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“Five cents fine, Master Jack !” shouted Kitty.
“You said ‘choused me out of my turn’; and
‘choused’ is slang.”

“ Nonsense, Kitty ; ‘choused’is a good diction-
ary word, | 'm sure. Let 'ssee if’'tisn’'t”

Tlie children dropped their mallets and rushed
into the library to scttle the question.

“ What now, young wliirlwinds?” asked Mr.
May, looking up from his work.

“ Oh, | beg your pardon, Unele Jack,” said
Kitty; “ but we 've such a habit of slang that wc
agreed to fine ourselves five cents every time wc
used it, to stop the habit; and 1 said ‘chousc’
was slang, and Jack said it was n't, and is n’t it,
Unele Jack ?”

* Well, it certainly was slang,” said Unele
Jack, “ but | suppose it is n't now, though Web-
ster, | believe, calis it ‘low.” When a word has

been tolerated in a language for nearly three hun-
dred years, and for half of that time, perhaps, has
been seen in the good society of wcll-brcd words,
I think it deservcs a place. Thcre 's an odd bit
of history wrappcd up in that word ‘choused," as
thcre so often is in our rich English specch.”

“ Tcll USabout it. Unele Jack.”

“ Well, you all know how alivec England was in

the reign of Elizaljeth with thc spirit of advcent-
ure and discovery. The finding of America was
still

a new wonder to be gossiped about. There
were wavs and expeditions on cvcry sidc ; and every
plucky young Englishman wished to sail away to
find a new inheritancc with his ship, or conquer

an oid one with his sword. A great many young
fellows, with more ambition than money, offered
their Services to foreign powers- One of these
soldiers of fortune, Sir Robcrt Shirley, was em-
ployed by the Grand Scigncur and King of Persia,
and sent on various missions. the most important
being a commercial embassy to England. By this
time King James was on the throne, and anxious
to cncourage the tradc with Turkey and the East,
which Elizabcth’s advisers had begun

in a small
way, about twenty-five years before. So this
shvewd Sir Robcrt sent over a Turkish or

envoy, in advance of his own coming, to get the
good-will of thc Lnndnn merchante in the Persian
and Turkish trade. The entcrprisiiig c/u‘aus cx-
erted himsclfso succcssfully that he pocketed some
four thousand pounds of their money (a large sum
for that time), and ran away with
master to stand thc
him,

it, leaving his
loss and the laugh against
as best he could; for thc tavern wits were
as much delighted to get hold of a bit of new slang
as you ave, children, and they adopted ‘chiaused’
(now become ‘choused’) in lhe sense of ‘defraud-
ed,” just as you boys, Jack, would now say ‘ chis-
elccl,” 1 suppose. You will find it in Ben Jnnson
and in Shirley as slang, and in Landor, two hun-
dred years afterwarci, as good English.
see, in the etymology of one

So you
little word you get

a glimpsc of English life in thc sixteenth and
scvcntecnth centuries.”

“ That's bully '— " began Jack.

“ Five cents fine for you !” shouted Kitty.



“Ot, | know that's slang, and I 'll pay up. But
a chap can't break off all at once. | noticed you
said ‘plucky,” Unele Jack, and we thought plucky
was slang. | suppose we can use it now ?"’

Mr. May stniled. “ Good English, ray boy,”
he answered, “ 1 take to be the English of the
best usage. Thackeray was a master, and he
used ‘piuck’ and ‘plucky’ constantly,— as why
should n't he ? If ‘heart’ and ‘hearty ' are good
words, ‘pluck’ and ‘plucky,” which come to us by
the same road, certainly are. Pluck was butchers’
slang once, but it proved too good a word to
lose."

“ It seems to me,” said Kitty, doubtfully, “ that
you defend slang, Unele Jack,— at least, ancient
slang. And Mamma says it is so vulgar, and a
sign of such mental poverty, that she had made
US ashamed of it.”

“ It ’s likc that oid verse about treason, Kitty,”
observad young Jack.

“ “Treason doth never pposper, W hat's ihc reason?

WV.y, if it prosper, none daré cali le treason/

Unele Jack wontrecognize new-comers, but when
all the nobs take ’'em wup, he ’'ll shake hands.
I cali that time-serving, How do yoit
know, Unele Jack, that there may not be just as

myself.

good fellows in our slang list as ‘chouse’ or
‘plucky ' ?”
“1don’'t,” said Mr. May. ‘““But the fact that

your slang so soon goes out of fashion is the chief
argument against it. It’'s at least a year since
| 've heard you say ‘that’s the kind of hair-pin 1
am, or ‘how ’'s that for high,” and perhaps twice
‘get up on
Some

as long since you 've threatened to
your ear’ or to ‘put a head on ' anybody.
new flowers of speech have grown up in place of
those forgotten ones, | daré say; but the chance
is that they 'll prove equally rootless.”

“Well, they were a rum lot, that's a fact,” re-
marked Jack, regretfully. “ But Il don’'t tliink the
new ones are quite so flat.”

“That's the mistake you youngsters make.
You are taken in by a novelty. Now, itseems to me
that ‘money,” for example, is a good sonorous
word, sufficient for its purpose, and witli a pretty
bit of history attached, for it comes from the Latin
maneta, the adviser, a simame of Juno, in whose
temple silver was first coincd by the Romans, in
the third century before Christ, about the time
thatRome was making herself mistress of ail Italy,
and beginning to amuse her leisure with gladia-
torial shows. And | can’t truthfully say that any
of the substitutes of which you and Kitty seem so
fond, ‘chink,” ‘the rhino,” ‘the rcady,’
‘the needful,” ‘the tin,” ‘spondootcks,” and some
half-dozen more, appear to me either so c.xpressivec,

such as

or so poetical, It strikes me, also, that ‘boy’ or
‘man’' means as much as ‘cove,’” ‘chao,’ ‘ cnriop- >
0l- ‘duffer.”” ®

“ Unele Jack,” said Kitty, “ | 've seen some of
those very words in the stories in St. Nicholas
Ave they any better in print? ”

“ Not a bit, my dear. But if the story concerns
a slangy boy, frontiersman, or hunter, or
sailor, or pereons in any regién of country or walk
of life which gives them a speech peculiar tothem-
selves— characteristic, prevaihng, what we cali ji
then, see, these peopL
people unless they spoke after
their peculiar fashion. Their phrases must belong
to their place in the world, and their occupation,
as much as their clothes.”

“ 1 catch on,” said the incorrigible Jack.
ahcnd, Unele !just wax us !”

“ 1 don’'t suppose you are unusually quai-rel.
some, Jack, but 1have certainly heard you propose

or a

dialect, in fact— you

would n't be real

“ Go

to ‘whale,” ‘lick,” ‘larrup,” ‘leather,” ‘lay oui,
‘“tan,” ‘whack,” ‘wallop,” ‘maul,” ‘pummel,’
‘pay out,” ‘lash,” ‘lam, ‘fix,” and ‘whop’ one
or another of your fcllow-beings. You both

say ‘grab’ or ‘prig’ for ‘take’; you say ‘hook

it,” or ‘bolt,” or ‘make tracks,” or ‘mizzle,” or
‘walk your chalks,” or ‘absquatulate,” or ‘cut
sticks,” or ‘vamose the ranch,” or ‘leg it," if
you mean to go out or to run away. You cali

shoes ‘brogans,” and watches * tickers,” and clothes
‘togs,” and food ‘grub, and feet ‘trottcrs,” and
talk ‘ gab,” and your house your ‘diggins.” Any-
thing fine or unusual you pronounce ‘stunning’;
to be rich or fashionable is to be ‘swell’ or
‘nobby’; great people are ‘swells’ or ‘nobs,’ and
to be poor or in trouble is to be ‘down on your
luck.” No'v, these are mere random quotations
from your every-day speech. If I should set my-
self to remember, | could doubtlcss repeat to you
a hundred words and phrases still more senseless.
if possible. Do you wonder that your mothcr
thinks such a dialect vulgar and poverty-stricken?”

“ Unele Jack,” said Kitty, eagerly, “ it does
sound shocking from you. But somehow it never
did before. And slang is so much more exciting
than diclionary words, you know, and it seems as
if our talk would sound perfectly prim and starcliy
without it.”

“ Yes, Kitty, | say the
slang to well-taught children, like you, is the sense
of adventure and excitement you get with it. You
are like tliose oid borderers wlio had cattie enough
of their own, but found the chiefdelight of life in
making forays across their boundary to ‘lift’ tlie
W e eldcrs have
it, and
this

daré real charm of

lean kine of their
outgrown the fun, if we ever appreciatcd
object to the thcft. For you see, children,

neighbors.



jargon of yours comes from the very lowest
sources. It is the familiar spcech of people too
ignorant to express their few ideas in decent
English. It 's the contribution of tinkers, gypsies,

stablc-boys, track-layers, deck-hands, and roughs
and rowdies in general.”

“ “Rough’ and ‘rowdy’
Kitty, reflectively.

“ So they do, chick, and so they were,” rcplied
Unele Jack. “ They are two more cxamples of
the prometed words; words so necessary to describe
great modem classes that their low origin
gottcn in their usefulness.

sound slangy,” said

is for-
And slang, certainly,
has this great valué, that it shows you how lan-
guage grows. The English tongue is so vigorous
that it seizes whatever it needs for growth, just as
it did At that period direct imita-
tions of sounds were constantly made into words,
jusl as you two young vandals to.day use ‘chink’
for ‘money.” Farther on in the growth of the
tongue, it took from ordinary speech these imita-
tive words, and converted them to new uses, just
as you say ‘ticker’ for and ‘puff’ for
‘advertisement’ The contraction of words is
another stage, as ‘mob,” now perfectly good Eng-
lish, was at first merely slang for the Latin mobile,
the fickle crowd, as ‘cab’wasslang for ‘ cabriolet,’
and ‘furlong’ for ‘furrow-long,” the length of a
furrow, and as your favorite ‘nob’ is slang for
‘nobility.” Then there 's another tendency ofthe
language which slang repeats, and that is an
inclination in difficult sounds to get themselves
altered to suit untaught ears. You think it fun, for
example, to say ‘jimmyjohn’ for ‘“demijohn.” But
demijohn itself is a corruption, slang in fact, for
the Arabic damagan, itselfchanged from the fiame
of the Persian glass-making town of Gtamaghan.”

“ | see,” said Jack; “ and we make words from
mcn’s flames in the same way.

in its infancy.

‘watch,’

| suppose ‘boy-
cotting’ will be good English soon.”

“ Very likely, my boy,”
“ “Martinet,” which is

answered his unele.
indispensable, was thc
fiame of a historie general over-strict in discipline.
‘Derrick’ was a famous hangman of the seven-
teenth century, the roughs
nicknamed the gallows-like hoisting apparatus;
and these are two, only, out of scores ofcases.”

“ Then you think, Unele jack, that if a word
is a good one, and

in honor of whom

its ancestors were n’'t too low,
we have a right to it?”

“ 1 don't think the ancestry mattere
Kitty, ivhen the word is a good one. But that is
the question to settle. Many of tlie rcspcctabili-
ties of convcrsation were gutter-childrcn. ‘Drag,’
for instancc, was a tliieves’ word for carriage, and
‘dragsmen’ tire particular variety of thieves who
followed the cairiage to cut away thc luggage
from the rack behind. But ‘drag’is good Eng-
lish now for a private coach. ‘Kidnap 'was thieves’
slang for child-stealing; that is, to ‘nab a kid.
‘Tie,” for cravat, was as much the slang of low life
as ‘choker’ is now. ‘Conundrum, and ‘donkey,’

much,

and ‘fun’ were all slang words, though perhaps
not so low, ‘Bore’ was slang, and so were
‘waddlc’ and ‘bother.””

“ Jack,” said Kitty, “ whata comfort this lecture
is! We ’'ll not have to turn our backs on the
whole beloved family of slang terms, after all, but
only pick and choose.”

“ Yes,” said Unele Jack.
conclusion.

“ 1 think that’s a fair
It's useless to try to lock the doors
against all new-comers, because they can't be kept
out. On the other hand, why should you be more
ready to adopt every new cant word that is knock-
ing about the streets than you would be to make
a comrade of the
he did not invent it?
of cheap

low lagamuffin who uses, if
Besides, the constant use
language tends to cheapen your ideas.
If you don’t try to express yourselves in the most
exact and vivid words, but adopt somc rcady-made
phrase, you gradually lose both thc power and the
desire to talk well. | agree with you, Kitty, that
an occasional slang word of the better sort, that is,
of thc sort that convcys a good idea, does give
piguancy But you can hardly
be too sparing of that sort of condiment.
are fifteen years oid

to conversation.
You
now, and a hard student.
You don’t need to have me tell you, my dear, that
a bright mind does n’'t require slang to express its
thoughts brightly, and that a stupid one is sure to
use it very stiipidly.”

“ Well,” said Kitty, ruefully, “ it seems tome

your consent is very much like mother’'s veto,
after all. How long does it take slang, on the
averagc, to become good English ?”

“Thcre's an ofid saying, my child,” answered
Mr. May, with twinkling eyes, “ that it takes
three generations to make a gentleman ; and 1
think, as a rule, that 's a fair probation for

slang.”



KESIGNKD TO HIu FATE.

THE STORY OF KING RHOUD,

liY Margaret Vandegriet.

NaTHING is really small. Fur shame or glory,
For evil or for good,—

All things have influence. Listen to my story,
The story of King Rhoud.

Lncmies threatened ; even
So it was darkly said,

Were those whbo looked on him with hatc and

in his palace,

malice,
And tliose who wished him dead.

W alking beneath the

morning,

trees ono fair spring

He and his chosen friend,
Larl Rcigin utteied troubled woids of warning,
Praying thc King to send

Foi'th from the palace all who were suspecieii.
Then thc King smiled, and said :

Ilfy an Almighty Hand | am protected;
It covereth my head.”

“ Truly,” the Earl replied, “ I well might cuvei
Your faith in that High Power.
But think: Your life— aud surely you mu»i

love it—
Is hazarded each hour.”

“ Ah!” said the King, “ vain were all self-pro-
toction
Without that mighty Hand;
But, with its comfort and its sure direction.

Sercncly | can stand,”



Thus talking, through thc fovest-paths they

wandered
And by the laughing stream,
Till suddenly, as each in silence pondered,
They hcard a piteous scream.
It is a bird!”

said Rhoud, intently listening.
“ Stop! We can do no less
Than give it help. For hark!” (his kind

ej'cs glistening)

“ T is in some sorc distress.”

Then let it scream!” said Reigin, with impa-

tience;
For surely you must feel
That what concerns you now

's the weight of
nations,
Not that small creatuie's weall!”
The nearest dut)' first, !)oth now and ever,”
The King said, with a smilc:
I learned to climb enough for this endeavor

In my own native isle.”

liut sec, thc tvunk uprises like a towcr,
W ithout a single branch!”

1 am but small— )OU surely have thc power
To lift rae, warrior stanch !'”
Dut you may fall— and would you have the
story

Through all >our realm be heard
That the King paited with his life and glory
Just for a little bird?”

Many have died for less,” thc King said sadly.

The F.arl, unwiUingly, B
And urging still; “ Why will you act so
madly ?”
Helped him lo climb the tree.

He carne down safely, bearing in his ljosom
A little wounded bird,—

A goldfinch, brightcr than a tropic blossom,
W hose plaintive cry thcy 'd heard.

.And to his little daughter borne he bore
Trusting her loving care

To comfort the small prisoner,
Healcd, to thc sunny air.

The courticrs sneered. “ He plays the child,”
they muttered,

And secs not what 's before.

In vain for ns thc finch had

fluttcrecl,

W ith focs at every door.”

it,

and restore it,

scrcamed and

Meanwhile thc traitors planned. Within the
ceiling,
Above the good King's bed,
A heavy beam was loosened. *“
W ill Rhoud be, soon,”

All was avranged.

Past all healing
they said.
W hen the King, sorely tired,
From a long journey carne,
Silently watched the traitor who aspired
To take his place and fiame.

But just as Rhoud had sunk in heavy sumber,
Unbroken by a dream,
And ere thc dock thc fatal hour could number,
Carne thc bird's piteous scream.
Forgottcn by the careless little daughter
And by tlic weary King,
little creature pined for food and water.
Oh, thou poor hclpless thing !”

The

The King, remorseful, said; “ 1vowed to cherish
Thy feeblc, failing breath;

And noiv | ha\'C come near lo
By a more cruel death.”

He sprang to satisfy thc starving crcature.
And, as it hushcd its scream,

A sudden horror froze his every featurc -
Down rushcd thc

let thee perish

loosened beam 1

The warrioi-s, wakened by thc thunderous crash-
ing,
Rushed to the room, in fright;
The servants screamed with terror; liglus camc
flashing
Everywherc through the night.

The King is killed I the King is slain!” Their
wailing
kcsoundcd through thc place.
And then they saw him, flusbing first, then

paling,
A smile upon his face.

He raised thc cage, “ God’s hand is still above
me I'”
He revcrcntly said.
Give thanks, my pcople,— you who truly love
me.
Your King had now been dead,
But for thc cry which broke my mortal slum-
ber;
'T was from this hclpless thing.
thc Almighty’s forccs who can number?
The bird has saved the King!”

Ah,



| PURPOSE to write the briefhistory of one who
was wise, discreet, andofa simple heart. Taking
it for grantcd that tlie readers of the St. Nicholas
admiro thcsc qualitics, | shall show how they may
be cxcmplificd in the biography of Richard. Now,
Richard was a cat. He was born and reared in the
studio of an emincnt artist, whose favorite subjects
are eats and kittens, dogs and puppies, and other
domestlc animals. It is hardly necessary to say
that Richard, brought up amidst the surroundings
ofan artist’'s studio, was continually under the influ-
ence of an art atmosphere. In himself he was an
object worthy of an artist’s admiracién, and from
kittenhood to mature cat-hood he figured in many
pictures that have become famous among men.

But Richard’s attractiveness arése from his
strongly individual character rather than from
any artistic training. Indeed, his
in an esthetic direction at all.
taught him to be neat, patient, and obedient.
Richard also early learned several diverting tricks.
He would lie down, at word ofcoinmand, flat on the
floor, stretched at full length, witli his head thrown

limply back, as if he were dcad, and would jiimp

training was

not His master

up again, lithely, when permission was given, and
not before; or, when placed behind the clasped
hands of a person bending over him, he would
leap over them, or would leap when shown a stick
held horizontally and not too high.
amusing antics did this
narrate all of ivliich woukl be tedious.

Sundry other
learned cat perform, to

In color, Richard was purc white as to his under
parts, and of a bright brownish-yellow, beautifully
mottled with tortoisc-shcll markings, as to the rest
of the body. He was graccfiil in all his motions,
and when he flew after a littie ball of bread thrown
forhim (an amuscment of which he was very fond),

his tiger-like spring and quick recovery of the
body were very charmiiig to behold.
What we may cali Richard’'s mental traits,

however, chiefly commended him to his associates.
Whecn he was full-grown he was presentad to
the Lotos Club, an artistic and social organization,
W ith him
went a portrait in oils, an engraving of which is

of which his master was a member.

shown on pagepHoi'thisnumberofST. Nicholas.

Richards unfailing good-humor, his steadiness,
and gravity of demeanor, and, abovo al!, his dis-
creet silence, at once an acceptable
member of the Lotos Club. Before he had been
in the house a month, he had won many friends,

made him

and was generally recognized as a privileged char-
acter, He never abused his privileges; but, if
objection was made to his taking a leading part in
anything that was going on, the merest hint was
He withdrew at the slightest
suggestion that he was not wanted.

sufficient for him.

W hether it was a fault of his studio training ur
of his later experience in a club composed exclu-
sively of men, 1 can not say, but it soon became
evident that he did not like the socicty of ladies.
It is the admirable custom of the Lotos Club at
intervals to throw open their house, for an after-
noon reception to ladies, who go to see the pictures
and listen to the music performecl for their benefit.

On such occasions, Dick, as he was familiarly
called, was greatly disquictcd. He detected the
preparations going on, and, having learned by

experience what was about to happen, he fled
to the garret, or to some othcr friendly shelter,
the last of the
(to him) objectionable visitors had gone. At that

time, my private lodgings were in the club-housc,

and there remained hidden until

and Richard often secured an cntrance into my
rooms liefore the corapany arrived, fior did he go
out until the last silken rustle of feminine garments
had ccascd,

To test his powcrs of observacién, | once took
him out into the uppcr hall of the house, near the
closc of a ladies’ reception. Released from my
hands, Dick cautiously stole to the banistcrs,
peered down the stair-way, sniffing the odor of
fried oystei-s and othcr good things, and then, as if
his keen senses noted a sound or smcll, which my
duller perceptions did not, he dashed back
the room, imploring me with his large and ex-
pressive eyes to ci6ése the door and keep him safe.

One strong trait was his sedateness. He never,
uttercd a

into

except when accidentally hurt, cry.
Such an expression as“ m-c-ouw!” never passed
his lips. Nor did he ever laugh or smile. His

only speech was in his eyes, which were, at times.



truly eloqucnt. A comical sight or an amusing
story never moved him from liis beautiful gravity ;
but he sat and regarded the scene with a dignified
demeanor, which, asmany members have said, was
a perpetual reproof of frivolity.

His fricndship for men was very strong. Ter-
haps, likc most human creatures, his selfish inter-
ests bounded his affections. Certainly, lio did not
like pcople who gave him no kindness. But, on
the other hand, there were gentlemen who vamly
tried to win him by showing him favors. By all
thc members of the club, however, he was highly
estcemcd and respccted. If a gentleman dcsired
to sil, and found Dickoccupying the chairmost con-
venicnt to him, he took somc other seat, leaving
Dick in possession. Once itwas reportcd that a
gentleman had turned Richard unceremonioiisly
out of his favorite seat, to the great indignation
of most of thosé who beheld it. But the offender
was excused when it was found that he was a new
inembcr and unaccustomed to lhe usages of the
club.

Possibly it was his consorting thus with men who
live delicately that made Dick dainty and fastidious
concerning his food. Under no circumsUnces or
stress of hungcr would he touch or taste any pork,
bacon, ham, or other product of the American
All “ made dishcs” he despised. He re-
lamed a cat’s fondness for fish, lobster being his

hog.

‘wm\ FOX-SKIN, WITII A STVFI-'ED AND MOUNTRD

special weakncss, as it svcre. The predatory and
sporting instincts of his race were displayed m his
passinnate appetite for game of cvery descnption
Usually he attended at the table where 1 dined
with others, and it was supposed that he was per-
manently attachcd to our party. But if our table
had only a roast of beef or chicken, and Dick de-

HEAR. WAS

tectod the odor of a canvas-back duck or quail in
another part of the dining-room, he quit us as
if we were strangers. Once, when he had been
detaincd elsewhere until thc dinner-hour was over,
and neailj’ all thc members had
room, Dick carne in, apparcntly dejectcd by the
loss of his dinner. A tendcr-hearted and cnthusi-
astic friend of Richard, indignant at thc ncglect
which the cat had seemed to suffer at thc hands
of the servants, sent an order to thc kitchen and
had a bird broiled and sent up for Dick’s dinner.
To his credit it should be said, that Richard
always preferred a cooked bird to one imcooked.
As | usually breakfasted late, it was Dick’s cus-
tom to wait about my chambcr door, if he could
not get in, until |1 was ready to desccnd. Then
he loitered about tho hall at my heels, and hung
back until I was ready to sit down at table, when
he stalked slowly in.
my left,

left thc dining-

His seat was in a chair at
and, with his large luminous eyes fixcd
on mine, he waitcd for an invitation to begin. If

| had fruit before breakfast, as | almost invaria-

bly had, Dick gave one contemptuous look at thc
piate, and then, turning around, addressed him-
self to considering thc Street sights. Nor would
he pay the least attention to any remark from me.
By his actions he seemed to say ;

“ Baked apples! Who in the world eats baked

apples? 1 have my opinién of the creature who

TKRftOR ro RICHARD.” ('ACE 915.)

eats baked apples. How remarkablc in a man of

the prctensions that this fellow has !”

Presently, sninething else would come on the
table. Dick’s fine sense of smcll would warn him
of wliat liad come ; but, although his sensitive pink
nose quivcred with enjoyment, he gave no other

sign He secmed to say: “ This fellow has got



a bird, as sure as 1am a living cat! W hat shall I
do about it? A bird? A quail, | guess.”

Then suddenly turning around, he seemed to
say : “ Why, oid fellow, how are you ? 1 did n't
notice you before. Nice day ! What have you
there— a bird? Well, if there is anything | like” —
etceteia, etcetera.

Then, jumping down, he would caress my leg,
throwing into his eyes as much fondness and

PORTRAtT 01* ncilARP ENCRAVED FROM A

desire as he was capable of showing, and that was
a great deal. If, in rebuke to his sellishness, |
forebore to feed him at once, he tried to attract
my attention by clawing and shaking the lable-
cloth: and if this did not avail, he reached up and
defily pulled the napkin quite out of my lap; and
when 1 stooped to pick that cat almost
laughed as he met my eyes with his, seeming to
say, “ Ha! ha! Greatjoke,— wasn'tit?”

One very coid winter morning, Dick carne in
late, and, from the far end of the parlors through
which he approached thc dining-room, he descried
a row of piales put before thc open fire lo keep

it up,

hot for expected breakfasters. Usually Richard’s
motions werc very slow, sédate, and even pon-
derous. Although he was agilc, he mo\cd with
tho gravity of an elephant, except when he was in
a hurry, as he was this time. As if saying, “ My
eye! he
darted to the plates before the fire. But when he
saw that they tvere empty, his own foolishness
dawned on him, and he turned and went out of
the room, with his tail hanging down with mor-
tified pride; fior did he come back during the

what a fine spread is set out for me!”

remaindcr of that morning. | have seen some-
where an account of a dog doing very much the
same thing, which shows that animals have a
sense of shame akin to that of the more sensitive
human creature.

Richard’s
memory. He never forgot an injury,
an unpleasant experience. One of the club mem-

bers, who was my neighbor in the club lodgings,

strong point, 1 may say, was his

and never

was presented
with a canary-
bird, and, as

Dick was a fre-
gqucnt visitor lo
his rooms, my
friend was at a
loss how to cn-
the
without sacrific-
ingthcbiid. So,
onc day, having
putthe bird-cage
whcie Dick was
able to get at it,
lie heatcd a wirc

tertain cat

almost toaburn-
ing-point, and
invited Dick to
inspcct the cage.
The bird
flew aroiind its

poor

piison in terror
as Dick, confi-
dent of game, pressed his nose against thc bars.
just then, the master of the premisos slid thc hot

PORTRAIT IN OILS.

wirc down between those of the cage, and Dick,
astoiinded at the sudden turn of affaivs, sprang
away in great alarm and fled tlie room. Although
his opportunities were often good after that, Dick
never could be teinpted to go near that cage. He
believed it to be red-hot; and he never forgot it.
On another occasion, lounging around in my
bedrooin, his wont of a morning, he
noticed that a drawer in thc burean was left opon.
Climbing in, he clawcd thc contents aboiit until
he had fixcd a comfortable bcd and cuddled down

as was

for a nap. When | was i'‘cady to leave the room,

I said, Come, Dick, I am going down to broak-

fast. If you want anything to eat, you 'd better
get out of that.”

But Master Richard shook his head. He was
very well satisfied with his jlosition. So, after

vainly coaxing him, | closed the drawer and wcnt
to breakfast. When | returned, shortly afterward,
having brcakfasted, | rcmembcred Dick and
opencd the drawer. He leaped out, with his tail
moving angrily, darted out of thc door, and under



no persuasién could he ever aftenvard be induced

to get into a drawer of any kind.
His curiosity was something remarkable. When-
ever a new member carne into the club, Richard

observcd him at once. He would take up a posi-

cion where he could see him, look him over, and,
apparently,
man he was.

make up his mind what manner of

A casual visitor Dick never noticed.
In likc manner, a new piece of furniturc attracted
his attention. He inspected itwith great care, first

with his nose and then with his paws, or, so to

speak, his hands; for he managed his paws as
though they were hands. His curiosity being sat-
isficd, after a long and careful examination, ho

gave the subject no further thought.

One day in spring, for the first time, he found
no fire in the open grate, in which a coal fire usu-
ally burned, night and day. As if saying to him-
seif, “ This is mighty queer,” he niountcd the
heap of unkindled coal, sniffed at it, pecrcd up
the chimiicy, inspected the fire-brick, jumped
down, took in the general look of things. as if for
future referencc, and walkcd away, entirely at ease
iu his mind. Coming into my sitting-room one
dny in tlie autumn, when | bad just laid down a
new rug of skins, cdged with red cloih, he walkcd
apprcbensively around it, sniffing at the cloth
bordcr very gingerl>- and discveetly. Observing
his partly concealed agitalion, I took him up and
dvopped hira in the
middleoftheiug. He
shiveved with fright,
and lotkecl
a means

about for
of escape.
The rug was too big
for him lo clcar it at
onc bound, and it was
skins in every direc-
Presently, find-
ing that the thing was
not

tion.

alivo, he grew
moreinterestcd. Then
he gently clawed it,
without awaking any
response. Finally, he
laid down and rulled
in an ecstasy ofenjoy-
ment, purring and
clawing the skins with deiiglit. The rug was ever
after a sourcc of great comfort to Richard.

A fox-skin, ivith a stuffed and moiintcd head,
and glass eyes, used as a foot-matby my ncighbor,
was an infinite terror to Richard. Whcn it was
fii-st put down, Ricltard san it facing him, with
the glass cycs glaring at him. In an abject fright,
he fled to the shelter of a table in an adjoimng
room, from ivhich he could observe the monster.
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It did not move, although Dick sat a loug time
waiting for it to show what it would do. Finally,
bis curiosity overcoming bis fears, Master Richard
crept stealihily toward the thing, and, planting
himself on the floor, stretched out bis head and
scrutinizcd the tip of the tail of the skin. There
was no motion, and Dick was about to cnforge bis
observations when the master of the prcmises took
him and made him face tlie stuffed head. Dick
gave one dark, dcspairing look, and, with a fright-
ened dash past the crcature’s tail, bollcd from the
apartments. He never entered that room again
as long as the frightful mnt remained on the floor.
If he carne home at any time, and found the
outer door of the house closed, he mude no ado,
but silently sat and waited for some one to come
and let him in. Often, returning to the cliib-house
at a late hour of the night, | would discevn Dick
flving about in the gloom, like a flecting
Rccoguizing me long before | saw him, he woiild

dash up the steps, as if in a tearing hurry lo be let
into the house,

But, the door being fairly open
before him,

lie droppcd into bis customary lei-
sui-ely gait, and «-alhed in as if determii.ccl to show
that he knew how to enter with due dignity.

One summer day, when all the outer doors were
open, Dick carne in with a mousc which he had
caught in the grass-plot in front of tUc house,
where he seemed to keep a private stock. Ific

CATCK -HW. MOTrSE IN THE JAB.
felinc instinct, long hidden under the guise of a
dub-cat, carne out, and Master Dick

cruelly
amused himself with foiling the attempts of the

poor persecuted and frightencd mousc to escape.
Dick ivas pci-fectly awarc that the members m the
parlor were watching him, and. with much agility,
he kept u|> what he would probably have called
“ a regular circiis,” Finally, he droppcd the
mouse into a porcclain jar, and then made as if



he wouid conclude the fun by fishing the mouse
out with his paw. But he could not catch him,
being able to get only one paw inside the narrow
neck of the jar. Baffled often, he finally sat
down, with a shame-faced expression of counte-
nance, and considerad the situation. Then, as if
a new light had dawncd on him, he got up, placed
his forcpaws forcibly on the edge of the jar, tilted
it over on its side, and deliberatcly drove out the
mouse aud dispatched him without more ado. It
should be said that Dick, unlcss under great
pressure of hunger, never ate a mouse. His was
what may be called an educated appetite.

When a bit of bread in a pellet was
thrown, he caught it before itcould reach the floor,
aud if he could

rolled

no matter ho.w far it was thrown ;
make a pass at it with his forepaw, he struck it

player would. Having

ljack and

precisely as a base-ball

the ball, he would
cagcrly for another; but under no circumstances
did he ever eat bread as a portion of his provender.
To eat the ball was to him a part of tho game.

eatcn come look

Sometimes, when longing for human society.
Richard would come up to my apaitmcnts where
I was busily writing, and, mounting the table with
great deliberation, would sit down to watch the
motions of the pen as it traveled across the paper.
W riting he cousidered evidently a very queer busi-
ncss. After awhile, weary of waiting for me to stop
and talk with him, Master Richard would put out his
paw and strike the pen; and, if that did not bring
on a crisis, he drew his velvety foot along the line
of writing yet wet with ink. Once he did that
before 1 could see what he was about, and in ni;'
vexation | cuffed his ears vigorously. Greatly
astonished and indignant at this unusual treat-
ment, Richard bolted from the table, and, squat-
ting on his haunches at a safe distance, regarded
me with mild-eyed rcproach. Then, turning over
his foot stained with ink, he exhibited it to me,
saying, as plain as a cat's cycs can say anything,
“ See what you have done !”

This pampered favorite of the Lotos club suf-
fered many accidenls, notsvithstanding the ease
and comfort of his position. Once, while repairs
were going on in adjoining premises, he leaped
ignorantly into a bed of mortar, and his legs,
despite the tender care of the servants, were badly
burned. The lime also destroyed the beauty of
his fur for some time, and he kept himsclfsecluded
until the hair grew again. At another time,
attempting to leap on a high and narrow table,
siippery as to top, he lost his footing, scooted
the surface, and fell
No persuasion,
leap on

into a water-vessel on
no temptation,
that table

over
the other side.
could ever induce him to
again.

Finally, during thc summer of 1883, while the
club-house was being altered and repaired, Richard,
who had been an inmate for five years, seemed to
absorb partiéles of lime and mortar, or he was
sickened by the smell of paint which pervaded the
house. He gradually lost his hair; he refused to
eat, and his general appearance was most dejccted
and melancholy. It was clear that he could not
live long, and it was an act of mercy to spare him
a lingering and hopeless sickness. | never knew
how the decisién of the house committee
case was carried out, fAor did | want to know.
But his numerous friends wcrc assured that he was
humanely dealt with, and thal his quietus was to
him a peaceful deliverance.

in his



THE DALZELLS OF DAISYDOWN.

By E. VINTON BLAK.E.

Part Ill-

Peace
Hall.

and harmony now leigned at Dalzell

The four young people were inseparable,
and for Houghton geologizing had lost its charm.
Mr. Tripton Dalzell saw with satisfaction that his
boys were becoming more retined, more thought-
ful.  There were
the downs,

long horseback scampers over
sailing, fishing, and rowmg without
end, picnics on Bear Island, daily pkmges in the
surf, and evening “ sings” in the long, par-
lor, when Mr. Tripton Dalzell would listen, in a
retired nook with his hand over his eyes, to the
fresh young voices.

Neither was the two weeks’ yachting trip left out
for the three lads. They all went, though Ranald
heroically offcred to stay at home with Molly, a
sacrifice which she with equal heroism refused.

“ I shall feel very lonesome while you 're gone,”
she said, “ but never mind; 1 shall
practico, and the time will soon pass.
have you miss the trip for anything.”

So Miss Peabody wasbrought up from Daisydowm
to sleep with Mrs. Merriam, and Peter removed
from his stable-chamber to a room near thc kitchen,
because of the lonesomeness of the big house; for
Mr. Tripton Dalzell was to accorapany his boys.
And off they went.

cool

ride and
I would n't

Breakfast is late al Dalzell Hall on thc morn-

ing of their return, about two weeks later. Itis
full half-past nine when they rise from table,
— all but Mr. Tripton Dalzell, who, after a couple
of hours’ sleep in a chair, has taken an cavly train
fot town and business.

“ Noiv, what shall we do ?” says Molly.

“ Go fox-hunting,” answers Ranald- “ Peter
was telling me just now of a fox that Teddy Capen
saw on the hills beyond the ledges.®
Prince and Poppy and hunt him up.”

“We 're notin England, my fine fellow, where
the lords and ladies vide straight oi'cr evcrybody’s
land,” objects Phil, whilc Houghton laughs. “ But
may be we 'll have some fun out of it.

Let's takc

It's a nice
cool day, and 1 'ra in for the hunt if thc rest are.”

“ Be careful, my dears,” says Mrs. Merriam, with
ashade of anxiety in her sort gray eycs.
less riding, | bcseech you.

“

“ No reck-
Look out for Molly.
Indeed wc will,” answers Houghton, blithely,
as thc apple of our eyes, |
on, boys.”

assure you. Come

Off thcy go lo the stable, to create a commotion
among the horses, and drive Peter nearly out of
his senses by twenty different questions and de-
mands in a breath.

Mrs. Merriam, looking from her window as they
prepare to start, says to herself that no brighter,
finer-looking young people are to be found any-
where. Houghton, with his father’s air of com-
mand, bestridcs prouclly that father’'s black mare,
which neither of the otherboi-s is allow'cd to touch.
Phil's horse is a dapple chestnut; Ranald lides
as if he and his gallant gray are one; and Molly,
in her dark-blue habit with her brown mare and
handsome equipments, makes a pretty picture.
Two and two they canter down the drive, Hough-
ton and Phil ahead, Ranald by Molly's side, with
Prince, the hound, and Poppy, the Scotch collic,
prancing and barking all abont. The gate cver-
greens shut them from view, and Mrs. Merriam,
with a little sigh, leaves her window.

W hatafreshwind1 Andwhatablue, tossing sea
overyonder between the hills! W liat a rustlc and
sway in the oid willow branclies all along the road,
and how the poplar leaves tum tlieir silvcry sides
up : How glorious to feelyour hoi-scbound beneath
you, and to sway lightly to his easy motion !

“ A grand morning for a ride,” says Houghton.

“ 1 hope we 'll find the fox,” says Molly.

“We 've about one chanco
Phil.

“ Perhaps we 'll strike the onc chance,” answers
Ranald, gayly.

They turn from the village Street to tho quiet
Icafy lafie that Icads over beyond tho ledges.
Still further on thcy strike a cavt-path that wandcrs
under overhanging boughs inio the very heart of

Daisydown wood.
“Let’s ride

his hat.

in fifty!” exclaims

slowcr,” says Ranald, removing
“The fox 'll keep, and 1'm very warm.”

Thcy subsidc to a walk, and the boys begin to
give Molly an account of divers stirring incidcnts
connected wilh their yachting trip. This contintes
for a full half-hour, at the end of which they are
nearly out of the wood, and through the sparse
foliage they catch a view of thc swecp of the long
turfy downs that, with here and there a cart-track,
extcnd for many a mde along thc coast.

Suddcnly both dogs give tongue at once, and
before one can say “ Jack Robinson,” they have
disappeared over the sloping crest before them, at

the lieels of a smaller, reddish-brown animal that



has imexpectedly started up from no onc knows
where.

“ Oh, the fox I the fox!" shrieks Phil, and thc
next minute four astonished horses, urged by four
are flying nt a break-neck
Thcre are no words wastec!.

excited young riders,
pace over the slope.
Neck and neck the horses gallop over thc turf,
their riders straining eager eyes after thc dogs.
Ah,— thcre they are! Yes, it is surely a fox,— a
rather rare animal around Daisydown, and it s
heading straight over the downs for Denham wood,
thrcc miles away. The hound is ciése on its heels,
the coilie a little in the rear.

“ Hurrah !” shouts Houghton, as the black mare

‘nCT MOrLV IS V DASING EinP.I!, and the

leads up the next slope. “ This is a fox-hiint,
sure, .Molly, and no mistake !”

The horses string out now; Houghton's is thc
best of the four, and Phil's dapple chcstnut last
of all. Rnnald’s gray is ciése up with Hougluon,
when they come uncxpectedly to thc brink of a
narrow, dccp gully at the crest of thc slope. No
time to stop; Houghton feels one little thrill of fcar
for Molly, not himself, as his mare takes the leap;
Ranald follows after; and they both look over their
shouiders rather anxiously to see how their girl
friend will fare. They begin to think of Mrs.
Merriam’s warning.

M,>BE

But Molly is a daring rider, and is excited now.
She catchos sight of the gully just in time; her
whip desccnds with stinging emphasis on the
brown mare’s flank; the astonished and indignant
animal “ takes” the gully in gallant style, and, dis-
tancing Ranald, goes tearing over thc turf. R.an-
ald, indeed, pulis up for a look nt Phil, whose
dapple chestnut baiks, refusing the Ic.ap.
the Phil!” calis
once for all, or he 'l

Ranald;

conciuer

him
him

“ Give spur,
“ conquer
you.”

“ I mean to,” says Phil, setting his teeth hard
as he fights thc unruly steed. “ He always bothers

me about Icaping, There now— go it!”

‘take»' THE CILLV :t; OALILANT STYLC.

He heads thc chcstnut once more for the gully,
and, with a stinging blow and sharp thrust of the
The horsc, all in a fume,
races by

spur, enforces obedience.
takes thc gully in a vigorous leap and
Ranald’s sidc after thc otliei-s.

Houghton, still ahead, with M ollya little distance
behind him, catchos sight of the fox again as the
dogs closc nearer upon it. He catches sight also
of a wiuodchuck, that dives into thc front door of
its rcsidence as the chase swccps by.

The woodchuck’s residencc is at the light, out
of Houghton’s range, but quite within Molly’s,
who diverges fora shortcr cut, as she sees thc fox



in front sweep also to the right. The woodchuck
has escaped her notice.

The brown mare, by this time as excited as her
rider, obeys the touch of the rein, and cicars the
ground in splendid style.
full carecr,

Unfortunately, while in
she sinks her right forc-leg into the
woodchuck’s hole; there is a stumble, and the
next instant she rolls on the ground with a snort
of pain that chills the blood in the veins of the
four young riders who hear it. Molly, with a hasty
clutch at the animars mane that soine« hat brcaks
the forcé of the fall, is flung forward and rolls on
the ground some distance away. Albcit bruised
and half stunncd, shc has yet sense enough to
scramble, or roll, further away from the strugghng,
kicking animal. Ranald, white as a sheet, picks
up the prostratc Molly; Houghton and Phil are at
her side in a moment, Ihe latter almost crying.

“ Molly, you 're not dcad, aro you? Molly,
Mollv, speak to us 1” besecchcs Ranald.

“ No, oh, no !” gasps Molly faintly, shivering as
the brown mare screams again. “ Oh, the poor
creature!

She’'s got a bad sprain, Ranald. Oh,
I can’'t bcar to hear her!” and Molly clasps both
trembling liancls over her ears.

“ But are you all safe;
can’'t believe it, Molly; you

no bones broken? 1
had an awful fall,”
says Houghton, passing his hand rapidly over her
shoulders and arms.
“ 1 'm stiff and sore, but I'm sure no bones are

broken,” says Molly, trying to stand alone,
not succceding very well.
the mane when

but
“You sec | clutched
I felt her going, and it broke the
fovce (if the fall a littlc.”

“Tho mare is badly hurt,” says Phil, shudder-
ing slightly at the pitiful cry of the disablcd stecd.
“ W hat can we do, Houghton?"

“ There 's ouly one thing to be done,” answers
Houghton. We can’'t relieve the poor creature’s
suffering, and we must just let her w.aic here until
Peter can bring some men and the horse-doctoi,
and some sortofacontrivance tocarryher home in.
| hope it’'s nothing more than a sprain, but the
mare can’'t stand up,

that ’'s certain, much Icss
walk all tlic wa)’ home. | 'll stay hcrc and watch
her, and 1 'll trust you, Ranald, with tlic black

mare. so that Molly can ride your gray to tlic
nearest place where you can geta carriagc for her.
W hen you 've sccn her safcly home, you 'd better

come back here. Phil, you must ride off, at once,
to tell Petcr about the accident, nnd get help for

the mare. Be as quick as you can !’

Part 1V.

“Wei.l,well, Miss Molly ! and how do you feel
to-iiiglit? Ranald tells me you havc had adanger-

ous turable. | am afraid my boys need some les-

sons on taking cave of a young lady,” said Mr.
Tripton Dalzell on tlie evening of that eventful
day of the fox-liunt.

“ Oh, Mr. Dalzell!” cried Molly, choking a lit-
tle, “ if you knew how careless | 've becii, and
how 1 fcel about your mare;— whcn you ’'ve all
been so kind to me, too. It almost broke my
heart to heat her, and to sec her in such pain.”

“ W e are sorry she had to suffer, of course,”
said Mr. Dalzell kindly, “ but our thankfulness
for your own escape puts that quite out of mind.
Don’t let tlic animal worry you in the least.

We
hope she 'll recover from the sprain in good time.
You shall ride another liorsc which 1 shall have

brought over from tho farm for you,— on condition,

however, that we shall liavc no more fox-hiiiits to

imperil your precious neck.”
“ 1 fcel as if I could never
Papa will

ride again. But
pay you the valué of the mare, if it

does n't get well— I shall writc to him,” said
Molly, eagerl)’.
“ Tut, tut,” said Mr. Dalzell,

good-naturedly,
“ have | not told you that is of no consequcnce ?
mPhc fault rests with the boys, «ho should not have
ridden so recklessly. | can not be too tliankful
that \'ou are safe, for you have really had a nairow
escape. But you will be just as ready to
when your bruises are whole again.”

So he passes it off, and is kindly solicitous for
Mnll)’s comfort, and even has tlic family doctor,
worliiy soul,— to make that there are no
sprains, dislocations, or what not, that will rctard
her full reslovation to activity. And, indeed, for
three good days Molly’'s chief occupation is to lie
on the sof4d and rcad, or play cliess, domindes, or
backgammon witli the boys, whose atlentions are
constant and devoted.

This trouble over,

ride

sure

however, matters

happily as before at Dalzell Hall.
It is now August.

go on as

The days would be sultry
J)ut for tlie ubiquitous sca-wind that always tempers
the heat of the sim. August,— and Scptember,
ciése at liand, will bring Molly’'s father from the
Adirondacks to Daisydown.

“ How can | ever endure to go back to New
York?” moans Molly to Mrs. Merriam at intervals.

They can not bcar to think of it!

“ You will come out to us again, surely,” an-
swers tlic good lady, who is very loath to lose
the bright givlisli face from the quaint oid house.
“ And besides, dear, it «xoukl n't seem likc D.nlzcll
Hall to you witli tlie jo)s at school. They go, m
Scptember, you know.”

But Molly shakcs her head.
the boys.
heart, with

It is not altogelher
The olcl hall lias won a place in
its quaint, ivied walls,

licr
its gables and



nooks and rose-alleys, with its outlook over the
sunny sea, and its wilderness of a garden, wherein
grow all flowers that ever blossomed under the
Sun,— or so it seems to Molly.

But the afternoon boat is due soon, and she and
the boys must go down and see it, and stop for a
chnt with oid Cap’'n Azariah, in his funny oid store
So away with all sad thoughts, for this

and one must be

on the pier.
is the last week of her stay,
happy when one can in this work-a-day world.

“ Vacation’'s most out— hey?” says Cap’'n Aza-
riah, placing a chair for Miss Molly under the
shadow of thc morning-glory vines that shade the
side of his little piazza.

“ Yes,— we 're sorry to say,” answers Fhil,
dolefully.

“ Wall, now | s’pose ye mean to go back tu
the big city schools where ye bc'n last year,—
hey?”

“ Yes, sir: to the same one.”

“ Wall, do ye larn anythin’ there?— anythin’, |
mean, more worth while than ye could learn at
the 'cademy here in Daisydoivn ?”

“Why, of course,” says Houghton, looking up
in surprise into the shrewd, wrinkled face of his
questioner. But Ranald smiled. He caught thc
drift of the question.

“ We study all the common branches, and the
highcr ones, such as algebra, geometry, trigonom -
etry, the langiiages, music,”— gocs on Houghton,
fluently.

“And do they put in ’longside o' all those fine
extries, thc larnin’ to be a man, a ra’al honcst,
God-feai-in” man, as wont ever knuckle under to
temptation, ncr turn his back on his brothei-, in a
tight place ?”

Houghton is silent, for a moment. Then he
says;

“ | suppose we could learn that in Daisydown.”

“ Jes' so; jes’so. my boy,” says ofid Cap’'n Aza-
riah, heartily. “ Not that | say a word agenst the
big schools. The world 's grown sence my day,
and larnin’ must grow with it. But | 've b’en about
a good deal, and | never found a place yitwhere ye
could n't larn good or bad, jes’ as ye 've a min
to. It’s all in the boy, Houghton. There 's a
many temptations in thc big school, though, that
in the oid Daisydown 'Codemy,—

ye wont find
aren’t there, now? ”

Again Houghton is silent. Then he answers,
“ Yes, sir; there are.”

“ W all,” says thc okl Cap’'n, “ look out for your
taups’les, then, all you bo)'s, and jibe and tack
right lively, or you 'll be stove on thc rocks. Keep

your course clcar, and yer eye on thc compass.
| 've seen you chaps grow up, ye know, an’ | take

nat'rally a sort 'o int'rest in ye. | 've seen the
world, too, and | thought seein’ ye was goin’ offso
soon, a word from the oid man would n’'t come
amiss.”

“ Thank you for it, Cap’'n,” says Ranald, with
an earnest look in his deep gray eyes; we 'l
remember what you say.”

“ All right,” says Cap’'n Azariah, ambling offto
attend to a customer.

And now— who is that tall, gray-whiskered
gentlcman with yellow traveling-bag, who walks
up the pier, casting critical yet lindecided glances
on all his surroundings.

“ Oh, Papa! Oh, Papa!” cries Molly, bound-
ing from the piazza with a shout of deiight.

The boys come upright from their lounging
positions with expiessions of dismay ; the tall man
gives Molly a hcarty hand-shake and kiss, and
then Ranald, the rescrved, cleclrifies his cousins by
stepping quietly forward with lifted cap, He says
simply: “ 1 want to ask the pleasure of being
introduced to Molly's father.”

The others are just behind him. After the
introductions and cordial greetings,— for Mr.
Arnold has never seen his fricnd’s boys,— they all
walk up over the turfy downs through the sunlight,
the breeze, the fresh sea air, to Dalzell Hall. Mr.
Arnold’s admiration of it is sincere enough to sat-
isfy cven Molly, and Mrs. Merriam and thc boys
speedily make him welcoine.

In the evening comes Mr. Tripton Dalzell, who
is heartily glad to see his friend. And for the
next few days a series of farcwell rides, sails, and
picnics, give Mr. Arnold a chance to know all the
beauties and delights of Daisydown.

But thc summer is ended, after all.
W cll for all of us who carry a per-
And then it is not

“

Summers

do not stay.
petual summer in our hcarts.
well for US always to lie in the roses ; at least, thc
admonltory thorns may do us good. But, after all,
the real work of life has lo be done, and such
summers are but resting-places on our journey.

So thcy part; Houghton, Ran.ald, and Phil to
plunge into busy school-life again, with all its joys,
tridis, temptations; carrying with them the mem-
ory uf thc kindly eyes and shrewd smilc of okl
Cap'n Azariah, and the honcst, manly acimonitions

of Mr, Tripton Dalzell, who gives them always
all thc help that a father can. And Molly gocs
to her N'cw York home to combat, as ivell as
she may, her girlish faults, to rebel, often with
reason, against the cxactions of a too fashionable
mother, and to train her young voice for the
glorious futiirc which her teacher prcdicts for

it.  Shall thcy ever again mect at Dalzell Hall?

W ho can tell ?



edkajding mothers hair.

CORNY'S CATAMOUNT.

By Louisa

Two boys sat on tbc bars, one whittling, tbc
other whistling,— not for want of thought, by any
means, for his brow was knit in an anxious frown,
and he paused now and then to thump the rail,
with an impatient exclamation. The other lad ap-
peared to be absorbed in shaping an arrow from thc
slender stick in hishand; huthe watched his neigh-
bor with a vexing smile, saying a few words occa-
sionally, which secmed to add to tho neighbor’s
irritation, though they were ina sympathizing tone.

“ Oh, well, ifa chap can’'t do a thing, he can’'t,
and he'dbetter giveup and say ‘Beat,”” he asserted
finally.

“ But | wont give up, and | never say ‘Beat.’
1'm not going to be laughed out of it, and | 'll do
what | said | would, if it takes all summer, Chris
W arner,” ivas the answer he reccivcd.

“You 'll have to be spry then,
only two more days in August,” replied the whit-
tler, shutting one eye to look along his arrow and
see if its lines were

for there are

“ true.”
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“ 1 intend to be spry, and if you wont tell on

me, |'ll let you Into a plan | made last night.”

“ 1 guess you can trust me. 1 'vc heard about a
dozen plans of yours already, and never told one
of'em.”

“ They all fniled, so there was nothing to tell.
But this onc is not going to fail, if | die for it. |
feel that it 's bcst to tell somc one, because it is
really dangerous; and if anything happen
to me, your knowing my plan would save time and
trouble.”

“ 1 don’esccm to feel anxious a mite. But 1'll
stand ready to pick up the pieccs, if you come to
gricf.”

“ Now, Chris, it’'s mean of you to kecp on mak-
ing fun when | 'm in dead earnest. You know |
mean what 1 'm saying now, and this may be the
last thing you can do for me.”

“ Wait till | get out my handkerchief; if you 're
going to be affectin’ |

may want it. Granito 's

cheap up here; just mention what you 'd likc on



your tombstonc and | '11see that it gcts there, if it
takes my last cent.”

The big boy in the blue overalls spoke with
such a comical drawl that the slender city lad
could not help laughing, till, with a slap that
nearly sent his neighbor off his perch, Corny said
good-naturedly:

“ Come, now, stop joking and lead a hand, and
1'll do anything | can for you. |’'ve set my heart
on shooting a wild cat, and | know I can if | once
get a good chance. Mother Il notlet me go off far
enough, so of course I don't do it, and then you
all jeer at me. To-morroiv we are going up the
mountain, and | 'm set on trying again, for Abner
says the big woods are the place to find the ‘var-
mint.” Now, you hold your tongue, and let me
slip away when | think we 've hit the riglu spot.
I'm not a bit afraid, and while the rest go poking
tn the top, I 'll phmgc into the woods and see what
| carfdo.”

“ Allright. Better take oid Buff; he’ll bring
you homo when you get lost, and keep puss from
clawing you. You wont like that part of the fun
as much as you expcct to, may be,” said Chris,
with a sly twinkle of the eye, as he glanced at
Corny and then aw-ay toward the vast forest that
stretched far up the mighty mountain’s side.

“ No, | don't want any help, and Buff will
betray me by barking; | prefer to go alone. |
shall take some lunch and plenty of shot, and have
a glorious time, even if | don’t meet that con-
founded beast. | will keep dashing in and out of
the woods as we go; then no one will miss me for
a while, and when they do, you just say, ‘Oh, he's
all riglu,— he 'll be along directly’; and go ahead,
and let me alone.”

Corny spoke so confidently, and looked so
pleased with his plan, that honest Chris could
not bear to tell him how much danger he would
run in that pathless forest, where oldcr liunteis
than he had been lost.

“ 1 don't feelas if | cared to tell any lies about it,
and | don’'t advisc your goin’'; but if you 're mad
for catamounts, | s’pose | must humor you and say
nothin’. Only bcar in mind, Abner and | will be
along ; and if you gct into a scrape, just give a yell
and we 'licome.”

“ No fearofthat; | 've tramped around all sum-

mev, and | know my way like an Indian. Keep the
girls quiet, and let me havc a good lark. 1'1 turn
up all right by sundown; so don’t worry. Not a
word to mother, or shc wont let me go. |'ll make

things straight with her after the fun is over.”

“ That ’'s not ‘square,” Corny ; but it’'s not my
Hope you 'll havc first-
One thing

funeral, so | wont mcddle.
rate sport, and bag a braco of eats.
you must mind,— don’tget too near your gamc be-

fore you fire; and keep out of sight of the critters
as much as you can.”

Chris spoke in adecpwhisper, looking so excited
and impressed l)y the reckless courage of his mate
that Corny felt himself a Lcatherstocking, and
went off to tea with his finger on his lips, full of
boyish faith in his own powei-s. If he had seen
Chris dart behind the barn, and there roll upon
the grass in convulsions of laughter, he woukl have
been both surprised and hurt.

No deacon could have liecn more sobcr than
Chris, however, they mct next morning,
while the party of summer boardcvs at the oid
farm-house were in a ple.isant bustle of prepar-
ation for the long-cxpected day on the mountain,
Three merry girls, a pair of small boys, two
amiable mammas, Chris and Corny, mado up tho
party, with Abner to drive the big wagén drawn
by Milk and Molasscs, the ycllow span.

“ All aboard I” shouted our young Nimrod, in
a hurry to be off, as the lunch-baskct was handed
up, and the small boys sought the most iincnm-
fortablc coméis, regardless of their arms and legs.

Away they rattled with a parting clicer, and
peacc fcll upon the farm-house for a few hours, to
the great contcntmcnt of the good people left
behind. Corny’s mother was onc of thcm, and
her last words wcrc: “ A pleasant day, dear. |
wish you 'd leave that gun at home; 1'm so afraid
you 'll gct hurt with it.”

“ There ’'s no fun without it
Mamma ; | 'il be very carcful.” .

“1’ll scc td him, ma'am,” called Chris,
hung on behind, r,;id waved his oid straw hat, with
a steady, reliable sort of look, that made the
anxious lady feel moro comfortablc.

“ \Ve are going to walk up the mountain, when
we gct to it, and leave the horses to rest; so | can
See ? | 'vc a bottie of cokl teain
No dan-

when

Don’t worry,

as he

choose my time.
this pockot, and alotof grub in tlic othcr.
ger of mystarving, is thci-e?” whispcred Corny, as
he leaned over to Chris, who sal, apparently on
nothing, with his long legs dangling into space.

“ Should n't wonder if you needed every mite
ofit. Hunting is hard work on a hotday, and this
is going to be a blazev,” answered Chris, pulling
his big straw hat lower over his eyes.

As we intond to follow Corny’s advcntures, we
need not pause to deso-ibc the drive, which was a
merry one; with girls chattcring, mammas holding
on to cxcitcd small boys, in danger of flying out at
every jolc, Abner joking till every one roarcd, Cor-
ny’s dangerous cvolutionswith the beloved gun, and
the gymnastic feats which Chris performecl, jump-
ing off to pick flowers for the ladies, and getting on
again while Milk and Molasscs tore up and down
the rough road to the mountain as if they cnjoycd it.



About ton o’'clock thcy rcachcd tlic foot of the
mountain; and, after a short rest at the hotel, thcy
began thcthrce-mile asccntin highspints, Abnecr
was to follow later with the wagén, to brmg the
pavtv down; so Chris was guidc, as he

way well, and often carne thither with people. The
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girls and younger boys hurried on, full ofeagerness
to rcach thc top.
enjoying the
Chris carried

The ladies went more slowly,
grand beauty nf the
thc limch-basket,

scenc, while

and Corny Im-

gcrcd in the rcar,

waiting for a good chance to
“ plunge.” s

Ho wantcd to be off before Abner carne, as he
wcll knew thatwise man and mighty himtcr would

never let him go alone.

“ The very next path 1 see, |'ll divc mto the
woods, and run; Chris
can't leave the rcst to
follow me, and if | once
get a good start, thcy
wont catch me in a

hurry,” thought the boy,
longing to be freo and
alone in the wild woods
that temptcd
either hand.
Just as ho was tight-
cning his belt to be
ready for the run, Mi®s.
Baiker, thc stout lady,
called him; and being
a wcll-brecd lad, he
hastened at once to see
what she wantcd, feeling
that the
gallant in thc party.
“ Please give me your

him on

he was only

arm, dear; |'m getting
very tired, and | fear I
can't hold cut to the
top, without a little
help,” said the poor
lady, red and panting

with the heat and steep-
ncss of the road.

“ Certainly, ma'am,”
answered Corny, obey-
ing at once, and invvard-
ly resolving to deposit
his fair burden on the
first fallen log thcy carne

to, and then make his
escape.
But Mrs. Barker got

onbravely, with thc sup-
pnit of his strong arm,
and chatted auay so
dclightfully that Corny
would really have en-
joyed thc walk, if his soul
had not been

ycarning

for catamounts. He did

FKF.T SO SELDOM CAME.” hlS beSt, but When they
passed opening after opening into thc gieen
reccsscs of thc wood, and thc granito bowlders

grew more and more plentiful, his patience gave

out, an<! he began to plan what he could say to



excuse himself. Chris was behind, apparcntly

deaf and blind to his calis and imploring glances,
though he grinned cheerfully when poor Corny
looked round and beckoned, as well as he could
beckon with a gun on one arm and a stout lady
on the other.

“ The hardest part is coming now, and we’'d
better rest a moment. Here's a nice rock, and
the last spring we are likely to see till we get to
Come on, Chris, and give us the dippcr.
1,7 callcd

the top.
Mrs. Barker wants a drink, and so do
thc young hunter, driven to despair at last.

Up carne Chris, and while he rummagcd in the
well-packed basket, Comy slipped into the wood,
leaving the good lady, with her thanks half spoken,
sitting on a warm stone beside a muddy little
pool. A loud laugh followed him, as he scrambled
through the tall ferns and went plunging down
the steep mountain-side, cager to reach the lower
woods.

“ Let him laugh; it will be my turn when | go
home, with a fine cat over my shoulder,” thought
Corny, tearing along, heedless of falls, scratches,
and bruised knees.

At length he paused for breath, looked
about him well satisfied, for the spot was lonely
and lovely enough to suit any hunter. Tho tallest
pines he eversaw sighed far overhead; thc ground
was ankie-deep in moss, and gay with scarlet
bunch-berries; veilcd by
sweet-scented Linnea, nodding
brakes ; while hidden brooks sang musically, and
the air was full of the soft flutter of leaves, thc
whir of wings, the sound of birds gossiping sweetly
in thc safe shelter of the forest, where human fcct
so seldom carne.

“ 1’1l rest a bit, and then go along down, keep-
ing alook out for puss by the ivay,” thought Corny,
feeiing safe and free, and vcry happy, for he had
his own way, at last, and a whole day in which to
lead the life he loved.

So he bathed his hot face, took a cool drink, and
lay on the moss, staring up into thc grcen gloom
of the piucs, blissfully drearaing of thc joys of a
hunter’s life,— till a peculiar cry startied him to
his feet, and sent him creeping wearily toward the
sound. Whether it was a new kind of bird, or a
fox, or a bear, he did not know, but he fondly
hoped itwasa wild cat; though he ivas wcil awaro
that that crafty crcaturc slecps by day, and prowls
by night. Abner had said that they purrccl and
snarled and gave a meu'ing sort of cry; but which
it was now ho could not tell, having unfortunatcly
been half asleep.

On he went, looking up into the trecs for a funy
bunch, behind every log, and in every rocky hole,
longing and hoping to discover his heart’'s desire.

and

every fallen log was

green vines, or

But a hawk was all he saw above, an ugly snake
was the only living thing he found among the
logs, and a fat woodchuck’s hind legs vanished
down the most attractive hole. He shot at all
three and missed them, and pushed on, pretcnd-
ing that he did not care for such small game.

“ Now, this is what I cali fun,” he said to him-
self, ti-amping gayly along, and at that moment he
went splash into a mud-hole concealcd under the
grass. He sank up to his knees, and with great
difficuly got out by clinging to the tussocks that
In his struggles thc lunch was lost,
the pocket whcre thc
A woful

grew near,
for the bottie broke and
sandwiches were stored was full of mud.
spectacle was the trim lad as ho emerged from the
slough, black and dripping in front, well spattcred
behind, hatless, and with one shoe gone, it having
been careiessly left unlaccd in thc ardor of his
hunt.

“ Hero’'s a mcss!” thought poor Corny, survey-
ing himsclf with great disgust and feeiing veiy
helpicss, as well as tired, hungry, and cross.
“ Luckily, my powder is dry and my gun safe; so
my fun isn’t spoiled, though | do look like a wai-
lowing pig. | 've heard of mud baths, but I never
took one before, and | 'li never do it again.”

So he washed as well as he could, hoping the
sun would dry him, picked out a few bits of bread
unspoiled by thc general wreck, and trudged on
with less ardor, though by no means discoiir-
aged yet.

“1'm too high for any game but birds, and
1’1l go right down, and come
Abner said any brook would
into a

those | dont want.
out in thc valley.
show the waj’, and this brook that led me
scrape shall lead me out,” he said, as he followed
thc little stream that went tumbling over the
stones, which increased in number as the ground
sloped toward thc deep ravine, ivherc a watcr-fall
shone like silver in the sun.

“ 1 'll take a bath if the pool is big enough, and
that will set me up. Should n't wonderif 1've bccn
poisoned a bit with some of the vines | 've been
tearing through. My hands smart likc fury, and
I guess thc mosquitoes have about eatcn my face
up. | never saw such clouds of stingcrs before,”
muttered Corny, looking at his scratchcd hands,
and rubbing his hot face in great discomfort,— for

it was the gnat that drove thc lion mad, you
icmember.
It w.is easy to say, “ | 'll follow the brook,” but

not so easy to do it; for the frolicsome stream
went headlong over rocks, crcpt under fallen logs,
and now and then hid itsclf so clevcrly that one
had to look aud listen carefully to rccover the
trail. It was long past noon when Corny carne
out ncar thc water-fall, so tired and hungry that he



heartily wished himself back among the party
he had left, who, by this time, must have lunched
well and who were now probably driving gayly
homeward to a good supper.

No chance for a bath appearcd, so he washed
his burning face and took a rest, enjoymg the
splendid view far over vallcy and intervale through
the gap in the mountain range. He was desper-
atcly tired with these hours of rough travel, and
very hungi-y; but he would not own it, and he sat
considering what to do next, for he saw by the sun

that the afternoon was halfover. There wm time

to go back by the way he had come, and by follow-
ing the path down the hill he could reach the hotel
and gct supper and a bed, or be driven home.
That was the wise thing to do, but bis pride rc-
belled against rcturning empty-banded after
his plans and boasts of great exploits.

“ 1wont go home, to be laughed at by Chris
and Abner.
night.
Not 1.

al

I 'll shoot something, if | stay al
W ho cares for hunger and mosquito bites.

Hunters can bcar more than that, | guess.
The next live thing |

see |'ll shoot it, and make
a fire and

liave a jolly supper. Now, which way
shall I go,— up or down? A pretty hard prospect,
either way.” , . ,

The sight of an eagle soaring abovc him seemed
to answer his question, and fill him with new
strength and ardor. To shoot the king of birds
and take him home in triumph would cover the
hunter with glory. It should be done 1 And away
he went, clirabing, tumbling, leaping from rock to
rock, toward the place where the eagle had alightcd.
More cuts and bruises,

more vain shots, and tire
solc

reward of his eager struggles was a single
feather that floated down as the great bii-d soared
serencly away, leaving the boy exhausted and dis-
appointcd, in a wilderncss of granite bowklers, and
with no sign of a path to show tire way out.

As he leaned breathless and weary against ttic
crag where he had fondly hoped to find the eagle’s
ncst he rcalhed for the first time what a fool-lrardy
thing he had done.

Here he was, alone, without
guidc in

this wild regién where there was
neither food fAor shelter, and night was cornmg on.
Utterly used up, he could not gct home now even
if he knew the way; and suddenly all the tales he
had ever heard of men lost in the mountains carne
into his head. If he had not been iveak with
hungcr, he would have felt bctlcr able to bear it;
but his legs trembled under him. Iris head achcd
with the glarc of the sun, and a queer famtncss
camc over him now and then. For, plucky as he
was, the city lad was uniiscd to cxcrdse so yiolent.

“The only thing to do now is to gct down to
the vallcy, if I can, before dark. Abner said there
was an oid cabin, where the hunters used to slecp,

somewhcre down there. I can try for it, and
perhaps shoot something on the way. | may break
my bones, but | can’'t sit and starve up here.

I was a fool to come. Il

keep the feather, any-
how, to prove that I

really saw an eagle; that's
better than nothing.”

Still bravely trying to affect the

indifference to
danger

and fatigue which hunters alwa”™ys
described as possessing in such a rcinarkable
degree, Corny slung the useless gun on bis back
and began the steep descent, discovcring now the
perils he had been too eager to see before.

are

He
wasa good climber, but he was stiff witli weariness,

and his hands were already sorc with scralches and
poison; so he went slowly, feeling quite unfit for
such hard work. Coming to the ravine, he found
that the only road led down its precipitous side to
the valley, that looked so safe and pleasant now.
Stunted pines grew in the fissurcs of the rocks,
and their strong roots helped the clinging hands
and feet as the boy painfully climbed, slippcd, and
swung along, fearing every minute to come to
some impassable bavrier in the dangerous path.
But he got on wonderfiilly well, and was feeling
much encouraged, when his foot slipped, tht root
he held gave way, and down he went, rollmg and
biimping on the rocks below, to bis death, he
thought, as a crash carne, and he knew no more.
“Wonderifl 'm dead?” was the first idea that
occurred to him as he opencd his eyes and saw a
brilliant sky above him, all purple,

gold, and

red|_,|e seemed floating in the air; for he swayed to
and fro on a soft bcd, a pleasant murmur reached
his car, and when he glanced down he saw what
iookccl like clouds, misty and white, below hirn.

He lay a few minutes drowsily musing, for the fall

had stunncd him ; then, as he moved his hand,

somethiug pricked it, and he felt pine-nccdles in
the fingers that closed over them.

“ Caught in a tree, as sure as fate!” he ex-
clairaed, and all visions of hcaven vanished in a
breath, as he sat up and starcd about him, widc-
awake now, and conscious of many aching bones.

Yes, thei-c he lay among the branches of one of
the sturdy pines. into which he had fallen on bis
way down the precipicc. Blessed helpful tree ! set
thci-c to save a life, and to tcach a lesson to a will-
ful young heart that never forgot that hour.

Holding fast, lest a rash motion should set him
bounding further down like a living ball, Corny
took an observation as rapidly as possible, for the
red li"ht was fading, and the mist rtsing from the
vallcy! All he coukl scc was a narrow ledgc where
the tree stood; and, anxious to reach a safer bcd
for the night, he climbed cautiously down to drop

on the rock, so full of gratitudc for safety that he



could only lie still for a little while, thinking of
his mother, and trying not to cry.

He was much shaken by the fall, his flesh
bruised, his clothes torn, and his spirit cowed; for
hunger, wearincss, pain, and danger showed him
what a very feeble creature he was, after all, He
could do no more till morning, and he resigned
himself to a night on thc mountain-side, glad to
be there though doubtful what daylight
would sliow him. Too tired to move, he lay watch-
ing thc western sky, where the sun set gioriously
behind tlie purple hills. All below was wrapt in
mist, and not a sound reached him but the sigh
of the pine, and the murmur of the watcr-fall.

“ This is a first-class scrape. W hat a fool | was
not to go back when | could, instead ofblundering
down here where no one can get at me. Now, as
Gun smashcd,

alive,

like as not, | can't get out alone !
too, in that ugly fall, so | can’'t even fire a shot to

bring iielp. Nothing to eat or drink, and very
likely a day or so to spend here till 1 'm found,__
if I ever am. Chris said, ‘Yell, if you want us.’
Much good that would do now ! I Il try, though.”

And getting up on his weary legs, Corny shouted
till he was hoarse; but echo alone answered him,
and after a few efforts he gave it up, trying to accept
the situation like a man. As if kind Nature took
pity on the poor boy, the little ledge was soft with
lichens and thin grass, and here and there grew a
sprig of checkerberry, sown by thc wind, sheltered
by the tree, and nourished by the moisture that
trickled down the rock from some hidden spring.
Eagerly Corny ate the sweet leaves to stay the
pangs of hunger that gnawed him, and finished
his mcal with grass and pinc-ncedles, calling him-
self a calf, and svishing his pasture were wider.
“The fellows we read about always come to
griefin a place where they can shoot a bird, catch
a fish, or knock over somc handy beast for supper,”
he said, talking to himself. “ I'm not lucky enough
even to find a sassafras bush to chew, or a bird’s
egg to suck. Mypoor gun is broken, or I might
bang away at a hawk, and cook him for supper, if
the bog had n't spoiled my matches as it spoiled
my lunch. Oh, welll I'il puli through, | guess,
and when it's all over, itwill be a right good stoiy-
to tell.”
Then,
ncstled
pine and
world outside-

hoping to forget his woes in sleep, he
under thc low-growing branches of the
lay blinking drowsily at thc twilight
carne, and he saw the
caused by his

A dream
oid farm-house in sad confusién,
absence,— the women crying, the men sober, all
anxious, and all making ready to come and look
for him. So vivid was it that he woke himself by
crying out, “ Here | am,” and nearly went over

the ledge, stretching out his arms to Abner.

The start and thc scare made it hard to go to
sleep again, and he sat looking at the solemn sky,
full of stars that seemed watching over him alone
there, like a poor, lost child on the great moun-
tain’s stony breast. He liad never seen thc world
at that hour before, and it made a deep impression
wild sccne, full of
It gave

on himj for it was a vast,
gloomy shadows and unknown dangers.
him, loo, a now sense of utter littleness and help-
lessness, which taught thc boy human dependcnce
upon heavenly love as nowords, even from his moth-
er’s tender lips, could have taught it. Thoughts
of the suffering his willfulness had given her wrun;’
a few penitent tears from him, which he was not
ashamed to shed, since only thc kind stars saw
them, and better still, he resolved toown thefault,
to atone for it, and to learn wisdom from tliis
lesson, ivhich might j'et provo to be a very bitter
one.

He felt better after this little break-doivn, and
presenti)- his thoughts were turned from conscience
to catamounts again; for sounds in the woods
led him to believe that the much-desircd
animal was on the His excited fancy
painted dozens of them not far away, waiting to
be shot, and there he was, cooped up on that
narrow ledge, with a broken gun, unable even
to get a look at them. He felt that it was a just
punishment, and after the first regret he tried to
comfort himselfwith thc fact that he was much safer
where hewas than alone in the forest at that hour,
for various nocturnal voices suggested restlcss and
dangerous neighbors.

Presenti)' his wakeful eyes saw lights twinkling
far off on the opposite side of the ravine, and he
imagined he hcard shouts and shots. But the
splash of the watcr-fall and the rush of the night
wind deadened thc sounds to his ear, and drowncd
his own reply.

“ They are looking for me, and will never think
of this strange place, | can’'t make them hear,
and must wait till morning. Poor Chris will get
a great scolding for letting me go. |1 don't believe
he told a word till he had to. |’ll make it up to
him. Chris is a capital fellow, and 1 just wish 1
had him here to make things jolly,” thought the
lonely lad.

But soon thc lights vanished, thc sounds died
away, and the silence of midnight brooded over
the hills, seldom broken except by thc soft ciy of
an owl, the rustle of the pine, or a louder gust of
wind as it grew strong and coid. Corny kept
awake as long as he could, fcaring to dream and
fall; but by and by he dropped off, and slept
soundly till the chill of dawn wakcd him.

At any other time he would have heartily en-
joyed the splendor of the eastern sky, as the red

below
prowl.



glow spread and brightencd, till the s«n camc
Ltzling through the gorge, making the w.ld soh-
tude beautiful and grand.

Now, however, he would have given it all lor a
hot bcefsteakand a cup of coffee, as he wct his hps
with a fcw drops of ice-cold water, and browscd
over his small pasture till not a green spvie re-
mained. He was stiff, and full of pain, but day-
light and the hope of escape cheered him up, and
gave him coolness and courage to see how best he
could accomplish his end. o u-

The wind soon blew away the mist and let him
see that the dry bed of a stream

lay just below.
To reach it he must leap,

at risk of his bones,
or find somc means to swing down ten or twelve

feet Once thcre, it was pretty certain that by

following thc rough road he would come mto the
valley, whencc he could very easily find bis way

homo. Much elated at this unexpected good
fortune, he took thc strap that had slung his
aun the leathern belt about his waist,

and the
and knotting them
long enough to let him
drop within two or three feet of the stones below.

This he fastened firmly round the trunk of the
pine, and finished his preparations by tymg ms
handkerchief to one of the branches, that it might
sen'e as a guide for him, a signal for others, and a
trophy of his grand fall.

Then putting a little sprig of the evergreen tree
in his jacket, with a grateful thought of all it had
done for him, he swung himsclf off and landed
safely below, not minding afew extra bumps, after
his late cxploits at tumbling.

Fecling like a prisoner set free, he hurncd as
fast as bare feet and stiff legs would carry hun,
along the bed of thc stream, coming at last into
the welcomc sheltcr of the

strong cords of his
together,

pouch,
made a rope

ivoods, which seemed
more bcautiful than ever after the bloak regién
of granitc in which he had been all night.
Anxious to report himself ahve, and lehcw hio
mother’'s anxiety, he pressed on ..11 he struck he
path, and soon saw, not far away, the oid cabm
Abner had spoken of. Just before this happy
moment he had heard a shot fired somewhcre m
thc forest, and as he hurried toward the sound he
saw an ammal dart into the hut, as if for shelter

W hether it was a rabbit, woodchuck, 01 dog,

had not secn, as a turn in the path prevented a

clcar view ; and hoping it was oid Bufl looking for
him, he ran in, to find himself face to face with a
catamount at last! .

There it was, the big, fierce cat, crouchcd m
a coérner, with ficry eyes, growl.ng and spittmg at
sight of an enemy, but too badly wounded ~ ’

as the blood that drippcd from its neck and thc

tremblc of its limbs plainly showcd.

“ Now 's my chancel 1 don’'t care who shot it,

Il kill it, and own its skin, too, if | pay ray last
dollar for it,” thought Corny; and catching up a
stout bit of timber fallen from the oid roof, he
struck two quick, heavy blows, which finished poor
puss, who gave up the ghost with a savagc snarl,
and a vain effort to pounce on him.

This achievement atoned for all the boy had
gone through, and only waiting to be sure the cat-
amount was quite dead and past clawing, he flung
his prize over his shoulder, and with renewed
strength and spirit trudged along thc woodland
road toward home, proudly imagining histnumphal
entry upon the scene of suspense and alarm.

“ 1 wish I did n’t look so like a scarecrow ; but
perhaps ray rags will add to the effect. Wont the
girls laugh at my swelled face, and scream at the
cat! Hope there’'s a house not very fat off, for |
don’'t believe | can lug this cat much further, I 'm
so starved and shaky.”

Just as he paused to take breath and shift his

burden from onc shoulder to the other,

a loud
shout startied him,

and a moment later several
men carne bursting through the woods, cheenng
wildly as they approached.

It was Abner, Chris, and some of the neighbors,

setting out again on their search, after a mght of
vain wandering,

Corny could have hugged thera
all and cried

like a girl; but pnde kept h.m
steady, though his face showed his joy as he nod-
ded his hatless head with a cool “ Hullo !”

Chris burst into his ringing laugh, and danced a
sort of wild jig around his mate, as the onlyway in
which ho could fitly exprcss his relief; for he had
been bowed down with rcmorse at his imprudencc
in letting Corny go, and all night had rushed up
and down seeking, calling, hoping, and fearing,
till, almost exhausted, he looked nearly as dilapi-
dated as Corny. . o 0m v 1

The tale was soon told, and rcceived with tlie
most flattering signs of interest, wonder, sympa-
thy, and admiration.

“ W hy on carth did n't you tcll me?— 1'd a got
up a hunt for you wuth havin’.— You ought n’t to
have gone off alone on a wild-goose chase like this.
Never did see such a chap for gettin’ inter scrapes,
— and outof’om too, | 'm bound to own,” growled
Abner. .o -

“ Thatis n't a wild goose, is it? proudly de-
mandcd Corny, pointing to the catamount, which
now lay on the ground, while ho leancd against a
trec to hide his weariness; for he felt ready to
drop, now all the excitement was over.

“ No, it's not, and 1 congratilate you on a good
job. Where did you shoot it?” asked Abner,
stooping to examine the creature.

“ 1did n't shoot it; | broke my gun when | took



that hender down the mountain, ] hit the cata-

mount arap with aclul), in the cabin where | found
it,” answered Corny, heartily wishing he need not
share thc prize with any one. But he was honest,
and added at once, “ Some one else had put a
ballet into it; | only finished the fight.”

“ Chris shot it, then; he fired not iong ago, and
we saw tlie critter run, but we were too keeu after
you to stop forany other game. Guess you 've had
enough of catamounts for once, hey ?” and Abner
laughed as he looked at poor Corny, who was a
moro sorry spectaclc than he knew,— ragged and
and shoelcss, his face red and
swelied with the poisoning and bites, his
heavy witli weariness, and in his mouth a bit of
wild-cherry bark, whicli he chewed ravenously.

No, I llave n't! | want this onc, and 1°'li buy
it if Chris wil) let me. | said 1'd kill one, and 1
did, and | want to keep the skin; for I ought to
have something to show after all this
about and turning somersaults half a mile long,”
answered Corny stoutly, as he tried to shoulder his
load again.

“ Here, give me the varmint, and you hang on
to Chris, my boy, or we 'll have to cart j-ou home.
You 've done well, and now you want a good raeal
Right about face,

rough, hatless
eyes

knockiiig

to set you on your feet again.
neighbors, and home we go, to thc tune of Hail
Coiumby!”

As Abner spoke, the procession set forth. The
Cali, hearty man, with the dead animal at his back.

‘'vent firstj then Corny, trying not to lean on the
arm Chris put round him, but very glad of the
support; next the good farmecrs, all talking at
once; while oid Buff soberly brought up the rear,
with his eye constantly on the wild cat.

In this order they reached home, and Corny
sought his mother’s comforting care, and was seen
no more for some hours. W hat went on in her
room, no one knows; but when at last the hero
emerged, refreshed by sleep and food, ciad in dean
clothes, his wounds bound up, and plantain-leaves
dipped in cream spread upon his afflicted couiite-
nance, he received very meekly the congratulations
showered upon him. He made no more boasts of
skill and courage that summer, set out on no more
wild liunts, and gave up his own wishes so cheer-
fully that it was evident something had worked a
helpful change in willful Corny,

He liked to tell the story of that day and night,
whenever his friends were recounting adventures by
sea and land ; but he never said much about thc
hours on the ledge, always owned that Chris shot
the beast, and usually ended by sagely advising
his hearers to let their mothers know when they
wanted to go on a lark of that kind. Those who
knew and loved him best observed that he was
fonder than ever of nibbling checkerberry leaves,
that he did n't mind being laughed at for likiiig to
wear a bit of pine in liis butconhole, and that the
skin of the catamount, so hardly won, lay before
his study table till the moths ate it up.

YOUTH AND AGE.

By M. H.

A FUNNY thing |

Lovett.

heard to-day

I might as well relate.

Our Lil is six,

and little May

Still lacks a month of eight.

And,

through thc open play-room door,

I heard the eider say:

“ Lil,
Go quick,

And Lillie said,— (and

run down-stairs and get my doli.
now,— right away!”

I agreed

That May was hardly fair); —

“ You might say
/ did n’'t leave

«

But, Lillie,”
“ Your little legs,

Are youngerer than mine are,

‘please,” or go yourself—
it thcre.”

urged the eider one,
you know,

child.

And so yon ought to go!”



LANTY O'HOOLAHAN AND THE

LITTLE PEOPLE.

\PhtUnt Fagaiis Pahy TaU.\

By Frederick D.

A rRAH then, an' is it a fairy shtory ye 'll be

afther wantin’ me to tell to vez? An' what 'I!
your papa be a-sayin’ to me, if 1 do that samo?
“ Sure,” he 'll say, “ Phalim, it's a moighty fome
gardener ye are, wastin' your toime tellin faiiy
shtories to the childher instid of attindin’ to your
worruk.” Though for the matter o’ that, it's
nothin’ | could be doin’ now, barrin’ it’'s dtggin’

the pratics which | finished ycsthcrday, or weedin
the onion bed which wont be ready till the da\-
afther to-morrow. So, as | luave n't the to.mc to
tcll yez a reg’lar fairy slitory, | 'll contint mcsilf
wid narratin’ a quare advinture of an uncic o’
mine, by the fiame o’ Lanty O'Hnolahan, wid the
Littie People-

Now, you must know that me unclc -.ras an oiti

Story.

THE LITTLE PEOPLE AT WORK. (SSE PAOR 93*))
bachclor, and by the same token was the foinest
shoe-maker in Ballynahogue. Indade, the
loikes of him could n’'t be found in all county
Roscommon, barrin’ it was Michael O’'Keefc,
who was n't a shoe-makcr at all, but a saddlcr
and harness-makcr, bcdad, and did n’'t live in
Roscommon, naythcr, by rason o’ bein’ a
Doncgal man.

Now, me Unele was the broth ofa boy, an’ he
tuk measures for more read)'-madc shoes in a week
than he could consthruct betune Michaelmas-day
and St. Pathiick’s. Sure, but he was tho swate
timpered sowl, as mcek as milk, and as quoiet as
a pig, barrin’
diction,

n

that he niver could bear conthra-
and was moighty quick to take offinsc,
an’ had a rough tongue of his own and a nimble
shillaly, by rasen of which he 'd bate a man first,
an’' argie the quistion wid him p’accablc and
fiindly afthcrwards.

Well, it happened one avcnin’ that Lanty was
thraveling home to his cabin across the bogby the
cd"c of Shcve-na-Cruish, in not the best timpcr in

the worruld. An’ moighty shmall blame to him

For afther carryin’ a perfectly illi-
gant pair of brogues to a skinflint of an agent.

for that same.



the ould miser tould him to take 'em back, be-
ca’se they did n’'t fit, and hurted his feet in the
bargain.

An’so poor Lanty had to thrudge home ag’in
wid the bregues undher his arrum, and wid all the
money thc ould fellow paid him for thim, in an
impty pocket. Now, as | was afther tellin’ ye, he
was walkin’ across a piece av medder-land on thc
edge of the bog, an’ bewailin’ his bad luck, whin
he had the misfortune to stub his fut agin a fairy

ring by the side av the path, an’ he fell at full
length upon the flure. Av coorse ye know,
me dears, what a fairy ring is? Then, faith, |

need n't be tellin’ ye that it 's the big tufts av
grass in the meddcrs that the Little People dance
around on moonshiny nights. Whin Lanty got
up ag'in, he was in a tearin’ rage. “ Bad luck to
thc Little People,” says he, “ a-puttin’ the tviclcs
on a dacent poor man that’s goin’ home wid a

load o’ thiouble on his heart! 1'd wring their

DAD LUCK TU THE LITTLE PEOI'LK !' SAVS LA.VTV."

nocks for um,” says he, “ if I had ura here betune
me thumb an’ forefinger.” W ell, afther a dale av
mutterin’ an’ blatherin’, Lanty got home to his
cabin, an’ was soon sound aslape, an’ by the nixt
mornin- was as mecrry as a fiddier at a wake, an’
had forgotten all about his throubles an’ diffi-
culties. But, poor sowi, though he had forgotten,
thc Little Pcople had n’'t; an’itwas n't long afore
thc most pcrplixin’ an’ ixtrornary circumshtances
in connixionwid his perfeshun began to dcplate his
trisury an’ bewildher his narves, to sich an ixtint
that, ifit had n't’a’bin for the comfort of the whiff

at his poipc, there’s no tellin’ what he 'd 'a’ been
afther doin".

“ Lanty O'Hoolahan, ye vilyun,” says one ofhis
custhomers a day or two afiherwards, “ what d’ye
mane by sindin’ home to me a pair av bregues
like thim ? They 're hardcr to kape thegither than
a drove av pigs; an' | could niver ha’ worn ’‘em
here if I had n’t 'a’ carried 'em in me hands au
walked barefut. It’s mesilf that does n't know
trichcroiis bregues could ixist at all,
out av brown paper, an

how sich
oniiss yer made 'em ’
shtuck 'em thegither wid pins.”

“ Arrah, be aisy, Patsy,” says me uncle,

how could I be makin’ a pair av black bregues out

“ an

.av brown paper? Sure, they 're cut from as foinc a

bit av English calfskin as ivver was tanned.”

“ Then, be thc powers,” says Patsy, “ ifit ivver
rains in England, the calf that wore that skin for
a coverin’ caught his death o’ cowld, for sorra bit
of wather did it turn.”

“ An’what’s thc inatther wid 'em at all, at all?”
says me uncle. n

“ Bcgorra, there 's not enough left av 'em to
make matarial for ixamination, let alone discus-
sion,” says Patsy, “ aud that 's the throuble,” says
he. “ Shamc on ye, Lanty O'Hoolahan, for ade-
savin’ cratur!” says he.

An’its thruo for yez, them brogues wor a sight
to behowld. The welts wor a-gapin’ as though
they had n’t bin aslape for a fortnight, an’ iwery
siperate bit av the uppers was as full av cracks as

Tiin Maguire’s head afther a faction fight at
Donnybrook fair.
Now, if ye 'll bclave me, afore poor Lanty was

over wid lamintin’ the terrible misfortunc that had
bcfallen him, who should come in but Mr. Fin-
nelay, the attorney, Colonel De Lacey’s agint, a-
lookin’ moighty put out, an’ as red as a bcet.

“ Lanty O'Hoolahan, ye spalpcon !” says he.

“Ycrhonor!” says Lanty, wid a gentale .scrape.
(He see throuble a-brcwin’, an’ was bound to
smooth it over wid perliteness ;
ticklcs an agiiu to he calied “ ver honor.”)

“ How darc ye spile me best London-made
shoes,” says he, “ by convartin’ 'cm into a botch
like this?” An’he held up afore him a pair av
walkin’-shoes, wid the sowls hangin’ to 'cm by a
thread or two, an’ the hccls clane gone intircly.

“ Musha, then,” says me unclc, “ but it’s the
pathriotic sowls they are, to be sure, It’s ivklent
they dispisc to be bound to the Saxon toyrant or
annyofhisworruks,” says he. “Ould Oireland iiced
n't despair av fi-cedom, whin even inanimate nature
rebels ag’in the furriii yokc. It on'y confurrums
me opinién that thci-c 's nothin’ like leather.”

“'T is a true word ye 'rc spakin,” says Misthcr
“1H says he, “ there’s

for it always

Finnelay, go bail,”



nothin’ that 's annythin’ at all like leather

them shoc-soles, more shame to ye, ye rogue.”
“ Hark to the improvin’ discoorse av him !” says

in

) W

‘HOW PAKE VE SPILE ME BEST WNDOH*MADE SHOES?

»
SAYS HE.

me Unele, admirin’ly. “ See how he catches up
me own words in a twinklin’, an’ bates me wid 'em.
Sure 'tis Partament 's the place for a gintleman
av ready spache like yer honor, an’ its mcsilf as
would enj'y hearin’ ye trate tlic Tovies wid the
rough edge o’ yer tongue,” says he.

‘*Git out wid yer blarneyin’” says the agint, but
he was plazed, for all that. “ But what ails ye,
annyway?”

says he.

“ Sorra bit do | know,” says Lanty, “ barrin’ it is
that ould Kitty Flanagan has bccn ovorlookin’ me
shoes in rivingc for the illigant batin’ | gave her
ould man, thc toime he broke me head, an’ laid
me up for the winther,” says he.

Howsomdevcr, afther this, things went from bad
to worse wid him, so that he grew as tliin as a
shavin’ off thc hide av a skinncd rabbit, an’ as sad
as a wathery pratic, until wan night, as he sat
aslape in his cabin, a-watchin’ the imbcrs ay the
pate fire, an’ n-thinkin’ over his dcsprit condition,
he heard the quarcst little “ he-he ” ava gigglc that
ivver a man clapt eyes on, comin’ out av thc other
cérner av thc room. 'T was just as though a Jer-
sey muskater had become a Christian,
thryin’ his hand on an Irish laugh.

“ The saints betune us an’all harrum !” says me

an’ was

Gnele to himself, but so low that he had to watch
the movemcnts av liis mouth to tell what it was he
was afthcr sayin',— “ but that's a strange soight,
so it is,” says he. AIiT he was just on thc sthroke
av jumpin’ up an’ hullerin’ “ muither an’ thavcs,”
whin he heard the laugh ag'in, aiT lookin’ beyant,
whei-e his bench stood, he saw a shmall head noar
thc soize av a middlin’ pratic (be way av makin’
sure that the coast was clear) a-papin’ out av the
lig av one av Squire Kelly's new top boots, which
Lanty was afthcr finishin’ that avenin’ ready for
takin’ to the Hall thc nixt mornin’.

W hin the little man saw that all was quoiet an*
shtill, “ All right!” says he, an’ quick as a wink,
the binch an’ the flure wor covered wid a hustlin’
crowd av little people, as big as me hand 01 littler,
barrin’ the dirrt, a-lapin an’ tumblin’ an’ dancin’
about like parched pays in a fryin’-pan, wid a
shprinklin’ av rcd-litt gunpowther thrown in to
ballast 'eiu aiT kape 'cm stiddy. Somc av'em wor
drisscd in green, an’some in red, an’ the lave av
‘ecm had little chisels an’ saws an’ knoives in their
hands, wid little baskcts to hould the chips.

Prisintly onc av 'em wid a big feather in his cap,
an’ a coat all ablaze wid gould an’ di'monds, says:
“ Ordher,” says he, an’ at onct the little folks
wor a-stannin in rows loike a corps av Fanians a-
drillin’ on the green.

‘““To worruk !'” says he.

" 'WUT that's a STRANUB SHICHI-, SO IT IS, SAVS HE.

An’ at it tliey went, heltcr skelter, hammer an’
tongs, wid chisels an’ files, an’ knoives an’ spo.tc-
shaves, butchcrin’ an’ slahterin’ the ncw top boots.



cheese-cutter were a-
while the

Two av 'em wid a shmall
nickiii’ the sti'ches around
others went to chiscllin’ grooves on the inside av
the uppers, an’ shavin’ the leather so thin yez
could see daylight through 'em down a coal-mine
wid the lamps out.

An’ all the toime me poor Gnele was a-lookin’ at
the littie felluhs, wid his eyes shut for fear they 'd
see him a-watchin’ 'em, an’ quakin’ an’ thrimblin,
while the cowld sweat poured down his back till
he had n't a dry rag on him, barrin’ his night-cap,
which was a-soakin’ wid the iinen in
the tiib ready ag’in the nixt wash-day.

the sowls,

lave av his

“ Bad luck to 'em !” says he. “ There goes two
pound an’ the intherest for jvver ! Be jabers!”
says he, “ there’'s ono comfort, the boois wont

hould thegither long enough fur the squoire to
kick me out o’ the house when | take 'em home.”
“ Lanty O'Hoolahan,” says he, still a-talkin’ to

hisself, “ if it takes ye three days to mak them
boots, lavin’ out Sunday an’ workin’ two days
more to even it, an’ these thavin’ littie lilagg-

yuards dcsthroy thim in the coorse av an hour or

so, how long will it be afore y' are clatterin’
down the road to ruin, wid yer joints greased
for the occasion, an’ wid the help av a con-

vaynicnt landshlip ordhered exprissly to expedite
the ixcuision ?”

“ Wirra, wirra,” says he, “ what have I done to
the Littie Peoplc that they should thrate me so,
wasthin’ me substhance, an’desthroyin’ me carack-
tber, an’wearin’ out the ligimints av me heart wid
grief!” Whenjistthen he remembered the misfort-
unate night when ho shtumbled over the fairy ring,
an’ forgot his good manners, an’ gave the Littie
People bad fiames, an’ thritened their p'ace an’ dig-

nity. “ That'sit! " says hein terror. “ 'T isall over
wid me !'” says he. “ If Il comcoutav thisshcrape
wid me head on me showldhers, it 'll be by the

mcrcyav Providence an’ the help avme own wit, an’
not from any good-will or lanience of the fairies.”
Purty soon the Littie Peoplc finished their job
for the noight, an' wor packin’ up their traps to
be off, when Lanty could stan’ it no longer; an’
casthin’ away all considherations av fear or danger,
he Ic'ptinto the middle av the fAure an’ made a
grab fur the crowd. Sure, he might as well havc
clutched the slippery end ava moonbeam, for they
slid through his fingers like a shtream av ice
wathcr wid the chill off, an’ were gone in a flash.
But, as luck would have it, the littie chap wid the
fcathers an’ cli'monds in makin’a spring fur the
chimney shtumbled over a lump av cobblor's wax
on the cdge of the binch, an’ went souse into a
pot av glue that was simmerin’ be the side av the
foire. Afore he could gather hisself thegither fur
anithcr lape, me imcle had him be the neck.

“1’'ve got ye, at last 1” says Lanty.

‘Ye have,” says the littie chap.

‘ Good-avenin’ to ye 1” says me uncle, politely.
‘Good-avenin’1” says the littie chap.

“ 'I'VE COT VE, AT LAST!' SAID LAHTV."

“ Yedis”~zVablescoundhrell” says Lanty; “ what
d’ye mane be thryin' to ruin a daccnt thradesman
as niwer did ye anny harrum ?”

“ What clid ye mane by tbramplin’ over my
domain wid yer clumsy brogues, an’ blatherin' an’
threatcniii’ me paple aftherwarcls ?” says the littie
chap. “ D’'yez know who | am ?” says he.

“ Ye 're a rogue that’s jist rached the ind av a
career av croime,” says Lanty.

“ 1'm the king av the fairies,” says the midget.

“ An’l'm the king av the cobblers,” says Lanty.
“ An’ svhcn two kings come as cidse thegither as
mosilf an’ yersilf it 's loike to be purty uncnm-
fortable fur one av 'cm.”

“ Sure,an’'ye would n’'t clemanc yersilf be takin’
the rivinge out o’ me fur a harrumlcss jokc !”



“ Faith, an’ the laugh that follows that joke 11
be mighty onpleasant,” says Laiity,
unhealthy fur the throat,” says he,

“What'll ye be for doin’?” says the little chap.

an’ amazin’

“

Wringin’ yer neck !'” says Lanty.
W e 'll I'ave ye alone for thc future,” says he.
1’1l go bail that oiii av ycz will,” says Lanty.
We 'll make ye rich,” says the little chap.
The man that has his hands on the neck av his
worst enimy 'ud be grady toask for betther fortune
than that same,” says Lanty.

“We 'll worruk forye,”

“
“

says the little chap.

“ Thrue foryou,” says Lanty. ‘“ The dilicatc
attentions ye 've paid to me worruk ’'ll recave in
the past as in thc future the grateful acknowlidg-
mint av me pathrons,

as Barney Muldoon,
milk dealer, said

in his

the
last circilar to his cus-
thomers,— more power to his pump !” says Lanty.

“1'm in airnest,” says the little chap.

“Ye'll be in glory in afew minnits,” says Lanty.

W ell, not to repate the whole av thc conversa-
tion, by way av makin’ a long shtory out av it, thc
discushion iudid by the King av the Fairies prom-
isLn’, in considheration av his reiase, that his paple
should do all Lanty’s worruk for him, so that he
cud live the loife av a jintleman.
bargain betther kipt.

An’ niver was
In thc daytoime Lanty sat
down at his aise an’ tuk his measures, an’ cut out
his leather, an’ iwery noight a busy crcw av fairy
cobblcrs was spraivlin’ all over his cabin flure, a-
plyin’ their elbows loike the drivin’ rods av a stame-
ingine, a-makin’ Lanty’s brogues and his fortune

at thc same toimc. Afther a whoile, what wid the

good-will av the fairies an' the increase av his husi-

ness, Lanty kem to be the richest man in the

SA]

counthry, an’ kep his carridge, an’ had a change
av brogues for ivver;' day in the week, wid a pair
av red morocco tops for Sundays an’ saints days.
Sure, the paplc kem from all over Oireland to
in those parts, to be in duig way av buym’
Lanty’s wondherful brogues, ontil they ran rcnts up
so high that the agint was obliged
collectin’ em wid a laddhecr.

“ Now," says you to me, “ if ycr uncle bekem
so rich, Phalim, how is it that ye left sich prospcr-
ity as that, an’ kem to Amcriky to be a gartiener?
says you, “ which, although it 's a respictable an’
gentale profcshun,” says you, “ is hardly commin-
surate wid yer prospicts as the relativo av a gmtle-
man av >er uncle’s wealth an’ importance.”

An’it’'s pvecoiscly the pint I 'm in process av
clucidatin’. Ye see, the family grew so powerful
in riches an’ inflooence, an’ so excited the mane
invy an’ jealousy av an dUliterate an’ onrasonable
pesintry, that it wor thought betther that some av
US should 1'ave Che counthry,

settle

to go round

temporainly, to
aquilize the aquilibrium.

“ An’, in the nixt place,” says me uncle to me,
“ Phalim,” says he, “ your janius is too ixpansive
fur a conthvacted shpot like Oireland- Amecriky
is the place for you, an’ 1’ll be buyiu’ you a steer-

age ticket to go,” says he. An’, sure, | had to sell

me pig and me bits av shticks av fum.ture to
scrape thegither enough mouey to pay for it
“ A steerage passage,” says me unclc/‘ 41tache ye
aquality, an’ instil raal ginuine Dcmmicratic sinti-
mints into ye,” says he, “ au’be the toiine ye 've
bin in the Shtates long enough to be nathrahzed,
they ’'ll be afther makin’ a Prisident or a pdlice

capt’in out av ye !” says he.

THE ROMANCE OF A MENAGERIE.

By John R- Cokyell.

Queen is an elephant in a menageric. Every
boy and girl in the land knows her, because she is
the mother of that very remarkablc creature, thc
baby elephant ‘‘Bvidgcport.” Before she was the
mother of thc baby elephant, however, she was no
more famous than any other of thc twcnty or more
elephants which belongecl to the mcnagcrie.

W hy she was called Qucen, | shall not pretcnd
to explain, for 1 do not know- There is no knowl-
edgc that she ever, cither wild or tamc, held any
rank which would entitlc her to the namc. RNor

did the kccpcrs show hcr any especial respcct bce-
cause of her royal namc.

How she did hate the trainer! and how much
more fiercely she hated hcr kecper ! If it had not
been for the sharp-pointcd iron prod, of which she
was mortally afraid, she would have soon shown
the puny human beings, who made her do such
absurd things in the circus ring, that an elephant
was above such antics. Indccd, thc spirit of hatred
in hcr that one day she could not
resist an opportunity, when the keeper stood near

was so strong



her without his iron prod, to curl her trunk sud-
denly around his waistand give him a toss against a
wall a few yards away. The keeper was badiy in-
jured, and Oiieen received a severe punishment,
but for that she was too much excited to care.

But if Queen hated her keeper, and indeed all
the men about her, she had a soft place in her
heart for Spot. He was an odd companion for
Queen, for he was a dog; but they were sworn
she was very lonely when he was
away from her, Spot was on very fricndly terms
with all the elephants, but he realizad Qiicen’s
special interest in him and always hnd an extra
wag of the tail by way of greeting to her; whilc
she showed her satisfaction in elephant language,
which was by swaying her great body to and fro
and cmitting a prolongecl rumbling sound from
her capacious chest.

Some time before, Queen had had a camcl for
her intimate friend, but the ownersofthe menage-
rie, without the slightcst regard for her feelings,
had solcl the camcl to another showman. Queen
had expressed her indignation at the time by
trumpeting defiance to ali mankind and attcinpt-
ing to push her head through the brick wall of the
She aiso refused to perform,

friends, .and

building she was in.
but a battalion of men finally persuaded her to
change her mind.

No doubt thc experience with the camel made
her suspicious, for if any length of time went by
Without a visit from Spot, she notified the other
together they made such a com-
immediately sent for.

elephants, and
motion that Spot would be
Once, when thc menagcrie was out West, Spot im-
prudently wandercd too far away from thc tents,
and, being a good-looking dog, he was capturcd
by somc wickeci person.

Queen was the first to notice his failure to ap-
pear, and, as before, she suspected the keepcrs of
having sent him away. In a moment she had
communicated thc intelligence of his abscnce and
her siispicions, and then began the commotion,
of which the keepers now knew thc meaning
perfectly well.

High and low thcy searched for Spot, but, of
course, he was not found. When performance
time carne, the elephants wcre marshaled out; but
thcy said, as plainly as if they had used human
language, “ Bring back Spot, or wc will not per-
form.” Nor could any kind offorcé or persuasion
induce them to yield. The next day and the next
found them in the same obstinate mood, and it be-
came perfectly cvident that unless Spot could bo
restored to them, thcre would be no more per-
formances with the elephants.

A reward was offcicd and Spot was recovercd.

You know a dog’'s way. He barked and jumped

and wagged his tail nearly off as soon as he caught
sight of the circus tents. At the first faint bark
Queen’s eyes lighted up, and she listened intcntlv!
Another bark, and she noddcd her head as if jo
say — “ He'scoming!” and then began to rumblc
and sway. All the elephants rumbled and swayed;
and when Spot dashed boisterously in among theni
and bounded up and down the line, the elephants
biimped against one another in furious glee, rum-

Here he is; just
And of course thc

bung out joyfully, “ Here he is |
look at the dear oid fellow !”

performances wcnt on all right after that happy
reunion. AN

But by and by, Spot, who was not a young dog,
grew too oid to live any longer, and onc day he
barked his final bark and wagged his tail for the
last time, It took his big friends fuily a week to
realize that Spot was gone forever, and that weck
was devoted solely to mourning. To Queen, par-
ticularly, the blow was very severe, and it is said
that, to this day, if the men snap thcir fingers and
cali for Spot, she will dolefully evince her sorroiv
for her lost friend.

No doubt Queen thought she never could be
happy again, and if anybody had suggested to her
that she could ever love anybody else as she had
loved Spot, she doubtless would have been indig-
nant indeed. But just about this time a new
member joined thc circus to which the menagcrie
bclonged, who was destined to be the dearest
friend Queen ever had or would have until little
“ Bridgeport” joined thc menagerie.

Babics come to all sorts of queer places to light
them up and fill them with joy; and right into thc
company of thc careering horses, thc shouting
the tumbling acrobats, thc giants, fat
men, Zulus, dwarfs, and wild animals, carne
laughing little Donald Mclvillc to begin his young
life.

downs,

Little Don could not help laughing. That is
what he seemed to have come for, cisc why all
those dimplcs? He had dimplcs all over him;

every little finger and cvcry cunning little toe had
its own dimple, and so Don was charming to look
at, and everybody loved him.

Any other baby might have been afraid of all
those fiercc-looking animals in thc cages; but Don
W hy should he be ? He mcant them nn
The very first time he was taken into the
many months okl

was not.
harm !

menagerie,— and he was not
then,— he tried as bardas he could to pat the great
tigcr, but, to his astonishmecnt, he was snatched
hurriedly away from thc cage. All ofthc .animals
plcased him, and lie crowed and laughed ddight-
edly as he was carried from cage to cage ; but the
elephants werc evidently the particular wondcrs
which plcased and interested him most, for when



he was carried to them, he opencd wide his big
blue eyes and gave vent to his feelings in a long
“ 00-0-0-0 !” through his puchcred red lips.
Queen was still nursing her soriow for Spot wher
littie Don, with his blue eyes, red lips, and dimplcd

UON AHIlI yUEE-V RL.IVIKO WITH THE bUILHIHH-BI.UCKS.

cheeks, was hckl up before her and laughed bis
way straight into her affection. Spot alivc or not,
Queen, in common with everybody else in the big
tents, had to do homage to innocence aitd joy,
and so she straightway dcclared her love by a
tremendous rumblc and sway, which so dclighted
Don that ho replied with a cooing “ Oo0-0-0-0!"”

that sealed the compact. From that time forward
Don and Queen were devoted to each othcr.
Many parents would havc been afraid to trust
their littlc child with Queen, knowing how she
hatcd the men about her; but Don’s papa and
mamma were circus peo-
ple,familiarwith elephant
ways,

'y
and they know
that Queen woukl far ra-
ihcr injure herself than
allow the least harm to
come to Don. No doubt
Queen considered Don as
a new species of being,

cntirely different from
the mankind she hated
so bitterly.

Every day, at least

once, must Don be taken
to Quccn; and long be-
fore tlic baby boy could
walk, he crawled about
under the gigantic creat-
urc or rodé on hci back,
with as much fearlessness
as if she were made of
wood. The first time he
ever stood on his feet by
himselfwasonc day when
he was playing about
OQuccn. He caught hold
6f one of the huge legs,
which he could not half
encirclc, and straincd and
tuggcd until he had
gained his feet.

Histriumphant “ Oo-o-
0-0 !” wasrespondedlo by
a prolonged rumblc from
Queen,who seemed quite
asproudofDon’sachieve-
ment as were the specta-
tors. Nor could his own
mother havc been more
tenderofhim. Youmight
have torturcd Queen, but
she would not have
moved a hair's-breadth
carelcssly when Don was

playing about her feet.
I'y and by Don grew oldcr and could walk, and
then what games they used
Everybody

[»EE HEXr

lo have together !
in the show would gather around to
see the two strange playfcllows, Whcn he could
just toddie, Don would run up to Quccn with a
chuckle of delight, and putting his white, plump

httle arms around her great brown hairy trunk,



would tug away with ail his littie strength, as ifhe
believed he could puli that living mountain over,

And, strange to say, he actually accomplished
his object, for Queen humored the little fellow’s
fancy. Swaying and rumbling with delight, she
would gradually allow herself to come to hcr knccs,
and finally tn fall over on hcr sidc. And
touching to see how all the time she kept her eyes
that
no movement of hers should even disturb him !

W hen she was at last prostrate, Don would look
around as if to say, “ See what 1can do!” Then
he would imitate what he had seen the trainer per-
He would clamber and climb until he was on

it was

lovingly on the beautiful baby, taking care

form.
Queen’s head, and there he would sit, with the air

TtIE TWO FRIENDS.

of a conqueror. He was quite likcl)' to thrust his
little fist into the elephant’s eye or to swing his
foot into hcr mouth, but not a motion would the
patient crcaturc make while he sat there, for she
seemed to know that he was not very secure in his
high perch.

Sometimes Don would carry his picCtire-blocks to
Queen, and together they would build houses. Don
would puton one block, and then Queen would take

one up in hcr trunk and put it in its place as care-
fuliy as if she had been used to thc gamc all her life;
and when Don would kick the house down, as he
usually did when it was about halfbuilt, his merr;’
laugh and her thunder-like rumbie were something
worth going miles to hear.

It ncver sccmced to occur to Don that there was
anything odd in his companionship with the
gigantic crcaturc; and had little
head to do so, there is no doubt that he would
have proposed a walk in thc fields with hcr, with
if she had been a small

it entered his

as much innocence as
dog.
All this while beller-tempercd
elephant in the menagerie than Queen,
seemed to feel bound to act gently toward
cverybody in order to prove her right to
the fricndship of little Don. But one day
a change camc. A cloud fell upon the great
Diphtheria, a discase, took
away the little baby boy. Sunshine gave
place to gloom. The lightest-hearted, the
most careless, the most reckless, mourned.
The sorrowful tidings found their way into
the elephants’ tent,— who can tcll how ! No-
body could doubt then the love that went
out for little Don from the uncouth giants

there was no
who

show. cruel

chained to the earth. They could not speak,
they could not weep like their human mas-
teis; but their gvief must find cxpression,
and they acted as if crazcd.

And Queen! She could
not realizc that tlie men about hcr had had
no partin hcr bercavement. She was filled
Her other losses she could for-

not or would

with fury.
give, but never this one. Hveiylhing was
done to pacify her, to subduc her, but in
They might kill her, quell hcr they
The elephants after a
week of grief rcsumed their accustomed
dutics, but Queen was immovable and even
dangerous, and, therefore, she was sent
from the Far West to Bridgeport in Con-
necticut, whcre thc winter quartcrs of the

vain.

could not. other

elephants are.

For six months Qucen
condition of furiousgricf Ncvcr before or since has
there been such an instancc among elephants of
persistent affection. Queen has little “ Bridgeport "
now, and if one can judge by appearances, she is
perfectly satisfied with him, for ifever mother doted
on baby, she doteson him ; and thougb, no doubt,
she has reserved onc cérner of her heart to the
mcmory of Don, she has too much happiness to

remained in this

feel much sorrow.



LOST ON THE PLAINS.

By Joaquin

Only sixteeen or seventeen miles a day.
long, creeping, creaking line of covered white ox-
wagons, stretching away to tlie west across the
vast and boundless brown plains. Not a house
for thousands of miles, not a tree, not a shrub, not
a single thing in sight, exceptnow and then, dotted
down here and there, a few great black spots m
the boundless sea of brown.

That is the way it was when my parents took
me, then only a lad, across the plains, more than
thirty years ago. How different now, with the
engines tearing, smoking, screeching and scream-
ing across at the rate of five hundred miles or
more a day !

There are many houses on the plams now. 1tic
pioneers have planted great forests of trees, and
there are also vast corn-fields, and the song of
happy harvesters is heard there. But the great
black spots that dotted the boundless sea of brown

are gone forever. Those dark spots were herds of

countless bison, or buffalo — as they wcre more
generaEy called.

One sultry morning in July, as the sun rose
up and blazed with uncomraon ardor, a herd of
buffalo was seen grazing quietly ciése to our train,
and some of thc younger boys who had guns and
pistols, and were “ dying to kill abuffalo,” beggcd
their parents to let them ride out and take a shot.

As it was only a natural desire, and seemed a
simple thing to do, a small party ofboys was soon
ready The men were obliged to stay with the
train and drive the oxen; for the tents had already
been thc long white Ime had
begun to creep slowly away over the leiel brown
sea toward the next water, a little blind stream
that stole through the willows fifteen miles away

struck, and

to the west. . - i

‘i'hgre were in our train two sons of a nch and
rather important man. And they were now first
in the saddle and ready to take the lead. But as
they were vain and selfish, and had always had a
big opinién of themselves, their father knew they
had notlearned much about anything else. There
was also in the train a sad-faced, silent boy, barc-
footed and all in rags; for his parents had dicd
with the cholera the day after wc crosscd thc Mis-
souri river, and he was left hclpless and alone.

He hardly ever spoke to any one. And as for thc

rich man-s boys, they would sooner have thought
of speaking to their negro cook than to him.
As the boys sat on their horses ready to go,

VoL. XIl.— 6a

Millkr.

and thc train of wagons rolled away, the rich man
carne up to the barefooted boy, and said ;

“ See here, “ Tatters,” go along with my boys
and bring back the game.”

“ But 1have no horse, sir,”
boy ~

“ Well, takc mine,” said the anxious father ;
“ 1 will get in thc wagén and vide there till you
come back.”

“ But | have no gun, no pistols fior knife,” added

thc boy.
“ Here !'”

rcplicd the sad-faccd

cried thc rich man. Jump on my
horse ‘Ginger,” and 1 'll fit you out.”

W hen the barefooted boy had mountcd thc horse,
the man buckled his own belt about thc Uid and
swung his rifle over the saddle-bow.

How the boy’s face lit up 1 Hisyoung hcart was
beating like a drum with deiight as the party
bounded away after the buffalo.

The wagons creaked and crawled away to thc
wcst over the great grassy plains; the herd of
buffalo sniffed the young hunters, and lifting their
sha”~gy heads, shook them angrily, and then mrned
away like a dark retreating ide of the sea, with the
boys bounding after them in hot pursuit,

Itwas a long and exciting chase. “ latters
soon passed the othcr boys, and pressing hard on
the herd, after nearly an hour ol wild and spiendid
riding, threw himself from the saddle and, taking
aim, fired.

The biothers carne up soon, and dismountmg as
fast as thcir less practiced limbs would let them,
also fired at the retreating herd.

W hen the dustand smoke cleared away, a fine lat
buffalo lay rolling in the giass before them. Fol-
lowing the example of “ Tatters,” they loaded their
guns where they stood, as all cautious hunters do,
and then went up to thc game.

The barefooted boy at once laid his finger on a
bullct hole near thc regién of the he.art and looked
up at the others.

“ 1 aimcd about thcre 1” shouted one.
so did 11” cried thc other eagerly.

W ithout saying a word, but with a very sigmfi-
cant look, the barefooted boy took uut his knife,
and unobscrved, pricked two holcs with the point
of it closc by the bullet hnlc. Then he put his
finger there and again looked up at the boys.
They camc down on their knees, wild with deiight,

And

in an instant.

P
Thcy had really helped kill abuffalo . In fact.



they had killed it! “ For are not two ballets bet-
ter than one !” they cried.

“ ‘Tatters,” cut me off the tail,” said one.

“ And cut me off the mane;

a coat-collar for my father,” shouted the other.

I want it to make

W ithout a word, the boy did as he was bid, and
then sccurcly fastened the trophies on behind their
saddles-

“ Now let’'s overtake the train, and tell fathcr
all about killing our first buffalo,” cried the eider
of the two brothers.

“ And wonthe be delighted ! ” said the other, as
he clambcred up to the saddle, and turned his face
in every direction, looking for the wagons.

“ But where are they ?” he cried.

At first thc brothers laughed a
they grew \'cry sober.

“ That is the way theywent,” said one, pointing
off. “ Yc-yc-ycs, I'think that's the way theywent.
But | wonder why we can’t see the wagons?”

little. Then

“ We have galloped a long way; and then they
have all the time been going in the otherdirection.
Ifyou go thatway, you ivillbe lost. Whenwestarted,
I noticed that the train was moving toward sunset,
and that the sun was over our left shoulder as we
W e must go in this direc-
tion, or we shall be lost,” mildly and firmly said the
barefooted boy, as he drew liis belt tighter and pre-
parad for work-

The other hoys only looked disdainfully at the
speaker as he sat his horse and, shading his eyes

looked after thc train.

with his lifted hand. looked away in the direction

he wished to go. Then they talked a moment
between themselves, and taking out their pocket
compasses, pretended to look at them very know-
ingly.

Now, many people thinkacompasswill lead them

out of almost any place where they
are lost. This is a mistake.

A compass is only of use when you can
not scc the sun. And even then you must
have coolness and patience and good sense to
get on with it at all. It can atbest only guide you
from one object to another, and thus keep you in
a straight line, and so prevent you from going

around and around and around.

But when the plain is one vast level sea, without
a single object rising up out of it as a guide,
what is a boy to do ? It takes a cool head, boy’s or
man’s, to use a compass on the plains.

“ Come on! that is right, ” cried the eider of
the two hunters, and they darted away, with “ Tat-
ters ” far in the rear. They rodé hard and hot for
hour, getting more frightened, and going
faster at every jump. The sun was high in the
heavens. Their horses were all in a foam.

“ |1 see something at last,” shouted the eider, as
he stood up in his stirrups, and then settling back in
his seat, he laid onwhip and spur, and rodé fastand

a full

furious straight for a dark object that lay there
in tho long brown grasses of the broad unbroken
Soon they carne up to it. It was the dead
buffalo 1 They knew now that they were lost on
the plains. Theyhad bccn riding in the fatalcircle
that means death if you do not break it and es-

plains.

cape.
Very meek and very penitent felt the twoboys as
“ Tatters” carneriding up slowly after them. They
were tired and thirsty. They seemed to themselves
to have shrunken to about half their usual size.
Meekly they lifted their eyes to the despised boy,

and pleaded silcntlyand pitifully for help. Tears



were in their eyes. Their chins and lips quivercd,

but they could not say one word.
“ W e must ride with the sun on the left shoulder,
as 1 said, and with our faces all the time to the

west. If we do not do that, we shall dic.
come with me,”

Now,
said “ Tatters" firmly, as he turned
his horse and took the lead. And now meekly
and patiently the others followed.

Butthe horseswerebroken in strength and spint.
The sun in mid-heaven poured its full forcé of
heatupon thc heads of the thirstyhunters, and thcy
could hardly keep thcir seats in thc hot saddles.
The horses began to stumble and staggcr as the)’
walked.

And yet there was no sight or soundof anything
at all, before, behind, or left or right. Nothing
but the weary, dreary, cternal and unbroken sea
ofbrown.

Away to thc wcst. the bright blue sky shut down
Sharp and tight upon the brown and blazing plain.
The tops of tho long imtroddcn grass gleamed
and shiminercd with the heat. Yet not a sign of
water could be anywhere disccrned. Silence,
vastncss, voiceless as when the world camc newl)’
from the hand of God.

No one spoke.
leader of the
would

Stcadily and quietly the young
party led on. Now and then he
lift his oyes under his hat to thc blazing
sun over his left shoulder, and that was all.

Thcre comes a time to us all, 1 believe, sooner

or later, on the plains, in the valley, or on the

..HE RODE SLOWLY AND OnF-TLV

in ,nn pmncc or co.thnp wi.en

can only lift our eyes, silent and helpless, to somc-

‘5 :« ta ; par.y hcard a feint sound

beyond them, a feeble, screeching cry that seemed
to come out from the brown grass beneath them
as they struggled on.

Then suddenly they carne through and out ot
the tall brown grass into an open plain that looked
like a plowed field. Only, all ahout the outer
edge of the field were little hills or forts as high as
a man’'s knee. On every one of these little forts
stood a soldier-sentinel, high on his jlind legs and
barking with all his might.

The lost hunters had found a dog-town,
first they had ever seen.

Somc owls flew lazily over the strange little city,
ciése to thc ground ; and as they rodé through the
town, a rattlesnake now and then glided into the
hole on thc top of one of the ten thousand little
forts. The prairie dogs, also, asthc boys rodé ciése
upon them, would twinkk their heels in the air and
ilisappear, head first, only to jump up, like a Jack-

the

in-a-1)Ox, in anotlicr fort, almost instantly.

The party rodé through the town and looked
beyond. Nothing! Behind? Nothing! To the
right? Nothing! Totheleft? Nothing; nothing

but the great blue sky shut tight down against the
boundless level sea of brown !

“ W ater,” gasped onc of thc boys; “ I am dying
for water.”

“ Tatters ” looked him in the face and saw that
what he said was true. He reflected a moment,
and then said, “ W ait here forme.” Then, leaving

the others, he rodé slowly and quietly around the

AROUND THE TBAIE.E-DOO CITY."

j,, .nered acry of deiight,

beckoned them to come.



Do you sec that littie road there
Ic isa

“ Look thcrc!
swinding along through the thick grass?
dim and smallroad, not wicler than your hand, but
it means everything to us.”

“ Oh, I am dying of thirst!” exciaimed onc of
the brothers. “ W hat does it mean ?”

“ jt means water. Do you think a great city
like that can gct on without water? This is their
road to watei-. Come! Let us follow this trail
till we find it.”

Saying this, “ Tatters” lecloffatalivelypacc, for
the horses, cheerecl by the ljavking dogs, and somc-
what rested, were in better spivits noiv. And then
it is safe to say that they, too, saw and undei"stood
the meaning of the dim and dusty little road that
wound along under their feet.

“ Hurrah! hurrah! hurrah !'” Gallant
ters” turned in his saddle and sliook his cap tochecr
the poor boys lichind, as he saw a long line of
fresh green willows starting up out of che brown
grass and moving in the wind before him.

And did n’'t the horses dip their noscs dccp in
the water! And did n't the boys slide down
from their saddles in a hurry and throw thcmselves
beside it! That same morning, two of these
young gentlemen would not have taken water
out of the same cup with *“ Tatters.” Now
they were drinking with the horses. And happy
to do it, So happy! Water was never,
never so sweet to them before.

The boys all bathed their faces, and the horses
began to nibblc the grass, as the riders sat on the

“ Tat-

too.

iooked anxiously at the setting
Each one asked him-
but they

bank and sun,
Were they lost forever?
self that question. W ater was good;
could not live on water.

“ Stop here,” said “ Tatters,”
horses till I come back.”

He went down to the edge of the water and sat
there watching the clcar, swift little stream long
and anxiously.

At last he sprang up, rolled
above his knees, and dasited

Clutching a littie white object

“and hold the

his ragged pants
into the
in his hands, he

water.

looked at it a second, and then with a beaming
face hurried back to tlio boys ;
“ Therc! scc that! achipl They are camped

up this stream suinewhcrc, and they can’t be very
far away from here !'”

Eagerly the
pressed ciése on after “ Tatters.”

“ And how do you know they are ci6se by?”
qucried one.

“ The chip was wet only on onc side. It had
not been ten minutes in the water.” As “ Tatters”
said this, the boys exchanged glances. They were
glad, so glad, to be nearing their father once more.

But it somehow began to dawn upon them very
clearly that they did not know quite everything,
even if their father was rich.

Soon, guns were heard firing for the lost party.
And turning a cérner in the willowy littie river,
tlicy saw the tents pitched, the wagons in corral,
and the oxen feeding pcaccfully beyond.

ljoys mounted their horses, and

AUNT KITTY AND HER CANARIES,

[Af/d

ihe PlantAlK Seed/"\

By Amanda B. Harris.

AuNT Kitty had a cageful of Canarics— that
The children of the neighbor-
in to sec thcm ; and
and answer all

is, she had five.
hood were always running
she would take the cagc down,
their questions— and you know what children are
at asking questions, | suppose.

W ell, the children wanted to know if the Gafia-
nes sang— how many of thcm sang— which oncs
sang— where they stayed nights, and if they sat
in their swing.

And what did she give them to eat besides ca-
nary-seed? Well, she gave them tender cabbage-
leaves in winter ; and in summer, chick-weed.

So after that, the children used to come, bring-

ing such handfuls of chick-weed, that the birds
were in danger of being buried alive by it.

They carne so often that Aunt Kitty occasionally
sighed at the entry of her clamorous visitors; but
shc ivas always glad to receive the daily cali from
pretty Nellie Jackson. Nellie carne alone, and
she was not a very inquisitive girl, and, indeed,
she had past the age wlien littlc folk are contin-
ually asking questions ; and, besides, she knew all
about cafiarles, for had not her mothcr kept a pair
of them, ever since she could remember, in the
sunny window of their handsome city home? Rut
Nellie’'smother was ill now, and had gone far away
to the South in the hope of regaining her health;



KELUE AND THE

and Ncllie had come up to spend the weeks of
waiting with an wuncle of hers wlio was a ncai
neighbor of Aunt Kilti'.
as that Ncllie ere should in to Aunt
Kitty's checry little house, cvcry day, “ just to
say good-morning, and tn take a pccp at the

And what so natural

long run

CAKAItV.

cafiarles.” She would

and gently thrust

stand before thc cage
in a sprig of chick-weed, or
smilingly tantalize an eager bird by holding the
spray just beyond his reach for a moment, with a
mero', “ Don't you wish you may get it?” “ They
don’'t mind my teasing,” she would add, the next



minute, as she pushecl the dainty food through
the bars; “ they know | 'm only in fun, and that
I love them. They are so pretty, and thcy rcmiiid
me of home.”

Aunt Kitty used to say it did her hcart good to
scc Nellie's happy face, as she stood by the cage
and chattcd with the birds; and 1 think she missed
thc visits of the quiet, swcct-natured girl, when
Ncllie at last wecnt back to the city to meet thc
dear mother, and to play once more ivith her own
canaries in the sunny window.

But thcre were all thc other children! They
had n't ceased coming, and they were just as
inquisitive as ever. “ And did n't Aunt Kitty
ever givc the canaries something else to cat,” they
asked, “ besides the canary-seed, and the chick-
weed, and thc cabbage leaves?”

“ Oh, yes,” answered Aunt Kitty, “ a bakcd
potato every morning; and thcy will cat it all out
clean, and leave nothing but the skin ; and somc-
and a lump of sugar; and a bit of
and, in a

times, a fig;

and a piece of apple; once

cracker;
while, lettiice-seed, and cabbage-seed, and turnip-
sced, and mustavd-seed.”

And on one unlucky day, Aunt Kitty happened
to add— “ ina filantain-ssta !~
later that she heard a
very small rap at the door. It was so small that
she could scarcely hear it at all. If she had not
been near the door just then, she ivould not have
heard it.

There were two little children on the door-step;
and they had a gi-eat cotton bag between them,
stuffed as full as it could hold, with something.
She knew them. Their flames were Teddy and
Mattie. They lived a mile off, on the top of a
high hill, And now, if you will believe it, they had
picked that bag full of plantain-sced, and brought
it all thc way— itwas not very heavy, because itis
a light kind of seed— to sell to her for the birds!

Now, there was plantain-seed enough in that
bag to have lasted those birds fifty years. But
Aunt Kitty never would have been guOty ofdisap-
pointing the children; so she took it, and paid
them well, and they wont off.

As for thc birds, | don't suppose thcy ate a
spoonful of it all that winter; for, to begin with,
and then thcy were not very fond

It was not many days

it was too dry;
of it, at best.
Aunt Kitty put the piantain-seed on one of the
high shelvcs in the store-room, and never thought
of it again, till the time carne for spring housc-
cleaning. On those occasions, she always looked
into every box and bag and bundle in the house.
W hen she carne to the store-room, she climbed up
on the step-ladder, and haiided down the things,

one by one, to Mi-s. Flanagan, the Irish wom=in
who was helping her. Just as she was lifting tlu
bag of plantain-sced, the string broke, and down
Flanagan. It
isa wonder the woman escaped as she did. Slie
usually had her mouth open, in thc act ofsinging,
or laughing, or talking; and if it had been open
at this time, she would have bccn choked to death,

orelseshewould have had her lungsruined forever.

it ivent in a showcr all over Mrs.

“Och! An’' what shall I do with it?” cried
Mrs. Flanagan.
“ Shake it all off,” said Aunt Kitty, “ and sweep

it up, and btirn it. It is good for nothing.”

That, she siipposed, would be the end of it, and
she thought no more about it. After the hoiisc-
cleaning was done, she went away on a visit, and
was gone all through thc month of June; and
when she carne home, her brothcr Tom, who lived
in Ncw York City, but who always spent a weck or
two in suinmecr at his sister’s, carne back with her.

Tom had been broughtup a farmer’s boy, and so
whenever he found himself again in his oid home
he would go out and work in the garden, or off in
thc fields, because he likcd it. He wouid triin
trees, and hoe, and clear thc garden of weeds.
If thcre was anything he detcstcd ic was weeds,
and thcre would not have been any ifhe had lived
on the place all the time.

He put on an oid coat and a pair of easy, oid
boots, which he kept there on purpose to work in,
and wcnt out as soon as he had caten dinner.
But in about five minutes he was back again.

“ Kitty!” said he, “ I should like to ask what
has been going on in the garden ?”

“ Ask ivhat?"

“ Then you have n’'t seen it? Suppose you
come out a minute! It beats me. Does it ever
rain plantain-seeds, | wondcr?”

You would have thought so. Mrs. Flanagan,

instead of burning the seed, had carried it to the
door and given it a toss; the wind had taken it,
and scattcrcd it broaclcast over the garden, and all
thc rcst of that spring had been sowing it; the
sun and rain had nourished it— and as it isa plant
that does not need much cncouragemcnt— well;
words can’'t express it! There had been more
seed than anybody ever saw before, or ever will
again, and— in short, you ought to have seen that
garden!

Tom plantains during
every spare moment, piled them in a wheel-barrow,
and carried them down and threw them into the
So tliey never will go to seed, you may be
certain. As for Aunt Kitty, if you ask her about
it now, she will tell you that her birds “don'teat

plantain-sccd”

grubbed away at the

river.
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Apaches, stealthy and cunning; strong and

cruel fierce Clieycnnes, with long
reeded arrows tipped witli deadly poison ; little,
revengeful Comanches ; Pueblos, with something
of the Mcxican in their bolcl, black eyes and coarse
hair bound with a bright handkerchief; Sioux,
straight and tacitiirii, with liigh cheek-bones and
aquilino nnses that sniff the battic afar ofT; Nava-
jees, the gypsies of the Indians, in gayly stripcd
and checkered blankets; dcgraded Diggers; lsilood-
thirsty Pawnces; implacable Kiowas, with inurder-
ous, long-bladed knivcs thrust in their belts;
gross-featurcd, thick-set Shoshoncs; Ncz Percés,

Arapahoes;

glancing sidcwisc from their slits of eyelids; Mo-
docs and Poncas, Creeks and Crows, and a score of
other tribes besides, tattooed, painted, half-clothed,
squalid, and repiilsive, or terrible with scalp-lock
ovnament and savagc bravery of quill-work, beads,
and feathers,— all of these in iindispnted posses-
sion of a governmeiit fort in Pennsylvania, and
unnumbered crowds of savages rallying with won-
derful the
same point!

W hat a sensational announcement thatwould be
if displayed in the daily newspapers with judicious
use of capitals, exclamation points, and startling
And yet, the statement— without the
There has been no out-

unanimity and determination toward

adjcctives !
adjectives— is strictly true.
break, no massacre, fior flying rumor of “ Indians
on the war-path !” but three hundred and sixty In-
dian boys and girls from all parts of the West and
from thirty-six different tribes have quietly started
in little bands toward tlie same point,— the oid bar-
raclcs at Carlislc.

Do you wonder what thc attraction is? .
W ell, it is a school which our Government
has wisely established for tlicm ; a school
whcre they can learn to rcad and ivrite
and ciphcr, and study many of the
trades and handicrafts of civiized life.
They are learning here, under the wise
superintcndence of Captain P
thc training of such talented
dcvotcd Miss
Temple, Miss Hyde, and
their assistants, the moral "V
and intclloctual benefit \'
of civiiization; while,

women as

under mechanical in-
structors, Indian boys
are becoming black-
smiths,wheelwrights,

carpentcrs. hanicss-
makers, printers,
shoemakecrs, tailors,

painters, bakers, far-

mers, besides learn-



ing to drill as soldiers, and Inclian girls are taught
to be laundrcsscs, drcss-makers, cooks, school-
teachers, muses, und to fill many useful cnlings.
You should see thc enthusiasm with which thc\-
enter upon these ncw occupations; how eager thcy
arc to learn and to follow “ thc white man’s road !”
Ovir Government has not trcated the

jiistly in time past.

Indians
h has taken away their lands
again and again, as thcy have bccome desirablc,
driving thc Indians further West, and causing many
to die. Certain good people have insisted that the
treaties made ivitlr the Indians should be kept, and
that settlers should be forbidden from encroaching
on tbe Indian rescrvannns ; but some of those who
live in the West have rcplied :

“ That is impossiblc. W hy should vast tracts of
land be kept luuilled, unmined, simply for savagcs
and bison to rangc over ? Thcre is no room no»' for
thc savage in our country.
cruel.

lie is ignorant, useless,
Lei thc Government annihilatc him.”

This does not seem kind, but the Westerner is
right; thc Indian ought not to claim the soil for
his “ hunting-grounds, while down-trocklcn raillions
starvc in tho garrcts of ICuropc, and cry from its
caverns that they, too, have bccn crcated hcirs of
the cartli and claim its divisién.”

There is no longer any room for thc sa-oagc, but
there is plenty of space for industrious, capable
American citi/.cns ; and Eastern people have
discovered a way to satisfy the dc-
mands of the West,— to annihilate -

thc savage and
thc man.

leave
The machine
isasimple onc, aschool
atCarlisle Barracks, in-
to which wild Indians
are being turned and

'rd

imaka

from wliich
come self-supporting
men and women, skillcd and useful
members of civiliicd society. W hen this
plan was explained to thc oid chiefs, thcy
approved of it gratcfully. They said,
through their interpreters, to thc mcs-
scngers sent to confcr \\ith them ;

“ W e are too oid to learn. We
will huntourbison,andmovc our
‘vigwams further away from thc
white men.
ww/learn.

But thc youn¢ men
The white men
are crowding in upon them

on every side, and our young
men must learn to mine, and
farm, and Uve in towns by thc
side of white men, or they can
not live at all.”

The number for whom thce
Government had provided the
means of cducation was quickly
gathered into thc school. But
the news spread far and near,
and other tribes brought their
sons and thcir

daughtcrs,  "hi



besccching that they, too, might be taken. It was
hard to refuse them ,— to tell thcm that they must
be patientand wait theirturn,— and some could not
be jlersuaded towait. They senton their children to
the school without permission, saying: “ We will
pay their expenses ourselves, if the great father at
W ashington can not aftbrd to take more. Somc-
huw we will raise the money, butthe children must
learn noza."

| heard of one Pottawattomie boy of eighteen,
who startcd from the Kaw Agency, Indian Terri-
fory, with two dollars and seventy-five cents, to
come to Carlislc. His money brought him only
across the Missouri, but by walking for days, and
begging rides on the freight-trains, he reached his
destination. He sold his Indian ornaments for
two dollai-s and a quarter, and this was all he had
by which to live, though charitable people occa-
sionaliy gave him a meal. His moccasins wore out
as he tramped through the snow, and he had to
trade his blanket for a pair of shoes. When he
arrived at the school, Captain Pratt, the officer in
charge, could onl>' tell him that the school was

filled and that no provisién had been made for un-
invited guests. But the boy did not have to go
back, for a Sunday-school in Philadelphia volun-
tecred to defray his school expenses, and he is now
studying with the others.

Three hundred and sixty-seven Indians— two
hundred and forty boys and one hundred and twen-
ty-seven girls — are now gathered at the school.
The boys wear a neat uniform and go through the
military drillwith great spiritand exactncss. They

have a brass band, Il;e instrumcnts for which were
given them by a kind Boston lady; and it js
doubtful whether the same amount of inoney ever
gave more enjoymcnt. The leader of this band
was at first a Mrs. Curtin, herself a skillful comet
playcr and daughter of the leader of a military
band. She traincd the boys with unciring paticnce
and thor-
oughncss,
but finally
resigned
her posi-
tion, which
isnow filled

bya profes-
sional mu-
sician.

Let me introduce to you the merabcrs of the
band as they are grouped on the pretty octagonal
band-stand in the center of the well-clipped lawn.
None of thcsc young men expect to make music
their profession, nnd though they are entlnisiastic
in its study, they rcgard what some of our white
boys would considcr very scrious work as only
play. Amos Cloudshicld, a Sioux, is a wagon-
maker, Conrad Killsalivc is also a Sioux, and in
spite of his murderoiis fiame, whcn not at school



or puffing his favorite horn, takes his place on thc
tailor’s bench. Silas Childcrs, a Creek, is a shoe-
maker. Little Joe Havris, the drummer, a Gros-
Ventre, has no trade as yet other than peg-top and
marbles, Solomon Chandler, onc of the supposed
untamable Comanches, is a carpenter. Joshua
Gibbons, a Kiowa, is the school janitor, Luther
Standing-Bear, the first cornet player, is a tinner.
Lewis Brown, a Sioux, is a shoe-maker; as is also
Luke Philips, a young Nez Percé. Elwood Dorian,
an lowa, and Edward McClosky, a Peorfa Indian,
are both carpenters, They play thirty-six different
pieces,— martial marches, gay waltzes,
solemn sacred music, and patriotic airs.

ca” is a prime favorite.
and cheeks to

sweetly
“Ameri-
They inflate their lungs
and pound the floor
with unusual spirit while the grand ptean rings
out its praise of the

bursting,

“LwiJ wh«rt our fathers died,
Land of the pilgrims' pride,”

Per-
certainly, from their own experiences,
some of them would never imagine our country a

“ Do they think ofthe words?” you ask.
haps not;

" Sweet land of liberly.”

But they are not sad ior morose. After the evening
parade, the band plays mcrrily and the children
frolic on the lawn until sunset, and they often
show a spirit of inirthfulness and mischief quite
foreign to our idea of the Indian character. They
are taught, indeed, from early childhood, to con-
ceal all emotion, whether of pleasure or pain, and
it takes some time for them to unleam these
lessons, and to give free expression to their feelings.

As an example of their stoicism, it is said that
during a fight with our troops, in the West, an
Indian woman concealed her little girl in a barrel,
telling her to
happened.

remain perfectly quiet, whatever
After thc battle the child was found
with her arm shattercd by a minie-ball,— but she
had uttercd no sound. Their distrustof the whites
is ascharacteristic as their self-control. One of thc
littio girls at the school, who retains her Indian
namc, Keseeta, bears frightful scars from wounds
inflicted by her mother with a sharp stone. Thcir
village had been taken by United States soldiers,
and rather than have her child fall into the hands
of the white men, the poor mother tried to kill her.
Coming from such influenccs, itis surprising to note
how quickly thc young Indians show appreciation
of what is done for them, and the intelligence and
affection which light thcir great black eyes as they
return thc greetings of the noble women who teach
them.

Many of thc ilames of these children, especi-
ally of the girls, sound oddly, for it is common
for them to choose Christian fiames of their own,

while retaining their fathers’ fiames for the sake
of family distinction. This givcs vise to such queer
combinations as Isabella Two-Dogs, Katy White-
Bird, Maud Chief-KLIler, Gertrude W hitc-Cloud,
Maggie American-Horse, Anna Laura Shooting-

Cat, Alice Lonc-Bear,

Hattie Lone-Wolf, Stella
Chasing-Hawk, and Ruth Big-Head. These girls.
are neatin their hahits, bright, and imitative. Some

of them have vcry pretty faces and could readily
be mistaken for white children ; the faces of others,
newer arrivals, have a sadness and vacancy of ex-

pression due to privation and suffering. Yet these

faces, we ate told, are not so sad as were some

others which now quiver with intelligence and

feehng.
They are

Cook,

day.

Nellie
thirty-six sheets in one
Nellie Cary, an Apache, tlic tribe that the
W estern settlers describe in the same terins which
St. Paulascribes to the tongue— (“ For everyKkind
of beasts hath been tamed of mankind, but the
Apache can no man tame ”)-~hemmcd thirty-two-
sheets, and Ella Moore, a Creek, thirty.

They are obscrvant, and quick to notice peculiar-
ities and differcnces. W e read in the SchoolNews,
a paper edited by one of the Indian boys, a letter
from a little Pueblo girl who attended Episcopal
Service for the first time,

struck by the choristcrs,—

industrious and pcreevcring.
a Sioux, made

and was particularly

“ Six Hule singing boys, dear liule
In nice clean faces, and nice whiie atoles.””

Her great eyes followed them intently, and the-

kind lady who took her noticed hoiv eagerly she
listened to the young voices as they thrilled through
the arches. “ Matue is profoundly
she thought; “ she will
M attie was

impressed,”
never forget this day.”
indeed impressed, but it was by tbe
externdis only, and this is what she wrote to the
SchoolNews that evening :

“ This
hcie.

inocning wc wo.u 10 chnrch

Il's oiher way they sing
I'hey lady are not sing, the

boy he sing, and those boys
are not wears coat, they wcars white apron

One of the teachers has fitted up a pretty play-
room for the girls, with a toy cooking-stovc not too-
small to be really used, with a full set of tiny
kitchen and laundry furniture, and a tvee dining-
tablc with bright turkey-red talile-cloth and pretty
tea-set, and other cunning baby-house things dear
to the heart of every little girl.
to mako real
umphal

fhcy mecct here
biscuit, tea, and omdet, and
procession they carry

in tri-
lunches to their
teachers.

A doli was once donatcd to this |)lay-room, and
there was much discussion as to tlic fiame to be
given it- Suinc onc finally rcad a list of fiames,
with their significations, from the appendix to the



and the girls decided upon Hephzi-
“ My delight is in her."”
havc

edictioiiary;

bah, because it meant
Some of the girls during the vacations

worked in families and learned to be quite expert

nscooks; to churu,

to make bread and ., ,

-cake and jellies, and

to preserve fruit.
The bread for tho s
entire school is

baked by two boys,
who riseeverymorn-
ing at two o’clock,
withoutbeingcallcd,

to “ mold it down,
and not once havc
they failed fior has
mthebread been sour.

Their friends
the West are inter-
ested in their prog-
and sometimes

in

ress,
come to see thcm.

Brave Big Horse

writes his son:

“ 1 am working on farm,
sand whco you come back
I hope you will find a dif-
‘Crent Indian from the one
you left, I nm doing this
all for you, Iwas plowing
yesterday afternoon till |
gave out and stood in the
field and thoughtofyou—
liow, when you cotne back,
you will be able to run the
«farm yourself and know

raore about it than 1 do."

CAPTAIN PK.TT, — THE OFFICBR N

Red Cloud, the
well-known Sioux chief, visited the school and
addressed them in his own language. A prize of

three dollars was offered for the best translation

«of this speech. W e give a portion of the success-
ful report, made by Luther Standing-Bear:

“ You seem like my grandchildren ; and now I
went pass through the shops and saw what you can
be done. I saw the shoe-maker, harness-maker,
tailor, carpenter, tinnei-, blacksmiths, and they all

doing well. Here
you see 1 wear a
boots which
make it. | wassur-
prise that the black-

is you

smitbh doing very
good. Also the girls
can washing clothes
and sewing. Also 1
went pass through
the

and |
you can write very
fast, and read, and |
was glad. Now, this
is the thingwhatwe
send you here for,
to learn white men’s
There is two
is good
is what we
road.

school-rooms
saw some of

way.
roads,
and one

one

cali a devil
Another thing
you know, if who do
nothing, just put his
hand on his back
and lie down,
any dime not come

is,

SO

to in his pocket it-
self, so you must do
something withyour
hands. Now you
must not homec-sick
any; but you musttry to be good and happier.
The school has other visitors, too. The Society
of Friends, true to the traditions of William Penn,

CIIAROE OF THE CABLISLE SCHOOL

have been the faithful helpers of the red man.

There are two representative Quaker woinen, the



Misses Longstreth, who have quietly and unostoii-
tatiously contributed to the Carlisle School and

have induced others to aid it;
comforts and many of tlie
necessary supplies of the hos-
pital have come through them.
They inquire kindly, “ Tell
us what thee needs, and we
will know where to ask for it.
Ifdolls, we will get them our-
selves; ifwash-tubs, we know
people who do not approve of
dolls, but who will give wa.sh-
tubs.”

It is very interesting to
went pass through thc

shops,” as Red Cloud
did.

There is the tailor's
shop with boys work-
ing at the sewing-
machines, ironing,
making button-holes,
and cutting out work.
Oon the wall are
tacked a number of
fashion plates; and
the boys study these
different phases of
civilized dress as they
stitch away upon their
uniforms, and it is
evidently borne in
upon them that the
tailor has a great deal
to do with making the
man; that, somehow,
clcan white collars
and cuffs, ncatly fit-
ting gloves, shining
boots, and a scrupii-
lous toilet generally
are marks of a gentle-
man. The valué of
the lesson at this stage
of their development
can hardly be exaggerated.

nearly all the little

INDIAN GWLS AND DOVS LEAKNINU THE

Itis well, too, to make

the garb of civilization as attractive as possible, for

some among us have our doubts whethcr it is

in advance of their native costumo in

point of picturesque effect. The boys take kindly

to the change, however,— fourteen appren-
tices are stitching merrily away, putting
frogs of scarlet braid on thcir uniforms
and tracing curves in colored stitching on
the iinings of their jackets. One of the
boys has fitted himselfto a jacket, and, as-
it is not his time to be served, he wishes it
reserved for him, and scws a label on the-
coveted garment with these words on it:

"M r. C., piense do not givc to another boy this coat.

I made ic lo inyself.”

Another apprenticc writes home :

" 1am hnppy. ! «y toliuud coais and paius."

That they succeed in this style of archi-
tecture is demonstvated by the fact that
Clarencc Three-Stars made a pair of uni-

form trousers, with sergeants’ stripes down

"WHITE rEOI'LE'S WAVS."

the legs, between eight and half-pasteleven o'dock
in the forenoon of a single day.



In the harness-shop we find sixteen boys cutting
strips of leather, sewing, and polishing. “ They
have not wasted a dollar's worth of material in
three years,” is the testimony of thc superintend-
ent.

In thc next room the shoe-makers are cobbling.
Thcre are twenty boys liere, and some can make
a very neat pair of shoes.
and fifty pairs are sent in per month from the
school to be mended. W c hcar a great deal of the
silent, moccasined foot-fallof thc Indian; but, shod
in durable, thick, solid calf-skin, and in time to the
“ step, step ” of the corporal, thc boys bring down
their audible emphasis. Their
shoes are highly admircd. One -scholar wrote to
his father; “ Yesterday eve | was very glad, he
give me, Mr. C-, one pair of boots and | am very
warm inside my foot.” Joseph Wisacoby, a Men-
writes home: “ I like the shoe-maker

entire Two hundred

heels with new

omoncec,
tradc as ever so much, and | will try the best I
can to learn so | can go home and make shoes of

myself, without anybody’s help how to do it.”

COUDLCRS AND HARNESS*MAKBRb.

In the tin-shop Henry C. Roman-Nose is per-
haps the most expert. He is perfccting himselfin
his tradc, and wil! soon take charge of a shop at
the Cheyenne and Arapahoc Agency, Indian Ter-
ritory. Frank Twist, a Sioux, says: “ Sometimes |
make somc pint tin cups very well, and | make
some of quart, and little pans | fix vcry nice to-

gether.” Duke Windymade thirty tin cups in two

days; another Cheyenne boy made forty-six. W hite
Buffalo, another tinman, although scarcely out of
his teens, has gray hair. It was turned so, he re-
lates, when a small boy by the en-
chantment of his father, a power-
ful medicine man, or magician.
The stories which thc children tell
of these medicine men are, by the
way, very interesting. The In-
dians believe that they can change
themselves to bears and transport
themselves thousands of miles in

an instant.
believed to
the language of birds.

W hite Buffalo isaneam -

They are
understand

est student and carries a

littio note-book, in which

he writes each new word

he hears, looking itout in the dictionary afterward,
and being always sure to bring it into use sooner or
later, Sometimesa word wliich has several signifi-
cations puzzles him, and is inisused, as when he said
to Captain Pratt, “ IsimJ/ar to depart from tin-
shop and work ona farm.” He isnotthconlyboy
who has been discontentcd with the occupation
Red Hat, who had charge of the
piggery on tire school farm,
was ‘‘tired ofthe pig trade.”
The carpenters have done some especially good
work. The neat hospitalwas built by them,— Ara-
pahoes, Sioux, and Poncas sawing out the window

assigncd him.
complained that he

and doorframes; a Cheyenne and an Apache carv-
ing the balcony; and others shingling, nailing, and
planing.

Among the painters,
has decorated some wagons made at tlie school

Robert American-Horse

shop, and sent to Oregon and Washington Terri-
tory. He is a blacksmith also, and, with James
Porterand Edgar Fire -Thunder, has made and put
up two strong double-actingswings, which the girls
enjoy greatly.

Ellis Childeis and Charles Kihiga are printers;
another is dealing out quinine under the physi-

cian, as hospital steward, and has aspirations



toward being a “
these days.

white medicine man” one of

So the boys work, and we might

lengtheii the account with reports from the School

News until it would be far too long for insertion m

St, Nichol s. .
During the summer vacation the boys and girls

find emplovmecent on farras and in families, many

of them ivorking so well that their employers dis-

likc to give thcm up when school re-opens. They

are very proud ofbeing self-suppovting and of cost-

in-~the Governmentnothing during this scason. It

frequently happcns, however, when the course of

instruction is over, that they mamfest great reluct-

ance to return to the Indian rcscrvations m

the W est; and whenever situations have

opencd for them in tlio East, and Urere has

been no special family reason for their return,

they have been alloived to remain. They

have argiicd, witli reason. that they have

learned how to live and support thcmselves

in a civilizad coramunity, but if they return

to the Indian camps the conditions of lifc

ivill be altered, and it will lie almost impos-

sible for thcm not to fall back mto Ihc oid

ways of savagety. It

rcclaim the individual

continually

is an easy task to
and to have him
improve under the stimulus of
civilized surroundings, but it is rather un-
reasonable to send onc or two to convcrt a
tribe. If they have been cducated to be-
come useful members of society, they should
be allowed to go and come and settle where
thcv choose. If we can bear the negro, the
ignérantimmigrant,andtheChincseamongst
US there is no reason why the sclf-supportmg
Indians should be herded apart and mam-
tainccl in iiaupcrism at the pubhc expense.
The scholars who havc gone baclt to the
reservations have many of thcm done nobly,
struggling against an almost ovenvhclmmg
tldc of opposltion. Encouraging reports con-

cerning thcm come in daily from tlic differ-

ent Indian agcnts. “ Chcster A. Arthur” and

Alfrcd ISrown carry on the tailor’s tradc at

the Cheycnnc Agency; Thomas Bear-robe is

makingbrickatCaldwcll; Etahdleuh Doamoe

iscarpentering at the Kiowa, Comanchc, and

Wichita Agency; and many others ave farm-

ingonthcirownlands.orworkingimderGov- n
crnment employ at frontier
history is

posts. Etahdleuh s

He was a pnsoner m
Florida, studied at Hampton, and was selected by

Captain Pratt to visit 'vith hnn the Indtan tnbes,
and collect pupils for the Carlislc School, He was
intelligent, sobcr, and industnous, decply mipressed
with the grave problcmbeforc hispeoplc,and earncsi

interesting.

in his endcavor to makc the best of his own oppor-

tunitics. After bis return he assisted in drilling the
boys, and continued improving himselfin his trade
and studies. One day he camc to Captain Pratt,
his serious face even graver than usual “ W hat
is it, Etahdleuh?” asked the Captain.

“ Captain Pratt,” Etahdleuh replied, t.wirliiig his
cap, “ when | was in Florida, and the good ladies
teach me, | think about what they say about trying
to be good boy. | no think about girls. When 1
went to Hampton, 1 think about getting the good
education. 1 no think about girls. When 1 go
W est with you, 1think about getting scholars and

persuading the Indians to follow the white man’s

road. 1 get my sister,

and Laura, and all my
friends | can, |

no think about girls. When |
comeback, I think aboutlcarning tobe acarpenter,
so | can support myselfand be good cCitizen. 1 no
think about girls. — /.'«/l.anni, shc think. And now
Laura’'s father is dcad. and l-aura say, ‘M ho take

care of Laura?’ And I think / take carc of Laura.

Etahdleuh was so lioncst in the matter, and his



answer to the question, Who is to takc care of
Laura ? was so to the purpose that the wedding
took place with the approval of thc authoritics,

and to the great deiight of the pupils, who wcre

allowed to make a gala day of the occasion.
Etahdleuh had earned two hundred and fifty
dollars, and he took his bride back to thc reser-

COPV IN BLACK ANO WHITE OF A COLOII-DRAWINC

vation, building a little house upon some land
which had been assigned him by the Government.
The Secretary of the Interior, in his last report
on Indian Education, says ; It is useless to at-
tempt thc civilization of the Indian through the
agency of schools, unless a large number of chil-
dren, certainly not less than one-half the total
number, can have the benefit ofsuch schools.”

COPY IN BLACK AND WHITE OF A COLOR*DRA'VING BY AN

But General Sheridan gives a list of forts which
ai-e no longer of any practical use, and which he
recommcnds should be turnee! into Indian scliools.
The us that.
“ Indian children

Secretary of thc Interior assures
with twenty thousand or more
properly selected

danger of Indian wars.”

in our schools, there will be no

The costofachieving this

would be very triiling
compared to the twenty-
two mitlions of dollars

which we have paid an-
nually for thc past ten
years for military opera-
tions against the Indians !
And as a result of these
the
nant of the
be gradually
among millions of
mixed popiilation, their
wild customs will be lost,

schools, small rem-
Indians will
scattcrcd

our

and in a short time the

wish of tlie Western set-

tler will be gratificd, the
savage will be annihi-
lated and -a useful and

educated class added to

our American citizens.

The process is being
BY AN INDIAN BOY .

hastened by private do-
nations. But, whilc all praisc and thanks are
due to such philanthropists, thc chief need is
for the Government to establish more Indian
schools.

“ Were half ihe power ihai filis thc world with terror,
Were halfthe wealih bcstowed on camps and couris,
Given lo redeem ihe human mind from error,

There were no need of arsenaU or forts.”

INDIAN BOY,
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Chaptkr XXIV.

THE PICKKTS DKIVEN IN.

W hen the panthcr screamcd the second time
after Neil and Hugh started to attack it, Mr.
Marvin awoke, and was surprised to sec that the
young watchers were not at the fire, where they
had been told to stay.

He sprang from his haminock, and slipping on
his boots (he had not removed any other part
of his attire), began to look about for the boys.
It was a rather startling thought, hut it at once
rushed into his mind that they had gone on a
hunt for the panther1 He remembercd having
hcard Hugh proposo something of the sort while
they were eating supper. He snatched up his rifle,
and was on the point of going in search of them,
when the four reports of thcir double shots rang
out keen and clcar on the still, night air, followed
l)y an angry scream and the sound of scraping and
scrambling feet.

Unele Charley and Mr.
in a twinkling.
a dazed sort of way,

(lomez were up and

Judge, too, sprang up in
for he was but half awake,
and half awarc that some veiy exciting event was
happening. Catching sight of Hugh, as he rushed
up to the fire, his frightened fancy imagincd that
some terrible bcast was just behind him; and,
snatching up his empty flint-lock, he huiled it
frantically forward as the best effort at protection
which his scattered wits wcve capable of making.
Tlie gun narrowly missed Hugh, and, as luck
would have it, fell plump into the middle of thc
fire. Both thc boys were too frightened to hecd
it, however. and by

armcd

the time Judge discovered it
and drew it from the fire, the stock of the gun was
almost entirely consumcd.

Meantime, Mr. Marvin’s Winchester i'iflecrackcd
sharply, once,— twice,— three times, in quick
succession.

“ W hat has become of Ncil? ” Hugh asked him-
self, and turned about to look for him. But he
was nowherc to be seen !

After the boys had fircd at the panthcr, as
describcd the preceding chapter, they
thceir long enough to thc savagc
animal come tearing down the trec, apparcntb’
badly wounded and infuriated ; and then Hugh ran
away as fast as he could. Until he reached the
fire he had thought that Neil was cidse athis hccls.

Meantime, the boys’ shots had thc

in stood

ground see

aroused
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Thompson.

camp, and soon the voice of Mr. Marvin, calling

to Unele Charley and Mr. Gémez, announced

that the panther had been killed. Hugh, therc-
fore, hurried back to the spot. The panthcr
was lying dead not more than two rods from

the tree, and thc three raen were standing around
it. It was a huge bcast, with massive, musculav
lcgs and a long, lithe body. Its head was likc
a cat’s head, and its teeth «ere long and sharp.

“Where is Neil?” inquired Hugh, suddenly
percciving that his brother was not prcscnt.

“Why W here is he, indccd ?” exclaimed Mr.
Marvin, looking Inirriedly ai-ound.

“ Has he gone? Isn’t he hcrc?” cried Unele
Charley.

“ Has n't he been
“ W ho sa«- him last ?”

Hugh felt a coid chill of fear and dread creep
over him.

seen?” added Mr. Gomez.

He gazcd anxiously in every direction;
the streaks of moonlight and places of dark shade
made tho wood appear solemn and loncly.

“ He was with me «-hen | started to run to
camp,” said Hugh, “ and | haven't seen him
I thought he turned and ran just as 1dul.”

“ You had better cali him, sir,” suggested My,
Gomez, speaking to Unele Charley, who at once
cried out: “ Neil! Neil!” as loudly as he coukl.

But no answer camec.

Unele Charley called again.

since.

And, this time,
they thought they heard an answer, Isut far a«'a)’
in the swamp.

Mr. Gémez, who had a strong, stcntorian voice,
now called out:

“Ho! Ncill”

“ Whoopc-e-cl” camc the answer,
from the very middle of thc swamp.

“ That's Neil's voice ! ” exclaimed Hugh.

“ But how did ho ever get /Zhere?” dcmandccl
Mr. Marvin.

“ It is very

apparcntly

strange, certainly,” said Unele
Charley.

They waited a fcw minutes,
again. The
soundcd no nearer.

direction whencc

and then callcd
bul
in tlie
saying:
«'hile you drag the

answer carne quite promptly,
Mr. Marvin started
the sound
“ 1’1l go and bring in Ncil,
panther up to the five.”

In about half an hour Mr. Marvin and Ncil
carne up to the fire, Ncil looking very weary and
mud-bcspattercd. He could not explain how he
camc to be «'licrc lie was found.

«'as hcard,

Maurkc Thompson.
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“ After we shot at the panther,” said he, “ I
turned and ran toward the fire, wliich I saw gleam -
ing l)etween the trees. | thought Hugh was follow-
ing ciése after me, though 1 did not look back to
see. The fire seemed to me to shift its position as
I ran, so that | often had to change my course.
Prcscntly | discovered that Hugh was not with
me. This frightened me and I ran still harder,
thinking | would reach the fire and rouse tlie rest
of you, and if Hugh did not come in immediately
we would go outand liunt for him. Butjust then
thc fire began to look as if it was zigzaging about,
now dancing here, now glimmering there, and |
could not get any closev to it. | ran over bushes
and stumblcd against logs. At last | reached the
edge of thc water, where Mr. Marvin found me,
and thcre | was horrified to see the light | had
thouglit was our fire, hovering above the surface of
the pond, wherevery soon it flickered and went out,
leaving me quito hewildered and lost. | did not
know what to do; | fclt as if | were in some other
and strange world; everything had so mysterious
and vague a look about it. The dim moonlight
and the ink-black shadows seemed to shift and
waver. | was quite exhausted with my long hard
run, so | sank down on the ground and gave up.
W hen | heard tho shooting, it did not sound as if
it could be in the direerion:of our camp, but when
you called me | knew your voices.”

Hugh was as glad'to see his brother as if
Neil had returned from some long journey in
foreign lands.

The panther lay stretched out by the fire, and
Judge was dismalh- contemplating his ruined gun.

“ This big fellow,” said Mr. Marvin, touching
thc dead animal with bis foot, “ belongs to Neil
and Hugh; for, although I finished it, their shots
had mortally wounded it.”

“ That panther was a warrior,” said Unele
Charley, “ and he charged nobly.”

He druv in de pickcts and scattered de scrim-
magers,” said Judge, grinning lugubriously.

The light that had led Ncil astray could only be
accounted for on the theory that it was a “ will-
o'-the-wisp" or “ Jack-o’-lantern,” one of those
strange wandering luminous bubbles sornetimes
seen in swampy places. Neil had reachcd the
other side of the swamp by running around it, in
his pursuit of tho tlickcring light.

Chaptkr XXV.

RUI.KS FOR H.A."JDIL.ING THK GUN IN W IN C -

SHIIOTI.NG

Mr. Marvin gave Neil and Hugh a good
scolding for having vcntureci to attack an animal
so dangcrous as a panther..

“ W hat would your father say,” he exclaimed,
“ifhe thought that your Gnele and | would permit
you to takc a risk so terrible ? But for the chance
fact that onc of that panther’s legs was broken by
a shot, it would almost certainly have killcd one
or thc othcr of you.”

“ Papa will not say anything about that when
we send him the panther’s skin,” said Hugh.
“ He 'll think that we 've become better hunters
than he expected.”

Neil did not say anything. He felt the forcé of
Mr. Marvin’'s remarks. The stavtling nature of
the adventure, too, had impressed him strongly.
Next morning he made a sketch of the panther’s
head. But he could not draw the will-o’-the-wisp.

They remaincd in camp at this spot for several
days, during which time they made a fine collec-
tion of bird-skins to add to Mr. Marvin’s stock.
Some e.xccllent shooting, too, they had at woocl-
duck and teal; but this was quite limited, as they
would not kill a single bird that they did nnt
need, either for fond or as a specimen.

It was during their stay at this delightful place
that Neil reduced to the shortcst form Mr. Marvin’'s
rules for wing-shooting with ashot gun. Here they
are, just as he wrotc them in onc of his note-books;

Always bear in mind that it is the muzzle of a
gun that is dangcrous; therefore, never allow the
muzzle to point toward yoursclfor any other person.

Never put your hand over the muzzle of a gun,
fior allow another person to handle your gun whilc
it is loaded.

Use a breech-loading gun with rebounding
hammei-s. A muzzle-loading gun is both incon-
venient and dangerous to load.

Hammerless guns are beautiful and convenicnt
weapons, but they are not fit for boys to use, es-
pecially boys who are just beginning to shoot.

A sixteen-bore gun, with barréis of laminated or
Damascus Steel, horn or rubbcr breech-plate, re-
bounding hammers, and twenty-cight-inch length
of barréis, top-snap action, left barrel cboke-bored
for long range, right barrel médium chokc or
cylinder bore— such is an outline from which any
good gun-maker can build a boy's gun weighing
about six and a half pounds.

Shells for such a gun should be loaded with thrcc
drams of powdcr and one ounce of shot. Put
two thick wads on the powcler and one on the shot.

For any game not larger than woodcock and
quail, use No. 9 shot. For wood-duck, prairie-
chicken, partridge, tcal, and the like, No. 6 shoi
will be found best when the birds are okl; but
early in the season No. 7 will be better. For
large watcr-fowl and wild turkey. No. 4 shot, as
a rule, will be heavy enough. For dccr, bcar,
and the like, you ought to have a gun specially



bored for shooting buck-shot, as it is sometimes
dangerous to use shot so large in choked barréis.
In shooting at a flying bird, the first thing to
know is that you must not aim directly at it unless
it is flying straight and level
about the height of your eye.
If a bird goes away with a rising line of flight,
your aim must be a littlc abovc it, but if it flics
level nnd above the line of your eye straight away,
you must aim a littlc below it. If it flies to the
left or to the right, you must aim a littie ahead of

away from you at

STHE

it. In fact, the rule is to so fire that the bivd’s
line of flight and the line of your shot will exactly
interccpt cach othcr.

Always move your gun in the direction of the
l)ird’'s flight, but do not “ pokc ” or follow. Cover
your point of aim by a quick and steady motion
and prcss the trigger at once.

Shoot with both cycs open, so as to scc whcther
you hit or miss. If you miss with your first bar-
rcl, recovcer your aim and lirc the othcr, or if'here
are two or more ljirds fluslicd and you hit with
your first barrel. instantly selcct another bird and

FAN-rilEli LAV STRETCIHENn Ori’"

fire your second barrel, always shooting right and
left.

When adog “ stands,” or “ points” game, you
should not hurry to flush it. Be delibei-ate, al-
ways trying to drive your birds in the direction of
light and low covert instead of that which is dense
and high.

Most gidcly-flying birds, likc snipe and plover,
will rise against the wind, so that the time to shoot
them is just as they turn. To do this, hunt them
down the wind if possible.

Always wait, if the field is open, for your bird
to steady itself in the air before you aim- It will
generally appear one-third farthcr from you than
it i'cally is. At thirty yards’ distance tho game is
most easily killed and the shot do not tear it.

In hunting quail and prairic-
chicken, send youi- dug to retrieve

BV THE [I'IRF.
the game as soon as it falls, Ijccause, if yon do not,
awoumicd bird may run off and be lost, to perish of
its hurt. A true hunter is always anxious to prc-
vent unneccssary cruelty. So long aswe eat flcsh,
birds and animals must be killed for food, but wc
should avoid brutality in putting them to death.
Snap-shooting is clone by vaising the gun and
firing it as soon as it can be leveled i a mode abso-
lutely necessary in shooting woodcock and quail in
high, ciése covcrt, whcerc it often happcns that the
gunner mcrcly gets a glimpse of his game and
shoots by judging its position at the time of firing.
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Tcal and can\'as-back duck are vcry fast flyers,
often going at the rate of sixty-five milesan hour.
How far ahead of a grcen-winged teal, going at that
rate across your line of sight, must you aim if thc
bird is forty yards distant, if your shot fly at thc
average rale of eight hundred feet per second ?

Calculate as follows; It takes your shot, practi-
cally, one-sixth of a second to go forty yards. In
one-sixth of a second your bird will fly, practically,
fifteen and onc-half feet, which is the distance
you must aim ahead of the teal at forty yards.
O f course this is not the exact calculation, but it is
practically near enough. A few tridis will famil-
iarize the operation, and your eye will soon become
trained in judging distances. Perhaps, under or-
dinary circumstances, at what appears to be forty
yards, your aim ought to be about ten fcct ahead
of your bird, if it is flying straight across your
line ofsight,— and less if the flight is diagonal.

If your game is flying toward j'oii, tlic bcst rule
is to allow it lo pass, so that you may turn about
and shoot it going from you. This for several
reasons: First, becausethebreast-feathers,ofwater-
fowl especially, ai-e very thick; secondly, because
it is very difficult to allow for the flight of an in-
comingbird; and thirdly, because in shooting abird
from behind, shot between
feathers, and your gamc is cleanly killed.

Always be sure that your line of sight is along
the middle of the rib thatjoins thc barréis.

In quail-shooting, bear in mind that you rarely
kill your game at a longer range than thirty yards,
and that, under ordinary circumstances, your aim,
for a cross-flying bird, should be about three feet
ahead of it,— though no fixed rule can be given.

If you are hunting in company with others, be
careful and courceous,

you send your its

always refraining from
shooting at birds that are flushed ncarcr to your
companion than to you, and do not allow your
gun, under any circumstances, to pointat, or in the
direction of, any human being.

Open your gun at the breech and take out both
shells before climbing over a fencc, getting into a
wagén, going
to a person not used to fire-anns-

Never drag a gun toward j'ou, with the muzzle

into a house, or handing the gun

foremost.

Treatan unloadcd gun with the same care thalyou
would use in handling a loaded onc. “ | did not
know it was loaded” has caused many terrible
accidents.

It is bcst to thoroughly clcan and dry a gun
after it has been used all day, and when not in use
it should be kept in a heavy woolen or leather
case.

Never shoot at harmless and worthless birds
“just to try your hand.”

Most small birds are

B0Y HUNTERS.

pretty, some of them sing sweetly, and nearly all
of them are useful as inscct-destroycrs. Itisbrutal
to Kkill them for any other than scicntific or artistic
purposes.

W hen out hunting, observe everything, so as to
remember the minutest details of visible nature.
Knowledge thus gathered is invalualric.

Boys, when hunting together, should be vcry
cautious in tliick covert; as thcre,
quite near another and not sec him.

one may be

Chaptkr XXVI.

HOW JUDGH'S nose was niTTEN.

It would take a long time and a great deal of
wTiting to tell all that happencd during the winter
spent by our party in Southern Florida. W e can
not followthem, step by step, from one good bunt-
ing ground to another.

They tried alligator-shooting, but Neil and Hugh
did not like it. The killing of a great hig stupid
eanimal, merely to get its teeth, seemed to them
very poor sport; and besides, they found alligators
much less dangerous than they had lieen led to
believe them to be.

They killed somc of thc small, beautiful deer of
the peninsula, and had some lively times ivith
bear.

Rattlesnakes and moccasins were common in
thc woods and swamps, and quite frequently thc
warning whir or hiss startied them as they pushed
through the brakes ofcafie and tangles of air-plant.

Ncil made rapid progress in his free-hand
sketching from nature, both with load pencil and
in colors. His skctch-ljooks containcd a wonderful
variety of subjects, from

beasts, and from a small air-plant spikc to a huge

strange insects to wild

live-oak tree, draped in Spanish long-moss.
Heron-shootingwas thcir principal business, and

the amount ufplumes collcctcd was very large and

valuablc.
Onc day’'s woodcock-shooting,

however, was

more to the boys’ taste than all the other sport

they cnjoyed during tho whole winter. They
found, one morning, a fine lot of thcse noble
game-birds scattered over a thinly wooded tract,

where clumps of bushes and tufts of wild grass
grewin a rather firm black mud, just suitcd to thc
habits of woodcock. Tliey dicl not need a dog.
The birds flew but a short distance when flushed;
and if missed, could be casily followed so as to be
found again.

Neil and Ilugh ende.avorcd to observe cvcry
rule ofshooting, and they clid rcmarkably fine work.
For alongwhilc they kept exactly even in the nuin-
bcr of birds killed, and the race grew very exciting.



't was while absorbed in this sport that Hugh,
as he walked through a patch of saw-grass beside
a little pool, steppcd upon an enormoiis altigator.
[t was dead, but, feeling it under his foot, Hugh
looked down and received a terrific scarc. The
reptilc was fully twelve feet iong, with a great
rusty body and sprawling legs, and the hunter
who had kiiled it had proppcd its terrible mouth
open wide, so as to knock out its teeth when it
had lain sufficiently long. Hugh jumped as high
and as far as he could, and i'elled with terror.

“Ugh ! Oh! An alligator !” he cried.

Just then a woodcock rose and wcnt stniight

away, but Hugh was so frightened that he did not
ihink to shoot, and Neil’s record went one ahead.
The shock of his fright unsettled Hugh’s neivcs,
and so Neil beat him, ihough the contest was a
very closc onc.

The bu) S went back to camp for a late dinner,
and the sight of iheii
dazzled Judge’s eycs.

fourteen woodcocks faivly
As a special favor, Unele
Charley loaned Judge his little sixtcen-borc double-
bari-el for the rest of thc afternoon. This made
thc ynung negro very happy. His face shone like
»lump of antliracitc coal with two black diamonds
in it. lie took twenty shells and went with the
boyswhen they returned to thc wooclcnck grounds,
which lay bul a short distance from thc camp.

“ Now,” said Hugh, “ here goesfor a fair match.
Let’s scc who 'll get the biggest bag of birds.”

The challenge was quickly accepted by Ncil and
Judge, and so thcy began to quarter thc ground,
that is, thcy waikcd back and forth
lincs across it.

lu a ver) short time Hugh and Judge cach liad

in diagonal

a bird, and Neil none ; but the score soon chan

for Neil achicved a feat rarely accomplished

adays. He made a “ double shot” on ivoodcoctep
killing the bracc in pcrfect stylc, right and leniyf’
This put him ahead of the others and made the
race grow interesting.

Judge next missed a fine strong bird that flew
quartering to his right, and Hugh killcd it at fifty
yards with his left barre!.

“Dis ‘'ere gun shoot too quick,”
“ it make me dodge !

said Judge;
I done miss dat bird 'fore 1
got ready.”

The next flush was b)' Neil, who falleci to kill on

“ JUDOP- I1KIX SrkAW'UNG AU)NO IT» KUSTV PACK.”

account of an intervening bush.
away and missed also; and su did Judge, who
just then stumblcd against the nose of the dead
alligator and fell sprawling along its rusty back.

“ Look out!” shouted Hugh, in a spirit of mis-

Hugh bangecl

chicf. “ It’'s an alligator !”

With a piercing shvick, Judge scrambled off
on his hands and Unces, sereaming at thc top
of his voice. Tlicn he jumped up, and leav-
ing Unele Charley’s gun lying whcrc he had
dropped it when he fell. he started for camp
as hard as he could run.

Neil picked up the gun, and seciiig that it was
growing late, he and Ilugh followed after thc
flying negro.

W hen they rcachcd camp, Judge was gcsticulat-
ing and posturing and pointing in a vain cffort to
relate his terrililc adventure to the men. The
most reaiistic partofitwas thc fact that Judge had
actually skinncd his nose on the hovny hidc of the
alligator, and that he pevsisted

he had been bittcn !

in asscrting that



“ Dat beas’jis’ kep’ a-bitin’ away, an’l tho't |
done clcan gone, fo’ sho’!” he e.xclaiined.

Chapter XXVII.

HO-ME AGAIN.

A11 things havc an end, and so the time carne
at last for oiir littlc part>- to bid fareweil to Florida.

The trip up the coast to Ccdar Keys, and thciice
to St. Mavk’s, ivas performcd in a Icisurely way,
the sloop anchoring for a day or two hcre and
there, the bo)'s seizing cvery opportunity to make
a bag of snipe or shorc birds, or to shoot hci‘ons
for Mr.

But the nearer they approached liomc, the more
impatient at delay they all bccame, and it was
with a sense of intense rclief that they stood finally
by the littie lailroad station at St. Mark’s, rcady
to take tlie cars for the North, and home ! They
bade good-bye to Mv. Gémez ivith regrct, for they
had learned to
long voyagc.

At Tallahassee they took the dogs aboard.
Don and Belt and Snip and Sly were the gladdcst
animals you ever saiv, though they had been well
kept and were as sleck as moles.

From Tallahassee Mr. Marvin shipped his plumes
to New York, and his bird-skins to the Smithsonian
Instituto. He received orders hcre also,
was now quite late in April,

Marvin.

like him very much during their

for it
and the scason for
nest-hunting and egg-collccting was at hand, and
some of his customers and patrons desired him to
begin work for thcm in that line at once. So he
had no time to lose. He coukl not oven go so far
as Unelo Charley's farm with Neil and Hugh, but
had to part from thcm at Montgomery, Alabama,
whence he went westward.

The boys both cricd when he left ihem. He
had seemed almost like an eider brother to them.
But he promised to come and havc a grouse-hunt
with them in Illinois some time during the next
season.

Samson was ovcrjoyed when they i‘cachcd
Unele Charley's home, and he asked hundreds of
questions; and Judgc told him somo wonderful
stories, that made his okl eyes starc.

But Neil and Hugh were in a great hurry to rc-
turn to lielair and sec their father and talk with
the boys. The very next day they left Tenncsscec,
and in duc time stepped off the train at the Bclair
station platform. Everything looked as natural as
life, and the first person Hugh saw was Tom Dale.

“ Hallo! Is this you, Hugh ? and if there isn’t
oid Ncil! Why, how brown you are, boys!
W hat a jolly time you two must have had!” cried
Tom, in an ecstasy of delight.

Neil and Hugh jumped into a carriagc and were
driven straight home, while their “ plundcr” and
luggage followed thcm in the village expresswagoén.

Mr. Burton was taken quite by surprise when
his boys, all wcathcr-browned and lusty, rushed
into the library and fell upon him with their rous-
ing caresses. They almost tumbled him out of
his chair i his spectacles fell off, and his face was
covered with Kkisscs.

Of course the boys immediately bogan to tcll
him all about their wanderings and advcntures,
but it was many days before they had finished.

The ncivs of the of the boy hunters
spread through Belair like a breeze.

Neil proposed to

return

invite all their young friends
to come to spend an evening with them, so that
they might havc a good time talking together over
what had happened in Belair, as well as what had
been done in the far Southern hunting-grounds,
during the winter.

“That is just the thing,” said Hugh, “ and
we 'll hang up all your pictures and sketches in
the parlor, and set up our stuffed birds, and dis-
play ourcollection ofeggs. In fact,we’llhave a gen-
uine— what do you cali it in French ?— salén ?”

“ That would be assented Ncil.
“ 1 think all the boys and girls would enjoy it.
Suppose we do it?”

“ Shall we invite the girls, too?” inquiredHugh.

“ Certainly,” said Ncil; “ girls Wkcjins art quite
as much as boys, you know.”

He emphasized the word “ fine,” as if he meant
to make fun of his sketches, but Hugh knew he
was proud ofthem.

“ What do you say. Papa?” said Hugh, turning
to his father.

“ 1 think the plan an cxcellentone,” replied Mr.
Burton. “ I 'll sec that your guests havc a good
supper and the freedom of the house from six to
eleven in the evening.”

The boys were delighted, and went to work
with a will, getting i-eady for what proved to be
the happiest social event ever enjoyed by the boys
and girls of Bclair,

Mi- Burton's large parlor was profuscly deco-
rated with Neil's sketches and the many trophics

interesting,”

of the two lads’ prowess with tlic gun. More
than fifty guests were present, and all wcrc
delighted.

It was Tom Dale who afterward suggested to
tlic Bclair boys that they should present Neil with
a testimonial, Tom made the presentation spccch
in excellent style, on behalfofall tlie donors.

The gift was an easel, a palette, and amahl-stick,

with an alligator carved on

The End.



LITTLE GIRL IN THE GLASS,

A FETE DAY

BY A.

E arly on the morning of a bright September
day, a certain little hotel in Brittany, whcre 1
happened to be sojourning, was all astir. It was
evident, from thc bustle going on, and thc air of
suppressed excitement among the usually listless
inhabitants uf the place, that some event of
importance was at hand. | learned from our good
landlady that the approaching celebration was thc
annual fctc, or gala clay, of the village, and she
tokl me tliat if | wished to have a good view of thc
various performances, | should need to start eaily,
as thc festivitios woukl begin promptly at ten.

I THINK

I'VE SEEN YOIT BEFORE!

IN BRITTANY.
C. G.

As it was then nearly nine, my friend Tom
Jackson and 1 hastcnccl from the hotel and along
one of tlie liigh-roads,

the crowd was

in tlic clivection in which
moving. On our wa)', ive
(ivevtaken by vchicles of every clcscription,

very Cluaint and pvimitive,

.vere
some
laclen
with peasants from the adjoining towns, gorgoous
in their holiday attire. And among these was a
great number of smnll boys, who evidently bc-
lieved that the clay had bccn institutecl for thcir
especial benefit.

and almost all

As 'vc nearecl the sccnc of the fcte, thc crowds
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grew dense and mnre excitcd ; men and boys were
shouting wildly, and scores of people were hastily
clambering upon two stone walls ivhich lined the
This road, it appcared, was lo seiwe as a
Having found a comfortable seat, we
gave ourselves up to contemplating the ocld crowd

road.
race-course.

by which we were surroundcd, and with paticnce
awaited the start.

At last a wild shout arése, “ Here they come !”
Then dead silence fell over all, as dashing down
tlic road carne some six or eight horees, whose
riders were urging them forward by every means
possible.

The steeds wcrc all without saddles, and they
were supposed to havc startcd at the same instant.
But so anxious was each ridcr tu get the lead that
some had heard the word “ go ” afull minute before
the others. As the clatter of hoofs was heard grow-
ing cicarcr and clearer, the grealesl
prevailcd in the crowd by which we wecrc sur-
rounded, and all were eager to see which of the
riders would first reach the goal. All the burly
men and the screaming boys prophesicd that tlic
winner would be .1certain young man nicknaracd

excitement

Caycniic, because he had such a fiery tempecr.
“ No one dares beat him,” piped a small boy at
my elbow, ‘cause Cayenne ’'sthe fiercest man in
Brittany!” And, sure enough, he soon carne in
view, the foremost in the race, with his red hand-
kerchief flying ill the air, and he was greetccl with
a loud shout from tlic assembled crowd.

This first contest was followed by others of a
similar character, but ere long the
finished. To us they were very tame perform-
ances, being notliiiig more than the gallopiiig of a
Hut wc derived much

races were

ilalf-clozecn plow-horscs.
pleasure from watching the breathless and cnthu-
siastic interest manifested by the simple peoplc
around us.

From tlic rudc racp-track, tlic crowds repaived
to a large open space in onc of the fields behind
Hcrc a large circle liad been
marked off, and in tlic center stood a rather fceble-

tlic school-hoiisc.

looking individual, bearing a long pole from which
were suspended various prizcs, consisting of gayly
colored handkerchiefs, scarfs, wooden sabots, and
othcr such trinkcts.

Soon we perceived a small boy running around
iiisidc the ring, with hishand high up in the air; this
was a challenge for any onc outside the circle to
come in and wrcstlc with tlic youthful athlete.

In a few moiiicnts the ring was cnmpletely filled
with would-bc wrestlcrs, who wecrc struggling in
each othcr's embrace
now and then a man with a drum would eom-

in a lively fashion. Every

niencc to beat it in a deafening manner ; this was
to indicate that the contcst between some pair of

wrestlers was at an end, and that a prize would be
given to one of them.

In the meantime the bearer of the pole with the
prizcs had grown very weary, so that to hold the
pole upright was too much for liim, and down he
fell, with the whole superstriicture 011 top of him.

A ivailof woc went up from all tlic valiant wrest-
lers, who immediately stopped in the midst of their
combat to gather up the scattered prizcs. And
the oid man having been set upon his feet, and a
new prize-bearer put in his place, the business in
hand was rcsumed.

It was curious to see the earnestness and yet the
great good-iiature with which the wrestlers con-
tended. At onc moment you would havc thought
they were mortal in deathly
combat, with such fury did they come 011 to the
assauit; but the next moment the confiict would
suddenly cease, while lhc combatants adjusted
some article of clothing which had been torn or
misplaced— smiling and chattering with each
other meanwhile in the friendliest manner.

enemies engaged

W hen the wrestling was concluded, the prizes
were distributed, and then might be seen groups
of happy swains, bearing themselves with all the
airs of conquering heroes, and surrounded by .id-
miring groups of relatives and friends, carefully
examining the “ elegant” prizes.

There was now an intermission of an hour or
more, devoted to hinchoon and to visiting the
various shows which crowded the market-place.
The most attractive of these sccmcd to be the
Not only the littlc folks, but
ride around and

“ Merry-go-round.”
tbe grown peoplc aiso, wouki
around in it, sccmingly with the greatestenjoymenl.

At two tlie drum sounded to recall
ers, and to make known to the boys tliat the hour
had arrived for them to come forth and display
their prowess in another coiUest, but of a different
sort.

all wandcr-

In front of the hotel had been crected a curious
contrivancc made of wood, consisting of two up-
right polcs and a revolving cross-picce.

Now, the fcat for each of the boys to perform, in
turn, was to climb up one of the polcs to the cross-
piecc, along which he was to crawl until he reached
the oppositc pole. If he accomplished this seem-
ingly easy performance, lie was to be allowed to
choose one of many bright-coiored handkerchiefs
on a table near by ; and if he failed, he would be
sure only of being laughed at by the spcctators,
and of getting a tumble ofsorac five or six feet.

The first lad who tried nimbly climbed the pole,
and firmly planted himself on the cross-picce,—
when lo ! in an instant, before he had a chance to
crawl a single inch, the thing revolved, depositing
him on a bed of straw that had bccn spread uncler-



neath to preventany contesUnt from being hurt
by the fali. What ignominy for the lad, to be
lying there on the ground, when it looked so easy
to reach thc other end of the cross-piece !

A seeond boy now made the attempt, and had
crawled about half-way along the cross-piece when
the thing gave a quick lurch, and left him hanging
with head down and feet convulsively clinging to
the rod, while he writhed and twisted to rcgain his
hold, thc crowd hooting and jecring derisively.

A third, nothing daunted by the failurcs of his
rivals, nimbly sprang up the pole, cautiously
crawled along the bar, and just as the lookers-on
were about to cheer him for his success,— over he
went, landing fiat upon thc ground!

But at last a boy was found who reached the
other cnd of the cross-piece without any mishap;
and loud and long was thc applause thal rewarded
his efforts as he waved in the air the much-coveted
green and red handkerchief.

For an hour or more this performance was kept
up, only onc in every ten being successful, how-
ever; for the cross-piece was so adjusted that
unless the balance was kept perfectly even, it was
sure eithcr to tip or to revolve.

Again the drum beat, this time louder and
longer than before, and soon we saw the crowds
wending their way in thc direction of the river.
When we reached it,

both banks were already
filled, and

it was with difficulty that we found a
place where we could watch the proceedings.
Anchored in the stream was a good-sized boat,
gayly decorated with bright-colored
flags.

ribbons and
Here were scated the judges and others
having the affair in charge, looking very wise and
important indeed.

The boom of thc boat projected some distance
out over the water. 't was a good-sized, suhstan-
tial pole, and would not, ordinarily,
very difficult to “

have been
but now it had been
thoroughly oiled, and it fairly glistened in the sun,

On the end were trophies of victory of about the
same valué and dcscription as those already dis-
tributed. and including many red shirts and scarfs.

The river was filled with small ijoats, in readi-
ncss to rescue from a water;’ grave any contestant

walk” ;

who was not an expert swimmecr.

By and by appeared the group of boys who were
to attempt the feat,— numbecring a dozen or more,
ali scantily clothed, as the occasion required, but
looking very dctermincd.

The first fellow stopped carefully on thc greased
pole, made one or two convulsivo motions with his
arms, and then quietly jumped
swam for the shore.

into the river and
The second tnppcd hghtly
on the boom, and with great carc managed to bal-

ance himselfuntil he had reached the end, and all
the beautiful prizes were within his grasp.

W hich should he take ? His fond father on the
shore shouted ‘‘ that beautiful red shirt” ; his little

brother cried out “ that lin sword” ; while he
knew, in his heart, that his mother wanted a rib-
bon. That decided him ; a ribbon it should be.
But alas!

he had already hesitated too long; he
began to totter, and he made wild efforts to retain
his footing. But in vain.
fell like a stone

The next moment he
into the rivcer, and he was pickcd
up by one of thc small boats.

But his ardor was not dampened; friends helped
him to scramble up the bank, and in a few mo-
ments he was aboard the boat and trying again ;
but this time he was too excited, and he fell in tho
river almost at the first step.

Many others made the attempt. with thc same
ill success, and but few escaped a duckiiig. Still,
they tried and tried again, to thc intense delight

of the spectators. until all thc prizes had been
claimed,
The next performance was the

catching the
And for this, thc small boys carne forth
again in large numbers, ready to do thcir best.

A number of ducks with clipped wings were
into the river, and whoever succeedcd_ in
capturing one was entitled to possess it. Wild
and frantic were the efforts made, iiut the ducks
had a way of their own of escaping their pursucrs.
A boy would get so ncar he could touch thc duck
with his hand, but just as soon as he tried to hold
him, the duck, like Paddy’s flea, “ was n’t there.”
They would jump over thc lads’ heads and fly in
their faces, meanwhte

ducks.

thrown

keeping up a terrible
but thcir strength gave out after a
whilc, and then they fell easy prey to thc hands

quacking;

of their capiors.

This brought thc day’s sports to a ciése. Even-
ing was fast setting in, and from the nmrket-place
could be heard the strains
bignion.

of the hagpipe and
This was what the young peoplc liad
been waiting for. Couplcs appeared from cvcry
side and soon were flying through thc “ gavotte,”
the native dance. They would form in lines join-
ing hands, and then with something likc a hop,
skip, and a jump, away they would go
whivl. T ,

The covered market-placc ivas dimly liglited
with candles, and

in a «uld

it was a strange, wcird sight to
watch the white caps bobbing up and down, here,
there, and everywhere.

By ten o’clock thc littlevillagc ivas sound aslecp,
and, no doubt, thc dreams of its boys and girls,
that night, were of a very rosy huc, for to them
thc anmial fetc is the greatest ncc.ision 01 thc year.
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HISTORIC BOYS,*

By E. S.
V.
LoOuUIsS “F BOURBON : THK lioy KING.
1638 -1715
X 1V. 0/ France : ii/leraarH knowu as the - Grand

Monarque."

D id you ever hear or see a mob, boys and girls?
Probably not; but ask father or mother, or Unele,
or any one who remcrabers the draft riots of 1863
in our own New York, if there is any sound more
terrifying than that threatening, far-away murmur
that grows each second louder and more distinci
until it swells and surges up and down the city
streets the hoarse, mad shouts ofa mob. It was
such a sound as this that on that dreary midnight
of the tenth of February, 1651, filled thc dark and
narrow and dismal streets of oid Paris, startling all
the inmatcs of the Palais Royal, as under the
palace windows rose the angry cry;

“The King! the King! Down with Mazarin !”

Two anxious-faced young persons, a girl and
a boy of thirteen or theieabout, who were pceping
out intl the corridor, looked at one another
inquiringly.

“ W hatever is the matter, Count ?” asked dainty
little Olyrapia, the pretty niece of thc Queen’s
prime minister, Mazarin.

For answer the light-heartcd young Armand,
Count of Guiche, whom even danger could not rob
nf gayety, “ Faith, mam’sellc, 't is a
trick that may set us all a livelier dance than your
delightful/<z brausle. The pcople are storming the
palace to save thc little king from my lord, your
unclc. They say that the Queen ivill steal away to

your Unele with his little Majcsty, and so heve come

rcplied;

the pcople in fury to stay her purpose. Hark!
there they go again !” and as, before the gates,
rose the angry shouts, “ thc King! the King!
Down with Mazarin!” these sprightly young

people drew hastily back
own apartments.
“ Down mwith Mazarin!"

into the sccurity of their

Itwas thc rallying cry
that stirred the excitable pcople of Paris to riot and
violence in those oid days of strifc and civil war,
over two hundred years ago,— thc troublesomc
time of the Fronde. The Court of thc Queen Re-
gcnt Anne, the Parliament of Paris, and the great
princes of France were struggling for the mas-
tery, in a quarrel so foolish and unnecessary that

history has called it “ the war of thc children,”

*Copyrighl, 1883 ,hyl!. S. Bcuoks. All

Bkooks.

and its very nickname, “ the Fronde,” was taken
from the fronde, or sling, which the mischievous
boys of Paris used in their heedless Street lights.
Probably not one half of those who shouted so
loudly “ Down with M azaiin!” understood what tho
quarrel was about, fior just why they showed rage
against the unpopular prime minister of the Queen
Regent, the Italian Mazarin. But they had grown
to believe that the scarcity of bread, the pincliing
pains of hunger, the poverty, and wretchedness
which UityaX\did understand were due, somehow,
to this hated Mazarin,
ready to flame up

and they wcre thcrefor
in an instant and to shout
“ Down with Mazarin ! ” until they were hoarse.
And now in the great palace all is confusién.
“The King! the King!
King!” shout thc swaying crowd.

Wc must see thc
Thcre is a
dash against the trelliscd gatcs of tbe palace, a
dash and then a mighty crash, and, as the outer
gate falls before the people’'s assault, the great
alarm bell ofthe palace booms out its note of dan-
ger. Then guards and gentlemen press hastily
toward the royal apartments in defense of thc
queen and her sons, while ladies, and pages, and
servants scatter and hide in terror.

But Anne, Queen Regent
brave as she 'vas shrewd.

“ What is the people's wish ?” she demandcd as
the Duc de Beaufort entered her apartment.

“ To sec his Majesty with their own eyes, thcy

of France, was as

say," was thc reply.

“ But can they not trust their queen, my lord ?”
she asked.

“ Their queen, your Highness ?
Mazarin,” said the blunt duke.

“ Ho, there, d’Aumont,” said thc Queen to the
captain of the palace guard, “ bid that thc pcrtals
be opened at once! Draw off your guard. And
you, ray lords, stand aside ; we will show thc king
to our good people of Paris and defeat the plots
of our enemies. Bid thc people cntcr,” and, un-

Ves. But not

attended, save by M. de Villcroi, thc king's
governoi-, and two of her ladics-in-waiting, she
passed quickly through thc gallcry that led to

the raagnificcnt bed-chamber of the little King
Louis.

“ What is this aproar, madamc ?” was the
greeting she received from a handsomc, auburn-
haired DOy of twelve, as she entered thc apart-
mecnt.

righc. rescrved.



“ Lie down, my son,” said the Queen, “ and if
ever you seemed to sleep, seem to do so now, Your
safety, your crown, perhaps your life, depend

upon this masking. The people are crowding the

palace, demanding to see with their own eyes that

1 have not taken you away.”
Young Louis of Bourbon

‘mThe people he exclaimed.

flushed angrily.
“ How clare they?
W hy does not Villeroi order the Swiss guard to
drive the ruffians out?”

“ Hush, my Louis,” his mother said. “You
have other cnemies than these barbarians of Paris.

Your time has not yet come. Hark, they are
here !”
The angi-y boy closed his eyes in pretended

sleep, while liis mother softly opened the door of
the apartment, and faced the mob alone. For,
obedient to hcr order, the great portais of the
palacc had been opened, and up the broad stair-
case now pushed and scrambled the successful
mob. The people were in the palace of the king.
“ Enter, my friends,” said thc intrepid Queen,
as rough, disordered, and flushed with the novelty
of success the eager crowd halted in presence of
royalty. “ Entcr, my friends; but— softly! They
said falsely who cleclared that 1 sought to steal the
king from his faithful people of Paris. See for
yourselves !” and she swung open the door of the
king!” With ready
hand she partee! the heavy curtains of thc splendid
bed, and, with finger on lip as if in caution, she
beckoned the peoplc to approach the bedside.
And then camc a singular change. For, as they
looked upon thc flushed face and the long, disor-
clered hair of that beautiful boy, whose regular
breathing seemed to indicate the healthy slecp of
childhood, the howling, rebellious rabblc of the
outer gates became a rcverent and loyal throng,
which quietly and almost noiselessly filcd past thc
royal ljed upon which that strong-willed boy of
twelve lay in a “

chamber; “ here lies your

make-bclicve ” slecp.

For two long midnight hours on that memorable
tcnth of February, 1651, did mother and son en-
dure this trying ordeal. At length it was over.
The last burghcr had departed, the great gates
were closed, thc guards were rcplaccd, and, as
shouts of "vive le roi” carne from thc jubilant
crowd without, the boy-king sprang from his
splendid bed and, quiiering with sharac and ragc,
shook his little fist toward thc cheering peoplc.
For, from boyhood, young Louis of Bourbon had
been taught to regavd himself as the most impor-
tant lad in all thc world. Think, then, what a
terrible shock to his pridc must have lIseen this
invasion of his palace by thc people.

The angry quarrel of thc Fronde raged high for
full five months after this midnight rcception in

the king's ljcd-chamber, but at last carne the
cventful day which was to fiilfill the boy's oft-re-
peated wish— the day of his majority. For, ac-
cording to a law of the realm, a king of France
could be declared of age at thirteen; and young
Louis of Bouihon, lad,

imperious

naturally a high-spiritecl
had been made even more proud and
by his surroundings and education. He chafed
under thc restraints of the regcncy, and hailed
with delight the day that should set him free.

It was the sevcnth of August, 1651. Through
the echoing strcets of Paris wound a glitiering
cavalcade, gay with streamingbannevs and awealth
of gorgcous color. W ith trumpetcrs in blue velvet
and heralds in complete armor, with princes and
nobles and high officials mounted on horses glcam -
ing in housings of silver and gold, with horse-
guards and foot-guards, pages and attendants, in
brilliant uniforms and liveiies, rodé young King
Louis to proclaim himselfabsolute Kingof France.
The glittering procession swept into the great hall
ofthe palace and gathered around the throne. And
there thisboy of thirteen, with his plumed and jew-
eled c.ip on his head, while every onc else remained
uncovered, said, in a clear and steady voice:
: 1 have suinmoned my Parlianicnt to
its members that, in accordance with the
laws of my realm, it is my iiitention henceforth to
assume the government of my kingdom.” Then
princes and lords, from little “* Monsicur,” the ten-
)'ear-old brother of the king, to the gray oid mar-
shals of France, bent the knee in allcgiance, and
liack to the Palais Royal with his glittering pro-
cession, and amid the jubilant shouts of the pcople,
rodc the boy-king of France, Louis of Bourbon.

But alas for the ups and downs of life!l This
long-wislied-for day of freedom did not bring to
young Louis the absolute obedience he expected.
The struggles of the Fronde still continued, and
before the spring of the next year
haughty young monarch who, in
August pageant, had glittcred “ like a golden
statue,” found himsclf with his court, fugitives
from Paris, and crowded into stuffy little rooms or
uncomfortaifle oid castles, fearful of capture, while
not far away the cannons of thc two great generais,

“ Messieurs
inform

this same
that gorgcous

Turenne and Conde, thundered at cach other
across the Loire, in all tire fury of civil war.
Something of a bully by nature, for all his blood

and kingliness, young Louis seems to have taken
a special delight, during these months of wander-
ing, in tormcnting his equally high-spirited brother,
thc little “ Monsicur” ; and there flashes across
the years a vcry “ rcalistic” picture of a narrow
room in the oid chatcau of Corbcil, in which, upon
a naiTOw becl, two angry boys are rolling and pull-
ing and scratching

in a bitter “ pillow-fight,”



brought on by somc piece of boyish tyranny.
And these two boys are not the “ frondeurs” of
the Paris streets, but the highest dignitaries of
France— her king and her royal prince. Boys will
be boys, you see, whether princes 01 paupers.

But even intrigue and quarrel may wear them-
Court and people alike wearicd of the
foolish and ineffectual sirivings of the Fronde, and
so it was that in the fall of 1652, after a year of
exile, the gatcs of Paris opened to the king, while
the unpopular Mazarin, so long the object of public
hatred, the man who had been exiled and out-
lawed, hunted and hounded for years, now returned
to Paris as thc chief adviser of the boy-king, with
shouts of wclcome filling thc streets that for so
many years had resounded witli the cry of “ down
with Mazarin !~

selves out.

And now the gay court of the young Louis
blazed forth in all the brilliancy of pomp and
pleasure. The boy, himself, as courageous in the

trenches and on the battle-field as he was royal
and imperious in his audience-chamber, became
the hero and idol of the people. Life at his court
was very joyous and delightful to the crowd of gay,
fun-ioving, and unthinking young courtiers who
thronged around this powerful young king of fif-
teen, and not the least brilliant and lively in the
royal train were Olympia Mancini and the young
Count of Guiche, both proud of their piomiiience
as favorites of the king.

One pleasant afternoon tn the early autumn of
1653, a glittering company filled the little theater
of thc Hotel de Petit Bourbon, near to thc Louvre.
The curtain parted, and, now soft and sweet, now
fast and furious, the music rose and fell, as the
company of amateurs— young nobles and demoi-
selles of thc court— danced, declaimed, and sang
through all the mirth and action of a lively play.
And, at one side of the stage, waiting their turn
to appear, stood Olympia Manciniand young Count
Armand. W ith a toss ofher pretty head, she was
saying: “ And how can you know, Sir Count,
that his Majesty does mean tnithfiilly all
the pretty things he says to me? Ay,

not
sir, and
perhaps ”

“ W ell! perhaps what, Mam’sclle ?” Count Ar-
inand asked, as the imperious little lady hesiCatcd
in her speech.

“ Perhaps— well— who knows? Perhaps,somc
day, Count Armand, you may ruc on hended knee
the sharp things you are now so fond of saying to
me— to rae, who may then be— Olympia, Queen
of France !'”

Armand laughed softly.
there?” he said. “ | kiss your Majesty’s hand,
and suc for pardon,” and he bent in mock rcver-
ence. But, come, they are calling us,” and, with

“ Ho, stands my lady

a gay song upon their gossipy lips, the merry pair
danced in upon the stage, while a richly costumed
Fury circled around them in a mad whirl. And
amid the plaudits of the spectators thc three bowed
low in acknowledgment, but the Fury received by
far the largest share of the applause— for you
must know that the madly whirling Fury was
none other than his gracious Majesty, Louis, King
of France, who, passionately fond of amateur the-
atricals, sornetimes appeared in four or five differ-
cnt characters in a single piece.

That very evening the most select of the court
circle thronged thc spacious apartments of thc
gqueen mother in attcndance at the ball given to
the widowed Queen of England, who, since thc
execution ofher imfortunate husband, Charles the
First, had found shelter at the court of her cousin
Louis. And with her carne her daughter, the little
Princess llenrietta, a fair and timid child ofeleven.

The violins sounded the cali to places in the
brausle, the favorite dance of the gay court, and
Count Armand noted thc smile of triumph which
Mam’sclle Olympia turned toward him, as King
Louis solicited her hand for the dance. And yet
she paused before accepting this invitation, for she
knew that the honor of opening the dance with the
king belonged to the little Henrietta, the guest of
the evening.
and decorum,

She was still halting between desire

when Anne, the giicen mother,
rising in cvident surprise at this uncivil action of
her son, stepped down from her seat and quietly
withdrew the young girl's hand from that of the
king.

“MylLouis,” she said, in a low voice, “ this is
but scant courtesy to your cousin and guest, the
Princess of England.”

The boy’s face flushed iiidignantly at this inter-
ference with his wishes, and looking towarcls the
timid Henrietta, he said, with singular rudeness;
"'T is not my wish, madame, to dance with the
Princess. 1 am not fond of little girls.”

His mother looked at him in quick clispleasurc.
And the Queen of England, who had also heard
the ungallant reply, kcenly felt her position of
dcpendence on so ungracious a relative, as she
* Pardon, but do
not, | beg, constrain his Majesty to dance contrary
to his wishes.

hastened to say, dear cousin,
The Princess Henrietta's ankle is
somewhat sprained and she can dance but ill.”

The imperious nature of .Anne of Austria yielded
neither to the wishes of a sulky boy fAor to thc
plea of a sprained ankle. “ Nay, your Majesty,”
she said, “ | pray you let my desires rule. For,
by my word, if the fair Princess of England must
remain a simple looker-on at this, my ball, to-night,
then, too, shall thc King of France.”

W ith a face still fullof anger Louis turned away.



and when the music again played the opening
measures, a weeping littlc princcss and a sulky
young king danced in the place of honor. For
the poor Henrietta had also overheard the rude
words of her mighty cousin of France.

As, after the ball, the
parted for the night, Anne said to her son:

king and his mothcr
“ My
dear Louis, what evil spirit of discourtesy lod you
to so ungallant an action towards your gucst, this
night? Never again, 1 beg, let me have need
openly to correct so grave a fault.”

“ Madame,” said Louis, turning hotly towards
his mother, “ is the
the King or Anne of Austria? ”

The Queen started in wonderand indignation at
this outburst; but the boy’s proud spirit was up,
and he continued, despite her protests.

who lord of France — Louis

“Too long,” he said, “ have | been guided by
your leading-strings. Henceforth 1 will be my
own master, and do not you, madame, trouble
yourself to criticise or correct me. 1 am the

king.”

And thus the mothcr who had sacrificed and
so much for the son she idolized found
herself overrulcd by the haiighty and arrogant
nature shc had, herself, done so much to foster.
For, from that tearful evening of the Queen’s ball
to the day of his death, sixty-one years after,
Louis of Boiirbon, called the Great, ruled as abso-
lute lord over his kingdom of France, and the boy
‘*Henceforth | will be
was fully equal to that other
famous dcclaration of arrogant authority made,
years after, in the full tide of his power:
the State!”

On the afternoon of an April day in the year
1654, a brilliant company gathered within the oid
chateau of Vincennes, for the royal hunt which
was to take place on the morrow. In the great
hall all ivas mirth and fun, as around the room
raced king and courtiers in a royal gamc of “ clig-
nemusette”— “ hoodman blind” or “ blindman’s
Suddenly the blind-
foldcd king felt his arm seized, and the young
Count of Guiche, who had just entered, whispcred,
“ Sire, here is word from Fouquet that the parlia-
ment have moved to rcconsider the rcgistry of
your decree.”

The boy-king tore the liandagc from his eyes
in a tempest of anger.

“ 1-low daré they?” he said; *“
question my demands !”

Now, it seems that this decree looked to the
raising of money for the plcasures of the king, by
M. Fouquet, the royal Minister of Finance, and so
it that he had
attended the parliament himself, to see that his

suffered

who could say so defiantly:
my own master,”

“ / am

buff,” as we now know it.

how daré they

anxious had Louis been to sccure

decree received prompt rcgistry. How dared they
then think twice as to the king's wishes ?

“ Ride you to Paris straight. De Guiche," he
said, “ and, in the King’'s fiame, order that parlia-
ment re-assemble to-morrow. | will attend their
session, and then let them reconsidcr my decree
if they daré !'”

Olympia Mancini
King.

heard the command of the
“ To-morrow? Oh, sire 1” shc said; “ to-
morrow is the royal hunt.
M ajesty?

“ Havc no fear, mam’selle,”

How can we spare your
How can we give up our sport?”

said the King, “ 1
will meetmy parliament to-morrow, but this trivial
business shall not mar our royal hunt. Together
will we ride down the stag.”

At nine o’clock the next morning parliament
re-assembled as ordered by the king, and the
lepresentatives of the people were thunderstruck
to see the king enter the great hall of the palace
in full hunting costume of scarlet coat, high boots,
and plumed gray beaver. Behind hira carne a
long train of nobles in hunting suits also. W hip
in hand and hat on head, this self-willed boy of
sixteen faced his wondering parliament, and said:

“ Messieurs : It has been told me that it is the
intention of some members of your body to oppose
the registration of my edicts as ordered yesterday.
Know now that it is my desire and my will that in
future all my edicts shall
and not discussed.

be registered at once
Look you to this; for, should
you at any time go contrary to my wish, by my
faith, | will come here and enforcc obedience !”

Before this bold assertion of mastership the great
parliamentofParis bentin passivc submission. The
money was forthcoming, and in less than an hour
the boy-king and his nobles were galloping back
to Vincennes, and tho royal hunt soon
through the royal forest.

Thus, we see, nothing was permittcd to stay the
tide of pleasure. Even the battlc-ficld and the
sicge were turned into spectacles, and, by day and
night, the gay court rang with mirth and folly.

In the great spacc between the Louvrc and the
Tuileries, since known as the Placo de Carrousel,
the summer sky of 1654 archcd over a gorgeous
pageant. Tile trumpets of the heralds sounded,
and into the lists, with pages and attendants, gal-
lant in

swept

liveries of cvery huc, rodé the gay young
nobles of the court, gleaming in brilliant costume
and devicc, like knights of oid, ready to join in
the games of the mock tournamcnt. But the cen-
ter of every game, the victor in all the feats of
skill and strength, was the boy-king,
Bourbon, as in a picturesque

Louis of
suit of scarlet and
gold he rodé his splendid chargcr like a statue.
And as the spectators noted the white and scarlet
scarf that fell from the kingly shoulder in a great



band, and the scarlet hat with snow-white plume,
they saw, iDy looking at the fair young “ queen of
beauty,” Olympia Mancini, in hcr drapery of
scarlet daraask and white, that King Louis wore
her colors, and thus announced himself as her
Champion in thc lists.

And Count Armand coukl see by the look of
triumph and satisfaction in Olympia’s pretty face,
as she ruled qucen of thc reveis, that already she
felt herself not far from the pinnacle of hcr ambi-
tion, and saw herself in the not distant future as
Olympia, Queen of France !

But alas for girlish fancies ! Louis. the King,
was as fickle in his affections as he was unyielding
in his mastership.

“ Sirc,” said the Count de Guiche, as the next
day a gay throng rodé from the mock tournament
to another great hunt in the forest of Vincennes,
“why does not the fair Olympia ride with the hunt
to-day?”

“ Ah, the saucy Mazarinette,” the King said,
surlily, using the popular nickname given to the
nieces of his minister, “ she played me a pretty
trick last night, and 1| will have none of her, |
say " ; and then he told the condoling count, who,
however, was in the secret, how at the great ball
after thc tournament, the maiden, whose colore he
had worn, had exchanged suits with his brother,
the little “ Monsieur,” and so cleverly was the
masquerading done, that he, the great King Louis,
was surprised by thc laughing Olympia, making
sweet speeches to his own brother, thinking that
he was talking to the mischievous maiden.

This was too much even for the young courtier,
and he burst out a-laughing.
sulky.
titled

But the King was

For Louis of Bourbon, like many a less-
lad, could enjoy any jokc save one played
upon himself, and the mischievous Olympia lived
to regret her joking of a king. Once at odds with
her, the King’s fancies flew from one fair damsel to
another, finally culminating when, in 1660, he mar-
ried, for state reasons only, in the splendid palace
on the Isle of Pheasants, reared specially for the
occasion, the young Princess Maria Thcresa, In-
fanta of Spain, and daughter of his uncle, King
Philip thc Fourth.

From here the boy merges into the man, and

we must leave him. Strong of purpose, clcar-

headed and masterful, Louis the Fourteenth ruled
as King of France for seventy-two years— the
most powerful monarch in Christendom. Hand-

some in person, raajestic dignified,

in bearing,

lavish, and proud; ruling France in one of Uic

most splendid periods of its history— a period
styled “ the Augustan age” of France; flatterccl,
feared, and absolutely obeyed, onc would think,
boys and girls, that so powerful a monai-ch must
have been a happy man. But he was not. He
lived to see children and grandchildien die around
him, to see the armies of Franee, which he thought
invincible, yield again and again to thc superior
generalship of Mariborough and Prince Eugcne,
and to regret with deep i-emorse the follies and
extravagance of his early days. “ My child,” he
said to his great-grandson and heir, the little five-
year-old Louis, “ you are about to become a great
king; do not imitate me either in my taste for
buikling, or in my love of war. Endeavor, on
the contrary, to live in peace with the neighboring
nadons ; render to God all that you owe him, and
cause his flame tu be honored by your subjects.
Strive to relieve the burdens of your people, as 1,
alas ! have failed to do.”

It is for USto remember that kings and conquer-
ors are often unablc to achieve the granclcst suc-
cess of life,— the ruling of them selves,-and that
flatiery and fear are not the true
greatness or of glory.

indications of
No sadder instance of this
in all history is to be found than in the life-story
of this cold-hearted, successful, lovelcss, imperious,
all-supremc, and yet friendless oid man— one of
the world’'s most powerful
Bourbon,

monarchs,
Louis the grand nionargiie,
worn-out okl man of Versailles.

Louis of
Louis the

From the patrician emperor of oid Rome to the
patrician Citizen of modern America these sketches
of historie boys have extended. They rcpresent
but a few from that long list of remarkablc boys,
who, through the ages, have left their mark upon
their times,— lads who, even had they died in their
“ teens” would still have been worthy of record
as “ historie boys,” The lessons of their lives are
manifold. They tell of pride and sclfishness, of
tyranny and wasted power, of self-rcliance and
courage, of patience and manliness. History is
but the record of opportunities for action, and op-
portunitics are never wanting- They cxist to-day
in the cities of the New World, even as they did
ages ago in the valley of Elah and in thc Fovuni
of Rome.
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ON TEACHING THE EYE TO KNOW WHAT IT SEES.

By Frank Bellew.

One of the most cxperienced artists in New
York remarked reccntly that he believed the time
would come when schools would be established to
teach the eye how to see, just as schools are formed
now to educate the voice. Such schools undoubt-
edly are needed. Many of my young readers
have heard or read about opiical illusions, — tlie
curious mistakes which the eye sometimes makes
concerning an object at which it is looking; but
few of US know how frequently we ourselves are
the victims
another.

of optical illusions of onc sort or
The fact is, we see ncarly as much with
our experience as we see with our eyes. W e know
an objcct to be of a certain form in onc position,
and of a certain color in one light; and wc are
too apt to fancy that we sec it of that foi'm and
color in all positions and lights, regardless of the
fact that, seen from another stand-point, the con-
tour ofit may appear cntirely different, and that a
different light may totally change the color of it.
W e all know that the actual color of clean boots
is black, and a begiimecr in painting almost always
paints them perfectly black, whereas the direct
rays of the sun or of an artificial light may makc
them appear nearly white in parts; while if they
be placed near some bright substance, such as a

piece of orange-peel, or a crimson scarf, they will

rcflect the color of that object,
orange or red in parts,

and so become
expert painter
would so represent them. W e hear people speak
of “ the white of the eye,” and beginners with
the brush oftcn give a very ghastly expression to
their attempts at portraiture by painting the white
of the eye puré ivhite; whereas, owing to the pro-
jection 6f the brows, the lids, and the lashes, it is
often thrown into deep shade, and may be even
darker than some of the flesh tints. Now, if their
eyes were trained likc those of a skillcd artist,
they would know the true color of all objects they
beheld. But this is the very hardest thing an
artist has to learn, namely, to know really what

and an

he does see.

In coloring, almost everything depcnds upon
the nature of the light. A white handkcrchicf is
black in a dark room.

An excellent aid to tlic study of color is to
take a white card, and with your paints try to
match on it some tint in any oil-painting,
or even colored fabric which you may
Then cuta small hole in the card adjoining
your tint, and place the card ovcv the lint you havc
cnpied, so that you can see it through the hole,
sido by side with your own attempt. Then you will

see at once bou- nearly you have matchcd the tint.

chromo,
havc.
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as we know, are coloi-blind, or

another;

Some people,
unable to distinguish one color
mwhile somc races, particularly the pcople of India,

from

Fio.

mcan pcrceive a great variety of shades, which the
most cultivated European eye fails to distinguish.
But if color is cleceptivc, so are form and size ;
and, as to these, we scc, cven more than in the
case of color, with our expcricncc rather than with
our cycs. Ifit were possibic fora pcreon who had
been born blind to be suelden!)’ cndowed «ith
sight, and with thc faculty nfdrawing, 1 have little
doubt that he would delinéate objects presented
inore correctly than onc «ho had always
It is good practice for

to him
had thc use of his cycs.
beginncrs in dra«'ing to make strenuoiis efforts to
look at all objects ;is mereh’ inasscs of light and
To this end it is «'cll to look at thc thing
«ith half-closcd evos, so thal

shade.
to be dclineated,

1.— a MBCHAMCAL aid to UXA'SUKU

TU KNOW WHAT IT SEES. 971

its details may appear dmimed; or, to attain thc
same effect, a piece of gaiize may be held before
And while siiggcsting expcdients, |
may mention that you can
make for yourselfa capital
mechanical aid to accurate
drawing by taking a hollow

framc,— abox with thc bot-

the eyes.

tom removed is the best,—
and dividing one of the
open ends into squares by
mcans of threads placed
cross-wise and perpendicu-
larly, as shown in thc illus-
tratioii. Set up this fraine
at a distance of several fect
from youreye, between you
and the object you wish to
draw, so that you see the
object and its surroundings
(or the piece of landscape)
lhroiigh thc frame, divided
intosquares by the threads.
Then divido your paper
into similar squares with
pencil lines corresponding
to thc threads, and, guided
by thc threads.md the lines,
you have only to copy the
picture that is frained by

the box.
As an illustration of our
natural tendency to see

with our experiencc, rather
than «'ith our eyes, observe
ho«’ children when they
first begin to draw gener-
ally reprcsent thc nose of
a full face, in profile,— and
put a full-face eye into a
profile face, as represented
in Figures 2 and 3.

In liis first attcmpts, too, the school-boy pictures

the feet invariably in profile, and tlic hands ilat,

Fie. j.



as if spread out on a table. To put either a hand
or foot in any other position utterly baffles him.
But hands and feet are the most difficult thmgs

PIG. 9
which even the artist finds to draw. Look at
these two black forms, Figures 4 and 5. Would

you think that they representcd tlic outlmes of a

hand and a foot? Yet a glancc at ihe aniiexed

diagraras. Figures 6 and 7, will show you that the
hand and the footvery oftcn assumc the forms winch
are outlined, rcspectively, in the two silhoucttes.
The extent to which form will influencc and
penert our perceptinn of size is well illustrated in

the experiment of trying to indicate the supposed
height of a silk hat.
of you.

It is probably familiar to most
Ask any onc 'vho has not tried it, to indicate
on thewall, with the point
of a cafe, the level to
which he thinks a gcn-
tleman’s silk hat would
veach if placed upon the
floor. In nine cases out
of ten, the person asked
will touch the wall
height of from
twclve

at a
ten to
inches above the
floor, whereas a silk hat
is rarcly more than six
inches high. How de-
ceptive, too, isthe Icngth
ofahorse’'shead.
almost

Itseems
incrediblc that it
should be as long as a
floiir-barrel; yet such is
the fact. Thorough-bred
stccds have smaller heads
than ordinaryhorscs; but
1 find that the head of
a certain famous racer
two feet and
two inchesin lcngth, while
the heightofaflour-barrcl
isbut twofeetfour inches.

There are few things
so puzzling to estimate
correctly, at sight, as the
size and form of objects
seen “ in perspectivec,” as
tho artists say. To illus-
trate this: Look at the

measures

triangie shown in Figure 8. That littie trianglc

would hardly suggest, to the unpracticed eye, the

rails of scveral miles of railway; yet two linos of

the same trianglc appear, as the rails, in the sketch
above (Fig. 9), whcrcin the track is seen “
spcctive.”

in pcv-



As a simple aid to the
study of perspective, 1
have deviscd a little in-
strument, which may be
improved into a pretty
and amusing toy, as well
as an instructive one.

Take a sheet of card-
board abouteightinches
high andfiveincheswide,

and on it trace a copy of
thc diagram shown on
this page Cut a round
hole at A, and cut away
thc corners of thc cai-d-

board all around, down
totheouterrule. Then,
turning your card on
its face, lay a flat ruler
across it from M to K,
and with thc pointofa
sharp penknifc cut a
lino into thc card-board
(but not jhrongh it) be-
tween these points, so

lhat the sidc will easily
bend squarcly up, along
thc line of the cutting.
Do thc same from I, to
N and from G to F



and from H to I. Cut eniire/y through the card-
board, however, from G to B, from F to E, from
H to C, and from | to D. Now fold the four
sidcs of thc diagram up into the form of a box, and
paste thc corners of thc ends (marked “ Gum ”)
to the ouisicle oftho sides.

Noiv, if you look through the round hole. A,
you will see a very long Street, the roadway of tho
greater part of which will be formed by the little
triangle, which looks so insignificant in the draw-
ing.

O fcourse, thc effect will be improved if you are
enough of an artist to make the drawing upon a
larger scale than that of the one'here shown, —
or if some friend will make an enlarged drawmg
for you. In that case a good way to make thc
model is to draw your diagiam on paper and then
paste iLs parts on thc inside of along box. The
boxes in which ladies’ corsetsare packed are admi-
rably suited for the purpose. By this means you
get a stronger andstiffcr model, although you may
find a little trouble in pasting thc drawing neatiy
and accurately inside the box.

By coloring the houses red,
white, and the sky blue,

and brown,
the effect wul

and
be very
much improved.

From a careful study of this model, you wil get

a very good idea of thc first principies of perspec-
tive, which are vcry difficult to acqiiire from any
kind of written explanation. Your eye will thus
be taught to know what it secs when it views forms-
“in perspectivc,” and you will realue that you
have not before understood many of the reports of
your own eyesight-

I do not know how useful this education of the
eye might be to the world at large, except on the
general principie that, in all things, accuracy is.
proferable to inaccuracy ; but for all persons who
are dostined to be engaged in works of skill, from
the mechanic to thc artist, thc
undoubtedly be of great benefit.

In the present day, accuracy of cyc is necessary
in a great variety of callings, not only for the me-
chanic, in tho production of manufactures, and thc
merchant, who mustjudge of the products, but for
the thousands of cmployees on railroads, steam-
boats, and ferrics, where the safety of life and
property often dcpends, in great degree, upon this
accuracy-

W ith the artist, the training of his eye to know
what it sees should precede all other studies, or, at
least, should keep stcp with every advance which
he makes in the skill and dexterity belonging to
his art.

training would

THE YOUNG ARTIST.

By R. W. LowRIE.

OvVR Bessic dtcw something, quite quickly and well,
But what was intended
It was

could nobodv tell;
not a dog, and it was
gave it a tail and she called it a ral.

Bul the t-sil was so funny, we all had lo laugh,
Tlien she rubbed it all out, and she neat tircw a

not a cat,
So sho

c.nlf.
The calf, wc all told her, was much like a sheep,
Or a pig half awake,or a goat half asleep.
And never was artistin greater disrress.
Nor more perscvering than poor litlle Bes.».
Her fence was too crooked, her treos were too
siTitighi:
Hcr house always loppled half over the gale;
Her Windows were nevor .nlike in their sise,—

She could n't see right for the lears in her eyes.

Bul Unele and Aunty soon bought het a rule,
Aad a book and a pencil, and soni lier lo school.
And the dear litlle artist is learning to well,
That hcr pigs from her cows you can CBS‘/S/[CII.



THE DOG THAT
DROVE HIS

MASTER’'S HORSE.

W atch is a good dog. His master has a cart full of nc\v potatoes.
Watch holds the reins in his mouth, and drives the gentlc oid horse while
his master goes along the sidewalk, from house to house, saying: “ New
po-~rt-toes ! Want to buy any fine new potatoes to-day, ma’'am?”

Watch and Oid Steady, the horse, are great friends.
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Meroy!” said the rest of the Rabbit family, who had been watching at a safe distance.
better goL m e without the ale, or something will ail us.”
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A Scorpion c)»aae lo

Moon'i
Pliice.

Aqua,

PUces

Ariei

‘l'aurus

Orion

Gemini

Cancer

1.co

Scxtaut

Leo

Scorplo
Ophiuch
Sagii.

Capri.
Aqua.
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*The

invitos the Sun
iry,

S,L\.‘Tm?]n KoUdays ciiiO Inciiients.
Mark.
1. Nf.
11.19
11.40 André exccuied, 1780.
11.49
11.49 ii eclipsed in rising.
11.48 17ih Sunday aficrTrinity
11.48 Veiui&and Jup. nr. Rcg.
11.48 Jupitervery ciése to Rcg.
1147 Alficri. died 1803,
11.47 ( near Sat!mi.
11.47 Benjafniii West, born 1738
11.47 America discovered, 1492
11-40 1Sih Sunday after Trinily.
11.46
11.16 C nr. Venus and Jipiter.
11.40
11-45 Kosciuskf), died 1817
11.43 Rargoyne surrend’U 1777
11.45
11.45 119ih Sunday after TrinUy.
11-45 Moon near Mars.
11.45 Battle of Trafalgar, 1805
11.44 1
11-44 MarshalJunol, born 1771.
11.44 DanielWebster, died 1852
11.41 . (26) 6 p- ov. star O.L'I P.M.
11.44 20ih Sunday after Trinity
11.44 Capt, J, Cook, born 1728
11.44 1Cuba discovered, 1402.
' 11.44 Mei? Rurrcndered, 1870.
11-44 . R. B. Sheridan, born 1751
11.14 A\\ Hallow Iben.
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October,

("LMANAG

And so he leaves us for a whilc
To sweep thc soulhern sky.

Sport kor thf. Momti.
Paptuidge in ti>e fields ore driimming.
Hark! The huiilers now are coming.
Now each boy gets oitt his gun,

And wilh hope for spcrismnn’s fiin
Specds away, away, away,

'To the woods so brown and gay

Evf.ninx, Skies for Younc. Astkonomers.

(See Introduction, page 255, St- Nicholas forJamiary.i"
OcTONER isth, 8.3a P. RT.

S.A'ruiiN is jiisc 011 ihc eastern
object in ihe eastern

horizon and will
sky abont clever o'ciock.

lie a fir.c
Aldebaran in

Tanrns, which we saw near Satlrn in Jannary is nin ter)’
far off, for Satubn rnoves so slowlyamong ihc sinis ihat it
takes hini thirty ycars to niakc that 6rcuil of lile zodiac

ccnslcllations wiiichtlie sun appears 10, and tho c.inh really
does, make in onc year, and ihc moon nmkes in less ihan a
month. In fact, ihc moon changes her placo an.cng tl.e slars
more in a singlo day ihan Satuen does in a whole ye.ir.

Low down in ihe south is iho most Southern of the bright
stars we see during the year. Teis Foinalhant. Id persons
livmg at thc Cape of Ge*f>d Hope or lu ChiH in Souih Ajiicr*
ica ihis »tar pasees overher.d, jusi as l.yra does w ith i.s,

The Square of Pcga»u5 is now nearly uprighl, and thc hrst
two siars, Markab the bwer onc and Sheat ihc upper onc, ire
wiihin less ihan on hour of being over our south niark,

High up In the east below ihc W of ihc ccnu”icllauon of
Cassiopcia, is the consiellaiioii Persfus. i lics mosily along
the Milky iFay lo ihc costofCapel)a, lis moslprommenl ~tar,
the highcst on the edge of ihc Milky IVny, is Mnfac. The
other bright slar to thc south of il Is the rcmarkable variable
star Algot, which fadosand brightens again very mystcnously,
once in cvcry period of about two days and iweiiiy-0j” hours.

Don't forget thc occultaiion, as It U called,oiBeto Capriby
the moon, on thccvening of ihe «$ih, and the near approach of
Venus .and Juapiter to che star Rcguhis,
thc morning of the 6th.

before dawn, on

THE BEAR AND THE RABBIT.

name« 0

“How is your October ale ?” said tbe Rabbit lo a big black Hear.
thoufi-ht 1 would steo round and bring you somc hops.”
“ Glad you dicli” said the big black Bear, as he gobliled him up; 1 have been wa

f plancts are printed

In capiial«,— those of consiellaiions in

“ 1 heard you were bn,in. so |

R ,r
iting for a wu-¢<ffoi

" Guess we ki
So saying, they lurnetl arouml and hopped off.

iialics.
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“W INE WIIl be plenty Iliis yenv!” cried Oclober, staggering in under a great load of vinos “ 1 iball

have about all I can do to attend to (hese, Mother, and I 'm afraid the trees triil notbe so brilliant as usul
bc do”~ne ™ ‘ A riiaU get time to dye them, and you know there is plenty ofothcr work to

L I 'tt'd ends of the year were left for you, my dear,” said Mother Nain,c

and | know you havc a busy lime ofit. But I .should miss my pretty scarlet leaves and berries so'much ’
"PP" give a bitof frost before yon go, to open the burrs a Httle- the squir’

w'yTo |IeSOU|!" children. Ya.,luughl to get the robins started, too, on their

r ém7 fo~threicl2' ‘mo." “ ' ~ ''mlt5 ~ il | <0

THE GOSSIP OF THE NUTS.

S.MD che Shagbork to ihe Chestiuif, . P . .
« i B " Miss Chingitapin wlll come with them
Is ic time to fcavc ihe biirr? N .
. And happy 1 shall be.
“ 1 cJon> know." replied the Chestnut,
“ There's Ha2el Niil— a«k her, . .
‘Then Duiternut spoke up and said;
4 . "'T wlll noi be Icng before
“ 1 drn)'t daré to pop niy nosc out, - L
1'li havc to move my giiarlers
TU1lJack TrfXbt unlocks che door. B
. To the farmer'» garret lloor;
liesuleh, I m In no hurry
To increase the snuirrels' store. " With Hickory and Walnuc,
" A lelcgram fron» Pcanut (lood company 1l keep,
B . . And there, nntU Thauksgiving,
That shc is on ihc way :
. R l'ogcthcr we shall sleep.”
And the Pecan Nuts are ripcning,
In 'Texas, sti they sav." R R
y Said the Shftgbark: “ I am tired
O f being coopcd u here ;
Jnst here the tic Pccch Niit, 9 P P !
. I want to £f> to see the world ;
In his tlucc-corncred hat, -
. . P . Pray, what Is thcrc lo fear?
Remarked in tiny piping voice
‘1'ni glad to hear of thnt;
“ 1’1l stay up hcrc no longer;
Kor then tny charming cousin I just co poLfnclng down.
So good-hye, Sister Chestnut!

So very much like me, s A P "
W e’'ll meci again in town.



jack-in-the-pulpit.

“ST NicHoLAs” is eleven yeais oid this month,
and a S lusty young -agnzine
PKoect to find in a century of Octobers.

RleL hhn my girls; throw up your caps for
him mv boUT iind ofie and all give linn three
heafiv cheers. Let cverybody come to his Birth-
day Party, here on my meadow, next month.

Now | 11 rcad you a letter about

*GARDEN auESTIONS" ANSWERED.

HESTE (5 the first correct set of answers to “

A
Few Simple Garden uuestions

) o f u s « «
answer somc. .. N ir i'invt-r* tbe lea** ihat beare
The lIcaf that hears the if you puU ihc
a mark rescmbbng a N ® oisills wlu form ft lyrc.
n

or
St, Nicholas.

The dear Little School-ma’am, who says that
L E M has not found the bese lyre, asks m
show him this oid “ jingle" by thc editor:

1 know whcre ihere's n beaulifal shoe —

rinv and kiir and ready for you,
Il Kldc» aw.ay in the halsam .flowcr,

Bu! I 'll find yon a pair m less than an hour.

" Thank yon my laddle; now this 11l do,
fir~rpluok a hcan-llower* jus! for you.
The hcaris hang ciése on a bending spray
And cvory heart hides a lyre away.

* How shall you find it? Nt ’Ulellyuu truet
You gently sunder the heart m 'irOi
And, under the color, ns white as vilk,
You -1 find the lyre with «s stnngs of silK.

THE SQUIRREL AND THE DOG.

Madison, Wis , Augusip, 1884.

DHAR
something that happened in P
gray squurels.n the pa k

them; *\®

itere are I"i:f'mte
~ chasing one ot
Une”~uay a”ojn »

jfP.ili-_'n-ck to the dog as much as 10

began scratching him.
ran back up the tjee m
reader,

~nec |

~frecuonate Imle
great gicc

m . Thompson.

VENERABLE DOGS AND HORSES.

YOU probably remember, my attentive
that in Tulylastwe rcad a great many replica t
the question | had asked you m Apnl concerning
che aees altained by horses and dogs.

As 1asked only for replies based upon personal
kno/edS'it was surprising to see how many au-
thentic instances were then made known of dogs
Wi’(ﬂurtl-ﬁé)v’ \%/%?e noft \éil.u I\'f‘l‘an> ?eu%rs
we?e Uid over’'for the

L ersonal consideralion of the
Deacin and the dearLUtle School-ma’am ; and

r ~

1 om reciiiested by those two veiq- good and hon-

Waltham.
W e hnve n neighbor =t 'ow X !'"lted 'a 'S

Your friend, Josin FouP.

Stifeatham, S. W., Enolasd,

We hndng - y J . d y ® ° tetil AL M
was fifteen yo.srs oid when he dted, lasljiuy.

NnLLMPHSU.F.ofCubaknows~wodM

years ofagc, M. C. Uved lo be sevenicen

Sam,’ afnvontehorseol L.en.

a bob-

rrd htvT teeX ii'/e ™ oid hadhe lived fourteen days longet.

RIITLASD, Vt

thmﬂ@tﬂ(& gr"lecg had a pony thatlfmqjgvscti thirty.fo.ir vears,.

n.

Grsat BARIitiNr.-TON. M ass.
M ,gm ndinolterl.adah.,ra.ha”

B~ fSete of oXowfisTne which has lived twen.yseven years.

="4jii""E~=wprasoli;iofaNewr modb~A~r~~"

Danviu.i», Il1linois.

Our neighbor had a dog ftem

dcs”reved. for Se ha*hbe rieum.atism. and suffcred dreadiully.
1 mean thc dos, ofcoorse.

o G race Miltdhed B,
£veryourardcn|uum|rcr,

*Diantra cucuUaria.



R . San Cal.

1 think 1t may inieresi you and the readers of St. N icholas ro
hear about a liitle dog of my uncle’'s. It is uow sixteen yeare oid.
ihat my uncle has carrlcd it all over Europcwith

Francisco,

and 1Sso small
hnn inhis pocket. It is a very valuable species of black-and-tan
U was named after some great Russian general. | believe itis Von
Vour friend, L. F. H
O ffice of Chibk of Pdlice, City H all i

_ s Providence. R. 1,, M ay 28, 2884. 3

D baj? J.ACK*IN-THE-PoLriT: | havc gathered the following facts
in rcliition 10 our fourfooicd companions, viz,, dogs from che
?wnrrs personally; lhc foliowing.namcd pereoDs have does over
ourteen: « «, V.

Sylve~ter L. Ripley, Chatham Street, Newfoundiand, aged fifteen.
htlciy Sears, hotel. Canal Siieer, skyc terrier, sixteen years oid.
Michael Cummin”, Broadway, yeUow terrier, eighteen years oid.
\if Annix<stone Avenue, Newfoundiand, aged fifteen.
Wm. il, Fenner, 133 Founrain Strccr, Scotch icnier, aged fifteen.
ihomas Lincoln, Providence, black-and-tan, fifteen year~old
hdwin Oorham, Providence, greyhound, fifteen years oid.

Samuel AJ Noyes, of chis city, has an Fsquimait.x dog chatis in
.he neighl~rhood of fifte® years of age, the dog invariSily coma<
wjih Mr. Noyes M my office, and «its up on his haunchcs near me
whilc 1 make out tlie occes»nri' paper lo ensure his looeeviiy.

Alier making out the license, | give it to the dog, who carnes it
10 his masier, and ihenrelurna to me with money to pay for it He
evinces his pleasnre after paying by sundry short barks and a con-
linual wagginE of his lad, uiid a knowing look as he passes out can
be conslnied that he knows he is all right for one more year. And
a s as the hcense paper isconcemcd, he is

One gentleman in thiscity owns a fine coath dog. well known by
all his neighbors, and they are m tho habilofgm ng ihc dog pen-

laiigh!l him by a former

mes, which he takes lo his irastor, a trick
The geaikman in-

owner and bcing rcwarded by a sod.i.craciter.
lornied me thal tliirmg one year the dog collocted nincleen dnllam
Ihe anima) will take nothing but a penny
He js a great friend ofthe children. and
ihthers, which otherwise would

fuia eighty-five cents.
retusing nickels and silver.
many a penny tcased frtim indulgciu
ucspentforcandy, goes into the dog's mouth.

Yours iruly, S. F. Blanding,

, W essington, Dakota
1 Jiave seen a hor«e thal was ihirty.five; and then he did noi
die a naiural deaih, but fell from a cli/T
Al che place where we b<mrd«d when
a dog ihat was eighteen years oid.
I have alway.e kept al a respccifu) dist.incc from muics, and »o
can tell ynu nothmgnbout ihem. Yours truly, Faksy Shann.jn,

I was a Hule girl, ihey had

A BRAVe CAT-FISH MOTHER.

1T is rarely thatthe fishes, with their staring e>'cs
tl1.1t can neither open fior shut. and expressionless
laces, make any great display of their likes and
dishkcs, but when they do, tliey are very apt to
astonish us. Can it be possible. wc s.iy, that a fish
has any power of feeling emotion ? ljut hear what
my friend Mr. Holdcr teils me. He says that Dr.
C. C. Abbott, the wcll-known naturalist, or some
one whom Dr. Abbott knew, once saw a young
brood of cat-fish (or kitten-fish, whichevcr you
pleasc) following their mothcr in a creek; and
securing them with a net, he placed them all in a
glass globo two feet from the water- The mother
fish seemed to know at once that something un-
usual had happened, and swam about for some
time, evidently observing her babies alive and
well, though not ablc to understand it. Several
times she approached near the globe, then sivam
back as if undetermined; but finally she swam
mto shallow water, and using her side, or pectoral,
fins as feet, fairly wriggled on dry land to the base

of the globe. Here their captor carefully liberated
LTVt
the young fishes, when, to use his language,

“ they immediately cliistered about her, and fol-
lowed her into deep water.” Now, you see this
cat-fish not only sliowed a motherly anxiety for
the fate of her young, but shc w.is willing to do a
difficult and very dangerous act in order to go to
them. She bore the sevcrc suffering of being out
of the water, and bravcd all the pain and unusual
strain upon her fins in crawling upon the ground
after her littie ones. After this | shall havc more
respect for even the minnows that sport in the lit-
tle brook running near my pulpii.
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THE

upon his lips somp wilty mum. for <hac.s whzt he

the s— a

1 »K* KaoDV bul royalryestrammeled boy may at

;7T h e N .uJ ci“oymeo,. “nd perhaps of

f“ AdVy mlk,-who knowst U isnot easy .o dece.ye a bngh. Lt-
w

! prince or no prince, and he
will sbe the
L 'afiLteri

raay ask a qucst.on or two tha.
iester the comfort oi saymg, wiih a sigh - Go lo,
One who most jest for others in order tohvc and

dre” in fine motley, must scme.imes sigh and weep for hnnself

.Son, I'l! bé rhy little Kool, and cheer thee,” says the

prince, softly. ‘' Give me thy bauble!"

WILLOW HILI-
enrsR OLD St Nicholas ; Some of us girls are greatly inter-

" U THel5”N v r io®~bii.-rk oulseTves Of .he habit if we really
? "% \\u:dto!'r*"ow ,“wVidAfforpie~ccteriTbo.hT~"

£ K "h ste”~ U Jit~r ~ Y |,

.utrep .y

You and the other girls, friend Nell,

mueh interested in the paper un *
St Nicholas. indeed, yourown

will, wc feel confidcni, be
Slang" ,n the
letter furnished ihe texifor Mrs.
Runkle's admirable anide, which we heartily commend to all out
readers, oid and young . ~
Perhaps you could have answered your own quesLon about thc
propriety of using slang, had you stopped to connder what slang is,
Ladly speaking. I is
the lower da'ses;
pa4 s

he eolloquial tongue, .he fanl.harspe~h of

of people too ignorant and too mdolcnt to ea-
in correit F.nglish. Should you no.
fhnt the constant use of this makecsliin must
faculty of expression?

fhcir S is s,j. then
to blunt thc

notice your

tend
If you use slang frcely, jiisi

own speech, and you will observe that you do nol try tn convey
vour tSciight, whatever that may be, m the most cxact ,uid
virid words, but that you adopt somc ready-made

or less inappropriate. As a lady, you would be o-shamed
to wear .asteless, flashy, and ill-fit.ing gown.s Ought™ you to
be less fosiidioiis about Ilhe clothing cf your .ht>»shte, the im-

morml pan of you " ?

As a studioi.s schcol-giri, Nell remember
that,

lexl .0 developing ideas, it is the business ofyoureducation

o
develop fi. and

rcfiiied fotms of u.teiance for those
as your letter Implies, yon fear tha.a sia.e of semi-spcechlcssness

will follow your rejcc.ioa of slang. you may fy™
other girls who are “ devoted " to tha. low-brcd uuruderi that your
dependcnce on it is already haaardous, and that your ideas s.and m

danger of becoming as Umitccl as their forms of expression.

LETTER-BOX.

A FRIiSNDofSt. Nicholas has w

.ten for “ The Letler-Bcx"

this harrowing bailad, which he calis

REMORSE

Bv S. Conant Fosteb

Once a sweet litde boy sat and swung on a limb,
Tweedledum, rweedledum, tweodledum dne.
On the ground stood a spairow-bird

Tweedledum,
Now.

looking at him,
tweedledum dcc.

the boy he was good, but the sparrow was bad 1
50 ii shied a big
And

tweedledum,

stone a.
it killed .he poor boy,
Tweedledum,

the head of the
and
tweedledum,

lad,
.he sparrow was glad-
.weedicdura dee.

Then ihc little boy's mother flew over

he trees,
Tweedledum, tweedledum,

tweedledum dee:
“ Tell me where is my

Tweedledum,
slHe b

lidie boy, sparrow-bird, please,
tweedledum, tweedledum d=e”
safe in my pocke.,” .he sparrow-bitd said,
And another s.one shied at the fond mothers h«d,
And she fell at the fec. of the wicked bird,

dead.
Tweeclledun», tweedledum,

iwecdledum dcc.
You imagine, no doubt,
Tweedledum,

-hat
tweedledum,

.he mie I have mixed,

tweedledum dee;

Ilut ic was n'c by me that the story was fiaed,
Tweedledum, tweedledum, twc”lediim dee.

'T was o drcain a boy had after kilUng a bird,

And he dreamcd it so loud that |

And 1 iotled it down as
Tweedledum,

heard every word.
it really occtirred.
tweedledum, tweedledum dee.

OcE-ANic, N. J .July, 1884.

ourselves

St Cenevif.ve Co., Mo-
DxAB ST. Nicholas; My br”~ ~and I~have

raagazine (P . nj I now write to

j renew out
stopped eom.ng a few months "S?;Y “/,7 hoiit il.

My bto.hcr

; S whi wt
Sunday, as papa was cimmg horne from b._ .'mry
gcndemcii, and os they 8 ~ ij way
they carne near the miadle pier,

-.distance of about
beneath them, prccipitating =""1""7¢nlow.

twenty-five feet intn the deep muddy
with sw e severe br.i ses, but one of .he

Papa escaped

_.-,inmen was very bndly
,Niee bii

hut.i"'2">;p ,"*fA"~ X "ioSii.lijehckvytir~rnrnn

S 'w ilh 'h eiirof askt/anrd”

1m isk A P and her bro.hers will be glad lo learn .hat Mr.

Trowbridge has wriiten another long story, wh.ch will appcoim S
NIiCHOLSNS next year.



Inconncciion wjch Mrs. Champncy's paper on thc Indian School
at Carlisle, Pa.,— printed in this number,— the following letiet
from an Indian girl in the far W est wjll interest our readere:

St. lohn's School. May, 1884,
I am one of the Indian school-girls at Si

I am twelve yeare oid. Five vcarsago |
did notknow aword of English fiora figure. In one numberof St.
NiCHOLA.t | rcad a story ofan Indian boy named itnawandah, | like
Jack-in-ihe*Pulpitbeu. We had” The Three Somber Young Men "
on Chrisima”~. The girl.s s;«ng thc pari tliat went lo the tune of
“ Lightly Ro'v,” and a genlieman san« Sania CJaus'span. He was
so liitle ihat Mr, Kinny had to put pillows in his bitiTalo overcoai
lo make him big enough He had a belt with litlle bella on it, and
whilc we were singing " Hark! How Clear,” he shnok himself lill
Ilie bells al( raiig,

Now, | musttell you a little about the fm jts We have more
bufralo.bcmcs and wild grapes than chcrrles or plums, |'he buffelo-
berries arcas large as chcrry-sione», and they are bright reti To
~Niher them wc pm sheets on the ground, cut branches, and hit
them wiilt a silck to shake off che beirics. It is pretty hard work

Dsai? St. Nicholas:
John's Boarding-School,

lo pick ihem, but they make nice jelly.
Vours truly, Lol'lse C.
190 N ukanl’ Ave , Honolula, H, I,, June, 1884.

I write tlis letterhoping that it will be
pnnicd and put into ihe Letter-box I am an American ciri
lune years cid, living out in ihc jsandwich hland*. | have taken
you for a gieat many ycar.s, and | think you are the best magarine
1 hke the story of the “ Philopena™ vcry much
Mados K. W.

Alv jiearSt. Nichol\s:

I ever rcad

Fort Cummincs, N. M., July, 1884,
M v DtsAi? St. Nicholas: | have been taking you fora fong time,
€VeJ gsince 1880, and | like you very much. | am very much inter-
eslediihl “ Marvin and his Boy Huniers,” and | am very sorry that

‘i‘tio whilec mulc
Lhic i “ = "s "Id IS ih.ii onc of
isis a vcry queer oid place; rhereis nn oid
live inside the walls
wore so bad S

«'t 1

P f

Professor Mapes”s.
fon here. The officers and rheir families usod lo
of the oid fort at 'ho time when the Indians
years ago I would hke very much to see .m letter in nrim asi?
is the first 1have ever wrmen. Vours ﬂj,

Orisor m"ra R I't'le lLatnc girl, ,ind"l fi*e* in New
nhipral' 1 ~Nlowl/.pony: it IS piirc white, and | ha.e a iiitle
phaeton 1 go out dnving nearly every evening My nv is
mamed “ St. Nicholas" OTil I do love'lhat magarine s; mich
Miss Alcott s stones are lovely. Please print this letier. 1 am

I wroie this letter all by myself, bul sister told r-e

eight year.» oid
Vour constant reader, May.

how to spell a few wotds.

T, e New Ortleaks

Uear,dear St. Nicholas; We read thc " S. F. B. P," iii ihe
AugiLst number, and fnd that with mis.spclliiig iwo word.s George
could have had the whole alphabet ongravcd on tbe shield and thus

iranslated it: A ice Benedict Could Uivulge Fxciliiig Facts
fowR'rily Judgetl Kind |l.ittic Maiden Nanghiv.
Oh, Pretly Quai.nt Rosy Sisler, Tell Us VeracioiLsly 1" “ W hat

Xplain i oiirself Zoon.' As this may interest some of yout numer-
ous readers, wil you not print it and oblige your admircrs, Pnie
Fanny, Carne, Nan, Mark, Hugh, Harry, Frank, Jack, and “ thc
iwing, Maugc and Cnnnell,

W r aresoiry to dlsappoinc so many ofour young friends by not
being able to print their pleasant letters to us, bm thcre Is space
for only a Our thanks are <luc especially lo:
John F. Kaiifman, Anna Tidball, X. Z.. Hoster M. F. Powell,
Beriha IC Firth, Marién M. De Vere, “ Bessie B.,'W Hattie B.
Knox, Bluctle and Bl.anchelte Durval, Allie 1!. M., H. H. Easlburn,
Annie F, Talbol, and " s. K,”

small number,

AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION—FORTY-SECOND REPORT.

On remrning home from a delightful vacation by thc sea, wc find
a deskfiill oid and new friends of lhe
Associalion, all
peal enthusiasm .

of pleasant letters from

expressing earne..t interest, and many breathing

W e note first the following

New Chapters-

We. Namc. No. of Meyabers. Address.

654 Gilberusvillc, N. Y. (A).... 7. .Miss Kaiherinc Gilbera

655 Michigan City, Ind. (.A) 8..J. F. Ciearwater.

656 Lunoiiburg, Mas». (A) 5.James S. Pray.

C87 Adlian, Mich. (A) do. Anhur P. Lewis, Lock-box

296.

6SS  Landis Valley, Pa. (A) . 4..H. K. Landis (l.ancasier Co.)

689 coldwater, M idi. (A)... M iss liertha Rose
Bmlor, Missouri (A)... 4 .H.aney Cbrk (Batos Co |
Red Bank, N. J, (Al 7 B. Sickds, Bc.s 277.

Rrokcanizkd

174  Zkislon, Pa. (B) Thomas S. Match

D issolvkd
147 and 46b.

E xchakc.es.

rcgard 10 e.tchangine insects.— Geo
W, 1)unbar, Jr., Williamsville, N. V.

Soliof Ponnsylvaiua or New Jersey, for ihal ofany oiher State —
Alden March, care ['rof, F. A. Marcii, Easion, Pcun.

Skins of smal) aolnuiiri. \\'e>»tcni c«?rr«piindeiU‘i preferred W
B. Olnc)', kast Piovideucc, R. I.

Crinoid sleins and zouphytcs, for a medl
loacL— k. M. Jmbcr, box i6i, Ilamllion. Ohio
Presffcd fcrns (maiden-hair), for birdfi'eggs

baraioga, Sama Clam Co., CWcrnia

n.sizccl, live horiicd

Miss :\Ubcl Fove

Petrified wood, mo«es, and fern.s, for a second-hand Packard's
Miss Fannie Staples, Linden, California.

Rei'Orts FRr>ai Chapters,

The prrcnt Secretary of Planisvi)le, Ct, B, No. 257, is Albert
J. bly {/tis very importantthati/teojice 0/Secretary behemna.
neni, hhuss gniic Iimp<asibU.\ *

Frederick H Scoti ofWestfield, Mass., asks wiieihcr chipmunks
eat fish, and, ifso, uheiher ihcy lake ihem from tlic water

Philadelphia, H, 198, haa "a )ihrary of 145 books, and n readlne-
rooin, which is opcn once a week,”

Since our organizatlon, April rSth, ihis year, wc have lield regular
meetings cvery week Although we have fcw specimens as»yet we
inicnd 10 enlarge our collcciion rapidly, W c have not bcen idlc
bur have had quue a number of cssays read, and our Presidenl, W
C, Jvatl.e, dchvered ihrcc lecliireson the " Construclion oi Phints
which wecrc very miervsiing, iMembers of our Chapter were ver\-
rnuch pleased with ihe new hand-hooks, and ihcirInterestin thc siudy
ofnaiurewdoabled. All agree that since we joined thc “ A A " we
have seen and learned more ot the ihiiigs around ns ihan wc ever
dreatned of before.— Frank M. Davi®, Scc, Chaplecr D No 6j8 oi
St. Loul% Mo *

San Francisco,
lasi three

I send v<m our report of work done during thc
months. Wec look ihe course of botany reconimendcd In
br. NicHOi-\5, and found il vcry inicresung and Instriicilve.
We bring 111 rcporls regnlarly on optional .suiyccts, or such as
may be selectcd by ihe President, Wc have had one cicbhaic
which was fair, considcrjng ihal it was our first atiempt Since
our adinissiou we bave ckcted thrcc new members makinir a

total of niue. We have a cabmci, which contains many voltmblc
ihings, including miiK-mls, coms, birds* eggs, and shelli. W ¢ mcct
cvery I»nday evening W hen wc have money enough wec inicnd lo

buy a microscope — Vours smcerdy. N. Sinclair, Sec, Chao C
No. 527, No. 633 lyiet St., San Francisco, Cal
The Secretary from Pomfrei Center, A, writes: "1 can not tcll

you che delight wc have in belongmg ko ihc Associalion A walk
has new meaning to us hecause ofii ”
Dorclie.«tcr, Mus»., Nm 4=9; “ The raeeimgs i.re much mura

intcrcsiing, and better order is preservcd than last year.”



Pcru, Mass., 492: “ We have held mceiings ai tho scliool-housc
on Friday aficnioona, and various papers havc been pre~nlcd
insicad ofrhcioricals. These papers have been on familiar topics, as
spiders, buitcrflies house (lies, etc., and all siaicments given are the
result of actual observation, The very minuiesl deiails are called

for, This teaches che valué of accurate descripiion, and IUastrales
our motio, ‘The wisc tnan's cycs are in his head, but the fool
walketh in darkncss.”"— H, Ada Slowell

W e are continually surprised and gratified by the ingcnulty ofour
Chapters in deviiing new plans and methods.
bright letter from No. 87:

Sec the following

The last two months have been Iwo of unusual aclivity in our
Chapter. W hat with preparations for our entertainment and the
work of the Chapter we have had our hands full Uur enieriain-
mcntwa», fa all respects, a succe”s, netting us the handsome sum
0f$31.00; which was a very good result, as our expenses were not
lIffht  {$27.00). We have had a discussion of “ Hirds and their
Habits,” and leetures on “ Glaciers, Chemistry,” etc, Our cabinet
is consiandv receiving new and rare additiona, our Ubrary is
incrcasling, and everything .seems lo prosper, Ourannivcrsary and
cxhibition will soon take place. Your kind answers to our reporté
always glvc us new encouragemcnl, and we think ihat the inore
interest we take the more It wiU picase you, and icnd 10 elevaie the
already good standard of ihc Association.— Yours respectfully,
Frederic Schncier.

//erefoUo-ivs an admirableplan/orsupplyhigihe ChapUr cabinet
-toiih specimens:

Our Chapter has added four members 10 the four with which it
started, and wc have very interesting meetings, W e have a club-
room, which was glven lo us hy the fatheroi onc of our member.s,
and the college has given iis a cabinet, the shelvcs of which are filled
with afine collection of minarais, given to us by the Presldentofour
Chapter, from whom we have received many of our specimens.
In one of the drawers are keptabout fifiveggs, mostofwhich were
collectedby the members last season, In another drawer we kccp
our bird-skins, Many of these are rare, and they all were collcctctl
by lhc members. ThU collection is fast inoreasing, and next
summer we hope to add many more. In the restof the drawers are
shells, the larger part of which were presented by our Presidenl-
\Ve have also two cases of insects. We have been accustomed to
have “ oxcursions,” as wc cali them. We spend a morning or after-
noon otii in the fields or woods getting what specimens we can.
ivery specimen we geton these “ excursions ” is for the cabinetof
che Chapter. In thisway wc have got manyofour fineet specimens.
Our favorito books are “ Macalister’'s Zodlogy of Invertebrates and

Vertebrales,” In lwo volumes: “ A. S. Packard’'s lirieier Course in
Zo5logy,” and “ Miss Buckley's Fairy-land of Science."— Yours
very truly, Charles W. Spencer. W atcrville, Me,

Scwickley, Pa., No, 532, writes: “ Since our last repon our

Chapter has been very active
on the banks ofthe Ohio

W ¢ have found a great many fossils
W e havc found great difficulty in getting

thcm out whok, having tried a great many inslrumenis, We spht
,heTivery often, W ill some one please tell us a way lo get thcm
out? — B H. Christy, Scc., box41.

\l/ any one coH seu.lihis fu/ormation |] ihe Fresideniil tvill be
a/generaliHieresiP\

523, Baltimore, G. writes: “We have o.ac Saturday In each
month, when we givc all the specimens we get 10 the Chapter
museum."

Sandusky, 0., Aug. 4, +§82
Great enthusiasm shown by aJl memb‘e!rrg.
Iwo hundred fossils. Expcct to give an entertainment
Fvery Iwo monlhs cvery member brings in a new book, so
wc are getting quite a library,— j. Youngfi, Jr,, Ch. &50.

We
soon.

Progrcssmg fiuely.
liave

The/‘Uo-.0ing wide-a”oahc U iter js i/u tyfie 0/scores i/tairyr con-
stanity receive, and ikai as constantly rejoice our hearts:

lsuppose you almo.'tin agine thatour Chapter must by this time
be dead and gone, because we havc never once written ; bul, on the

contrary, it is not dead, fior has it any consumpllve symptom It
lias all the youth and strength of n vigorous growth. | had a
few spare rnomenls now, and so | thought I would let you know

ofourexistence.

Sincc the genesi« of our Chapter wc have had a somewhatslow,
but, ai the same time, steady growih. W hat meetings have been
held havc been ai my “study,” and without a singlc cxception
have been well attended and full of interest, We have principally
confincd our " taiks" and subjects 10 eniomology, and havc found
an abundancc 10 interest and inslruct in this onc branch, We

already havc a cabinet” and some cases of insects gmuped and
classificd There is a promise of good times and cvenings we)l-
spent for the coming wmtcr. We have rcad with a grcai interest
“our" departmentin St. Nicholas every month,

But this was to be only a note, as I know you have plenty to do
with all your time.— W ibhing jsuccess on our common brotherhood.
I am truly yours, S. D. Sammis, Sec, N. Y., N.

Thepian 0/electing members shown by the ncxi letteris worth
considering by other Chapters. Theiree-ideais also new, ingenions,

andpreity:

Barauoo, W is.

I am happy at last to be able to thank you for your kindnes5i in
writing to me while 1 could not see. The sight has almosi
all returned to onc ofm y eyes, and the «»ther is im proving auit« fast.

Our Chapter now numbers thirtcen members, and incrc are
scveral who wish 10join, but wc try to get only those that are inler-
csied. and have adopied a new way of finding out: we Ict any
wishing 10join come to two meetings before voting on their iames,
then if they still wish to join and have shown interest in the work
they will be admittod,

W ¢ all have silver cngraved badgcs, and were pleaaantly sur.
priscd when we received them to find them nuich prettier than we
had expected- A shon timeago wc had Prof Buikr from Madison,
W is., tolecture forus- W e havc rented a room which opuns into
ihe room which the Art As.socfation of IJarabixj occupy. I think
that artand nature are very «cod companions, Don't you? Our
Chapter intcnds to hold mcciings once a month 10 which visitors
will be invited.

Our collecdon of biid’s-ncsis and eggs is quite large, and we have
arranged them Tii the branch o fa tree thatis fastcned in thecérnerof
the room and spreads on each side about six or ciglu feel; to ihc top
branches we fasten wftsps’ nesls, etc.; at the foot the ground-bird’s*
nests are arranged among grasscs, fems, and mosses. W c make a
rule that the nesis mii.'it not be robhed of al! the eggs, or the nest
taken until after the birds have leftit.

In answer to some of the questions
Nicholas, | chink that toada are useful in destroying Inscct« that
are injurious lovcgcialion- Files are useful as scavengcrs Squirrcls
do drink water when they are caged, and | suppose they do wlicn
free. | havc heurd vhat prairic-dogs, unless fii the vicinuy of a
stream or lake, get water by digging wells. 1 have two prainc-
dogs, and they drink a great deal ofwater They were very wild
when 1 received them abouta week ago, but now they are as tame
as my Guinea-pigf, with which they aro quite friendly, Une or two
of the mrils with nwself have begtm an herbarium.— Yours respect-

»n May number of St.

fully, Marie Macl~cnnan.

Every young boianist uill

lyUiuington:

be sthnulated by this reporifrom

My father isa fiorist andbotanist, so | have a fine chance lo study
botany. Lastsummer 1examined about four hundred flowers, and
I am going to begin again as soon as spring comes. Papa has a
collection of over three thousand plants, which he says he will givc
to me if | make a boianist of myscir.

| havec a great many minctals;l wish I knew more about them.
I have also a collection of butterflies and molhs, and some cocoons,
vihich I am keeping unill the Insects come out, Lastsummer and
the summer before | caught caterpillare and kept them m a box,
and fed tliem until they spun iheir cocoons. Ilicy ditl not burst

until May or June of the nextvear. IMiave onc Inilterfly very
much like the “ PapiUo Asterias in form, but the fore-wings aro
vclveiy, black, and without spots, slightly grecnish near the hmd
bordcr: the hind wings aic peacock-bUie, very glossy, wiih five
small, irregular, white crc«cenift, instead of the bliic and yellow
spots on the “ Asterias.” | have sccn bul onc Uke it. | kce® my
biiirernies in a large pine box; on the bottom | spread insect

powder, and laid over it a sheet of white paper, | havc nevor seen
any signs ofinscct pesté.— Yours truly, Mary H. Tamall, Wilming-
ton, Del

North GnASViixi:. N. Y.

1 have the honor to submii to you the fir<i bbmonthly report of
tho Granvilie A, Chapter 594. of the "A. A." Our number has
incrcascd front nine lo ihirieen W have a loom in which wenkly
moetinsrs are held. and also a cabinet and some specimens, A)l havc
been greatly benefitecJ by tho formatlon of a Chapter. Yours
respectfully, James K. Rice.

Al lhc limo of going lo prcss it Is too early lo give any account

oflhc mceiiug in Philadclplua

Presidenos address:
HARLAN H. BalLARD,
Principa' of l.enox Academy,

I.-cnox, Herkshlrc Co,, Mass



THE RIDDLE-BOX.

DOuBMJ DIAGON'Al/,

T he aiagonals, reading downward, from left to right, and from
right lo iefc, each form a word meaning gcnuine,
Tom 2, A gracefu) planl. 3. Belonging (o
helen r.i>,

Cross-woi?ds : ».
two 4 Perniclous.

HT, ANDREW'» CROSié OF J>IAMONOS.

I. Upper Lfft*hand Diamond: 1. In mliser. s. Thejulceof
plafiis. 3. A city in New England. 4. An inclosed seac in a
church. 5. In miscr,

Il. Upper Right.kakd Diamond: i In miser. 7. A sallor,
3. A manufaccurcr. 4. A color. 5. In miscr.

Il. Central Diamond: i. In raiser. 2. Conflict. 3. The
chief magistrate of acicy. 4, To decay. 5. In mlser.

IV. I-O'VER Left-hand Diamo.nd: 1. In miscr. 2, Toobstruct
3 Ilie land belonging coa nobleman. 4. Sixteen anda half fcet,

5. In miscr.

V. Lower RiCHT-HAND Diamond: i. In miser. 2. Apoint. 3.
One who is carried. 4. A powerfulwcapon when skilifully tvielded,
5. In miscr. JoHN K. MmiLEs.

TIIB PRISONEUS PUZZLE.

Each of ihcsc sLxty.fonr sqnares represenls a prisoncr's ccli,
J here are four doors in each ccll,— onc on cach .«jde. There are
suppo'iel to be no doors in ihe edge of thc dingram, I>csidc the onc
indicated In the cell Indicated by a <uar Is a priconer, who ha™
heeii told he may have his Hbcny ifhe can reachJthc enirance
marked “ door,” and nnt go ihrough any ceil twice e.xcipiing his
own He must, however, go through cve>y cAl Show i)ic path
Oy which thc prusoner rcaclied tlic door. haltbr c.

Nr MERICAD ENIGMA.

I iM composed of sixty-nine lettcre, and am a coupletwrittcn by
Hemck.

45-26-13 is lo enumérate. My 56-65-377 is a suggcsiion

i**y 33" 27“i5-47“52-*t is somethine very iniammable, hly 6i-i8-
IS o hog, My 29-53-68-40-9-50-1x-54 is the relaiion in which
Queen Viclorin stands tu Kdward, Duke of Keni, fourth son of

George Ill, My 64-35-8 isavery small spot. My 49-67-34-12-20-
69 is a coverrag for .he hrad- My 36-49-5,-41-59-4 is a .cudlc.
My i73-6~ 6-;4-53-i3-38-i9-lo 15engagiiig. A\fy 32-30-63-16 is
aunitiogtie. My 22-44-31-2-42 is closea. My 5-62-17-28-42-57
isavery small fresh-watér fish. My 6-37-58-24-60 is a smalfBlass
“"CIOTKELIA UIiMDER."

COXCISAI.LED AfiORD-StiLAUES,

One word is concealed in each sentence.

I Siswr Alma directed the workmen wheie lo eo 2 Wt
wenl .0 Balmoral One day lo view tlie castle. 2. W hy does'voui
kitten, Tabbj', doze nearly .all the time! 4. The miner threw lhe
money down carelessiy. 5, He pays his rent so promptly, he is
considered a good tenaoi.

Il. 1. Be careful not to nib lancéis of such fine m.ake wiili so
rough a stone. 2. Has Ella borrowed your ball? 3. I want 10
borrow a bat Ed promised to loan to me. 4. Itis no test ofstrcnEth
10 merely lifi an Indian club. 5. Shall Alee rest under yon tree
whilelretiirntotheeottage? “alm a” anu "hankv

tUARARE.

My yirst is a hand of brothers,
A noble band, and strong.

W ho spend thcir Uves in doing good
And striking out the wrong,

My w/u?;e must he my second,
Aly second my whole may be,
Or ne'cr to mypirsi be admitted,

For such is the decrce m, c, d.

iH'GTATION puzzle.

FiND thc iames ofthe authors o fthefollowing quOlalions, Then
take tlie fourth letter of the nnme ofthe author of the first quoialion,
the second letter if the second fiame, the fourth letter ofthe third
fiame, the firet letter of ihe fourth fiame, ihe fifih letter of the fifth
flame, the fourth letterofthe stxih fiame, the third letter ofihcseventh
fiame, the third letter ofthe eighth fiame, thc scveiuh Iciier ofthe
ninch Aame, and thc firsc letter of thc lenth. The letters thus ob*
tained will form a poet's iame;

I. Muric, when soft voices die.
Vibrales in the memory.

3. No flocks that muge thc valley free
To slaughier I condecmn;
l‘aughl by the power that piiies me,
I learn to pity thenu
7. Now ro«y May comes in wj' flowers
To deck her gay, green-sprcoding bowcrs.
4. Forbade lo wade through «laughler to n throiie, rAj
And shui thc gates of mercy on mankind. ~
5. ‘I'nc hoodcd clouds, Hkc frinr®,
Tcll their bcads in drops of rain,
6- Truc fricndship’s laws aic by ihis nilc cxpiest,
Welcome thc coming, specd the pnning guesr. ’
7. Where go thc pttci'c Ijncs?
Answer, ye cvening tupcrs
Ye anburn iocks, ye golacn curls,
Spcak from your foldet papcrs |
8. He prayeth best who loveth best
All things both great and small.
9. Howe'er it be, it seem.s lo me
'T is only noble to be good,
10. The primal duties shine alofi like sLirs:
The chnrities tliat sooihe, and heal, and bless,
Are scattered n\ thc feet of Manlike flowers.
EI'SRELD SIMPSON
UORP-SQUARE.
1. The water-rai. 2. Alien, 3. Oblong pulpito in the early
Chnstian churches. 4. A half or short bool 5. Periaining lo a
mountain in Siclly. 6. To take ill. “rex kord."



EASY BEHEADINGS.

Each of the words describcd contains the samennm bctof letters "~ d the beheaded letters,read
in the ordcr here eiven, will spcil the namc ofan English ~ldrei* and siatwman.
I Behead a word meaning at what time, and leave a fowl./a. Bchead the name of a famoiis
English collegc, and loave a measure of woight. 3. Behead a whip, and leave a kind of tree.
4 Behead a bitd, and leave a refnge.

the frontofan atmy.

5.
6. Behead a partof the neck, and leave a monkey. 7. Behead de-

parted, and leave a imit. 8. Behead ajoumey. and cave a posscssivepronoun. 9 Be-

T he answer to the above rebus is a maxim 10 be

correspondcnce

DIAMOHO-

cal. 6. Recite
Akagkam s

t. F.

bead a si-n

fndispSsJd.

remcmbered in

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN T

a. Car. 3. Panel. 4. Caracal

d- 7. Laces. 8. Lad. 9, L.

1.

Ivanhoe *, Kemlworth. 3-

A

5-

n

fanati-

iquory.

4. The Fortunes ofN igel 5. Oté6 Moriality. 6. RedgaunUet

The Monastery . . L« _ left, Golden. Cross-words; i. LovinG. 2. mLteOr. 3. feALty.
Zigzag. Cleopatra’s Necdle; coimtry frorn which it carne, 4 soDDcn. 5.|EavEn 6. NatioN.

Egypt. Cross-words: i. Cheops. a. Plural. 3- < HOUK-OLASS. Centrais, Oihello. Cross-words: 1.schOlar. 2-

iftrose. 5- Europe. 6. Enigma. 7. Enmity. 8. Parrot. 9 nTch 2 tHv. 4. E. 5 pLy. 6 bal.my. 7.endOrse.

Graiis 10. Psalms. 11. Nimbiis. 12. Pestie. 13- A.nends 14- “Te\ Puzzie. If ihe " ica” is nol " ready ' (red E), the sum
Saddle.. te- Riddle. 16, Damagc. i i ==
P?. SupposeFi?edoesn'lp?easéqyou,ﬁurlhswaysomepeupledo,-- uf\hem_Aﬂerlsuneuugh(lovyéltforlea. . tio.k

) . ) W ord Svncopatiohs. [Initials of ayncopaied words. Thebes.
Do vo.u Ihln.k the whole croa‘uon will l.)e altered just foryou I, pa-Tie-m. 2. w-Her-e 3. n-Lar-est. 4- for-Bid-ding 5.
\ANnhd is n't it, my bgy or girl, the Inlczsl, lh)rat\)/csl plan, b-Ege-ed. 6. re-Sum-ed. o
atever comes or does nt come, lo do the bestyou can Triangle. From i to 8, Flagrani; from i lo 15, Fathomed. |
Coba- From ato 3, epode; 4 lo 5.elude; 6 to 7, =agle: 3 “ Il 2,9, LA; 3toio, ArT; 41011, GusH ; 5m tz, RumeO, 6 to
edgc; z t0 4. Erre; i to 6, eme; 4106, «ndue; 5 i» 7.cr* ®l 11 AIfirM; 7 to 14, NomineE: 8 10 15, IroublcU . N
. 'Kogee~slve UIASIONDS. 1i.P. R-Pct- 3-Fetal 4-Petalte.
“'%¢O'riiLE AcFOSTic Primais, W aicrioo; foials, NaMleon. 5 Taled. 6. ted 7.D- IL i.P. a-Pns- 3-P“ te. 4-1 neiem
Cross-words; j. WodeN. 2. AgrA. 3. luliP. 4; LchO- 5.
RaohaelL. 6. La FayetiE. 7. OrlandO. 8. OccupattoN 5. Stern 6. Krn 7N
. » _ w,iveV G ri.,h.a-
Ah.sweks to Puzzles th the August NuJ'b>"i ~fy~nk bfatthews Ida Mande Presién, 7 B. Kelly." 4-
Sarah C. Moore and Minnie B Tnrell. i--Bra,nerd Thresher 2- 1ranI"MAAAAN ~ i and *A.
W illic Mossraaii, 3— Hobart DcLanccy Rapson, t— H. K. M~wm, N Douglass, 2— "Nan, 4— M E.H., ~—
MaTguerile,m’ 4 -"N avajo,"9-Cam e Cogswell Ho~Ard, 3-J- A. Keeler 1 G bbe r-S. H. Hepncr, . - Kitlie H. Scott, i -
Randolph M., sMudpuddlc,” '-Yoppey. ,-Alcx. Laidbw i - Wmn.e K. Talboys, 8- L. C 1Ib, e-M aryP .
Fannie Teller, i — Bessie Lly, i - Oscar M. w m' j_6eean,” 4-Ediih, Lillian, and Jcnnie Imgeras, 2 -
Siockett, 10— J.imes Clark, 3— "Cousins t° — K. H.. FAPA. A~ d _ Mamma, Haitie, Clara, and Minnic, 11—
U fcuand''I~ Alice Barre..|-DAAAAAAAN J'

and leave mankind. 10. Behead a part of the hand, and leave to be

ri.

Rrootuc durnel ym laspmc sevael ot dolg;
Het stom rea neog own ; hecr dan hcert noc slergm:
Noso sethe lilw lips mroftou het gsiwt kawc dohl,
KcU snolc weieben a gindy sismcr rigfens.

SVLVIA D.

ANAGRAMS. )

Each of the following anagrams may be transposed 10 form the
dde ofa well-known fairy lale-
1. Uttle King Jackhare. 1

7. Stealing the Upy Bee

3. Jar and'che Black Snake

4. DUuet; or. the Odd Ring,

c. Tuiisctand lhe Abbey.

d. LcRiccUind. DAist.

FINAL ACUOISTK'S.

Each of the cross-rvords contains five letters. The

letters (reading downward) spell a word meaning faculty me
fihé)v atnuscmecnis. . y, i

ross-words: i. Satisfics. Z. A narrow picce Of leather. 3
The namc ofsome famous books by Jacob Abbott. 4. MnfE recefii
5 Tolimit. 6. Horned animals. cvRii. deane.

HE SEPTEMBER NUMBER.
Redus Large boat.s may renlure more,
But little boats keep ne-ar the shore.

H alf-squai> i. Runaway- 2. Unisén 3. Niche. 4. Ashy.

INtmLE~bnsGo/ALS From left lorigl

Leaden; from "ght

N-Tf






