So pleasc your highness,” replied the page,
it may be kept with my head;
mine honor

“my honor, if
but if not— why then, what were
worth to me without my head ?”

“ Thou art a shrewd young Frank,” said the
Prince Anar. “ But thou may’'st keep thy head
and, perchancc, thine too, if that thou
canst keep thy ready tongue in chcck. Bear then
this scroll in sccret to him whom men do cali
Bernard, Granel Master of the Knights of the
Temple, and, hark ye, see that no word of this

honor

scroll comclh to the young King Baldwin, else
shall the bowstrings of my slaves o’crtake thec.
Go ; thou art free!”

“ My life upon the safe dcliveiy of thy scroll,

great Prince,” said young Renaud, ovcrjoyed to be
freed so easily, and, soon in the Crusaders’ camp,
he sought the Grand Master and liandcd him the
scroll in secrct. The face of the Templar was
dark with envy and anger, for his counseis and the
claims of the Syrian lords had been set aside, and
the princedom of D.imascus whicli he had cov-
eted had been promised to a Western barén.

“ So," said the Granel Master, as he read the
scroll, “ the Couiu ol"PTanders may yet be balkcd
W hat says the emir? Three casks of bczants and
the city of Cmsarea for the Templars if this siegc
be raiscd. 'T is a princely offcr and more th.ui
can be gained from these Flemish boors,”

“ Gallant lords and mighty princes,” he said,
rcturning to the council. “ 'T is useless for us to
hope to forcé the gates through this mass of gar-
dcns, where men do but fight in the dark.
Rather let us depart to the desert side of the ciiy,
where, so say my spies, the walls are weakcr and
less stoutly protected. These may soon be car-
ried. Then may we gain the city for the noljle
Count of Flanders, ere that the Emir Nouredclin,
who, I learn, iscomingwith a mighty forcé of allies
for the Saraccn, shall succor the city and keep
it from US longer.”

This craftily given advice seemed wise, and the
crusading camp was quickly withdrawn from tlic
beautiful and well-watered gardcns to the dvy and
arid desert before the easterly walls of tlie city.
Fatal mistake ! the walls proved stout and unas-
sailable, the desert could not support the life of so
large an army, whose supplies were spceclily
wastcd, and through the gardens the Christians
had desertecl fresh hosts of Arabs poured into (he
Victory gave place to defcat and rejoicing to
despair. Days of fruitlcss assauit were followeei b)
nights of dissension, and finally the crusading hnst,
worn by want and divided in counsel, abruptli
cnded a sicge they could no longer maintair.
But in the final council young Baldwin picadcd for
rcnewcd endcavor.

“ And is it thus, my lords,” he said, “ that ye
do give up the faircst prize in Syria, and st.md
recreant to your vows ?”

“ King Baldwin,” said Conrad,
bravo and gallant yoiith, and were all like thee.
our swords had not been in vain. Bul
youth and valor may not hope to cope with greed.
W e are deceived. W'c have suffcrcd from treason
where it was least to be feared, and more de.-idl,
than Saraccn arrows are the secret stabs of ibi
barons of Syria.”

“ What thou dost claim

city-

“ thou art a

drawn

I may not disprovc b>
said the young King hotly, “ for licre
have been strange and secret doings. But foi
the honor of my country and my crown 1 nia;
not idly listen to thy condcmning speech. Conrad
of Germany, there lies my gage 1°’

“ Brave youth,” said Conrad, picking up the
boy’s mailcd glove, so impetuously flung before
him, and haiiding it to Baldwin with gcntle
courtesy, “ this may not be. [Itisnot forsuch a
noble-heartccl lad as thou to longer stand the
Champion for tr.nitnrs.”

words,”



So the victory almost assured by thc intrepidity
ofthc boy crusader was lost through the treachcry
of his followers; but it is at least some satisfaction
10 know that the loetrayers were themselics loe-
tiayed, and that cite three casks of goldcn bczanls
préved lo be BUt worthless brass.

“THOU TIIU KiSU I EXCI.AIIEI)

King Loiiis and Conrad thc Kmpcror rcUirned
lo their European dominions in angcr and disgust.

ITie Second Crusade, wliich liad cost so tcrribly
in Ufe and treasiirc, was a miserable failure, with
only a boy’s liravery to light ujs its drcary history.
Sadly disappointccl at thc result of his efforts,
Soimg Baldwin still held his cncrgy and valor iiii-
subdued. Poisoncd by his

Arab physician, lie
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died at thirty-three,
while even his gencrous foc,
reddin,

mourned by all Jerusalem;
the Saraccn Non-
rcfused to take advantage of his rival’'s
dcaii.

Tire history of the Crusades is thc story of two

hundred years of strife and battle, rclieved only

THE PII-GKfll.'™* (REI? PAGII 7~ )

by some bright spots wlicn tlie flash of a hcroic
life lights up thc blackncss of superstition and
of cruelty. And among its vnliant knights, equal
in honor and couragc and courtesy with Godfrey
and Tancred and Richard of Kiigland and Sala-
din, will ever stand thc namc and famc of tlie
young ruler of the short-lived Latin kingdom of
Jerusalem — Baldwin, the Boy Crusader.
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THE WITCH OF WOODY DELL.

By Charles R. Talbot.

(iTTLE Mabel Black-eyes,— bless her pretty face!
And all her quick, imperious ways, and all her childish grace I—

Went out one morning 'mong the birds and 'mong the rose-hung bushes;
Herself as swecl as roses are, as tuneful as the thrushes.

She drifted down the orchard lafie as though the brcczcs bleiv her;
Threw back the kisses that the trees in scented blossoms thrcw her;

And, where the babbling brook bends near, upon its shining way,

A house half hid, she turned aside to cali on Mother Cray.

Dame Gray, the “ Witch of Woody Dell,” sat in her lonely kitchen,
'Twas just the place for all the world you 'd look to find a witch in.

And she was every inch a witch, with dried and swarthy skin,

And sharp, small eyes, and nose turned down to mect her tuined-up chin.
She wore her lofty-pointed hat, her gown of twenty hucs,

Her famous scarlet petticoat, her ancicnt high-hcclcd shoes.

And when she saw our heroine, she frowned; while from her side

A huge black cat, with back erect, the stranger fiercely eyed.

Poor little Mabel Black-eyes’' heai-t for the moment sank within her.

Oh, dear!” she thought, “ Would witches eat a little girl for dinner?
I almost wish | had n't come. | knciu that 1 should rué it!
Howevcr, | 'vc an errand, and | guess | ’cl better do it.”

So, gathering all her courage, she made her finest bow,

And smiled with charming sweetness (Ah! right well does she know how
To gladden all the oldcr folkl); then, in her own bland way,

She proceeded to declare her wissh to frowning Mother Gra>-.

“ Good Mother Gray, | just dropped in to ask a little favor.

1--—-- ” Then she stopped and stammered, and could not go on, to save her.
But Mother Gray broke harshly in: “ Oho ! So that's it, is it?

Folks always want some favor clone when thcy pay me a t'isit.”

She cycd her guest a moment- Then, in mildcr tone,— “ Well, well,

Thcy all respect the magic power of the Witch of Woody Dell.

Look up and spcak your wish, my child. |If good, it shall be grantcd.”

So, thus assured, our heroine explained what 't svas she wantcd.

You see.”— and then she lowered her voicc and suddenly looked sad,—
| 'vc got the awflest tcmper anybody ever had!

And | really can not help it, though | try, and try, and try;

And Nurse declares that cverybody ’'ll hato me by and by.
And so, good, clcar, kind Mother Gray, 1 thought I 'd come to you
(For I 've heard a hundred times of all the wondrous things you do),

To see if | could get some magic medicine to take

That would cure my dreadful temper, and so, |ici-haps, would make
People love instead of hating me, as every onc does, nearly;

But | want to be so good to all that all will love me clcaily.

[AUGTST,



Then she looked itp so hescechingly, and yet
so very sweetly,
That e’en the stern oid witch’s heart was won
to her completcly.
“Ahcm! Ahem ! Well, welll Dear me!” ob-
scrved okl Mother Gray;
And she waved her handkcrchicf about in a
most suspicious way.
“ " Twas liicky, child, vyes, lucky,— that you
chanccd to come to me;
For yours is quite a scrious case. However,
we will see '
W hat can be done.” So saying, shc got up
from her chair
And with her cafie she hobbled to the wooclen cupboard whecrc
She kept the thousand drugs and channs b\' n-hosc mystcrious spell
Shc cxercised her marvelous power as Witch of Woody Dell.

From the shelf she took a phial- “ Now hcrc, my child,” said she,
Is a certain curo for ills like yours, if takcn faithfully

According io direetiaus. No'v list to me, and mind

That you remember every word! Whenever you 're inclincd

To answer back, say naughty words, or do what is n't right,—
First, ere you say or do a thing, run quick with all your might
And get a cup (lakc heed 't is either glass or chinawarc);

Then measurc out nine leasptvnfnh of water with great care,—

To which add nextJive drcps of tliis, prccisety,— for, be sure.



One single atom more or less would spoil the
wishcd-for cure. f

Then slowly count just ttveniy-eigZi/, and stir it |t A}
all the while

(Meantime being very careful not tu speak a
word, or smile) ;

This done, drink off the potion— go back, and, strange

to say,
You ’ll find your angry feelings have vanishcd quite away.
Do this, exacUy as 1 'vc said, each time that yon are tcmpted,
And | promise you a perfect cure before the phial’'s empticd.”

With many thanks and many bows Miss Mabel look the phial
And hastcncd homeward joyfully to give it instant trial,
Repeating the directions o’er—

“ The scqucl?” do you say?
Well, that was but a month ago,— and only yesterday
I hcard her mother saying:— “ | should really like to know
W hat has come over Mabel, to change her temper so !
She 's alw.nys been a loving child, though fiery from the start,—
But of late she 's grown so gentle that she’s winning every heart.”
Whereat | smiled all to myself, but I did not choose to tell
Abnut Miss Mabel’'s morning cali on the Witch of Woody Dell.



MARVIN AND

I-11S BOY HUNTERS*

By Maurice Thompson.

Chapter XIV.
AMONG THE QUAILS.

Mr. Marvin callcd Ncil and Hiigh to him and
said that he had some directions and instructioiis
to give them.

m\Wo are about to begin quail-shooting,” he
s.d, “ and | think we are going to have vare
bliort. The gamc is abundant, the wcather fine,
.ind thc covert vcry favoraljle for fair shooting.
Xow, you will find that so soon as the quails com-
ilicnce to risc you will begin to grow excitcd. All
I .isk of you is that ) OU will promise to be carcful
Viih your guns. Thcvc is dangcr of your being
so eager to shoot every bird that is flushed that
viiu will not stop to think where your sbot may
uo. You mustalways rcmember that thcnew and
ilapvoved guns which your imclc gave you shoot
wry hard and far, and that great sorrow and clis-
iress might be caused by the slightest carelessness
cir mishap. Besidcs, the habit of coolness and
c.iution, if acquircd in your boyhood, will prove of
thc greatest vahic to you throughout your Uves.
Thcre is an ofid adage which says; ‘Look bc-
fore you leap.” A good maxim for the huntcr is:

Look before you shoot.” Not only look at the
-ame, but look beyond it, aud be sure that your
fliot wil hit nothing but the objcct of your aim.

“ Now, shooting over fcnccd farms is quite dif-
k'icnl from shooting on the opcn praivie. W lilc
Ininting here in this valley’, you will be constantly
c-limbing over fences. You must remembcr that
you are positively forbiddcn to climb a fencc with
eiload in your gun. It is but the work of a mo-
iliont to opcn thc brcech and take out thc shells.
So much by way of caution, for thc sake of
safety. Now, a word or two about thc best practice
Il quail-shooting. This gamc when fiushed risos
mmiith a suddenncss and forcé that are quite trying
tu thc cycs and nenes of young sliootcrs. The
Miund made by the wings of the bird adds to thc
startling clfcct. This is apt to throw you off your
ymird and rcndcr you somcwhat confused and un-
icrtain of hand and visién. The quail's flight is
uTv swift, and you must shoot quickly; but you
iiuist also shoot dclibcrately. Be sure that you
lire your right-hand ban-el firet, as it scattcrs tlic
shit wiclcr, and reserve your lefi-hand barrel for
the loiigcr range, especially if you wish to make a
diuble wing-sliot.

"CopjTighc, 7883, by

In llushing quat, the bird will sometimes rise
at your very feet, so to speak, and then there is
clanger that you will be in too much liaste to fire.
Tho bcst way to prcvent random shooting, in such
a case, is to wait till your visién has adjusted itsclf,
that is, until you clearly see the direction of the
bird’'s flight. When once you have command
of your visién, and have acquired the power of
ccntering it on the flying ganie, you will be able to
cover your pointofaim with your gun without any
hesitancy.

“ When yourdog has pointcd game, do not rush
suddenly forward to flush it. Considcr a moment,
and look about the landscapc to see if any person
or animal is visible. Next consider in what di-
rection the gamc is likcly to fly. If any thick
covert is near, it is quite safe to presume that the
bird will go in thatdirection. Now step slowly and
firmly forward, hokuiig your gun iii front of you
with thc muzzle pointing upward and away from
you.

“ The bird will rise in a steep incline to the
hcight of, perhaps, ten or fifteen feet, and there
steady itself for a strong, straight flight. If you
can get your aim— or cover your bird— at about
the time it bcgins to fly lcvcl, you will find your
shot most satisfactory.

“ In raising your gun to your shouldcr to take
aim, be careful not to have it catch or haiig inany
pavt of your clothing. Lift it with a swift but de-
libérate motion, and set thc butt firmly in the hoilow
of your right shoiilder, with your right forefinger
barely touching the front triggcr. Don’t dodgc or
wink when you fire; kecp every musclc and ncrve

perfectly steady. |If you tire but one barrel, ini-
mcdiately open your gun and reload that bar-
rel. Then scnd your dog to bring in your bird,

— that is, provklcd you have killed one.”

After this little lccture was over, they all got
ready for a tramp in the adjaccnt fields.

Samson was left to take carc of the camp, and
vcry soon the hunteis wcrc ranging oi‘cr thc roll-
ing fields of that pretty valley, following their
cnthusiastic dogs.

Ouails wcrec soon found. Ncil and liiigh were
togetherwhen Don, thc dog set apart to their use,
found a large bevy in a patch of broom-sedge ncar
thc middle of about fifty acres of fallow land.

“ Now, Hugh,” said Ncil, “let 's do as Mr.
Marvin said. Let's keep cool and look before wc
shoot. There 's no one ncar us, and just so we
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don't shoot each other or the dog we shall do no
harm, even if we miss the birds.”
had clutched
his giin nervoiisly, and got ready to shoot.

“Oh, J'm pretty cool,” said he; “come on,
let's flush the birds and get to business.”

“ No,” said Neil; “ you can’t hit anything while
you're trembling in that way.

W hile Hugh was speaking Ncil

Steady yourself,
and be sure you 've got aim before you fire.”

“ Pshaw!” exciaimed Hugh; “ I'm all right.
You just be sure about yourself, and get your own
aim; 1'll get mine.”

This was not said in an unpleasant way, for
Hugh was only in a hurry and did not want to be
bothered with advice. He walked forward as he
spoke and flushed the birds. They rose in a ciése
body with a loucl toar of ivings. There were at
least twecnty of them.

Hugh quickly leveled his gun and fired at the
centcr of the flock. Down carne five birds. He
forgot to fire his lIcft-hand barrel, so pleased was
he with his luck.

Neil waited until after Hugh’s bird had fallen;
then he singled out a quail of the scattering bevy
and brought it style. Quick as
thought he ainied at another and pulled the trig-
ger of the left barrel. His last shot missed-
Hugh gathered up his five birds and cast his eyes
rather saucuy at Neil.

“ 1 guess,” said he, “

down in fine

I was almost as ready for
business as y'Ou were.”

“ You seem to be four ahead of me, to start
with,” Neil replied; “ but the race is not won till
it’sdone.”

“ All right,” said Plugh, confidcntly, as he re-
loaded the empty barrel of his gun; “ we 'll keep
count and see who beats.”

The birds had scattered pretty widely in some
low weeds along a fence-row. Neil had “ marked
two down ” ; that is, he had noted where they set-
He left Hugh to follow
Don, and went to flush his birds himself. They
roso almost together. He fired right and left;
but, as before, only killed one. He heard Hugh
fire twicc in ciése succession, and at the same time
Mr.
volley over in a neighboring field of corn-stalks.
He followed the bird he had missed to where it
had litin a clump of blackberry biiars. When it
got up he missed it again with his right barrel, but
quickly covered it again and killed it is-ith his left.

“1 am in too big a hurry whcn they risc,” he
thought; “ I must try and overeéme the fault.”

Ncil’'s knowledgo of the habits of the quail gave
liilm quite an advantagc over Hugh, who had never
studied such Neil
would havc wastcd an hour of his time bcating

tled near an ofd stump.

Marvin and Unele Charley began a perfect

things. For instancc, never

around jn a marshy place hunting for quail, Hugh
did this, not knowing that quails prefer dry fields
where sraall grain or
The loss of so much time without seeing a bird
gave him littie chance to compete with Neil, wlkj,
without a dog, flushed a small flock and succeeded
in making several fine shots, adding six birds to his
bag.
was

weed-seeds are abundaiit,

Once he saw a bird flying toward him. i

coming from the direction in which Hugh
hunting, and so Neil would not shoot till it

passed him.

was
had He turned about and tried to
get a good aim, but somehoiv he missed again.

find this trouble at
He will fccl quito sure that he aims cor-
but he will fail to stop his bird. This
usually arises from a bad method of directing the
gun. It may be that the young hunter holds his

Every young shooter will
first.
rectly,

head too high, in which case he will over-shnui;
or he may fail to puli the trigger just as he fixes
his aim, and thus miss by shooting too low or
behind his bird. If the butt of the gun be held
against the arm, instead of in the hollow of the

shoulder, it may derange the aim, Nothing Init
careful, intelligent practice can overeéme thcse
faults.

Ncil got eleven birds in all. Hugh got but
seven.

The guns of Unele Charley and Mr. Marvin
kept up an almost incessant booming about a
quarter of a mile away.

Chapter XV.
CAMP-CHAT.

W hen our friends reached camp, Judgc had
returned from the village, bringing a bundle of let-
ters and papecrs.

The quails were turned over to Samson to be
ptepared for market, as it had been agreed that
all the gamc killed by the party, over and abuve
what they needed to cook, should belong to ,Mr.
Marvin, Unele Charley bearing all the expenses
of the excursién.

W hcn the gamewas counteditwas found that there
were onc hiindrecl and ten birds as the day’s bag.

Ncil and Hugh each received a Ictter from their
father, and Hugh had one from Tom Dale. By
the time thcse were read, a very late dinner liad
bcecn spread, and they all ate with that gusto
known only to hunters, and which woulcl not be
considered very elegant in politc socicty. But
when men and boys gct out into tiic freedom uf
the woods and fields for a time, they bccome just
a littie savage and animal-like, and are apt occa-
sionaily to break through some of the strictci' rules
of the parlor and dining-room.



Tom Dalc’s letter brouglit a full account of all
that the Belair boys had been doing since Neil and
Hugh had left the vilage. A heavy snow had
fallen, and the coasting out at Dobbins’ hill had
been fine, and thcre was good skating on Lorin-
ger’s inill-pond.

*Just think of it!” said Hugh; “ here we sit
in our shirt-sleeves, with a balmy wind blou'ing
o\'er us, while they are all bundlecl in furs and
miitens and overcoats, skating on the ice or coast-
iiig in the sno'v. | think it’s more fun to be here,
A fcllow can’'t enjoy himself rightly
\uth a pinched nose and benuinbed fingers. And
then the wind off the snowy prairic is terribly coid
and biting, sornetimes.”

It's the change that one enjoys, I think,” said
Ncil. “ Don’'t you remember Gus Fontainc, who
c.iine to Belair from San Antonio, Texas, and
how he was charmed with our winter sports ? 1
never saw a boy like sleigh-ridiiig so much;
r.ibbit-hunting,— why, he
iMlibit-himting every day ! He seemed never to
get coid, and the keenet tho wind blew. and the
mere the frost-crystals ficw, the better he likcd the
«eather.”

“ Oh, well,” said Hugh, “ Gus was a queer boy,
miinhow. Do you remember how he astonished us
ilie first time that he rodé onc ofPapa’syoung horses
around the lot without any bridle or saddle, and
gale USwhat he called the Comanchc war-whoop ?
He could ride alinest any horse, in that way, and
if he fell off, it never seemed to hurt him a bit.”

o Well, he 'd learned all that on the Texas
plains,” said Neil- “ It all depends upon where
Now, there was Ted Brown, from Ad-

dmVt you?

and
said he wanted to go

vou live.
dison Point, Maine, who carne to scc us last sum-
mer, just think how he used to talk about the
starboard and larboavd side of the table at dinner,
eind how he used to yarn about what storms he
had been in on his father’s and
aliout sceing man-seals, and whales, and sea-lions,
and all that sort of thing. But he enjoyed being
wiih US on the farm; all boys enjoy a change of
climate and scenery.”

fishing-smack,

Mr. Marvin was wcll pleased with the rcsult of
ilic day’s shooting. The birds would bring severa!
dnllars, he said.

“Well,” remarkcd Hugh, “ I think | shall be a
market-hunter. It ’'sjustas good asbcing a lawyer,
or merchant, or physician, or prcacher.”

'mYou are mistaken, my boy,” said Mr. Marvin,
gravcly. “ 1know what | am saying when 1 tell
you that you must not think of throwing away
your lifc on so prccarious and toilsomc a business.
Itven as recrcation from the cffects of overlabor,
liunting has but after you ha\-c
followed it through wind and rain and slect and

its dvawbacks;

storm for )'ears,

as a regular business.

it becomes imnienscly irksome
Then, too,
begins to fcel that he has thrown away his life.
When | was a young man 1was graduatcd from
a good college, and | might h.ave made something
of myself if I had n’'t caught the naturalist’s
but | took to the woods and the fickis and
became a homelcss, wandering bird-shooter. Of
coursc, 1'm too oid to change now; but 1 never
want to hear you speak again of folloiving my
mode of living. Nn, no, you and Ncil have a
You must make your livcs great and

a fcllow soon

fever ;

highcr aim.
useful.”

“ Well,” said Hugh, “ if | do
market-hunter, | shall be a farmer, 1 think, like
Unele Charley, and own caitic, and shccp,
hogs, and horses, and broad fields of corn,
beautiful green pastures.”

not bccome a

and
and

Night had now come on. They all went to bed
early, Hugh and Judge among the first, for they
liad secretly agreed to get up liefore daylight and
go off to hunt some hares by moonlight, in a little
glade not far from camp. This gladc was in the
midst of a dense pine wood, and Judge avowcd that
hares always mct in a glade to dance on moonlight
nights. But thcy had their trouble for nothing.
Not a harc did thcy see. The morning w'as a
lovcly one, howevcr, and the still, beautiful valley
lay as if asleep in the soft moonshine. They
watchcd the glaclc for an hour or more and re-
turned to camp just as Samson had
fire for breakfast.

Neil was up and ivas writing in his diavy and Mr.
Marvin was clcaning onc of bis guns. He showed
Hugh all the mechanism of the locks and breech-
fastening, and explained to him how each piece
was made to cxactly fill its place, but with such
cconomy as to take up the Icast possible space.

“ r should not have advised your father to allosv
you to have a gun, if there h.id bccn no brcech-
loadcrs,”

lightecl a

said he ; “ for I considcr a muzzle-loading
gun too dangcrous for liandle. The
beautiful construction breech-lnadcr ren-
ders it entirely unnecessary for the shootcr ever
to turn tho muzzle toward himself, and the
boimding locks with which it is funiishcd prc-
vent accident from any chance blow

a boy to
of a

re-

the ham-
No boy ought ever to have a
gun that has not rebounding locks.”

The sun soon camc up over the rangc of bliie
hills east of the valley, and the cardinal grossbeaks
began to cali from tree to tree down by the rivu-
let. It Waslike a May morning in the North, only

mcrs may reccive.

the air w'as more lialmy, and a resinous fragrance
sccmed to fill all space — it was the smcll of the
tiirpentinc of the pines and the odor of the liquid
amber.



Chapter XVI.

NEIL SHUOTS BIG GAME.

The fortnight spent by our friends in the Nortb
Georgia valley was one long to be reniembered by
them, especially by Neil and Hugh.

Mr, Marvin took great pains to train theboys in
ail thc tricks and turns of quail-shooting, and at
the same time ho made plain to them thc hidden
dangers that lurk in thc path of thc young hunter.
He very much dcsircd that no accident should
befall his young frienda, and he 'vell knew that it
requircd constant vigilance to prevent the possi-
bility of any calamity from their fervor and cxcit-
ablcncss. Neil seemed quite prudent and cautious,
but Hugh, being yoiinger and of a more sanguine
and impulsive nature, was constantly doing some-
thing that threatened clangorto himself or to some
one else. Not that he meant to be careless or
unminclful of tbc safety of those about him, but he
seemed to forget everything else and entirely lose
himsclf for the time in whatever chanccd to be
uppermost in his mind. It was impossible for him
to keep steady and cool, as Neil could. What he
did was always done ivithout the slightest fore-
thought and “ with a rush and a bang,” as Mr.
Marvin said, one day.

Oid Samson, who hcard the remark, cxpressed
his estimato of Hugh’s tempcrament by i‘eplying:
“ Dat 's so, Mass’ Marvin. Ef Mass’ Hugh 'u’d
happcn to t'ink ub it, he 'd jump inter de fire afore
he could stop hisse'f!”

Mr. Marvin and Unele Charley chidcd Hugh
very often about bis reckless and hecdlcss ways,
and h”™ honestly and earnestiy tried to be more so-
ber and careful. He improved quite rapidly in his
shooting, though it was plain that he never would
be able to compete with Neil, who was beginning
to be a fine wing-shot at both single and doublc
birds. It may be well to explain just here that by
“ double birds” is meant, in the sportsman’s pai-
lancc, two birds at which the shooter fires right and
left. if he kills both birds one after the other, th'e
hunter calis it a doublc shot, or “ killing a double.”

Neil had studied faithfully, and had used every
endeavor to conqucr all his faulcs in shooting. He
had writtcn down in his diary all the rules of shoot-
as given to him by Mr. .Marvin and Unele
Charley.

ing,
He had learned these rules by heart and
had practiced them assicluously.

Un thc contrary, Hugh jumped to al! his conclu-
He forgot every rule as soon as he saw a
bird, and depended entirely upon suddcn
to dircct his action.

In a future chapter | shall record all of Mr. Mar-
vin'srulesofshootingin simple and divect language,
and everyyounghunterwillfind them ofvalueto him.

sions.
impulse

Let US now, however, witness the last ([uail-
shooting of our friends in the Georgia valley,

A slight drizzliug rain had fallen all through the
night, but thc sim carne up clear and strong, :md
the air was all the sweeter from the dampness that
hung on the woods and fields. Thedistant motiiu-
ain knobs and peales were as blue as indigo; ilie
fields of corn-stalks shone like gold.

“ Now forour faveweUhunt,” said Unele Chai ley,
as he looscd his dogs and took his fine gun frniu its
cover.

Neil looked out over tlie valley and wishcd jhat
he could paint well enough to sketch the sceiu- in
colors just as it then appeared. Ho found this
ambition to be an artist growing upon him. He
was all thc time studying objects and landsi apes
with a view to their picturesque effect or pictidiial
vaiues. He carried about with him asm all niaminl
on free-hand skctching from Nature, which he liad
almost worn out in studying it over and over. lint
he was also a ciése observcr of all that went on
around him, whether among thc plants and tires,
the birds, or the peoplc of thc regién.
randa in his
pilases of Nature ; and while an artist might liave
laughed at his sketches, they were not so bad. ifter
all.

Quails wcrc casily found that day.
had not been out half an hour before thciv guns

The nienw-
notc-book were as various as thc

Our friends
began to boom in every direction. Hugh, as usual,
was excited and carried away with thc thilling
sport, and banged away at every fcather ihai
stirred. He secmed to act on thc principie th.it as
the game was plentiful it did not mattcr how often
he missed, and that if only he kept up his liring,
some of his shot would be sure to hit.

A very largo bevy of quails was found in a iiclt!
of what thc North Georgia farmers cali “ crab-
giass,” which was about knee-high and very tliick.
The birds were scattered and began to risc one at
Ncil, Hugh, and Judge were ncar mch
other. The first shot fell to Hugh, who knockcd
over his bird in fine stylc, hanclling his gun like
an ofd sportsman. Judge’s turn carne next, and it
made thc others laugh to hear the funny “
floo-bang” ofhis rickcty oid fiint-lock. The “ click"
was when the flint stnick thc face of the Steel, thc
“ floo” was the flash of the priming on the pan,

a time.

click-

and the “ bang” was the gun’s report. l'acli
sound was separare and distinct. But Judgc
brought down his quad all the same. Neil tried

for a double, and (a record not usual with hun)
missed with both barréis.

The gamc was now rising at almost every step
aud the shooting became fast and furious. Judge
was not having a fair chance, for, ofcourse, bis gun
being singlc-barrclcd and miizzle-loading, he had
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to stop and go through the ledious piocessof load-
liig every time he lired; whereas Hugh and Neil
had nothing to do but press a spring, open the
ljreech, and in the shells ready loaded and
capped. But it was astonishing to seo how rapidly
ihe voimg negro got powdcr, wads, and shot down
that dingy oid barrel, and how niinbly he glided
about in search of birds.

Xeil seemed in bad luck somehow, his birds
always pvesenting difhcult shots,
quite often.

slip

and he missed
This put him out of conceit with
himselfa littie, and whenever a shooter loses self-
rcliancc, his chance for any brilliaiit display of
marksmanship is entircly gone.

Hugh was in the highcst State of exhilaration.
He ivas succcssful with almost cvery shot, and his
celf-confidencc was perfect. Two or three times he
had sent his shot dangcrously near Neil or Judgc
in the hurry and activity of his exercise. He had
killed more gamo iban Neil, and the latter was
xtrenuously endcavoring to retrieve his lost luck-

They had now driven the scattered remnant of
the bev>' of quails across the field to a fence-row
grown up with sassafras bushcs and persimmon
saplings. Hugh was on one side of this fence and
Neil and Judgc were on the other side.

The birds liad become cjuitc wild, so that they
ivere vising atlonger range than usual, and whirring
auay with all the speed their wings could give.
Ncil killed two or three in fine style, and began to
i-cgain his nerve. At length. two rose together,
one going up the fence to his left, the other going
down tlie fence to his right. He Kkilled the first
nith a shot from his right barre!, and, turning
quickly, covered the other and fired his left. As
he pressed the trigger for his second shot, he saw

too late that Juclge was ncarly in line. He tried to

stop, but the gun would fire. Boom !
“ Oh, raassy! Gooclncss! Oh, I's killed! 1's
killed ! Oo! Oo ! Ohee ! Oh, me! Oh, me |” and

Judgc fell upon the ground and began to roll over
and over. His wild screams could be heard at a
long distance from the spot.

Mv. Marvin and Unele Charley heard them, and
ran with all their might, rcaching the place quite
outof breath and greatly frightened.

“ What in tlie world is the maiter?”
Unele Charley, in a half-stidecl voice.

Neil and Hugh were bending over Judge, who
was still rolling over and over inan agony of fright.

Mr. Marvin pushcd the boys aside and began to
examine the wounded negro.

exciaimed

“ This ismoreof your miserable work, Hugh,”
said Unele Charley, turning his agitatcd face
toward his younger nephciv. | ’ve been afraicl of
something of the kind; you're so hcecllcss and
wild, you ”
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“ It was n't Hugh,” ciuickly exciaimed Neil;
“1did it!”

“ You, Neill You!” That was all Unele
Charley could say- He stood stupcficd with

amazement. The idea of Neil's having acted so
recklcssly seemed too strange to be true.

Meantime, Mr. Marvin had strippecl off some of
Judge’'s clothes and was examining the wounds
more carefully to see if any help would be needed.
He was relieved to find no very dangerous wounds.
But Judge continued his scrcaming,
claring thal he was already dcad.

Ncil and Hugh stood mournfully
their hcarts heavy with dread.

It was with much difficulty that Mr. Marvin and
Unele Charley kept Judge still enough for a band-
agc, made of a handkerchief, to be put around his
arm where the wound
freely was located.

‘“Oh, what sliall 1 do, what shall 1 do I” cried
Neil, wringing his hands and gazing blankly at
Hugh.

“ YlOu did n't go to do it,” said Hugh, in avoice
meant to be consoling ; but his whitened face and
purple lips told how intensely excited he was.

loudly de-

looking on,

that was blecding most

“ Oh, 1'll die, I'll die ! | want tcr see mammy
— take me to mammy !'” bawled Judge.

“He ’'s going io--to — dic!” Neil huskily
murmurcd, in an agony of appreheiision, and

leaning on his empty gun for support.
Hugh was leaning on his gun also.
Unele Charley looked up, and exciaimed inquir-

ingly :

“ Boys, are those guns loaded ?”

“ Mine is,” said Hugh, cpiiddy lifting it and
slipping out the shells. Both hammers were

cocked and both barréis loaded !

Then it was that the boys, for the first time in
their lives, saw- good, kind-heartcd Unele Charley
iose his tompor. His face grew very red.

“ You boys must be littlc better than idiots !'”
he cried, looking almost furiously back and fotth
from one to the other. “ You are resolved,
seems, to Idll yoiireelves and everybody else !'”

Then he turned Judgc, who was still
scrcaming and uimbling around, and touching him
on the shoulder, said:

“ Now, Judge, be quiet, instantly!”

Judge ceased his

it

upon

cries at

once and Isccame
perfectly quiet. Mr. Marvin was seen to smile
grimly in the micist of his surgical work. When

tlic bandage had bccn well adjusted and Judge’s
body carefully cxamincd, Unele Charley said;

“ Get up, now, and put on your coat- '

“ I clidn’wantter be killed, nohow,” sobbed
Judgc, as he scrambled to his feet.

15y great good fortune, his

hurts were not



serious. Five shot had struck him — two in the
left arm, onc in the shoulder, one in the ncck, and
one in the breast. These had been mere scatter-
ing pcllets on the outer rim of Neii’'s load, as
Judge had not been directly in range.

It was a relief to all concerned when the true

State of the wounds became known; but Neil and

‘“r>H, massyT oh,

Hugh hung their heads and pondcrcd dccpiy.
The lesson of so grave an accident was iraprcssing
itself upon their minds. How terrible it
have been if Judge had been killed !

ivould

CHAUrgER XVII.

NEIL GOES INTO A DEN.

Judge was a very sorc boy for sevcral days, and
had to take good caro of himself, in order to pre-
ven! his w'ounds from inflaming and making him
This ddayed the dcparture from the valley
for nearly a week.

In the meantime, a disagreeable wind and
carne on, making itvery uncomfortable to be out-
of-doors. Neil brooded over his mishap a great
He fclt as if he had been guilty of a great

He had been so surc of his own ability to

sick.

rain

deal.
crime.
avoid all accidcnts that it made his signal mistake
doiibly inexcusable to himself. Hugh was gloomy,
that with the sad weather and a laclt
of cheerful convcrsation, the camp was a stupid
place for awhile.

But when the douds blew away at last, and the

too, so

sun filled the valley with golden light, Unele
Charley gave orders to strike the tents and make
ready for moving. Judge declared that “ de
soreness
mos’ all #m
goneout

o’ deni

t kitted!"
shot-holes,” and
with the brightoning of the weather.

interest happcned on

cverybody grew lighter-hcarled

Nothing of any especial
their way back to Unele Chailey’s farm in Tenues-
sec, until they had reachcd a deep hollow on lite
northern slope of the mountain, whcrc they s.i"
turkeys into a thick
wotd somc two or three hundred yards ahoad
of them. This rcminded them that the next day
would be Thanksgiving Day, and a roast turkey
would be just the thing for their Thanksgiving
dinner.

Bamson and Judge were left to drive the wagons,
while the rest turned out with their guns to gire
chase to the gamec.

Neil and Hugh were very eager to add turkv}'
to their list of game. Mr. Marvin their
baste and stopped them to speak a few sharp
words of wavning and advice. Ncil's face flushed,
and he promptly said ;

“ You
ncvcr be carclcss again.”

Hugh promised, also,

a fine flock of wild run

s.aw

can rely on me, Mr. Marvin; | shall

and then thcy all «cni
rapidly and noisclessly into the wood.
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The boys, who were walking side by side,

clianccd to come upon thc flock at the head of
a short, deep ravine, from which issued a clear,
ciild mountain spring. The birds were fifty
\.irds away, giving but a poor opportunity for a
successful shot; but eachofthcboys fircd right and
kft, and one big “ gobbler” fell, tumbling to the
very bottom of thc ravine, where they heard him
ij)lasb the water of the spring stream.

Neil and Hugh ran to secure their game, but on
rcaching the edgc of the ravine tlicy found its sides
so stcep that dcscent into it seemed impossible.
They could look clown and see the big black bird
lying on its back in the shallow stream.

Somc small trees grew in the rough soil on the
jaws of the ravine; below them there was an al-
inost vertical fall of clamp and dripping rock for
ldistance of nearly thirty feet.

Ncil began to look around for somc means of
desccnt. He could not bear thc idea of leaving
buclt noble game lying where it fell. A little dis-
tance from whcre they stood there was a place
«here aluige picce of the rocky bluffhad dropped
(it many years ago. This liad formed a sort of
|,vujection some fifteen feet below thc vcrge of the
precipicc, and out of it grew a gnarled cedar-tree,
whosc top carne above the plateau upon which thc
lioys 'vere standing.

Ncil handed his gun to Hugh, and scizing a limb
of the cedar-tree, swung himsclf to its body, and
then climbed down to the projcction.
quite easy,

This was
but he found himself still twelve or
lifteen feet above thc bottom of the dusky and
chilly ravine. From thispoint, however, the dcscent
of the rocky side ivas somcwhat slanting, and so
lie easily slid down without accident. The air was
(lamp andofdisagreeablc odor, and Neil hurried to
get the turkey, which he found to be a very large
one, weighing, he thought. nearly twcnty pouuds.
He picked it up, and started to climb out. Now,
ivith a suddcn sinking of*the heart, he discovereci
iliat he could not go up that stecp incline, down
uhich he had slipped with so little difftculty. He
could not make a single step upward on the clamp,
slippevy surface of the slanting stone. He let the
uirkey fall and called to Hugh. No answer carne.
This frightened him. Could it be that his brother
liad gone away ? He called again as loudly as he
could. Not a sound carne back in response.
Sumcwhcre far away, as itsecmed to him, he hcard
thc report of a gun.
stream a

He ran along the spring
short distance to seo if thcre was any
eu-ailablc ouclet to the ravine, but thc water soon
lost itsclf by flowing into a fissurc of a stone wall
which some convulsién of Nature long ago had
tlirown acvoss the way.

Here was a situation that would have daunted a

H IS
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strongerheart thanNeil's;
the boy kept quite calm.

but, much to his credit,
He at once felt that
his escape depended on the practical application
of his common sense. If he should give way to
fright, he could not hope to get out. He searched
in every direction for a trec that he could use for a
ladder, but thcre was none.

“ Surely,” thought he,
way out.”

“ there must be some

As be was walking along ncar the wall of one
side of the gulch, his eyes chanced to fall upon the
track of a large animal’s footin the soft clay. Ncil
knew in a moment that it was a bear-track. It
was largcr than his hand and looked as if it had
been made quite recently. The animal had been
walking along closc to the base of the cliff and
thcre were two or three places where it had dug
the dirt out of the crevices in thc rock, as if hunt-
ing for food or a good spot for a lair. But Neil
was much more intercsted in getting out of that
gloomy place than he was in studying bear-tracks.
He hallooed to Hugh again and again without get-
ting any answer. Suddenly the thought carne to
him that Hugh had run after Unele Charley and
Mr. Marvin to get them to come and hclp him
out.

“ uf course that’s it,”
he grew vcry much calmer.

he thought; and then

It could not be long
before they wouid come to look for him, in any
event. He would have felt much better if he had
had his gun, but he tried to make the best of his
situation by a careful search for some means of
getting out without waiting to be helped by Unele
Charley and Mr. Marvin. It aniioycd him to
think that here ivas another ugly result ofhis want
of ptudeiicc, after all that had happencd and after
all his good resolves. As he wandered around,
climbing over fragments of stone and through
tangios of scrubby cedars, he found a sort of zig-
zag slender path, that appeared to lIcad right out
of the ravine. His heart grew
ment.

He started up thc path, but rcmembering his
turkey, he went back and gotit. The ascent ivas
very difficiilt, but Neilwas a good climber, and his
desire to make bis way out without hclp whetted
his energy. He crawled rather than walked up
the angular path, dragging thc turkey after him.
Some distance from the bottom of thc ravine, at a
point where thc path crossed a sandy lodge, Neil
saiv the bcar’s foot-prints again, but this time they
pointcd in thc direction in which he was going,

light in a mo-

“ Ah,” thought he, “ this is Bruin's path. No
doubt he caine down into thc gulch for ivjiter. If
only | had Samson’s dog to start on the track ! He

would soon find the oid fellow’s den.”
A little farthcr up he carne to a place whcre a



pine-tree had tiimbled into the ravine and lodged
against a wild mass of stones directly across the
path. At first it seemed impossible to get past
this obstruction ; but he soon saw where the path
led under the log and over the stones. W ith great
difficulty he crawled along, creeping under and
over and around, as the tracks lod. If it had not
been for the turkcy, his progress would hai'c been
more rapid. The big bird tired his arm, and the
exertion of dragging itputhim outofbreath. He
was resolved not to it, however, no matter
how much trouble it cost him. He climbed to the

leave

top of a loose pile of stones over which
a wild vine had grown, and was on the
point of descending on the othcr side,
when a big fragment gave way uncler
him, and he fell among the vines. At
the same time a hollow, hoarse snort
or growl reached his ears, and even
before he could scramble to his feet he saw, with
consternation, a huge black animal
its haunchcs under a shelfof rock not twenty feet

sitting upon

away from him.

It was a bear, and
To havestumbled upon a bear in thatlonely ravine,
and without his gun, was nota cheering experiencc

it was cying him savagely.

to the young hunter, who did not wasto any lime
examining oid Bruin’'s prcmises. He only saw that
the placo was quite a comfortable den, and that
Mr. Bruin sat there with half-open eyes and snarl-

ing mouth, as if greatly vexed at having been

And as the bear effect-
ually liarrcd his further progress, Neil ran back
along the path he had bccn following, and at Lisi
help should come

arouscd from a quiet nap,

climbed a tree to wait until
to him,

He had let go of his turkey when he fell over tle
stones, and he had not taken the trouble to pid, u

IT WAS A DIiAli. AND IT WAS EVIN'C HIM SAVAGELY.”

up again, especially as it had tumbled down ntar
to the bear’s feet,— nearer than Neil cared to go.

CHAmMcCR xvm.

NF.Il. ANII HIS BKAR-

W hen Neil
started down

handcd his
into the ravine,

gun to Hugh aiul
Hugh saw a fox-
squirrel some distance away. Now a fox-squirrel
was an animal which Ncil and he had bccn trying
very hard to gct as a spccimen for their fathcr's
But, thev had failecl.

cabinet at home. as yet,



He placed Neil's gun against a tree and went on a
long, rambling chase after the little brown-bodied,
black-headed, whbite-nosed animal whose great
bushy tail kept waving in the distance ahead of
him. He soon forgot Neil and the turkey and
thought of nothing but of hiiiv he should manage
to get a shot at the squirrel. After a vigorous and
roundabout run through the woods, he at length
saw his game run up a low, gnarlcd oak-tree that
grew on a dry, stony ridge.

“Now,” thought Hugh, “ Ishallgethim at last!"

But to his chagrin, the next moment, with a
guttural quack, the squirrel dived into a hole in a
big knot about thirty feet from the ground.

Hugh kept quite still for, perhaps, halfan hour,
watching the hole to scc if the little animal would
not come out again; but it did not, and he turned
away, and went immcdiateiy back to the road
vhcre the wagons were standing.

Mr. Marvin and Unele Charley were already
diere with two turkeys which thcy had killcd.

“Where's Ncil?” inquired Mr. Mai-vin, as
Hugh carne up.

“ Why, 1lclt him over yonder in a gulch,” said
Hugh. “ He went down into it to get a turkey wc
killed, and | went on after a fox-squirtel.”

They waited a Inng while, but Neil did not
cfune. Unele Charley wished to camp for the
night beside a spring some miles distant, and there
was no time to sparc.

“ What in the world can be kecping the boy !'”
exclaimed Unele Charley rather impaticntly, for he
did not like to wait.

“1f you'll go with me, Hugh, wc’ll see if we
can find him,” said Mr. Marvin. “ Show me the
way to the place whecrc you killcd your turkey.”

Hugh readily assented, and thcy walked rapidly
t(i the ravinc.

“ Hecrc's hisgun,” said Hugh, “ he hasn’'t come
outyet.”

“W hy, how did he ever get down into this iigly
place ?” quericd Mr. Mai-vin.

“1— 1— ldnn'tknow; | got after the squirrel
and did n't watch him,” said Hugh, going to the
edge of the bluffand gazing down,

Mr. Marvin now called Ncil in a loud voicc.
Almost immediately an answer camc, as if from
‘sorne point midway between them and the bottom
of the ravine.

“ Is that you, Mr. Marvin ?”

“ Yes; whatareyoudoing?” replicd Mr. Mai-vin.

“1'm up in a tree. There 's a bcar dotvn here.
I'inafraid to climb down.” It was Ncil's voicc,
but it soundcd unnaturally. The poor boy had
grown weary of waiting for them.

“W hat kind of a bcar isit ?” asked Mr. Marvin,
in a doiibting tone.

“ Why, it's a black bear, and a big one, too,”
cricd Neil, emphatically. “ I ran almost against
it, and it growled and snarled at me. Nave you
your gim ?”

“Yes, my Winchester rifle ; but how can 1 get
down thcre ?”

“ 1don’'t know, and | can’'t imagine how | am
going to get out, either,”

“ Well, stay where you are for awhile, and I 'll
sec what can be done. Are you reall)’ sute you
saw a bear ?”

“ 1 tell you | knovj I did,” answered Neil, posi-
tively- It’s right down here in its den now. If
you'll come down, I'll show it to you.”

Mr. Marvin turned to Hugh and said;

“ Go back and tell your imclc to come, and to
bring all the rope thcre is in the wagons. Be
quick, now, andclon’t forget to tell him to fetch his
rifie, too.”

Hugh van as fast as his icgs could carry him.

Mr. Marvin’s practiced eye had taken in the
siliiation almost at a single glancc. He saw that
he must have a rope with which to lower himself
into the bed of the ravine.

In avery short time, Unele Charley and Hugh
carne with their guns and the topes.

“ What's up now ?” dcmanded Unele Chavlej'.

“ Nothing up,” said Mr. Marvin, “ but some-
thing down. Ncil is in the ravine, and a bear
has treed him, | guess.”

The situation was soon explained to Unele
Charley, and it was decidcd that Mr. Marvin
should be lowcrdd into the ravine.

Two nr thrce of the long, strong topes uscd for
tethering the Itorses werc tied together and one end
having been securely fastened to a tree at the edge
of the cliff, the other end was flung below. Mr.
Marvin then swung hisgun on his back, and taking
hold of the rope, climbed doivn without trouble
by pressing his feet against the face of the rock.

“ Whcrc are you, Neil?” he cried as soon as
he reached the ground.

“ Hecrc!” answered Ncil, rapidly descending
from hib perch in a little tree. He was looking
rather haggarcl and palc.

“ Well, where is your bear? ” said Mr. Marvin,
with a touch of sarcasm in his tone.

“ Now, Mr. Marvin, you are making fun ofme,”
said Neil, in a halfresentful tone, “ but come with
me and |’'ll show you.” Saying this, he led the
way to the bcar-tracks.

“ Look thcrc! What do you say to that?”
he asked, pointing them out to Mr. Marvin, who
examinad them carefully.

“ They are genuinc bear-tracks,” said Mr.
Marvin, “ and fresh ones, too. Where did you
SCO the bear himself? ”

mAi
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“ Up yonder, farther,” said Neil, pointing with
his finger; “ but 1want my gun before | go.”

Mr. Marvin now bogan to have some faith in the
bear story, and he said they would go back and
have Neil's gun lowered to him by the rope.
This was done in a few moments, and at Neil's
suggestion Unele Charley and Hugh went around
thc head of the ravine to the other side and sta-
tioned themselves near thc place where they sup-
poscd the bear might como out of the hollow.

“ Now,” said Mr. Marvin, as Neil loaded his
gun with shelis of heavy shot, “ let’s find yonrbear
in short ordcr; there’s no time to lose.”

“ Well, come on,” said Ncil, leading the way.

They soon reached the little, crooked path. Mr.
Marvin scrutinized this very closely before starting
to follow it. The rough, vine-covered heap of
stones and the fallen tree were just visible. Neil
pointed them out to Mr. Marvin and said, almost
in a whispcr :

‘*The bearisright over on the otherside of those
stones under the cdge of a projecting part of the
cliff. Ho's a big one, too !”

Mr. Marvin started up thc path and Neil followed
him closely. Their progresswasslow, owing to the
steepness and narrowness of the way, but thc dis-
tance was so short that they soon reached thc pile
of stones. Mr. Marvin noiselessly climbed up and
peeped over. Ncil was by his side in a moment.

The bear was noiv standing on its haunches, with
its fore-feet liftcd off the ground. It really was a
monster in size, and appeared to be ready for a
fight.

“ Aim at his breast, Neil! ” Mr. Marvin rapidly
muttered.

The next instant the ravine shook with the re-
ports of their guns. The bear was hit, but it did
not fall, Aor did it attack, as Mr. Marvin had fearcd
it might, but lan, rather iiimbly for so large an
animal, up a ledge of the bluff a little to one side
of its don.

“ Look out above !” yelled Mr. Marvin.
coming 1”

“ Bear

‘eAll right, let him come!” rang out Unele
Charley’s clear voice.

Scarcely had the words been spoken, when
“ bang ” went his gun and Hugh’'s. Unde
Charley fired his rifle three times, Hugh shot
twice.

“ Dcad bear!” shouted Unele Charley.
on |”

Mr. Marvin and Neil discovered that there «as
an easy and wcll-defined path out of the den,
following which they soon emerged from thc giildi
and found themselves whcre Unele Chariey and
Hugh «'ere standing by thc dead bear.

“ He ran right at us!” cricd Hugh, excitcdly.
“ Wc did n't have much time, | tell you! I>nt
he a big one ?”

Neil was too much out of breath to speak. lie
stopped and gazcd at the huge animal and fdt
truly thankful that he had escaped from its ter-
rible claws.

“ But where ’s your turkey, Neil? " asked I-higli,

“ Why, I forgot it,” said Neil, “ it’s down there
in the bear’s den, | suppose.”

Unele Charley went with them into the bt.ir's
den, where they found thc turkey lying upon thc
bonesofsomc small animal that thc bear had enten.

“ It 's a wonder he had n’'t made a lunchemi of
the turkey,” said Hugh.

“ He was n't hungry,
Charley.

When Mr. Marvin liad finished skinning thc liear
he hung the hide and liams across a long pole so
that he and Unele Charley could carry them (o
the ivagons.

Samson and Judge opeiied their eyes very «jdo
when they hcard the story of Neil's adventurc.

It was late at night when they reached the canili-
ing-place and they were all too tired and slcep) lo
talk much. The following day they reached L'nolc
Charley’s house in time for supper.

Samson' and Judge got all the negrocs of thc

“ Come

perhaps,” said Undc

.place around them and cntertained them with

highly colored accounts of thc trip.

{To be conti7med.)



a house so fair and

To look upon its frague frame
And note its splendor in the

sun,
No builder known to human
fame
You say, can do what this
hath done.

It has no shingle, roof, orbeam,
It is not buttresscd on the land,—
Its airy filagrcc and scherae
Seem |5roducts of a fairy’s hand.

How swung aloft, how lightiy stayed,
Without a window, board, or pane—
A drcam in dcfinite shape arrayed,
A castle frora the vcalms of Spaiii !

Thougli Piranesi might despair

Its lines to iiiend when once undone,
| see its owner in the air

Across the silver ramparts run,

And where a break has crept into
The chcckered strands that greet the
Has made the battered places ne«',—
And not a scar can you dcscry.

On gcoinetric curve and coil,
Dcw-diamondccl beneath the sun,
This littie biiildcr’'s wit and toil
Was spent until the work was done.

O silken house of gossamer,
Thy wovcn wondcr does not cease,—
And yet thy blood-stained doors detcr
Wayfarcrs fond of life and pcace !

No rcvelors in those chambers meet,
No jocund footstcps jar the floor,—

For, they who stcp within retreat
At once, or leave it ncvermore |

eye,



My fiist day’s work for othci-s, when fourteen
years oid, was performed ih a papev-mill in west-
ern Massachusetts, whcrc | learned some Latin in
spare moments, and savcd cnougli money to pre-
pare for college.

To give a complete history of paper would fill
every number of the “ ST. NiCHOLAS ” for a year.
The hornet, whose sharp sting is the terror of
children, is the recognized pioneer of paper-mak-
ers. His cellular nest, on trees and rocks, is
built of material which resembles the most dcli-

cate tissue-paper. Weaving must have been sug-
gcsted by the intricate spider’'s web and the
builcling of dams by the skillfiil beaver.

Man has always been slow to learn from Natute.
Writing was first done on leaves and stones. In
the libraries of London, Vienna, and Copenhagen
are carefully treasurcd palm-leaf manuscripts
wTitten by the ancients. The innermost bark of

birch-trees answered for paper in India and (1 i-
the leaves of the mulberry, bamboo, and yiicca.

Many centurics before Christ, Numa left uni-
ings upon the papyrus, whence our namc, palnt,
is derived. This plant, which was rcvcred
sacrcd liy the oid Egyptians, grows alDundantl\ :n
shallow streams and marshes in upper Egypt
and Syria. Bruce found it growing in the Riwr
Jordan, and noticed a curious fact, that italwius
prcscnted the sharp, angular sidc of its pear-sli.apnl
stem to tho swift current. The stem is eiglii it
ten feet high, two inches in diaineter, and ero» in-I
with a fringe of hair-like leaves, which circlv
blossom of slender spikelcts. Bcneatb thcbra«n
sheath which envelops the root-stalk of this daik-
green plant lie othcr sheathes which are wt\
transparent. These, when split into thin lean-,
and dried in the sun, werc glued together, .iiid
formed the roll of papyrus, on which man\- 'if
tbe ancient writings have come down to us. |Il'is
paper was both flexilile and durable. Speciniciis
fi-om Pompcii can be seen in the niiiseum at Naplts.
In the fifth centui-y papyrus paper, of »hu-li
many varicties existed, was largely manufactuicd
at Alexandria, and rankcd high in the commcrcc
of nations. Its use continued until about seven i«
eiglit ccnturies ago.

In China the “ four most precious things" are
the paper-plant, ink and its sauccr, and the bn”li.

Eighteen hundred years ago, the Chinese, actirg
upon the wasp’s suggestion, made paper fnim
fibrous matter reduced to pulp. Now, each pror-
incc makes its otvn peculiar variety from the iiiner-
most bark of differcnt trees. The young bamboo,
which grows six or eight inches in a single night,
is whitcned, reduced to pul]) in a mortar, and sizcti
with aliim. From this pulp sheets of p.ipcr tire
made in a molcl byhancl. The celcbrateci Chinese
rice paper, that so resembles woolen and silk fnb-
rics, and on which are painted c|uaiiU birds and
flowers, is manufactured from comprcssed pidi.
which is first cut spirally, by a keen knife, into thin



sUces, six Lnches widc and twice as long. Im-
raonse quantities of papev are used by the Chinese
for a great variely of purposes. Funeral papers,
or paper imitationsofearthly things which they de-
sire tobestow on departed friends, are burned over
their graves. They use paper window-frames, paper
sliding-doors, and paper visiting-cards a yard long.
It isrelatcd that when a distinguishecl rcpresenta-
tive of the British Government once visited Pekin,

A POHTION OF A

several servants lorought him a huge roll, which,
uhcn spread out over the large floor, proved to be
llie visiting-card of the Chinese Emperor.

Early in the Christian era, the Japanese employed
5ilk faced with Unen, and aiso wood shavings, for
writing material. In 610, A. D., they began to
make paper from vegetable fiber, and their in-
genuity is indeed marvelous. From several hun-
dved varieties of paper they manufacture lanterns,

IKB

candle-wicks, liair-pins, umbrellas, artificial flowers,
fans, handkerchicfs, hats, sword-proof helmets,
tclescope tubcs, water-proof uiuler-clothing, etc.
A formal Japanese puet uses in writing, for poetry
or songs, four distinct kinds of papei-, specially
designed. Imitation leather, which we have just

VoL. XI.— 52.

begun to make, is old-fashioned with them. The
skillof thc Japanese in handlinglong fibers without
injury enables them to make their parchment-likc
paper very teiiacious and durable.

itisclaimed thatthe Mandarin Tcailien inventcd
rag paper. Whether thisis trueornot, tbc Chinese
secret was early known in Persia and Arabia, and
gradually thc Europeans began and rapidly im-
proved the art of manufacturing paper. [|'arch-

I'AFVRUS SCKIILL.

ment, prepared shecp-skin, and vellum, or clear
calf-skin, were laid aside. Eight hundred years
ago, Spain made paper from cotton, and in 1302
a finer quality from linen. In the fourtecnth cent-
ury, France, Germany, and Italy became quite
skilled in thc art. Qucen Elizabeth knighted
Spiclman, a Germaéan, ivho established the first
paper-mill in her kingdom. The busincss in Eng-
land was greatly increased bv the Huguenots

TINS FOW OLD KAUS !

wliom Louis X 1V. diove out of France. The paper-
mill built near Chestcr crcek, in Delaware,
17J4, was probably tbc first paper-mill in the
United States. The owncr supplied paper to
Benjamin Franklin. The oid hand proccss can
still be seen there.

in



Many years ago in New England, laws were
made which required people to save carefully all

exchanged for big sacks of odds and ends savcd in
scrap-bags. Manyasuccessfulmerchantandbanker

SCENE IN EGYPT,— SHOWING THE PAPVRU8 PLAWT

paper material; and bcll carts went through the
cities ringing for rags. Yankee tin-peddiers drove
their red wagons through village and town, loaded
with pails, brooins, and shining tin-ware, which svcre

was originally a keen-witted tin-peddier, who
learned human nature in the homcs of the people,
and constantly viewed new sccnes and gathered
fresh experience as his oid horse jogged along.



«IKTINO AMD CiJTnKU TUR

Until 1750, paper material was reduced to tial principies were those of thc modern paper-
pulp in a crude mortar; but in that year this cngine.

TitE "liNilIKE*' WHICH DSAI'S AND GKIMDS THE JAULF,

ivdious pi‘ocess was superscdcd by a inacliine In the paper-mills of to-day, we see scorcs of
run by windmills, a Dutch jnvention. Its essen- women and girls removing from thc ragsnll hooks



and eyes, buttons, pins, pioces of woolen and silk;
and cutting the rags into narrow strips on sharp
scythes fixed to tables. These strips are carefully
surted into three or more baskcts. A revolving
wirc sicve rcmoves the dust, and the rags are put
into a huge iron or wooden boiler, with caustic
soda and lime, which wash out the greasc and
dirt. In the case of print-papers or wood-chips,
the ink is removed from one and the sap and
resin from the othcr.

placed in a row, makes a very long machine.
This paper-making machine is shown on this page,
and the diagram below furnishes us with the flames
of the most important parts, viz.; The scroen,
vat, wire cloth, prcss or fclt rnllors, drycrs, calen-
ders, reels, and slitters.

In 1798, Louis Robert, a Frenchmaii, substituicd
for the old-fashioned hand mold an cndless wire
web, by which paper of great width, length. and
uniform thickness could be made. His valuable

invention was much improved by the Messrs.
Fourdrinier, wealthy book-sellers, of London.
and has been further improved by Amcricans.

A tAI'KII-MAKINO MACIUNK.

The rags are then ready to be converted into

pulp. The huge machine which is used is called
an “ engine,” and was invented in Holland. It is
quite unlike a stationary or railway engine. It is

shown on the preceding page,— as an elliptical

tub, separated by a partition into two chambers.
Under the curved box-cover, a cylinder filled with

over fifty dull stecl blades, and attached to the

shaft, rcvolves rapidly over a bcd of stecl bars.

The bladcs draw out the fiber of the rags by a
The first work or proc-

kind of shcaring action.
ess of the engine is to partially reduce and wash

UIACRAAI OI'

1Jryers.

By the aid of the diagram, let un examino Ibis
“ bird’s-eye view” of a complete paper-making
machine. The receiving-vat on the right of the
machine is constantly supplied with ptcpatcri pulp
by a pump, all impcrfcctinns being removed by the
screen. A stop-cockorothcriurangemecntregulales
the supply of pulp, thus controlling the thickness of
paper to be made. The pulp, diluted with valer,
flows over an apron upon an endless wire cloih. nr
web, which has from 3500 to 5000 holcs to the squarc
inch. As the water escapes through the wirc cloih,
the fibers of the pulp are gcntiy shaken togcilier.

IAPEH-MAKJKO XTACHIS'K

A roller of fine wirli.net-work impiints tlic watcr-
matks which give the namc “wovcn” paper; when
thewiresarestretched onlyoneway,itis callcd* laid"
paper. The imprint of a fool's cap and bcll, much
uscd formerly, gave the fiame “ foolsc.np” paper.

clean the material, and reqiiires from three to four
hours. This cleansed material is called *“ half-
stuff,” and iscmptied into vats, where it isbleached
perfectly white by chloridc of lime. Next, the
beautiful snow-like, half-beaten stuff js again put
into the engine, and slowly reduced to fine pulp, The ncwly formed wide shect ofwet paper passes
which, when mixed with water, resembles cream, to an cndless fult belt, by which it is conveycd
the natural yellnw color being changed to a bluish between iron press rolls, around a clozcn or more
tint by the use of a very little ultramarinc. steam drycrs, again around smooth caicnders, and

The pulp is now ready to be converted into then upon the reels, finally through slitters, into
paper.by a series of ingenious contrivances, which, a sticky liquid, and between knives; and, at last,



the long soft paper, freed from water, is smoothed,
sized, and wound on reels.

Paper is thus made so rapidly, that if the roil
were aliowed to run off from the machine in a con-
linuous strip, a child could not keep up with a
marked point on that strip, exceptby running. In
thc finishing-room the paper is again smoothed,
cut into sheets, rulcd, sorted, counted, folded,
stamped, and put up in reams, quarter-reams,
and half-reams, for book or letter use.

Coarse papers are made on a unique revolving
cylinder, which gathers the pulp on its surface of
wirework. It was invented in 1822, by Mr. John
Ames, of Springfield, Mass. Formerly, several
weeks were required to complete the slow hand
process of changing crude material into finished

THE FINISHINO-ROOM.— CUTTING,

paper. Now it can be accomplished in a single
at one third the old-time cost.

I'uplar, spruce, and basswood are used jn immense
ciuantitics for making paper pulp. Even the banana
and palmetto yield excellent fiber. ,0f late, a soft
and transparent quality of paper has been made
from common grasses. Bank-note paper is made
from linen, stk fiber being introduced to prevent
coimterfeiting by making certain -markings in
ihc paper which can not easily be imitated. Many
bank bilis have red silk threads running along the
cdges and across the ends. Letter paper is made
frumUnen and cotton mixed ; printing paper chiefly
from wood-pulp,— rags being added for book
iind inagazine paper, like that used for St.
NiCHOLAS.  Waste papers, straw, oid ropes, jute,
manilla, and like substances make common papers.

One third of tlic paper consumcd in thc world is

made in tlie United States by one thousand milis,
each averaging two tons daily,

The four thousand paper-mills in the world
make annually a million tons of paper— one third
of which is used for newspapers.

Holyoke, on the Connecticut river, is called the
“ Paper City.” It turns out daily one hundred
twQ-horsc wagon-loads of lieautiful papers of
varied tints. At Castieton, on thc Hudson River,
inillions of postal-cards are made each year for
the Government, out of wood-pulp. Paper has
become as great a necessity as iron, and is cm-
ployed in fully as many ways. Scorcs of railways
use paper car-wheels. Stoves and cliimncys, even,
are made of paper. Itis used for pencils, for lumber
(in imitation of mahogany), for roof-tiling, jcwclry,

COUKTING, AND PACKING THE PAPIiK

bronzes, false teeth, water-cans, row-boats, fiour
barréis, powder kegs, clothing, shoes, collars,
blankets, and carpets. A fashionable New York
lady once gave a party, at which the women worc
paper dresses. A paper house was exhibitcd at thc'
Sydney Exhibition, the doors, floors, and furniture
being made from paper. In Sweden, paper thread
is made. Thin silk paper, with tasteful designs
painted in oil, pastcd on common window-panes,
makcs an admirable imitation of stained glass.
Paper dippcd in chloridc of cobalt makes the
Frcnch “ barometcr flowers,” whicli are blue in fair
wcatherand change to pink onthe approachof rain.

You will see, from all this, that a thorough knowl-
edge of chemistry, and of the principies of mc-
clianics, is nccessary for the succcssful manufacture
of paper, and that paper-making is one of thc
greatest industries of modern times.



LIT-TLH DOT.

By Mes. M. B. Butler.

Lit-tle Dot has eight dolls. Some of them have no arms or lcgs.
These she loves the best. They are oft-en ver-y sick. One doli has no
head. This one shc al-ways says has the head-ache.

When her broth-er laughs, she says: “ | dess your head would ache, too,
if it were tut off.”

Lit-tle Dot has a fun-ny grand-pa-pa. When grand-pa-pas are fun-ny,
they are ver-y fun-ny in-deed.

Once, when he carne for a vis-it, she got her new-est doli and set iton
his knee. Then he trot-ted it up and down, and sang a lit-tle rhyme.

This pleased her so much that .she brought one more doli, and thcii one
more, un-til she had brought them all.



Grand-pa-pa sang a rhyme for each one. Here are the rhymes he sang:

One doll-y, one;
O, now we 'll have fun'!
Two doll-ies, two ;

There 's room here for you.

Three doll-ies, three;
Here, take t' oth-er knee.
Four doll-ies, four ;
Just room for one more.

Five doll-ies, five ;
O0-ho ! sakes a-live !
Six doll-ies, six ;
Well, well ! what a fix !
Sev-en doll-ies, sev-en ;
Don't scare up e-lev-en.
Eight doll-ies, eight;
Hi, hi! you 're too late.

But no, — he made room on his knees for the last one, too ; and then he
put his long arms a-round them all, and trot-ted with all his might, and sang :

O, the dolls of lit-tle Dot,—
What a fim-ny, bump-y lot!

Eyes of brown and eyes of blue,

Flax-en hair, and curl-y, too ;
O, how man-y dolls she s got,
Hap-py. lit-tle, darl-ing Dot!

Tiiere once was a ver-y rich pig,

Who wore spec-ta-cles,

al-so a wig;

And at last grew so stout

That, to trav-el

a-bout,

He had to in-dulge in a gig.



fiLMANAG auoust.

Once a year ihe Sun gocs coiirting”

When he meeu che siacdy Virgp

SI'DR'I' FOR THE MONTH-

In ihc heat of the day,

When too hot lo play,

How nice lo go down to ihc xiver,
And swiniming, and dashing,
And diving, and splnshing,

To cool off cmrsclven lo a iniiver'

Kvkninc Skiics for Viung Astronomeks.

(See Introduction, page 255, Sr. Nichoi.as for Janimry

August isth, 8.30 I''m-

Venus, Japiter, and Saturk are morning stars. MAfib
is just selang. We ate now looking at a pare of the skyin
ihe souih, which is not visiied by any planee during the year
except M ekcury, which is so difficalt to find, on account of
its closeness to the sun, thnt no attempt 10 poiiu it out ha®
been made in thcsc accounts of our evening skies.

Sptca is setiing, and che red star Aniares is twinkling in che
south*wesl, Arcturus is high iip in che wesc. Overheod bum>
Lyra, ihe beautiful star of Tfe llarp, Near Lyra, 10 ilit
c.i5t, is a large triangle of four stars in the constellaiion uf
Cy~iits, or Thi Svjan. Tlie hrightesi of the four is Aridcd
Bciwcen Arcturus and l.yra is Alphecca, in ihe Norlhrtn
Crown. High up in ihe soulh.east is a row of lhrccsi?rs.
The centcr star iSa very bright one we have not noiiccd be-
fore; it is Altair, in the constellation Aguila, or 1lhe Ea>L-
Notice how bright ihc Milky Way is near the triangle of
Cygytus. Rising in the north-east are four bright siars in the
form ofa very largc squarc. It is One of the most conspkti-
ous objecis in ihe heavcns, and iscalled the .Sgnare of Pegasu’.
The righi-hand star, the onc leading tlie way, is Markab,
which, with che next two, belongs 10the consiellatiun
The Flying Horse. The fourth star of the squarc, ihc onc
farchest north, is Alphcrai, in the consrellation AutlroHU'dti.

Month. © HE St HIGHOIjAS
Corning in che SCy;
W tli the Hparkling eye.
Day Day Moou’s  Mooil'8  Sun on
of of Ane Flfice. Noon ilolidiiy» .ind liicidciit&
Monilt. W «ck. Mark.
H. M.
1 Fri 10 Ophiuch 12- 6 Battle ofthe Nile, m s.
2 Sai 11 Sagil. 12. C Batilc of Blenheim, 1704
Kl rs 12 12. ¢ 8ch Sunday after Triiiiiy.
i Moii. 13 12- 6 Shelley, bom 1792. ~
T'ues 14 Capri. 12- 6 Alian, Cable, landccl 1858
[ Wed- FULI. Aqua. 12. 6 lien Jonsoii, died 1637
Thur- 16 12. 5 H'yVI. ofGerm'y.d 1IOG.
8 Fri. 17 12- 5 Richelien, died 1788
salL 18 Piscea 12. 5 lsaac Waitén, born 1593
10 19 12. 5 9ch Sunday aficr Trinity,
11 Mun, 20 12. 5 Thos. Betterton, 1> 1635
12 ‘I'ucs, 21 Aries 12. 5 Thos, Bexvick, b. 1753.
13 Wecd. 22 Tauru» 12. 4 jTibcrius 11,, died S82
14 Thur, 23 12. i C near Aldebaran,
15 Fri, 24 12. 4 j C near Saiucn.
16 Sat. 25 (iemini 12. 4 Venus very brillianu
17 26 12. 4 I0ch Sunday aficrTriniiy.
18 Mon. 27 12. 3 (17th) <! ci6se to Venus.
11) Tues- 28 12, « Honoréde Balzac,d. 1850.
20 W cd, NEW 12. S Ribert Herrick, b. 1591.
21 Thur, 1 12. 3 !y Montagu,died 1762
22 Fri. 2 12. 3 John R. Gough, b. 1017.
23 Sac. 3 Virgo 12. 2 (24th)dvery dose toMars,
24 4 12. 2 Ilih Sunday afterTrinity.
25 Mon. 5 12. 2 James W att, died 1810-
26 Tues, ' 6 Libra 12. 1 Princc Alberc, born 1810.
27 Wed, 1 7 Scorpio 12. 1 Bat. ofLong Island, 1776.
28 Thur 1 A 12. 1 I~igh Huni, dicd 1859.
29 Fri. - & Ophiuch 12. 1 John Locke, born 1652.
30 Sai. 10 Sagic, 12- Mars nearSpicasev'ldays.
31 s 1 12 12th Sunday after-Trinity

yo

ad

THIC HUTTERFLY AND THE T,UCUST.

“ WiiiTHKR aivay so fast?”

u come, too ?”
"N o,” said the Putterfly,

mired, you must admit."

1 don’'t sing.

“Very true,” said tho Locust in rcply, “bul don’'t you know that handsomc

that looks are not everything?"’

Just then a little girl

said the Butterfly to llie
“To take my place with the birds and the bees in

My beauty

made a sweep ai the Butterfly with her net, and nearly eaughl hnn.

Locust, one warm inoniing.

the midsumnier chorus,” leplied ihe [.ocust; - » ill

is what | ti-avcl on; my wings are very niucli

is that liandsome does, an<i
- mi

“ Well, saiii

ihe Bulterlly, “ you may be right, bul | think in my case looks camc very near being too much, that lime.
“ Z-z-z-r-z-z-s,” said tlie Locust, as he went on his way.

'‘The fiames of planees are printcd

Iti calnial>,— ihosc oi coustcllatiuns m

im lio.



1ssi. 1 Foi® Boys and Girls. Lo

1 Davs.

“ Kiss me, Motlier,” said Augusf, “ and give me a heavly welcnme ; my love for you is so warm, and | 'm
so glad to get back again. | 'm sure you need me, too. July has done all she could, and now it is my turn
to help. See what lovely lilics | have brought you, fresh and dripping from the pool; they are iny fairest
flowers, and all others seem lo wither at my touch. T am not a very good gardener, but | can pul a blush
on the cheek of the peach.”

“ Yes, indeed, my dear,” said Nature, “ and you must begin to mellow the apples. The pears, too, want
lhat 1usset brown that yon alone can give them; don’t forget the melons, fior to ]J3ull out the silk tassels of
the corn. But, my dear, you are sometimes a little too fierce and impetuous ; he as modérale as you can.”

“ Indeed, | 'll try, Mother,” said August, kissing her warmly ; “ and now I must go towork, for 1 see Corn
heckoning me with his green banners.

SONG OF TIIK SHELL-FISH.

LoBSTERf Lobsier in ihe pot, Clumsy Crab, In scaxlcl coal.
Prilhee why so red? And waUtcoat vecry whitc,

Are you angry, thai ihey took you If I touch you, vou niust prorndsc
From your waiery bed 1 Truly not lo bilc.

Wiill you, wont yoti, will you, wont you, Wiill you, wont you, will you, wont you,
Say why this chiinge occurs? Promise nol lo grab?
Pincfling, floppiug, jumping, hopping, Sldeways crawling, ever sprawling,

Lobby, l.obby-siers Crabby*abby Cmb.

Pretty Shrimp, dresscd all In pink, Mrs. Clam, down in ihc imid,
| pray you lcavc your sbell; Proy tell me what you sing?
You aro really so deicious, I hear you when 1 walk thc beach,
W e 're sure to trcai vou well. In summer, or jn spring,

Wiill you, wont you, M'ill yon, wont you

Will you, wont yon, will yoti, wont you
W ear your Liil In crimp?

Picase lo tell me, ma'am ?
Skipping, shiny, sKkm, and tiny, Roasted, toaslcd, and much boasted,
Shrim py-impy Shrimp. Claminy-ammy Clam.



'JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

W hen the weather is
We must not fret;
Wlien the weather is dry,
We need not cryj

When the weather is coid,
No use to scold ;

When the weather is warm,
W ¢ should not storm —
But be thankful together,

W liatever the weather."

wet,

OH. THAT DAISY!

Dear Jack : Wc examined a daisy yesterday through a inicru*
scopc, and saw really over a hundred beautiful fiowers in it; Indeed,
the en(iré yellow center proved (o be nothing but fiowers on the

oQter rows and buds in the mlddlc. Scvcraf times since, 1 have
said to myself— " Olf, tliat daisy,— how wonderful it was (”
Yours aiiectionately,
Hattie Speer C.
OVER FOUR HUNDRED FLOWERS IN A DAISYI

Alrasv, June 9th,

Dear St. Nickolas: In ihe May numbcrof your machine 1
saw the qucjy: ‘‘How many flowersinadaisy ?’* On looKing this
morning, | lcund to iny great surprise that the flowcr-head of a

(laisy contained four hundred and sixly«seven perfect flowers! |
suppose you knuw that each of these minute flowers had flvc sepais,
petais, and stamens, and one simple plstih I study boluny and
enjoy it very much. Yours sinccrely,

Akna Horfman o

A WHITE RAINBOW.

1 AM told that one morning— it was on the
twenty-eighth of last Novembcr— a French astron-
omer saw in the sunny skies of France a puré
white rainbow. The sun, by the way, happened
to be very palé at the time, and the frosty air held
aloft a light fog through which, oppositc the sun,
the snow-whitc rainbow softly curved itself.

As a rule, 1 prefer my rainboivs colored, but this
must have been a very lovely sight. The Littie

School-raa’am assures me that Monsieur Cornu, as
this astronomer is called, has sent a full account
of the rainbow to the French Academy of Sciences.
Now, this academ)' is n't a boys’ and girls’ school,
pray understand, but an institution for grown
people. The Deacon says it’s an academy where
the Sciences themselves go to school, but that
must be only his odd way of stating it.

ABOUT SLATE-PENCILS.

W ei-L, well, it 's delightful to ask you young
folk a question ; for straightway your repites come
pouring in! 1 wish you coukl read all the letteis
that carne to settle the slate-pencil question ; but
as that is not practicable, I must be content with
thanking the good writers thcrcof— one and all—
and reading to you these two letters selected from
the budget:

W awarsikg, N. y, M.iy 30, 1884,

Dear Jack: In cheJune nuoiber of St. Nicholas you asked
where slAte*pencils comeirom .

Slate'pencilsareoftwo kind(S-*«Inie and «onp-ftinne. SoRp*stoiie, cr
sieatiie, is a variety oftale, whichis a mloeralof a lighi-green color,
and greasy to the touch. Itis used as a blackboard crayon.

The depositofsoap'Stone from which ourpencllscome is at Castle-
ton. Yermont. The minera! is worked immediaiely after it is quar-
ried, asit would become hard and brittle from exposure tO the ;tir,
The «tone U spiic, and sawn Into small pieces, and ihcn splic again
into pieces abouc .seven inches long by onc wide, and ono-iw dofan
inch ihick. After undergoing the successive opcrations of pbning,
roundiog, sawing, and sharpening, aboutone one*himdicdch ol che
original stone appears in the form of pencils. The waste Is used ill
the manufacture of paper.

Thecrc is avariety ofslate called “ graphite slate,” whicli is used
for tracing lines, and when ofsufliciently good qualily, as a draxving
RespecuulTy,

Norman T.

crayon.
Saundkks.

Dear Mr.Jack : | would like to replyas brieflyas lean to your
query in the June St. Nicholas rcgaiding slate-pencils,

Broken refuse slate is used mohtly in their manufacture. A bree
quantlty is putinio a huge niortar, and pcundedintosntall paiticlc/.
le nexc goes intothe hopper ofa mili; thenceintoa boltmg*machi(kc
from which it comes out as fine as flour. It is then mixed witli a
small quantiiy of pulverized soap*stone, and the whole is kneaderl
into a stiffdough, by passing it through rollers.

This dough ISnow made mto charges — that is, short cvUndet’,
four or five mches thick, and containing from eight to ten pounds
each Some of these are placed in a retort with a cli.angeable nozzlc,
so as lo regiilate (he size of the pencil, and subjecied to tremendoifo
pressure, which pushes the mixture through the noszle tn a long
cord, like a slendcr snake, passing it over a tablc, slitat right an®jlc*.
with the cords, to give passage lo n knifc which cnts them miv
the properlengths

Nextcomes the drying, which occupies a few hours; and they are
then ready for the baking proccss, after which they go to the finish-
ing-room, where rapidly revolving emery wlieels smooth and poiui
them rcady for use, Yours truiy.

K. M. C

A STRANGE SEA VOYAQE.

March so,
Dear Jack : St. Nicholas told some funny slories about biub
getting lides on the backs offishes, and | saw a strange thing a few
days ago. As the steamer Gate City was coming from Savannalu
the captain thought he saw a wrcck He sieered the ship over 10 u.
nnd it proved to be a very large dead whale floating on the w.Mer,
with its side high and dry, and on top of him was a big sea lurtlc
Ktealing a ride Did you ever hearofsuch a funny sea voyagc?
Yours respecifully, A. L. H.

A HEN CONQUERS A RAT.

Francisco,June6,'84s.
daily paper conmins
brave hcn defcndicig

San

Dear JACK-iN-riiE-PruMT: Our

morning such an interesiing account of a

her chickens that 1 am going to cnpy partof the .story, so that yon

may show i(lo all (he other St. Nicholas boys. The paper says

it is a truc story and that the hen is California born and bred, which
ofcoursc picases me, for I am a San Francisco boy.



“The hcn/' says our wriier, “ whilc scratcliing with her brood ot
chickens recently, was chnrgcd upon by a fuL-grown tat. She iin-
mediately gathered her flock and awaited thc onslaughi The rat,
somcwhatcheckcd by her bold from. ctoiiched for a laomcat, and
tlien made a dan for one of the chicks. In an insiam the oid hen
ilew at her enemy, and striking it with hcr bili, grabbed it by the
back and thretv it in thc air. The rat carne down with a thurap
uuon the walk, biit before it could rcgain its feet thc hen repeated
tile performance, and keptit np until thc rat was only able to crawl
away a few feet and die. After coniemplating her foe forafcv mo-
inems, tiie oid hen callcd her brood around her and walked off.

‘i'hat 's what I cali pluck, for |
thatwill face a full-grown rat.
righttindcrtlieirmofiers’ noses.

can tell you it is not every hcn
Rats steal chickcns sometimes from
If tliathen had been bornin ancimit
Rome instcad of in California, | suppose wc ali should be leaming
the story from our Roman histories. The goose that saved thc
Cauiroi was n't a circumstance to her. Your admiriug fricad,
Waltter G. B.

OIL ON THE TROUBLED WATERS.

Elizaceth, N, J.

Dear Jack; I read in CasseU's Aingasine thnt a Scoich gcnile*
man, Mr. Gordon, of Dundce, had invented a Shell which would
distiibuic a laigc quantty of oil over thc sea, so as lo calm the
Sturmv waves. The wriicrgoes on to say that thisshellcan be fired
from & mortar, and that it Is fitted tvith two fuaes, which are set
alight by the explosiéon in the gun, and burn although the shell is
under water. On ihc buisliiig ofthc shell, the oil spccads over the
surface producing smoolh water. The plan, he adds, was recently
tried with snccess; the objeclbeing losulltheseabeiwcen iwoships
inorder 10 let a hoat pass from one to the other.

Now, thisidea secmed to me so excellent that I immediaiely pro-
cccded 10 experimcnl for myself. 1 filled our bath-tub ne”ly fnll of
water and then, after lashing thc ininiaiure sea miofury, | poured a
bottiefiii ofoil upon it, and lo! the waves subsided bcantifully.

So far, sogood; Iniithere was another storm raiscd in that olher-
wise hanuv home which I prefcr notlo describe in this letter.

Yours respecifiilly,
John L.

How was | tu know that olive oilcosts like sixlyt

THE 8USY BEE.

One of thc girls of the Red School-hoiise lias
had a preseiu of an apron, | hear,
Green has written hcr a verse
occasion.

and Deacon
in honor of thc

y i(ul

Biri totryliollve
supio cny apron,

S aj_rea.x liea

-;00 baTj( foT me!

Talking ofthe busy bcc, it seems that my fricnd
Sir John Lubbock, the patient and painstaking
British naturalist, has had thc boldness to pry
into certain personal matters of insect life. In
short, he has bccn timing a bee and a wasp to find
out which insect was thc smartest; and lo, and
behold! the wasp carne out ahead — left the busy
bee nowhcrc, in fact. You shall read the very
account which has been sent to my pulpit:

“ Aft rogards the Indusiiy of wasps, Sif John Lubbock limed a
bee ajid a wasp, fot each of which he provided a store of honcy,
and he found ihat ihe wasp began earlier in the moming (at four
A.M.) and worked on latcr :n the day. ‘Lhis particular was»p
began work at four in the momling, and wenton withoutany iC6t

or intcrmission lili a quarter to eight in ihe

eveniog,
which time she paid 5ir John one hundred and

during
sixtecn visits."”
A FEW SIMPLE GARDEN QUESTIONS.

W hat very common and well-known leaf bears
the letter V plainly marked in lightcr green on its
surface ?

W hat

leaf bears a mark resembling a horse-
shoe ?
W hat flower carries a well-formcd lyre which
can be discovered by gently pulling the flower
apart?

W hat blue flower bears well-imitated biimble-
bees ?

W hat double flower secms formed of tiny dovc-
like things meeting their bilis?

W hat graceful leaf grows its seed on its under
surface?

Can any one find two bladcs of ribbon-grass
exactly alikc ?

Picase address “ Jack-in-the-Pulpi
The Century Company,
Street, New York.

," in care of
33 East Scventcenth




thp:

C'oK'fRIBUTORs orc respecifully informed ihai, beiween ibe isl

be examjneci at the office of St. Nicholas.

conmbuiicns will please posipoiie sending their M SS. until after the

W e trust ihal Mr. Bolton’'s arliclc on “ Paper” will so interest
our readers that they will not fail to visit apaper-mil!, if ever they
have the opportunity. Mr. Bolton, in giving the history, has
nierely touched upon the general processcs of paper>making, but
these need to be seen to be fully understood. The illusirailons
to the articlc show some of the principal machinery, and it may

interest our readers co know that the sketches werc made at the
Nicholas Is

milis which manufacture the paper on which St.
printed. Our chanks are due to the propriciors of these milis,
Messrs. S. D. Warren & Co., of Boston, Mass., for courcesles

extended to our artist.

Our apciogics are ofTered to Mr, William W . Kent, the artisl who
made the graceful drawingof “ The Bashfil Marguerite,” on page
627 of the June St
the table ofcontenis for that month as W. W . Kemble,

N icholas By a misprint, his namc appears in

H the are two intercsiing letiers, which have come a long way,
being both dated, as you will see, at Colombo, Ceyion:

CoLOMUo, Ceyi.on, 3, 1884.
To THE Editor of St. Nicholas. Madam Tlic inclosed
verses were penncd on the occasion of the departure for home of
two young )adies (aged respcctivcly eleveo and nine) who had
brightencd our home hy their ptesence for a few weeks. Tlicy
made great pel5o0fourdogs, and | am sure that the regret expen*
enced by the animal.e at the departure of chdr two little inends ha<
not been exaggerated in the accompanying linos.
Herhap'i the poem may find favor with some of your readers,
Yours obediently,
“ Lord Hamilton.”
Good Mother Towzer, sitting at her door,
Bade her puppie.® cease their play, and rest upon the floor;
Very sad, very sad, very sad was she,
And both her pupples wrung their paws
And wept in sympalhy.

By carne Mr. Toby,— “ liave you heard the news?

Our two young laaics Icavc to-day — think what we shall lose! "
Very sad, very sad, very sad wcre thcy,

And each took out its handkocchicf
And hid its Uttie nez.

Mrs. Bnnny creeping, creeping up the stairs,
Stretched herself upon che floor, and thus gav«
“ Deary me, deary me! alas alack*a»day!
i), who will come and fondie me

W hen they have gone away?"

voot her cares:

Bow-wow,” said Mr. Ca»sar, appearing on the scenc,
“ Wc muse not thus give way, my friends, though our
be so keen (*'
(Bcit very hoarse, very hoarse, very hoarse was he;
For he *d been howUng all the night
lu shecr despondency.)

anguish

Then down theroad,with .cprightly siep, Miss Topsy carne in view,
Cheer up, my friends, they Il come again whun autumn skics are
blue!”

come again, yes, that's what they must do!
dear friends,

" Come again,
Wc may be happy ycc,

* W hen autumn skies are blue! ”
“ t>0RD Hamilton.”
~ _ Colombo, Cevlon
Dear St. Nichotas: A friend of ours has just bcgun 10 take

yon in for US, We Uve in o pretty suburb of ihc capital, Colombo.
itisvery hothere, and is now the hottest season, so everyonc is go.
ingorgone up couniry to enjoy the cool mountain air. in place of
ColomI» heat and red dust, whicli is as dense as a London fog
Ceyionisavery nicc place, though not so niceasournativc England
In the haniiarium, ice may be found on the water, nearly half an
men thick, but there is no snoiv, which isa greatdrawback, wc think.

of June an<| ihe
Consequently, those who desire to favor the magazine with

letter -bo x.

isih of September, manuscripts can not convcnienUv

lasc-named date.

lhe nativcs are very funny people: mostof them wearnu clothcs
tho' men and women wear a few garments, consisting ofjackeis
comboys and tarbans, They are very food of heat, and are uevc'
happy unless thcy are chewing betel, chunam, and tobaceo. Betel
is a leaf, from which a hot peppcr is made; chuiiam is what ihev
whitewash the walls with, .something like lime, Iliere are a grc.u
manydiffercnt kinds ofpeople here, Singhalcsc, Gamil, Turks, Indl-
ans, Cochin Gamils, Afghans, Arabs, Moormen, etc. There are many
difierent kinds of religion — Roman CathoUcism, Mohammedanisni.
Buddhism,etc. OurcooUe isa Buddhist, andwlll notkill any jmimal,
for fear the spirit of his grandmother is in it.

Vour gratefiil reader,
T rixie Wai.u.

HOW MANY COMKLETP- FACES AKK SMOWK HFKH ?

303S GIKAIit AVENI K, Phll,\.
I go lo Belmoni Girls' irammurSchooj.
and am trying for the Normal School, so I have to work very hnrd
A question carne un in class the other day, and though our kinc
teacher Iftoked iu all the books at her command, slie could not find

an answer forour queslion.
Now, I would lilte to know ifanyreaderofyourvahiable niagasiut

W hy is tlie harborofCon-
. T'he (jonil rcnder

Dear St. Nicholas:

can give me the answerto this question,
Mjnlinople, Turkey, called the “ Golden Hom



who can answer this will receive my wannestthanks, and you, dear
St. Nicholas, for priniing it for me-

t rom your affectionate readcr, Miriaii.
W ho will answer Mirfam’s quesdon?
W ashington, D, C., Feb., 1883.

DeakSt.Nicholas: |l amtwelve yearsoid, and Uve m ihis beaud-
ful city. 1 ink you are the nicest magazine, both for young and
nld, that | have ever rcad, seen, or heard o£ | want to tcll you and

yourreaders ofa ccading*club that my mothergotup for my benefil.
We have thirtecn memoers (weexpecc to havc more), but still we
have very pleasant dmcs together. The exerches consistofreadmg
nnd game-playing, | am Secretary, and have towrite the minutes or

pay a forfe 1 think ii would be nice forsome boys and girls of
‘ivery city to get up a Uttle club of that kind.
I iiope you will princ this, dear St. Nicholas, as | would be
cxlremely proud to see it in the Letter*box.
Your friend, P.ark R, Davis.
C. W.— We can not cxplain ihc vefy greatsimilarity of theverses
«©n pnge 620 of our June miniber, to “ Phirs Sccret”— a Uttle

ijJocm by Mrs. Laura E. Richards, publishcd three yearsago, Had
wc known ofthe resemblance sooner, wc, ofcourse, would nothave
printed ihc verses.

Carthage, Tbnk. 1884
My brother takcs you for me. | think
Lhc Letier-box is a nicc thing, | want 10 tcllyou aboutour red-biid,
She plays dead; that Is, she lies on her back and lets us push her
nbout and she will not move anything buthereyes. | e-vpectmy
hrother will make a Ktile wagén wiih wires and teach her to draw It

| have six birds: two cafiarles, two niocking-birds, one red*bird,
and onc finch, Both ofthe mocking*birds sing beautifully, and one
i)fthe canuries sings well, butthe oraer canary and the red-blird and
(he finch do not sing. The cafiarles and ihe finch stay in one cagc.
The rcd'bird's iame is Mcshak, butwe cali him Rcdman most.

Ifany of the readers of the St.*Nicholas will write (0o me, I will
tcll them how 10 keep and traln a red-bird. | am nine years cid.
When .school closed, a few days before Christmus, last year, | got
twoprizes. 1 also gota prize in Sunday«school. My lelteris so long,
I am afraid you wutnotpublish it, but 1 hope you will,

Good«bye,

Dear St. Nicholas:

Josie Mver.

Dear St. Nicholas : In Aiigust oflastyear, when | wasvisiring
my grandfathcr, in Rut]Jand, Vt, | resolved to go to the marbic
nuarrics, about three miles away, in the town of West Ruiland.

I Saddled Prince (my pony) and set out. W hen | arrived there,
I hitched Prince to a postand wentover to the quarries.

The firstone 1 carne to belonged ro Sheldon and Sons; and o f this
one | made the most thorough examInaiion, This quarry is a very
long one, but not so deep as che others. Judging from i~c deepest
me, it is somewhat over 220 feet deep. In (he midile Is a large
iirch of marbie. called a pillar, that liad not been cut away and
which extended across— forming a bracc to protect ll»e workmcn
trom being buried by the caving-m ofthe*sides.

ACrASSIZ ASSOCIATION—

Notwithstanping the summer is upon us, we have a long list
ifnew and eiuhusiastc Chapters this nionih, and cxicnd to onc and

»lla hearty welcome.
TulL Cokvkntion
Tlic Philadclphia Chapters are lakinghold of the work prepara-
lory lo our Sepiember meeting with a will, and have issucd to each
Cliapter a formal invitation in a very lasieful and attractive form.
Moreover, an interesting programme Is in preparaiion— beginning
with a reccpiion In the evening of Scptember ad, atwhich we hope
to meetas many of our friends as possible. W c could not possibly
llave a meeting called umler more favorable auspices, and if this one
~hall notprove a graud succcss, as we believe ftwill, It will be only
liecause our inembers are too widely scattered to aasemble in very

large numbers.

Down in the bottom diere were sieam«cngines that kept moving
bacUwaxd and forward about five fccr, and constantly cutiing the
marble on cacliside in succession, with broad Steel drills. As soon
as the blocks are cut out, they. are lioisted up with derricks worked
by sicam. They are then put on stone«boats, drawn by oxen, and
carried to the miU, where they are cutinto dificrent shapes in great
gangs, in which are scvural saw«blades; not saws, as would be sup-
posed, butsimple bindcs of shcel«iron. W hen sand is thrown in, (Le
saw«biades rub it back and forth on che maible, and the quick moiion
causes friction, which slowly cuis it. Then the marble is takcn into
another department, where ilis ivashed and polishcd.

The next one is commonly called the covered quarry, being
covered over bya platform. This is one of the smalicsi, but lhc
deepest of them all, being about 275 feet deep (this a man told me)

over three times as deep as our schooUbuilding is high. It
very dark and gloomy in the bottom, caused by lhc walls being
blackencd by the smoke ofihc engincs.

The nextone was the CUson and Woodfin quarry, into which 1
descended by some rudely crected steps. W lien 1 got down 1
found it was very different from what it appenred to be from the
top; for,atone side, itwas cut in horifonially fony or fifiy feet, nnd
the men had 10 wear small candles on their heads It look me
ncarly a half-hour to cUmb up again. This quarry is next to the
covered one in sizc.

In the quarrics the men look likc minute dwarfs in a cave.

Being well satlsfied with my ramble, | set out 10 find Punce and
go home. But%vhen | carne 10 where | had left him, there was the
headscall hanging to the post, and Prince gonc |

I looked round for awhile, and found him In another part of lhc
marble-yard, cropping grass in aplot about five feel square, among
grcaU heavy blocks 0? marble. Catching hirn by the fore-lock, I led
him back and put on liis headsiall and rodé libme.

Prince is a Shetland pony He is only ten hands hig” although
he is fifteco years oid. F« S.

Hartford, Conn., Morch, 1884.
Dear St. take you and Ukc you very much.

Although 1 have taken you a long time, ihis is tlic first time | have

Nichoi-as: i

written to you. In one ofyour numbers | saw the question, “ How
are rubber balJls made? " | asked my cousin,who works jn a rubbcr
store, and he said, “ They were made on a mold and joincdin the

middie. And in order to make them stay round, a Uttle water is put
in before they arejoincd. Then they are putin a hotplace, and the
water curas lo steam, which expands the rubber. Then it is suddenly
cooled, and the steam turns back to Avater. Then they make a hole
and Ictthe waterout” l1remaln yours truly,

Grace M. H.

W e are iiidebied lo Ihcfollowing young friends for pkasane letters,
which wc should be glad to print If there were room.
mer, EllieA. N., Marién F. S., “ Fannie Stetaon.
Blanfoid HcwitC, Clara M. L*pton, Nellie B., lidith P.
Alice A. Maynani, L. H. W ., Bertic A. Page, Leouore R., C.
combe Bacon, Nellie McN. Suydam, Mamie King, A. L.
dorf, Anna B.

Laura Lari-
Ellen
Palfrcy,
Hol*
Zecken-
Bello

Pansy,”

Graff, Laura Taylor, Eric Boegle, Loy Lucas,

Cmise, Eloise Knapp, Eracst T. Mead. E. B. Ogden, C. McC.

FORTIETH REPORT.

List of New Chapters,

Nv. 0/ Menibers.

651 Porlland, Maine(A).. 4. W, H. Dow, 7x7 Congress Si
652 Dowagiac, Mich. (A) X1..Frank Perry.

653 Providence, R. I. (C) ... .. 4..F. S. Phillips, 65John St,
654 Philadelphia, Pa. (V) ., M;ucOreenhaum 433 Frankliu.
655 New Lymc, O. 7..W . H. Cooke.

656 Moravia, N, Y. .. d,.F. S. Curtis.

657 Apponaug, R, I, (A) .,20..Miss Mamie E, Bissel,

Nruue.

A (idress-

650 Chicopec, Mass. (B)____ M iss F.dilh Bullens.
65a W llllamsvilic, N. Y. (A), Herr,
louisvillc, Ky. (B). 21.. hfiss ?\lary Sherril), ixo8 First
St
GCx W akeficld, Mass. (Al 4, ,Miss Helcn Monigomcry
662 Keyport, N. (B)... 4., M Iss Florencc Am>wsmiih,
box X49.



«3 Chelsea, Mass,
664 Holyoke, Mass.
665 So. Framingham,6Mass. (A) 4. .W. E.

6..H , B- Hastings, 13 George Si.
5..R. S- Brooks, 284 Bcech St.
Harding, box 263.

lonja, Mich. (A)... 4. ,ArchielL, Crinns
667 ISiddeford, Me. (A)... 5..Luther Day, box 849.
668 BrookJyn, N- Y- (1) 8..AUce Colton.xid MontagueSi.
669 salisbury, Mass. (A). i, .Miss Hdcn hfontgomery.
Kborcanizkd
62 Ypsibnli, Mich. 5..Mrs. C- R. W hjitnan.
258 Davenport» lowa. E. K. Putnam,
EXCHANCEa.
Spccimcens from Yellowstone park.— W . J. Wilard, Sec., Siock-
port, New York.
blown ihrough one soiaJl hole in side, for same.— J. G.

Parker, Jr,, 3529 Grand Boulevard, Chicago, Ill.

Fine fosi?ilsW Is.— A. A. Crane, Anoka, Minn.

Gold oro, quartz, and fussils, for silk-worms and cocoons.— C. F.
McLean, Scc. 3x20 Calumet Ave., Chicago

A secor sets oi four CHoeeris, tumlve-punciaia, for sets of Ouius
Lejcauie. Reich., or Calrorniais, Esch,— Edward McDovell,
264 W . Baltimore St., Baltimore, Md.

Minerals, fossiis, eggs, and woods.— L. \V. Gimckel, Daycon, O.

Silk cocoons, for eggS( if correctly namcd.— J. H. Earp, Grecn-
castle, Indiana.

Insecis, fo»ils, plafifs, minerals, eggs blown by
side, for same.— W. M. Clucc, lowa City, lowa.

The Secrelary of Ch. 6x8 is Miss Minnle L. Frei
Mr. E. M. Warner.

E, L. Douglas has been elected Prc», and Frank M. Elms Sec.
oiNcwton, Mass., Ch. 481.

smnll hole in

h, insicad of

Notes.

101. Fotsil corai, in answertoW . D. Grter.— The fossil figured
inJune number is Peiraia Comiculnm. le is onc of ihc conical
corais of ihe Trenton limescone. The top is a cup, radiatod with
plates. When Uving It had, no doubi, many beautiful colore.—
Charles Ennls, Ptes. 563

102. BeetUs oh iJie bcack.— When at “ Oid Point,” in April, I

was asconished by the large number ofinsecis I found washed up by
ihe dde. Bcsides poiato-bugs innumerable, 1 fonnd weevis, tiger*
beetles, “ lady~binJs,"” etc.; in all, 60 varieties.— Alonzo H. Stewarl

103. My brother Fred saw a squirrel slltlng on a
broken maplc limb, catching the dripping sap on fis paw and Ucking
iioff— Bcrtic Dcnnett,

104. A fitd calleries.— C. F. G. asks If thcre are gallerfes in thc
homcsofanis. Yes, One day lastspring | raiscd an oid log thatwas
lying by the sea-shore above high-water maxk, and | found ihaia
colony of ant* had made theirhome beneath it. Thcre wcrc rooms
and passagcs llkc a house, and in some places pieccs of grass had
been put across like rsfiers. I saw the nursencs, too, and when 1|
raised thc log, the anis began to cony the pupae Inlo the lower
rooms. | also saw the queen-ant She had wings Onc of the
workers carne and esconed hcr down Into the lower part of their
home.— X-

105. Rleveu-leafed clover.~K lady of thb vilkigc has found an
eleven-leaied clovcr,— C. A, Jcnkins, Sec. 447, Chitlcnango, N. Y.

X06. Pimpla hinator,” Last fall 1 found Aw//rt Innaior\t. great
numbers on an ofd maple log. Tlieir ovipositots wcrc buried f« thc
wood. Opening the fog, i found several borere, cach with a small
punclure in u?Back, which, however, extended only through thc
outerskin. BetwecO this and the innerskm were a great number
oftiny eggs,— E. L. Stephan,

X07 Chipntuuks as Imilders.— | was spending the summer ni
l..ake Rousseau, Muskoka. W lile there | used to fecd a pretty
little chipmunk. He grew so lame thathe would take a crumb from
closc besidc me. He had several storehouses. Onc was in a
rotten stump. One day | broke In the top oi thc stump to see
what he haéa inrido. | did not find his store, buta day or two after*
ward, when 1 went to look at It, I found that it had a new roof-
Itlooked Justas if it had never been broken. When | made a hole

in ihe new roof, I found it was an inch and a half ihick, and
made of scraps of the rotten wood. There seemed to be noiKinj*
to faslen it together, and noihing under it 10 supporc it, | ihjnk
the chipmunk must have made it, yet | do 1101 see hcnvhe coui<l

Can any one explain it?— W ilUe Sncraion.

fHas any onc cisc obscrved any such roof-btiildingT un.-

Canadian chipmunk.'! more clever than oureV)

xp8. Durable vjooil.— *J'he farmers here use the largor wood df
the osage orange for feoce-posis. I have secn some no iargerihan
iny wri&t, that nave bccn in thc ground ninctcen years, and are lo
all appearance as sound as ever. The farmers claim that it 'vill
“ neverrol.”— W. H. Footc, Manito, 111,

109. Spider”s How many yards of web can a spldcr splu
in one scasont— C. S. Lewls, Sec. Cio.

1x0. Attida, orjumping: spidgrs.— This family includes spi<ier«
coospicuous for the briHiancy and varlety of their coloring, and aM>
for thc singularity of their forms. hlaking no webs, they are tu Le
found upon leaves of trees and shrubs, and also on thc ground
or grass, or under dead leaves. “ Crevices In rocks and walis a(«l
intersQces aiDong stones” are their common haunis, and when iiui
wandering. ihcy are lo be found in silk bags. This groupis mox;
numerous in spccies than any other in the onler Arancidans. In
collecring, thc swecp*uet will Le found uscful. Place thc spedincn«
in alcohol, about 80~u,nol loo manyin the same bottie. The larncr.
sofi-bodied specimens require considerable alcohol, and for ihcM;,
after two or three days, a change of alcohol s des!rabie. Abtive
are iUustralionsof several formsof jumping splders that faitly well
idustmc the family; the males are less common ihan che lemaUv.,
and henee, more importani, See drawings for the difTerence?,
bctwcen moles and feniales. In collecring, twelve or fifteeu spccl-
mens of the same spccies are not too many.- Gco. W. Peckh.ini,
Biological Laboratory, Milwaukce High School, Milwaukee, W j!,

iij, IVild ¢fnfr.— In answer lo yourquesiion whether any onc
has seen a wild bird leavc thcegg, | will say ihot | have waiched 2
young rchin come from ihe cgg, and have stood lindera iree while
& B6sy &t k& top desc¥iWfd ihc FOVANAITIS 61fQ §idTg coopcer's Yiaul
ihat wasjustcoming inlo thc world.— R. B. \Corlhmglon.

xi2. Dandelions.— X have noticed witl» interest how beaiil
daixdclion stcms accommodate ihemselved to ihelengih of thc
they grow in. The flowers on a close.cut lawn never rai“e their
heads nigh, but those Ina meadow often have stems a foot long —

1x3. Chel(/tKk — | found under the bark of pine a chellfer, utic
of thc “ false scorpions” (pseudo-scorpiofies). 1 was told at the
.Agricultural Department that they had never before been found in
pine, Does any one know to the contrary? Natural sizc, x-15
inch.— G- W, Beatty, Washington, D. C

XX Dragon-Jly.— My liille boy says thcre is a dragon*fly ab<iui
one «iich long, and of a dark-groen color, thal fecds on buiierflies.
It waiis on a leaf ncar a flower, and when a bulterfly apprunchw.,
seUesand devours it.— Mrs. R. L. Van Alstyn.

ly

[Will some one tell us the iame of this dragom fly ?]

R e I*URTS t«I?70OM (JIIAI'TEXS.

The reports from ihe Chapters are uniformly encouragiiig,
TSctc have beeu none to givc ijp, although a number have
adjoumed until September, Miss Lucy Parsons writes thai 6;io

has held a succcssful entortainment to mise mone” for a club-roi»n

has prosperad "far bwond our cxpecialions, writes Jennle A.
Doyie, and she adds: “ On M ay 24th, al!l the Buffalo Chapicn* had
an excursién to Easl Aurora, Ninety-eiglit tickets were soid: C'n-
sequently, itwas a decided success.”

So. Williamstown, 617, has held regular fortnighlly meelings, aiiti
very Interesting reports nave been rcad on botany, mineralogo*, aud
ormihology, Secretary A. L, Bales adds: “ Several of ihc facuky
havejoined us,and make it vcry interesting.”

W e trust none ofour young friendswill becoinc discouragcd at u"!
secing their rcporls in prlnu W e print your Ictiers as fasi as pr.iv
tlicnble. As a general rule, those that are shortest, and ilial coniain
hints of your methods of work ihat may prove of {itacilcal um t"
othere, have the besi chance.

H aRUAN H.
T-enox Acadcmy, Lenox, Mass.

Presidentas address: Batlard,



THE RIDDLF.

cl-
HIPNnKN FISIIES.

1p any cicver fisherman these Unes will clisenlangle,
Full lIwo and ihiny hidden fish he 11 find for which to ongle.

The boys had gone to view

The smac” ere leaving port.

Now. iiaj/eagér for sport,

The BoarSid shakc. but soon looked filue,

For the skipper's word had a blow to match it—
Don’t make a ialiSSK¢lse you wU c” h it

Get upJJis, t down below, —

Go, bfiy 3" ,~tgcnly he spokc, and low.
UaaCijHjZLsnting, rued that day,

For he found the man had docked his pay.

*

The oid grayJingubt, somber amid his books,
Saw the riiaAy, chubbv child, and lost his carplng looks;
For,.oh! a cheerful word or amile

W ill whisper cheer, and thoughts beguile.

It conjured up his inelt'mg mood,

It roujed all his selfish code.

Pluck me ajasmlne now,” he cri”.

Hark ye, and pick ere lights the bee

H~cup ofsweets the fairies prize.

The ¢oriesLahauncr is he.

But, rob asslyly as they may,

Their best enchantments thiown away,

The bec leaves nought for man or fay;

And, hid in lily cup, or poised on clover,

fias hiveda cell of swccts ere summer's over.”

The answer te. tlie above rebus is nn exiroot from *
by Iza.Ak W alton.

The Complete
Angler,”

| AM com posed ofsix letters.
The firsthalf of my letters, ttonsposed,
to ilic anima), vegetable, and mineral

spells rhat wluch belongs
kingdoms. Ilhas hghtencd
the labors o f mankind in all branches ofindufiiry forcounticss gener-
adons. It inspires the epicutc with
luathiog. W ithout ihc
iravciers’ movemcnts greatly

rapture and the mvalid wxtn
mechanlc would be at a and
retnrded. It has formed thcbasisqgf
‘pecularions which have ennchcd nndimpoverishcd thou&mds. It is
as intimately associntecl wiih the masterpicces ofpicionalartaa w\th
‘he prosaic purposus of our own

its aid, loss,

land and times. It is found in ihc

823

-BOX,

Arelie regiéns and in ihe torrid zonc;
Thrce ofmy letiers spell an evil passion. Three of my levters speM
a valuable product of ihecarth I'hree of my letiers signify fiction
Thrce ofmy letieisspellthedame ofan animal, Three ofmy lctters
spcll something percaining toa fich. Three ofmy letters spell achicf
ruler. Three contend. Four of

spell to rangc. letters speli a character

in trees, and in thceatth.

of my letiers spell to
Four of my

my lctters

Fourof my

letiers spell above. Vour ofmy letiers spcll torcnd asunder. Four
ofmy letters spcll the samame of the fero of a poem by Roben
Browning, Fourof my letters spcll fondncss. Four of my letters

spell a musical Insirumenc. Fourofmy letters represent.eom eihing,

the takingofwhich impllestherenunclatiou ofall otherearthly things;
yet these same four letters
spell thatwhich
fruii.

. with a trifling dhTcpenccofarrangemeni,
is essenilally vie. Cutoff my tail, and |
Cutoffmyhead I bccomesomethingwhose ald is neccs*
sary for us to do thatwhich is represented by cutting off botg~head

necessary npell

becomc a
.and

and tail. Among my lettersmay be found ihosc
two well*known Scripturc fiames, also an important river in France.

My whole is the Chrisdan fiame ofa celebraied ruler. joow. k.

PI.

Fi ew hda on saltuf,
hoRie fo stcroh ; fi

ew oldstih keat on ulascprc ni kcaTrminji

ew dah on

riped, ew loshud ton erviccpc ti tn
nearoih.
CO3IBINATION PV2ZLE.
I's cach of the foliowing sentences a word of five letters is con-
cealed, W hen these are found, transpose the

letters of each word
Syncopate the ceutral leiicrof
cach of these words and transpose the remaining four letiers so that
they will fonn words which, when taken b
wiH form A word-square.

making four ncw fivedetter words

the order
The foursyncopated

here given,
letiers, iransposed,
spell a serving.boy.

1 She says that grammar especially isvery igstrucljvc, 2.
not be so particular, George, about your food rg In Alabama,
plenty ofcotign is raised. Bulitcan notbe said a less amount is
raised in M isﬁsippi.

oarxuoss.

4o excite.
3 avocm

To endure.

\ sailog Impelled. 3.4 trailing plant.

5 Described. To kinder. [ A ¢ or,
1. I. A covering for ihehca Household gogs.
t to music, A mechanic. éA couniryman. é
Aninseci. cyrildkanb

MhnEUICAL ENIIJ.MA.

| aM composed of sixty.seveii Icttere, and form a couplet from a
pocm b

My

V
lS—S>—14—5 nal—
tiale, is a garden ﬁ
By 2e T xmsm.«,y

is le anele«

repase. My ~4 3%
is gt w ouc, My 19- 37 %EB 13&159). My 43-54,
rlwgsundev.a.mg, @2 potverful. My
65-375"0-7 « boast
AKROW-IIE.VD,

Across: 1 A tree which grows inostlyin mm\ Und.~ a. Ptr,
laininc to a royal coun « A rerin used in runking
A small wax candle. One of the inosi heauuful women of
anciquity. . 2

Downwgkd: i (two letters), Au exciamaton. our letrersj

4>Tonm away 1 nonialure.

'éardy Pcv;7mingmauukc.
A vehiclc. A dciwr.

e owt>Eii, JR

o



UEBVS. che numberof letiersbetng always the same, and ihe leiiers remain-
ing always ijn the same order. Sometimes ihe mecamorphoscs may
be made in as many moves as there are leitcrs in each glven word
but in other instances more ino are rcqiiircd.

£xam ?le: Chango lam p fire, in four moves. Ansmur
LAMP, LAMB, FAME, PARE, FIRK. ’
I. Chango BLACK to bréown; in .ceven moves. 2 Cliange roiie

(Q YORK, in five moves. 3. Change Qasli; lo taris, in six moxcs,
Changc HOUER to burkr, in seven moves. Change reak v.7
LiOH, in four moves. 6. Cbange bird lo nhst, in five moves.
Change Olvs takb, in fourinoves, 8, Change coLb to heai' in
four moves. Change ri.se vo fall, jn four movos. w,
CIIAUADB.
My gaihers lawyers and loafers:

My second' a quccr kind of beast:
My Udrd is tlie basis of whisky:
My Zoiirih inust be fcmale at least,
My whole has no sense of proprleiy,
And sometimes eats folks— for variety w, h,

NOVEI. ACItOSTIC.

Each of the words described contains the same niimbcr of letlert,
W hen rightly guessed and placed one below the other, in the ordct
hero given, tnc second row o f letters, reading downward, will snclta
famous building of Athens, and the fourth row, a famous building

of Rome.

Cross-worp?: i. Quickiy. 2. .Alaw, orrulo. 3. To bore. 4
To condescend 5. A large box. 6. Com  *act. 7. A sconifuj
look 3. A tribunal. 9, An advcrsary. V A, Ut

The answer lothcforegolng rebusisaquotaiion from MotherGoOi<e.
W OItn-SQ UAKE.
>IETA 310 liPIKI.SE
X. To leave, a. Onewho prepares matter for publicafion. 3. A
T he problem is to change one given word to anoihcr given word, hook on which a rudder i« luing to Ils p<»sE. 4. A famous king of the
by altenng one letier at a time, each alteraifon making a new word. Hiins. 5, Revolved. 6. W alts. c. r. hornp.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IK THE JULV NUMBER.

Easy Rrhradings, Rartholdi x. B-alms. 2. A-lonc. 3. N ovbl AcRDSTic, Third row, Independence; fifih row, firc-
R.hone. 4. T-hose. 5. H-arks. 6. O-Uve. 7, L-abel 8. D*ovcr. crackers. Cross-words: i. silfFly. a. coNclsc. 3. orDeRcd.
9. I-deal. 4. prEtEnd. 5. dcPiCts. d.stKkeRed. 7.poNiAtd. 8. deDuCts.

LIBKKTY Puzzle, i, Boot, foot. 2. Hoes, loes. l.and, 9. chEcKcr. xo. haNkEers. xi. seCuRed. 19. irEtiSoo.
hand. 4. Mink, link 5. Dyes, eyes. 6. Dcck, neck. 7. Gate, Sextuple CrosSiES i, From 9 to X4, benlson: from x 10
date. 8. Rose, nosc. 9. Vaso, base. 10. Gold, fold.ix. Mace, finished. 1l1. From 9 lo 14, cabinet; from 1 108, pcnilcnt. 1.
face. X2. Rair, hair 13. Jare, ears. 14. Crow, brow From 9 to X4, a.'~plred; from i to 8, marigold.

Geocrapkical Puzzle, i. Florcnce. a. May. 3. Nancy. 4, COMPOUND AcKOSTic. Primais, beat; finais, rice. Cross-wonl«:
Sydney. 5. Charies 6. George. 7. Nancy. 8. Black, g. I. BaR, a. KIl. 3. ArC. 4. TiE. Central lIcttcrs transposcd:
SnetUmd. 10. Prince Edward. 11. Skye. 12. Clear. 13. Nortfi. rail, lair, liar.

14. May. 15. Horn 16. Turkey. 17. Vienna. 18. Sandwiches, Thrrr RiioiTDOIDS. Reading across; I. July. s. Peal. \

jg, Oranges. 20, Cork. 21. Worcestershire. 2x. Oder. 23.Java.Gray. 4, Dyed, I1. 1. Hent. 2. J'rap. 3. Mire. 4, Lyre. |III,

24, Wind. 25. Rainy. ad, George. 27. Wicht. 28 ,Red. 29. 1. Fans. 2. Dale. 3. Pike. 4. Pont.

Ogeechee. 30. Onondaga, 31, Indian. 3a. Long, 33. Yellow. Easy Inversions. x,Doom, oiood. 2. Drab, bard. 3. Y'ar,

34. Canary. 35. Superior 36. Fear. 37. Florence 38. Fareweil. raw. 4. Dcw, wecd. 5. Pool, loop. 6. Edile, elide. 7.Emir,
CoNCEALBD WORD-SQUARR. I. Agilc. 3. Gatcs. 3, liems. 4. rime. 8. Pans, snap.

Lemma. 3. Essay. Inscription Puzzle. Place Uic puzzle before a looking-glas«,
Charade. Nose-gay. and, with a card, cover >n lurn the lower half of each lliic of ihc
Framed WokD-SQUARB. From i to 2, croylslone: from 3 104, inscripiion The words “ Independence now and independence for*

frovisions: from 5 to 6, florascope: frorn 7 to 8, browsewood. ever” will appear Below are the articles, door, fin, deed, pen,
ncluded word'squatc: x. Spar. 2. Perl 3. .Aria. 4. RInl pence, and car.

Answers to May Puzzles wcrc received, too bte for acknowledgmecent in July, from John, Lily, nnd Agnes, Canne.«, France, 11.

Answers to all THE PuzzLES IN THE JuKE NuMBBR were rcceived, before June 20, from Paul Reesc— S. R. T.—“ H.and Ca”
— Maggic T. Turrill— “ Captain Ncm oM adeJclne Vuliee— “ Daisy, Pansy, and Sweet William " — Clara and Belle — “ San
Anselmo Valby “ Shumway Hen and Chickens'*— Eisseb— Lucy M. Bradley.

Answkrs to Puzzles in tur June Numder were rcccived, before June 20, from Hctlie F. Mayer, 1 — I™julsc O. Gregg, 2— i*
S. Gore, x— C. U Holl, j — Artie L. Zeckendorf, x— C. H. Ixvngdon, Jr., r— Fannie Sietson, 2— R. McKcan Darry, 4 — Eduh
Leaviti, 4— Frank Rritlingham, t — Mabel B. Cnnoii, 4— Birdle Koehler and Laura Levy, 5— “ Navajo,” 3— W . Poweil ~obbins, : —
J. B. Reynds, 4— Dora H. H. Do.echer, x— Curtis Calver, i — Ina D. Mercer, 3— Adelalde, 1— Addie Sheldon, 6 — Corinnc F. HIIU,i
— Josepnine R. Curtis, 1 — Hilen Lindsay, i — Fred. A. Bamcfl, i — H. 15 .Mucklesion, i — .M. Jeanet Doig, i— R. H., x— Ruih and
Manon, i — G. Maucie Fierd, 5— Helen M., 7— Lilian C. Carpcnter, x— W. K. Taylor, r— Clara M. Upton, 4— Clarencc F. Winan*.
2— B.C., 3— “ Rooster,” 2— Oscar M. Sieppacher, x— Jennie and Blrdie, 8— Emma Screws, 3— Florence R., 3— Frank B. Howard,
2— Minnie K. Patterson, 2— R. H, Mack, 1— Katherine Sinlth, 4— “ Peppcr and Maria,” 7 —S. K. S., 8— Jennie C. McBride, j—
Clare and Floy Hubert, 5— G.enrge.-Habenicht,.j M.anha.S. Tmcy, x— T. and A., 2— Macggiccamd €. @ 'Nelll, 3— RfficK. Talboys,
8— Arthur G. Lcwis, 3— George C. Beebe and John C. Wjnne, 4— Ornee Zublin, 3— Alex. Laidlaw, 0— “ The SIntwjsters,” 4 — fred
S. Kcrecy, | — Ida and Waltcr, 2— Hessic D. Jsoylston, 5— “ Warwick House,' 5— Whm and Tlhh, i — Klizabcth H .,.x — ICI-
Emma and Irene, 4 — “ Neme andNullus,’”*8 — Hes-ie Burch, 7— Nelie and Daisy, 2— Checster Aldrich, 5 — Canarv Hird, 4 — Edward

livingston Hunt, 3— Alicc H. N 2— Mary S. Hicks, 6— “ Unknown,” d — Hattie Jamieson, 2— Le Bar Schoonover, x— Nannic

Duff, 5— Mary Lou, 8— “ Hora,” x— Arthur J, Clark, 2— “ Molly and Mouchc,” 8— F. Smyth, (»— F. Muriel, and Ediih W
Gruudy, 9 — Ida and Edilh Swanwick, 7— Elcanor and Maacle Peart, 4 — Hugh and Cis, 9— “ Prue Dish,” 8— “ TImotheus Gibb,
insqg.,” 5— Birdie Pierce, ? — Sallie Viles, 8— Mabel L, Haines, 8— K. P. Thomson, $— A V. Liiiher,3— W . A., 2— M. H. Shaffner, i
— No flame, 6 — “ North Star,” 9— M. W. Aldrich, 5— lda G,. 2— F. Smitliand F. Hoyt, 4 — Marguerlte Kyie, a— Charles H. Kyfc,
9— « Royal Tan-,” 3— Edith H. Moss, x— Hailio, Clara, and Mamma, 9— Nicoll and Mary l-udlow, 8— Uva Wade, Xx— .Appleton H.,
5— Miirlel, 6— A, E. Hydc, 4— Ed. Wcstcrvcit, 4— Annie M. Hirsr, 7— Liviugston Ham, 5— jessie A. Pbti, 9— “ An {cean,” 9—

Kiitie l-«per, a— Hattic Dodd,” 5— L. M. N.and H. L. 1),. 8— Jennie Baich, 6— Lida I®Il, 2.








