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THE LITTLE QUAKER SINNER.

By Lucy Lincoln Montgomery.

A LITTLF. Quaker maiden, with dimpled cheek and chin,
Before ati ancient mirror stood, and viewed her form within.
She wore a gown of sober gray, a cape demure and prim,
,With only simple fold and hem, yet dainty, neat, and trim.
Hef'bgnnet, tdo,, ivas gray and stiff; its only line of grace
¢ Was in the lace-,'so soft and white, shirred round her rosy face.

Quoth she:, “ Oh, how 1 hatc this hat! 1 hate this gown and cape!

I do ewish all my clothes were not of such outlandish shape I

The children passing by to school have ribbons 01l their hair;

The little girl next door wears blue; oh, dear, if I could daré,

i know what 'mshould like to do!”— (The words were whispered low,
Lest such tremeiidous heresy should reach her aunts below.)

Calmly reading in the parlor sat the good aunts, Faith and Peace,
Little dreaming how rebellious throbbed the heart of their young niece.
All their prudent humble teaching willfully she east aside,

And, her mind now fully conquered by vanity and pride,

She, with trembling heart and fingers, on a hassock sat her down,
And this little Quaker sinncr sewed a .tuck into her gown J

“ Little Patience, art thou ready? Fifth day-meeting time has come,
Mercy Jones and Goodman Eider with his wife have left their home.”
'T was Aunt Faith’s sweet voice that called her, and the naughty little maid—
Gliding down thc dark oid stair-way— hoped their notice to evade,
Keeping shyly in their shadow as they went out at the door,
Ah, never little Quakeress a guiltier conscicnce boro!

Dear Aunt Faith walked looking upward; all her thoughts were puré and holy;
And Aunt Peace w.alked gazing downward, with a humble mind and lowly.

But “ tuck tuck! " chirped the sparrows, at the little maidcn's side ;

And, in passing Farmer Watson’s, where the barn-door opened wide,



Every sound that issued from it, every grunt and every cluck,
Seemed to her affrightcd fancy like “ a tuck!” “a tuck!” “ a tuck!”

In meeting Goodman Eider spoke of pride and vanity,

While all the Friends seemed looking round that dreadful tuck to see.
How it swelled in its proportions, till it seemed to fill the air,

And the heart of little Patience grew heavier with her care.

Oh, the glad relief to her, when, prayers and exhortations ended,
Behind her two good aunties her homeward way she wendedl

The pomps and vanities of life she 'd seized with eager arms.
And deeply she had tasted of the world’s alluring charms,—
Yea, to the dregs had drained them, and only this to find: m
All was vanity of spirit and i’'exation of the mind.

So, repentant, saddened, humbled, on her hassock she sat down,
And this little Quaker sinner ripfied the tuck otU of her gown

Ou don’'t know Daisydown, do

yousay? It issix miles from

Denhain station, and thrcc by

boat from Hemingway, if you

go inside Bear Island,— sev-

en, if you go outside, over the

bar. The village overflows,

so to speak, from its hollow

among the foot-hills, by one narrow picturesque

Street dowji to the picr at Daisydown Sands. It is

scarcely more than a collection of quaint, grass-

grown lafies and alleys, pientifully shaded by elms,

willows, and silver-leaf poplars— dear, old-fash-

ioned trees |— with houses dotted down here and
there among them.

Daisydown is thc mostoriginal place | ever saw;
there is a strong flavor of individuality about
every person and everything in it, from oid Cap’'n
Azariah Thistlc, who keeps the store by the picr,
and who thinks it quite the proper thing to inquire
your lineage, occupation, and circumstances, as

soon as he ledms your fiame, to Miss Peabody
at the extreme other end of Daisydown, who has
such a mania for clcan aprons that she keeps a
drawer full of them, and in any unusual or cx-
citing circumstances,— and for no earthly reason
that any sane body can see,— makes haste to put
one on.

Every one knows the Dalzells of Daisydown.
From time immemorial the race have lived in Dal-
zell Hall, which was built before Revolutionat)’
days by some dead-and-gone Dalzell, who had a
rightcous horror of going upstairsj for it is only
a stor\-and-a-half high, with sixteen rooms on the
ground floor, and all manner of angies; to say
nothing of a court in the interior, of a delight-
ful oriental stylc. The garret is without partition
or plaster; a great mysterious barn of a place,
full of bewitching dim light from the odd oid doi-
mcr-windows, and only accessible from the tower
stairs- Yes, thcre is a tower, too, some sixty feet
high ! The room under it, on thc first floor, is



called the tower room; from it the stairs ascend,
and above its ceiling they wind about the sqgiiare
walls to the top, with a queer little door in the
second story, leading to the garret, in onc comer
of which the Dalzell boys have fitted up a good
gymnasium.

Outwai-dly, Dalzell Hall is a mass of ivy and
woodbine, Virginia creeper, and other vines, from
endto end. From its hill it commands the Islue
sea to the east and south ; to the west lies Daisy-
dewn in its hollows, and northward across the
coantry you catch, on a clear day, the glimmer of
D 'nham church-spires. The grounds are ampie,
but neglected, as every one says, since the present
Mr. Dalzell’'swife died. A quiet, proud man is Mr.
Tiipton Dalzell; absorbed in business in the city;
running out to Denham by the cars, and down to
D lisydown by carriage at all sorts of odd moments;
al,parently leaving his boys entirely to their own
dt-vices, but in leality kecping an cagle eye upon
them and their doings. He can trust his house-
kceper and servants; they all are middle-aged
piople, who have lived at tlie Hall before ever he
nvirried and brought his wife there.

If you happen to be on the pier at nine on a
bi'oezy June morning, when the tug “ Orion" comes
over from Hemingway, you probably will sec 01
Miriconnet Head a gray horse bearing an agle
\ijung rider dressed in navybluc; and that rider
will be Ranald Dalzell. Or if you choose to poke
among the rocky glcns and valleys south of Daisy-
(INwn, you will probably happen upon a slcndcr,
bljck-eyed, fifteen-year-old chap, tvith a geologist’s
hammer and bag, who is sure to be Houghton
Dalzell. And again, if you take a boat and skim
out bcyond the bar, in the quiet of a dull, bluish
afiernoon, with the sea like glass, and a yellow
slreak all along the horizon, you will certainly find
a little dory lying, mast unshipped, at anchor, and
a brown, wiry lad with a restless, alert eye, fisliing
over the stcrn. Whereupon, your boatman will
remark;

“It’s just Master Phil Dalzell, sir."”

And by and by, between thc flaws that pres-
ently come from the bluish-gray clouds, you will
see the little dory, close-rccfcd, skimming away
over the long waves for Daisydown pier.

“ Drownhim?” saysyourboatman; “ you can't
clrowii Master Phil, sir; he’s the fishiest fish of
'em all,”

Houghton and Phil are brothcrs; Phil is thir-
teen. Ranald is an orphan cousin who has grown
up at Dalzell Hall, and might also be a brother
for all the differcnce you can see. There is a
strong affection between the lads. Ranald’s is, by
ail odds, the most remarkablc character. Gray
alert eyes, red hair, and plentiful freckles, has

Ranald; a well-knit, supple, “ stocky ” figure
for a fourteen-ycar-old boy; a quick teniper kept
under by a trcmendous will; plenty of invencién,
tact, and self-assurance. Oh, Ranald is my favorite,
— 1 own up to it. For the other two,— they
are smart enough. You never saw a Dalzell of
Daisydown that was n’'t smart,— a real boy or
man, and quite up to his time.

But the glimpses of the Dazells here presented
are taken during the summer vacation, remember.
With Daisydown in its winter aspect, we have
nothing to do. The boys were back from Boston
schools to the dear oid delightful home nooks and
occupations. What Boston schools did you say ?
Well, | shall keep the secret of Daisydown and
my heroes, but | will just hint that Chauncy Hall
may have known and held the Dalzells.

And now to my story.

It was in the breakfast-room at seven on a June
morning that Mr. Tripton Dalzell sat at table with
his three boys. There was always much lively
talk at meal-times,— that is, among the boys.
Mr. Tripton Dalzell liad a way of encouraging
people to talk, and saying next to nothing himself
In this way lie knew his boys tlioroughly. They
never felt his prcsence to be a restraint, and yet,
when he spokc, there was instant obedience. On
that particular June morning, Phil, the youngest
Dalzell, was in a very exubcrant mood, and when
Mrs. Merriam, the housckceper, said to him;
“ Your fatlier spokc to you, Master Phil,” he was
in the act of recovering himself from a dive under
the table after Prince, that dog having feloniously
appropriated a whole biscuit from the edge of the
table besidc Phil’'s piate.

“ Put the dog out, Phil; | wish to speak to
you,” said Mr. Tripton Dalzell.

Phil obeyed. Tlierc was a business-like expres-
sioii on his father’s face which subdued all thc boys
into a fecling of expcctancy.

“ We are about to receive a new inmate into
our house,” said Mr, Dalzell, in a matter-of-fact
way. “ | think a day’s notice wil serve you,—
for getting accustomed to the idea, | mean. 1
have a New York friend who has a daughter
about Ranald’s age. She left the city yesterday
for the summer, and slic will arrive here to-mor-
row. Mrs. Merriam will take charge of hcr, and
I shall expect you three boys to malte hcr vacation
as agrceabie as you can.”

Silence and dismay reigned around the table.
Was this thc end of their delightful vacation
plans? To be tied to a girl’'s apron-strings all
summer? How about the long fishing trip in the
big yacht with oid Cap'n Azariah? How about
the glorious geologizing trips on Daisydown
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Ledges, and the wild gallops over “ hill and holt,
moor and fen ?”

The Dalzells looked at one another; Mrs. Mcr-
riam’s mouth twitched at the eorners, but Mr-
Tripton Dalzell was coolly impassive.

“ Miss MollyArnold is likely to arrive by any
one of three routes,” proceeded Mr. Dalzell, “ con-
sequently, to insui-e our meeting her, 1 must assign
each of you to a special station.

The Dalzells opened their mouths simultane-
ously, as if in haste to spcak; but closed them
again, as Mr. Dalzell continued;

“ Houghton, | desire you to takc Judy and the
open buggy and go lo the Eastern station at Den-
ham to mcet thc ten o’clock train to-morrow
morning. Phil at thc same hour must be at the
Junction with Pat and the top buggy. Ranald
can sail over to Hemingway by eight o’clock. He
may use the ‘ Noctunie.””

The boys’ faces were a study. Mr. Tripton
Dalzell had shrewdly mingled the bitter with the
sweet. Judy and Pat wcre two fine, matched
trottei-s that Mr. Dalzell rarely allowed the boys
to touch. And Master Ranald, although he
considered himself fully capable of it, was
seldom permitted to handle alone thc vyacht
“ Nocturne.”

Three tongues broke loose at once as Mr. Dal-
zell left the breakfast-room.

“ There 's a fine piece of luck for us!” declared
Houghton, sarcastically,roused from his usualcalm.

“ A namby-pamby city-girl,— all dress and fine
airs,” sputtered Phil angrily.

“ She wont takc to me, that’'s one comfort,”
said Ranald with a good deal of philosuphy.
“She’ll cali me ‘that red-headcd boy,” and let
me alone. Girls never do like me. She’ll want
to geologize with Houghton,— she 'lI' getahammer
and bag the first day!” And he threw his head
back and laughed.

“ Indeed, she 'll not!” declared Houghton ; “ or

if she does, |'ll lead her a chase over rocks and
brambles that she wont take but once. Do you
suppose | 'll have my vacation spoiled?”

“ Anybody coming with her?” asked Phil, as thc
housekeeper ardése.

“ Nobody,” said Mrs. Merriam, quietly. “ Her
mother is a very fashionable woman, ijut her father
insists upon bringingup thc daughter accordingto
his notions; so he has had her learn many things
that her mother does n'tfancy ; and now, instead of
sending her to Saratoga, he wishes her to come
here for rest and quiet. The only thing she is
instructed to ‘keep up with’ is her music.”

The Dalzells wcre all musical, so the
intelligence was wcll received.

“ She 'll be fashionable,

latter

though,” said Phil,

OF DAISYDOWN.

[Sbptemder,

with a groan. “mWhoever saw a girl that did n't
dote on drcss ?”

Mrs. Merriam smiled quietly,— she was always
quiet,— and wcnt away to her duties.

Groan as they would, the morrow carne, and
with it the hour of the expected arrival. Mr,
Tripton Dalzell went away by an early train to liis
business ; and at the propcr hour, Philand Hough-
ton doparted for their respective stations.

But early in the morning, before even Mr. Trip.
ton was astir, Ranald carne down in his blue boat-
ing suit,

with his jacket over his arm. The
housekeeper mct hira at the door.
“ Here 's your lunch, Master Ranald. Thetv's

coid chicken and ham sandwiches in thc basket,
and pie and jelly. Here 's coffee in the bottie,
and thcre 's your jiig of water.”

“ Ifshe doesn'tcome, | 'mto have all these gnod
things myself,” said Ranald, laughing. *“ What
a picnic I'’ll have !”

The housekeeper smiled gently, and said, "1
think she 'll come.”

Ranald’s countenance fell.

“ And 1think you 'll like her, Master Ranal i,”
added Mrs- Merriam.

Bul Kanald's mind immediately took a touch
of boyish contrariness. He said to himself, “ 1
wc7.flike her.”

Nevertheless he enjoyed the prospect of a sail
in the “ Nocturne.”

Peter carne from his early garden work to help
carry down the things. They went down the rose-
alley that led to the boat-houses and to Mr. Dal-
zell's private picr. The fragrant, dew-wet blossoms
brushcd Ranald’s shoulder as he passed under the
thickets; beneath, on the shady ground, were great
bcds of lily-of-the-valley. At the hedgc-gate K m-
ald stopped and looked down the steep decliviiy,
over the sands, and far out on the quiet morning
sea. How still everything was1 The sun was
rising; the beautiful glow of golden pink fluslied
sea and sky. Peter had gone on before ; Ranald
heard thc ciank of the mooring chain as he un-
loosed the dory, and ran down to the boat-house
to Join him.

“ The wind's fair— what there is of it,” said
Peter ; “ butye ’'ll have to beat back.”

“ 1 don't care,” answered Ranald,
piishod off.

“ Mebbc the young leddy wont loike it,” sug-
gcsted Peter.

“ She wont come by way of Hemingway,” an-
swered Ranald, with a laugh.

never fcar. Here we are. Now then, hand
over the things. Peter. Oh— hold up! Now I
believe | 've actually forgottcn her fiame 1 Fancy
going after a girl whose namc you don’'t know !’

as they

“ 1 'm safe enough



“ Itwas Miss Molly Arnold, 1'm thinkin’,” re-
s'ioiideil Peter, with a sly sinile 0Ll his weather-
beaten face, as the dory fell off from the yacht’s
stern.

“So 7t was. Al
I'cter,” cricd Ranald.

“ Good luck to ye,” answered the gardener. as
ihe dory glided liack over the smooth waters of the
bay.

Left alone, Master Ranald had the sails up and
ihe moorings cast off in a jiffy ; and as the “ Noc-
liirne ” rounded Miriconnet Head, shecaught a ptiff
from westward that made her bend to her work in
gallant style. and set the ripple swiriing about her
buws-

But the wind carne in variable puffs and flaws,
and as Master Ranald cliose to go outside Bear
I'land, it was liaif-past seven o’clock before the
‘““Nocturne” glided gracefully alongsidc the pier
at Hemingway, which was a fashionable sliore
K'sort.

“ Now | suppose 1'm to go to the station. Won-
(ler how I'll know her, or what she ’s likc,” mut-
tcred Ranald, mightuy discontented; and up to
tbe station he went. A small multitude of girls
ilironged the station after the eight o’clock train
carne thundering in, but nonc of them seemed in
nccd of his protection. So at half-past cight,
seeing no signs of any possible Miss Molly
Arnold, he departed lighter of heart, and won-
clering whether Houghton or Phil was to enjoy
the society of the new-comer.

There was the usual fashionable crowd on the pier
and promenade. The hotels had emptied thcra-
sclves on tbe sands; everywhere people wcrc bar-
gaining with boatmcn, and not a few cast envioiis
cycs on the handsomc “ Nocturne.” There wasa
crowd of ladies and gentlemen inspecting it. Ran-
nld was rather pleased at this. As he untied the
paintcr, dvawing upon himself the attention of all,
he felt a touch Ol his arm, and a voice said :

“ | beg pardon, but are n't you one of the Dal-
zdl boys ?”

Ranald turned quite coid with the suddenness
of the shock. He looked around into the face ofa
self-possessed damsel, not so tall as himself by
Iwo inches. His first impressions were of a pair
of sharp hazel eyes and an inquisitivo nose
under a blue hat, a profusion of fluffy blondo hair,
and a generally perplexing mingling of navy-bluc
flannel and garnct ribboii. He contrived 10 stam-
mer out:

“Yes, I 'm Ranald Dakell.”

“ I'thought you mustbe,” said the sclf-posscsscd
damsel. “ 1don’t know why I thought so, eithcr.
1've waited for you this half-hour. Is this your
vacht?”

right, now j (lood-byc,

“ Yes.”
“ And are wc going to Daisydown in it?”
“Yes.”

" All right, 1'’ll have my trunks brought down.

| bieakfastcd at that hotel yonder,” witli a nod
toward the Hemingway house on the landing,
“and | saw you when you carne down to the
pier, but I wasn't ccrtain who you were. Wait
a minute, please.”

She was hastening away up the pier, at a rapid
walk; and Ranald looked after her beivildorcd.
He had not fully recovered himself whcn a porter
wheelcd doivn two big trunks and a queer large
canvas bag, absurdly angular in shape, Ranald
did n’'t really know how he finally stowcd the
luggage away, but after it was accomplished, he
found Miss Molly scated calmly in the yacht, and
could n’t fot the life of him remember helping
her aboard.

He got up sail with cxpcdition, conscious of
Miss Molly’s scriitinizing eyes. He could n't think
of a thing to say to her.

“ Oh, did 1 tell you my fiame ?” remarked tlie
damsel, as the yacht filled away on her course.
“ | suppose you know who 1am, however.”

Ranald looked around involuntarily ; their eyes
mct. “ | suppose you are Miss Molly Arnold,”
said he, and they both burst out laughing. This
brokc the ice a littlc.

“Yes; butreally,” said Miss Molly, “ 1 ought to
have introduced myself at first. But 1 forgot;
Mamma says | always do forget. But 1was so glad
to find it was really you, and to get out of that
poky oid hotel, that | did n't stop fot anything.”

This rcminded him of the lunch basket.

“ Did you say you had breakfastcd ?” said he.

“ Yes, thank yoii,” shc answered. “ But I be-
lisve | ahvays am hungry. Mamma says it's very
vulgar, but | can’t help it.”

“ 1 can,” said Ranald, and began to lash the
tiller, that he might go forward after the lunch-
basket; but Miss Molly jumped up.

“ Let me liold it,” said shc; “ | do so want to
learn to stecr,”

Ranald complicd, but kept one cyc on the tiller
while diving into the cuddy.

Hchold now Miss Molly, with foot braccd man-
fully against the oppositc seat, and both hands,
slighily rcddencd, grasping the smooth handlc.
Thcerc is a brisk brceze non-; the yacht, under all
sail, “ hcels” (or leans) at an alarming rate, and
Miss Molly, with ribbons flying and iluffy blonde
hair blowing over her face, has her hands full.
The “ Nocturne” ilics likc a bird, and the sea is a
mass of dark, rufflcd blue. Ranald sets lhc lunch-
basket incautioiisly down bcsidc the centcr-board,
and forgets all about it.



“ Let me take the tiller again,— it's too hard
work for you,” he ventures to sayatiength, seeing
Miss Molly’s flushed face.

“ Kccp your head up, there!” pants Miss Molly,
in reply, addressing the yacht, however, and not
Ranald; and with a valiant tug and strain the
yacht’'s bows point once more straight ahead, and
hcr shaking sails fill again as flat as a board.

“ You 'll weary yourself completely, and blister
your hands besides,” remonstratcs Ranald at
length.

But Miss Molly sticks to it with steady persist-
ence for three-quarters of an hour, occasionally
conquered by the helra, but never failing to con-

MISS MOLLY TAKES CHAIUIE Qb" THU

quer in her turn. Then, as the boom swings over
and the yacht heels on another tack,— for they are
beating home,— there is an ominous slide and
crash.

“ Gracious !” says Ranald, with a spring,
forgot the basket.”

Miss Molly givcs him the helin, takes the bas-
ket, and sits down with aching arms, and three
sepéarate blisters on each hand.

“ Anything broken ?” inquires Ranaid.

“ Only this jelly tumbler, | believe.
| '11 savc some of the jelly with this cup!
1'Il toss the glass ovcrboard.”

The lunch is duly appreciated. Somehow, thc
sail home is very short. Ranald can hardly believe

Here,—
And

his eyes when he secs Miriconnet Head looming on
the port bow, Petcr is waiting with the doiy; the
“ Nocturne,” with lowered sails, glidcs easily by
the stake, and Molly fishes up the nioorings with a
boat-hook. Ranald acknowledges to himsclf that
lie has had a very good time.

Part Il

“W hat is she like?’

“ Like other girls, |
cousin.

“ Rigged to death, for 1 saw the red ribboos
flying,” said Phil, dctermincd not to be pleased,

asked Houghton.
believe,” answered his

I"ILLER

“ 1 could n't describe her dress, to save rae,”
replied Ranald, astonished at himsclf.

“ | believe you like her, Ran ! ” cried Phil.

“ May be | do, but 1 'm not sure,” answered
Ranald cautiously.

“ What room is she to have ?” asked Houghton.

“ 1've no idea,” Ranald answered shortly.

“ Fathcr said any one she liked,” Houghton
went on ; “ and she 'll not choose any in the nonh
wing, for those rooms are unfurnished.”

“ Well, anyhow, what can we do? She caiVt
swim, or row, or ride, of course,— on horseback, |
mean; and she ’'ll scream at Houghton’s bug-
collections, and she 'l1 tear her red ribbons to bits
on brambles if we take her down the glcns, and |



don’t see much pleasurc ahead forvacation,— that’s
all!”  Thus spoke Phil, gloomily.

He had an auditor. They stood in thc ivy by
ihe tower room windows. The Windows were
open ; thc long draperies within swept the floor.
Just inside them stood Miss Molly, now tearful-
uyed and reddened with angcr. She had chosen
ihe tower room as hers, because of its queer,
evinding stairs that 169 up, within a curtained
recess, and its quaint oid furnishing.

The boys walked away. and Miss Molly sat
down to a good cry. Theii she rocovered herself
.md began to consider.

She could n't go home; her father was in the
Adirondacks, her mother at Saratoga. Resides,
pride forbade her going away at all. She said :

“ 1 wont speak a single word to any of them,—
IOnow!”

Reflection convinced her that this also was folly.
fhcn Miss Molly’s good sense and good temper
carne to her aid. She took a new and commend-
«ible resolution.

“ They wont like me?” she exclaimed. *“ Very
well, 1 'l make them ! They shall see | 'm not a
I>aby, if | am a New Yorker,”

Miss Molly’s shrewd brain worked busily till
cea time. Then she walked out in a plain blue
muslin,— her simplest dress,— with all her lovely
blonde hair in a long, thick braid that reached
ljelow her waist. She was very quiet, but her
,harp eyes and keen brain took mcasure of
Houghton and Phil. Ranald she likcd best of
all, despite thc red hair,

The boys wcrc very gentlemanly, however.
they invited her to play croquet on the lawn after
lea, and Ranald found Molly a sW ng ally against
Houghton and Phil, who, within a half-hour, were
inglorioiisly beaten.

“ Was she pretty ?” say my girl readers.

No, | don't think she was — really. Yet her
cxpression of strong good sense,— a little brusk-
iless included,— her brisk little ways, and the
piquant upward curve of her inquisitive little
nose, made Miss Molly altogether rather refresh-
ilig. Her hair was her chief beauty, and her
“ style” was undcniable. So much for the new
arrival.

When Houghton went up over the balustrade to
the garret dormer-window in thc gymnasium
early next morning— as he must, perforce, since
he could no longer go through the tower room —
he was amazed to find Miss Molly in a pink flannel
gymnasium suit, descending from a lofty bar,
hand under hand, down a long rope, Plainly, she
was no stranger to gymnastic feats, and her agility
compclled his unwilling admiration, Yet Hough-
ton was thc most obstinate of thc three, and he

supplemented his account of it, later, to the others,
with the remark, “ | hate a hoyden 1”

Phil said nothing, but Ranald seemed inclined
to take up the cudgel for Miss Molly.

“ 1 don't know why we should hatc Miss Molly
Arnold,” he said; “ she’s clcar grit, or she never
would have held on to the ‘ Nocturne’ as she did
yesterday. Her hands were blistered, but she never
said a word about them,”

At dinner Mr. Tripton Dalzell, who unexpectedly
returned home, inquired where Houghton was.

“ He has gone geologizing down the ledges,”
answered Ranald.

“ And Phil?”

“ He is fishing off the bar.”

Mr. Tripton Dalzell’s eyebrows contracted omi-
nously, but he said nothing aloud. He only mut-
tered to himself: “ Ranald, then, is the only one
who stands at his post.”

“ Why don’t you take a ride this afternoon?”
Mr. Dalzell said to Molly, as they left the dining-
room.

“ 1 could n’t think of anything more enjoyable !”
answered the girl, with a flash of deiight.

“ Well,” said Mr. Dalzell, kindly, “ you may
have thc brown mare at any time. She is perfectly
safe and gentle. But how about a saddle ?”

“ Oh, | brought mine!” cried Molly, imme-
diately. She was off at once, and soon returned
dragging the big canvas bag.

“Whew |” whistled Ranald, as soon as it was
opened. “ How stylish we shall be! What a
handsome saddle 1”

“ Of course it is,— and brandncw,"” said Molly,
with pardonable pride.

“ All aboard!” exclaimed the lad. “ I’'ll get
the horses at once, and we'll go up the hcadland
to see the afternoon boat come in. It’sdue in half
an hour.”

And he ran down to the barn, lugging the saddle
and bridle, and dragging the bag behind him.
Molly flew to her room to put on her habit. Mr,
Tripton Dalzell, left alone, smiled an odd little
smilc and took a cigar.

It was barely ten minutes before Ranald was
back again on his gray, leading the brown mare.

“ Your ‘noble stced’ looks well in that rig,”
he said critically to Molly, noting the contras:
between the russet leather and blue vclvet, and
the marc's dark glossy skin.

W ith a toss and spring from Mr. Dalzell’s hand,
Molly settles herself in the saddle, thc reins are
gathered up, and ho, now !— they are away with a
flourish and prance, down the avenue, through the
gate, and out upon the downs. The horses have
not been out to-day, and are full of life; they go
up ihe long turfy slope with a scurryof hoofs, Miss



Molly’s long braid and veil flying, and her eyes
growing brightcr and brighter every moment.

Now the summit of the headland rounds before

them as they climb ; itlowcrs gradually; they be-
gin to see tlic horizon line, the blue expanse below,
thc smoke-trail of tlie coming “ Orion,” and sail-
boats flitting hither and thither across the sea, the
long sands and the big pier down below them.
mNot so near !” cries Ranald suddenly to Molly;
it caves down sometimes !”
Molly draws back the brown mare, which has
dashed very near the verge. Ah-h-h, there! A
shiver and crack in the turf widens under the
beating, restless hoofs; the brown mare feels the
ground give way, sees the horrid dcpth, and
scrambles for dear life. There is a dull rumblc,
a great cloud of dust,— and then thc mare, all
a-tremble, recovers herself on thc solid ground
fifteen feet away, and Molly, vcry white, but
quite cool, faces Ranald. She has not uttcred a
sound.

‘Oh'! gracious!” cries Ranald, looking from
the freshly cavcd declivity to MoUy’s face. He does
not know what else to say.

“ That was terribly ciése ! ” he cxclaims, after a
long pause. He looks at the verge again. Down
below, people from the tug are going up the pier;
he hears the murmur of voices, the sharp stroke
of the bel!, the beat of waves on the sand. Ranald
is not more serious than most boys of his age, but
the solemn verse from the burial service forces
itself into his thoughts; “ In the midst of lifs, we
are in death.”

However, Miss Molly is safe and sound on her
horse, instead of being dashed to pieces down
Miriconnet Head, and the color is coming back
into her cheeks again. And now on they go down
the turfy slope to the elm-shaded road below, and
around by many a curve and williwy nook into
Daisydown.

After that, Ranald was Molly’ssianch ally. And
it was not long before Master Phil himself went in-
gloriously over to thc enemy.

It carne about strangely. First, the absence of
the garnet ribbons from the blue boating suit im-
pressed him favorably ; Molly with stern resohition
having put away every onc on the night of her
arrival. Next, it happened on a warm June day,
when Phil, in his red bathing suit, went diving off
the pier, that he pcrceived at a distance Molly’s
long light braid floating on the waves, and caught
a glimpsc of hcr face upturned to the sky. He
felt worricd, and stai-ted seaward with alacrity.

“ 1 hope she 'snotdrowning. How did she ever
get out there ? | don’t believe she can swim. Oh,
thcre 's a piece of drift-wood! Perhaps she floatcd
out on that. Just like a girl to be so careless!”

All this was thought out by Phi! while he was
swimming for dear life.

“ If she is drowning, | 'm airaid she 's gone
down the third time. She’s been up twice— I'm
— sure !'” thought the lact, as his vigorous strokcs
brought him ncar; there, as he fearecl, rose Molly';.
face and floating braid on the crest ofa long wavc.
He seized the blonde hair, and at the same time
shouted wildly for Houghton, whom he saw at the
moment strolling down thc Dalzells’ pier.

Molly’s face flashed into sudden energy; with a
swift, graceful motion she turned and grasped Phil
by the collar of his bathing suit.

"‘Ske’s drozunifg i” \

dH'i'sdrow'n i'npg'r («rand duct !

“ No, | 'm not drowning,” said Phil, pantin/
and provoked ; “ | thought were !”

“ 1'd have you know 1'm not, any more than
you,” answered Molly, brightly. “ 1 was just floa;-
ing to rest myself, and thinking | was comfortaljle
enough to go to sleep !”

They stared at each other a moment, and then
Molly began to shout with laughtcr, in which
Pliil tvas fain to join her.

“ Well, I've had my swim all for nothing, then,"
said Phil presently.

“ 1'm sure | 'mvery much obliged to you,” said
Molly, ‘““and I'll race you back to thc pier. Want
to try ?”

“ Yes,” returned Phil stoutiy, confident in liis
powers. But Master Phil had caught a Tart.ir
that time; Molly was no mean adversary, and he
was somcwhat blown.

Houghton, who had paused to discover whether
his assistance would be requircd, concludcd thnt
matters were all right, as the brown head and tlic
blonde drew noarcr on the long waves- Still he
waited with somc curiosity to see the cnd of thc
race.

Ncarer— ncarcr,— Molly’s head just a foot in
the rear; and Phil's kncc giazed against a hidden
rock he had forgotten in his excitement. There,

Molly was even with him ; and both threw them-
selves on thc sand, breathless from exertion.

Houghton laughed and walked away up the'
pier. Phil was won over; he felt a respecl for
the girl who was not a hoyden, but who couid
ride and swim, and was not fashionable fior a
“ muff.”

“ Do you ever fish?” he said, when he re-
covered his breath.

“ Yes, when 1can. 1don’t have very good luck,
though,” was Molly’s rcply.

“ 1'in going out on the bar this afternoon m thc
dory. Want lo go? I'll show you how to fish.”

“1'd be delighted, if | sha'n’t be in your way,”
answered Molly sobcrly, but with sparkling eyes.



“ Of course you wont,” said Phil, with a great
show of gi-uffness, but much intcrnal satisfaction.
“We 'll go after two and ‘say nothing to nobody."”

Accordingly, at half-past two, Ranald and
Houghton were electrified atbeholding Phil'sdory,
with sail set and Molly at the tiller, skimming
away below Bear Island.

But Houghton was harder to be won. He with-
drew himself a gi-eat deal from the others’ society;
for Ranald and Phil now included Moliy in
every scheme of pleasure. Not that Houghton
was ever rude; but Molly felt that her coming
had made a difference among them, and the poor
child shed many a toar in secret over Houghton'’s
fancied dislike.

He did not rcally dislike her. But an under-
current of stubbornness in his disposition made
him hold out when often he would gladly havc
joined them.

Two weeks — three weeks passed. Then Molly’s
teacher from the Conservatory carne out to Daisy-
down for a day or two to rest and look after his
most promising pupil.

Molly’s voice was, as her friends declarcd,
“ something wonderful for a young girl”; a
puré, mellow contralto that bade fair to win its
possessor faine in days to come.

The boys bad never heard her sing, however,
for Molly had carefully timed her practicing to
hours when they wevc out of the house.

But to-day Houghton, oppresscd by hcadache,
occupicd a sofa behind a screcn in a darkened
cérner of the big, north parlor; the archway cur-
tains were partly drawn because of the sunlight
that flooded the long bay window in the other
room. Molly supposed him off on some excur-

sion, and chatted frankly with tlie queer, lon g,
lean, white-haired professor. Houghton turned
uneasily and tried to stop his cars. He had
too much honor to be a willing listener, but it
seemed awkward tn get up now and bolt out upon
them.

He listened, however, whcn the Professor struck
a soft chord or two, and Molly began to sing.

How the fresh young voice thrilled the willful
lad through and through ! “ Could any lark sing
clearer ?” asked Houghton of himself. He was in
real wondcr now; he sai up behind the screen.

The song ceased; there was a grumbling com-
ment of fault-finding from the exacting teacher, and
a turning of music leaves. “ Try this,” said the
professor, “ it is simple and oid, but it carrics the
expression you want.”

0Oid, indeed; it was a lullaby that famous lips
have sung; but tn Houghton it only brought
the mcmory of his mother’s voice singing by his
bedsidc the self-same melody for the last lime.
The hot tears gushcd from his eyes, big boy as he
was; and the last remnant of his wearisome pride
faded out of his heart. An hour later, when
Molly sat alone by the piano, Houghton carne to
her with his hands full of music.

“ It was my mother’s,” he said simply;
died whcn 1 was ten ycars oid.
some of these?”

The hazel cycs looked for a moment into the
black ones with the carnestncss of real sympathy,
and then without a word shc complied.

When Ranald and Phil camc back from Daisy-
down, the contralto and a clear boyish tenor were
blending beautifully from the parlor. Houghton’s
better sclf had come back.

“ she
Will you sing

{To be concluded.)



AN OCEAN NOTION.

By Juel Stacy.

W ere | oid Neptune's son, you 'd see
How soon the waves would bow to met
And how the fish would gather ‘round,
And wag their tails with joy profound.
1’d hid the sea-gulls tidings bring

Of sunny lands where larks do sing;
1'd ronm thc icebergs wild, and find
A summer suitcd to my mind;

Or in thc gulf-stream warm |'d play
So long as winter chose to stay;

| 'd turn the billows inside out;

Play leap-frog with the water-spout;
Swing on the cable, out of sight,

Or leap with dolphins to the light.

All this 1'd do, and more beside,
Were | oid Neptune’'s joy and pride.
His wreathéd horn 1'd lightly blow,
And swing his trident to and fro;
And when | tired of occan’s roar,

I 'd takc a little turn on shore.

If Father. fcared to trust on land

His fine aquatic four-in-hand,—

W hy, what of that? 1'd laugh and go
Upon a charger surc and slow —

My turtle-stced so fine and grand
Ready for trip on sea or land.

Ah, but 1'd have right lordly fun,

If 1 were only Neptune’'s son !



THE QUEEN'S MUSEUM.

By Frank. R.

There was once a Queen who founded, in her
capital city, a grand museum. This institution
was the pride of her heart, and she devoted
nearly all her time to overseeing the collection
of objects for it, and their arrangement in the
spacious halls. This museum was intended to ele-
vate the intelligence of her people, but the result
was quite disappointing to the Queen. For some
reason, and what it was she could not imagine, the
people were not interested in her museum. She
considered itthe mostdelightful place in the world,
and spent hours every day in examining and study-
ing the thousands of objects it contained ; but al-
though here and there in the city there was a
pei"son who cared to visit the collection, the great
body of the people found it impossilile to feel
the slightest interest in it. At first this grieved
the Queen, and she tried to make her museuin
better; but as this did no good, she becamc very
angry, and she issued a decrec that all persons
of mature age who were not interested in her
museum should be sent to prison.

This. decree produced a great sensation in the
city. The people crowded to the building, and did
their very best to be interested; but, in the majority
of cases, the attcmpt was an utter failure. They
could not feel any interest whatever. The con-
sequence was that hundreds and thousands of the
people were sent to prison, and as there was not
room enough for them in the ordinary jails, large
temporary prisons were crected in various parts of
the city. Those who were actually needed for
work or Service which no onc else could do were
allowed to come out in the day-time on parole;
but at night they had to return to their prisons.

It was during this deploralile state of affairs that
a stranger entered the city one day. He was sur-
prised at seeing so many prisons, and approach-
ing the window in one of the prisons, behind the
bars of which he saw a very respectable-iooking
Citizen, he asked what all this meant. The Citizen
informcd him how matters stood, and then, with
tears mounting to his eyes, he added:

“ Oh, sir, | have tried my best to be interested
in that museum ; but it is impossible; 1 can’t get
up the slightest interest in it. And, what is more,
I know | never shall be ablc to do so; nnd | shall
languish hcre for the rest of my days.”

Passing on, the stranger met a mother coming
out of her house. Her face was palc, and she was
weeping bitterly. Filled with pity, he stopped and
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asked her what was the matter. *“ Oh, sir,” she
said, “ for a week 1 have been trying, for the sake
of my dear children, to take an interest in that
museum. For a time 1 thought 1 might do it, but
the hopes proved false. It is impossible. | must
leave my littie ones, and go to prison.”

The stranger was deeply affected by these cases
and many othei-s of a similar character, which he
soon met with. “ It is too bad! too bad!” he
said to himself. “ | never saw a city in so much
trouble. There is scarcely a family, 1 am told, in
which there is not some unintercsted person— |
must see the Queen and talk to her about it,” and
with this he wondcd his way to the palace.

He mct .the Queen just starting out 011 her
morning visit to the museum. Whcn he made it
known that he was a stranger, and desired a short
audience, she stopped and spoke to him.

“ Have you visited my museum yet? ” she said.
“ There is nothing in the city so well worth your
attention as that. You should go there before
seeing anything else. You have a high forehead,
and an intelligent expression, and | have no doubt
that it will interest you greatly. | am going there
myself, and I sliall be glad to see what effect that
fine collection has upon a stranger.”

This did not suit the stranger at all. From what
he had heard he felt quite sure that if he went to
the museum, he would soon be in jail; and so he
hurried to propose a plan which had occurrcd to
him while on his way to the palace.

“ i carne to scc your Majcsty on the subject
of the museum,” he said, “ and to crave permission
to contribute to the collection some objects which
shall be interesting to every onc. | understand
that it is highly desirable that cvety onc should
be interested.”

“ Ofcourse itis,” said the Queen,“ and although
I think that there is not the slightest reason why
every one should not feel the keenest interest in
what the museum already contains, 1 am willing to
add to it whatever may make it of greater valué.”

“ In that case,” said the stranger, “ no time
should be lost in securing what | wish to present.”

“ Go at once,” said the Queen. “ But how soon
can you return?”

“ It will take some days, at
stranger.

“ Give me your parole toreturn in a week,” said
the Queen, “ and start immediately.”

The stranger gave his parole and left the palace.

least,” said the



Having filled a leathcrn bag with provisions from
a cook’s shop, he went out of the city gates. As he
walked into the open country, he said to himsclf:

“ I have certainly undertaken avery difficult en-
terprise. Where I am to find anything that will

all of which would be tenanted if people only knew
how improving and interesting it is to live apart
from their fellow-men, But, so far as it can be
done, | will help you in your quest, whicli ! think
isa worthy one. | can do nothing for you myself,

THE TEOPLE WERE NOT INTERESTED IN HER MLfSEUM

interest all the people in that city, | am sure | do
not know ; but my heart is so filled with pity for
the great number of unfortunate persons who are
torn from their homcs and shut up in prison,
that | am determined to do something for them, if
| possibly can. There must be some objects to
be found in this vast country that will interest
every one.”

About noon he carne to a great mountain-side
covered with a forest. Thinking that he was as
likely to find what he sought in one place as
another, and preferring the shade to the sun, he
entered the forest, and walked for somc distance
along a path which gradually led up the mountain.
Having crossed a brook with its edges liiied with
water-cresses, lie soon perceived a large cave,
at thc entiance of which sat an aged hcrmit.
“ Ah,” said the stranger to himsclf, “ this is indeed
fortanate ! This good and venerable man, who
passes his life amid thc secrets of nature, can
surely tell me what | wish to know.” Saluting the
hermit he sat down and told the oid man the object
ofhis quest.

“ | am afraid you are looking for what you will
not find,” said the hermit. “ Most pcople are
too silly to be truly intercsted in anything. They
herd together like cattle, and do not know what is
good for them. Thcre are now on this mountain-
side many commodious and comfortable caves.

but | have a pupil who is vcry much given to
wandering about, and looking for curious things
He may tell you where you wil! be able to find
something that will interest cverybody, though 1
doubt it. You may go and see him, if you like,
and | will excuse him from his studies for a time,
so that he may aid you in your search.”

The hermit then wrote an excuse upon a piecu
of parchment, and, giving it to the stranger, he
dirccted him to the cave of his pupil.

This was situated at some distance, and liigher
up the mountain, and when the stranger reached
it, he found the pupil fast aslecp upon thc ground.
This individual was along-legged youth, with long
arms, long hair, a long nose, and a ioiig face.
When the stranger awakened him, told him wh)
he had come, and gave him the hermit’s excuse,
the sleepy eyes of the pupil brightencd, and his
face grew less long.

“ That 's delightful! ” he said, “ to be let off on
a Monday ; for | generally have tobe satisfied with
a half-holiday, Wcdnesdays and Saturdays.”

“ Is the hermit vcry strict with you ?” asked the
stranger.

“ Yes,” said the pupil, “ 1 have to stick closely
to the cave; though | have been known to go
fishing on days when there was no holiday. |
have never seen the oid man but once, and that
was when he first took me. You know it would n't



do for US to be too sociable.

That would n't be
hermit-like.

He comes up here on the afternoons
| am out, and writes down what | am to do for the
next half-week.”

“ And do you always doit?” asked the stranger.

“ Oh, I get soraeof it done,” said the pupil; “ but
Eherehav-ebcentimeswhenlhavewondercdwhether
st would n't have been better for me to have been
somethingelse. But | have chosen my profession,
and | suppose | must be faithful to it. We will
start immediatcly on our searcli; but first 1 must
put the cave in order, for the oid man will be sure
tocome up while 1 am gone.”

So saying, the pupil opened an oid parchment
book at a markcd page, and laid it on a flat stone,
wliich served as a table.

The two now started off, the pupil first putting a
line and hook in his pocket, and piilliiig out a fish-
ing-rod from under some ljushes.

“What do you want with that?” asked thc
stranger, " wc are not going to fish !”

“ Why not? ” said thc pupil; “ if we come to a
good place, wc might catch something that would
be a real curiosity.”

Before long thcy carne to a mountain brook, and
here the pupil insisted on trying his luck. The
stranger was a little tired and hungry, and so was
quite willing to sit down for a time and eat somc-

“ THEV AROSE,

thing from hisbag. The pupil ran off to find some
bait, and he staid away so long that the stranger
had quite finished his mcal before he returned.
He carne back at last, however, in a statc (if great
excitement.

“ Come with me ! come with me !” he cried.

LOOKINO BLANRER ANO MORE DISAPPOINTED THAN

“ | have found something that is truly astonish-
ing! Come quickly !”

The stranger arése and hurried after the pupil,
whose long legs carricd him rapidly over the mount-
ain-side. Reaching a large hole at ihe bottom of
a precipitous rock, the pupil stopped, and ex-
claiming:

“ Come in here and | will show you something
that will amaze you !” he immediately entercd the
hole.

The stranger. who was very anxious to see
what curiosity he had found, followed him some
distance along a narrow and winding undcr-ground
passagc. The two suddenly emerged into a high
and spacious cavcrn, which was lighted by openings
in the roof; on the floor, in various places, were
strongly fastened boxes, and packagcs of various
sorts, bales and bundles of silks and rich clotlis,
with handsome caskets, and many other ameles
of valué.

“ What kind of place is this?” exclaimed the
stranger, in great surprise.

“ Don’'t you know?” cried the pupil, his eyes
fairly sparkling with deiight. “ Why, it’s a rob-

ber’s den 1 Is n't it a great thing to find a place
like this?”

“ A robbev’s den !'” exclaimed thc stranger m
great alarm ; “ let us get out of it as quickly as we

(SEE NEXT PAGE.)
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can, or the robbers will return, and we shall be
cut to picces.”

“ 1 don't believe they are coming back very
soon,” said thc pupil, “ and we ought to stop and
take a look at some of these things."”

“ Fly, you foolish youth 1” cried the stranger;
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“ you do not know what danger you are in.”
And, so saying, he turned to hasten away from
the place.

But he was too late. At that moment the robber
captain and his band entered the cave. When these
men perceived the stranger and the hermit's pupil,
theydrew their swords and were about torush upon
them, whcn the pupil sprang forward and, throw-
ing up his long arms, exciaimed:

“ Stop ! itis a mistake ! ”

At these words, the robber captain lowored his
sword, and motioned to his men to halt. “ A
mistake!” he said; “ what do you mean b”
that?”

“ I mean,” said the pupil, “ that | was out look-
ing for curiosities, and wandered into this place by
accident. We have n't taken a thing. You may
count your goods, and you will find nothing miss-
ing. W e have not even opened a box, although |1
very much wanted to see what was in some of
them.”

“ Are his statements correct ?” said the captain,
tuming to the stranger.

“ Entirely so,” was the answer.

“ You have truthful features, and an honest ex-
pression,” said the captain, “ and 1 do not believe
you would be so dishonorable as to creep in here
during our absence and steal our possessions.
Your lives shall be spared, but you will be obliged
to remain with us; for we can not allow any one
who knows our secret to leave us. You shall be
treated well, and shall accompany us in our ex-
peditions ; and if your conduct merits it, you shall
in time be made full mcmbecrs.”

Bitterly the stranger now rcgretted his unfortu-
nate position. He strode up and down one side of
the cave, vowing inwardly that never again would
he allow himself to be led by a hermit's pupil.
That individual, however, was in a state of high'
delight. He ran about from box to bale, looking
at the rare treasiires which some of the robbers
showed him.

The two captives were fed and lodged very ivell;
and the next day the captain called thcm and the
band together, and addrcssed them.

“ We are now twenty-nine in number,” he said;
“ twenty-seven full members, and two 011 proba-
tion. To-night we are about to undcrtakc a very
important cxpedition, in which wc shall all join.
W e shall fasten up the door of the cave, and at
the proper time | shall tell you to what place wc
are going.”

An hour or two before midnight the band set
out, accompanieci by the stranger and the hermit’s
pupil; and when they had gone some miles the
captain halted them to inform them of the object
of the expedition. “ We are going,” he said, “ to

rob the Oueen’s museum. It is the most impor-
tant business we have ever undertakcn.”

At these words the stranger stepped forward
and made a protest. “ | left the city yesterday,"
he said, “ commissioned by the Queen to obtaiii
one or more objects of interest for her museum
and to return now to rob an institution which |
have promised to enrich will be simply impo’
sible.”

“ You are right,” said tbe captain, after a mo-
ment’s reflection, “ such anaclion would bchighl,
dishonorable on your part. If you will give iiii
your w-ord of honor that you will remain by tlii,
stone until our return, the expedition svill procecd
without you.”

The stranger gave his word, and having bec.
left sitting upon the stone, soon droppcd aslcip,
and so remained until he was awakened by the il1-
turn of the band, a littie before daylight. Thcv
carne slowly toiling along, each man carrying :r.
enormoiis bundle upon his back. Near the emi
of the line was the hermit’s pupil, carrying a loal
as heavy as any of the others. The straiig<.i
offered to relieve him for a time of his burden, but
the pupil would not allow it.

“ 1 don’'t wish these men to think | can't do 1le
much as they can,” he said, “ You ought to ha\.
been along. We had a fine time. We swc]ji
that museum clean, | tell you. Wc did n't Icav-
a thing on a shelf Ol in a case.”

“ What sort of things were they,” asked tlu-
stranger.

“ 1 don’t know,” replied the pupil, “ wc did n't
have any light for fear people would scc it, but
the moon shone in bright enough for us to see all
the shelves and the cases; and our orders were
not to try and examine anything, but to take al!
that was there. The cases had great clotli covei's
on them, and we spread these on the floor and
made bundles of the curiosities. We are going
to examine them carefuil)' as soon as we get tu
the den.”

It was broad daylight whcn the robbers reached
their cave. The bundles were laid in a great
circle on the floor, and, at a given signal, each
one of them was opened. For a moment each
robber gazed blankly at the contents of his bundle,
and then they ail began to fumble and search
among the piles of articles upon the cloths; bul
after a few minutes, they all arése, looking blankev
and more disappointcd than before.

“ So far as | can scc,” said the captain, “ there
is nothing in the whole collection that | care
for. 1 do not likc a thing here !”

“Norl!” “Norl!” “Norl!” cricd cach one
of his band.

“ | suppose,” said the captain, after musing for
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a moment, “ that as these things
are of no tise to us, we are bound
in honor to take tlicm back.”

“ Hold !” said the stranger,
stepping forward; “ do not be in
too gi-eat a hurry to do that.”
He then told the captain ofthe
State of affaire in the city, and

explained in full the nature of the

expedition he had undertaken for the

Queen. “ 1thinkitwould be better,”

he said, “ if thcsc things were not

taken back for the prescnt. If you

have a safe place where you can put
them, | \vlll in dtie time tell the Queen where
they are, and if she chooses she can send
for them.”

“ Good !” said the captain, “ it isbut right
that she should bear part of the labor of tvans-
portation. There is a disused cave, a mile
or so away, and wc will tie up these-bundles
and carry them there ; and then wo shall
leave the matter to you. We take no further
interest in it. And if you have given your
parole to the Qucen to return in a week,”
the captain further continued, “ of course you
‘Il have to keep it. Did you give >'our parole
also ?” he asked, turning to the pupil.

“ Oh,no!” cried that youth; “ there was no
time fixed for my return. And | am sure tiiat
| like a robbcr’s life much better than that

ofa hermit. Thcre is ever so mucli more spice
and dash in it.”

The stranger was then told that if he woukl
promise not to betray the robbers he might
depart. He gave thc promise; but added
sadly that he had lost so much time that he was
afraid he would not now be able to attain the
objectofhis search and return within thc week.

“ If that is thc case,” said thc captain, “ we
will gladly assist you. Coraracles!” he cried, ad-
dressing his band, “ after stowing this usclcss
booty in the disused cave, and taking some
rest and refreshmcnt, wc will set out again,

and the object of our expedition shall be to obtain
something for the Qucen’s inuscum which will
interest every one.”

Shortly after micinight the robbers set out, ac-
companied by the stranger and thc pupil. When
they had walked about an hour, the captain, as
was his custom, brought them to a halt that he
might tell them where they were going. “ | have
concludcd,” said he, “ that no place is so likcly to
contain what wc are looking for as the castle of the
great magician, Alfrarmedj. We will, therefore,
procccd thither, and sack the castle.”

“ Will thcre not be great dangcr in attacking



the castle of a magician ?” asked the stranger in
somevi'hat anxious toncs of the captain.

“ Ofcourse there willbe,” said the captain, “ but
wc are not such cowards as to hesitate on account
oidanger. Forward, my men !” And on they all
marched.

When thcy reached thc magician’s castle, the
order was given to scale the outer walls. This the
robbers did with great agility, and the hermit's
pupil was among the first to surmount it. But
the stranger was not used to climbing, and he had
to lie assisted over the wall. Inside the great
court-yaid they perceived numbcrs of Intangibles
— strange shadowy creatures who gathered silently
around them; but not in, the least appalled, thc
robbers formed into a body, and marched into
the castlc, thc door of which stood open. They
now entered a great hall, having at one end a door-
way before which hung a curtain. Following
their captain, the robbers approached this curtain,
and pushing it aside, entered thc room beyond.
There, behind alarge table, sat thc great magician,
Alfrarmedj, busy over his mystic studies, which he
generally pursuod in thc dead hours of thc night.
Drawing their swords, the robbers rushcd upon
him.

“Surrender!” cried the captain,
to us the treasures of your castle.”

The oid magician raised his head from his book,
and, pushing up his spectacles from his forehoad,
looked at them mildly, and said :

* Freeze !”

Instantly, they all froze as hard as ice, each
man remaining in tho position in which he was
when the magical word was uttcrcd. With upliftcd
swords and glaring eycs they stood, rigid and stiff,
before the magician. After calmly surveying the
group, the oid man said :

“ 1see among you one who has an intelligent
brow and truthful expression. His head may
thaw sufficiently for him to tell me what means
this untimely intrusién upon my studies.”

The stranger now fclt his head begin to thaw,
and in a few moments he was able to speak. He
then told the magician aboutthe Queen’s muscum,
and how it had happened that he had come there
with the robbers.

“ Your motive is a good one,” said the magi-
cian, “ though your actions are somewhat erratic;
and | do not mind helping you to find what you
wish. In what class of objccts do the people of the
city take the most interest?”

“ Truly 1 do not know,” said the stranger.

“ This is indccd surprising! ” exclaimed Alfrar-
medj. “ How can you expect to obtain that which
will interest every one, when you do not know
what it is that every one takcs an interest in ? Go,

and dcliver

find out this, and then return lo me, and | will sec
what can be done.”

The magician then summoncd his Intangibles
and ordered them to carry thc frozcn visitors oui-
side the castle walls. Each one of the rigid figures
was then taken up by two Intangibles, who carried
him out and stood him up in the road outside tUc
castle. When all had been propcrly set up, wiili
the captain at their head, the gates were shut, and
thc magician, still sitting at his table, uttcrcd thc
word, “ Thaw! ”

Instantly, the whole band thawed and march,;d
away. At day-break they halted, and considered
how thcy should find out what all the people in
thc city took an interest in.

“ One thing is certain,” cried the hermit's pupil,
“ whatever it is, it is n't thc same thing.”

“ Your remark is not well put together,” said
the stranger, “ but 1 see the forcé of it. It is true
that differcnt pcople like differentthings. Bul huw
shall wc find out what the different people like ?"

“ By asking them,” said the pupil.

“ Good! ” cried the captain, who preferred actinn
to words. “ This night we will ask them.”

He then drew upon the sand a plan of the city,
— (with which he was quite familiar, having robbec.1
it carefully for many years,)— and divided it iiiio
twenty-eight sections, cach one of which was as-
signed to a man. “ | omit you,” the captain said
to the stranger, “ because | find that you aro nnt
expert at climbing.” He then announccd that at
night the band would visit thc city, and that each
man should entev the houses in his district, and
ask the people what it was in which thc\' took tlie
most interest.

Thcy then proceeded to the cave for restand
refreshment; and a little before inidnight thev
entered thc city, and each member of thc band, in-
duding the hermit’s pupil, proceeded to attend to
the business assigned to him. It was ordered that
no one should disturb the Queen, for they kneiv
that what she took most interest inwas the muscuni.
During the night nearly every person in the town
was aroused by a black-bcarded robber, who had
climbed into one of thc windows of the house, and
who, instead of dcmanding money and jewels, sim-
pl)- asked what it was in which each took the great-
est interest. Upon receiving an answer, thc robboi
repeated it until he had learned it by heart, and
then went to the next house. As so many of thc
citizens were confined in prisons, which thc rob-
bers easily entercd, they transacted tho business in
much less time than they would otherwise liavc
required.

The hermit’'s pupil was very active, climbinginto
and out of houses with great agility. He obtained
his answers quite as easily as others, but when-



ever he left a house there was a shadc of disap-
poiiitment upon his features. Among lhe last
places that he visited was a room in which two
boys were sleeping. He awoke them and asked
the usual question. While they were trembling
in their bed, not knowing what to answer, the
pupil drcw his sword nnd exciaimed: “ Come,
now, no prevarication; you know it’s fishing-
tackle. Speak right out!” Each of the lioys
promptly dcclared it was fishing-tacklc, and the
pupil left, greatly gratified. “ I was very much

“"THB OLD MAGICIAN

afraid,” he said lo himself, “ that not a person in
iny district would say fishing-tackle; and | am
very glad to ihink that there were two boys who
had sense enough to like something that is really
interesting,”

It was ncarly daylight when the work was
finished; and then the band gathered together in
an appointcd place on the outside of the city, where
the stranger awaited them. Each of the men had
an cxcellent mcmory, which was neccssary in their
pinfcssion, and they repeated to the stranger all
the objects and subjccts that had been mcntioned
to them, and he wrote them down upon tablets.

The next night, accompanied by the band,
he procecded to the castle of the magician, the
great gatc of which was silcntly opened for them
by the Intangibles. Whcn they wei'c ushcred into
the magician’s room, Alfrarmedj took the tablets
from the stranger and cxamined thcm carefully.

“ All these things should makc a very complete
collection,” he said, “ and 1 think 1 have spcci-

LOOKSU AT TIIEM MILDLY, AND S-AlID:

mcns of the various objects in my interminable
vaults.” He then called his Intangibles, and, giv-
ing one of thcm the tablets, told him to go with
his companions into the vaults and gather enough
of the things thcrcin mentioncd to fill a large mu-
scum. In half an hour the Intangibles returned
and announccd that the articles were ready in the
great court-yard.

“ Go, then,” said the magician, “ and assist
these men to carry them to the Queen’s museum.”

The stranger then heartily thankcd Alfrarmedj

*PIEEZET"

for the assistancc he had given; and the band,
accompanicd by a number of Intangibles, pro-
ceeded to cairy the objects of interest to the
Queen’s museum. It was a strange procession.
Half a dozen Intangibles carried a stuffed mam-
motli, followed by others bearing the skclelon ofa
whale, while tho robbers and the restof their queer
hclpcrs were loaded with evcr;’thing relating to
history, science, and art which ought to be in a
rcally good museum. When the whole collection
had been put in place upon the floors, the shclvcs,
and in the cases, it was nearly morning. The rob-
bers, with tho hermit’s pupil, rctircd to the cave;
the Intangibles disappcared; while the stranger
betook himself to the Quccn’s palace, where, as
soon as the proper hour arrived, he requested an
audience.

Whecn he saw the Queen, he perceived that shc
was very palé and thather cheeks bore traces of re-
centtears. “ You areback in good time,” shc said
to him, “ but it makes very littie diffcrcncc whether



you have succeedcd in your mission or not. There
is no I<inger any inuseum. There has been a great
roijbcry, and tlic thieves have can-ied off the whole
of the vast and valuablc collection which | have
bcen so long in making.”

“ 1 know of that affair,” said the stranger, “ and
I have already placed in your muscum-building
thc collection which 1 have obtaincd. If your
Majesty picases, | shall be glad to have you look
at it. Itmay, in some degiee, compénsate for that
which has been stolen.”

“ Compénsate ! ” cried thc Queen. “ Nothing
can compénsate for it; | do not even wish to see
what you have brought.”

“ Be that as your Majesty picases,” said the
stranger; “ but | will be so bold as to say that |
have great hopes that the collection which | have
obtained will interest tbe pcople. Will your
Majesty graciously allow them to see it?”

“ 1have no objection to that,” said the Queen;
'mand indeed | shallbe very glad ifthey can be made
to be intercsted in the museum. | will give orders
that the ptisons be opened, so that cverybody can
go to SCOwhat you have brought; and those who
shall be interested in it may return to their homes.
| did not lelease my obstinate subjects when the
museum was robbed, because their fault then was
just as great as it was before; and it would not be
right tiiat they should profit by my loss.”

The Quccn’s proclamation was made, and for
several days the museum was crowded with people
movingfrom morning till night through the vastcol-
lection of stuffedanimals, birds, and fishes; rareancl
brilliant insects; mineral and vegetable curiosities;
beautiful works of art; and all thc strange, valu-
able, and insEructive objects which had been
brought from the interminable vaults of the magi-
cian Alfrarmedj. The Queen’s officers, who had
been sene to observe whether or not thc pcople
were interested, wcrc in no doulst upon this point.
Every eye sparklcd with delight, for every one
found something which was the very thing he
wished to see ; and in the throng was the hermit’s
pupil, standing in wrapt ecstasy before a large
case containing all sorts of fishing-tacklc, from
thc smailcst hooks for little minnows tn thc great
irons and spcars used in capturing whales.

No one went back to prison, and the city was
full of reunited households and happy homes. On
the morning of the fourth day, a grand procession
of citizens carne to the palace to exprcss to thc
Queen their delight and appreciation of hcr mu-
seum. The great happiness of hcr subjects could
not but pleaso the Queen. She callcd the stranger
to hcr, and said to him:

“ Tell me huw you carne to know what it was
that would interest my people.”

“ 1 asked them,” said the stranger. *“ Thatis
to say, | ari-anged that they should be asked.”

“ That was well done,” said the Queen; “ bul
it is a great pity that my long labors in their behalf
should have been lost. For many years 1 have
been a collector of buttons and biitton-holes; and
there was nothing valuablc or rare in the line of
my studies of which | had not an original speciincn
or a fac-siniilc. My agents ljrought me from forei; n
lands, even from the most distant islands of thc sea,
buttons and button-holes of every kind; those of
prccious metéis and rare gems, which could not ljc
obtained, svere copied in gilt and glass. There tv.is
not a duplicate specimen in Che whole collection;
only one of each kind; nothing repeated. Xc\cr
before was there such a museum. With all niy
power 1 strove to educate my peoplc up lo it
love of buttons and button-holes ; but, with the ix-
ception of a few tailors and seamstrcsscs, nobnJy
took the slightest interest in what | had provided
for their benefit. 1 am glad that my peoplc are
happy, iDut | can not restrain a sigh for the failure
of my efforts.”

“ The longer your Majesty Uves,” said liic
stranger, “ the ljetter will you understand that ve
can not make other )>eoplc like a thing simply be-
cause we like it ourselves.”

“ Stranger,” said the Queen, gazing upon him
with admiration, “ are you a king in disguiso ?”

“ lam,” he rcplicd.

“ | thought 1 perceived it,” said thc Qucen,
“and | wish to add that | believe you are far better
able to govem this kingclom than I am. If >nhu
choose, | will resign it to you.”

“ Not so, your Majesty,” said the other; "I
would not dcprive your Majesty of your voyal Jmsi-
tion, but | would iDe happy to share it with you."

“ That will answer very well,” said the Qucen.
And turning to an attendant, she gave orders that
prcparations should be made for their marriage un
the following day.

After the royal wedding, which was celebratcd
with great pomp and grandeur, the Queen paid a
visit to the museum, and, much to hcr surprise,
was greatly delighted and intercsted. The King
then informcd hcr that he happencd to know whcre
the robbers had storocl her collection, which they
could not sell or make use of, as there were no tun
buttons alikc, and nono of them of valuablc ma-
terial; and if she wishcd, he would rcgain thc col-
lection and put up a buikling for its rcception.

“We will not do that at prescnt,” said thc
Qucen. “ When 1 shal! have thoroughly cx-
amincd and studiccl all these objects, most of

which are entirely new lo me, we will scc about
the buttons and thc button-hulcs.”
The hennit's pupil dicl not return to his cave.



He was greatly delighted with thc spice and dash
of a i'obber’s life, so differcnt from that ofa hcrmit;
and he determined, if possible, to change his busi-
ness and enter the band. He had a convcrsation
with the captain on thc subjcct, and that individual
oncouraged him in his purpose.

“ |1 am tired," the captain said, “ of a robbcr’s
life. | have stolen so much, that | can not use what
lhave. | take no further interest in accumulating
spoils. The quiet of a hermit’s life attracts me;
and, if you like, we will change places. | will be-
come the pupil of your oid master, and you shall
l)c the captain of my band.”

The change was made., The captain retired to
the cave of thc hermit's pupil, while the latter,
with the hcarty consent of all the men, took com-
mand of the band of robbers.

When the King heard of this change, he was not
at all pleased, and Im .sent for the ex-pupil.

“ lam willing to rcward you,” he said, “ for assist-
ingme in my recentundcrtaking; but | can notallow
you to lead a band ofrobbers in my dominions.”

A dark sbadc ofdisappointment passed over the
cx-pupil’s features, and his face lengthened visibly.

“ It is too bad,” he said, “ to be thus cut short
at thc very outset of a brilliant career. 1°'ll tell
you what 1'll do,” he added suddenly, his face
brightening, “ if you 'll let me keep on in my ncw

profession, 1 'll promise to do nothing but rob
robbers.”

“ Very well,” said the King, “ if you will confine
youvselfto that, you may retain your position.”

The members of the band wcre perfectly willing
to rob in the new way, for it seemed quite novel
and cxciting to them. The first place they robbcd
was their own cave, and' as they all had excellent
memories, they knew from whom thc various goods
had been stolbn, and everything was returned to
its proper owner. The ex-pupil then led his band
against thc other dens of robbers in tbe kingdom,
and his movemecnts were conducted with such dash
and vigor that thc various bordes scattcrcd in every
direction, while thc treasures in their dens werc re-
turned to the ownei-s, or, if these could notbe fcund,
were given to the poor. In a short time every rob-
ber, except those led by the ex-p~upil, had gone
into some other business ; and thc victorious youth
led his band into othcr kingdoms to continué the
great work of robbing robbers.

The Queen never sent for the collection of curi-
ositics which the robbers had stolen from her. She
was so much interested in the new museum that
she continually postponed the recstablishment of
her oid one ; and, so far as can be known, the
buttons and the button-holes are still in the cave
where thc robbers shut them up.

A SMART BOY.

 miM glad | have a gnod-sized slate,

W ith

lots of room to calculate.

Bring on your sums! | 'm ready now;

My slate is clean; and | know how.

But don’t you ask me to subtracl,

I like to have my slate wcll packed ;

And only two long rows, you know,

Make such a miserable show;

And, please, don’t bring me sums to add,

Well,

umltiplying's just as bad;

And, say ! 1'd rather not divide—

Bring me something 1 have n’t tried

<A {



THE BIRD

MATINEE.

By W, C. E.

Let me tcll you of a series of matinécs | attended
this summer, which were given at three o’clock in
the morning.

The Windows of my bedroom opened toward the
south on a beautiful jawn, bordered with elrns.
Year after year comes the gdéldcn, or Baltimore,
oriole,— most delightful of singers. He loves best
the swaying branches of the lofticst elm for his
home, that oid Dame Nature may rock the littie
ones to sieep with every breeze. Robin-Redbreast
and Jenny Wren build lowlier bornes in more
accessible places. Then there is the linnct, who
years ago forsook us for a Southern clime, but,
perhaps alarmed by the noise of war, returned to
her northern home. These were some of the
singerswho gave the thrcc o'clock matinées. They
continued for two or thrcc months, from May
nearly through July, and the programme each day,
for the first month, seemed preciseiy the same.

First camc aloud, shrill, prolonged cali, always
repeated thrcc times, which rcminded mcofa gong
at a hotel. It was evidently intended for the
rising-bell and for a cali to order. After the last
cali camc a feeblc pecp, as if one littie fellow had
managcd to arouse himselfjust enough to answer.
Then anothet replied a littie iouder, and another,
until, in rapid succession, all the dwellers in the
grove announced their presence, and answered to
their Aames. Then followed a minute or Iwo of
entire silence; after which tlic prima donna, as it
seemed to me, opened the concert. It was a loud,

clear, swcct strain, so unlike any heard in the da\,
that | can not tell what bird it was; | think oni'
the oriole could poiir forth that delightful musi6.
It sang alone in a clear, ecstatic strain. At a cci-
tain part of tho solo two other voices brokc in as a
trio, and at the end of the stanza all the voices
joined in full jubilee chorus. This was repeated
six times, so that | carne to cali it their hymn of
praise in.six stanzas. It was rendered cvery moni-
ing in exactly the same way. After it there was
singing by the full choir, and it grew louder and
more impassioned, as ifeach minstrelwas inspirvd
by the rest, likc the singing of a vast concoursc
of people.

After this grand climax, the voices would ti
away, one after the other, and the principal conccit
was over. The parent birds went on their morii-
ing flight, and their birdics swung in their wind-
rocked hammocks for another half-hour. At the
cxpiration of this time carne a cali similar to lhc
first, although by a different bird,— oftcn a whip-
poorwili. The summons was repeated thrice, thcii
carne a fecbie littlc “ peep, peep, twitter, twittcr,”
and the juveniles joined to the best of their abiliti.
This concert was much sliortcr than that of ihcir
parents, as befitted their tender age, and their
hungcr on first awaking. Butit was never omitted
in rain or sunshine until the fierce midsumnicr
heats, parental cares, or the absence of the prin-
cipal singers, caused thcm to be given up for the
rest ofthc scason.



SWORUSMKN

UF THK DEF-P,

n>- John R. Coevkll.

1.MAGINI-: whales fencing wilh one another for
ainuscment!

It seems as if such a thingcould not he ; and yet
thcre are whales of a certain species which not only
fcnco with onc anothei', but use their tceth for
sivords.

Thcrc are some whales that have no tcctli at
all, but in place of tccth have great sheets ofwhtile-
bone hanging down from the roofofthc mouth on
cach sidc of the tongue. Other whales have their

great jaws filled with sharp and terrible teeth; and
onc kind, called thc narwlial, has but two tccth.

It is thc niirwhal that fenccs. Onc of the teeih
of the male narivhal always grows tiirough the
upper lip and stands out like a spcar, straight in
front of the animal. Occasionally both tceth grow
out in thisway, but that isa i-atherrare occurrcncc.

It sccms as if all the material that should have
gone tn fill thc narwhal’'s mouth with tccth had
gone tn tbe onc tooth that grows out through the
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lip: for sometimes this tooth is eight fcct long.
The animal itself, from head to tail, is seldom
more than sixteen feet in length, so that such a
tootli woiilcl be half as
long as the whole body.

Of what use sucli an
enormous tooth is to the
narwhal no onc knows.
Somc persons say it is
used for spearing fish;
others, that its use is to
stir up the niud in the
bottom of thc occan in
order to scarc out the fish
that may be hiding there;
and One man says the
tooth is for the purpose
of ljreaking holes in the
icein winter; forthc nar-
whal, like all whales, is
obliged to come to the
surface at intervals to
brcathe.

Whatever thc tooth is
intended to be used for,
it is certain that when thc
narwhal wishes to play
it finds another nar-
whal of a like mind, and
away they charge at each
other till the long tooth-
swords clash together.

They are active as well
as frolicsome, and sail-
ors tcll of seeing them
Crossing swords in this
way, thrusting and parry-
ing, and rolling and dart-
ing about with marvelous
agility and grace, as if

combining sword-play
and acrobatics in the same
gamc.

Thcre issomethingvery
soldier-likc, too, in their
modo of traversing the
ocean. They form in
ranks, in goodordcr;and N
with similar uncluiations ij.
of thc body and ssvccps M.
of the tail, they procced
by thc thousand together
to thc part of thc occan world that has been
decided upon as a sojourning-place.
The narwhal is light gray in color, and covered
with black spots. For a great many reasons itis
valtied bv the Greenlandcrs. It furnishes a verv

fino quality of oil, its flesh is usod for food, and it®
sldn, made into a jelly, and called mai/ak, is con-
sidered a dainty too choice for ordinary occasit-n-.

—h
3_

KARWHALS PENCIXC.

”

This “ swordsman of thc deep,” as 1 have calleil
him, is a warm-blooded animal, and must not ho
confoundcd with thc saw-fish or the sword-fisli.
both of which are entirely different in their spccies
and habiis from the narwhal.



LIVING CAMEOS AND

POOR ROBINSON

BAS-RELIE I-'S

CRUSOPI

By M. Ella Preston.

Poor Robinson Crusoe!
What made the poor man do so?

He was a robin’s son,

I know,

But that 's no reason he should crow.-
Pray, tell me why he crew so?

LIVING CAMEOS

By George

T his fascinating entcrtainment can be prepared
by children, at short notice, with very little trouble
orexpense. The articles required are two sheets
of large card-board, two sheets of pink tissue-pa-
per, and two sheets of white cotton wadding, one
ball of white and onc of pink velvet chalk, a Icad-
pencil, a pair of scissors, six yards of black cam-
bric, a few tacks, and a little paste.

Onesheetof card-board is fastened on the side wall
ofa darkencd room, so that thc shadow of the face
of a person witli large and regular features will fall
upon the center of it when a lighted candlc is held
in front of the side of the face at a distance of three
feet. A cup should be placed between the face
and the card-board and kept in position by thepres-
sure of the head, in order, so far as possible, to
prevent any movement on the part of the sitter.
The candle must be so placed that thc shadow of
profile is in thc center of the card-board ; thc out-
lines are then to be traced with a pencil. Tho
card-board can then be taken down and thc profile
carefully cut outj thc back of thc head usually
being cnlargcd, so that various mcthods of dressing
thc hair may be permitted. This white card-board
will be ready for thc bas-rclief after thc outer edge
has been cut into the form of a circlc, and made
ihicker by sevcral rings of pastcboard of thc same
(ilamctcr, but only three inches wide. When céarn-
eos are to be cxhibitcd, thc outer surface should be
covered with pink tissiic-papcr.

A curtain of chcap black cambric or any plain-
colorcd material, reaching from the ceiling to the
floor, is then hung at a distance of about two fcet
from the back wall of the room whcrc thc cxhibition
is to take place. The card-board is fastened into
ahole made in the curtain, so that the center of thc
opening is about six or seven feet from the floor,
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BAS-REEIEFS.

Bartlett.

and a chair or small table is placed ciése behind
this curtain and another small piece of black cloth
is tacked to the wall behind thc opening.

The person whose face is to form thc bas-relief
stands upon a chair or table so that the head fits
into the opening in the card-board, about onc-half
of it projecting in front of the surface of the frame
thus formed. The side-facc thus exposed is cbalked
and the hair is covered with white wadding, which
conceals it, and also can be fastened in waves,
plaits, or classic knots; for carneos, pink chalk,
and tissue-paper take the place of the white. Very
pretty art studies can thus be made by inexperi-
enced persons.

When it is dcsired to show scveral of these art
studies consecutively, it will be well to have a pink
and a white frame placed side by side about one
foot apart, as then thcy may be shown together or
scparatcly ; the onc not in use being covered with
a little curtain of black cambric. Thus a plcasing
variety can be produccd by showing either a carneo
or a bas-relief or both together. Faces of children
or of grown people can be used as desired, as it is
not absolutcly necessary that tho features should
exactly fill the cut profilcs in thc card-board. The
eyes are always closed, and a little chalk sliould
be rubbcd on thc eyclids just before thc face is
shown to the spectators.

Theframesmay be placed between thick window-
curtains drapcd above and below them; this will
save thc trouble of a black curtain, as the perform-
ers can stand in the window behind thc curtain.
The best manneroflighting them is from the top;
and when thc room has no chandelier, a lamp can
be hcld at the left sidc as high as can be done con-
veniently by a person who stands upon a chair or
short stcp-laddcr.



BENNY'S HORSE.

Bv Maryv Catherinf. Lee.

One day, when Benny was a very littie boy, his
mother went on a shopping excursiéon to New
Haven, and left him in the rather slippery care
of Florilla, her “ help.” That day made a very inis-
cellaneous and highly-seasoncd chapter in Benny's
history. It began with a fine littie conflagration,
produced without much trouble by Benny himself,
who took a box of matches into the wood-shed,
while the worldly-minded Florilla had gone up-
stairs a minute to “ do up” her hair and otherwise
re-arrange her toilet, with a view of prcscnting a
creditablc appearancc when 'Bijah should come in
with the milk and vegetables which he brought
over every day from Grandma Pottcr's farm.
Florilla, smelling smoke, rushed down the dark,
crooked back staircase, and fell into the kitchen
with a sprained wristand a péinfully bruised head.
'Bijah, happily arriving at that extreme moment,
hardly knew which to do first— spank Benny,
pick up Florilla, or put out the fire. He began
with the fire, however; and the Bréese house
was saved,— cxcepting the wood-shed,— Florilla
was consoled, and Benny was put to bed, as the
place most conducive to rcpentance, whencc he
made Florilla’s aching liead ring again with his
roaring expostulations. It will hardly be believed
that one day coukl hold so many disastcrs; but it
is perfectly true that the same afternoon a furious
thundcr-storm carne up, during which Florilla and
Benny endured agonies of fcar, the horse broke
through the barn floor, and Mrs. Breese carne
home to find Florilla patiently and submissivcly
expecting the end of the world to happen next.

“ My jand!” said Florilla, as she finished telling
the story of the day to Mrs. Breese, “ there has n't
been such a time since the days of Pharo’. What-
ever coukl 'a’ made it come all at once ?”

* 1 guess,” said Benny, “ God’s gone to the
city.”

Mrs. Breese, with a mother’s inemory, laid up
this littie saying of Benny’s, and was rcminded of
it at many a vexatious time as life went on.

Onc day, ayear afterward, shc felt especially in-
clined to think God must have gone to the city,
for everything had gone wrong since the dawn,
from her currant-jelly’s dctermination notto “ jell,”
and Florilla’s having iittcrly demolished the alabas-
ter Temple of Fame which glorificd the parlor cen-
ter-table, to Mr. Breesc’'s coming home violently ill
with malarial intcrmittent fever. It was also an
hour past dinncr-tiine and Benny had n’'t come.

“ What could be the matter?” she wondercd, as
she stepped out on tho piazza for the twecntictli
time, and gazcd up the Street in the hope of
seeing her boy bounding along home.  What she
did really sec was a boy shiifHing and creepiiv’
along, with his head down, leading an animal of the
horse species, whose head was stili further doviji.
and who looked veiy much inclined to go down alto-
gether — universally— “ right in his tracks,” as shc
said to herself. As a prospcctit'e skeleton or a cui i-
Usity there was no fault to be found with him, but
as a horse he had the faults of being lame and lean
to a painful degree— of appearing, in short, to be
entirely past his liscfulness as a propclling powev.
What he seemed to want was to borrow some of
that powcr, to get on with, and the boy who led him
lent him that very freely, if frequcnt twitches at tlie
halter were anything to the purpose.

“Hil Gi¢ up! Come along there, yon ckl
thing!” shouted the boy, with plenty of twitchc:,;
and Mrs. Breese thought there was somethirg
familiar in those vocifcrous tones. Could it be lict
boy? Ciutdit'bc — Yes, it was— Benny! Yet ii
did n't look like that blessed, cvcr-beaming bov.
He had a singiilariy dubidiis and subdued exprc»-
sion; he manifested no delight whatever at lhc
sight of his own mother, but, leading his remnant
of a horse, he shufflecl along into the yard, mutciy
protesting against association with the animal,
and louking as if somebody was to blame for
something.

“ Why, whose oid horse is that, Benny? " asked
Mrs. Breese, ivitli wonder and a desire for knowl-
edge in every tone.

“ He'’s mine,” said Benny, not at all boastfully.

* Yours?"

“Yes, 'm.”

“ What do you mean, Benny ?” she half gaspcd.
“ Where did you get him?”

“ I— I— boiight him,” said Benny, faintly, as ii
confessing his sins.

" Bonght him ! ” repeated his mothcr. “ What,
that oid rackabones ! Bought him with what?"

“The money | was a-saving to buy tlicshot-gun,”
groaned Benny, the big tears starting to his eyes.

“ Why, how much money clid yoéu havc, pray ?”

“ Four dollars 'n' twenty-nine cents.”

“ And you bought a horse for that?"

“ Bought him for three 'n’ a half.”

“ But what did you want with such a poor, for-
lorn oid thing, and what are yon going to do with



him now you 've got him ?" asked Mrs. Breese, in
a despairing tone.

“ 1did n't want liim, 'n’ | declare 1 don’t know

wkat to do with him,” said Benny, weeping frcdy.

“Why, | don’'t understand you, Benny,” said

Mrs. Breese, so amazcd that she sat down on the

top step of thc piazza, giving up the attempt to bear

her own weight and

the weight of this

great mystery

at onc and

time. “ If you dicl n't want the crcaturc, why did
you buy him ? liosv clid you buy him ?”
“1 1 -1 bid on him just for fun,” said

Benny, reluctantly, “ a— and— and the man
said he was mino.”

“What man? Where is he?” inquircd his
mother, apparcntly indulging a wild hope that it
might yet be possible to undo this fatal bargain.

“ lio was seilin’ horses on thc green; this was
the last one he had. An’ he’s gone now |
— clon't— know where.”

Well, I 'm sure I clon’l know what is to be done
with the poor beast,” said Mrs. Breese, \vith an
acciimulativo sigh  “ Here 's your father sick. 1
can’t say anything to Zivn about it. jYif'c?biiild a
new barn for him, | suppose; the more woe-bcgone
a creaturc is, thc more worry he makes over it.

There is n’t room in our little barn for your horse.
| should say, let him go and do what he pleascs
with himsclf,— only then he would suffer and be
abused, 1 suppose, and he looks as if he had had
enough ofthat, poor thing! We must manage to
take carc of him in some way until your fathcr is
well. But wlierc shatt wc put him ?”

“ There’s room enough in Grandma’s barn, an’
'‘Bijah 'd take care of him for me.” said Benny.

“ Well, hitch him to tho oid chcrry-tree, give
him something to eat, and come and get your own
dinner. Oh, dear me! Whatwf//come next?”

' "venr/;

Benny liitched his property to an ancient chcrry-
tree that was a good match for him, and gave liim
somc oats; and tlic way ilioso oats were absorbed

the ivay that liorse and tliose oats merged and
blendcd and meltcd into cach other--the way the
horse went into the oats and thc way the oats went
into thc horsc--macle Benny stand astonished.

When he and liis own dinner had been similarly
combincd, Mrs. Breese said:

“ Now, Benny, if yon can get this animal over

ki



to Grandma'’s, | think you 'd better take him there
and see if they'll keep him for you awhile, until
Father’'s well and can dispose of him in some siiit-
able way.”

“ Well,” said Bcnny, “ better put up plenty o’
bread and butter for me, ‘cause it’'ll be next week
before 1 get to Grandma’s with him."

“ There ’'s nothing elsc lo be done,” said his
mother; “ and if you find it tcdious, you 'll be thc
more likely to keep away from horse auctions.”

Butwhen Benny unhitchedhis nag and started off
with him, he found the oats had lent a small Impetus,
and the bundlo of bones hippcriy-hopped along
al)out as fast as Bcnny wanted to walk, and they
reached Grandma’s in about fifty minutes.
mile in twenty-five minutes was a good record
for that kind of a horse.

He hcared a saw going “ kzee-kzee-kzee-kzee-
qrrrrr,” and concluded he should find 'Bijah offici-
ating at the wood-pile, so he led his Resinante
around there, and carne upon 'Bijah like a solemn

vision. ’'Bijah stopped his sawing with a jerk,

“ Hullo ! said he; “ whose racer hav’ ye there,
Bcnny?”

“ He'’s mine,” said Benny. “ 1bought him at
an auction.”

He was n't going to let 'Bijala know how he had
been taken in. He would put a bold face upon it,
and let 'Bijah suppose that this particular horse
was the very thing of all others in the world that
he wanted.

“ Sho !” said 'Bijah, looking the horse over with
an eye partly shut, to get a very fine focus, and
then looked Benny over with one of his noon-day
smiles. “ Why, it's very clever in ye, Benny, to
stand there a-talkin’ to me— you, the owner of a
hoss. Mcbby you 've got money to lend ?”

“ No,” said Benny, “ | don't want to lend any
money, but 1'll lend you the horse.”

“ You don'tsay!" said 'Bijah, looking astoundcd
and incredulous. “ Why, you’'re more'n clevcr,
Bcnny !

“ Oh, | would n’t lend him to every fellow, you
know,” said Bcnny, with a knowing grin. “ But
seein’ it's you, 'Bijah, 1'll Ictyon have him for his

keepin’.”

'Bijah sat down on the saw-horsc and roarcd with
deiight.

“ Oh, dear me! You 're a sharp un, Benny,”
he gasped. “ You 'll come out one o’ those rail-

road chaps yet. What 'd ye give for yer hoss?”

“ 1'm not going to tell what I gave for him,” said
Benny. “ Whereshall 1 puthim,'Bijah? /don't
know what to do with him, you see, an’ 1'vc got to
keep him here.”

“Ohjho! that's ahossofanothercolor. Why,
we have n’'t any place good enough for him,"

said 'Bijali, stepping up to the animal and making
a critical examination of his “ points”— (iincoin-
moniysharp they were, and plenty of them). *“]jo
aint such an oid hoss as he looks,” he continued,
examining his teeth. “ Walk him round a little,
Benny.”

'‘Bijah watched the crcature as he limped along.
and then he lifted and cxamined one after another
of the horsc's feet.

“ It 's his off hind anide,” said he. *“ A sprair,
I guess, an’ he 's got the scratchessome; but ther’s
not so very mtsch tho matter with the bcast, after
all. Who under the canopy could have abused e
hoss like that and let him run down so? Yes, 1
guess | 'll take the loan of him, Bcnny, if yoer
Grandma 's willin’.”

This was only a question of form, for Bcnny
always did about as he pleased at Grandma'’s, and
he and 'Bijah both knew very well that he could
keep a four-in-hand turnout there if he chose. A»
a matter of course, therefore, Benny’s horse was iii-
stalled in the farm stable, and invited to a share of
the oats and an interest in the pasture with the
other horses— an invitation to which he responded
with alacrity; and his interest in those things was
so dccp and vital as to make it a matter of posiiivc
indiffercncc to him that those other horses laughed
their derisivc horse-laughs at his gaunt uglincss
and ungainly gait. He sniffcd a sniff of scorn witli
all the breath he could sparc, and cared not a fiup
of his tail for social suffrage, but gave his whiile
undivided soul to oats and the juicy dainties of the
pasture. ’'Bijah, who, among other wondcrful ac-
complishments, was a kind of horse-doctor, bathed
his feet with a solution of copperas to cure tlie
scratches, and bandagcd his sprained ankle skill-
fiilly with wonderful liniment of his own manu-
facture, and the poor oid horse sornetimes feit like
laughing himself; but he only smiled inwardly
It could n’t exactly be said that he laughed in his
sleeve, but he privately smiled at some things he
knew which those other horses did n’'t knoir.

Benny, meantime, neither thought for cared
about the oid nag. It was off his hands, and his
interest, just then, waswith Cap’'n Gills’s sloop, un
which he was frequently invited to take a sail.
All his spare time, therefore, was given to navigu-
tion. Mrs. Brcesc’s anxiety about Mr. lirccsc
made her also forget Benny’s horse, but onc morn-
ing she said:

“ Your father’s going to tako a drive up to thc
farm this morning, Bcnny; he does n’'t fccl very
strong, and | guess you 'd better drive for limi.
By the way, that oid horse of yours is up thcre
still; you 'd better ask Father to look at him and
see what it is best to do with him, It is really an
imposition to have left him thcre all this while.”



Mr. Breese alsodeclared, wlien he heard about the
horse, that his case must be attended to dircctly.

He and Benny drove into the barn when they
i-cached Grandma’'s, and Benny called with a loud
viice for 'Bijah; but no 'Bijah was to be found.

“ The oid horse’'s hero somewhcre, | s’pose,”
said Bennv, poeriug into the sialls, one after an-
other. “ No, he is n't, though. He’s outin the
pasture, | guess.”

“ There's an extra horse hcre, though,” said
Mr. Breese. “ Hete are Tom and Jim and Bill,
and thcrc ’'s another one besides. Is this your
horse, Benny?”

“ No, sir,” said Benny; “ my horse looked like
that ladder tlicre, stood up on pegs. This fellow 's
abeauty— eh, Father?”

“ Yes, he isa fine creature. But Grandma would
scarcely buy a new horse, for shc does n’'t need
one. | ivondcr what he 's doing here ?”

They found Grandma in her chintz-covercd
rocking-cbair, just where Benny had always found
her ever since he could remember, and she looked
over the same silver-bowed spectaclcs, with the
same serene smile, at “ that boy Benny,” who was
iilever the same, but was bigger and louder and
inore out of bounds cvery time she saw him.

“ 1say, Grandma,” began Benny, hardly wait-
ing for the good-mornings and Grandraa's kiss,
* what liorsc is that out in the barn with your’s?”

“ Oh, it's a horse we 're boarding for a friend
of mine,” said Grandma.

“What 's bccome of my okl horse?” asked
Benny, with a look of disgust; for, besides that
beast’s personal unloveliness, the thought of hiin
always rcminded Benny of the lost shot-gun.

“ You 'll have to ask 'Bijah about him,” said
Grandma. “ Ring the bell, and he'll come.”

Benny rang the bell with such vigor that 'Bijah
carne in breathless hastc.

“ Oh, it’s that hoss, is it?” said he, when Deuny
asked for his stecd. “ 1 thought it was fire, or
tramps. Wall, Benny,” he continued, with an
anxious face, “ | hope ye wont mourn much about
that Uld hoss; he was n't very good-lookin’, ye
know, an’ he was very lame.”

“ Oh, 1 don’'t care anything about him,” said
Benny, with a droll grimace, intended to exprcss
his low Opinion of the animal. “ If he s dead, so
much the better. Father said he was afraid he 'd
have to be shot.”

“ But secin’ that you want a hoss, Benny,” pur-
siied 'Bijah, “ I 'vc gol one that ye might likc.
Want to look at him?”

“eW hy, yes, | guess so,” said Benny.

“1'Il bring him round to the south door; you
wait there,” said 'Bij.ah, taking Benny by the
shouldcrs and turning him back to the house.

'Bijah went down to the barn, and returned lead-
ing a glossy chestnut animal, slender and clean-
limbed, that carried his head complacently and
prickcd the turf daintily as he advanccd. He
looked likc a lady’s pet, and seemed as gentlc as a
kitten. To crown all, he was saddled ivith a fine
new saddle. Benny’s heart glowcd with desire.

“ Want lo try him ?” asked 'Bijah.

“ Want to? Want to?" Benny’s very soul
Icaped as he sprang into the saddle and moved
off like a cavalier.

Mr. Breese carne to the door and admired the
horse and his boy. It was a fine sight to sec thcm
together. He felt that such a horse was made
for such a boy. ’'Bijah siistained his impression
by saying;

“ Jest the horse for Benny, eh ?”

“ Yes,” said Mr. Breese, with a iittlc sigh; “ 1
wish | could afford such a horse as that for my
boy.”

Benny paused in his cantering and cchoed
wish.

“ Wall,” said 'Bijah, answering Mr. Breese, “ |
rcckon 't would n’t be hard to buy him cheap. |
heard the gentleman he belongs to sayin’ he did
n’t care anythin’ about him.”

“Whom does he belong to? ” asked Mr. Breese.

“ A young man of the fiame of Benny Breese.”

the

“ What, me?" shouted Benny, catching his
breath.

“ How's that?” asked Mr. Breese, in blank
amazement.

“Why, you sec,” explaincd 'Bijah, “ this Mr.
Benny Breese brought a miscr’blc, starved-to-deatli
skeliton of a hoss here, so lame that cvery stcp
was a miracle, an’ he said we might have him for
his keopin’.”

“ T/tis is n’t the liorsc?” exciaimed Mr. Breese,
in a tone of astonislinient.

“Wall, 'tis an’ 't is n't,” said 'Bijah, with a dis-
criminating squint. “ 1took the skeliton for a frame
to start on, an’ built up on it some, an’ | think
it looks considcr’ble like a hoss now; don’t it ?

“ | should think so!” said Mr. Breese. “ But,
‘Bijah, the horse is yours. You ’'ve built him up
out of nothing.”

“ Sho!” said 'Bijah, with a modcst wag of his
head and a full blaze of siniliiig satisfaction on his
honest face. “ If that's so, | 11 make a present
of him to Benny.”

Benny camc down to the ground in a twinkhng-
“ Oh, you dear oid fellow, 3ou !” said he, hugging
‘Bijah around tlic waist. “ But wlicre 'd the saddle
come from !~

“ Oh, 1 brought it home to try,” said 'Bijah. “ I
guess ver Pa’'n’yer Grandma 'll want you to hcv
a saddle.”



Mr. Breese laughed, and said Benny must, of
course, have a saddle.

“ And thc horse must havo a namc, 1suppose,”
added he. *“ ’'Bijah, you ought to namc your own
work of art.”

“ I had to cali him something,” said 'Bijah. “ I
can't be a-taikin’ to folks all the time and never
cali’em by fiame, so | called him Gen’ral Putnam
— Gen'ral Israel Putnam,”

And General Israel Putnam he was from that day,
and he and Benny Brccsc werc the admired of all
admirers as thcy pranccd up and down the streets
of Still Harbor. Every boy in town was devoured
with envy, and every girl, when she read about
“ the princely youth” who, “ just as the melan-
choly shades of eve were approaching,” or “ just
as the rosy fingers of the dawn were about to gild
the chambers of thc east,” was seen to “ emerge
from thc gatcs of thc castle seated upon a richly
caparisoncd palfrcy,” thought of Benny Bréese.

When thc morning of tho Fourth ofjiily arrived,
it was thought to be very appropriatc that General
Israel Putnam should join in the celebration of the
day. There was to be a gorgeoiis procossion in
the morning, a balloon ascensién from the Green
in the afternoon, and tire-works in the evening.
The procession was decided to be the part of the
programmc in which General Putnam would figure
best. Therefore, in due season, on the morning
of the glorious day, thc General— his mane gar-
nished with led, white, and blue ribbons, with
bows of ribbons and knots and garlands of flowers
bedecking him generally and proliisely, and Bcnny
Breese, in a brand-new jacket and trousers, with a
button-hole bouquet and white cotton glovcs —
pranced down thc Street to thc Green in aspirited
way which thrillcd every beholder, and took his
place in thc slowly forming procession as “ The
Spirit of 1876” (this was the centcnnial Fourth
of July). The balance and offset to Benny was
“ The Spirit of 1776”"— represcnted by a young
fariner’'s bo>', in cockcd hat and knee-breeches,
wearing the rusty sword with which one of his
ancestors liad cut down a British soldier in the
Revolutionary battle of Still Harbor. These two
were to ride sidc by side in the very head and
front of thc procession. An admiring crowd sur-
roundccl them. While the marshals of the day
were getting into line the barouches bearingthe
digiiitaries of the borough, and the chariots of
school children, Bcnny sat looking about in a dig-
nified way, accepting graciously thc homage of all
beholders. He noticed that tliat boy who was
always getting above him in his class, who beat
him at ball, and owned a shot-gun, stood in the dust
at his feet. He observed that Miss Rose Roberts,
who had a way of making him feel very clumsy

and low-spirited, was looking on from the piazza of
her house, which stood on the Green. His father
and mother, and especially his sister Faimy, would
now sec, he hoped, what a superior boy he was.

The files were formed, thc marshals took their
places beside the ranks, and the band started up.

The band started up, did | say? Gencial
Israel Putnam started up as well,— up, vp, uP, on
his hind legs, and Benny Breese went down, dovin.
pow n, and was soon keeping company in thc du-t
with the unworthy boy who owned the shot-guii.
A broad space soon cleared itself around General
Putnam, who, greatly to the dishonor of his namc,
moved out of the procession, still on his hind legs,
and began a regular motion, from side to side,
forward and back, all the while gracefully waving
his fore legs in the air, after thc manner of thc mo>i
approved trained circus horses. Benny ar6se and
stood in the dust with the crowd.

Have you heard of the Spaitan boy wlin, wheii
a coal of fire dropped into his sleeve, let it remain
there until it had bunied a dccp hole in his flcsli,
and made no sign, moved not a niusclc? Thai
boy had a rival in Bcnny as he stood and gazcd on
thc General. Blank wondcr kept him rontcd in
sileiice to thc spot; but he was also a spimky bo\,
and clung to his dignity cven when the owner
the shot-gun shouted, “ The Down-spirit of '76 ! ’
Down he was, and somewhat down-spirited, too,
but he hcld up his head and appeared to be tiw
most absorbed and interested of all the spectators.

Apparently, General Putnam meant ncvcr tn
give up dancing until the band gave up playing.
On, still on, went the jig, to the rare deiight of
every small boy and the amazement of their elders.

The procession moved on disregarded, but
cverybody clbowed and tiptoed, craned his ncck
or got up on a fence, to see the dancing horse.

Suddenly thcre was a misstep— an interferencc,
— a something wrong,— and poor General Putnam
reeled and carne down with a gigantic flop upon
the ground.

Then ensuecl confusién, made up of renewed
efforts to see, shouts of derision, and exclamations
of pity. The crowd closed around the poor horse
until the sheriff made his appearance and drovc ii
back, to let the animal get up if he could. With
some help, he strugglcd to his feet, and stood thcre,
the very picture of baffled ambition, of disgraccful
failure— a meek and tousled-looking horse, at any
rate, His knots and garlands gay were torn anil
awry. He was but the caricature of that noble
steed which carne caracoling and curveting down
the Street but an hour before.

Benny took him by his bridle, and
limping slowly away.

The mystery of his former neglccted condition

led him



ivas explaincd. He liad evidently bccn a pavt of
some show, and when, from some cause or othcr,
he had become unable to jicrform his feats without
itumbling and failure, he liad lost his valué as a
ti-aincd horse; his training made him unsafo for
(irdinary purposes; he was too “ light” for a work-
horse, and he had consequently been sold cheap to
onc person, and another, and had been variously
ileglected and abused, until lie becamc the wreck
of a liorsc that Benny “ liad bid on for fun.”

Mrs. Breese declarcd thal Benny should never
ride that horse again— there was no knowing what
the beast’s immoral education would lead him to

THE UTTLE UROTHEH .--mrmemeee DRAWN

do next. But Mr. Breese said, “ Pshaw! nonsense !
Benny must learn to stick to his horse, and keep
aivay from the Still Harbor Brass Band.”

Benny did learn lo stick to his horse. | have
seen him ride through lhc streets of Still Harbor
standing as straight as a ramrocl on that liorse’s
back. It is gencrally believed that there is some
mystcrious, not to say imcanny, understanding be-
tween the two. They pcrform most wonderful
mancuvers, but which rcally does the maneuvcring
nobody can find out. But Denny’s neck isstill un-
broken, which is, and ever will be, the great Still
Harbor mystery.

1V JIARY HALLOCK KOOTE
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“BOYS.”

By John S. AuAfifs.

*SI'UKDY little farmer boy, tcll me how you know njjinple littie sailor boy, tell me how you kuoiv
When 't is time to plow thc fields, and to reap and 4 to navigate your ship when the tempcsts blo»,
mow.

Do )ou find it pretty liard
Clinging to the topsail yard?
Don’'Cyou fear some stormy day overboard you'’ll
go?

Do the hens “ with yellow legs ”
Scold you when you hunt for cggs?
Do you drive thc ducks to driiik, waddling in a row ?
Do the pigs in concert sqtical Do they let you take a light-
When you bring their evening meal? When yoti go aloft at night?
Tell me, little farmer boy, for I'd like to TION.  Te|| me, little sailor ljoy, for 1°cl like to know.

Little boys of cvcry kind, tell me how you know
Tha.t 't is tiine ere school bcgins rather ill to grow,
Does the pain increaso so fast
That 't is terrible at last?
Don’t you quickly convalesce when too late to go?
Do you think I am a dunce?
Was n't I a school-boy once ?
Tell me, ail you little boys, for I 'd like to know.

UTTLii GIRL WTIt THE SHELL: “ SVHV, IT SOUNDS /UST LIKC THE WOAH o i Gcean 1+



NINTH SPINNING-WHEEL STORY.

By Louisa

“There’S plenty of time for another. Let the
Uttle folk go to becl, now that they 've had their
story, and then please bring out thc next story,
A\untie,” cried Min, when all had listened with more
interest than they would avow to thc children’s tale.

So the small people trotted off, much against
iheir will, and this most obliging of aunts drew
forth another manuscript, saying, as she glanccd
st several of hcr eider nieces, brave in thc new
irmkets Santa Claris had sent them;

“ This is a story with a moral! to it which the
girls will understand ; the boys can take naps while
| read, for it will not interest them.”

“ If it shows up the girls, wc shall like it,”
answered Geoff, as he composed himself lo hear
and enjoy the tale of

DAISY'S JEWEL—HtOX, AND HOW SHF. FIU.ED IT.

“ It would be porfectly delightful, and just what
I long foi‘, but | don’t seo how | can go with
nothing fit to wear,” said Daisy, looking up from
the letter in hcr hand, with a face full of girlish
cagemess and anxiety.

Mrs. Field set every fear at rest with a re-assur-
ing smic, as she quictly made onc of the sacrifices
mothers think so smail, when made for thc dear
creatures for whom they live.

“ You shall go, dear; | have a little sum put by
for an emergcncy. Twenty-five dollars will do a
great deal, when tastos are simple and we do our
own dress-making.”

“ But, Mother, that money was for your cloak.
You need it so much | can’t bear to have you give
itup,” said sober little Jane, the home-girl, who
unlike her gay eider sister, never cared for visiting.

“ Hush, dear; | can do very well with a shawl
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over my oid sack. Don’'t say a word to spoil
Daisy’s pleasurc. She needs a change after this
dull autumn, and she must be neat and nice.”

Jane)' said no more, and fell to thinking what
site had to offer Daisy; for both took great pride
in the pretty girl, who was the queen among her
young friends.

Daisy hcard, but was so busy re-reading the
letter that she took no notice then, though she
recalled the words later.

“ Come and pass the holidays with us. We all
wish to see you, and Laura begs you will not dis-
appoint her.”

This was the invitation that carne from Laura’s
mother; for the two girls had stitick up a great
frieiidship during the summer the city family
passed in thc little country town where Daisy
lived. She had ardcntly hoped that Laura would
not forget the charming plan, and now the cordial
message carne just when the scason would be
gayest in town.

* 1 suppose | must have the everlasting white
muslin for a party dress, as that is the cheapest
thing a girl can wear. A nun’s-veiling is what |
long for, but I'm afraid we can’t afford it,” she
said, with a sigh, coming back from visions of city
dclights to the all-important question of dress.

“ Yes, we can, and new ribbons, glovcs, and
slippei-s as well. You are so small that it does n't
take much, and wc can mako it up ourselves. So
run and collect all your little finery, whilc I go and
do the shopping at once.”

“You dcarcst of mothers! how you always
manage to give me what | want, and smooth all
my worries away. 1°'l'! be as good as gold, and
bring you the best present | can find.”

=



Daisy's gratefiil kiss warmed the dear woman’s
hcart, and made her forget how shabby the oid
sack was, as she hastened away to spend the money
carefully hoarded for the much-needed cloak.

Needles and fingers flew, and two days before
Christmas, Daisy set out for the enchanted city,
feeling very rich with the pretty new dress in her
trunk and with five dollars for pocket money. It
seemed a large sum to the country girl, and she
planned to spend it all in gifts for mother and
Janey, whose tired feces rather hauntcd her after
she had caught the last glimpse of them.

Her reception was a warm one; for all the
Vaughns were interested in the blooming little
maiden thcy had found among the hills, and did
their best to make her visit a pleasant one. The
first day she was in a delightful sort of maze,—
things wcre so spiendid, gay and ncw; the second,
she felt awkward and countrified, and wished she
had not come. A letter from her mother on
Christmas morning did her good, aiid gave her
courage to bear the little tridis that afflicted her.

“ My clothes do look dowcly beside Laura’s
elegant costumes, though they seemed very nice
at home; but my hair is n't red, and that's
a comfort,” she said to herself, as she dresscd for
the party that evening.

She could not help smiling at the bonny figure
she saw in the long mirror, and wishing Mother
and Janey could see the work of their hands in all
its glory; for the simple white dress was very
becoming, and her kind host had supplied her with
lovely flowers for belt and bouquet.

But thc smile feded as she took up her one orna-
ment,— an antique necklace, given her by an oid
aunt. At home it was considered a very rare and
beautiful thing, and Daisy had been rather proud
of her old-fashioned chain till she saw Laura’s col-
lection of trinkets, the variety and brilliancy of
which dazzlcd her eyes, and woke a burning desire
in her to possess treasures of the same sort. It was
somc consolation to find that the most striking were
notvery expensive; and after poring over them with
deep interest, Daisy privately resolved to buy as
many as her five dollars would procure. These
new ornaments could be worn during her visit,
and serve as gifts when she went home; so the
extravagance would not be so great as it seemed.

This purpose comforted her, as she put on thc
oid necklace, which looked very dingy beside thc
Rhine-stones that flashed, the silvcr banglcs that
clashed, and the gilded butterflies, spiders, arrows,
flowers, and daggers that shone on thc young girls
whom she met that evening. Their fine drcsscs
she could not hope to imitate, but a pin and a pair
of bracclets were possible, and she resolved to have
them, if she had to borrow money to get home.

Her head was quite turned by this desire for thc
cheap trinkets which attract all feminine eyes now-
adays; and when, among the pretty things that
carne to her from thc Christmas-trec that niglu,
she received a blue plush jewel-box, she felt thuc
it was almost a duty to fill it as soon as possible.

“Isn'titabeauty? 1 neverhad one, and itis
just what | wanted !” saidbaisy, delightedlyliftin,:<
the trayful of satin beds for pretty things. arj
pulling out the little drawer underneath, where the
giver’s card lay.

“ 1 told papa a work-box or a fan would
better; but he liked this and he would buy i:.’'
explained Laura, who knew how useless it was
her friend.

“ It was very kind of hira, and | prefcr ilc
jewel-box to either of those. 1 've nothing but mv
oid chain and a shabby little pin to put in it now,
but I'll fill it in time,” answered Daisy, whn. :
eyes seemed to behold the unbought treasui'-
already reposing on the dainty cushion.

“ Real jewels are the best, my dear, for thnr
worth and beauty are never lost, The tinsel iliat
girls wear now is poor stuff, and money is thro.'.n
away in buying it,” said Mrs. Vaughn, who owr-
heard them and guessed the temptation which beset
the young country girl.

Daisy looked conscious, bul answered with a
smile, and a hand on her necklace: “ This <Id
thing would n’t look well in my pretty box, so I'll
leave it empty till 1 can afford something bettti.'

“ But that antique chain is worth many mock
diamonds; for it is gcnuine, and its age adds to :s

valué. Lovcrs of such things would pay a guoJ
pricc for that and keep it carefully. So don't i"™
ashamed of it, my clear,— though this pri-uy

throat needs no ornament,” added Mrs. Vaugl.r,,
hoping the girl would not forget the little lesscui
she was trying to give her.

Daisy clid not; but when she went to bed, shesit
the jewel-box on the table where it would mcetlur
eyes on her awakening in thc morning, and then
she fell asleep trying to decide that she waiiirt
buy no baubles, since thcrc wcrc better things
for which to spend her money

Nothing more was said; but as the two giris
went about thc gay streets on various pleasant
errands, Daisy never could pass the jewelers’ win-
dows without stopping to yearn over the trays full
of enchanting ornaments. More than once, whcii
alone, she went jn to inquire the prices of these
much-covetecl trifies, and their cheapness mado
the temptation harder to resist. Certain thing>
had a sort of fescination for her, and scemeil
to haunt her in an uncanny way, giving her no
peace. A golden rose with a diamond drop of de»'
on its leaves bloomecl in her very drcams; an en-



ameled buttevfly flew before hcr as she walked,
and a pair ofsilver banglcs rattled in her ears like
goblin castancts.

“ 1 shall not be safe till I spend that money, so
! might as well decide on something and be at
peace,” said poor Daisy, after some days of this
girlish struggle; “ 1 need n't buy anything for
mother and Janey, for | can sharc my nice and
useful presents with them; but I should like to be
able to show the girls my lovely jewel-box with
something pretty in it,— and I will! Lauraneedn’t
know anything about it, for I 'm sure she 'd think
it silly, and so would her mother. 111 slip in now
and buy that rose; it’'s only three dollars, and thc
other two will buy one poric-bonheiir, or the dear
buttcrfly.”

Making her way through the crowd that always
stood before the brilliant window, Daisy went in
and demandad the rose; then, somewhat frightened
liy this reckless act, she paused, and decided to look
farthcr before buying an)'thing else. With a
pleasant little flutter of the heart, as the pretty
trinket was done up, she put hcr hand into her
pocket to pay for it, and all the color died out
of hcr cheeks when she found no purso there.
In vain she pulled out handkerchief, keys, and
pin-cushion; no sign of money was found but a
ten-cent piece which had fallen out at some time.
She looked so palé and dismaycd that theshopman
gucssed her misfortunc before she told it; but all
the comfort he offered was the useless information
that the crowded coérner was a great place for
pickpockets.

There was nothing to be done but to return the
rose and go saclly home, feeiing that fate was very
cruel to snatch away this long-coveted happiness
when so nearly won. Like thc milk-maid who
upset her pail while planning which ribbons would
bccome her best, poor Daisy’s drcams of splcndor
carne to a suddcn cnd; for instead of a golden
rose, she was left with only ten cents, and not
even a pursc to put it in.

She went home angry,
ashamed, but too proud to complain, though
not able to keep thc loss to herself; for it was
a sad affair, and her face bctraycd her in spite
of her efforts to be gay.

“ 1 know you were staring at thc French
diamonds in that cérner store. 1 nover can get
you by there without a regular tug,” cried Laura,
when thc tale \vas very bricfly told.

“ 1 can’t hclp it; I'm perfectly fascinated by
those foolish things, and | know | should hal'e
bought some ; so itisas well that | lost my moncx-,
perhaps,” answcred Daisy, looking so innocently
penitcnt and so frankly disappointed that Mr.
Vaughn said kindly;

disappointed, and

“ So it is, for now | have a chance to complete
my Christmas present. | was not sure it would
suit, so | gave it empty. Please use this in buying
somc of the *‘ fascinating things' you like so well.”

A bright ten-dollar goid piece was slipped into
Daisy’s hand, and she was obliged to kccp it, in
spite of all her protestations that she could Uve
without trinkets, and did not need any money, as
her ticket home was already bought, Mrs. Vaughn
added a nice little purse, and Laura advised her to
keep the lone ten-ccnt piece for a good-luck penny.

“ Now 1can do it with a free mind, and fill my
box as Mr. Vaughn wishes me to. Wont it be
fun?” thought Daisy, as she skipped upstairs
after dinner, a load of care lifted from her spirits.

Laura was taking a music lesson, so her guest
went to thc sewing-room to mend the facing of her
dress, which some one had stepped on while she
stood in that fatal crowd. A seamstress was there,
sewing as if for a wager, and while Daisy stitched
her braid, she wondered if thei-e were any need of
such liaste; for thc young woman’s fingcrs seemed
to fl), a feverish color was in hcr cheeks, and now
and then she sighed as if tired or worried.

“ Let me help, if you are in a hurry, Miss
White. | can sew fast, and know something of
dress-making. Please let me. |'d lovc to do any-
thing for Mrs. Vaughn, she is so kind to me,” said
Daisy, when her small job was done, lingering to
make the offer, though an interesting book was
waiting in her room.

“ Thank you, | think I can get through by dark.
1 do want to finish, for my Mother is sick, and
needs me as well as the money,” answered the
needle-woman, pausing to give the girl a grateful
smilc, thou stitching away faster than ever.

“ Then 1 must help. Give me that sleeve to
sew up, and do you rest a little. You look dread-
fully tired, and you ’'ve been working all day,”
insisted Dais)".

“ That's ver)' kind, and itwould be a great help,
if you reaily like it,” answered Miss White, with a
sigli of relicf, as she handed over the sleeve, and
saw how hcartily and lielpfully Daisy fell to work.

Ofcourse, they talked ; for the friendly act opened
both hearts, and did both girls good. As the
youngcr listened to tho little story of love and
labor, the gold burned in hcr pocket, and tinsel
trinkets looked very poor beside thc sacrifices so
sweetl)' made by this good daughter for the fecble
mother whose comfort and support she was.

“ Dur landlord has raiscd thc rcnt, but 1 can't
movc now, for the coid and the worry would Kkill
Mother; so 1'm tugging awa)' to pay thc extra
money, or hewill turn us out, I 'm afraid.”

“ Why don’t you tell Mrs. Vaughn? She belps
every one, and loves to do it.”



“ So she does, bless her! She has done a deal
for us, and that’'s why | can’'t ask for more. |
wont beg while 1 can work, but worry wears on
me, and if 1 brcak down, what nvill become of
Mother?”

Poor Mary shook the tcars out of her eyes, for
daylight was going, and she had no time to cry;
but Daisy stopped to wonder how it would scem to
be in her place, “ tugging away ” day after day to
keep a roof over mother. It made her heart ache
to think of it, and sent her hand to her pocket
with a joyful sense of power; for alms-giving was
a ncw pleasure, and Daisy felt very rich.

“ 1've had a present to-day, and |'d love dcarly
to share it tvith you, if you would n’t mind. 1 shall
only waste it, so do let me send it to your mother
in any shape you like,” she said, in a timid, but
very earnest way.

“ O Miss Field! 1 couldn't do itl you are
too kind; | never thought of hinting”— began
Mary, quite overeéme by this unexpected proposal.

Daisy settlcd the matter by running away to the
study, whcrc Mr. Vaughn was napping, to ask him
if he would give her two fives for the gold piece.

“Ah ! the fascination is at work, 1sec ; and we
can't wait till Monday to buy thc pretty things.
Girls will be girls, and must sow their ianocent
wild oats | suppose. Here, my dear; beware of
pickpockets, and good luck to the shopping,” said
the oid gentlemen, as he put two crisp bilis into
her hands, with a laugh.

“ Pickpockets wont get this, and | kvovj my
shopping will prospcr now,” answered Daisy, in
such a happy tone that Mr. Vaughn wondered
what plan was in the girl’s head to make her look
so sweet and glad.

She went slowly upstairs, looking at the two
bilis, which did not seem half so precious as when
in the shape of gold.

“ 1 wondcr if it would be very extravagant to
give her all of it. | shall do somc silly thing if
| keep it. Her boots were very thin, and she
coughs, and if she is sick it will be dreadful. Sup-
pose | givc her five for herself, and five for her
mother. 1'd love to feel rich and generous for
once in my life, and give real help.”

The house was very still, and Daisy paiised at
the head of the stairs to settle thc point, little
dreaming that Mrs. Vaughn had heard the talk
in the sewing-room, and saw her as she stood
thoughtfully staring at thc two bits of paper in
her hand.

“ 1 should n't feel ashamed if Mrs. Vaughn
found me out in this, but | should never daré to
let her scc my bangles and pins, if | should buy
them. | know she thinks them silly, especially so
for me. She said she hoped | 'd set a good cxam-

ple to Laura, in the way of simplicity and industry,
I liked that, and Mother 'll like it, too. But then,
my jewel-box! All empty, and such a pretty
thing.— Oh, dear, | wish | could be wise and silly
at the same time !”

Daisy sighed, and took a few more steps, then
smiled, pulled out her purse, and taking the ten-
ccnt piece, tossed it up, saying, “ Heads, Mary;
tails, myself”

Up flew the bright little coin, and down it carne
with the goddess of libcrty uppermost.

“ That settles it; she shall have the ten, and
I'’'ll be content with the oid chain for all my
jewelry,” said Daisy aloud; and looking much
relieved, she danccd away, leaving the unsuspcctccl
observer to smile at her girlish mode ofdeciding
the question, and to rejoice over the generous nat-
ura unspoiled as yet.

Mrs. Vaughn watched her young guest with new
interest during the next few days ; for certain fine
planswcre in her mind, and every trifle helped tlv
decision for or against,

Mary White went smiling home that night t
rejoice with her feeble mother over thc help thai
carne so opportunely and so kindly.

Daisy looked as if her shopping had prospere;’
wonderfully, though the oid necklace was the onh
ornament she wore; and those who saw her happy
face at the merry-making thought that she needed
no other. She daiiced as if her fcet were as lighi
as her heart, and enjoyed that party more thar.
the first; for no cnvy spoiled her pleasurc, and i
secret content brightened all the world to her.

But the next day she discovercd that temptation
still had power over her, and she nearly spoilei!
her first sclf-conquest by the fall which is very apt
to come after a triumph, as if to show us how hard
it is to stand fast, even when small allurements
get in our way.

She broke the clasp of the necklace, and Mrs.
Vaughn directcd her to a pemon who mended such
things. The man examined it with interest, and
asked its history. Daisy very willingly told all sht
knew, inquiring if it was really valuable.

“1'd givc twenty-five dollars for it any time.
1've been trying to get one to go with a pair ol
car-rings 1 picked up, and this is just what | want.
Of coursc, you don’'t care to sell it, miss?” he
asked, glancing at Daisy’s simple dress and rather
excited face, for his offer had fairly startled her.

She was not sufficiently worldly-wise to sec that
the jewcler wanted it enough to give more for it
fior to make a good bargain for herself. Twenty-
five dollars seemed a vast sum, and she only pauscd
to collect her wits before she answered eagerly;

“ Yes, I shonld\\Vc to sell it; 1 've liad Uso long,
that 1'm tired of it, and it’s all out of fashion.



Mrs. Vaughn told me some people would be glad
to get it, because it is genuine. Do you really
think it is worth twenty-five dollars ?”

“ It 's oid, and I shall have to tinkcr it up; but
it matches the ear-rings so well, 1 am willing to pay
well for it. Willyou take the money now, Miss, or
think it over and cali again ?” asked the man, more
respectfully, after hearing Mrs. Vaughn's flame.

“ 1’1l take it now, if you please. | shall leave
town in a day or two, and may not have time to
cali again,” said Daisy, taking a half-regrctful look
at the chain, as the man countcd out the money.

Holding it fast, she went away, feeling that this
unexpected fortune was a reward for the good use
she had made of her gold piece.

“ Now 1 can buy some really valuable ornament,
and wear it without being ashamed. W hat shall
itbe? No tinsel for me this time; ” and she walked
by the attractive shop-window with an air of lofiy
indiffcrence, forshe rcally ivas getting over her first
craze for that sort of thing.

Feeling asif she possessed the power to buy real
diamonds, Daisy turned toward the greatjewelers,
pausing now and then to look for some pretty gift
for Janey, to be bought with her own money.

“ What can | get for Mother? She never owns
that shc needs anything, and goes shabby so I
can be fine. | could get some of those fine, thick
stockings ; hcrs are all darns,— but they might not
fit. Flannel is useful, but it is n't a pretty present.
What (loes she need most?”

As Daisy stoppcd before a great window, full of
all manner of comfortable garments, her eye fell
on a fur-lined cloak marked “ $25.” It seemed to
answer her question like a voice. and as shc looked
at ic she heard again the words ;

“ ‘But, Mother, that money was for your cloak.
You need it so much '

“ ‘Hush, dear; | can do very well with a shawl
over the oid sack. Don’t say a word to spoil
Daisy’s pleasure.””

“ How could | forget tliat! What a selfish girl
| am, to be thinking of jcwelry, when tliat dear,
good Mothcr has n't a cloak to her back. Daisy
Field, | 'in ashamed of you! Go in and buy that
nice warm one at once, and don’t let me hear of
that ridiculous box again.”

After thislittie burst ofremorse and self-reproach,
Daisy took another look; and prudencc suggested
asking the advice of some more cxperienccd
shoppdr than herself, before making so important
a parchase. As if the fatcs were intci-csted in
settling the matter at once, whilo she stood undc-
cided Mary White carne down the Street, with a
parcel of work in her hands.

“ Just the person! The Vaiighns need n't
knowanythingabout it; and Mary isagood judgc.”

It was pleasant to see tho two faces brighten as
the girls met; rather comical to watch the deep
interest with which one listened and the other cx-
plained; and beautiful to hear the grateful eager-
ncss in Mary’s voice, as she answered cordially :

“ Indeed, 1will! You 've bcecn so kind to my
Mother, there 's nothing | would n’t be glad to do
for yours.”

So in they went, and after due considcration,
the cloak was bought and ordered home,— both
girls feelingthatit wasalittle ceremony full oflovc
and good-will; for Mary’'s time was money, yet
she gave it gladly, and Daisy’s purse was left empty
of all but tlie good-luck penny, which was to bring
still greater happiness in unsuspected ways.

Another secret was put away in the emptyjewel-
box, and the cloak hiddcn in Daisy’strunk; for she
felt shy of telling her littie business transactions,
lest the Vaughns should consider her extravagant.
But the thought of her mother’s surprise and
pleasure warmed her heart, and made the last
days of her visit the happiest. Being a mortal
girl, she did give a sigh as she tied a bit of black
velvet around her white throat, instead of the neck-
lace, which seemed really a treasure now that it
was gone; and she looked with great disfavor at
the shabby littie pin, worn where she had fondly
hopcd to see the golden rose. She put a real
rose in its place, and never knew that her own
fresh, happy face was as lovely; for the thought
of the two mothcrs made comfortable by her was
better than all the pearls and diamonds that fell
from the lips of the good girl in the fairy tale.

“ Let me help you pack your trunk; 1 love to
crain things in, and dance on the lid when it wont
shut,” said Laura,joining her friend next day, just
as she had well hidden the cloak-box under a layer
of clothes.

“ Thank you, | 've almost finished, and lather
like to fuss over my own things in my own way.
Youwontmind if I give this pretty box ofhandkcr-
chiefs to Mother, will you, dear? | have so many
things, | must go halves with some one. The
muslin apron and box of bonbons are for Janey,
because she can’t wear the glovcs, and this lovely
jaboi istoo oid for her,” said Daisy, surveying her
new possessions with girlish satisfaction.

“ Do what you like with your own. Mamma
has a box of presents for Soiir mother and sister.
Shc is packing it now, but 1 don’t believe you can
gct it in; your trunk seems to be so full. This
must go in a safe place, or your heart will brcak,”
and Laura took up the jcwel-box, adding with a
laugh, as shc opened it, “ you have n’t filled it,
after all! What did you do with papa’s gold
piece

That’'s a secret. 1'll tell some day, but not



yet,” said Daisy, diving into her trunk to hide the
color in her cheeks.

“ Siy thing! 1 know you have silver spiders
and filagree racquets, and Rhine-stone moons and
stars stowcd away somcwherc and wont confcss it.
| wanted to fill this box, but Mamma said you'd
do it better yourself, so I let it alone; but I was
afraid you 'd think | was very selfish to have a
pin for every day in the month and never give you
one,” said Laura, as she looked at the single little
brooch reposing on the satin cushion. “ Where's
your chain ?” she added, before Daisy could speak.

“ It is safe enough. 1’'m tired of it, and don’c
care if I never see it again.” And Daisy packed
away, and laughed as she smoothed thc white dress
in its tray, rcmembering that it was paid for by thc
sale of the oid necklace.

“ Give it to me, then. | like itimmeiisely; it’s
so odd. 1'll exchange for anything of mine you
choose- Will you?” asked Laura, who seemed
benton asking inconvenient questions.

“ 1 shall have to tell, or she will think me un-
grateful,” thought Daisy, not without a pang of re-
gret even then, for Laura’s offor was a generous one.

“ Well, like George Washington, ‘ 1 can not tell
a lie’; so 1 must confess that 1 sold it, and spent
the money for something I wanted very much,— not
jewelry, but something to give axvay,” she said.

Daisy was spared further confessions by tlie en-
trance of Mrs. Vaughn, with a box in hcr hand.

“ | have room for something more. Give me
that, Laura, itwill justfitin;” and taking the little
jewel-box, she added, “ Mary W hite wishes you to
try on your dress, Laura. Go atonce; | svill help
Daisy.”

Laura went, and her mother stood looking down
at thc kneeling girl with an cxpression of affection-
atc satisfaction which would have puzzled Daisy,
had she seen it.

“ Has the visit been a pleasant one, my dear?”

“ Oh, very I 1 can’'t thank you enough for the
good it has done me. 1 hopc | can pay a little
of the dcbt next summer, if you come our way
again,” cried Daisy, looking up with a face full of
gratitudc.

“ We shall probably go to Europefor thc summer.
Laura is of a good age for it now, and we ail shall
enjoy it.”

“ How delightful! We shall missyou vcry much,
but I'm glad you are going, and 1 hopc Laura
will find time to write me now and then. | shail
want to know how she likes the ‘foreign parts'
we’'ve talked about so much.”

“ You shall know. Wc shall not forget you, my
dear,” and with a carcssing touch on thc smiling

yet xvistful face upturned to hers, Mrs. Vaughn
went away to pack the empty jewel-box, leaving
Daisy to drop a few irrepressible tears on the new
gown, over the downfall of her summer hopes,
and the longings all girls feel for that enchanted
world that lies beyond the sea.

“ We shall see you before we go, so we wont
gush now,” said Laura, as she hade her friend
good-bye, adding in a whisper, “* Some folk can
have secrets as well as other folk, and be as sly,
So don’tthink you have all the fun to yourself, you
dear, good, gencrous darling.”

Daisy looked bewildcrcd, and Mrs. Vaughn added
to her surprise by kissing her very warmly as she
said:  “ | wished to find a good friend for my
spoiled girl, and 1 think | have succeeded.”

There was no time for explanation, and all thc
way home Daisy kept wondering what they meant.
But she forgot everything when she saw the deai
faces beaming at the door, and ran straight intci
her mother’s arms, whilc Janey hugged the trunic
till her turn carne for something better.

When the first raptures were over, out carne the
cioak; aud Daisy was well repaid for her little triah
and sacrifices when she was folded in it as her
mother held hcr closc, and thanked hcr as mothevs
only can. Sitting in its soft sheltcr, she told all
about it, and coming to the end said, as she took
up the je>vel-box, unpacked xvith the other gener-
ous gifts; “ | have n't a thing to put in it, but |
shall valué it because it taught me a lesson which
| hope I never shall forget. See how prettyitisl"
and opening it, Daisy gave a cry of surprise and
joy, for there lay the golden rose, with Laura’s
namc and “ Snb rosa” on a slip of paper.

“ The dear thing | she knew | wanted it, and
that is what she meant by ‘secrets.” 1°'ll write
and tcll her mine to-morrow.”

“ Here is something more,” said Janey, who
had been lifting the tray while hcrsister examined
the long-desirecl flower.

A pair of real gold bangles shone before her de-
lighted eyes, and a card in Mr. Vaughn’s hand-
writing bore these words: “ Handcuffs for thc
thief who stole the pocket-hook.”

Daisy hardly had time to laugh gayly at the oid
gentkinan's jokc, when Janey cried out, as she
opened thc little drawcr, “ Hcre's another 1”7

It was a noto from Mrs. Vaughn, but all thought
it tho greatest trcasure of thc thrcc, for it read :

“Dear Daisy,— Mary told me somc ofyour sccrcis.and | found

out the others. Forgive me and go to Kiirope with Laura, in May
Your vU it wns a Illilc tesi. You stood ic wctl,and we wish to know
moro ofyou.
are the self*deulal, sweet chariiy, and good sense you put in yourself.

A. Vv."

The )utlc box Is not quite einpty, but thc )OSt jeweis

“ Your friend,



HISTORIC ROYS.*

By E. S.
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BRIAN OF MUNSTER: THE BOY CHIEFTAIN.

A.D.927-1014.

[Aftcr-wardBriak Bm t, Km gaqflretan<i\

NTO that picturesque and leg-
end-filled section of Ireland
now known as the County

Clare, where over rocks
and boulders the Shannon,
“ noblest of Irish rivers,”

rushes down past Killaloe
and Castle Connell to Lim-
erickand the sea, there rodé
one fair summer morning,
many, many years ago, a
young lrish lad. The skirt
of his parti-colored lenn, or
kilt, was richly erabroidered
and fringed with gold; his inar, or jacket, close-
fitting and silver-trimmed, was open at the throat,
displaying the embroidered lenn and the twisted
collar of gold about his sturdy ncck, while a dccp
purple scarf, held the jacket at the waist. A
gleaming, golden brooch sccured the long plaid
shawl, that drooped from his left shoulder; broad
bracclcts cncircled his bare and curiously tattooed
arms, and from an odd-looking golden spiral at
the back of his head his thick and dark-rcd hair
fell in flowing ringlets upon his broad shoulders.
Raw-hide shoes covered his feet, and his bronze
shield and short war-ax hung conveniently from
his saddle of skins. A strong guard of pikemen
and gallowglasses, or hcavy-armed footmen, fol-
lowed at his pony’s heels, and seemed an escort
worthy a king's son.

A strong-limbed, clcanly-built lad of fifteen was
this sturdy young horseman, who now rodc down
to the Ath na Borumma, or Ford of thc Tribute,
just above the rapids of thc Shannon, near the
town of Killaloe. And as he reinecl in his pony,
he turned and bade his licrald, Cogoran, sound
thc trumpct-blast. It was to announce to thc
Clan of Cas thc return, from his years of fosteragc,
of thc young flaifh, or chieftain, Brian, the son of
Kennedy, King of Thomond.

But ere the strong-lunged Cogoran could wind
his horn, thc hcarts of all the company grew numb

mCopyrighc, 1883, by E. S. Brooks.

Brooks.

with fear as across the water thc low, clear strains
ofa warning-song sounded from the haunted gray-
stone,— the mystic rock of Carrick-lee, that over-
hungthe tumbling rapids;

“ Never yet for fcar of foe,
By the ford of Killaloe,
Scooped the crests of heroes free—
Sons of Cas by CaiTick*lee.

“ Falls the arm ihat smitcs thc foe,
By ihe ford of KlliaJoe;
Chilled thc heart that boundcth free,
By the rock of Carrick-lee.

“ He who knows noi fear of foe,
Fears the ford of Killaloe;
Fears the voice that chanis hU dree,
From the rock of Carrick-lee.”

Young Brian was full of the superstition of his
day— superstition that even yet Uves amid the
simple peasantry of Ireland, and peoples rocks,
and woods, and streams with good and evil spirits,
fairies, sprites, and banshees; and no real, native
Irish lad could fail to tremblc before the mysteri-
ous song. Sorely troubled, he turned to Cogoran
inquiringly, and that faithful retainer said in a
rather shaky voice:

“ T is your warning-song, O noble young chiefl
't is the voice of the banshee of our clan— of
Carrick-lee.”

Just then from behind the haunted gray-rock a
fair young girl appeared, tripping lightly across
thc large stepping-stoncs that furnished the only
means of Crossing the ford of Killaloe.

See— see!” said Cogoran, grasping his young
lord’s arm ; “ she comes for thee. 'T is thy doom,
O Master !'”

“ So fair a ghost should bring me naught of
gricf,” said young Brian stoutly enough, though
it must be confesscd his heart beat fast and loud.
“ O Spirit of thc Waters!” he exclaimed, “ O
banshee of Cian Cas! why thus early in his life
dost thou come to summon the son of Kennedy
the King?”

The young girl turned startled eycs upon the
group of armcd and warlike men, and grasping
thc skirt of her white and piirplc lenn, turned as if
toflee,— when Cogoran,withaloudlaugh, cried out;

“ Now, fool and double fool am I,— fit brothcr to
Sitric thc blind I Why, 't is nn banshee, O noble
young chief, 'tis but thy fnstcr-sistcr, Eimer, the
daughter of Conor, Kimcr the golden-haired 1”

All fighls rescrvccl.



“ Nay, is it so?” said Brian, greatly relicved.
“ Come to US, maiden; come to us,” he said.
“ Fear nothing; 'tis but Brian, thy foster-brother,
returningto his father’'s home.”

The girl swiftly crossed the ford and bowed her
golden head in a vassal's welcome to the young
lord.

“ Welcome home, O brother,” she said. “ Even
now, my lord, thy father awaits the sound of thy
horn as he sits in the great seat beneath his kingly
shield. And 1--—--—-- ”

“ And thou, maiden,” said Brian, gayly, “ thou

nSIAN MEETS EIMER

must needs lurk behind the haunted rock of Car-
rick-lee, to freeze the heart of young Brian at his
home-coming, with thy banshee-song.”

Eimer of the golden hair laughed a ringing
laugh. “ Say’'st thou so, Brother?” she said.
“ Does the ‘Scourge of the Danes’ shrink thus at
a maiden’s voice ?”

" Who calis me the ‘ Scourgc of the Danos’ ?”
asked Brian.

“ So across the bordcr do they say that the
maidcns of King Caliaghan’s court cali the boy
Brian, the son of Kennedy,” the girl made answer.

“ Who faces the Danés, my sister, faces no tender
foe,” said Brian, “ and the court of the king of
Cashcl is no ladics' hall in these hard-striking
times.— But wind thy horn, Cogoran, and cross we
the ford to greet the king, my father.”

Loud and clear the herald’'s cali rose above the
rush of tho rapids, and as the boy and his followers
crosscd the ford, the gates of the palace, or dun,
of King Kennedy of Thomond were flnng opon,

and the band of welcomers, hcaded by Mahor,
Brian's eldest brother, rodé out to greet the lad.
Nine hundred years ago the tribe of Cas was
onc of the most powerful of the many Irish clans.
The whole of Thomond, or North Munster, was un-
der their sway. When the clans of Munster gather-
ed for battic, itwas the right of the Clan of Cas td
leadin theattack,and to guardthe rearwhen return-
ing from any invasién., It gave kings to the throm
of Munster, and valiant leaders in warfare with thi
Danés who in the tenth century poured their host-
into Ireland, conquering and destroying. At the

OF THE OOLDHN HAIR,

period to which our sketch refers, the head of this
powerful clan was Cennedigh, or Kennedy, King
of Thomond. His son Brian had, in accordanco
with an oid Irish custom, passed his boyhood in
“ fosterage” at the Court of Callaghan, King
of Cashel, in East Munster. Brought up amiJ
warlike scenes, where battlcs with the Danisli
invaders were of frequcnt occurrence, young Brian
had now at fifteen completed the years of his fos-
tership, and was a lad of strong and dauntlcsa
courage, cool and clear-hcaded, and a firm foe ol
Ireland's scourge— the Danés.

The feast of welcome was over. The bards had
sung their hcroic songs to the accompaniment of
the cruot, or harp; tlic fool had played liis pranks,
and the juggler his tricks, and the chief bard, who
was expected to be familiar with “ more than
seven times fifty storics gi-cat and smail,” haci
given the best from his list; and as they sat thus
in the great hall of the long, low-roofed house
nf hcwn oak that scarcely rose abovc the stout



earthen ramparts that defended it, swift messcn-
gers carne bearing news of a great gathering of
bafies for the ravaglng of Munster and the plun-
dering of the Clan of Cas.

“ Thou hast come in right fitting time, O
son!” said Kennedy the King. “ Here is need of
strong arms and stout hearts. How say ye, noble
lords and worthy chieftain? Darc we face in
fight this, so great a host?”

But as chiefs and counselors were discussing
the king’s question, advising fight or flight as they
dcemed wisest, young Brian sprung into the assem-
bly, war-ax in hand.

“What, fathers of Clan Cas,” he cried, all
aflame with excitement, “ will ye stoop to parley
with hard-hearted pirates— ye, who never brooked
injustice or tyranny from any king of all the kings
of Erin— ye, who never yielded even the leveret
of a haré in tribute to a Dafie! 'T is for the Clan
of Casto dcmand tribute,— not to pay it! Summon
our vassals to war. Place me, O King, my father,
here at the Ford of the Tribute and bid me make
test of thc lessons of my fostership. Know ye not
how thc boy Champion, Cuchullin of Ulster, held
the ford for five long days against all the hosts of
Connaught? What boy hath done, boy may do.
Death can come lout once !”

The lad’s impetuous words fired the whole as-
sembly, the gillies and retainers caught up the cry
and, with the wild enthusiasm that has marked
the quick-hearted irishman from Brian's day to
this, “ they all,” so says the record, “ kissed thc
ground and gave a terrible shout.” Beacon fircs
blazed from caim and hil-top, and from “ the four
points,” from north and south and east and west,
carne the men of Thomond rallying around their
chieftains on the ljanks of Shannon.

W ith terrible ferocity the Danish hosts fell upon
Ireland. From Dublin to Cork the coast swarmcd
with their war-ships and the land echoed the tramp
of their swordmen. Their chiefblow was struck at
“ Broccan’s Brake ” inthe County Mcath, and “ on
that field,” says the oid Irish record, “ fell thc kings
and chieftains, the heirs to the crown, and the
royal princes of Erinn.” There fell Kennedy thc
King and two of his stalwart sons. But at the Ford
of the Tribute, Brian, the boy chieftain, kept his
post and Imvled back again and again the Danés
of Limerick as they swarmecl up the valley of the
Shannon to support their countrymcn on the
plains of Meath.

The haimted gray-stone of Carrick-lee, from
which Brian had heard the song of the supposed
banshcc, rose sharp and ljold above the rushing
watcrs; and against it and around it Brian and his
followers stood at bay battling against thc Danish
hosts. “ 111-luck was it for the foreigner,” says

the record, “ when that youth was horn— Brian,
thc son of Kennedy.” In the midstofthe fight at
the ford, around from a jutting point of the rock
of Carrick-lee, a light shallop camc speedingdown
the rapids. In thc prow stood a fcmale figure, all
in white, from thc glcaming golden lann, or cres-
cent, that held her flowing veil, to the liein of hcr
gracefully failing lenn, orrobe. And aliove the din
of tho strife a clear voice sang;

" Firei to face (he foreign luc,
First to sinke the batde blow ;
Last to lurn from iriumph back.
Last 10 leave thc batiie’s wrack:
Clan of Cas shall viciors be
When they fight al Carrick-lee,"

It was, of course, only the ljravc young Eimer
of the golden hair bringing fresh arms in her
shallop to Brian and his fighting-men ; but as the
sun, biirsting through thc clouds, flashed full up-
on the shining war-ax which she lield aloft, thc
superstitious Danés saw in tho floating figure the
“ White Lady ofthe Rapids,” the banshee, thc fairy
guardian of thc Clan of Cas. Believing, therefore,
that they could not prevail against her powerful
aid, they turned and fled in dismay from the river
and the haimted rock.

But fast upon young Brian's victory carne the
tearful news of the battic of Broccan’s Brake and
the defeat of the Irish kings. Of all the brave
lad’s family only his eldest brother Mahon escaped
from that fatal field; and now he reigned in place
of Kennedy, his fathcr, as King of Thomond.
But the victorious Danés overran all Southern
Ireland, and the brothers Mahon and Brian found
that they could not succcssfully face in open field
the hosts of their invaders. So they left their
mud-walled fortrcss-palace by the Shannon, and
with “ all their people and all their chattels” went
deep into the forests of Cratloe and the rocky fast-
nesses of the County Clare; and there they lived
the lifeof robber chieftains, havassingandplunder-
ing thc Dafies of Limerick and their recreant
Irish allies. and guarding against frequcnt surprise
and attack. But so liazardous and unscttled a life
was terribly exhausting, and “ at length cach party
ofthem became tired ofthe other,” until finally King
Mahon made pcace and truce with thc Danés of
Limerick.

But “ Brian the brave” would make no truce
with a hatcd foe. “ Tell my brother,” he said,
when messcngers brought him word of Mahon’s
treaty, “ that Brian, thc son of Kennedy, knows
no peace with foreign invaders, and though all
others yield and are silent, yet will | never 1”

And with this defiancc the boy chieftain and
“ the young champions of the tribe of Cas” went
deepcr into the woods and fastnesses of County



Clare, and for months kept up a fierce guerilla
warfare. The Danish tyrants knew neither peace
fior rest from his swift and sudden attacks. Much
booty of “ satins and silken cloths, both scarlet
and green, pleasing jewels and saddles beautiful
and foreign ” did they lose to this active young
chieftain, and much tribute of cows and hogs and
other possessions did he forcé from them. So
dauntless an outlaw did he become that his fiame
struck terror from Galway Bay to the banks of
Shannon and from Lough Derg to the Burren of
Clare. To many an adventurous boy the free

and successful outlaw life of this lad of nine
centuries ago may seem alluring, But “ life in
the grcenwood ” had little romance for such

old-time outlaws as Brian Boru and Robin Hood
and their iinitators. To them it was stern re-
ality, and meant constant struggle and vigilance.
They were outcasts and Ishmaels — “ their hands
against every man and every man’'s hand against
them ” — and though the pleasant summer weather
brought many sunshiny days and starlit nights,
the coid, damp, and dismal days took all the poetry
out of this roving life, and sodden forests and re-
lentless foes brought drcary and disheartening
hours. Trust me, boys, this so-caUed “ free and
jolly life of the bold outlaw,” which so many story-
papers picture, whether it be in distant Ireland,
nine hundred years ago, orin Sherwood Forestwith
Robin Hood, or with some “ Buckeye Jim ” on our
own Montana hill-sides to-day, is not “ what it is
cracked up tobe.” Itsattractiveness is found solely
in those untruthful tales that give you only the little
thatseerns to be sweet, but say nothing of the much
that is so very, very harsh and bitter. Month by
month the boy chieftain strove against fearful
odds, day by day he saw his brave band grow less
and less,dying under tho unpitying swords of the
Danés and the hardships of this wandering life,
untii of all thc high-spirited and valiant comrades
that had followed him into the hills of Clare only
fifteen remained.

One chill April day, as Brian sat alone before
the gloomy cave that had given him a winter shel-
ter in the depths of the forests of Clare, his quick
ear, well trained in wood-craft, caught the sound
of a light step in the thicket. Snatching his ever-
ready spear he stood on guard and demandcd ;

“ Who is there ?”

No answer followed his summons, But as he
waited and listened, he heard the notes of a song,
low and gentle, as if for his ear alone :

“ Chieftain 5P thc stainiesi> shield,
Princc who brook» no tribute ice ;
Ne'er shall he to pagan yield
Who prevalled ai Carrick*Ice,

Rousc thee, arm thee, hark and heeci,
Erin's strength in Erin's need.”

“'Tis the banshee,” wastheyouth’s firstthouglu.
“ The guardidn of our clan urgeth me to speedirv
action.” — And then he called aloud: “ Whosinys
of triumph to Brian the heavy-hearted ?”

“ Be no longer Brian the heavy-hearted; be, as
thou ever art, Brian the brave !'” carne the repl\
and through the parting thicket appeared, not tlic
dreamcd visién ofthe banshee, but the fair your '
face of his foster-sister, F.imer of the golden hair,

“ Better days await thee, Brian, my brothet,’
she “ Mahon the King bids thee
him at Holy Isle. None dared bring his messa'-c
for fcar of the death-dcaling Danés who have c-ii-
cled thee with their earth-lincs. But what daie
not | do for so gallant a foster-brother ?”

W ith the courtesy that marked the men of eicii
those savage times, the boy chieftain knelt and
kissed the hem ofthe daring little maiden’s purple
robe.

“ And what wishes ray brother,
Eimer of the golden hair.!” ' he said.
he not that Brian has sworn never to bend his
neck to the foreigner ?”

“ Thatdoeshe knowrightwell,” repliedthe eél.
“ But his only words to me were: ‘Bid Brian ;u\
brother take hcart and kccp this tryst with me, and
the sons of Kennedy may still stand, unfettcral,
kings of Erin.””

So Brian kept the tryst; and where near jbo
Southern shores of Lough Dcrg, the Holy Isle bull
lies all strewn with the ruins of the seven churclics
that gave it thisnamc, theoutlawcd young chicfiabi
the dangers of Daiii-.h
imattendcd lo

said; mecct

the king, O
“ Knows

Braving
he had come

met the Kking.
captuie and death,
meet his brother,

“ Where, O Brian, are thy followers ?”
Mahon inquired.

“ Save the fifteen faithful men that remain :o
me in the caves of Uin-Bloit,” said the iad, “ tiie
bones of my followers rest on many a field fnin
the mountains of Connanght to the gates of Li;n-
ericfc ; for their chieftain, O my brother, makes iio
truce with the foe.”

“ Are there but
Mahon.

“ Is it not the
dic fot their honor and their hornos?”
Brian. “ Sosiirelyisitno honorjnvalorous men, my
brothcr, to abandon without battle or conflict thtir
father’s inheritance to Danés and traitorous kings 1~

The unyielding courage of thc lad roused tho
eider brother to action, and, secretly but swiftly.
he gathered the chicfs of the clan for council in
the dun of King Mahon by the ford of Killaloe.
“ Freeclom for Erin and dcath to the Danés!
cried they, as the voiccof one man, says the record.
Again thc warning beacons llamed from cairn and

King

fifteen left to thee!” said

inhcritance of the Clan of Cas :0
dcmaiuk d



hill-top. In the shadow of the “ Rock of Cashel”
tlie banner of the ancient kings, the royal sun-

biirst, was flung to the breeze, and clansmen and

meTHE nov CIU10-.-AIN KNELT ANU KISSED TI.E

vassals and allics rallied lieneath its folds to strike
me mighty blow for the redcmption of Ireland.
In the county of Tippcrary, inlho midst ofwhat
is called “ the golden valley,” this rcmarkable
« Rock of Cashel ” looins up thrcc hundred fcct
abovc tbe surrounding plain, ils top, even now,
crowncd with the ruins of what were in Brian’s day
palace and clia)>cl,
ancLcnt tower.

turret and batticinent and
Beneath the rough arch'vay of the

triple ramparts at the foot of the rock, and up

the sharp ascent, there rodc one day the herald of
Ivar, the Danish king of Limerick. Through the
gate-way of the palace he passed, and striding in-
to the audience-

hall,spoke thusto

Mahon the King :

“ Hear, now, O

King ! lvar, the

son ofSitric,King

of Limerick and

solé Over-lord of

Munster, doth

summon thee, his

vasisal, to give up

to him this fort-

ress of Cashel, to

disperse thy fol-

lowors, to sendto

him at Limerick,

bounden with

chains, the body

of Brian the oiit-

law, and to ren-

derunto him trib-

ute andhostage.”

King Mahon

glanced proudly

cuttowhcreupon

the ramparts flut-

tcred the flag of

Ireland.

“ Say to lvar,
the son of Sitric,”
he said, “ that

Mahon, King of
Thomond,spurns
hissummons,and
will pay no trib-
ute for his own
Tcll
that
the Clan of Cas

defy his boastful

inheritance.
Iliy master

words, and will
show in battic
which are lords
HEM Uf THE MAIDEK's SOBE.” .
of Erin.”

“ And tell thy master,” said his brother, “ that
Biian ilic oullaw will come to Limerick not bound
with chains, but to bind them.”

The Danish power was strong and terrible, laut
the action of the tv'o valiant brothers was swift
and their examplc was inspiriting- Clansmen and
vassals flocked to their standard, and a great and
warlike host gathered in oid Cashel. Brian led
them to Isattlc, and near a willow forest, ci6se to

the present town of Tippevary, the opposing forces



mct in a battle that lastecl “ from sunrise to mid-
day.” And the sun-burst streamed victorious over
a conquered field, and the hosts of the Danés were
From Tipperary to Limerick, Brian pur-
and capturing Limerick,

routed.
sued the flying enemy;
took therefrom great stores of booty and many
prisoners.

And from the day of Limerick’s downfall the
star of Ireland brightened, as in battle after battle,
Brian Boru,* the wise and valiant young chieftain,
was hailed as victor and deliverer from sea to sea.

But now he is a lad no longer, and the story of
the boy chieftain gives place to the record of the
valiant soldier and the able king. For upon the
death of his brother Mahon, in the year 976,
Brian became King of Thomond, of Munster, and
Casliel. Then uniting the rival clans and tribes
under his sovereign ruie, he was crowned at Tara,
in thc year 1000, “ Ard-righ,” or “ High King of
Erinn.” The reign of this great king of Ireland
was peaceful and prosperous. He built churches,
fostered learning, made bridges and causeways,
and constructed a road around the coast of the
whole kingdom. In his paiace at Kincora, near
the oid dim of his father, King Kennedy, by the
ford of Killaloe, he “ dispensad a royal hospitality,
administered a rigid and impattial justice, and so
continued in prospcrity for the rest of his reign,
having been at his death thirty-cight years King
of Munster fifteen years sovereign of all
Ireland.”

So the boy chieftain carne to be King of Ireland,
and thc story of his death is as full of interest and
the of his boyish deeds. For

and

glory as record

*Bom, or Bonunka, the tribute; therefore “ Brian

Brian grew to be an oid, oid man, and the Danés
and some of the restless Irishmen whom he liad
brought under his sway rcvolted against his nile,
So tho “ ofd king of nearly ninety years” led liis
armies out from thc tree-shaded ramparts of rm-.il
Kincora, and meeting the enemy on the plains of
Dublin, fought “ his last and most terrible fight.”
It was a bloody clay for lIreland; but thougb the
aged king and four of his six sons, with eleven
thousand of his followers, were slain on that fatal
field, the Danés were utterly routed, and the baulc
of Clontarf freed Ireland forever from their inva-
sions and tyrannies.

“ Remember the glories of Brian ihe brave,

Though the days of the hero are o’er;

Thougb lost to Mononin and coid in thc grave,
He reiuriis lo Kincora no moreJ

That star of the field, which so often has poured
Its beani on (he batile, i$ set;

But enough of its glory i'erDains on each sword
To light US (o victory yet!"

So sings Thomas Moore in one of his bcaiiiiful
Irish melodies; and when hei-cafter you hear oricad
of Brian Boru, remember him not only as Irclaud’s
greatest king, but also as the dauntless lad who
held the ford at Killaloe, and preferred the priia-
tions of an outlaw’s life to a disgraceful peace.

Kincora, the royal hoine of Brian the King. is
now so lost in ruin that travelers can not teil the
throne-room from the cow-house; Cashel's jligii
rock is deserted and dismantled, and on thc liiil
of Tara the palace of the ancient Irish kings ishut
a grass-grown mound. But time can not dim ilic
shining record of the great king of Ireland, Biian
Boru— Brian of Munster: thc Boy Chieftain.

of (he Tribute,” or “ of tbc Foi*d of the Tribuic.”

FRAULEIN MINA SMIDT GOES TO SCHOOL.

By Charles
Fraulein Mina Smidt was a good, sweet, and
earnest-natured little girl. She lived in Tompkins
New York City, with her father and
mother. She might have been called a learned
girl, for she could speak German with her father
and English wiih her playfellows and school-mates
in thc big breezy square, where she often went to
play after school-liours. But she was not happy.
Mina’'s mother kept house in the good oid Germaéan
in Berlin before Mina was

Square,

way she had learned

Barnard.

burn. Mina had helped her in various ways, yet
she had never really kept house, ior had she so
much as learned plain cooking. Hcr mother was
very busy until late in the afternoon at a facmry
on Second Avenue, and, of course, her father xvas
away all day at his work. Now, it happened occa-
sionally that her mother was ill, and could not |[)ie-
pare thc six o'dock dinner. Mina wished to do
it, but really she did n't know how.

She tried to cook her father’s dinner onc da;j.



but it was a sorry affair. He did not say much “ Have you been to the bakcr’'s?” asked Mina,
about it. He only said that Minawas big enough rather dolcfully, as L.zzy approached.

“ SHE WEHT OUT INTO THE KAKK AND SAT DOWN TO CRV.

nmv to be a help to her mother. Feeling very Lizzy smiled Je

THE MAECII INTO THE SCHOOL-ROOIL

in a few minutes another little girl, a friend of but | could n't break it till I 'vc shown it to
Mina’s named Lizzy Stoffholder, carne hurrying Mother

along the broad walk.
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“ She will; indccd, for 1 made it,
myself.”

Lizz)- Stoffholdcr could talk ver;' rapidly,
in three minutes she had told Mina all about her
making the bread, and about her having learned
how to make it certain wonderful school
near by.

“ Oh, dear !” said Mina. “ Do you suppose |
could go to that school? Would they teach me,
Would they let me join the class?”
it carne about that Mina

For at a quarter past two,

she will,

and

at a

too?
— And that was how

Smidt went to school.

on the afternoon

of the very next

day, she met

her friend

Lizzy Stoffhol-
dcr in the park,

and they both
set out for No.
125 St. Mark’s Place.
They 'rang the bell,

and when the door open-

ed, a girl about nine years

oid, wearing a lovely white

apron, and with her hair neatly
brushed beneath a pretty cap, po-
litely escortcd them upstairs and into
a big room.

“ She is a kitchen-gardener,” said Lizzy.

“ Oh,” said Mina. *“ She does n’'treally work
in the garden, does she ?”

“ No,” said Lizzy, in a superior way.
not that kind.”

The fact is, Mina Smidt had been veiy un-
fortunate. She had never read St. Nicholas,
which must account for her very natural mistake.*

The girl left them in the big room, and Mina
if they used books for studying in

“She’s

asked Lizzie
the school.
“No,” said Lizzie;
write down the bili of fare and the timc-table.”
the

“ only books in which they

So? Are we cars, or to a

restaurant ?”

going in

' See anide eiuitled "

lizzie anc mina abe shown upstairs.

Liitie Hoiiseniiiids,” Sr.

“ No, indeed. e generally eat up the Icsitm
after it 's done; only sometimes we take it hor.ie
and eat it there. ‘Il see. It ’'sjust fun to go
to this school.”

At that moment, ten
fraiileinsand some misses and some mademoiscll,
They all seemed very happy about somethi-.g,
and they were talking as fast as they could t6
one another in English, German, and French. —
" Heutc werden ivir Fisch haben." “ Nous amvns
du poisson aujourd'hui.” “ We shall have lish
to-day.”— That is what they were saying.
lady, we.ir-

You

littie girls carne in, some

Then a young
large white
in, and

ing a
carne

apron,
gave c.ich
girl an apron. W ith hands
and faces perfectly clean, and
hair neatly brushed, all the guis
put on the aprons, and soon

stocd two and two in a processi n.
Mina, being a new-comer, vas
placed at the end of the line
next to Mademoiselle Lonie

Japeau, aged nine.
Hark ! A piano playing
a grand march— “ Ror;- O’
- Moore,” from the boiik
of Irish songs. It fias
n’'t very appropri.: r,
but it sounded qune

well, and they all
, kept step and man &-
ed out into the |liill

and through a big doir

into the school-room,
Around the room twéc
did they march, to tiie
stirring piano accoiu-
paniment, until six of
the girls stood behind

one long table and
six behind anotlv!,
and then “ Ro;y
O'Moore ” expiivd
in a solemn chord, and thej' all sat gravely dov,n
at the two long tables.

Such a queer, school-room as itwas! There wcrc
thi'‘ce pleasant winclows looking out on the park,
pictures on the walls, and a nice stovc with a tcn-
kcttle singing ontop. There was a big table at
one end of the roomand behind it sat the teacher.
Mina looked at the teacher and wondercd if she
was good to poor littie girls who did n't know
anything. And the more she looked at the teacher,
the more she felt sure shc should love her. On
each side stood the assistant teachers in tlicir white

aprons. Behind the teacher was a dresscr filled

Niciioi.AS f.ir Apiil, 1879.



with cooking utensils. Thcre were also platos and

knivcs and forks on the tables, and on the
table before each girl was a knife and fork.
there was not a book or a slate to be seen.
was not

long
But

It
except that
in full

like a school-room at all,
there was a blackboard at one side
of the scholars.

Then one of the leachers gave each girl a big
card on which was written a song.
struck up a tune, and

view

The piano
they all began to sing.
Mina being, as before remarked, a young person
of many polite accomplishmcnts, soon joined the
merry chorus.
one.

She thought the song a very funny
It was all alaout going a-shopping for ham

and steak and fish and vegetables,

with fine

GBTTINU KEAPY

sentiments” about buying lamb chops in Sep
tember and veal in Novembcr. Here is a part
of this funny song:

MARKETING SONG

Rise up early in the morning,
All on a rearkct-day;

Siail« are tilied before thc dawn,
And wagons on the way.

That is the way it began, and thc girls sang it
so heartily that Mina had almost learned thc tune

by the time they reached the second verse, and
before it ended she had “ joined in” with her
voice, although she had not learned the words.
We must prep.ire our bili of Carc,
Mcct every lasie, yet have no wasie,

Something fot .all, both great and small.
And all bilis pay on market-day.

DiiTetent kinds of meai wc find
All on a market-day;

And many fishes of every kind:
Which shall we have to-day?

Nice “ roasi beef" race, choose it with care;

And beefsie.-ik, too, the whole year through:
Chicken, remember, Octolret, Novembcr:
Cheap pricc you pay on a market-day.
Then thc lesson began. The leacher had a large

dish before her, and from it she lifted a fine mack-

--.-VQV

POR WORK

erel, split quito in two, and just from the shop.
“ What is this?” said she, as she held it up.

“ A fish,” replied the class.

“ What kind ofa fish?"

“ Mackcrel!” said every girl in thc class.

“ Hcve’s another.— A handsomo fellow with a
big mouth and sharp teeth. What is he?”

‘*A pike !'” exclaimed several of the girls.

“ And hero is a pretty one with stripos ?”

“ A sea-bass !” camc the answer promptly.



“ And these pretty fellows ?”

Everybody knew them, and the entire class said
“ smells" in chorus.

Then the teacher pointed to thc blackboard,
and thei'e on the board was the BILL OF fare.
The lists of fishcs, with full directions for cooking
them. At once the teacher read off the first
direction for the mackerel, and then called on two
of the girls to take the noble fish to their seats and
to prepare itaccording to the directions. Then the
other fishes were given out, one to each pair of

“ 1T WAS NOT LIKE A SCHOOL-ROOM,

girls. Then carne butter and flour to be mixed for
the sauce. Another girl was given an egg and told
to put it in coid water and boil it half an hour on
the stove, being very careful to note the time when
she put it on, and to take it off at the right mo-
ment. Mina, being a new scholar, was given a
piate of parsley and a knife with which to cut it
up, 50 that it could be mixed with the egg-sauce.
Every girl had something to do. Everybody could
talk except when thc teacher was explaining the

work. The teachcr and thc two assistants went

from table to talile, helping and showing, but not
Each giii had to do just what was
The girl on Mina’'s right was
and clean-
she and

doing the work.
assigned to her.
washing the pike with a damp cloth,
ing it in the deftest manner. Then
the girl who was helping her bathed the lovdy

pikc in vinegar to kccp it from tumbling to
pieces ivhen it should come to be cooked in thi'
oven.

Not far away was a girl slicingup some sait pork
into beautiful little ribbons. “ Oh, that's the wav,

AT ALL."

is it?” said Mina to herself, One of tho girls took
Mr. Pike and made neat cuts in his glistcning sides.
And then Mina had a chance. The teacher gave
her the ribbons of salt pork and showed her ho»
to put them in the ciit places in thc fish. First,
a long one near the head, then a little shorter
one, and then a little shorter one still, and so oii,
clear down to thc tail. And even the tail, too.
was decorated in the most fishy way possible.
by cutting into it with a pair of scissors, so that
it looked as natural as could be, and quite artistic.



Tlien the pike was handed to some other girls,
though Fraulein kept a sharp eye on it,
eevhat would be done next-

to see
In another week, it
might be her turn to prepare a fish in just that
way. The girls sprinkled the pike with salt, and
then dredgcd it with flour, and put it iu a big
iron pan, with its pretty nose in one cérner and
its artistic tail in another. Lastly, they poured
,ome water in tho pan— just enough to cover the
bottom. Then the whole school gathered around
ihe big stove to scc the -pike put in the oven,
rhey shut it in warm and snug, and they all
looked at the clock, and said, in chorus,

“ Bake twenty minutes !”

TIfE

Fraulein wishcd she had twelve pairs of eyes, so
that she could see every girl at once, for each onc
had something to do. She repeated over cvcry-
thing the teacher said, so thatshe mightremember
itt. What a great deal to learn, to be sure!
four kinds of fishes, and each kind cooked
different way.

Only
in a
The pike was bakcd, the mackercl
broiled, the bass was sewed iip in a bag and boilcd,
and the smclts were fried. Fraulein saw it all done.
The chopping of the salt pork for the frying-pan,
the making of the sauce, the broiling and frying.
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Every girl had a chance to do something. Even
littie Mademoiselle Louie Japeau helped sew up
the sca-bass in the bag, when it was put into the
hot water. There was big Miss Habitable Susan
Jones, the American girl, aged twclve, who fricd
the sraclts. Shc said;

“ Shc guessed the fire was oretty hot, and she
would go and geta drink.”

How everybody did laugh ! Go for a drink, and
leave those beautiful smclts to burn to a crisp?
W hat a strange girl Miss Mahitable Susan Jones
must be ! Even Fraulein Mina knew better than
that.

How tell the wondrous tale ? How tell all they
did— those young disciples in the important art of

Lt/TLK COOKS AT WORK.

cooking? Did they not also sing the most ex-
pressive songs while the pike and the sca-bass
were cooking ?

" All of us in this class wish to learn to cook
That we may be comforts at liomc.”

That was the beginning of onc of the songs, and
Mina felt truly glad that she had come. Perhaps
some day she, too, would be a real comfort to her
father and mothcr at home. Once they iricd an-

other song, all about making bread. The teacher



called it the
verse:

Bread*makers’ Song.” Here is one

‘ Now you place it in the brcad-bowl
A siROOth and mee dough-hall,
La<u, a towcl, and a cover.

And at night thai 's all.

Bm when morning calis che slecpcr
From hcr iiule bed,

She can make our breakfast biseule
From that Ixilch of bread.”

“ And so 1 will,” said Mina, with enthusiasm.
“1It's much better than the black bread of the

rUTTtKO TUR riSH IKTO TME OVEK

grocery store.” Everyhody laughed, and Mina

knew she had spoken right out in school.

Of course, as it was fisli day, they had a fish
song, and here is thc first verse— an odd combi-
nation of rhyme and cookciy wisdom :

“ Our lesson is fish, and in every dish
Wc would lilcc to mceC our tcacheris wish.
But many men have many minds,
There are many fishes of many kinds;
So wc can only leam lo boil and bakc,
To broil and fry, and make a fish*cake,
And trust this knowlcdge wjU carry us (hrough
When other fishes we have to "do."

The hands of the dock
seemed to race around the dial, and it was half-past

How thc time flew !

throe before they knew ii. Eacli girl wciit in turn
to thc blackboard to make a copy of the bili of
farc and the “ tirac-tablc,” orthc directions for the

time the fishes must stay on thc fire. Thecre is not

space to tell all that happened on that cvcntful
afternoon. Somc of thc pictures here presented
will give you an idea of the way in which those

delightful lessons were learned.

And when
plates to every pupil, and gave every one a slice of
bread, and they cheerfully ate up the entire lesson,
and left only the bones and thc directions on thc
blackboard.

it all was over, the teachers passed

| have said that Mina Smidt might be calied
a learned girl. This was proved in a singular and
startling manncr, just ten weeks after that reraark-
Mina's fathcr and mothci
that she went on

week to a certain school, but as she never broughi

abie lessoir on fish.

knew two aftcrnoons of each
home any cxercises or hooks, they had an impice-
sion that she did not learn vcry much. Howcxci.
sly Mina said but

interest in mother's work

took a wondci-ful
in' thc Kitclien.
that the cooking could h:'
done better in another way, aiul

said that broiled steak was bcttrr

than fricd steak, and that honic-

; made bi-ead was better than thc
carraway-sccd tlic
Fraulein’s mollicr

nothing,
ber
Twice she suggested

loaves  from

grocery store,

N

had her O'vn notions about cook-
ing. Had slie iigllearned ilall«tn.ii
she was afriinlein in Berlin ? Lci
Mina something ki
father’'s dinner, or'else say 1,-s
about licr own clear mother’'s in

make for

cellecnt German cooking.

Fraulein was not at all alaniv d.
She only said she should need ilic
kitchen to herself for the aftcnioii.
It was not without a thought of
how forward and sclf-confident
children can be, that thc good F/du

over her kitchen to Mina and then
went to the next room to reckon how much ii
would cost to go out to thc queer little restauran!
011 the coérner Mina h.id

Smidt turnee!

to get a dinner after
spoiled everything in thc house,

Five o’ciock carne, and the poor woraan beg.m
to be nervous, Half-past five', and she went to ihe
kitchcn door and looked
a skillct in the air, and said;

”

in, but Mina only wavcd

“ Shssss

W hich being translatecl— if it can be— mcans
“ W ait a little longer.”— Six o’clock. The miscliicf
had been done. The dinner was surely ruincd hy
this time.— Quarter past six. Mr. Smidt arrived,
and his wife esconed him lo the dining-roora.
The table was set, the center stood a
covered dish. Mina was calm — ciuite calm.

and in

They all sat solemnly down, and the dinner
began.

“ Nodings but berdaties ?” asked Herr Smidt.

“ Nothing but potatoes,” said Mina calmly.

Her father gravely took a potato. He was a
long-suffering man, accustomed to poor cooking,
which fact is quite sufficient to account for his rcs-
ignadon. He gazcd in a gloomy way upon the soli-
tavy potato, and his wife said sho hoped it would

be afiesson forthe froward Mina, who presumcd to



“ ON A MARKKT-DAV.”

instruct her own mother, who had been cook in
the Hotel Badescherhoff, in dear oid Berlin, ten
years before this silly American child had been
born. It was sad to think good German children
were being ruincd by these New York schools. It
was very--—---—-

“ Hah 1” Mr. Sinidt had discovered sometnmg.
The potato ! His wife took one and hastily cut it,
while poor Mina stuffed her apronin her mouth to
keep from laughing.

Rcmarkable potatocs, truly !
inside and stuffed with
lovcly sausage-mcat

Thcy were hollow
the most fragrant and
Mein Herr ever tasted.
Mina's father jumped up and kissed her, and her
mothet laughed till she cried, and Mma cried
till she laughed, »hich made it vei-y pleasant al
around. Then she ran into thc kitchen and broiighl

in_oh, -such a fine dinner! There was not, to

bo sure, a great variety of food, but it was pvc-
paved so wcll that it made a fcast for that plam
little family. To Mina, it was Frcnch cookmg
with a delicate American flavor, and dashed with
a touch of the Gecm an style for the sake of the
Fathcvland. 1

This was the first dinner Mina prepare&, bu.t it

was not thc last. Many a day after that the good

Germéan and his frau enju)'ccl their simple wecll-
cookcd dinner all thc more because of the bright

eyes of their happy litrlo cook. To be sure Frau

Sinidl felt it her duty at firetto shnig her shoulders
atsomc of Mina's “ queer American ways” of pre-
paring food; but she was as proud as Mein Herr of
thc clever little daughter who hadlearned so much
in the school where thcrc wcre no books.
Meantime the good work ofthe schoolwecnton —
teaching and sending out dozcns of little
who could be *

inaids
a comfort at home.”

It is not all play — if it werc, it would not bring
about thc desired resuUs; but it is so like play
that there is no sunnier school in New York than
this same school in St. Mark’s Place, where Miss
Huntington and her willing helpers invite all
poor little girls to come and be made happy and
useful, able to help their parents, and ready, if
need be, to eatn their own living by and by.



THE PLAYMATE HOURS.

By Mary Thacher

Dawn

Higginson.

lingers silent in the shade of night,

Till on the gloaming Baby’s laughter rings.

Then smiling Day- aivakcs,

and open flings

Her golden doors, to speed the shining flight

Of rcstless hours,

gay children of the light.

Each eagcr playfellow to Baby brings

Some sepéarate gift;
With her;
A heap of rustling
This joyous littie

leaves;
life but just begun.

a flitting bird that sings
a waving branch of berries bright;

each trifle checrs

No weary hour to her brings sighs or tears;

One sultry night, in Indiana, | sat busily writing
upstairs closc to an open window.
very dark, vci-y still, and very hot.

And when the shadows warn the loitering sun,
W ith blossoms in her hands, untouchcd by fears,
She softly falls asleep, and day is done.

A STORY OF A TREE-FROG.
By T. Lancey.

watching him intcntly.

The night was |jttie whistle,

My lamp, placed

Presently he gave another
as cicar and sharp as a bird-note.
He was evidently making up his mind that | was

upon my desk, attracted countless numbers of the
insect world that come out to see their friends only
afterdark,— some with longwings, some withshort;
some with long and nimble legs that scurried over
my papers as though afraid they would not have
time for al! their night’s business; some with short
legs, delibérate and slow, that seemed to carefully
considereach inchofgroundthey traversed. Winged
insects ofall sorts and sizes keptcoming and going;
there was a constant buzz around the lamp, and
many a scorched victim, falling on its back, vainly
kicked its littie legs in air.

Suddenly a clear low whistlc sounded from the
window — a whistlc somewhat like the sound made
when a boy blows into the orifice of a trunk-key.
Startled fora moment, | turned my chair and beheld
on the window-sill a littie trec-frog gravely looking
His skin — ofan exquisite palé appie-grccn
Fearfulthatl might
in the chair,

atme.
color— shone in thelamp-light.

frigluen him away, | sat motionless

to be trusted (a confidence, alas ! misplaced), and
soon he gave an easy spring and was on tlie desk
before hardly dared to breathe, lest lie
should be alarmed. He looked at me carefully tur
a few minutes; and then, hopping underthe lamp.
he began a slaughtcr of the inscct creation, such
as | had never before witnessed. He captured in
a flash any careless fly or moth thatcarne nearhim,
dcclining to touch the dead ones that had crematcd

me. |

themselves.

After half an hour's enjoymcnt of this kind, my
applc-green friend liopped rather lazily across the
desk,repeated the whistlewith whichhehad entered,
— as if to say good-night,— and went out into tho
dark. | proceeded with my work and soon forgot
my visitor. But judgc my surprise whcn on the
next night he again appcared, again signaled his
coming with his musical cry, and again took up his
position under my lamp.

For nearly three weeks did my small friend visit



thought he was safe in my room, and therefore
resolved to make his winter home with me. A
rustic stand of flowers stood in one c6rner of the
room, and in the cartlt and leaves which it held
did he (unknown to us) make his little bed. Alas!
alas! During the winter aheavy weight was
placed on the stand, and in thc spring, upon

the removal of the weight, we found the
shrivelcd body of my little friend— a victim

to misplaced confidencc in man.

Often have | mourned his loss.

For the benefit of those of

my readers who may not have

seen a tree-frog, | may add that

it is in appearance similar to a
smallpond-frog, butofabeauti-

ful clear grccn color. On cach

toe of each foot thcre is a small

dislqor ciip-shapcd suckcr, from

which by pressure itcan atonce

excludc air, and so aitach itself

to the smoothest surface, walk-

ing calmly across a ceiling

my as easily as its pvey, the fly,
loom does. Ithas two cries. In trees,
nightly, and its usual haunt in summer, be-
"“meevening fore rain it utters a shrill, piercing
he brought

cry, tliat isharsh and deafcning.
The other cry is Che bird-like,
low whistle | have already al-
ludcdto. You may look for
hours forhim in a trec with-

an acquaint-

ance, perhaps

even his son or

cousin. His rolative

ivas very small and

rather shy; foralong

time he would notventure

further than the sill, and even

when, at the solicitation of his

companion, he did summon courage to

hop on the desk, he would not come

under the lamp and have a luscious

supper, as he might have done. The

eider one and | became great friends.

House flics were his special delicacy.

StealtKily crawling up the painted

wall, clinging to the smootb surface with thc little

disks, or suckers,on his feet, he would draw closc up to

his body first one hind Icg and then thc other, and

when within proper distance, he would davt forward

and, snatching thc fly, wouid swing head downward,

his hind feet firmly glued to thewall! Then, attaching

his forefcet, he would movc on in quost of another.
He never missed his aim, and he would quictly and

calmly zigzag up and down thc sicic-wall after every
fly he saw there.

out success, as he lies
motionless, his Isody
flattened along alimb,
hiscoloridentical with
that of the bark or
leafon which he rests.

He became quite accustomed to
me, and wouid hop on my hand, and sit thcre looking
at me with a grave composurc ludicvous to beliold.

The final days of summer carne at last, however,

and with them cool and frosty nights. He evidently



tlal

FARMER NICK'S SCARECROW,

Bv Nora E. Crosiiy.

Out iii the corn ficld, groupcd together, One rainy day the farmer went out

A flock of crows discussed the weather. To view thc corn fields lying about;
Obscrving them, thrifty farmer Nick He neared the umbrclla; looked inside;
Declared that tho crows wcrc “ gcttin'too thick.” And what he saw, made him laugh tiil he cried !
| must have a scarecrow— that is true: For in thcrc, out of the rainy weather,

Now, would not that oid umbrella do?” A dozen crows were huddled together!

So into the house tlie farmer went, So tlic farmer, laughing as farmcrs should,

And away tu thc field thc umiDrella sent. Said: “ | fear my scarecrow did little good.”



MARVIN AND HIS BOY HUNTERS.*

By Maurice Thompson.

Chapter XIX.

GETTING READY FOR FLORIDA.

Uncle Charley and Mr. Marvin spent dic
next two weeks in drilling the boys in the
ofwing-shooting; for, though Neil and Hugh had
made great progress in the method of handhng
their guns, they had, as yet, scarcely learned the

of tlic theory and art of shootmg.
They had fallen into sorac faults, too, during the
trip, and these were a gveat deal hardcr to get nd
of than they had been to acquire.

During these tivo weeks, the following was the
order of affairseach day:
ing in time for

They aré6sein the morn-
breakfast at six o’clock; after
breakfast they had a drill in shootmg till ten ; then
camc two hours of study for the boys, while Unele
Charley and Mr. Marvin rodc over the plantation;
dinner was served at one and lasted an hour, after
which the boys were freo for two hours ; then camc
another hour of careful drill, followed by a light
supper; then two hoursofchatting or reading, and
to bcd at eight.

Mr. Mar-vin’'s method of drilling the boys was so
simple that any one can follow it with very httle
trouble. He made a spring-trap of a flexible, elas-
tic piece of wood, four feet long and three mches
wide by a half inch thick, which he fastcned at
onc end securely to a thick board, its middle rcst-
ing finnly on a cleat, at an
thirty degrees.

angle of about
Upon the upper or free end of
this spring-piece he fastencd a tin blackmg-box
hollow sldc up. A notched
by a hinge to the board in
when the spring was

trigger was
such a way

fixed
that,
Isent downward over the
cleat, the notch could be made to hold it in that
position until it was released by pulling a long
cord attached to the top end of the trigger. This
trap was used as follows :

The elastic piece was bent down and made fost
by tho notch in the trigger.
upon which shot would
placed in tho box.

Any sraall object
take effect was then
Tho pulling-string bem g sixty
feet long, when all was ready, the shooter stood
eighteen yards from the trap, while the puller took
up his position a Uttle behind and to one side of
him. When the shooter was
“ Puli1”

ready, he said:
instantly the puller gently drcw the
string, which released the “ hender” of the trap,
and the small potato or block of wood, or whatever

and

formed the target, was thrown
shot at before it fell.

The wide board, whicii formed the base of tho
trap, was fastcned firmly to the ground, by driv-
ing long stakcs through holes made in
purpose.

Traps with stecl springs, and hollow glass balls

for targets, can be had of dcalers in sportsmen’s
goods;

into the air, and

it for the

but they are quite expensive, and Mr.
Marvin’s arrangementis just as good.

Neil and Hugh at first shot with a single
trap; then two were used for practicing at double
wing-shooting. Mr. Marvin would
have them turn their hades to the trap, with direc-
tions to wheel about and fire, at the word “ pul!.”
This drill was intei-spevsed with some pleasant talk
on shooting and on the habits of garae-bitds. Mr.
Marvin himself sometimes took a guti and per-
formcd some quite wonderful feats of marksman-
ship For instancc, with his rifle he hit a potato
twice before it could fall from the height of fifteen
feet when thrown into the air.

Sometimes

But the mam thing
that he sought to teach the boys was the habit
of airaiiig corrccCly and of handling their guns
carefully. Their next trip was to be along one, m
which Neil and Hugh would necessarily have to
depend largelv upon themselves, and it was Mr.
Marvin’s desire to have them so traincd that no
accident need be feared.

Unele Charley had written to an oid hunting
friend who lived on the Gulf coast of Florida, to
hire him a good stanch boat large enough for
the whole party and their luggage, camp equipage,
dogs, et cetera. The plan was to coast from St.
Marks to some point on the lower part of the
Florida peninsula, stopping wherever they pleased
to go into camp and hunt; Mr. Maiwin’s objcct
being to collect pluines for the market, and bird-
skins and tare specimens of any kind for the
Smithsonian Instituto.

The thought of going away down to the haunts
of the hcron, the golden plovcr, the ibis, the spoon-
bill, the crying-bivd, the snakc-bird, the alligator,
and tho panther, of seeing the orange groves, the
palm-'rees, the wild semi-tropical jungles, the man-
grove islands, and the drcamy lagoons, and of
coasting along the border of the Gulf Stream,
under the fair Southern sky, so charmcd the boys
that they could scarcely sleep or eat.

Samson said he didnotcarc aboutgomg
to dem yallergatorswamps,” and he “

down
reckon’d he d.

-Copyriglil, 1883, by Maurice Thompson.



stay at home but Judge wished to go wherever
Neil and Hugh went, even if there was danger.

Neil sent for a new sketch-book and a diary, a
supply of pencils and water-colors, and a hand-
book of botanical drawing. He was resoh'ed to
'Spend more time than formerly in skctching;
it surprised him no»' to find how well some of his
sketches looked.

It plcased the lioys greatly when they saw an
filling almost a

for

account of their bear advcnturec,
columnoftheir home paper, TheBelair Bugle. A
rep6érter had obtained the particulars by inter-
viewing their father, and had then dressed them up
until the affair really had the ring of a thrilling
encounter.

“ What will Tom Dale and the rest of the
boys think of that? ” exclaimed Hugh deligbtedly.
“ Wont thcy wish they were along with us?”

“ What will they say when they see that same
bear’s skin used by Papa for a lap-nig in his
sleigh?” said Neil. “ That 'll ptove to them
that tho story is true.”

“ 1 mean to send Papa a panther’s skin from
Florida,” said Hugh.

“And a fine collection of alligators' teeth,”
added Neil.
“ And | ’ll kill a roseate spoon-bill and get Mr.

Marvin to mount it, as he did the owl, and Il
send it to Tom Dale,” said Hugh.

The evenings were now quite coid in Tennessee.
There was a light fall of snow, and the wind was
sharp and keen. Unele Charley’s sitting-room
had a wide fire-place with tall brass andirons and
a stone hearth. A big wood fire llamed and crackled
there constantly, and the boys thought there were
few things more enjoyable and comfortable than
to sit before it in an arm-chair and listen to a
good story read aloud.

Unele Charley had but few books that would
interest boys. He took ali thc magazines, how-
ever, and the London Field and several American

journals devoted to shooting and fishing, so that

Neil and Hugh found plenty of good reading
matter quite suited to Iheir prcvailing line of
thought. Then Mr, Marvin was generally ready

with reminiscenccs of his hunting adventures, hi-
to which he always managed to inscrt some good
advice, or some wise suggestions, intended for thc
bcencfit of the boys.

So the time passed, and at last the day of their
departure for Florida arrived. Once more they
wcre on the cai-s, (lying southward at the rate of
thirty or forty miles an hour. W e need not follow
them step by step. Let us hutry to the warm,
green gulf, and find them sailing over its bosom,
their little vessel stanch and true, and all of them

as joyous as the sweet sea-breeze itself.

Chapter XX.

DRIFTING ALONG THE COAST.

Have you ever sailed on lhe Gulf of México?
In winter the water near the west coast of thc
peninsula of Florida isusually as calm as an inlam!
pond, so far as big waves are concerned, and thc
breezcs seem specially designed to make sailing
safe and enjoyable.

The boat that Unele Charley had
was called the “ Water-fowl,” and
thirty feet long, by ten or tivelve feet wide, deckctl
over for about half its length, and furnished with
a suppleinentary canvas awning, which could bt
It was viggcd

charterei!

ivas aboui

used or taken down at pleasure.
with a mainsail and jib, had a cenicr-board, and
was, in fact, a very stanch, if not a very fast or
beautiful little craft.

Unele Charley had hired of thc
“ Watcr-fowl,” Andrea Goémez, to go along as
saiiing-mastcr. He was of Spanish descent, about
fifty years oid, short, broad-shouldcrcd, and ven

the owner

dark. He was a good saiior, and knew almos;
every island and reef and river on the Florid;;
coast.

It would be difficult to exactly describe thc sen
sations of Neil and Hugh, as they felt the sea pal-
pitating under them, while the gentle breeze ble»
them along at the rate of four railes an hour.

Neil stood upon the little deck and gazcd dream
ily about him. W hat did he see? In one direc-
tion a low, dark shore of marsh-grass and tangled
woods, with a border of shining white sand; in
every other direction, a sheet of gveen-bluc water,
that met the sky and blended with it in a creainy
line at the horizon. very far away
seemed his home at Belair,
Ilinois !

The sun bcameci down upon the deck with real
summer fervor, but thc breeze was cool and sweet.
A few gulls, drifting here and there, flashed thciv
wings in the light, and swarrns of pelicans svhcelcd
around the sandy bars along the shore. As the
its course, the outline of thc shore

How very,
in coid and snow\

boat kept on
seemed to brcak up into fragmenta, hundrods of
small Now
and then a picturcscluc grove of palmetto-trees

stood up in clcar relief from the sand ridges on the

islands appcaring along the coast,

main-land. Some gulf-caps, those strange clouds
of the Southern sea, hovercd in the far western
horizon.

Mv. Gémez, thcNiling-m astcr, was a very quiet
man, and sat by the tillcr all day, smoking a short
pipe most of the time.

Mr. Marvin and Unele Charley lounged
after part of the boat, talking or reading.

in thc
Judge



slept on his back in the warm sunshine, with his
head bare and his face toward the sky.
W hen night fell, the sloop was run

in among
some shore islands to a shallow, sheltcred spot,
and anchored. Tlieve being no placo to land,

supper was cooked on board, and the whole party
slcpt in the vessel.

Next day the breeze was fresher, and the waves
ran so high that Neil, Hugh, and Judgc were sea-
sick; but the sloop howled steadily on, notwith-
standing, and made many miles before night fell
again. It was a terribly long day for the
boys, and they were glad

sick
indeed when a landing
was made on a dry, sandy island, and they were
permitted to go ashore to sleep.

Such a slcep as
they had, too, on the warm

sand with the salt,
delicious breeze of thc
gulfblowing over them !

When they awoke, the

NEIL bHOOTS A SNAKE-RIRD.

sun was almost an hour high, and Unele Charley
had been fishing with fine success, and had brought
in several three-pound sheep’s-hcacl.

Mr. Marvin had been around the island with his
gun, but had secn nothing worth shooting.

As for Mr. Gémez, he had made coffee and pre-
pared an excellent breakfast.

Neil and Hugh and Judge ran down and bathed
in thc surf, and when they Imd dressed themselves,
they felt as fresh and happy as if they liad never
hcard of sea-sickncss.

“ Oh, look in Judge’s hair !” cried Ncil, as they
started for the camp.

Hugh looked and began to laugh mecrnly. A
“ fiddlcr-cvab,” one of those funny iittlc animals.

somewhat like a small craw-fish, had become
tangicd in Judge’s wool while he was bathing.
Judge put up his hand, and touched thc squirm-
ing thing.
“Takc’'im off! Take'im off!” he shouted,
prancing around on the sand, his widc-open eyes
seeraing almost twice their natural size.
Neil and Hugh held tlieir sides and
as only merry boys can.

through more comical

laughed

No monkey ever went
contortions of face and
body than did Judge, as he danced frantically about
in his fright. W ith his arms akimbo and his legs
bowed outward, he “ jumped up and down” on
the beach, yeiling at the top of his voice :

(SEE PACE '

“1t’'ll bite me! Take 'im off, quick; Take
‘im off, quick 1”

Hugh had pity on him at last and brushed the
ficUllcr off.

“1'sc not gwinc inter dat water no more,” Judge
muttered, walking away indignantly.

W licn lircakfast was over, they all went aboard
of the “ Watcr-fowl” and sailed away to thc south-
ward.

Two moro days

of special

ijjassed without any adventure
interest. But the voyage grew more
and more delightful and cntertaining all the time.
They saw vast numbecrs of aquatic birds liovcring
about strange islands or flying high ovcvhcad in

long angular lines-



Neii sat upon the deck and wrote in his diary,
or sketchcd whatever he thought worth
rcmembering.

Onc day as they were passing near an island
tlicy saw a number of snipe settle down on a
marsh-meadow, and the boys asked the privilcgc
One of four

scenes

of going ashore and shooting some.
folding canvas boats that Unele Charley had pro-
vided was brought out and launched.

“Now,” said Mr, Marvin, as the boys took their
places in the iittle craft, with Neil at the oars,
“don’t kill more than twenty or thirty. That
will be as many as we can use, and you know we
llave agreed not to dcstrny any birds for mere
wantonncss.”

Neil promised that they would not transgress
the rule, and then, bending to the oars, he pulled
ashore. They found some difficulty in making a
landing, the shorc being very muddy, but at last
they found firm footing. Back a few steps from
the water the meadoiv was higher and the walking
good. They separated a littie, each sharply on
the lookout for a first shot at the game. They
had never hunted snipe, and, save such Information
as Neil had gathered from books, they were unac-
quainted with the bird’s habits.

The sloop had come to anchor, and Mr. Marvin
and Unele Charley watched from the deck as tlie
boys proceeded to tramp over the meadow.

Presently two snipe sprang into the air in front
of Hugh, with a littie sharp cry that sounded like

“ ’'scape, 'scape,” and they did escape. Their
flight was likc a corkscrcw in its line. Hugh
blazed away, but did not touch a feather. At the

sound of his gun, several more birds took to wing,
giving Neil and Judge a chance for a shot; but
they did not do any better than Hugh. It was a
case ofclean missing for all of them.

Unele Charley, wlio was watching through a
strong field-glass, laughed heartily.

“ The boys have mct their match,” he said to

Mr. Marvin: “ they don’t know how to shoot
snipe.”

“ Experience is the best master,” replied Mr.
Marvin; “ they’ll soon discover how to aim. It

bothcrs the best of shots, for a while, to become
accustomecd to a snipc’s eccentric flight.”

Judge’s oid fiint-lock killed the first bird, but it
was n't a snipe. It was a clapper-rail, called by
the naturalists Ralbis crepitans, which he flushed
from some tall grass bcside a littie pond. This
bird flew rather heaviiy, affording Judge a most
excellent target.

Neil and Hugh fired shot after shot, but not a
snipe fell.

“ 1 don’t believe these cartridges are good for

anything,” said Hugh in a hopclcss tone.

“ Oh,it's not the fault of the shells,” responded
Neil; “it's the wriggling way that these snipe
have in flying; a fellow can’t cover them. | wish
Mr. Marvin woulcl come over; he woiiid show us
how to hit them.”

“ Well, I 'm not going to give it up,” exciaimed
Hugh. “ 1'll shootas long as my shells hold out.”

Judge kept banging away witli his funny oid
gun, and «hen at last lie did really kill a snipe,
That he had bagged Iwo
onc seemed

his joy had no limit.
birds before Neil or Hugh could kill
to him a most glorious victory.

“ Mebbc yo'wont cali my gun a’ole blunclybiis
no more!” he cried, holding up his game and
making comical grimaces at the white boys.

At last Ncil began to understand the splral turns
of the snipe’s flight, and then the birds fell at
nearly cvery shot he fired. Hugh, too, soon found
the knack, so that the sport bename very excitinp,

Unele Charley was dclighted whcn, by the aid
of his field-glass, he saw that the bo)-s u-erc mas-
tering the difficulty.

“Bravo!” he exciaimed, Ncil is
knocking them down beautifully noiv. He has
caught the idea. Thcrc, Hugh killed one. too!
Another one down for Neil,— another for Hugh.
W hy that 's grand sport they 'rc having over there.
Marvin; we 've missed a treat!”

“Yes; but | thoughtwe 'd better not go. Wc 'd
have killed all we needed befoie the boys could
have got their hands in, and that would have cut
thcm out,” replied Mr. Marvin,

The three boy-hunters kept up a noisy fusilladc
acrossthe broad marsh-meadow, and entircly forgot
their promise, and no doul)t would have Kkilled a
great many more than thirt)', if Mr. Marvin had
not blown the bugle-horn, which was the signal
for them to return to the boat.

“ 01), but did n't I hate to quit |” exciaimed

“ bravo!

Hugh, as Neil was rowing thcm back. “ I was
just beginning to get the knack of it.”
“ Dat'sjis me, zac'ly,” said Judgc. “ I was a

ketchin’ onter dat whiriymcgig ob a way dey has
o' flyin’, an’ | could 'a’ brought down heaps ob
‘'em, efl 'd had a littie mo’ time.”

W hen they all were aboard the sloop again the

birds were counted, and the score stood as follows:

N cil

Toial 8

The clapper-rail that Juclge liad killed was not
included in the count, because Mr. Marvin said it
ivas so slow in its flight that it would not be fair to
rcckon it in a score where snipc-shcoting had been
the undertaking.



For lhe rest of the day they sailed before a light
breeze, and at night thcy slept on deck.

Neil raade some drawings of the rail and snipe,
and put a description of the snipe-huntin his diary,

T-liev did not stop to shoot any more until they
reached Tampa, a town fat down tho coast of the
peninsuia, whcrc, as they had cxpected.
and papcrs from home awaited them.

The orange-groves about Tampa were loaded

with luscious oranges, and thc bananas were npe
and mellow.

letters

Unele Charley sent sfcral large
boxes of both kinds of fvuit aboard thc W ater-
fowl”

Chapter XXI.

A PICUS PRINCIPALIS.

AFTER a Stay of two days in Tampa, in order to
give Unele Charley time to write some business
letters, and toexamine somc real estate for a friend
in Tennessee, our party sailed out ofthe beautiful
bav of Tampa at sunrise, and turned southward
down thc long Sarasota viver, or— more correctly
speaking — bay, that extcnds along thc peninsula
between the coast islands on one hand,

and the
main-land on the other.

In some places, owmg to
lariie reefs of oysters and mud-banks, the naviga-
tioii of those waters is quite dangcrous, but Mv.
Gomez was so familiar with the channels that he
kept the sloop clear of all obstructions.

Mr. Marvin desired to find the mouth of acertam
largc crcck that erapties into the gulf about twenty-
five tniles below the northern endofthe bay, as he
had been told that through it a fine regién for
plumc-hunting could bo reached. But it was no
easy matter to discover which one of the m”~ny m-
dentations of the shorc was the entrance looked

was ten o'clock at night, with thc moon shin-
ing brio-htly somewhat down the western slope ol
the sky! when they anchored under a low bluff cov-
ered with cedar-trees.

Here Neil and Hugh saw
their first sharks.

The huge fellows wcre chasmg
a swarm of mullct, and in their eagerness to capt-
ure them, would follow them into water so shoal
that their broad black backs ivould break through
thc surface, while the inullet would leap bodily
from the water, sornetimes falling a short dis-
out upon the shclls or sand of the shore.
It was a strange sight, and the swash.ng sounds,
as the sharks strugglcd back

tancc

into the deepcr par
of the channcl, broke upon the still, inoonlit night

with an effect not easy to describe.

Mr Gémez went ashore and perched himselfon
the highcst point of the bluff, where, as he sat
smoking his pipe, lie looked like a round-shouldercd

silhouette against the shimmecring sky. At first
they could not imdevstand why the oid sailor had
gone up thei-e; but soon countless swarrns ofmos-
quitoes, from a low vnavsh astern of the boat, as-
sailed them in a body. The wings of those leg.ons
of warlike insects filled the an with an unbcar-
ablv irritating murmut, and the onslaught of thcir
piei-cing bilis was almost maddemng.

“ Here this wont do!” ejaculated Mr. Marvm,
at last. “ We shall be caten up by these mosqui-
toes. We must go ashore.”

All hands assented. Nciland Hugh took their
double hammock and swung it between two cedar-

trees, where a strong current of the gulf breeze

would blow upon it. And thcre they slept sweetly,

entirely imdisturbed by the mosqiutoes.

lust before sunrise, Neil shppcd out of IThe ham -
mock, dressed himself, took his gun, and went for
a short walk about the island. He found great
numbecrs ofdeer-trackslcadmg intoadark, impen-
etrable cyprcss jungle, but no dccr were visible
By the inavgin of a still, grass-fnngcd lagoon he
flushed some small herons and one or tuo plovecr,
but nothing worth firing at appeared until, m pass-
ing around an outlyingspurof thc swamp, hecamc
suddenlv upon a pair of snowy herons, that took to
wing within thii;ty yards of hiin. The flash and
flutter of their broad white wings startled Imn at
first, but he raised his gun m t.me to get a good
aim at one of them, and brought tt down m fine
stvle He fircd at the other, but it had gone too

far, and he misscd it. Ncil's bird, named by uite

naturahsts GarzctUi candidisstma was in full plum-
ao-e and he held it up proudly for thc rest of the
pariy to look at, as he returned to camp just at
Lcakfast-time. It measurcd
from tip to tip of its wings. The plumes, so much
prized as ornaments by ladies, lay loosely onits
back curling upward toward their lower ends, m
whité as snow and as soft as silk. Mi. Mawm
pronounced it to be a perfcct spec.mcn of its kmd,
the finest, in fact, that he had ever seen ; and he
asked Neil to let him prepare its skin for mountmg.

The next day they reached the cteek for which
they were looking, and artera greatdeal of t.ouble

brought the sloop up to a good camping-place somc
m L inland from the bay.

thirty-mne mches

Hete thc tents were
pitched on a mound, with a wide meadoiv on onc
hand and a dense forest on the othcr.

roost was a mile distant up thc creck, but shoal

ivater and an immcnse stretch of 'L

pads, and clumps of aquatic wceds prcventcd the.r
taking the sloop any further in that d.tect.on

Th! mound on which thc tents ‘'verc pitched
was underlaidwith a shell formation, and atare-
mote period had been occupied by some family,

probably of Indians. as a home. The lemnants of



an oid palmetto hut were visible, and a few
gnarled orange-trees and some guavas grew scat-
tered about in the vicinity, while traces of a rude
fencc bordered the wood.

The boys were delighted to see flocks of snipe
pitching down into the grass of the meadow, be-
yond which a small lake shone clear and bright,
with a live-oak hummock on its further side, and a
fringe of tall grass and rushes around its border.
Faroff in the south-east, a ridgeofsand with a thin
line of palmeito-trees on its summit was softly out-
lined against the sky.

Next morning all were up early. The night’s
sleep had been refreshing, and breakfast was caten
with vigorous appetites. Even while they were
eating they saw several large flocks of water-fowl
flying low across the meadow toward the lake.
Other flocks passed almost overhead on their way
up the crcek to some lagoon or pond.

It was arranged that Mr. Goémez
should stay at the camp, while thc rest took the
canvas boats and puiled up the creek in quest of
herons.

Neil and Hugh occupied one of these boats to-
gether, while Mr. Marvin and Unde Charley took
One eacli. The stream had not much cuiTent, so
that they were notlongin reaching the lake abox'e,
where the water was full of wecds, grass, lily-pads,
and all manner of aquatic plants,— truly a heron’s
paradisc.

W hile Neil was pulling the boat through a nar-
row water-lane bctwcen high walls of grass, Hugh
sccured a fine shot at a great blue hcron, the Ar-
dea herodias of our naturalists; but it was flying
at a right anglc with his line of sight, and he for-
got to aim ahead ofit. Alllarge birds seem to fly
much slower than they really do, and they also ap-
pear to be much nearer than they really are, conl
sequently it is a common fault of young shooters
in aiming at geese, herons, cranes, and ducks, not
to aliow for flight, and therefore to miss behind
the gamec.

Hugh now took the oars, which he could do
without changing his seat, the boat being a
“ double-ender,” in order that Neil might try a shot
at thc next game they saw.

Mr. Marvin and Unde Charley wcrc already
among the birds, their guns were roaring
almost continuaily.

The boys did not understand the windings of
thc water-ianes, and in conscquencc they soon
found themselves pulling along the shore under
the boughs of some grand oid live-oak trees.

Suddenly Hugh cried out: “ Oh, look, Neil,
look ! Thcre 's a snakc witli wings ! Quick, shoot
it before it gets away !” He backed water as he
spoke, and stopped the boat.

and Judge

and

Neii looked, and saw a strange serpent-like
neck, followed by a dark, winged body, wriggling
in the water; the head was above the
surface, the rest of it below. It was a hideous
object as it squirmed and writhed along toward a
patch of gi‘assand weeds, and Hugh really believed
that it was a winged but Neil had read
descriptions of the snake-birds, and knew at once
that this was one of them. He fired and killed it;
and upon examination it was found to be far less
hideous than they had thought. It had a long
slender neck and a rather queer head, and its
habit of swimming with its body under water and
its head out had given it the appearance of a
regular xvater-dragon. The boys threw it in the
bottom of the boat, as Neil wished to make a
sketch of it and skin it when he returned to camp,

From the rapid firing keptup by Unele Charley
and Mr. Marvin, itwas evident that they were mak-
tng havoc among the herons; but the boys found
none, though snake-birds, named/7it/w anhinga
by ornithologists, were now seen in every direc-
tion ; it was sometimes difficultto distinguish them
from the mottled moccasin snakes so numorous in
Florida.

At length, growing tired of the labor of rowing,
and Neil wishing to gather some strange-looking
flou'ers, they pulled the boat ashore at a dry point
on thc wooded side of the lake. While Neil was
botanizing, Hugh went a short distance into the
woods, hoping he might see a deer. The trees
were mostly live-oaks and water-oaks of large size,
with wide-spread tops and buttressed roots; some
giant vines were knotted and iinked from tree to
tree, and the foiiage was so thick that scatcely a
light could fall through. Hugh saw no
game, but a dull thumping sound almost over-
head and the failing of large fragments of bark
and rotten wood attracted his attention to the top
ofa very tall dead tree, and there he discovered a
bird of which he and Neil liad talked a great deal,
but which neither of them had seen— an
ivory-billed woodpecker— the handsomest of all
American birds. It was poundiiig away vigorously
with its great white beak against the lower side of
a rotten limb, about eighty feet from the ground,

along

snake;

ray of

ever

and its broad back was fully exposed to Hugh's
aim. He fired, and it fell straight down almost at
his feet. This was, indeed, a prize, for he knew

bow his father would valué such a specimen. He
picked it up and ran back to Neil, who exclaimed:
“ A Pian principalis! Wont Mr. Marvin be
glad ! | heard him say that a gentleman in New
York had offered him fifty dollars for the skin of
one I ”
“ But | want to send this to Papa,” said Hugh.
“ Oh, you can't do that without Mr. Marvin’s



consent; for it was agreed that all valuable speci-

mens, plumes, and eggs should belong to him.
responded Ncil-

“Thai’s so,” assented Hugh ; “
it's right, too, Mr.

and | suppose

for lias taught us a

Marvin
great deal.”

They went back to their boat and pulled across
the shaUow lake

firing kept

in the direction of the
up by the othcer
before they could join them,
over. Mr.

heavy
two hunters, but
the shooting was
Marvin had che bottom of his boat
padded with tufts of snowy and ash-colored plumcs
wliich he liad stripped from the birds killod by him
and Unele Charley. “ Many a fine lady will wear
these,” hesaid, holding up some verylong feadiers.
He was delighted when Hugh gave him the ivoiy-
billed woodpecker.

Neil's good luck camc as they were making
their way back to camp. He Kkilled a rdscale
iooon-hWInrP/atalea ajaja”™hy a splendid shot,
that won the hearty applause of Mr. Marvin.
It was quite sixty yards distant, and was flymg
straight across the direction in which the boat
was moving. _

The beautiful rose-coloved wings, the long palé
pink tuft of breast-plumes, and the brilliant car-
mine shoulder-feathers of this bird made it a prize
almost equal in valué to che Picus prindpalis.

“ Very well for one day,” said Mr. Marvin, m a
satisfice! tone.

Chafter XXII.

A SUDDEN DEPAETURE.

W hen our plume-hunters reached camp again,
Tudge was found to be in a very excited State of
mind. Great flocks of snipe had approached the
edo-e of the meadow nearest the mound, and lie
had been impatiently waiting for Unele Charley to
return, as lie liad been ordered by him and Mr.
Marvin not to leave camp before they carne. He
had heard the sound of the shooting up at Weed
Lakc, and that, together with the near approach
of the snipe, had rendered him doubly restless.
He had his oid fiint-lock across his lap, nursing it
tenderly; his game-bag was at his side, and Ins
shot-pouch and powder-flask shmg in their places,
ready for instant use.

“ Neber see folks stay so
good-naturedly muttercd; “
t’ come back at all.

long, nowhere, he
seem like yo'not givine
1's been mos| dead ter tackle
dem whbirlymegig birds down dar.”

But tlie Piats principaiis and the réscate spoon-
billhad to be examined by him before he could go.
Anything red charmed Judgc, and the tall scarlet

crest of tbe giant woodpecker and the dazzhng

carmine shoulder-pliuiies of the spoon-bill put him
into raptures.

Hugh could not resist the temptatioii of jo
Judge in the snipc-shooling, so he presently
snatchcd up his gun and went out upon the
meadow. The grass grew in tufts, with a hght
trace of water Ol soft mud between. The birds
usually rose singly, or in flocks of three or four,
sometimes from near the feet of the hunter, flying
low and dropping into the grass again after going
not more than fifty yards.

Hugh soon began to flush them, and he aimed
with great dcliberation, resetving his fire until the
o-ame steadied itself after its first gyrations in the

air. But he found it quite as difficult to hit them
now as ic had been on the

, .
ining

island. He missed
oftener than he hit, in spite of all his care. Sud-

denly he remembered that his shells were loaded
with very large shot for heron-shooting.
counted for his poor marksmanship.

This ac-
He wentback
to his tent and got some cartridges loaded with
number ten shot, and when he resumcd shooting,
he could hit a great deal oftener.

Butby changmg
his cartridges Hugh

lost a good opportunity. He
had just reloaded his gun, after kilhng a snipe,
when, happening to look up, he saw a scarlet ibis
flying overhead at a height of abouc onc hundred
and fifty fcct. Quick as thought, he aimed a littlc
ahead of the bright-winged bird and fired. The
shot failed. He fired again. Not a feather fell,
and the ibis, “ like a flake of flame,"

swcpt on
toward «the gulf.

This was the only spccimen
they saw during their long ramblmgs m Florida.
Hiio-h was very sorry he had not kept on using the
lar¢ shot! Itwould havebeen better, he thought,
to have killed fewer snipe and made sure of the
scarlet ibis. ,

Judge did not stop shooting while there was

daylightenough to see how to aim- Heand Hugh

together bagged twenty-fivc snipe. The score
stood 1
16
Hugh
Judgec. N

That night it was discovered that Mr. Gémez
was quite amusician. He played upon aflutc unt.l
late bed-time, the mellow notes floatmg away to
thehaunts of the alligator and the dens of the bear
and the panther. Neil and Hugh swung m their
double hammock, with the cool night breeze blow-
ing over them, and watched tne bnlhant Sou hern
mlon as it seemed to slip along under the almost
purple sky. They fell asleep, Neil to drcam of
grand achievemcnts and great fame as an aitist,
and Hugh to drcam of happy advcntures among
the strange birds of those scmi-tropical groves and
plains.



They were startled from thcir sleep early next
morning by loud voices and violentlanguage; and
hurrying on their clothes, tliey found that a party
of very rough-lioking men had come up the creek
insistiiig upon taking
possession of the mound for their They
claimed to have leascd the hunting on a large arca
of ground about tliere from the owner.

“ Show your lease,” Unele Charley was calmly
saying, “ and we will respect it, no matter what we
may think of you.”

“ 1 don’'t believe you have any léase, and | think
you ate a set of iinpostors,” said Mr. Marvin.
“You had better take good advice and goback the
way you caine, and in short grcler.”

“ Joe Stout, I know yon," said Mr.
stepping forward and addrossing the fellow who
appeared to be the leader of the intruclers, “ you
never had money enough in all your life to lease a
potato patch for fifteen minutes.”

“ Helio! G6émez, is that you, oid man?”
sponded the ruffian, in a more pacific tone.

“You can see for yoursclf,” answered Mr. G6-
mez ; “ and you know thatwhen / camp at a place,
1'm there to stay as long as | picase.”
in the boat now hold a council in low

in a large boat, and weie
camp.

Gomez,

re-

The men
tones, after which the leader said:

“ Well, | guess you've got the right to the
campin’-place, so we 'll go away.”

They then turned their boat about and pulled
down the creck until thcy passed out of sight
around a bend.

“They're a bad lot,” said Mr. Gémez, when
“ wc shall be in danger solong as
They wont tacklc us

they were gone ;
we stay in this vicinity.
together, but if they were to find one or two of us
away from our party, they 'd shoot us in a minute,
on very little provocation.”

“Where are they from?” inquired Unele
Charley.
“ 1 don't know,” rcplicd Mr. Gémez, “ but Joe

Stout used to be a sponger up around Cedar Koys;
1 used to see him often in my coasting voyages.”

“What isa sponger?” asked Hugh.

“A man who fishes for sponges,” replied Neil.
“ A great many sponges are found in the Gulf off
the west coast of Florida.”

“ Wecll,” said Unele Charley, decidedly, “ you
all may get ready to move at once. 1'm not down
here on a fighting expedition. Strike the tents and
move everything aboard as quickly as possible.”

There was no room for objcctions or suggestions
when Unele Charley gave an order, so without a
word all hands fell to work. and in less than half
an hour the sloop was hcading down the creek
the gulf. The wind was favorable, but
they often had to use the oars, as the stream was

toward

very crooked. They passed thc boat of thcir late
visitors about half a mile from thc camp, There
it; the others having prob-
The man in the boat
but he

The bay was reached about

was but one man in
ably gone ashore to hunt.
stavced at our friends as they sailed past,
did not say a word.
noon, and Unele Charley ordered Mr. Gédmez to
stccr for Casey’s Pass, which is the south-west
outlet to the bay.

“ We will run down to Charlotte Harbor,” he
said, “ where game of every kind is more plentiful,
and whcrc there will be no one to molest us.”

Chapter XXIII.

UP THE CAI.OOSAHATCHEE. A PANTHER.

IN due time our friends reached Punta Rassa, a
small village, and waited thcre several days for a
breeze that would help them up the Caloosahat-
chec river.

From Punta Rassa to Fort Myers, a distance of
tiventy-five or thirty miles up tho river, was the
next run. The first partivas through a rough and
dangcrous channel, choked with oystor bars and
mud shallowsj but when at last they werc fairly in
the Caloosahatchee, it was found to be a grand
and beautiful river, with high banks upon which
grew noble forests of pine and oak, They passed
Fort Myers just after night-faO, but thc moon was
shining brilliantly, showing thc place to be a for-
lorn-looking little village. Thrce or four miles
beyond, they anchored near a small mud island,
and slept well, trouble with mos-
quitocs.

Neil and Hugh heard big alligators booming
about in the lagoons and mud flats, and a strange
sense of remoteness and isolation stole over them.
They began to feel as if they were getting
a country where large and dangcrous animals
roained at will, and where strange trees and un-
known plants and flowers might be found. They
knew, too, that not far eastward of them lay that
mysterious island lakc called Okeechobee, around
the borders of which still dwelt, in thcir own wild
the last rcmnant of Osccola’s once famous
Indian warriors. Neil had read translations of the
oid Spanish accounts of this regién, clothed in the
fascinating mists of romance, and of the okl inex-
plicable mounds, fortifications, and canals discov-
ered by the early exploréis, and he hoped that it
might turn out that he should be able to find the
wonderful pcarl-fisheries of the savagcs.

W hen morning canie, they made haste to work
the boat past some ugly mud islands, through
shallow, treacherous channels. This took till

despite some

into

way,



nearly noon, the sloop going aground quite often
on hidden bars of black mud.

And now they licgan to g-et glimpses of alli™-
tors — huge, hideous creatures,— sliding into thc
water of the dark lagoons on eitlicr sidc oi the
rivei*

in many places the banks of thc stream were
very low, and our friends, standing on the deck ol
tlic “ Water-fowl,” couid see far along natural
opcnings in thc woods to where grcen savannas,
tliose bcautiful Southern pvaivies, shone in the
sunliglit. s s

Now and then a smal! sleek deer would bound
away into the thicket oi- bvakes, ov stand and gaze
wildly at the sloop as sho slowly swept by.

W atcr-birds seemed almost to fill the air and
to cover the stream in places,— the sound of their
wings and their harsh cries fiiling the air, as though
bedInin liad lieen let loose.

Ncil and Hugh were very anxious to shoot at
somc of thcse many wild things, but Unele Charley
had forbidden them, as he did not wish to stop to
collect thc gamc they killed, and he did not ap-
nrovc of shooting mcrely for fun.

Unele Charley, Mr. and Mr. Gémez
had to resort to the oars, aud Ncil to the pushing-
pole. in order to hclp the sloop along, whenever
the wind fell- The progress was slow, and Hugh
grew very impatient, especially when he saw a
raft of wood-duck swimming about on a little
cstuary, under tbc richly varicgated pendants oi

air-plants, that swung from the boughs of over-
hanging trees.

Mai-vm,

He could not help aimmg his gun
at them, although he did not shoot.

“ Hugh ” said Mr. Marvin, “ you might get out
your tacldc and catch us some fish as we go along.
Putaspinning-spoon on theline aud troll itastein.

The suggestion was a happy one.

Hugh went to
his

130X and took out a strong jomtcd bass-rod,
fitted with a reel and two hundred feet of strong
line. He adjusted a trolling-spoon, and when all
was ready, he east astern and awaited the result.
It was not a minute before something struck the

spinner, and his rod was bent almost double in a

Neil, Unele Chariey, Mr. Marvin ! It will

puli me in1 Come quick !” he cried, holding on
manfully, with his feet braccd and his shouldcrs

raisecl.
“ Loose your rcel!

Give itline! i_et i.tnm -
cried Mr. Marvin and Unele Charley m a breath,
as they dropped their oai-s and sprang to Hugli's
assistance. s s .,

Unele Charleystood ready, buthe did not wish
to interfcve unlcss it ljecame absolutely necessary
Hugh presscd thc spring, and tlie fisli ran off witli

fifty fect of line at a single rush. Then began a

desperate struggle. Thiswayand that, and around

and around, the strong, gamy victim spcd, making
the line sing keenly, while the reel spun like a top.
Unele Charley acted as general, directing Hugh
in his movcments with sucli words as “ (jivc it a
little more line— chock it now — rcel up fast Ol it
11 foul tho line in those bushes — hold, it’'s sulking;
jerk it a Uttle !

Every one on board was excitcd, and watched
thc fight with gvcat'interest. Hugh’s arms and
hands became very tired, but he was too plucky to
give up- He set liis lips firmly and kept steadily
to his work.

“ You 'll conquer itdirectiy,” said Mr. Marvin ;
watch it closely;

don’'t let it h.avc anyslack;
keep it fighting; it 'll soon tire.”

Hugh felt the importance of his posiiion, and
redoublcd his efforts. Suddenly the fish rose to the
surface and “ somcrsaultcd” clean outof thc water.

“ My ! what a big follow itis!” cried Neil.

Judge was stupeficcl with amazcment.
never before seen so large a fish hookcd.

This last maneuvcr of thc fish was very trying
on the tackle, but it stood the strain, and Hugh

promptly gave out some Une as another
followed.

He had

surp
Some wide circles were now run by the

game atlower spced, and then Hugh felt thc strain

Now give him thc butt!” cried Unele Charley.
Hugh checked thc line suddenly and firmly, and
fincling no moro fight at thc end of it, rccled it up
slowly until the fish was drawn

closc to thc boat.
Mr. Marvin had the gaffready, and leaning over
thc gunwale, hooked the big fish and
aboard. s o
It was a cavalU of seven or eight pounds weight.

That night they anchored under a bluff and went
ashore to cook their supper.

to the surface

lifted it

There being no
danger of rain, and the mosquitoes being trouble-
some on thc water, they hung their hammocks on
the highest ground they could find. Here the
wood was thin and thc trecs small, though at a

fcw rods distance began a densely timbered swamp
tliat looked impenetrable.

They had caten nothing
but a coid

luncheon since an early breakfast, and
all were very hungry- It was while they were
sipping their hot coffee, and talking over the
day’s expcricnce by a dim little fire, that they first
heard a peculiar cry, or wail, coming out of the
swamp. Unele Chariey stopped in the midst of a
sip; Mr. Marvin tumcd his head to one side to
listen intently; and Mr. Gémez said;

“Apanther!”

Judgc jumped as if something had bitten him.
“Ugh! Lawso’'roassy! Whatwe gwinc do?” he
cricd, for he was badly frightened.



“ Let's go and kill it,” said Hugh.

“ How far away do you think it is?” Neil in-
quired of Unele Charley, as they heard it scream
again.

“ It 's right down there in the swamp; it can

not be very far away,” replied Unele Charley.
“ 1 thought 1 heard dogs barking awhile ago,”
remarked Mr, Gémez. “ | think the Indians are

“mnoiV give him THE

on a big hunt. Perhaps they have driven the
panther into this iittle hummock.”

Injuns Il jes' scalp us

“ Dem good-fur-nufiin
for sho’,” muttered Judgc.

The boys looked at each othcr a littie uneasily.
It was not very pleasant to Utink of being sur-
rounded by savagcs and having a panther prowl-
ing about ciése to their unprotected camp.

“ Oh, the Indiansare harmless,” said Mr. Gé6mez,
“but we’'ll have to look out for that panther;
for, if it has been cliased for a day or two, it may

be desperatc and dangerous.”

Arrangements were accordingly made to divide
the night into watches, Neil and Hugh were to
sit up until twelve o’clock, after which Mr. Marvin
and Mr. Gé6mez were to divide the rest of the night,
allowing Unele Charley, who had suffered all day
with headache, to get undistui'bed rest.

A sufficient supply of dry wood had been gatli-
ered, so that a fire could be keptburning all uight.

IHUTT!" CUIED UNCLE CHARLEV.”

The moon did not rise until about ten o’'clock;
but when its light began to fall across the land-
scape, the swamp in which the panther seemed to
be roaming looked doubly wild and wcird.

Hugh and Neil kept ciése to the fire, with their

guns resting across their knees, rcady for any
emergcncy.
At last, near eleven o’clock, tho occasional

screams of the panther suddenly ccascd, and more
than half an hour passed before anything furtlier
was heard; then all at once Ncil saw a large
animal run up a tree and take a cat-likc position



,n alimb about forty feet from tbe ground.

| he
moonlight fell upon it from

a direction that
its outlines were strongly marked against some
masses of dark foliage, Ne.l touched Hugh s arm
und whispered: “ Yonder it is,
pointed toward it with his finger.

Huo-h's gaze discovered it very quickly. Both
boys fdt a strange thrill at sight of the beast. They
clutohed their guns and regardcd each other for
moment instlence. Neilwas the first to speak.

- Are you afraid, Hugh?” he whispered,
we cali Unele Cliarley and thc rest?”

Hugh caught a meaning m Netls words not
directU expresscd by them and atonce he rephed”

“ No; let’'s kill the panthcr oursclvcs, My gun
is loaded with nine buckshot in each barrel,’

“ So is mine,” said Neil. “

such

see! and he

bhah

How many shells
have you ?”
“ Ten, answered Hugh,” after count
“ 1 have eight,” said Neil.
W ell,” asked Hugh, “ what do you say.
Let 's Ir>"it by ourselves,” was NeiTs rcply-
“ All right.” ,
The)' both rose and stood for a moment besi-

‘ing them.

W ¢ must have some plan of action,” said Ncil.
Let’s slip down ci6se to the tree, take good aim
at the beast, firo ljoth barréis at it, and run back
here,” answered Hugh.
“ Thirty-six buckshot ought to kill it,
“Why, of course !”

said Neil.
exclaimed Hugh.
“ Wcinust be sure not tomiss,” cautioiied Nei

“ and to aim at its shoulder,” he added.

“

Yes,” answered Hugh. “ How proud Unele
Charlie will be, if we get that panther’s skm .’
The tree, upon alimb of w'hich the panther had
stationed itself. was about two hundred yards dis-
tant from thc fire.
“ Come on,” said Neil, “ and keep cool. m
Sidc by side the boys waikcd slowly and cau-
liouslv tosvard the tree.
The panther saw them, no doubt; for itcroucl.ed

flat on the limb, and gave forth a low, trcraulous

Hugh halted involuntarily, but Neil touched his
arm and whispered:

“Come on.” s i s

The pantherscreamcd again almostimmediate y,
this time much loudcr than before. It required
all the courage thc boys could command to march

straight on toward the fcrocious beast;

but Neil
would never

back when once he had
started, and Hugh was too proud to abandon his
brother in thc face of danger. They wcnton un-
til they were within fifty feet of thc tree. The
panther had turned its face in thcir direction, and

turn

its eyes glared savagely at them.
“ Ready, now,” whispered Neil.
“ Yes, ready,” answered Hugh.
“ When | say ‘fire,’— blaze away I|' »ucled
Neil.
“ All right,” said Hugh.

Thcy raised their guns and aimed as stcadily as

exclaimed Neil, and the woods fairly
shook u-ith thc roar of their guns.

(Tt> Is! conliHued-)
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LITT

LE BERTIE.

o nr. day little

Bercie Green carne

running in from che

fields. ~ She carried

something in her apron, but no

one could see what it was. She

went up to her mother’s room.

Her mother was very tired, and

was resting in the big easy-chair.

“Oh, Mamma," said Bertie, “let’s

play three wishes ! Play you 're

a poor woman and 1°'m a he-yoo-

tiful fairy.  Will you, Mamma "

Mamma laughed, and said she
would try.

“ Good !" said Bertie, “you ll

see what a lovely game it is,Mani-



ma. Now, shut your eyes tight, ‘cause we 're going to begin!
| 'm a fairy, and 1°ll grant you three wishes. There ’s some-
thing in my apron, you know, Mamma, but it s a seciet.
NOW, wisu .- _

“Well,” said mamma, closing her eyes, “ let me thmk ot
something to wish for.”

“That’s right, Mamma; wish for something very nice
a flower, or a cherry, or anything !”

“ 1 wish for a—tlower,” said her mamma, very slowly.

“Here it is!” cried Bertie, laughing with joy, and hand-
Ing her mamma a lovely rose. “Now wish again, Mamma.

“ Let— me— think,” said mamma again; “ now what
suace | Wish for?”

“ Something to eat!” the fairy hinted.

“Oh, yes, something to eat!” mamma said; “ well, |
wish— | wish for two nice cherries!”

“Good! good!™ shouted Bertie, giving mamma a bnght
littie red bunch. “ How ... you know? Are they sweet ?”

“Yes, indeed,” said mamma, “and | thank you very much,
good fairy! But there were to be three wishes. | can
have another wish, you know!”

“Y-g-s!” said Bertie, looking troubled, and letting go ot
the littie empty apron; “only, 1 don’t know how to play
any more wishes.”

“I1do!” said mamma; “ 1 wish for a kiss!” Then you
should have seen the happy fairy climb up, throw her littie
arms around mamma’s neck and kiss her again and again |

“ That was the very best wish of all,” sai.d mamma.
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HolKlays and (nddecm.

LoulsX IV, France,<1171.
(lco. Moreau, dicd 1813

OuverCrc.mwecl), d. 1C5H.
Chatciiubrl.intl, born 17U8.

Richclicu, betrn 1385.

13ih Sunday after Ttiniiy,
Capture Sebastopol, 1855.
Jamciilv, Scotl'd, d.l6lu
( near .Aidebaran.

c - “

< “  Satitrn.
Gen.James W olfe.d. 176u,
14th Sunday afterTi'inity.
<i nearVeitus-

c -
PhiUp 1V. Spain, d.

Jupiter.

1665.
Pres. Garfield, died 1881.
Ale», the Great, b. 350 ii.c.
15ih Sundayafter Triniiy.
C near Mars.

Capture of André, 1780,

Daniel Boonc, dicd 1820
Louis X I'lL France,b.1601
16th Sunday afier Trinity,
Admiral Nclson, b. 1758

IGHOLAS

fiLM AN AG SENSUIJER,

And lips ihe becni, and gcts a falJ,
Jusi as ihe summer Y cnding.
SrollT FUR THE MONTH.
Huni; and iherc, on brook and river.

W here clie aliadows floai and quircr,
Pushing gayly Irom the shore,

Merry rowcrs piy the oar.
f<>k V oing AsTRO.\03rKki5

Evkntxg Skies

(Scc Introduciion, page 255, St. N icholas forJanuary.j*

SsPTBJTBER X5th, 8,720 M.

Ifyou want to see Yencs, JcnTCR, or SATCkK,you
lakc a peep oui of an castern window about futir o'clock
the morning.

Altair now siughily lo the wecst of our
Nearii.buta irifle 10 thceasr, is a pretty Iftile diamond-shapcd
gcoup ofstars, often called Job'sCoffin. These urc jn the con*
srcllaiion of TkiDolphin. L.xacdy in ihe soiiih, at some dis«
tancc below Altair, ;«nd polniing lo thal star, are Iwo suir.s
quite near together that mark the Zadinc consteHatlon O ifri-
cornus”™ or The Goat. The uppcr oncof the two has a fuilu
star clo-.G lo it The lower onc, called Beta Capricorni, is
remarkablc this year frcmi the fact that it is covered by the
moon once in the course of each month. W henever lhc pkice
ofthemoon is marked in the Ahnannc as being in Capikonms,
yon will see her not far from this star, generally to the east
orwestof Il. Butin October, the occuitation (as the passage
of the moon overa star is called) will occur at an hour when
we can observe jt

The Square of Pepisus is ncnv higli np in the es.«c. The
great Dipper is low down In the nonh-wesf, Lyra, liie Beauii-
ful, has passed to the wcst of our south mark, and T/tc S uny,

imut
in

south mark.

with its leading brilliant Arided, has crept nearly to ihv point
overhead Amares, |lhc red star of the Sror[ion, is setiing in
the south-wesi, The bright star rtsing in far norih*east
is Capcllai n t h e Chfirioieer.

another step in ihe course nfihc sun.
From the poini we noted last month which he occupies on
Ihc a«d oi* November, he passcs through Ihc consietlalion of
SagHiixrlus, Tlu A rcker, during Dcccmher, andrcachesapoint
some distance below Beta Capricornion ihc ai.stofJanuary

W can now trace

WHIRLWIND AND THE ZEPHYR.

‘Why are you so fierce?” said a gentle Zephyr, that had been blowing over rose*gardens and was
laden with fragrance, to a Whirhvmd that was dashing funouslv around.

“Oh!” said tlie Whirlwind, “ 1 'm not fierce; that’'s energy!
that’s all.

T'm only a good healthy WhirhviiKI,

Y ou— poor liltle Zephyr, will die some time for lack of breathand so saying, he scized a
rose-bush and almost tore it up hy the roots, scattering lhe rose-leaves far and wide.

“ Alas!” said tlie Zephyr, as she hovered tenderly over the i-ose-bush, and tried weahiy to gather up the
fallen petdis, “ you 're not liealthy for others, my friend, and you do not seem to know that might does not
make right; as for me, 1 think a kiss is better than a blow."

*The fiames nf planet!! are printed

in capitrib,— those nf consiellatjinns in Italics.



“ HARVKST-nnMK ! Harvesl-home 1" '
Mother, after all, liave n t you .
up, and the vinea are fairly grcanmp |
a goocl rich color. | tbmk I ought lo
and sisters work. 1 only have to f="'P ‘3=
on some of the trees, and begin te turn theiH

clon
AN]

are thc Midas who turns the pumpkins to puré gold.
PRESKRYV

IN G -T

Said Mr. Ralclwiii -Apple
To Mrs. liartlett Pear:

"Yon 'rc urowing very pliimp. Modaine,
.And also very fair-

" And there is Mrs.
So nicllowod by
Upon

aingsloiie Pench,

Ihe heat,

ray v.ord, she really lookr,
Qintc good enotigli lo oai.

“ And nll the Miases Crab-apple
Ha\'C bIlnshed so rosy red ~
That very soon ihe Il'arnicr -
Tt, pliick them will he led.

«lie

“ just .see the Isabollas,
rhey re growing «o apacc,
Thai thcy really are beginiimc
To get pnrple in thc face.
«Our happy timo i'‘oser,
For Mrs Creen Cago PIlnm

m
j ,1,3H have

"Onr day

d o n r t o n |

red ; but |

IM K

Say' she knows tinto licr sorrotv,
Prescrving-tiine has como.”
“Yes!"

said Mrs. Bortletl

is almos! o’er.

Pcar,

And soon we sliall be smotherrag
In synip by ihc score.”

And before iho mnnlh was cntied,
The frniis thai looked so fair,

Hnd vaiiished from among the leaves,
And iho irees were stnpped and hatc.

They wecrc all

of them in picklc,
Or In some dreadful ‘crape;
| 'in eider! " sighed the Apple;
" 1 hn jclly '™ criod tile Grapo

Tliey vote all in jars and bottlcs,
Upon the shelf .arraycd ;
And in their midst poor

Mrs. Quince
W as turned

lo marmalade.

i'urplc enough to givc all the gribes
0,. while my brothers

i suppose | mustput the tips of my fingers

leave all 3 can of hat
shall T.ake hold of first? Shall 1 cal!



TTT'JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

The nightingale by moonliglit ciear
So swccily sang, all carne to hear.
The raven said: “ 1°'d like to see
So many listening to me,
And when thc nightingale
1’1l show the world what 1
The nightingale was liardlv done.
Before tho raven had begun,

But as the people heard his lay,

They stopped their ears and ran awaj’.

is through
can do.”

The raven slowlv shook his head;
“ O nightingale,” he sadly said,
The difference | can not see,—
They list to you; they run from me.
1 wish 1 knew the reason why!
You sang your song, and so did I.”
The nightingale made soft leply:
“ Was anybody listening there ?
I did not know ; | do not care.
My mate is sitting on her nest
To guard the eggs beneath hcr breast.
As in ihc thicket she must hide,
She can not see the moon outside.
To her | sing with all my might
The bcauty of the glorious night,
And can not tell it half, although
1 love it so! | love it so!”

This pretty song-story by Seinia W . Paine, a
friend of my birds, is as true of people as it is
of birds. There are ra\en-folk and nigluingale-
folk among young and oid, Deacon Grcen says,
and you meet them every day, in one way or
another.

Think aboutit, each one of you, dcarly belovcds,

and see whether you belong to the ravcns or the
nightingales.
A NEW WORD.QAME.

Kere issomething a little out of m;’ line. But
as thc Little School-ma’am hands it in, and hcas me-

will. The httle lady says it will amuse you and
your elders, m or out of doors, and that it comes
to her from a jriend of St, NiCHOLAS, Mr. Georcc
B. Bartiett. *

Here it is; but don't all play it at once, mv
chicks, O1-my birds will think there 's a iDattle rag
iNg between thc crows and the katydids. It 1S
callcd by a big namc, too; but thc Little Schonl-
mn am assures me tliat it is perfectly harmless
Let me know hoxv you like it, please,

WCNTAL WORD CULTPKE.

Al last, by achange of rulo and meihod, ihe good oid garaeofword
making c.an te played withoiil pnnied cards or letters, hy ihe simi
nier mooi.lighl m w.nter hresitlo. The meinory will be gren”
atteiigthened by ihis now and fasoiiiaiing amiiseinoiii, wliicli ,fl| ais’
ciillnace correot spelling and bnng to nocice many cunoiisworri-
Any numberofplayerx mayj,i,n. Tho Hrstin line meiitionsany uw |
oftwo orthree Ictiers, and ihe onewho sitsnextmakes another wor,’
pfit by adding one or more letters The llard playerdoes ihesan-e

5§ ~ ' « ai'dso on, untila word is made to which iioono can add «
nllol "> wholinislwd it. Thil

i
f;”b'd‘Eanh e p'any first secutes five words winstniM L fp-
whicll 1S subject te the following rules : ® '

Nd propcr iames can be used

No word can be changcd uniese at loast ono lelter is added, and
the new word is of differeni raeaniiig from the one before it

No plural orchange oftense can be used lo make a word

Leforc starting a new ivord, the player must cali out ja ordcr tho
word» he has already seourod, which can be taken a»-ay at this
time by any pbyer who can odd to nny of thera, orcombine any of
Illcm mio other words by adding ono or more leltcns

f any pbver d..<covors an error of spelling in any woi-d given
out, he can Jaim u for his own by giving tho corrcctspelling

Any player may cali on another for lile definition of anv of liis
word», and Ii thc spelling be notcorrect fur thc word ofthatmoaning
he can claim it, a thoiigR corroctlv spellod for aiiotlior meaning.

N o unreasonabJe deby is permittod, as tho piajeri.cxi in turn can
play fhehaswaiicd ihrco raiiuitos, which he can compute by count-
ingslowly ihe number» tu one hundred and eighiy.

Here aro a few specimen words and clianges :

Am, ram, ream, crcani, scieam.

At, cat, can, cater, cantor, tiecanter.

W 'ig, twig, twhigc.

He, hcjn, lielin, licimet,

WHAT NOJSE 00£S THE 8EAVER MAKE?

Several months ago, I'm told, St. Nicholah
asked you this question, and out of many letters of
reply thai cnmc, ouly a few were baseci on actual
obseryatioii by thc wrltcrs. These aiiswcrs vou
shall hear now:

Bcrtha xM. S. describes a pet bcavcr that had
been given to a member of hcr family. She says
the noise it made ivas exactly likc thc cry ofa vcrv
young baby in distress.

John T, McS. says, “ It’'s a soft splash, that you

hear only once, just as thc beavcr turns from thc
clam it IS building.”
o im'|i G. li., a twclve-vear-old boy, living
m Urbana, Ohio, «rites: “ | want to tell vou
about the noise the bcavcr makcs. He makces it
with his tail. m using it as a trowel when he builds
his dam. It sounds like clapping your hand on
a Uoard or piece of hard earth.”



A CRAB-BAROMETER.

W IiLL, what shall I hear next? This vecr>- day,
1 have heard somebod)’ tell the dear Little School-
ma’'am about a kind of crab that is used by thc
nativos of the Chiloe Islands as a natural bavom-
etcr. It appears that the shell of this sensitive
little kicker is nearly white in dry weather, but
whenever it is cxposcd to moisture, little red spots
appear. These deepen and thicken acoording to
thc degree of clampncss lo which the shell is ex-
posed, until finally, in the rainy season, it bccomes
red all over. s ., , j

Illave any of you been to the Chiloe Islands, anci
have you ever’seen this particular sort of crab?
Is it a land-ci-ab ? 1suppose it is; for a water-eral),
scnsitive to dampncss, would n’t make a ver\- satis-
factory baromcter, 1 fancy. Or is it only a sort
of posthumous crab, whose real! life of usefulness,
st to speak, begins after his de.ath ? 'VVho knows.

WHY TUMBLER.

N'i.vcEKTenvK, Jiily sd.
1JGAK TACK-IK-rilE-Pi'i.l'lT: |
vuiiv lulv auostinn
Lo called
base

think 1 lime r.iimd nn ansm -r to
; Cctlain drinkiiis-vc'sols, uno oi two
tiiroblers, ihcy had a*pcrotcd
and cciild notbe set down wilh any Imuor m them. thus com -
pclling the dtinkcr lo finish liis ineasiire. Hoping llii» may be thc
corroct.miswei, 1 remain yoiirconslant leader, .
JIMMA LAKIIAN.

other young friendswrile that, accordingto somec
dictionarics, a tumblcrisa drinking-vesscl without

ccmurio”
or round

i-crc because

PVSSV;

a foot; and onc grown-up corrcspondcnt, curknisly
enough, says that a tiimblcrshould be called stiiin-
bler,°for it takes its fame from thc word stumble,
as it is “ a glass without a foot,” which could only
be set down empty, as it was sure to spill any fluid
left in it, g f

A little maiden of Birmingham, Lngland. alier
explaining that tumblers originally wcrc
pointed, so writes ;

made

1 really iliink that St. Nicholas [5 thc nicesi inagazino thnt
svas ever printed. Miss M coit deservcs a vote .if ihnnks (of her de.
hghtful »Spinning-wheelStorles." 1nm also very imich inieresied m
and svas so pleased
JdlmimoLiih among the number

I have 111 preparalion a 'salllum blcr (such as yon
ill tiilv), and 1 hope il will turn oiu a SIICCCSS.

‘Historio Ilkiys,’ lo see our Prince Hans of

..m-n
dcscribed

“ 1do notsee many letters from tnglish giris, bul several of my
little friends take your beaiilifnl magryine, and love it d~arlsv ~

“ Now, good.bye. W ith love to ‘Deacon lLreeti

aud the Little
School-ina‘ani,' I am.your tilllc friend,
THOSE AGED ANIMALS!

Thekk,, our time isup for this month,and 1

have not sliown\'ou, as 1 intended to do, moreof
lhe manv iiUcresting letters that hn\c been com-
ing in ever since | asked for facts from personal
knowlcdgc about ihc ages of horses and dogs,
But you shall

way, here ts something quite appropuate.

“ARE YOV THE LITTLE SCHOOL-MA’Am'S OTHER PET?



THE LETTER-BOX.

CONTRIBUTORS ."“vrc respectfiiny informcd that, between the
be examined at tho office of St, Nicholas.

coniribniions will

T he Floral Leiier printed on pagos 890-894 of this number will,

interest all flower-lovers among our readers, It is

letter written hy a gentleman to hts litile

we are cure,
copicd from a genuine
nephew, and though somewhat in the nature ofa pu2zle, it will be
found to convoy in its flower-language” some cxcellent hints.
A's the flowers representctl are nearly all of common vatielies, wc
think Oiir readers will have no difficulty iit deciphcring ihc Floral
Letter, since by substiruting the iame of each flower for tho picture
of it, tho sense and meaning wilJ be evident atonce. However, for
the beiieflc of those who may not care to study out the

themselves, we shall prini in next monih's Letter*box a key 10 II,

loiter for

which can then be compared with the original.

Paris, Frakecf,
Dear St. Nichoi.as: I am now vialiiug ihe beautiful city of
Paris. There are so many thing« of Interest hcre! | havc boen to
Ihe Palace of Versaillcs, which is be.tuiiful; saw the bed which
Loui« X 1V. died on, and Napoleén*.s carrlage. We alto saw a
pretty chateau which Marie Antoinettc built, her chapel, and a troe
which shc and Loiiis X 1V, planfed, | have also visited ihe oid dty
of Rouen,which is very Interesting; and | saw ihc spot whcrcJoan
of Are was burncd al ihe stako. 1 have to wait so long before you
come that it seems as if 1'll not receive you. | would likc tu wriic
more, but I am afraid | shad not havc my letter printed.
Your faithful reader, Madghb

Hdi'se, Watcu Hii.l, R. 1.
ibe July number a Icticr from
Charlie Delany, lellinghowthe Chinese imilated the plaie that the
gentlcman sene so exactly. Whcn | .showed it to my cousin, shc
said that some one had told her that a gentleman sent a pair of
pancaloons to a Chinaman lo llave another pair made likc iheni.
Unforiunatcly the oid pair had a patch in one of the knees, and
when the Cliinaman made the new pair, he cut a hole in the .same
knee fii which it had been in the oid pair, and patclied it.

Sincerely yours, Hkibn_E-___.

Primftox
Deak St. Nicholas: | i-ead

Rrooklyk, July r, X884.
Dear St, Nichotas: Pcrh”~s someofyour readers would like to
hear about a society a friend of*mine belongs to, Itis called “ The
Charlty Society." The reason ihey cali it “ Charity" is because
whenever any member says anything untrue or anything she wmild
be unwilling to repeat to the peison spoken of .sheis fincd one cent,
and when they have a large amount they use it for the bencfit of

some poor pctson J. L.

J, L.'s account ofthc “ Charlty Socicty’ will remInd many ofoiir
rcadcrs of the story entltled “ The S. F. B. P.,” printed in our last

number.

i? Bavrwatbr Terrace. London

My dear St. Nicholas: | havc no doubt that some of your
readers havc " viper's-grass" in their gardens. It generally flowers
ia June orJuly,and grows be.stin chalky soil. The seed somewhat
resembles the head ofa viper, and ii was fVvom thisarése theidea tliai
it was a cure for the biic ofthat repiile.

I believe it is also known as the * Ox-ioncue," and In France It
is called the n'veilU-malin [“ the morning cali” or “alarm-clock’ J,
The other dny I read a litde legend concerning this flower which 1
aend you, thinking that perhaps it mny Interest some ofyournumer*
cus readers.

One day St.
her way to school, and

Nicholas mct a Ilitle maiden weeping bitterly on
rouchcd by the sight of the child’'s grief, he
stopped her and inquired the cause ofher tears. “ W hy do you cry,
liltle one?” And the little gjrl ansvrered, “ Because i am late
again this morning for school, and whcn | getthere the teacher will
scold me and say | am lasy, hut I know that it is really not my
fault, for I can not proveni myself from waking up late, much as

ist of June and the X5th oi Scptember,
Consequently, those who desire to favor the magaaine wiih

please posipone sending their M SS. until

manuscripts can not conveniently

after the lasi-named date.

i would wjsh to do so.” Upon this, St. Nicholas placed his
hands on the child's golden hair, and said, “ Do ntn weep you will
not be scoldcd this morning; for I will pul back the hands of the
schotl-house dock and all the otherdocks in thevillage; butthis Is
for to iDy only. ‘I'ake ihis flower, aud for the future place Itat ihc
head ofyour bed and you v,ill wake early every morning ” And
saying, St. Nicholas brokc off a branch of the vjpers-grass and
gave Il 10 his Uttlc friend, and went away. After this che Iltile
girl was never late at school, and it soon Sécame known that shc
was always the first 10 arrive there. On her telling the vilbcers.
they nicknamed the flower the "morning cali.” \ité6 10 ihisday
when the villagers of Flanders wish to wake early in the morning
they place a branch oftho “ morning cali” by their bedsidcs.

I much enjo;*' reading your delightful paper, dear Sr, Nicholam ,
and hoping thxs letier will find a cérner In your Letier-box, as ItL
the first | have yet written to yon, believe me,your admiring reader

Violet M. C L

eveland, O hio

o

Uear bT. NicHOLAA: | have never wriiien lo you before, bnt
lo-day I thought I would, and ask you a question. We lvc in a
boardmg.house, and a boy rooms just across the halt. The othcr
day the boy carne in and asked me to como and scc an cxperl-

ment” of his; he got hj.« idea from a story in St. Nichotas of a
boy who burnt bark in a tea*kettle to makc gas.

He had taken an otd glass ink-bottle, filled it with scrap.s of paper
and bus of wooti, and set h on tlio cnalsin a grate; soon a son <f
smoke carne, which he lighted, and it had heen bunilng nearly half
an hourwhen | saw it, It went outsoon after, and when wc touk
the bolilc from the grate, the boiioni was mched out. We filled
another boltle with paper alone, and it burni, too. Now, was that
gas thatcarne from the mouth of the botiie? 1If so, what kin<l, and
how can paper makc gas? Your admiring reader,

BLANCIfE C. L eGOETT.

F; I he paper was not consumed, but burnt after v/e took the
botile fmm the grate

W hen any material, be itwood, paper, coal,oranything that will
bum, is exposcd to greathcai, gases of various kinds are evolved,
and thcsc, if minglecd with air, will If the air has access to
the material, the material itselfwill appear to burn, yet, in
If the material s inclo&ed in some vesscl, so

burn.
renliry,
only the gas biirns.
thiit the air can not get to it, and che gases are le<l away in a pipe,
they will burn, even If quite coid, the moment they meet the air and
a flame, (A good way lo try the expcriment is to fill ilie bowl of a
tobacco-pipc wiih dry sawdust, cover ihe top of the bowl with clay
or plasterofParis, and to thrust the bowl of the pipe in the coals of
a fire, and leave llic stem projcciing from the stovc. Soon a yollow
from the pipe, and, if couche<l| with flame, will
On breaking open the bowl of the pipe

The

smoke will escape
burn as a tiny gas flame,
the wood will be found reduced to charcoal. charcoal will
burn, butwith a palé flame, showing thata part of lhc gas has been
extracted. Such an experlmcntis called “ dcsiruciive di«tia(ion,”
because lhc gas and some other producis aredistilled out oftlie wood

in a retort, and the wood isdesiroyed in the proceas.)

_ ~ Paris, Il1.
Deak St. N ichotas:| thought !l would writc to you and tell
you about my dollsand cats, | fiave a great many ofthem, I wlll

My littiest is ihc baby doli; her iame is Mary
onc is named Queen Victoria.
is namcd Emma

tell you their fiames.
Anderson, and | have uvo more;

Shc is my finese doli, and | have another which
Abbot. Then I havc two cais, which are named Hamlet and Still
Bill. 1 am nine years oid, and | like your magazine very much.

Yours tnidy, AL ]e

San Rtrnardino, Cai_, June 29, X884,
Dear 5t. Nichotas: | have never seen any letters from Southern
California in the St. Nick, so 1thought I would write onc and &cc
ifii would be printed,
We are having very pleasant weather and

hcre, everything Is



gr«n and fresh. | think the “ ScarletTanager” and “ Marvin and

L BoyHuntcrs" CtxRsnCE H. R-

CoLLEOE Ave.
are two giris

, No. a6.

nvA» St who think the St.

NiCHOU-est W e

write to yon and

would like v«y Heuex ane M.-.N.E.

Thebe should be a flavorofsaltin our report Ibis month, for 1lis

developing in thc sea-sido laboratory oftho Boston

History, in ciése compaitionship with lobsicrs

r,rhL T and star-fish
of an « e |

, crabs, hy
,in view of rolling waves, and am.d the whil-

iiroeze. A company of eatnes. studcnts .are tu
work at the various tables, and among them we note w.th pleasu

“I"rnTyTo=.0tSIrA~"-LV<tI. "

il tms. \
spenta month of constant siudy on the lobster, noting « '« “ 'y *

j.r~cruiruu Zooto”. All the parts asdcscribed hy the ¢

generous ofiers &om Profs. Jordan and Grinnell.

BhOOMINC.TON
. Nichotas forJune

, ISDI-ANA.

DeauSie: In Sr

, page 66., | notice a cali

fot a mspeciahsi on fish. answer any ques-

tfol,nrfile7& pufelnr~rnrnn of your young corre.

Spoiidolusmay ask. Yours ry Y, g

A Park Row, Nr.w YoiiK, June 30,,1884.
Vour.n.~eUtin*h.~~hand-book"~"
ciationhasjust fallen into~"~ -

DUAR S ,r:

stro.igly w

every
and the obiocts of the Aa
siudentofScience, 'ho' > . eoneratulations to vou as thc
10,you for h'yd"'y L

It n.nst .always be a source of tho
ongiofitor of ihe of-ld

- vou bave m this way
greatest congratulalton to sol ,.l.iidre, of our
helped to hroadon out the Uves ot N ,0 ynur associatcon
comitty, And no 'i"""'* ° J % " rriion‘'ce

in the years
»ging your hand-book, it has
N Lh,ta,;igeneralknowledgcof
,s|.ance lo somcofyour inemSers.
eoeLaI y, and 1 should

there will be many who
that are 10 come. Af'cr '
occurred to h'«¢'I'h'3’h™"."Cs°"f..
orth nlorloa birds
ghErAN T B AR Sican nrnithologyis m)g/

bnund :

“T kS~ "u donkey called San. He

too high for him; so a tall horse, narned
down with his mouth for Sain to pick them. 1|

month, and | shall have apa
T

for the pleasant

Ostrander,
Louise Joyncs, J. C. W , Nellie W .,
Haitie S.

topics that will bo disoiissod in tlie meeting ate i
t-Lrtosof Chancera-

iLogy,

Asscnbly oithe A. A .:

pLS

Ayt T tid T?~ntem ber ad

Un
to ihemcmbecrs,

N Ja

convemion W.U i j.op .aad
dcUverod by m)/ He’\ry Electrioal Exhiliuion.

Bedeoep Pabk, Enoland, June 23.
Nicholas: 1 have two years of ray St.
oncis red an'd one blue.

Deab St Nicholas
1 \iki the fairy-stories and poetry

liked apples, h.it they grew

piy
shall he six next

t A
S yovir iriend, m

w e tlitank our giri and boy friends. whose namc» are here g.vei.

letters wc have received from thera. We would

bo glad to publish their letters if there were room_ At ttts we
can only acknowledge ihcm by narne; Lonm.o F_ Hrik Meruo
M Roed Ida G., H. H. C

o+ A. M. N., J. L.S
Fbronoc C. 1"’

Chvrry Wood, \iv.a Blair,

., Lilium E.
Elizabeth Alling,

Masén, Gertrudc Hoffoid.

forty-first report.

he haoDV 10 idonlify any specimens that may be sentto me by an
I.sf.rLfthoA A

™ Shonir»y of them
hesitare to cali upon me.

y
ortobeof Service 10 them in anyolher way.
require hclp about our b.rds, pray do not

Yours~especl/uhy”_AAnn_n~  An

The CoHVESTION.

THE Secretary ot the Philadelphia Asserahly reports that a very

large number oi Chapters l.nve signilied thmr intontion "'.'hoding a
deleeaie or delogaics to the oonvont.onon bcplembeta.

Amoag thc

Methods of work
the uso of the microscope;

practical work in

conchology, ornithology, and entomology

sert thc following cordbl letter of i.n-.tat.on from the Ph.ladelph.a

pHtLADELRH.AJuly at, .884.

S Ifr?2L ;2 AtlctSrthalniimion re
.id f Septer~ber

hLt

,weibink itwell to also extond an mvuat.on

,at 8 r.si., a recoption will be.given
Wednesdav and Thursday morningw, vi*iis wil
Natural Sciences and tbe Zoolopcal

un Wsdncsday and Thursday aftcrnoons,

sessions of the
Gardens, on

Wodnesday evening a lectura will be
~g on Th.uratkiy

modatioiis For visiong

convemion, on iiiid
Hotel, 1524

Fnd Hotel. All mcmliets are reuuesied

citv, and obtain tickets fot thc

A circular giving ° This has bcen sent to
and hotel accommpdationshas tee will be mailed 10 others

all Chaptera answenngour *

" "o~,0inijng reducetl railroad ratcs

isueo

upon apphcauon. R6iiert T. Taylob,

Seo'y Philndelphb Assembly.
Address oominunioa.ions to P. O. Box 259. Philadelph.a, Pa.
The warm months of summer do no. bring the usual decreasc in
Ihe numberof new Chapters formed.



New Chapters

No. Name. No. os/fAuUfuoen. Aridress.
670 Wright's Grove, 1(. 4- Myron Hunt (care Millerand
Hunt),
671 l.yndon, V.. 12. .M iss Alice E. Hall.
672 Chicago (W ). ..x6,,Noble M, Eberhart, i6r Ca
Salle St,, Room 75,
673  Milu'niikec, Wis, (Bj .. ... 9..Mrs. F, L. Atkins
674 WasKliigcon, D, C, (T) . ... j .Spenccr A. Searlc.
$75 Ncvvpori, K. 1. (D)., 4 Henry M. Soonpcr, 169
) Broad W'ay,
676 Hurlinglon, N. J. (B)... = 45 c, p-Smith, Jr., Box232
677 Milwaukcc, Wis. (C). | 4 Misc Lizzie Jordan, 142
3d Se.
678 Taunton, Mass, (CC . . ., 5 .DanielJ, Mehegan,
$79 De Pere, WU, io,.Banon L. Parker,
6&0 Peona, 11, (E).. “ .. 4. GuscavKlecnc,2xOFourth St.
681 Garden City, L I..N.V, (Bi 5 C.W. Clark
682 Phlladelphia, Pa. (W) mm SmJames E, Brook», x86s Norih
o 24th Sr.
683 Louisville. Ky. (C).., 4 ..Will C. Cope, i8x8 Barrer
Ave.
Rboifcanizrd.
34S Toromo, Cafiada (A).. /..David Howell, 57 Olouce.,-
ler St.
DfSSOLVBD,
X44 Mt, Vernon, N V.
Notes.
u * rivi>ivirdown.— T\\fiphenomcnonis thus explained by
Prol, VVood, in " Common Objects of ihc Country” : The frog
showers, of which we so often hear, are occasioned, not by lie

actual descefiioffrogs from theclouds, but, probably, from the genial
influence of ihe moisture on the young frogs that have been already
Jiatched and dcveloped, and have been biding iheir lime before
danng lo veniure abroad.

ir6, AUncus cynthia. — In answer to "X ,” Atiacus cyuthia Is
a moth of thc Atiacns group ofthe famUy LeyiUofitcra. h is more
propcrly called SamM cynihia. The cocoon oithis motJi is used for
Ilhe manufacture of silk, which is of good qualliy. I he moth can
be rmscd m ehi» coiuury in ihc open air, It feed.son the aliantns
J. K. Koardman, Augusia, Me,

117 rz/fr/Z/no.— Hearing thc note of a Bohcmian
chatierer, I determened, if pr.ssible, lo find oui \vhat it was doine
away from iis companions. It soon flew from ihe trcc on which it
had aljghted, and before long a whole flock of ihe birds camc lo ihe
same tree and beg”n eating the berrios. TlIns .seems lo show that
the birds, having nearly stnpped onc tree of its fruit, had sent thi»
bird 10 find a new feeding-place.— Chas. Keeler.

1x8. Cow.birri.— In Sr. Niciiot.A.t for March is a communlealion
Irom o member of ihe A. A., siating thatfour eggs of thc cow-bird
were found in ancst of ihe wood-thnish, and asking ifany parallel
found a yellow

Bohemiati

case ha» been noied. In the summer of x88i, |

wmrbler nesi of six cggs, Ilwo of ihe warbicr and four of thecow .
Dinl. 1 took the nest. About two weeks later | found another
nest of the warbler, not ten feci from the firetone. In Ii werc two
eggs of thc cow.bird and onc of the warbler I took only the
Jormecr. A few days later | found anoiher cow-bird’s cgg in the
~me nest,and removed it. ‘Flic nextlimc |I obtained lwo more
Ji was becoming mteresring. Next day. to my surprise. I found

The warbler'» cgg”™ wcre on the

the nest empiy, and much torm
I concluded

ground beneath it, and each one had a hole picked in it,
H. Rimey, Beth-

lehem V r An«nged herwrongs,— H.

1x9 /Vfl«4vZ/«<VT.— The AHacus />romethca (Harris), or Callos-
tma F>i>mcthea (Saiinders), is the most common of the large moth»
here. It» «xcoons are found m numbcrs on magnolia.trees in car-
dens J wish that members of the A. A. in di/Terent places would
tell UShiaw lhenumber of ihcscmoth.s compare.swilh ihai of oihers

hkc thc Polyhhcmus and Ci-cropia, for cxample.— C. hi Hewins
Kartfor~l, Conn, !
J20. — While cxploringa skite Icdge for pyrites. | found a

place where lhe slate seemed lo have undcrgone a curious chance
Pieccs could be broken ofT m the same rectangular foim as usual«
butinstead of being hard and britile, it was very soft and slightlv
W jll somc one tcll me If this decompositlon of slaic 1? a
common occi I can not finci any mcntion of itiii ray min-
3\)'? P . cw:l'a” E=fo>-labelcdfoMlls.— R.

. Wood, Jr , Jamaica Plain, M.ass.

121. Dannis— | have \n\naDrtnais nnhip/-ns m locust. Tlicre
werc no millcwccils aiiywhcro noar ihat the larvffi could havo
crawled from heforc chansing 10 llicchrysali.s Can anv one tell me
where 10 send for'mMotri.i'sSynopsis ofthe Lcpidopleraof N A "
I-Viued by lhe Smitlisomaii Insi. ?— E. H. Piercc, Auburn, N. Y .’

132. What!iur~ | am too young to lielong to ihe A. A., butJ
iiKe to iv.nch biigs and insects. I can print quite well, but 1 eet
Papa 10 wnte wh.at | ivant tu icll and asfc you. | found on a leaf
ol a mormng-glory .a liiile ivinged bag, shaped like tho common

moisi,

rrcnce, a,

lady.biig. Il was of ihe most bnlliant gold color, looking like a
drop of puré gold lhe tipa of iB feel were like Eirusimn gold
Around thc border of its back, overlapping ihe body, was a ihin
him thai looked like gUss. Around iis sjdcs iherc seemed lo be a
row of beadmg, or lutlc denis inio the golden edge. 1puiitinto a
clcar glass boule. Aftera little rime its color began rochante imiilit
was a dark bnck red, wiih ihree black spots on each wing. 1 then
colaleafhkcthe oneon which I had found it, and putitinio the boitle
U immediately crawled on it, and soon its color changed back lo the

bnght §old. Ihe black spots went away. Is thU a lady-biiE”
M argic r, Kitchei, Hamilioii, Texas.
Ccmpfdi.— i have found out why the cocoon« of Aitacits

The sapsuckcr makes them in
I happened to catch him ai

cec”pia often have slits In ihe side.
order to r~ch the pupa, which it eais
It.— Bradley M, Davis

X24. Croivs.— One fact thatstruck me particiilarly was that iheir

ihe tnhers, and .seemed to have grearer power

ot Ifight. He generally kept at thc head of the flock, bul once he
tunied, and so”ing ahovc the rest flew 10 thc rear; ihen turuine
back, he out*flew the others, and again reachcd the he;«d of ihc
moving company.— L, M, H.

325. MusA.ntt.— We vtvt a musk*rat go ihrough a hole in the
ice, and soon return with a clam. 1i pricd the shell open, and ate
the clam. It did this about ten times in sncce.csion. {nce it boi
onetoo big to open, and threw ii back Into the waler.— W. M. Clme.

126. Crkktd— W hile walking onedaV. | carne acrofi» one cricket
bur~ing ano”er. | remove<lit aboui ihree fcel from ihc dead onc,
r>ut 11 camc directly back. Is it common for crickets to bury each
othcr?— W. H. White, Si. Johnland, N. Y.

r¢7, PA'CtiinQ prhnrosG.— \ have had au Opp6j Luuiiy of seeing
Ihis month some evening primroses— curious flowcre ihai open m
ihc greatycllow

twjhght. Thcy unfolded in a series ofjerks, and

nower gave oli a strong perfume, thai seemed Intoxicaiing to a
nijmher of hummling.bird moths that hovered about, and lot
themselve» bo easily caughi in the hand, Afierdark 1 pas.eed by

again, and found the uncanny flowers plainly swaying about in thc
darkness, whilc all about them wcre perfectly srlll, Of course |
should have examined the way ihcy were attached, but | am sorry
lo say that I did nol.— C,

is8 [In answer 10 ihe question, “* W hat causes, and wha *« ihe
blue part of thc fiame next to the gas-jet?” It is ihe

In it thc carb6én and hydrogen of ihc fiame are in a high

recuiung

flame, and
State of igniiion, and are inclosed from the aimosphere hy thc siir-

rounding flame.j

Exchakges

W aier-snail5, 'peirified mos.s,and fossil shcHs — Barton L Parker
De Pere, Wis, ’

Birds' eggs,— H. W, Davis, North Granvilie. N. Y , and W V
Abel], Easihanipion, Ct.

Cotion-plantwith cotion-moth, foriron orsea-weed.— R. S. Cross

W est Poini, MIsfiissippi.
Carnets, ciays, and niarbic, for eggs and mineral.™ <jf thc W esi

— D, W. Rice, Brandon, Vi.

Minemis and msecis, for eggc and sllk-worm egg.s.— Carleton
Gilberi, 1x6 Wildwood Ave,, Jackson, Mich.

Birds' cggs.— Hariy U. Bailey, Princecon, Illinois.

Lr~dis.fly cases W rite firsi, Harry B, Hinnan, Chase's Lake,
Lewis Co., N. Y,

Drawings of moths, butterflies, ele— W, E. W atts 22x6

Moj~an Si,, Se. Louis, Mo,
Missouri granice, W ritc firsc.
ton Ave., Se, Louis, Mn.
Corrcspoudencc wiih distant Clmpters, wlih a view 10 cxcli<inge.e
— Max Greenbaum, Sec, Ch. 654, 433 Franklin Se,, Phlla. Pa.

Frank M. Davis, 2857 Wa.~hintr-
®

Qi'ERirs.

W hatcauses the light in a fire.fly ?
W hat i< ihc largest flowcr In ihe world ?— Sec. 601.

A large number of imercsting Chapier reporis must go over until
next month. W e must, howevcr, inscrt ihi>ionc:
RosEViLi.i: AoAfisiz Chaitcr,June 24, 1884.
long time since our club has sent a report, it
W ¢ have notaccom -
increased lo

KEunKT OP THii

Ahhough le Is a
na* been siriiggling on and doing somcwork,
dished all wc had hoped to do, but our miml>er has
ihirty-iwo members. W c have a regular place of mcciing, have had
inanynew contrlbucions li oiircablnet, have parcha.ecda Polynpiicon,
thc laiest edltlon of “ Chambers's F.ucyciopedia,” wkh ouis and en*
gravings, and have formed ihe nucleiis for a circulating library.
Resides our regular forinlghtly meetings, wc have had two leetures
And a very fine microscopio cxhibiiion, with a fecturc on thc laws
of light — SaraDonAch, Scc.

Addrcss alj commanications lo ihe presidcnt,
H.iRtAK H. IUllard,

Principal of I>cnox Acadciny, l.cnox, Mass.



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

DIAMOND.

X. A consananc. 3. A chariot of war. 2. A tliin board iipnn
which a pielure is painled, 4. A specles oflynx. 5. Extravagam
in opinions. C. Repeated 7, Plaited strings, 8. A boy 9. A

consonain ‘LvoN Hakt."

AN Afill.4>rs.

T me works of a famons Englisli
novelisc:
1. ObiVane

2. The Kirn Owl.

3. Artin the Qtiay

4. Leon Hneil's ufrering-

5. Dolly OQuarlm,

6. Riiilend Cate.

7. The Il'ar’'s Money daisv.

ZKSZAO.

ENCH of ihti words «lcscribed

comalns slv letters. j'be zigzag

begins at thc npper left-hand cor*

ner and filames a fatnous sione.

The lirst leticr of che fifih word, the .sixth lelter of the sevemh word,

the fiMt leticT of ihe ninth word, and thc hrst and fourth leticrs of

the tweifihword wUI spcil ihe nameofihe coumn~from which it carne.
Cross-wori>s: i, A famous Egypcian pyramid. 2. Notsingular.

3, A.wind. 4. Sullen 5. A division ofthc globe 6. A
riddle. 7, Hatred. 8. A bird which ts often kept for a
pei, 9. Freely. 10. Sacrecl songs. ix. A halo. 12.

An Instrnment for
13 (Jorrects. 14,
15. A puzzle. 16.

poiindIng subsiances tn a mortar.
scal to be placed on a horsc*s back.
Injury. ‘“ALCIDIADSS.

Spni'REP (lie iiotscd sleepa oyu
Om het ayw mosc oplecp od,
Ud ouy kilnh eth lowhc radcone
Liwl eb dreailc sloj orf oiiy'r
Nad stin li, ym oby ro Ihg,
Eth linces, siabvrt lanp,
Teavrhew sccom m nestdo moce
Ot od eth sebi oyu nac?
I'tIANK.

crnE .

The same letier may rcplaco every figure In thc diagram.
From 2 to 3, ihe lastpartif an odc; frum 4 to 5, to evade; from
6 10 7, a rapacious birtl; from 3 to 5, a mnrgin; from a to j» a
lake of Norih Anierlcu ; from i in 6, pertulning to the ancient
inhabiianis of Scoiland ; fonn 4 10 6, lo Inve~l; from 5 lo 7, to oblti

orate; from a to r. to run away, dvcil.
11OrniiE AITIOSTIC.
Primai-s: H ow iiimiy perished on ihis famous fcld,
FivAL.s: Thal this proud desput might be forced to yield.
CfiosS'WanDS;
X. Tlils god in Scandlnavian tnyth we find.
And Ollic day of tlie week keep' him in mind.
2. The Taj Mahal wc in thisrlty scc,

A wonder of the world, as all agrce

3 The ])rudent Dulchman, In the davs<](yore,
On ihis gay bio.ssom SQuandorcd all M« .store

4. This nymph
We

in rocks,
never see her,

in cave.« or hill« we scck;
bul we bear her speak.

5, Greatest of painiers!
He early died,

glorious was bis fame!
but kft a deathle.ss fiame.

6, Tliis gallant Frenchinan,
Gave US hu« help, our

noble, young,
libertlc.s to save

and brave,
7 In Arden’s pleasant wood he found bis joy,—
Hls lady-love dlsgulscd as shephcrd*boy.

. Those thnt have me never will
W liat bravo Uthello said,

be forlorn.—
“ Alas, was gone!"

weiu's.
T he answer to ihe above rebus Is onc of “ Poor Richard s” inax-
ims, addrcsscd lo ihosc who are inclined lo be too veniuresome.

fIATA".S<irAlUI.

1. A fugitive 2,
color. 5.

Harmony
Deep dcjcction.

3. A cavlty. 4. Ofa whitisli-gray
6. A uscful nrlicic 7, In A.ssyrian,
droHdi: K. S.

JH>1 » 1jJE ]>IA<iONALS.
The diagonais (rcading downward) from
meaning perlalning lo a common metal;

meaning percaliung lo a valuablc melal.

left to right form h word
from righi lo left, aword

Cr<jss-wohds ; i. Affccdénate, 2. Any phcnomenon in thc
almosplicre 3. Loyalty. 4. Wct and miry. 5. Yeasi, 6, A
pcople. " SI'MMIiIH tIOAHDEH "



D(>i:U-f51.A8si.

The central letters, read downward, wijll spell the fiame of a
Shakcspearean hero,

Cross-WORDS; I, A learned man. 4, lo take captive. 3. A
pronoim. 4, In summer. 5. To employ with diUgence. 6. Mild.
7. To wnreon the back of, emma and ada.

‘TUA” PUZZDE.

Ip tea is not ready, whcn yon cali in response lo an invitation to
lea, what ought you todo? The ptoblem is tu deciplier the aiiswcr

given in the foregoing illustration. c, \v. d.
W O liu SYNCOPATIONS.
Examplti?: Syncopaie a small boy from an tlness, and leave a
month ofblossoms. Akswrk: Ma-iad'y.

1. Syncopate to bind from a person under medical treatment, and
leave to gasp, 2. Syncopaic a prononn from in what place, and
leave a pronoun. Syncopate a part of the head from closesi. and
leave a certain habitation. 4. Syncopate an offer from prohibidng,

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN

Hiddp.n Fishes. i, Shad. 2. Mackerel. 3. Whale, 4. Hake.
5. Blue. 6- Sword. 7. Mnssel. 8. Cat, 9. Irikc. 10. Dog. ix.
Uyster 12. Clam 13. Haddock. 14. Gravling. 13 Broam.
16. Rudd. 17, Chubb, x8. Carp ro. Roach. 90. Pcrch. 21.
Smelt. 24. 'JVoui. 23, Cod. 24. Slrark. 25,Plckcrul. 26,
Scup. 27. Salmén. 28. Bass. 29, Tench. 30, Hel, 31, Por.
poise 32. Dace.

An Extract from lzaak W alton. “As no man Is born an
ariisi, so no man js bora an angler.”

RiDDi.E. Ohvcr (Cromwell), 011, ire, ore, lie, roe, roe, rol, vic,
rove”™ role, over, rivc, Riel, Jove, viol, veil, evU, olive, liver, live, Eli,
Levi, Loire

Pi. " If we had no fauics,we should inke no pleasure in remark*
ing chose ofothers; if we had no pride, wc shouid not perceivc it In
another.” RocHEFcu'CAULD,

COoMBINATION Puzzle, i. Mares, smear, mms. 2. Large, lagcr
real. 3. Maple, ampie, malo. 4. Dales, leads, sled Syncopatcd
letters, iranspased, page.

WORD-SQUARG. x. Dcpart. 2. Editor. 3. Pintic, 4. Atula. c.
RoKed, 6 Treads.

The uames ofthose who send Solutions are printed in Ihc second number oftcr that in w-hich the puzzles appear.

and leave wading, 5, Syncupace an anide of food from enireaied
and leave ihc bottom of a slrcam. $. Syocopate amouni froni
recommenccd, and leave a pastoral pipe.

The ioitial letters of the syncopaicd words spell the iame of the
capital of Hceolia, In ancient Greece. abl

TUIANIILJA.

15
I. In fringc; 2,9, a note in musk: from 3 to 10, cunning; from
4 to Il, arapid ouiAowing; 5 to 12, a Shakcspearean licro; from C

10 13, to declare positively; from 7 10 *4, a pei-son designaicd by

another: from 8 to 15, afflictcd; from i 108, airocious; fnmi x to 15,
peneirated. v, s. i\
rUOUUESSIVE niAWON'DS.

I. X Imopened. 2. A cadelamb. 3. Partofa flower. 4. Hn\-
ing petais. 3. A kind of habit worn by the Jews. 6. Conducied.
7. In opencd.

n. X. Inopened. 2 A step. 3. Dough, 4, Partufa hoise’
leg, 5, Austc 6. | hefiame by which tho sea-eagle, orosprcy, i>
known in Scotland. 7. In opened. “ hiix foi«p."
THE AUGUST NUMBER

OcTAGONS, I, 1, Tar. 2- Urged. 3. Trallcr. 4, Agitate.
Related. 6. Dctcr 7. Red Il. 1. Cap. 2, Lares 3, Camaui.
4. Artisan. 5. Pcasant, 6, Stand. 7, Ant

Nouamerical Enigma.

" How empty lIcarning, and how vain is art,
But as it iiiends the Jife, and guides the heart!”

A rkow-hbat. Across: 1, Alder 2. Aulic. 3. Copal 4. Tapcr
5. Helcn,

R etus, The Queen of Hearts, slie made some taris,

All on a summer’'s day.

M rtamurphasks. 1. Black, clack, crack, crock, cronh, cronn,
crown, brown. 2. Rome, rope, pope, poro, pork, York. 3, Basic,
ba.ste, caste, cast.s, cans, pans, Paris, 4. Homcr, hoines, houefi
bones, boros, bares, bariis, Rums. 5. Bear, bean, lean, l.eon, lion.
6. Bird, bind, bend, heni, best, nest. 7. CUve, gave, cave, cake,
lake. 8. Coid, hold, held, head, heat. 9. Risc, rile, file, fill, fnll.

CHARADB. Barbarian,

Novel Acrostic. Second row oflcttcrs, Parthenon; fourtb row,
Colasseum Cross-words; i. aPaCc. 2, cAnOii. 3, URiLI. 4
sToOp. 5.cHcSl 6.dEnSe, 7.sNeEr. 8 fOrUm. 9.cNcMy.

Answers should be

addressed to St. N ichotas “ Riddlc-box,” careofTur.Centurv Co,, 33 East Scvcnteenth Street, New York €4y .

to PtzzLES IN THEJunk N umber worc icceived, too late for acknowledgmecnt in the AugiLst number, from Bella and Cora

“«t»
«rS"'’ Germany, 7— “ Three Simflowcrs,” London, England, 2— No Name, 7— Francis \V. IsUp, Lelcesier, Enelond, 10 —
vVillic bhcnxton, o— “ Eggs,” London, England, ix.

Answer. TO ALL THE Purzi.ES ik the Jfi.v NI'Mbeh wcrc received, ljcforo July co, from Maggie T. Turrill— Frederick Winthioi)

raxon — " Shumway Hen and Chickens.

" Peppcr and Mana,”
Mouche and Mero,”

Oertrude and Bcssie, 3 —
Alicc 1, Palfrey, x—

Mamma, 2—
Linma Usgrave, 2

ix — Vivia Blair,
9 -Arthur E.

eorge,
Cabcll Chadwick, 1— * Kansas Boy," 2- Dycio, ; —
Hydc, 3— Mary P, Stockett, xo — §afdie and Hessiu
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