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THE LIGHT THAT IS FELT.
By John G. W hittier.

A TeENDER child of summcrs three,
Seeking her little bed at night,
Paused on the dark stair timidly.
“ Oh, mother! Take my hand,” said she,

“ And then the dark will all be light.”

W e older children grope our way
From dark behind to dark before;

And only when our hands we lay,

Dear Lord, in Thine, the night is day

And there is darkness nevermore.

Reach downward to the sunless days
Wherein our giudes are blind as we.

And faith is small and hope delays ;

Take Thou the hands of prayer we raise,

And let us feel the light of Thee!

YOL. XIL— 6.
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W e want to do somathing for Sanu Claus,”
Two little children were saying ;
Let US go and find him, and thank him, be-

cause

He is always bringing us beautiful things.
Let US caviy him something as nice as he

brings.”

They laughcd, and the>' went on playing.

Oh, he lives away over the mountains of snow.”
Said the fair little maid named Lily,

And the Northern Lights on his Windows glow;

But the good Great Bear will

way,

And will wrap us up in his fur rolic gray,
If we find the journey chilly.”

"Let US start in the morning,”

Nu

show us the

said Marjorie
(She was little White Lily’s sister);

By Lucy Larcom.

* By two o’'clock, or at most by three,

The liiton will be rising, and we will go
With our new red moccasins over thc snow!”
And Lily said “ Yes,” and kisscd her.

Tlie children were tired, and they both slopt
sound;
But, almost before they knesv it,
They were tiptoeing over the frozen ground,
Over wide white fields where grew not a tree,—
Over the crust of the Polar Sea,—
You never would think they could do it1

Are we almost thcrc, dear Marjorie ?”
Said thc brcathless little White Lily;

I am cokl and weary as | can be!

I wish we never had started at all 1”

And she cuddled under her sister’s shawl,
The air was so very chilly.



‘ Oh, yes; Oh, yes; we are almost there !
Don’t you see the North Star shining?
And here is the house of the good Great Bear;
He will surely be kind to us, because
He is second cousin to Santa Claus;
See! he sits at his table, dining.”

So tbe Great Bear asked the children in,
And made them sit down at his table!

A chain of stars hung under his chin,

And a jcweled pointer was in his hand,

By which all the pilgrims to North-Star-Land,
To keep the straight road are able.

Will you show us the way to Santa Claus?”
They said, after eating and drinking.

Oh, that is against the Christmas laws,
W hich

are strictly obeyed in North-Star-
T.a.nd” ;

Bul the Great Bear Icaned his head on his
h.ind.

And sat for a moment, thinking.

He hung up his coat Itere, an hour ago—
There! drop down into the pockect!
I hear his sledge-bells over the snow;
Oh don’'t be afraid! he will treat you well.
They heard a “ Halloo!” and before they
could tell
How it was, they were off, like a rocket.

How the reindeer flew!
by!

But the children so cidése were hidden,
They scarcely could open the edge of an eye;
They could neither speak, fior wigglc, fior wmlq
They could only breathe very softiy, and think

Of the ride they were taking unbidden.

how the stavs whizzed

At last they arrived at Santa Claus’ house,
And he, as he threw off his jacket,

Cried, “ W ife! did you hear the squeak of a
mouse ?”

For the children wcre frightened, and could not
keep still;

Ho ! ho! Mrs. Santa . look here, if you will!
Hcrc’'s a ncw-fashioned Christmas packet!”

‘Please

So Santa Claus’ wife put her spectacles on.
And carne and peeped over his shoulder,
For she thought that her husijand clean daft

had gone, oL moj
His eyes grew so largc in his shiny bald head.
do not be vcxed with us,” Mavjorie
said,
And Lily exclairaed, giowing bolder:

‘W e wanted to see where you live, Santa Claus!
To thank you, and bring you a present;
But we could not find anything, sir, becausc— "
‘W hy, you 'vc brought me yourselves, dears, and

110w yon must stay,
And make Mrs. Santa Claus mcrry and gay;
No home without children is pleasant.”



The children, quite startled and sorely afraid,
A sob and a sigh tried to smothcr;
Btit good Mrs. Santa Claus carne to their aid,
And said, “ Santa, dear, now Ican’t have them
stay!
Such midgets would only be right in myway;
So please take them home to their mother !”

When the reindeer carne, with a jingling din,
The children were hardly ready;
They were watching the Northern Lights be-
gm;
But Santa Claus liftcd them into his sleigh,
And whipped up the reindeer, and whisked away,
With a chitrup, and “ So! be steady!”

And was n’'t it ftm now and thcn to stop,
And cagcrly wait and listen

For Santa Claus, over a chimney-top,

And ask if Che little folks saw him bring

Their prcsents inside! — thcn, ting-a-ling-ling!
Down, down, where the snow-drifts glisten!

But, somehow, the two little girls never knew,—
Neither Marjorie fior White Lily,—

How they were let down their own roof through,

How they carne to be sleeping side by side,

In tlicir own little room at the morning-tide,
When the Christmas dawn broke chilly.

But there was a package under each head,
Tied up with a silver label;

And “ Cakes from Santa Claus’ oven,” it read;

And their stockings wcre full of beautiful things,

Such as nobody else but he ever brings,
Though they cali him a myth and a fable.

And when Marjorie tells of going one night,—
And wonders that people doubt her,—

To see Santa Claus, ivhile the stars shone bright,

W hite Lily will open hcr eyes of blue,

And say, “ There's a Mrs. Santa Claus, too;
Or else | have dreamed about her.”



A TALK ABOUT PAINTING.

By Anna L

Do YOU remember, dear reader of St. NiCHO-
Las, your first paint-box— the very first 2 Oh, how
well I remember mine, though it was so many
yearsago! One summer morning | and my doli
were standing on a chair to look out of the parlor
ivindow, when my uncle carneby — a meiny young
unclc just home from school. “ Come with me to
Grandma’s," said he, “ 1 've a new paint-box”;
and with that he lifted me out of the window, and
1ran along beside him to Grandma’s, wondering
whata paint-box would be. 1was a little more than
three years oid, and had never seen paints fior
noticed pictures, excepting in some toy-books; and
in those days toy picture-lsooks were very ugly
things, with glaring color and careless drawings.

When we arrived at the dear oid house in
Fourth street, my uncle put me on a high chair
at the writing-table, in a quiet, sunny cérner of
tile dining-room. Then he produced the paint-
box and a large piate to tub the colors on, and
some nice white paper. Then Unele showed me
how to dip a brush in water, and leave a little
drop Oll the piate. Then a cake of paint was
vubbed gently on the piate, just in thc drop of
water; and presently a beautiful patch of moist
color would appear on the piate. The cake, care-
fully dried, was put back in its place in the box.

When we had every color on the piate, and dear
Unele had allowed me to rub some quite by my-
self, he asked me what pictures 1 would have, and
he drew with a sharp outline anything for which 1
asked,— a little girl going out to walk, a little
dog running after her, a gentleman on horse-
back, a horse galloping, a little boy, a house, a
cow, an elephant. Then 1 dipped my little brush
into water, and took a little paint on it, and very
carefully filled up the outline. The elephant be-
came brown, the cow red, thc house a red house
«itli green window-shutters of the oid Philaclel-
phia pattern ; the little boy grew very red in the
face, and black as to his coat; thc horse was blue,
because thcre was no other chance to use that
favorite color; and the little girl and the dog
were quite artistic and natural. Oh, how exciting
and how difficult it was! though the chief diffi-
culty seemed to be in kccping the colors from
running together and sracaring over the outline.

When dinner carne | did not at all wish to
stop for food, as it seemed to me that | was
just beginning to improve. After dinner my uncle
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drew somo more outlines, and | even learned
to draw a pretty face, but I could notso well copy
anything else.

For many days the paint-box was my greatest in-
terest and delight. My motherlet me have bristol-
board and paper inabundance, and when 1 began to
goto school, bythe time 1 was five years oid, | had
found that things much more wonderful than any
I had imagined, could be done— even with black
crayon.

A young artist, Mr. Furness, who painted many
beautiful portraits before his carly death, camelo
my father’s house to make acrayun portrait of my
two little sisters. They were very young children,
and he told them wonderful fairy tales, so that it was
their great pleasure to go into thc library where
he was at work. 1, too, was allowed to be in the
room and to watch his drawing. 1 did not realize
then how very kind he was. | did not know how
troublesome it must be to an artist, with two rest-
less children to draw, to have anotherchild looking
over his shoulder; but now I know how patient
and kind he was, and that the crayon picture
which 1 saw grow like magic under his hand was,
indeed, no ordinary portrait. It was drawn on a
warm gray paper; sometimes he used a delicale
point of soft, black crayon, sometimes he put on
thc palest sliadows with a stump (a short, thick
roll of leather, ov paper, cut to a point, and used
for softening pcncil or crayon marks). But what-
ever Mr. Furness did made the little faces more
and more like my sisters. The drawing was as
large as life, and therefore there was room to give
every feature itsexact form; and besides this, the
expression of the faces was as if they would speak,
and yet it was done witliout any colors, and merely
by copying exactly the shape of cvcry shadow.

Fimt, Mr. Furness put in tho general shadows
over thc whole of the eyes and hair, under the chin,
nose, and mouth ; then the darkcst shadows in the
nostrils, and under the eyclids; then the shape of
the eyes and eycbrows, the shape of thc lips; then
thc more delicate shadows that made the light
softly melt into the shadows, but how he did it I
could not discover. To see these shadows well, all
the Windows of thc library had been darkencd
except onc, so that light and shadow should come
from one direction only. When 1 had noticed
evcrything that Mr. Furness had in the way of
materials, and watched with wonder the picture



grow under his hand, | resolved to make a trial.
But it seemed very bold to attempt to do what he
had done,— so bold that I wished to try without
any one knowing aljout it. 1 knew it would be
difficult, and that | could not make my drawing
beautiful, as his was; but still 1 wished to try and
to hide my effort carefully away, so that no one
would laugh at me. | had some pennies in my
money-jug, so | managed, when we were walking
with our nurse, to get some paper of the nght
kind and some crayon at a little shop that we
often passed. When my materials were safely in
thc school-room in my own special cupboard, then
I had to find some one willing to be portrayed.
There was our dear little sistev Trudy, thc youngest
of US all, at that time about two years old! She
was always willing to be my pet and to play that
she was a doli, or to be put into the dolTs bed.
Trudy was generally awake very early in the morn-
ing, and she was quite pleased when 1 took her out
of hercrib, while nurse was still asleep, and carried
her to the school-room. She sat on the table and
was as good and still as a mouse for fear any one
should hear us, and really I did make a beginning
at the picture, though itwaseven more difficult than
I had irnagined. As soon as | heard the servants

“ 1P HE I» VERV UTTLR, WE GENERALLY MAKB BELIEVE THAT

stirring about the house, I hid away my work,
and we slippcd back to bed so quictly that Nurse
never knew wc had been away. We had many
of these stolen morning sittings, and Trudy was a
dcar, good little sister, as she has evev bcen.
Thougli she xvas so tiny, she helped me all she
could by being very quiet, and 1 tried to tcll her
some of the fairy tales that 1 had heard Mr. Furness

tell the bigger girls. At last 1 thought the picture
was as good as | could make it. It did look rather
like Trudy, though the curls were a little like cork-
screws, and thc shadows were smeary here and
there, and would not melt softly into the light as
they ought to do. It was very disappointjng, cer-
tainly ; but still perhaps it was fit to show to Papa,
so that he might tell me if I could be tauglu to do
better.

Before he carne to breakfast, my drawing was
pinned on the door, and | was very happy to find
thatboth Papa and Mamma were quite pleased with
it, and knew at once that itwas intended to look like
Trudy. After a few days | heard that Mr. Furness
had seen my drawing and that he would permit
mé to go to his studio twicc a week for lessons.
That was a happy winter for me, when | continued
to learn from my kind friend. He set me to dra™
from casts. A hand wasthe firststudy, and then the
head of the beautiful Clytie. Then the perception
of beauty carne upon me all at once. 1 longed to
give mywhole life to study it, to portray it. Ali
otherstudieswere to me quite unattractive. In
my mind's eye were ever-changing pictures, which
some day | would paint.

Mr. Furness soon went to Europe; and the time
carne when | was sent to a large
school where | was ashamed to
be behind in my classes, and it
was as much as | could do to
keep a middlc place. On half-
holidays | sometimes made a
crayon drawing of one of the
scholars, but never with thc
success that 1 longed for. All
the time | used to kccp saying
in my heart, “ Some day 1| shall
get through with these lessons
and begin to draw in eavnest.”
At last, when | was twcnty-one
years old, 1 did begin, but thal
was very old to begin in ear-
nest. Sincc then I have worked
constantly. And still I love my
paint-box better than I did that
first day, and year by >'car 1
struggle to do better work.

Now that | have tokl you how
1 began to paint, I will tell you
about children who come to my studio to have their
portraits paintecl, and how we do it.

A great many little children come to my studio
to have their portraits painted. If they are old
enough to talk and ask questions, they wish to look
at my easel and at my palettc. The eascl is a
sort of standing frame, which has a movable shelf
to hold the canvas on which the picture is painted,

I AM A HOK5P.."



nnd a crank, by turning which you can raise or
lower thc shelf. s

Then thc palette is a thin mahogany board with
a hole for the thurab, so that I may hold it easily
'‘and a handful of brushos as well. On my palette
1 put fourteen colors, squeezing them out of httle
tin tubes, in which they are put up and sold to
artists.

W hen the palette is ready and the canvas on the
easel, | am ready to iDegin. At first, perhaps during
all the first sitting, 1 only play with the little child,
or get his little brother or sister to play with him un-
til | see some natural and pretty movement that is
picturesque. 1 like iDest to paint two children to-
gether, because that seems to me the most natural
wa)'. So soon as | have seen a position that I like,
1persuade baby to sit in a little chair made fast on
atable — a “ throne” we painters cali it— high
enough for me to see his face opposite mine, while 1
stand andwalk backward often, to get the right view
ofbaby and ofthe picture. I have tokeep two things
in mind; first, to paint thc portrait; secondly, how
10 arause thc baby. If he is veiy little, we gener-
ally make believe that 1am a horse. | tie the reins
around my waist and baby drives me. When |
wish to see him laugh, | caper about like a very
wild horse; sometimes | am an 6mnibus horse, and
stop every minute to take up passengers, and when-
ever wc stop | run to my canvas and try to put in
a good touch. Sometimes, if baby will keep very
still for two or three minutes, | reward him by be-
ing .nsaddle-horsc, and take him on my back for a
gallop about the studio. All this does not seem
to leave much lime to paint, and that isjust the
difficulty. If I made baby sit in his chair, tired
and worricd, he might look cross, and his Papa and
Mamma would find my portraitugly. They would
say | had not “ caught his sweet expression,” and
otiier people would not ask vnc to paint their
children. That would be very bad for me ; there-
fore, be it ever so difficult to romp and play and
paint all at once, 1 have learned that with patience
it can be done.

There was one dear little boy in America who
found an ear of ved Indian corn in my studio, and
he was always quite happy for an hour to pick off
with his tiny fingers one grain at a time, until his
cap was full of corn; this he took into the Street
to throw to the “ chickcy birds.” | took carc to
have a new ear ready for him wbcncver he carne,
and he was as quiet as a mouse with it.
90isa sketch from his portrait.
ingpigeons.

On page
Yousecheis feed-
The pigeons had to cometo my studio,
too, and they were not much quieter than children,
for | tried to catch thcir
about.

The stvangest models | ever had were a family

motions as they flew

of rats. You all must know the story in Robert

Browning’s beautiful verses of the “ Picd Piper of
Hamelin,” and how thc rats follnwed the piper into
the river and all were drowned. Of course he after-

THE LITTLE WELS5H CBILDREN.— " THIiV WOULD STAND IN THE

HBATHER AS STILL A5 IF THKY WE1?E BBIKG IMI010-

GRAPHED. (SEE PAGE 88.)

ward piped away the children, and though 1 should
have preferred to paint that scene, | felt that 1 Inad
not the skil; so | bogan to paint a picture of the
piper followed by rats.

Of course | could not paint a v.nt without sce-
ing one. I found an oid gypsy whosc face was
wild and queer, and | painted him as the piper.
He liked thc story much, and did not think it at
all extraordinary that rats had followed thc piper,
but he felt surc that it was not thc inusic that
charmed them.

“ 1 know the reason,” said he;
anise-seed oil on his shocs. Rats will run anywhere
after that.” As thc oid gypsy knew so much about
rats, | asked him tobringme two alive, which he did,
At first Lkept them in acage, and tamcd them imtil
they would cat from my fingers, They were very
fond of sugar and candle-ends, biscuits and meat,
and bird-sccd, and for a spccial treat a drop of attar

“ thc man put



of roses. Cheese they would never touch ! Per-
haps they had heard how traps are baited with
it. Finally, when they seemcd to have become
friendly to me, | let one rat out of the cage, for |
needed to see him run. All the rats in my picture
were running. I had skctched in more than a
hundred rats, all tearing, and jumping, and run-
ning, and some beckoning to other swarms of
rats coming on after them, less distinctly seen.
When, my tame ral was jnyfully frisking about,
I watchcd his moveinents, and carefully corrected
each one of the rats in my painting to make
them quite natural. I put my tame rat on a
large table at a safe distance, but I did not know
how rats can spring, and | was surtled when he
suddenly jumpcd upon my shoulder. 1 caught
him by the neck and put him on the shelf of my
easel. Then he ran along my mahl-stick to my
palette and tasted some paint. Very bad for you,
Mr. Rat! | never had such a sitter! He was
always taking flying jumps of a few yards, or eat-
ing unwholcsome things, or biting holes in the
chair-covers, or else sneaking ahout the corners of
the studio, where it was very difficult to find him.
To me he was quite gentle, but | never returned
his affcction; to tell the truth, he was too ugly.
When the picture was finished, | took the rats
to a quiet corner, near a stable, and let them run
away to take care of themselves.

Perhaps you think that artists ought to paint
out of their heads.” No artist who does not
paint “ from life” (as painting from models is
called) ever gives his pictures a look of real-
ity. We may lie able to paint a marble floor
from a small piece of marble, or a brocade dress
from a yard or two of the material; but even to
do this we must have made studies of large sur-
faces of marble when opportunity has offered,
and we must spend days in studying the folds of
drapery in a dress worn by a living model before
the special material of the brocade can be copied
into it. If we wish to represcnt any material ot
substancc well, we must at least have a piece of
it before us, and, as the most important of all
things we can paint are tlie faces of men and
woinen and children, it follows that we must em-
ploy people to pose for us.

Here in London, where I am writing, there are
several hundred people whose business it is to sit
for artists. Some of them, who are particularly
beautiful, are engaged every day in the year, and
may carn from a dollar and a half to two dollars
a day. They must keep still for hours, and often
stand or knccl in tiresomc positions. However,
the models generally takc a great interest in the
pictures they sit for, and likc to do their best for thc
artists who employ them.

“

Among the models are some very little children,
who began to sit when they were mere babies. 1
have often wished that some rich children could
see how patient these little ones can be, when they
understand that they are earning money to buy
food and clothes. | have tried for days to persuade
a fine little boy, in smart silk stockings and fine
shoes, to keep liis feet still long enough for me
to paint them; but at the end of two minutes
his feet would skip away with his stockings and
Icave me in despair!

When 1| find that a child can not sit quietly
to have his dress painted, | send for Georgie
Munn. He is.very proud to put on the beautiful
stockings and shoes. | make a chalk mark on
the throne where his little feet should go, and he
will keep carefully on the mark. He has a few
minutes for restatintervals during each hour, and a
long restatdinner-tiine ; buthe willkeep very quiet
while we are working, and will not move without
leave. He is a very little boy, so his mother keeps
her arm around him to steady him, and talks to him
in a whisper without disturbing me. She teaches
him to count, or to sing little songs, or to spell.
Every now and then he tries to guess what there
will be for dinner. With so good a boy to help
me, | can paint very quickly; and when little Mas-
ter Restless comes next day to sit for his portrait,
he is surprised to see thc dress quite finished.

Last summer | was at Goodwick, on the coast of
Wales. One day | had climbed farup a hillamong
wild fields of gorse and heather all golden and piiik
with flowers. Below the great cliffs lay the spark-
ling sea, and the rocky hcadlands of the coast, one
beyond another, blue and faint, with shining bays
between, stretched away to the north. My hill rose
still above me, and there on its summ it were the re-
mainsofavastcircle ofgreat stones, rudcly shapcd,
and phiced there at least two thousand ycars ago
to serve in the mysterious worship of thc Druids.
A little stone cottage was near them. Two little
girls suddenly appeared coming up the steep hill-
side from the sea. They carried greattincans; but
when | asked what they had in them, they could
not speak English fior understand any language but
the strange and -beautiful Welsh,— a language
spoken in England before Romans, Danés, or
Normans had set foot in thc country, and now only
remembered in these lonely Welsh hills. Since
they could not understand, | looked into their cans
and found them filled with water. The girls had
evidently gone a mile down the cliff for water
from thc nearestspring, and were taking it to their
home among the Druid stones. | liked them so
much, asthey stoodsmilingat me, that another day
I brought my paints, and when they passed |
sketched them. This pleased them very much,
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and they would come with their water-cans and

stand among the heather as still as if they were
being photographed. By degrees 1 learncd that
their father was a sailor in a sailing-ship, and in
another year would be coming back from South
America.

Now, I must tell you of two English boys whose
picture you have on page 89. You will like to see
them because they are the grandchildren of the
great poet Tennyson. Every child knows “ The
May Queen,” and the lovely story of the “ Sleep-

quite a Pegasus, for Charley declared it could fly
away.*

Here are twomore dear little friends ofmine, Eiis-
tacc and Pcrcy Loraine. One day, when I had just
begun this portrait, a beautiful pheasant was sent
to me. The pheasant has feathers like burnished
bronze, and a purple and green throat,— a most
splendid bird, that English gentlemen raise with
great care and expense in the spring and shoot
in the autumn. Eustace wished to hold this bird,
and little Percy stood on tiptoes to touch its soft

THE DOV WHO LIKED TO FEED THE [IICiKONS.

ing Beauty,” and knows that Tennyson, now Lord
Tennyson, has long been the great poet of our

day. These little boys, Alfred and Charles, often
visit their grandfather in his peaceful countrx'
home. Lord Tennyson dedicatcd a collection of

soiTic of his latcst poems to little Alfred in a verse
beginning— “ Golden-liaired Ally whose namc is
onc with mino.” Alfred has hair of a rich golden
shade, and Charley has dark eyes and hair like
silver floss. 1 used to cali him moonbcam and Alfred
sunshinc. Alfred loved to listen to stories onc after
another, as fast aS they could be read to .him.
Charles liked to invent his stories,
the wonderful adventures

carne to Uve in his nursery.

and told me
of a sugar pig that
1think the pig was

' Fot tbe story of “ Pegasos,”

breast, and both ljoys were sad to see it dcad- The
pheasant was so beautiful, and they looked so gcntlc
holding it with pity, that | paintcd them as you scc
them in the engraving. The father of these chil-
dren, Sir Lambton Loraine, is abrave captain in the
English navy, and you American children must
hear about him, so that you shall not forget tlic
great service he did tn some unfortunate Americans.

It was in tho year 1873, when the Cubaiis were
in insurrection against Spanish rule. Spanish
ships were blockading the portsof Cuba to prcvent
the rebels from receiving arms or hclp from other
countries. The “ Virginius” was an American
steamer, and had been suspected of running the
blockadc, but this had not been proved. It sailed

see St. Nicholas for December, 1879.



from Kingston in Jamai-
ca, pretending to go to
port Limén in Costa
Rica, and liad taken one
hundred and fifty-five
passengers on board.
Four of these were lead-
ers of the Cuban rebell-
ion, but the rest were
peaceablc, innocent peo-
ple, going to Costa Rica
on business or to join
dieir familias, and who
had no wish whatever to
enter Cuba.

In spite of his agree-
mcnt to land these pas-
sengers at Costa Rica,
the captain of the “ Vir-
ginius” contrived to get
a cargo of ai-ins, and
then set sail direct for
Cuba. The Spanish
ships spicd the “ Vir-
ginias” as it neared
land, chased it into the
opcn sea, and capturad
it there, contrary to in-
ternational law. When
ihc “ Virginius” was
taken into Santiago di
Cuba, the Spanish Gov-
ernor declared all on
board to be pirates, and
had them tried by court-
martial as fast as it could
be done. The four rebel
chicfs were shot first;
and then thirty-seven of
the crew, who were most-
ly English or United
States citizens, were bvu-
tally shot to death. The
Clurt-martial sat all
night, but, before they
liad time to shoot any
more of the unfortunate
people, the news of these
biitchcrics reached Ja-
maica.

ThcEnglish Governor
iminediately protestecl,
and ordered the “ Ni-
obc,” which was com-
manded by Sir Lambton
Loraine, to sail at once
for Santiago di Cuba.

BUSTACK AND

I'EBCV WKAINE.
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The Spaniards were amazed to sec the
“ Niobe ” steaming full speed into pon without
saluting. Before her anchor couched bottom,
her brave commander was lowered in his gig,
and on landing went dircctly to the governor,
General Biirriel. He was eniaged that England
shouldinterfere. The “ Virginius” wasan American
ship, and he claimed that it was no affair of Eng-
land. Sir Lambton Loraine replied that, in the
absence of a United States war-ship, he took the
responsibility of protecting citizens of the United
States, and upholdingthe honorofher fiag, and that
if any more innocent blood were shed he would
sink whichever of the Spanish men-of-war should
be nearest to the “ Niobe.” After that, General
Burriel began to listen to reason. No more people
were shot, and finally, when the American ship
“ Juniata” arrived at Santiago di Cuba, eighteen

days after the last executions, the “ Virginius"
and the surviving prisoners were surrendered to her
in the presenco of the “ Niobe.” All through the
United States, from east to west, people were full
ofenthusiasm for the brave English commander,
and for the friendly aid of England. 1 ainsure you
will like to see these very little boys, whose father
you must not forget.

Now, boys and girls, I must stop talking, and
wish you a merry Christmas. | wisli that on this
day you could see some of fhe glorious paintings
which ancient artists, especially in Italy, have
left us. They never wearied of painting thc little
JesUs in his Mother’'s arms, and sometimes with
angels or saints or the wise men of the East
coming to adore him, and they knew how to give
these pictures the peacc and beauty of another
world.

[NdTE,— The chUdicn’s porireits.in thisanide are cngravetl from photographs of the original paiititigs by Mrs. -Alina Lea Merrill,
furnished by thc artist with Ule kind conscntof the Hoooraole Lioiiel TenDyson, and of Six Lambion Loraine.— Ed.|

THE HAND-ORGAN
By

From nine in the morning till six at night—
A weary march for the strongest feet —
She tnidges along, a pitiful sight,
To be seen every day in the city Street.

She is tired, and hungry, and coid and wet;
She trerableswith wretchednesswhere shestands;

But shc knows if she falters a moment, shc Tl get
A cruel, hard blow from thc cruel hands.

Her tambourine fcels as heavy as lead;
She weai-ily shifts it from side to side;
Hcr poor little knuckles are briiised and red;
Her palé, sunken eyes show how much she has
cried.

But she must keep step to the gayest tunes,

W ith merry, quick flings of her tambourine;
And watch for thc crowds, in the late afternoons.
— How soon they forget the sad face they have seen !

MAN'S LITTLE GIRL.

H. H. -

Oh, how do you think she feels when she sees,
In the pleasant parks 01l a siinny day,

The rows of nurses, all taking their ease,
W ith children who ’'ve nothing to do but play?

*"Who have nothing to do but play!”— The
thought !
Shc can not imagine it, if she tries;
Nor how such wonderful playthings are bought,—
The dolls that can walk and open their eyes!

“ Who have nothing to do but play !” It seems
To her that such children in Heaven live.
Not all her wildest, most beautiful dreams
A happiness greater than that could give.

O children, who 've nothing to do but play,
And are always happy, do not forget

The poor little children who work all day.
And are tired and hungry and coid and wet!



OR, WHAT FOLLOWED READING *

By Charles

Chapter I
HOW THE GOBLIN CAME.

1+ happened onc Christmas eve, when Davy was
about cight years old, and this is thc way it carne
about.

That particular Christmas eve was a snowy one
and a blowy one, and one generally to be re-
membered. In the city, where Davy lived, the
stonn played all manner of pranks, swooping down
upon unwaiy old gentlemcn and turning their um-
brellas wrong side out, and sometimes I)lowing
their hats quite out of sight. And in thc country,
«heve Davy had come to pass Christmas with his
dcarold grandmother, thingswere nol much better;
but here people were very wise about the weather,
and staid indoors, huddled arpund great blazing
wood fites ; and the storm, finding no live game,
huried up the roads and the fcnces, and such small-
fryofhouses ascouldreadily be put outofsight, and
howlcd and roared over the fieids and througli the
trecs in a fashion not to be foigotten.

Davy, being of the opinién that a snow-storm

ALICE'S ADVENTURES

IN WONDERLAND."
Carryl.

was a thing not to be wasted, had been out with
hissled, trying to have a little fun with the weather;
but presently, discovering that this particular storm
was not friendly to little boys, he had retieated
into thc house, and having put his hat and his
high shoes and his mittens by tbe kitchen fire to
dry, he began to find his time hang heavily on his
hands. He had wandered idly all over the house,
and had tried how coid his nose could be made by
holding it against thc window-panes, and, 1 am
sorry to say, had even been sliding down thc bal-
usters and tcasing the cat; and at last, as evening
was coming on, had curled himself up in tho liig
casy-chair facing thc fire, and had begun to read
once more about the marvcleiis things that hap-
pened to little Alice in Wondcrland. Then, as it
grew darkcr, he laid asidc the book and sat
watching the blazing logs and listening to the
solemn ticking of the high Diitch dock against
the wall.

Then there stolc in at the door a delicious odor
of dinner cooking down-stairs— an odor so sug-
gestive of roast chickens and baked potatoes and
grav)' and pie as to make any little boy’s mouth
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water; and presently Davy began softiy telling
himself what he would choose for his dinner. He
had quite finished fancying the first part of his
feast and was just coming, in his mind, to an extra-
largc slice of apple-pie well browned (staring
meanwhilc very hard at one of the brass knobs of
the andirons to keep bis thoughts from wandermg),
when he suddenly discovered a little man perchecl
upon that identical knob and smiling at him with
all his might.

This little man was a very curious-looking per-
son indeed. He was only about a foot high, but
his head was as big as a cocoanut, and he had
great bulging eyes, like a frog, and a vidiculous
turncd-up nose. His legs were as slender as
spindlcs, and he had long-pointed toes to his shoes,
or rather to his stockings, or, for that matter, to his
trousers,— for they were all of a piece— and bright
scarlct in color, as were also his little coat and his
hi°-h-pointed hat and a queer little cloak thathung
over his shoulder. His moiith was so wide that
when he smiled it seemed tu go quite behind his
ears, and there was no way of knowing where the
smile ended, except by looking at it from behind—
which Davy could n’t do without getting into the
fire.

Now, there 's no use in denying that Davy was
frightened, The factis, he was frightened almost
out of his wits, particulavly when he saw that the
little man, still smiling furiously, was careiully
picking the hottest and reddcst embers out of the
fire, and, after cracking them like nuts with his
teeth, eating them with great relish. Davy watched
this alarming meal, expecting every moment to see
the little man burst into a blazc and disappear, bit
he finished his coals in safety, and then nodding
cheetfully at Davy, said:

“ 1 know you !'”

“ Do you ?” said Davy faintly.

“ Oh, yes!” said the little man. “ I know you
pcrfectly well. You are the little boy who does n’t
believe in fairies, fior in giants, fior in goblins,
fior in anything the story-books tell you.”

Now, tho truth was that Davy, having never met
any giants when lie was out walking, fior seen any
fairies pccping out of the bushes, fior found any
goblins about the house, h.ad come to believe that
all these kinds of people wcre purely imaginary
beings, so that now he could do nothing but starc at
the little man in a shamofaced sort of way and
wonder what was coming next.

“ Now all that,— ” said the little man, shaking
his finger at him in a reproving way, “ all that is
very foolish and very wrong. |1’'m a goblin my-

self,— a hob-goblin— and 1 've come to take you
on a Believing Voyagc.”
“ Oh, ifyou please, | can’'t go !” cried Davy, in

great alarm at this proposal, ‘1 can’t, indeed. 1
have n’t perraission.”

“ Rubbish!” said the Goblin. ‘Ask the
Colonel.”

Now, the Colonel was nothing more fior less than
a silly-looking little man made of lead that stood
on the mantel-shelf holding a clock in his arms.
The clock never went, but, for that matter, the
Colonel never went either, for he had been stand-
ing stock-still for years, and it seemed perfectly
ridiculous tn ask jnm anything about going
an)'whei-e, so Davy felt quite safe in looking
up at him and asking permission to go on the
Believing Voyage. To his dismay the Colonel
nodcléd his head and cried out in a little cracked
voice;

“ Why, certainly!”

At this, the Goblin juraped down off the knob
of tbe andiron, and skipping briskly across the
room to the big Dutch clock, rapped sharply on
the front of the case with his knuckles, when to
Davy’s amazemcnt the great thing fell over on its
face upon the floor as softl)- as if it had liccn a
feather bed- Davy now saw that instead of being
full of weights and brass wheels and curious works,
as he had always supposed, the clock was really a
sort of boat with a wide seat at each end; butbe-
fore lie had time to make any further discoveries,
the Goblin, who had vanished for a moment, sud-
denly re-appeared, carrying two large sponge-cakes
in his arms. Now, Davy was perfectly sure that he
had seen his grandmothcr putting thosc very
sponge-cakes into the oven to bake, but before he
could uttcr a word of remoristrance the Goblm
clapped one into cach scat, and scrambling into
the dock sat down upon the smaller onc, merely
remarking;

“ They make prime cushions, you know.”

For a moment, Davy had a wild idea of rushing
out of the room and calling for help; but the Gob-
lin seemed so pleased with the arrangements he
had made and, moreover, was smiling so good-
naturedly that the little boy thougbt better of it
and after a momecnt’s hcsitation climéed into the
clock and took his seat upon the other cake. h
was as warm and springy and fragrant as a <a\
in May. Then thcrc was a whiizing sound, like
a lot of wheels spinning around, and the dock
rose from the floorand made a great swoop toward
the window.

“ 1’ll stcer,” shquted the Goblin, “ and do you
look out sharp for light-houses 1”7

Davy had just time to notice that the Colonel
was hastily scrambling down from the mantd-shelf
with his beloved tiinc-piece in his arms, when they,
seated in the.long uiitch dock, dashed through
the window and out into the night.



Chapter Il
THE BEGINNING OF THE BF.LIEVING VOYAGE.

The first thought that came into Davy’s mind
when he found himself out-of-doore was that he
had started off on his journey without his hat, and
he was therefore exceedingly pleased to find that
ii had stopped snowing and that the air was quite
still and delightfully balmy and soft. The moon
was shining brightly, and as he looked back at
ihe house he was surprised to scc that the window
through which they had come, and which he was

(mYib'

<|uite sure had always been a straight-up-and-down,
old-fashionecl window, was now a round affair with
flaps lunning to a point in tho ccnter, like thc
boles the harlequin jumps through in the pan-
timiime.

“ How did that window cver get dianged into a
round hole?” he asked thc Goblin, pointing to it
Sl great astonishment.

“ Oh,” said thc Goblin, carelessly, “ that’s one
of the circular singumstances that happcn on a
belicving voyage. It’s nothing to wliat you 'll see
before we come back again. A h!” he added,
” (here comes the Colonel !~

Sure enough, at this moment the Colonel’s head
appeared through the flaps. The dock was still
in his arms, and he seemed to be having a great
deal of trouble in getting it through, and his head
kept coming into view and then disappearing again
behind the fiaps in so ridiculous a manner that
Davy shouted with laughter, and thc Goblin smilcd
liarder than cver. Suddeniy the poor little man
made a desperate plunge and had almost made
his way out when the flaps shut to with a loud
snap and caught him about the waist. In his
efforts to free himself, he dropped his dock to thc
ground outside, when it burstwith a loud explosién
and the house instantly disappeared.

This was so unexpccted and sccmcd so serious
a matter that Davy was mudi distiessed, won-
dering what had become of his dear oid grand-
mother and Mrs. Frump, the cook, and Mary
Farifia, the houscmaid, and Solomon, the cat.
However, before lie had time to make any in-
quines of tho Goblin, his grandmother came drop-
ping down through thc air in her rocking-chair.
Shc was quietly knitting, and her chair was gently
rocking as she went by. Next came Mrs. Frump
with her apron quite full of kettles and pots, and
then Mary Farifia, sitting on a step-ladder with

the coal-scuttle in her lap. Solomon was nowhere
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to be seen. Davy, looking over the side of the
dock, saw them disappear, one after tho other, in
a large ti-ee on the lawn; and the Goblm informed

“ NEXT CAME MARY FARINA.”

him that they had fallen into the kitchen of a
witch-hazel tree and would be well taken care of.
Indeed, as the dock sailed over the tree, Davy
saw that the trunk of it was hollow and that a
bright light was shining far under-ground; and to
make the matter quite sure, a smell of cooking was
coming up through the hole. On one of the top-
most boughs of the tree was a ncst with 'two spar-
rows in it, and he was much astonished at discov-
ering that they were lying side by side, fast asleep,
with one of his mittens sprcad over them for a
coverlet.

“ { suppose my shoes are somewhere about,” he
said, sadly. “ Perhaps thc squirrds are filling
them with nuts.”

‘*You 're quite right,” replied the Goblin, cheer-
fully; “ and there’s a rabbit over by the hedgc
putting dricd leaves into your hat; | rather fanc>'
he 's about moving into it for the winter.”

Davy was about to complain against such liljcr-
tics being taken with his property, when the dock
bogan rolling over in thc air, and he had just time
to grasp the sidcs of it to keep himself from fall-
ing out.

* Don’'t be afraid !” cried thc Goblin, “ she s
only rolling a little,” and as he said this, thc dock
steadied itself and sailed serenely away past the
spiie of the village church and off over thc fields.

Davv now noticed that the Goblin was glowing
with a’bright, rosy light, as though a number of

candios were burning in his stomach and shining
out through his scarlet clothcs.

‘* That’'s the coals he had for his supper,”
thought Davy; but as the Goblin continued to
smile complacently and seemed to be fecling quite
comfortable, he did not venture to ask any ques-
tions, and went on with his thoughts. “ | suppose
he ’ll soon have sraoke coming out of his nose, as
ifhe were a stove. Ifitwere a coid night I'd ask
him to come and sitin my lap. | think he must
be aswarm asa piece of toast!” and the little boy
was laughing softly to himself over this conceit,
when thc Goblin, who had bcen staring mtently at
thc sky, suddenly ducked his head and cned
“ Barkers!” — and the next instant a showcr of
little blue woolly balls carne tumblmg into the
dock. To Davy's alarm they proved to be alive,
and immediately began scrambling about in all
directions, and yelping so ferociously that he
climbed up on his cake in dismay, while the GobIm,
hastily pulling a large magnifying-glass out of his
hat, began attentively examining these strange
visitors.

“ Bless me!” cried the Goblin, turning very
palé, “ they 're sky-terricrs. The dog-star must
have turned upside-down.”

“ W hat shall we do?” said Davy, feeling that
this was a very bad state of affairs.

TI.B RABBIT TAKES LIBRSTIES WITH DaW S PROPERTY.

“ The first thing to do,” said the Goblin, “ is to
get away from tliese fellows before thc solar
sistcrs come after them. Here, jump mto my

So many wonderful thingshad happened already
that this seemed to Davy quite a natural and
ptoper thing to do, and as the Goblin had already



seated himselfupon the brim, he took his place
opposite to him without hesitation. As they sailed
away from the clock, it quietly rolled over once,
spilling out the sponge-cakes and all the little dogs,
and was then wafted off, gently rocking from side
to side as it went.

Davy was much surprised atfinding that the hat
«as as large as a clothes-hamper, with plenty of
room for him to swing his legs aboutin the crown.
It proveci, howcver, to be a vei-y unpleasant thing
to travel in. It spun around like a top as it sailed
through the air, until Davy began to feel uncom-
fortably dizzy, and the Goblin himself seemed to
be far from well. He had stoppcd smiling, and
the rosy light had all facled away, as though the
candles inside of him had gone out. His clothes,
too, had changed from brightscarlet to a dull ashen
color, and he sat stupidly upon the brim of the
hat as if he were going to sleep.

“ If he goes to slccp, he \\dll certainly fall over-
board,” thought Davy; and with a viewto rousing
the Goblin, he venturcd to remark, “ |
idea your hat was so big.”

“ 1 can make it any sizel picase, from a thimble
to a sentry-box,” said the Goblin.
of sentry-boxcs

had no

“ And speaking
” here he stopped and looked
inore stupid than ever.

“ 1 verily believe he 's absent-minded,”
Davy to himself.

“1'm worse than that,” said the Goblin, as if
Davy had spoken aloud. *“
and with these words he fell out of the hat and
instantly disappeared. Davy peered anxiously
over the edge of the brim, but the Goblin was
nowhere to be seen, and the little boy found him-
solf quite alone.

Strange-looking birds now began to swoop up
andchuckle at him, and others flew around him, as
the hat spun along through the air, gravely staring
hira in the face for a while, and then sailed away,
sadly bleating like shecp. Then a great creature
with rumpled feathers perchcd upon the brim of
the hat where the Goblin had been sitting, and
after solemnly gazing at him for a few moments,
softiy murmured, “

said

| 'm absent-bodied,”

I'm a Cockalorum,” and flew
Al this was very sad and distress-
ing, and Davy was mournfully wondering what
would happen to him next, when itsuddenly struck
him that his legs wcre feeling very coid, and look-

heavily away.

ingdown atthem he discovered to his great alarm
that the crown of the Goblin's hat had entirely
disappeared, leaving nothing but the brim upon
which he was sitting. He hurriedly cxamined
this and found that the hat was really nothing but
an enormous skcin of wool, which was rapidh’
unwinding as it spun along. |Indeed, the brim
was disappearing at such a rate that he had hardly

VoL. XIl.— 7.

made this alarming discovery before the end of
the skcin was whisked away and he found himself
falling through the air.

He was on the point of screaming out in his
terror, when he discovered that he was falling very

*5;,gas®

"i'm a cockalorum,'

lili SORTLY MI'RMURED-

slowly and gently swaying from side to side, like a
toy-balloon. The next moment he struck some-
thing hard, which gave way with a sound like
breaking glass and let him through, and he had
just time to notice that the air had suddenly be-
come deliciously scentecl with vanilla, when he fell
crashing into the branches of a large tree.

CHAPTER III.
IN THE SUGAR-PLUM CARDEN.

T he bough uponwhich Davy had fallen bent far
down with his weight, then sprang back, then bent
again, and in this way fell into a sort of delightful
up-and-down dipping motion, which he found very
soothing and agrecable. Indeed, he was so pleased
and comforted at finding himself near the ground
once more that he lay back in a crotch betwecn
two branches, enjoying the rocking of the bough
and lazily wondering what had become of the
Goblin, and whether this was the end of ihe
Believing Voyage, and a great raany other things,
until he chanced to wonder where he was. Thecn
he sat up on the branch in great astonishment, for
he saw that the tree was in full leaf and loaded
with plums, and it flashed across his mind that the
winter had disappeared very suddenly, and that
he had fallen into a place whcre
daylight.

The plum-tree was the most beautiful and won-

it was broad

derful thing he had ever seen, for the leaves wer?



perfectly white, and the plums, which looked
oxlremely delicious, were of every imaginable
color.

Now, it immediately occurred to Davy that he
had never in his whole life had all the plums he
wanted at any onc time. Hcre was a rare chance
for a feast, and he carefully selectcd thc largest
and most luscious-looking pliim he could find, to
begin with. To his disappointmcnt it proved to
be°quite hard and as solid and heavy as a stone.
He was looking atit in great perplexity, and punch-
ing it with his thumbs in thc hope of finding
a soft place in it, when he heard a rustling
sound among the leaves, and looking up, he saw
the Cockalorum perchad upon the ljough beside
him. It was gazing sadly at the plum, and its
feathers were more rumpled than ever. Presently
it gave a long sigh and said, in its low, murmuring
voice: “ Perhaps it’s a sugar-plum,” and then
flew clumsily away as before.

“ Perhaps it is!” exclaimed Davy joyfully, tak-
ing a great bite of the plum. To his surprise and
disgust, he found his mouth full of very bacl-tasting
soap, and at the same moment the white leaves of
thc plum-tree suddenly turned over and showed
the words “ APRIL Foo1 ” printed very distinctly
on their under sides. To make the matter worsc,
the Cockalorum carne back and flew slowly around
the branches, laughing softly to itself with a sort
of a chuckling sound, until Davy, almost crying
with disappointment and mortification, scramblcd
down from the tree to the ground.

He found himselfin a large garden planted with
plum-trees, like the one he had fallen into, and with
walks winding about among them in every diroc-
tion. These walks were ljeautifully paved wiili
sugar-almonds and bordcredby long rows ofmany-
colored motto-papers neatly planted in the ground.
He was too much distressed, however, by what
had happened in the plum-tree to be interested or
pleased with this discovery, and ivas about walking
away along one of the paths in the hope of finding
his way out of the garden, when he suddenly
caught sight of a small figure standing a little dis-
tance from him.

He ivas thc strangcst-looking creature Davy had
ever seen, not even cxcepting the Goblin. In thc
first place, he ivas as flat as a pancake, and about
as thick as one ; and in the second place, he was
so transparent that Davy could see through his
head and his arms and his legs almost as clearly
as though he had been made of glass. This ivas
50 surprising in itself that when Davy presently dis-
covered that he was made of beautiful, clear leinon-
candy, it seemed the most natural thing in the
world, as explaining his transparency. He was
neatly dressed in a sort of tunic of writing-paper,

with a cocked hat of the same material, and he had
under hisarm alarge book ivith the words “ Hole-
KEEPER’S VacuUM ” printed on the cover. This
curious-looking creature was standing before an

“IHAT WAS THE SKV-LIGHT,” SIHRIBKED THE HOLE-KEEfEE."

extremely high wall with his back to Davy, intenth
watching a large hole in thc wall about afoot from
the ground. There was nothing extraordinary
about thc appearance of the hole (except that thc
lowér cdge ofit was curiously tied in a large bow-
knot like a cravat), but Davy watchcd it carefully
for a few moments, thinking that perhaps sorae-
thing maivclous would come outof it. Nothing
appeared, however, and Davy, walking up closc
behind the candy man, said very politely, “ If you
please, sir, 1 dropped iu hero

Before he could finisli the sentence, the Hok-
keeper said snappishly, “ Well, drop out again —
quick!”

“ Rut,” pleadedDavy, “ you can’t drop outof
a place, you know, unless the place should happen
to turn upside down.”

* 1 don't know anything about it,” replied thc
Hole-keeper, without moving. “ | never saw any-
thing drop— exccpt once. Then | saw a guin-
drop. Are you a gum ?” he added, suddenh’
turning around and staring at Davy.

* Of course | 'ra not,” said Davy, indignantly.
“ If you’'ll only listen to me, you’'ll understand
exactly how it happened.”

“ Well, go on,” said the Hole-keeper, im-
patiently, “ and don’t be tiresome.”

* | fell down ever so far,” said Davy, beginning
his story over again, “ and at last 1 broke through
something

“ That was the sky-lighc!” shrieked the Hole-



keeper, dashing his book upon the ground
fuiy,

in a
“ That was the barlcy-sugar sky-light, and
1 shall certainly be boiled !'”

This was such a shocking idea that Davy stood
speechless, staring at the Hole-kcepcr, ivho rushed
tn and fro in a convulsién of distress.

“ Now, see here,” said the Hole-keeper, at
length, coming up to him and speaking in a low,
trombling voice. “ This must be a privatc secret
boi'veen us- Do you solemsy promise ?”

‘“lIprulemsc,” said Davy, earncstly. This wasn’t
nt all what he meant to say, and it sounded very
riJicilous; but somehow the words -wonldn't come
strai"ht- The Hole-keeper, however, seemed per-
fectlv satisfied, and picktng up his book, said;

Davy came out of the hole, a harsh voice called
out:

“ Bring Frungles this way,” and the crowd
gathcred around him and bcgan to rudely hustle
him across tho room.

“That’'snot my namc!” cricdDavy, struggling
dcspcrately to free himself. “ It is n't even the
namc | came in with !'”

“Tut! Tut!” said a trembling voicc near him,
and Daa-y caught sight of the Hole-keeper, also
struggling in the midst of the crowd with his great
book hugged tightly to his breast. The next
moment be found himself before a low platform
on which a crownecl figure was sitting in a gor-
geous tin chair, holding in his hand a long white

“ Well, just wait till 1 can’t find your iame,” andwand with red lines running scrcw-wisc around it,

began huvriedly tiirning over the leaves.

Davy saw, to his astonishment, that there was
norhing whatcver in the book, all the leaves being
perfcctly blank, and be could n’t help saying
rather contemptuously;

“ How do you expect to find my namc in that
book? There’s nothing in it.”

“ \h! that’s just it, you scc,” said the Hole-
keeper, cxiiltingly;
“ liookin it for the
fiames that ought
tobe outofit. It’s
tliccompletest Sys-
tem that ever was
invented- Oh'here
you are n't!” he
added,staringwith
great satisfaction at
one of the blank
p.agcs. “Yourname
isRupsy Frimbles.”

“ It’'snothing of
thc sort,” said Da-
vy, indignantly.

“Tut! Tut!”
said thc Hole-kcep-
er. “Don’tstop to
contradictoryou’ll
be too late and
Daty felt himself
gently lifted off his
feet and pushccl hcad-foremost into the hole. It
was quitedark and rather sticky, andsmelt strongly
of biirnt sugar, and Davy had a most unpleasant
time of it crasvling through on his hands and knees.
To add to his distress, when he carne out at the
further end, instead of being, as he had hopcd, in
thc open country, he found himself in a largo room
fairly swarming with creatures very like the Hole-
keeper in appcarancc, but somewhat darker and

denser in the way of complexién. The instant

‘“i-ne crowd de<ian +x» hustle him across thh

like a barber’s pole. , -a
“ Who broke the barlcy-sugar sky-hght? said

"the figure, in a terrible voice.

The hio,e-_kepp_erlbe_gan fumbling at the leaves
of his book in great agitation, when the king, point-
ing at him with his wand, roared furiously: “ Boil
him, at all events !”

“ Tut! Tut! yourmajesty ” began the Hole-

kdom.”

keeper confusedly, with his stiff little tunic fairly
rustling with fright; but before he could utter an-
other word he was dragged away, screaming with
terror.

“Don’'t you go with them!” shouted Davy,

made really desperate by the Hole-kecpcr's
danger. “ They 're nothing but a lot of molasses
candy !”

At tbis the king gave a frightful shrick, and
aiming a furious blow al Davy with his wand,
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rolled off the platform into the midst of the strug-
gling crowd. The wand brokc into a hundred
pieces, and the air was instantly filled with a chok-
ing odor of peppermint; then everything was
wrapped in darkness, and Davy felt himself being
whirled along, heels over head, through the air.
Then there carne a confiised sound of bells and
volees, and he found himself

running rapidly down a long

Streetwith the Goblin athisside.

CHAPTER 1V.
THE BUTTERSCOTCHMEN.

Bells were pealing and toll-
ing in all directions, and the air
was filled witli the sound of clis-
tant shouts and cries.

“ What were they?"
Davy, breathlessly.

“ Butterscotchmen,” said the

asked

Goblin.
“And what makes you that
color?” said Davy,

suddenly
noticing that the Goblin had
changed bis color to a beautiful

“ Trouble and worry,” said the Goblin. “ 1
always get blue when the Butterscotchmen are
after me.”

“ Are they coming afterusnow?” inquiredDavy
in great alarm.

“ Of course they are,” said the Goblin. “ But
the best of it is, they can’t run till they get warm,
and they can’t get warm without running, you
see. But the worst of it is thatwe can’t stop with-
out sticking fast,” he added, anxiously. “ We
must keep it up until we get to the Amuserum.”

“What 'sthat?” said Davy.

“It's a place they have to amuse themselves
with,” said the Goblin,— " curiosities, and all that
sort of thing, you know. Dy the way, how much
money have you? We have to pay to get in.”

Davy began to feel in his pockets (which is a
very difficult thing to do when you 're running
fast) and found, td his astonishment, that they
were complctely filled with a most extraordinary
lot of rubbish. First, he pulled out what seemed
to be an iron ball, but it proved to be a hard-boilcd
cgg, without the shell, stuck full of small tacks,
Then carne two slices of toast firmly tied together
with a green cord. Then carne a curious little
glass jar filled with large flies. As Davy took this
out of his pocket, the cork carne out with a loud
“ pop !” and the flies flew away in all directions.
Then carne, one after another, a tart filled with

gravel, two chicken bones, a bird’snest with some
pieces of brown soap in it, some mustard in apill-
box and a cake of beeswax stuck full of caraway
seeds. Davy remembercd afterward that as he
threw these things away they arranged themselves
in a long row on the ciirb-stone of the Street. The
Goblin looked on with great interest as Davy fished

¢ DGLIn8 WERB peAUNO IN ALL PIKECTIONS.”

them up out of his pockets, and finally said, envi-
ously; “ That’s a splendid collection; where did
they all come from ?”

“1’'m sure/don’t know,” said Davy,
bew'ilderment.

“And 1 ’'m sure / don’'t know,”
Goblin. “ W hat else is there?”

Davy felt about in his pockets again and found
what seemed to be a piece of money.
it out, however,

in great

repeated the

On taking
he was mortified to find that il
was nothing but an old button; but the Goblin ex-
claimed in a tone of greatsatisfaction, ‘‘Ah! hold
on to that!” and ran on faster than ever.

The sound of the distant voiccs had grown
fainter and fainter still, and Davy was just hoping
that their longrun was almost over, when the Street
carne abruptly to an end at a brick wall, over the
top of which he could see the branches of trees.
There was a small round hole in the wall with the
words “ Pay Here” printed above it, and the
Goblin whispered to Davy to hand in the button
through this hole, Davy did so, feeling very much
ashamed of himself, when to his surprise instcad
of receiving tickets in return, he heard a loud ex-
clamation behind the wall, followed by a confused
sound of scuffling, and the hole suddenly disap-
pcared. The next moment, a little bell tinkkd
and the wall rose slowly before them likc a cur-
tain, carrying the trees with it, apparently, and he



and the Goblin were left standing in a large open
space paved with stone.

Uavy was exceedingly alarmed at seeing a dense
mass of Butterscotchmen in the center of the
square, pushing and crowding one another in avery
quavrelsome manner, and chattering like a flock of
magpies, and he was just about to propose a hasty
retreat, when a figure came hurrying through Uic
square, carrying on a pole a large placard ljearing
tlie words:

“JUST received!
THE GREAT FRUNGLES THING!
ON EXHIBITION IN THE PLUM-GARDEN 17

At the sight of these words, the mob set up a
ten-ific shout, and began streaming out of the
square after thc pole-bearer, like a flock of sheep,
jostiing and shoving one anotbcr asthey went, and
leaving Davy and the Goblin quite alone.

“ 1 verily believe they're gone to look at my
button,” cried Davy, beginning to laugh in spite of
his fears. “ They called me Frungles, you know.”

“ That 's rather a nice fiame,” said the Goblin,
who had begun smiling again. “ It’'s better than
Snubgraddle, at all events. Let’s have a look at
ihe curiosities;” and here he walked
boldly into the center of the square.

l)a\'y followed cidse at his heels,
and found to his astonishment and
disappointment that the curiosi-
tius were simply the things that
he liad fished out of his pockcts
bul a few minutes before, placed on
liiilc pcdestals and carefully pro-

(ected by tvansparent sugar shades.

He was on the point of laughing

outright at this ridiculous cxhibi-

tioii, when he saw that thc Goblin

had taken a large telescopc out of

his pocket and was examining the

different objects with the closcst

attention, and muttering to him-

self, “ Wonderful 1 wonderful 1” as

if he had never seen anything like them before.
mmPooh!” said Davy, contemptuously. “ The

only wonderful thing about tbem is how they cver

carne here."

At this remark the Goblin turned his telescope
toward Dav)' and uttercd a faintcry ofsurprise ; and
Davy, pcering anxiously through thc large end,
saw him suddeniy shrink to thc size of a small
bcctle and then clisappcar altogether. Davy has-
tily reached out with his hands to grasp the tele-
scope ; but it, too, disappeared.

The next moment he felt something spring upon
his back. Before he could cry out in his terror, a
head was thrust forward over his shoulder, and

he found thc Goblin, who was now of a bright
purple color, staring him in the face and laughing,
with all his might.

Chapter V.

THE GIANT BADORFUL.

“ Gobr1in,” said Davy, very scriously, as the
little man jumped down from off his back, “ ifyou
are going to play such tricks as that upon me, |
should like to go home at once.”

“ Where 's the harm?” said the Goblin, sitting
down on the grass with his back against a wall and
smiling contentedly.

“ The harm is that | was frightcned,” said
Davy, with great indignation. But as he spoke,
a loud rumbling noise like distant thunder came
from behind the wall against which the Goblin
was leaning, followed by a tremendous sneeze that
fairly shook thc ground.

“ What’'s that?” whispered Davy to the Gob-
lin, in great alarm.

“It's only Badorful,” said the Goblin, laugh-
ing. “ He’s always snoring and waking himself
up, and | suppose it’s slecping on the ground that

-IlE COBUN TURNED HIS TELBSCUfE TOWARD DAVY

makes him sneeze.
and the Goblin
large grating.
Davy looked through the grating and was much
alarmed at seeing a giant, at least twcnty feet in
height, sitting on the ground, with his legs
crossed under him like a tailor. He was dres.scd
in a shabby suit of red vclveteen, with a great
leathern belt about his waist and cnormous boots,
and Davy thought he looked terribly fcrocious.
On the grass beside bim lay a huge club, thickly
studded at one end with great iron knobs; but
Davy noticed to his great rclief that some little
creeping vincs were twining themselves among

Let's have a look at him,”
led the way along the wall to a
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“ JUST LISTEH TO THIS

these knobs, and that moss was growing thickly
upon one side of the club itself, as though it had
been lying there untouched for a long lime.

The giant was talking to himself in a low tone,
and, after listening attentively at the grating for a
moment, the Goblin shrieked ;

* He 's making poctry !” and throwing himself
upon the ground kicked up liis heels in a perfect
ecstasy of delight.

* Oh, hush, hush!” cried Davy in terror.
“ Suppose he hcars you !”

* Hears m e!” said the Goblin, discontinuing
his kicking and looking very much surprised.
“ What if be does?”

“ Well, you know, he inighl not like being
laughed at,” said Davy, anxiousiy.

“ There 's something in that,” said the Goblin,
staring reflcctively at thc grouncl.

“And, you sec,” continued Davy, “ a giant who
docs n't like what 's going on must be a dreadful
creature.”

“ Oh 1 there 's no fear of hhn," said the Goblin,
contemptuously, motioning with his head toward
the giant. “ He’s too old. Why, I must have
known him, off and on, for ncavly two hundred
years, Come in and sec him.”

W ill he do anything?” said Davy, anxiousiy.

“ Bless vou, no!” said thc Goblin. “ He’'s a
pcrfect old'kitten” ; and with these words he pushed
open the grating and passed thiough with Davy

following tremblingly at his heels. Badorful looked
up with a feeble smile, and merely said, *“ Just
listen to this” :

My age is three hundred and seventy-tTUO,
And / think, -with the deepest regret,

How 1 used to pick up and voracionsly chew
The dcar littk boys wkoin | met.

I've eaten them raw in their holiday suits,
I've eaten them curried with rice,

I've eaten them bahed in theirjachéis and boots,
And found them excecdingly nice.

Bul now that myjaws are too weakfor such fan,
1 think it c.xcessively rude

To do such a thing, when 1'm quite well awart
Little boys do not like lo be chewed.

And so | contentedly live npon eels,
And try to do nothing amiss.

And Ipass all lhe time I can sparefrom my meak
In innocent slumbcr— like this.

Here Badorful rolled over upon his side, and
was instantly fast asleep.

“ You see,” said the Goblin, picking up a large
stone and thumping with it upon the giant’s head,
“ you see, he’'s quite weak here. Otherwise, con-
sidering his age, he 's a very capablc giant.”

At this moment a favmer with bright red hair



thrust his head in at the grating, and cathng out,
-Look out, there!” disappeared again. Davy
and the Goblin rushed out and were just in
time to sec something go by like a flash with
, crowd of people, armed with pitchforks, m
itot pursuit. Davy and the Goblin were just
setting off on a run to join in the chase, when
a voice said, “ Ahem!” and looking up, they
saw Badorful staring at them over the top of the
wall. . ., .y

“ How does this strike you ?” he said, addressmg
liimself to Davy:

\lthough I am a giant of the exhibition size,

/ 've been nicely educated, and |
frise,

That the simflest mies of etiguette you don't pre-
lend to keep,

t'or yon skurry off to races while a gentleman's
asleef-

notice with sur-

Don't reply that I
but a kind
Of dramatic illustration of a peacefid frame of

was drowsy, for my nap was

minds

.ind yon really might have waited till 1
again, instead

Of indelicately pounding, with a stone, upon my
head.

woke

I\ry probably yon 'ti argiie that our views do

not agree,—

/ 've often found that little boys have disagreed
with mes—

But | 'm properly entitled, on the comfensation
plan,

To three times as much pjoliteness as an ordinary
man.

Davy was greatly distressed at having these
scvere remarks addressed to hira.

“ 1f you please, sir,” he said earnestly,
pound you.”

At this the giant glarcd savagely at the Goblin
and continucd:

‘ldidn't

My remarks have been directed at the one who,

I supposed,

Had been violently tkumping on my person while
| dozed:

By a simple calculation you will find that there
is due

Just s times as much politeness from a
chap like you.

iMe

* Oh! you make me i!ll” said the Goblin,
flippantly. “ Goto slecp.”

Badorful stared at him for a moment, and
then with a sickly smile, murmured; “ Good-after-

noon,” and disappeared behind the wall.

Davy and the Golilin now hurried offwildly to re-
sume the chase, wlien the Goblin suddenly stopped,
and by an ingenious twist of his body sat down on
his long shoes or stockings, and began to rock to
and fro like an animated little rocking-chair.

“ Dearme !” cxclaimed Davy, perfectly amazed,
“ 1 thought we were chasing something.”

“ Of course you did,” said the Goblin, compla-
cently; “ but in this part of the world things very
often turn out to be differentfrom whatthey would
have been if they had n’t bccn otherwise than as
you expected they were going to be.”

“ Butyou thoughtso yourself ” began Davy,
w'hen to his disUess the Goblin suddenly faded
into a dull pinkish color,

and then disappeared
altogether.

Davy looked about him and found
that he was quite alone in a dense wood.

(To be coZiiinued.)

IN NATURAL HISTORY.
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TWELFTH

By

Louisa

“Tramp,— tramp,— tramp!” Thatwas thcboys
“oing down-stairs in a hurry.

“Bump,— bump !” That ivas the bicycle being
zigzagged through tbe hall.

"Bang!" That was the front door slamming be-
hind both boys and bicycle, leaving the house quiet
for a time, though the sound of voices outside
suggested that a lively discussion was going on.

The bicycle fever had reached Perryville and
raged all summer. Now the town was very like a
once tranquil pool infested with the long-legged
water-bugs that go skating over its surfacc in all
directions ; for wheels of every kind darted to and
fro, startling horses, running over small children,
and pitching their riders headlong in the liveliest
manner. Men left their business to see the lads
try new wheels, women grew skillful in the binding
of wounds and the mending of sorcly rent gar-
ments, gay girls begged for rides, standing on the
little step behind, and boys clamored for bicycles
that they might join the army of martyrs to the
latcst craze.

Sidney West was the proud possessor of the
best wheel in town, and displayed his treasure
with immense satisfaction before the admiring
eyes of his mates. He had learned to ride in a
city rink, and he flattored himself that he knew
all thcre was to learn, except such feats as only
professional gvmnasts acquirc.
skillful agility,
tread-mill

He mountcd with
rodé with as much grace as the

movements of the legs pcrmit, and

SPINNING-WHEEL

M
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. Alcott.

managed to guide his tall steed without much
danger to hiraself or others. The occasional hcad-
ers he took, and the bruises which kept bis manly
limbs in a chronic State of mourning, he did not
mention, but concealed his stiffness heroically, and
bound his younger brother to eternal silence by
the bribe of occasional rides on his oid wheccl.
Hiigh was a loyal lad, and regarded his big
brother as the most remarkable fellow in the
world; so he forgave Sid’s domineering ways, was
a willing slave, a devoted admirer, and a faithful
imitator of all the masculino virtues, and
graces of this eider brother. On one point only
did they disagrec, and that was Sid’s rcfnsal to
give Hugh the oid wheel when thc new onc came.
Hugh had fondly hoped it would be his, hints to
that effect having been dropped when Sid wanted
an errand done, and for weeks the younger boy
had waited and labored patiently, sure that his
reward would be the small bicycle, on which he
could proudly take his place as a member of the
newly formed club; with them to setforth, inthcir
blue uniform, with horns blowing, baclges ghttcr-
ing, and legs flying, for a long spin,— to return
after dark, a mysterious line of tal!
“ with lanterns dimly burning,”
whistles sounding as they went.
Great, therefore, was his disappointment and
wrath when he discovered that Sid had agreed to
sell tlie wheel to another fellow, if it suited him,
leaving poor Hugh the only boy of his set with-

airs,

shadows,
and warning



out a machine. Much as he lovecl Sid, he could
not forgive this underhand and mercenary trans-
action. It seemed so unbrotherly to requite so
long and willing a service, to dash hopes so ar-
dcnt, to betray so iDUnd a confidenee, for filth)
lucre; and when thc deod was done, to laugh,
and ride gayly away on thc splendid British Chal-
lenge, thc desire of all hearts and cycs.

One morning, Hiighhad freely vcnted his oiit-
raged feclings, and Sid had tried to make light of
thc affair, though quite conscious that iic had
been ljoth unkind and unfaii'. A bicycle tourna-
ment was to take place in the city, twenty miles
away, and the members of tire club wcrc going.
Sid, wishing to distinguish himself, intended to
ride thitlicr, and was preparing for the long trip
with great care, Hugh was wild to go, but ha\--
ing spent his pocket-monej’ and having been foj-
bidden to borrow, he could not takc tbe cars as
the others had done. No horse ivas to be had, and
their own steed consisted of an old donkey, that
would have been hopeless even witli the inducc-
ment offered in the immortal ditty :

“ If I had a donkey shai would n't go,
Do you ihink I 'd whip him? Oh, no, no!
I'd take hitn to Jaxlcy's Wax-work Show.” .

Therefore poor Hugh was in a desperare state
of mind as he sat on the gate-post watching Sid
make his pet’s toilet, till every platcd handle, rod,
screw, and axle shonc like silver.

“ 1 know | could have ridden the Star if you
had n’t let Joe have it. | do think it was right
down mean of you.”

This ivas strong language for gentle Hugh, but
he felt tliat he must vent his anguish.

Sid was whistling softly as he oiled and rubbed,
but he was not feeling so casy as he looked, and
heartily wished that he had not coinmittcd him-
selfto Joe, for it would have been pleasant to take
“ the little chap,” as he called the fourtcen-year-
older, along with him, and do the honors of the
rink oli this great occasion. Now it ivas too late ;
so he affccted a careless air, and added iiisult to
injury by answering bis brother’s reproachos in
the Joking spirit which is peculiarly exasperating
at such moments.

“ Children should n’t play with matches,
small boys with bicycles. | don'twant to commit
murder, and | certainly should if 1 let you try to
ride twenty miles when you can’t go one without
nearly brcaking your neck — or your knees,” and
Sid glanccd with a smile at thc ncat darns which
ornamented his brother’s trousers over those por-
tions of his long legs.

“How’'s a fellow going to learn,
allowed to try?

fior

if he isn’t
Might as ivcll tell me to keep

away from thc water till 1 can swiin. Just give
me a chance and see if 1 can’tride as well as some
older fellows who have bcen pitched 'round rather
frecly before they darcd to tr>' a twenty mile spin,”
answered Hugh, clapping both hands on his knces
to hide thc tcll-tale darns.

“ If Joe does n't want it, you can use the old
wheel till I decide what to do with it. 1suppose a
man has a right to sell his own property, if he
likes,” said Sid, rather nettled at the allusion to
his own tribulations in times past.

“ Ofcourse he has; butif he’s promised to give
a thing, ho ought to do it, especially after he 's had
work done for him to pay for it. Tliat’s what
makes meangry; for |l believed you and depended
on you, and it hurts me more to liavc you deceive
me than it would to lose ten bicycles;” and Hugb
cboked a little at tbe thought, in spite of his at-
teinpt td look sternly indignant.

“You are welcomc to your opinion. Take
the cars, if you want to go so much, and stop
bothcring me,” rctortcd Sid, getting cross because
he was in the wrong and would n’'t own it.

“You know I can’t! I’'venomoney, and mustn’t
borrow ! W liat s the use oftwitting a fellow in that
style ?” answered Hugh.

“ Take Sancho, then; you might arrive before
the fun was all over, if you carried whips and pins
and crackers enough to keep tlic old boy going.”

This allusion to thc uselcss donkey ivas cruel,
but Hugh held on to thc last remnant of his tem-
per, and made a iitld proposal in thc despair of the
momonl.

“ See here, why can’t we ride and tie? ! 've
tried this wheel, and | can ride it well. You 'd be
along to see to me, and we 'd takc turns. Do,

Sid! 1 just long to go, and if you will, please, I
wont say another word about Joe.”

But Sid only burst out laughing at the plan, in
a thoroughly heartless manner.

“ No, thank you. Jdon’t mean to walk a step
when | can ride, fior lend my new wheel to a chap
who can hardly keep right side up on the old one.”

“ 1hope I slia’'n’t be as selfish when 1’'m seven-
teen. 1’'ll have a bicycle yet,— A, No. i,— and
then you 'll see how I ’ll lend it, like a gentleman.”

“ Keep cool, my son. |If you are so smart a
lad, why don’t you walk, since wheels and horses
and donkeys fail. 1t’sonly twenty miles,— nothing
to speak of, you know,” replied Sid.

“ Well, 1 could do it if i liked,” said Hugh.
“ 1 've walked eighteen, and ivas n’t half so tired
as you were. Any one can get over the ground
on a bicycle, liut it takes strcngth and couragc to
keep it up on foot.”

“ You 'd better try it,” suggestcd Sid.

“ Iwill, some day,” spoke up Hugh; and fearing



he should kick over the tall bicycle that stood so
temptingly near him, Hugh walked away, trying
to whistle, though his lips were more inclined to
tremble than to puckcr.

“ Just bring my lunch, will you ? Auntie is put-
ling itup; | must be off,” called Sicl, so used to
giving orders that he did so even at this unpro-
pilious moment.

“ Getit \-oursclf. 1'm not going to do errands
for yon any longer,” growled Hugh; for the trod-
den worm turned at last, as worms will.

This was open rcvolt, and Sid felt that things
were in a bad way, but would not stop to mend
ihcm then.

“Whcw! here 's a tcrapest in a tea-pot. Well,
it is too bad; but 1 can’t help it now. I ’'ll make
it all right to-morrow, and bring him round with a
nice account of the fun,” thought Sid. “ Hullo,
licmis ! going to town ?” he called, as a neighbor
carne spinning noiselcssly by.

“ Partofthe way,” replied the wheelman. “ Il
take the cais at Lawton. It ’'s hard riding over
ihe hills, and a bothcrto steer a wheel through the
>trcets. Come on, if you 're ready.”

“ All right;” and springing up,
forgetting all about the lunch.

Hugh, dodging behind the lilac-bu.shes, heard
«hat passed, and the moment they were gone ran
to the gate to watch them out of sight with long-
iiig eyes. Thcn he turned away, listlessly wondcr-
ilig how he should spend the holiday his brother
was going to enjoy so much.

At that moment Aimt Ruth hurried to the door,
«aving the leathern pouch well stored with cake
and sandwiches, coid coffee and pie.

“ Sid 's forgotten bisbag. Rnn, cali, stop him !~
she cricd, trotting down the walk with her cap-
bttings waving wildly in the fresh October wind.

For an instant Hugh hcsitated, thinking sul-
lenly, “ Serves him right— Ilwont run afterhim?” ;
then his kind heart got the better of his bad humor,
and catching up the bag he raced down the road
at his best paco, eager to hcap coals of fire on Sid’s
proud head,— to say nothing of his own desire to
see more of the riders.

“ They will have to go slowly up the long hill,
and rill eateh them tRen,” Pe tABUERE as e vore
over the ground, for he was a good runner and
prided hirr(?se_lf on his strong legs.

Unfortunately for his amiable intentions, the
boys had takcn a short cut to avoid the hill, and
were out of sight down a lanc whcre Hugh never
dreamed they would daré to go, so mounted.

“ Well, they have done well to get over the hill
at this rate. But they ’'ll not keep it up long,”

Sid was off,

panted Hugh, stopping short when he saw no signs
of the riders.

The road stretchcd invitingly before him, the
race had restorecl his spirits, and curiosity to see
what had become of his friends lurcd him to Uic
hill-top, where tcmptation sat waiting for him.
Up he tnidged, finding the fresh air, the sunny
sky, the path strcwii with red and yellow leaves,
and the scnse of freedom so pleasant that \vhcn
he reached the highest point and saw the world
all before him, as it were, a claring ptoject seemed
to flash upon him, nearly taking his breath away
with its manifold delights.

* Sid said, ‘W alk,” and why not?— at least to
Lawton, and take the cars from there, as Bemis
means to do, Would n’'t the old fellows be sin-
prised to see me turn up at the rink? It’'s a
quarter past cight now, and the fun begins at
three; | could get there easily enough, and |1
will, ton! 1’'ve a good lunch hcre, and money
enough to pay car-fave from Law'ton, 1 guess. If I
have n't, 1'll go a little further and take a horse-car.
Here goes,”— and with a whoop of boyish delight
at breaking bounds, away went Hugh down the
long hill, like a colt escapad from its pasture.

The others were just ahead, but the windings
of the road hid them from him; so all went on,
unconscious of one anothcr’s proximity. Hugh's
run gave him a good start, and he got over the
ground famously for five or six miles; thcn he
went more slowly, thinking he had plenty of time
to catch a certain train. But he had no watch,
and when he reached Lawton he had the pleasure
ofseeing the cars go out at onc end of the station
as he hurried in at the other.

“ 1’1l not give it up, but just go on and do it
afoot. That will be something to brag of when
the other chaps tell big stories. 1’ll see how fast
I can go, for I 'm not tired, and can eat on tho
way. Much obliged to Sid for a nice lunch.”

And chuckling over this piecc of good luck,
Hugh set out again, only pausing for a good
drink at the town-pump. The thirteen miles did
not seem very long when he thought of them, but
as he walked them Ilhcy appcared to grow longer
and longer, till he felt as if he must have travelcd
aheyit fifty. He was in ggod practice, and forlii-
nately had on easy shoes; but he was m such a
hurry to make oo timé that he allowed hirnsens
no rcst, and joggod on, up hill and down, with
the resolute air of one svalking for a wager.
There we will leave him, and scc wimt had be-
fallen Sid ; for his adventures were more exciting
than Hiigh’s, though all
when he started.

seemed plain sailing

(To beioncludtii®™)



1 see the soap upon your face,
The traces of the brush and comb,
Ribbon and ruffle in their place,—
The anxious care they took at home !
Dressed and undressed, and once more
dressed,
With doubts of blue and red and
green,—
Until at last they all confessed
A lovclier child was never seen.

Aunt, cousin, nurse, and grandmamma,
Mamma herself, pronounced you sweet;
Then, toward the sky-light glimmering far,
They led you toddling down Ahe Street.
W hile you — it was your first, my dear! —
W ith apprehension all alert,
Marched in a maze of fun and fear,
And wondered if the man would hurt.
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That chair! That lofty, leathery chair
W hercin they placed you mounted high;
The Cyclops camera standing there,
And staring with its great glass eye!
They chang’'d your legs, they changed the light
They posed you this way, posed you that;
Until at last they got you right,
And left you with a parting pat.

NE moment!— Ah!— What mischief wrought

Within that moment’s little term!

The sunbeams sped as swift as thought,
And registercd — a fatal squirm !

The man carne back and shook his head;
He dared not show Mamma that face.

But “ Better luck, next time!” he said,
And fixed you once more in your place.

Next time, forsooth | a great success,—
Except indeed no nose was there;
Next time, a countenancc to bless,—
Only the eyes were not a pair!
Next time, a perfect gcm appears,—
Save that the mouth gaped like a chasm,
W hile dress and eyes and legs and ears
Were mixcd in one chaotic spasm.

Again, again, and still again
The product hardly human seems!
The brow of one bcsieged b)- pain
That for her “ soothing syrup” screams!-
A slceper’s fear— a inaniac’s whini
Something to startle and enthrall,
Like sculptured faces fiercc and grim
On some cathedral's moldering wall.



Yet still he “ took” and “ took” anew,
And bless’d King Herod’s heavy hand,

Which all the Hebrew babies slew
Through all thc weeping Hebrew land.

With dreadful frown and eager liaste,
Fresh negativos he tried and tried;

And wondered what 't would cost to taste
The luxury of infanticide!

Soon daylight will to darkncss pass,

The shower of sunbeams soon be o’er;
And must we give it up? — alas!

And must we dress that child once more?
Apollo, grant your brightest ray!

Blue skies, O be not overcast!
O Science, do your prettiest, pray !

— The prayer is heard— a hit at last!

Likcness, indeed! 1'm sure there ’s none;
It looks as much, or more, like me !”—
(This swcet rcmark in acid tone
Was from a maid of fifty-three!)
Too short!” said one; “ too long!” another;
“ Too young !” a third; “ too old I” the next;
Too pretty I1” added to the liother;
“ Too plain !” the diffcring jury vexecl.



W hatever merit it possessed,
W hatever of pcrfection lacked,

At last they placed you with the rest,
Withiu the aUjum broken-backed.

Then in your pasteboard niche displayed,
You slumbcr’d snug as snug could be,

Till by some accident you strayecl—
W ere lost, poor child! and found— by me!

HAT doubts these pictured featurcs bring

Of all that makes life ill or good!

W hether you passed away with spring,
Or bloomed in perfect womnnliood.

W hether they saw you grow in gracc,
As girlhood’s hour went winging by;

Or on your quiet, marblc face
Dropped the hot tear, and sobbed “ Good-

byc!”

No! Let me think, the soasen o’er
Of maidcn joys and soft alanns,
Mother and wife, you proudly bore
Your oivn wco baby in your arms,
Tliat yon, j'oursclf in turn mamma,
Made the ncw treasure bright and sweet;
Then totvard the sk>'-light glimmcring far
You led hcr toddiing down tlie strcct.



THE

By Grace

A Snow-man stands in the moonlight-gold,
Smoking his pipe serenely.

For what cares he that the night is coid ?

Though his coat is thin and his hat is oid,
And thc blustering wind blows keenly.

He has heard the children telling in glee
That Santa Claus would visit

This night their beautiful Christmas trcc;

And it is not strange he should wish to see
How this can happen,— now is it?

MENHADEN SKETCHES:

By Mary

Menhaden is not to be found on any map of

It is so much like a number of
other places, however, which @€ on thc map, that
it is easy to describe it to one who knows the
Great South Beach. It is chiefly sand and sky and
water, with a distance of marshes sccn through
the breaches thc ocean has made
dunes that line the coast.

In the summer onc can know but little about the

Long Island.

in the sand

F.

Harllock

SNOW-MAN.

Coolidge.

He sees through the window thc children bright,
And hears them inerrily singing

Round the Christmas tree with its gloryof light,-

W hen out from the chimney, in bear-skins whito,
Comes good St. Nicholas springing!

And the Snow-man laughs so hard at that,
That when his laughter ceascs,

A pipe, a coat, and an oid straw hat,

Two lumps of coal and a flannel cravat,

Are all that is left of the pieces!

SUMMER AT CHRISTMAS-TIME.

Foote.

ways of wind and water at Menhaden. The seven
life-saving men, in the little house behind the sand
dunes, could tell us something more about them;
for they stay there all winter (when the cottages at
Menhaden are as silcnt and lifcless as a row of snow-
thatched bcc-hives) to watch over those same wild
ways, and to guard against the terrible mischief
they can do.
the wind

But in summer we only know that
is sweet and cool, and that the water is



the most beautiful thing on the face of the earth.
Beautiful in motion or at rest, if it ever really is at
rest; and with a voice that to hear once is to love
and never to forget.

Mcnhaden is a good place for children, and for
children’s motbers who count tbat summer happy
which has no historj- exccpt thc short and simple

annals of good appetitcs, red cliecks, and sound

of bal3'-caiTiages, or barc-footed children, or
slender-footed girls in tennis shoos. Only thc
big, fai-.apart tracks of bootcd mcn— the men
from the life-saving station— who go plodding up
and down, on their night marches, through the
winter storms.

A young lady, whom the Gannet and Robinson
children called Aunt Emily, spent part of one

PETER AKO PETCR S CART.

sluinbers. Likc the sand, which is its portion,
Mcnhaden isclcan and quiet. But if itwishes to be
gay, it has only to take the dummy-train across
thc mavshes from its little hotel to the big one at
Broad Bcach. It may consider the sunset and
the evening-colored occan; it may dinc sumptu-
ously and listen to the music on the crowded
piazzas of Broad Beach, and return at bed-time
to find its babies asleep in the cool upper cham-
bers of its cottages, with a mile or two of surf
booraing along the sliore for a cradle-song.

The tram-road has a brief summer engagemcnt
with the hotel and the cottages. When that is
over, its shrill, high-piping whistle ceasos, and
Menhaden is left to its water-paths and to thc
long path of tlic bcacli. But liy this time there
is no Mcnhaden to speak of. There are no babies
to be wakened by the whistle; no papas to take
thc train, The great bcach-path shows no tracks

summer at Menhaden with hcr sister, Mrs. Gaiv
net. Mrs. Gannet had taken one of the cottages.
Aimt Emily could draw a little, as many young
ladies do. Not so very well, perhaps ; but so well
that her fviends said she must “ keep on.”

Shc liad brought her suinmcv’s skctclies with
hcr on hcr return to her home with the Robinsons,
who lived in thc country. The children found
them on the cable one ei’ening during the Christ-
mas holidays. They made a circle of heads and
bright, bcnt facesaround the lamp, and began turn-
ing over the drawings. “ Is that all ?” they said,
when they had come to thc last one. The children
always expected more of Aunt Emily’s pencil than
it had ever bcen able to accomplish.
disappointmcnts had not taught them
comings.

Repeated
its shorC-
Besides, children, as a rule, think in col-
ors; when they imagine a place, they sec thc blue
skv and thc colors of the houses and the pcople’s



clothes. The Menhaden sketches were in black
and white. Aunt Emily felt obliged to do some-
thing to save the show from bcing a total fauurc.
She took up tho first sketch and tried to siipply its
deficiencios with words. The sandy road, which
looked as if it were on its way across the marshcs,
went in reality only to the tram-way station. The
man was Peter, and the cart, Peter’'s cart. His
horse was callcd “ Neighbor,” and «’as a bright bay
in color. The water-barrels were paintcd blue.
Did n’'t they think blue was the ver)’ cleanest and

THE LITTLE SUM21ER PLAY WAS OVER.

best color for a watcr-barrel; could they think of
any other color that held water better? The chil-
dren wcre not disposed to dwcll on this question.
Were thosc Aunt Katc’s black stockings ? No, they
were pan ofthe Wethercls’ clothes. They had so
many! The Wcthcrel clothcs-line always had its
colors displa)’cd. There wcrc the ampie garmcnts
of the papa and mamma, likc the National Ensigti,
and thcrc wcrc the lively Union Jacks flying, the
emblems of all the little Wetherels of various sizcs.
Those gray shadows on the side of the sand hills
were in realit)’ masscs of a pink flowcr called the
Sabatia. All the cottage pavlors and dinner-tabics
were dressed with it while it was in blossom. And
the sail-boats— “ It givcs me a pang when 1 think
of the sail-boats,” Aunt Emily said, “ and those
strips of water that went somcwhere up through the
salt meadows,— we ncvcr once followed them ! |

UOWN FALLS THE CI'RTAIN OF AUTUMN

shall never know wherc they wentto!” Could n’t
she ask some onc ? the children suggested. No,
becausc some one would tell hcr they went to
Hempstcad or to Freeport. “ When wc go sailing
in the moadows, we 'll not go to Hempstcad, will
wc, Lucy ? and we 'll not go ‘outside ' and fish for
anytliing; and we 'll not go ashore and creep aboui
in the marshes and shoot at anything; we will just
sail and sail, andif tho wind stops we will stop ”
“ And eat our dinner in the boat,” said Lucy.
“ A very good idea, too!” Aunt Emily agreed,

FOGS.

and with that they turned to another sketch,— The
foggy-da)’ sketch, and the cottages, half-hiddcn by
the slope of the beach. It was the last of Sep-
tember, Aunt Emily cxplained. Menhaden liad
begun to look loncsomec, as if it were lost on
that great stretch of barren beach- The hotel ivas
closed, and the cottages,— all but four, and in two
of thcsc the people wcre packing Uicir trunks.
Hammocks had been takcn down from the piazzas,
and curtains from the windows. The ladies were
saying good-byc to onc another, and hoping to sec
one another next winter, in town, and saying what
a happ)’ summer it had been, and how well the
children wcre, and what a pity it was to go away
just as a fire on the heavth was so pleasant, and
the marshcs were getting such a color, and the
sunsets were so perfectly wonderful! There were
no more lawn-tcnnis ;md archevy on the strip of



simlit sand in front of the cottages; no white-
armed girls, in bathing dresses, running across it
to the surf; no troops of children clambering up
the sand hills, or radng on the high board walks,
or tending their dolls on the steps that lead down
to the sand. The little summer plaj’ was over.
Down falls the curtain of autumn fogs. Only one
belated mamma, and onc little lonesome child,
left outside, &s it .were, between the drop-curtain
and the footlights, which we might consider, if one
chose to keep on with such fancies, the long,
flashing lines of surf,— the one positivo light in the
gray, dull picture.

Ever so far down the shore somc young fellows
in knickerbockers, with low-pointed guns, are
crouching along, trying to get a shot at the flocks
ofsandpipers. Out of the cottage called “ Bright
Light” comes a )oung girl in a dark dress, with
braids of fair hair hanging down her back; she
climbs the litlle slope and clasps the flag-polc with
one arm, swinging slowly around and around it,
and looking out toward the ocean. Perhaps she is
bidding it good-bye. Now she leans away from
the pole, at the length of her slcnder arm, and
looks up at the sky, as a canary-bird will lean from
Its perch and peer upward toward the roof of its
cage. Then she goes in the house, and the next
figure that comes out against the fog-curtain is
the pretty mirse-maid from cottage No. 5. She,
too, is bare-headed and fair-haired, with a long,
white apron blowing out from her neat waist, and a
pair of solidly turned arms uncovered to the elbow.
Her hands are pink, as if from washing. She is
looking for the youngest child, whom they cali
“ Babes.” Babcs is nowhere to be seen, and so
shc goes in. The fog grows thicker and darker.
The cottages look like a procession of shadows.
Aunt Emily’s paper gets sticky, her india ink is full
ofsand, and a boy in jerseys comes prancing down
the beach. and scatters a lot of sand over the
sketch,

“That's me,” says thc unconcerned Alfrecl,
Aunt Kate’'s eldest, who has come with Aunt
Emily on a visit to his cousins.

“ 1 wish “me’ would take his elbows out of my
ivork-basket,” the mother protests.

Alfred romoves his elbows from tbe basket, and
plants them contentedly on one of Aunt Emily's
crayon drawings.

“ This boy has more elbows,” Aunt Emily says,
taking his blonde, close-cropped head under her
arm, “ and morcboot-heels than any boy I know !”

Alfred twists his head out of its \'oke, and movcs
farther off.

“Why don’t you tcll
asks.

about that walk?” he

“What walk ? There were so many.”

“ The one we took. Down to the oid wreck.”

“ Well, then,” Aunt Emily continued, “ 1 sent
Alfred up to the housewith my things and walked
on down the beach, and after a while he caught
up with me ”

“ After a while ! Itwasn’t two minutes.”

“ After two minutes, then, we were tramping
together down the shore. It waslow, low water;
“ dead low water,” the fishermcn say. The beach
was broad, and it sloped like the deck of a ship.
The sand was firm, and yet soft enough to give a
little spring to thc step. Alfred is now a very good
height to walk with ; his head comes nearly to my
shoulder, and he can keep step, even when he
is n’t thinking about it, He does n’'t talk much,
but that morning the waves broke softly, with little
pauses, and we heard them saying ‘ Hush, hush,
hush-s-s-sh I’ all down the shore

“ Aunt Emily !” said Alfred, the truth-teller,
stai'ing at the narrator when she made this extra-
ordinary statcraent.

“ Did n't you hear them, Alfred? You must
have been thinking about the crab in your trou-
sers pocket.” (The children laughed at this—
all except Alfred.) “ For you know there are
quiet days on the beach,” Aunt Emily continued,
“ and there are talking and laughing and shout-
ing days. This was n't one of thc shouting days.
W hen thc tide is o\it and the beach is bare and
the sun is hidden, so one can look about with
eyes wide open, the shore is like a story-book.
But it takes a wise reader to read that book;
wiser than any of us, | 'm afraid. Every little
shell that leaves its print in the sand has its own
story; its parents and its home and its queer,
silent habits of life, as linchangeabic as our own.
Every draggled bit of sea-weed could tcll us won-
derful things about those floating garclens where
it grew. The wave-marks tell how the waves
pushed one another, and tvod on one another, as
they crowded up the beach; but all this pushing
and hustlingwas donevcrysmoothly and softly. The
signs of it aro not much like the foot-prints of a
crowd of human feet trampling thc sand; they
are faint tracings making a continuous pattern in
curves, like all the sea patterns— onc curve inter-
rupting another, or overlapping it. Tho beach
looks like a perfect waste, strcwn with tangles
of cel-grass and sown with shells. But everything
is done by law. The wind that piles up the sand
into hills, and the waves that tear it down, even
when they are doing their wildest work, work by
law. The dunes on those south beaches grow
higher and steepcr from east to west, showing the
direction of tlie heaviest winds. They fit thc shore
as your nose fits your face.” (The children all
look at onc anothcr’s noses.) “ However they may



be, you can not imagine them any different in that
particular place. The beach-grass fits the sand
it grows out of. Fancy thosc silky, dark-green
meadow-grasses on top of the sand dunes. How

back. Dal, bring Sour spccimens; perhaps you

have captured one of their sisters or a cousin.”
Dallas, a boy of thirteen, the eidest of the

group, brought his latestentomologicalspecimens.

THE WIDE VIEW OVER TBE SAND DURES.

foolish they would look, and how much less ex-
prcssion they would have in a high wind. Every-
thing perfectly fits every other thing on the shore;
but besides that beauty of harmony, there is the
other, perhaps more thrilling, beaut)- of contrast.
I used to think of that when we met the baby
toddiing over the sand. He is just beginning to
walk, making little rushes, with both hands out,
and then stopping and tottering on his feet a
second, and sitting down very suddenly. His eyes
are brown, and his hair is like thistlc-down. His
tracks in the sand are about so long! You never
saw anything so lovely, and-so helpless, and so
bravely unconscious of its own helplessness.” Aunt
Emily was talking now to the children’s mamma,
who smiled over her sewing, thinking not so much
of contrasts as of the little nepheiv she had never
seen, and how happy his mother must be with
him.

“ Could you think of anything more out of place
on that bare, sand beach tlian a baby or a butter-
fly?” Aunt Emily continucd. “ Wc found two
butterflies that day, dead, tvith their wings foldcd

pinned on the under side of a white paper-box
cover. Aunt Emily recognized at once a relative
of the ill-fated Menhaden butterflies. Its color
was a deep orange-brown, veined with black, and
spotted with white to make it more splendid. One
of its fan-shapcd wings would have made a gor-
geous painted window for a fairy’s palace. Dal
informed the company that this was called the
Archippus butterfly. The children protested
against that Alame. They considered it too ugly
for anything.

Mamma looked up from her work and wondered
if it were not the children’s bed-time.

There was a groan of remonstrance from the
children.

“ Let us finish tho walk,” Aunt Emily begged.
“ You knowof course that butterflies do not liveon
beaches any more than babies do. They are waifs
from the land. The land breezc blows them out
to sea— the butlcrllics, not the babies— and they
can not ‘beat’ back with their frail wings. The
ticlc had carried our butterflies in. But when we
saw them they wcrc quite dry ; their wings stirred



a little, as if there might be a flutter of life left.
We found another messenger from the inland, a
willow-leaf, turned a yellowish pink. The north
wind had brought it to us, across thc treeless
niarshes, to tell us summer was gone, and we too
had better pack up and go; or perhaps to remind
US that the woods would soon be as beautiful as
the shore.”

“And we saw the
Alfred interrupted.
one morning early.

life-saving man’s tracks,”
“ We went to see them drill
But they did not drill that
time. Then another morning wc went— but the
drill did n’'t begin for ever so long. We found
sotne flowers and a wild-bcan vine, with little bcans
\nd blossoms on it, and somc of tbose grasses with
queer tops. But the mosquitoes were so thick in
the marshes, we had to get out of there pretty
quick. W e clirabed up on the sand hills where the
wind blew. And we coasted down the steepest
side ”

“ But the drill, Alfred,” interrupted Lucy.

“ The drill was when they opened thc big dooi-s
and ran out the suvf-boat — three men on a side.
Then they got liokl of the ropcs and dragged out
the mortar-car.”

“ But you are nol

Mamma said.

the only listener, Dal,”

Aunt Emily explained to Lucy as well as she
could how a bal!, with a line fastened to it, is fired
from the mortar out over thc wrecked ship. The
sailors on the ship seize the line, and by raeans of
it they haul aboard thc bawscr which the surf-men
send out to them, and make thcir end of it fast.
They know just how to managc these ropes, because
tied to tho “ whip-lino” isa “ tally-board,” on which
are printed directions in different languages for the
handling of the ropes and the hauling-tackle.
The men on the beach fasten their end of the
hawser to the sancl-anchor and tighten it, so there
is no slack; then they prop it up high above the
surfby means of a wooden crotch, so it makes a
kind of rope bridge between the vessel and the
shore. Then thc surf-men send out the “ breeches-
buoy”— a pair of big canvas knee-breeches, made
watcr-tight, and with an air-fillcd roll of canvas,
which comes up under thc arms and acts like a
life-preserver.

“ That is for oid sailors,” said Alfred. “ They
have a ‘life-car’ for the wonien and children.”
Aunt Emily remarked that the men went through

CAp.Se, i

PESTIffG NEAR THE LONG WALK

“ Oh, I know all about that!” Dallas
jected. “ 1 read about that in a magazine one make
winter. And there was a |3ictiirc of thc men draw- men,

ing the raortar-car along thc beach in astorm.”

intcr- the drill with great deliberation.

on a bright summer

They did not
it in the icast dramatic. But these same
who lounged through the life-saving drill
morning, with a group of
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ladies and children looking on, would be the
very ones to strain every nervc, on the winter
beach, working for the crew of a ship ashore in
the surf.

“ The most beautiful place on tho shore is just
beyond the wreck,” Aunt Emily went on. “ The
beach swings outin a great shining curve, shaped
like the blade of a scythc, with the edge toward
the water. And the waves topple over and fall in
swaths of foamy ripples when they touch the beach.
The curve runs out in a long, low sand-spit. Just
behind it the sun sets, and the most wonderful
skies lean down, so low, it seems as if the path of
the beach led right into them. Going west, you
feel as if you could walk forever, with that sky
before yon ; but when you face the other way, sud-
denly you feel very far from home. The eastisa
coid dark-blue— an evening blue. The cottages,
too, are so far away they look like a toy village
some child has set up on the beach and left there,
forgetting to put them back in their box. We
never folt tired going west, so we always went too
far. Then the tide would come in and drive us iip
the beach where the sand is soft, and we would fag
along and stop sometimes to rest, and lie flat on
the beach, and feel as if we were afloat between
sky and water. It was hard to get iip again and
go on after those blissful rests. Jtwasakindof
pilgrim’s progress all the way home. And some-
times we met two ‘shining ones’ coming toward
US to tell us wewcre late, and dinner was waiting.”

“ Now, tcll 'em about the ‘new wreck,”” Alfrecl
said, in his character of assistant showman.

“ Aunt Emily had bcttcrhireahall,” said Dallas,
who was promptly reproved by his mamma.

“ Well, about the last of July we had a ‘dry
south-wester.” They dicl not cali it a storm. Your
Unele Walton said, ‘You don’t cali this a wind!
If it should start up now and How, you could n’t
stand on tliis walk I’ We did n't stand; we leaned,
and held on to our hats. The sand was flying in
a stinging showcr. Everything seemed to have
turnee! palé. The spray hung like a fog over the
occan, and as far as one could see, the water was
in a gray tumult. The grasscs on tho sand dunes
wereblowingas if they were tearing themselves out
by~the roots. Everybody who had n’'t been dtivcn
indoors hunted for a ‘lee.” We Cook it all as a
kind oflark; 1’'m afraid we oven wantcd it to blow
harder. About the time tho ladics who had bccn
taking naps began to dress for dinner, somebody
discovered that bit of wreck— just a darker gray
spot against the mist that hid lhe horizon. And
thcn the whole place went wild. The beach is very
shoal and the heaviest seasbroke far out. The crew
had bccn having their struggle for life out there in
plain sight of the shore, while wc all wcre looking

SKETCHES! IDeCBHEEH,

on as if it were a play. The boat had capsized,
and the two men had been clinging to it and
washing about there fot hours. If it had been a
largervessel, andgroundedfartherout, there would
have been a tragedy, very likely j for the life-
saving station was not open then. It was a little
fishing-sloop. As they drifted in, the mast broke
off, and somehow the floating mast and the sail
clinging to it helped them to keep the boat straight
for the shore. They carne up the beach into
water waist deep. But once the people found out
what was going on, they made the mostofit. They
were sure it was a genuine shipwreck. The hotel
fairly cmptied itself out on the beach,— first the
big boys and men. There were n't many men.
for the ‘husbands’ train’ was not in yet- Then
the ladies, with their bangs blowing straight out
in front, and the waiters in thclr aprons,— the
porters, the cooks, and the scullions,— and a feu
heavy-footed men, like fishermen, who followed
along after the rest, and seemed to know that the
real danger was over, and that the men would get
ashore all right if only the crowd clid n’t suffocate
them with their sympathy.

“ The captain was a quiet, manly fellow, They
tried to make a hero of him ; but he was thinking
of hisboat more than of himself. He did not even
come ashore at first, but stood in the surfdoing
what he could for the poor desperate thing. He
would not take the brandy they offered him. He
never had touched it, he said very pleasantly, and
he did not need it then. But if brandy could
have revived the wounded sloop, no doubt he
would have accepted the ‘last measure’ of Men-
haden’s best. He was the guest of one of the
cottages that night. Not a very lively guest, per-
haps- He had escaped with his life, and no doubt
he was thankful, as the bravest and most self-
reliant men are not ashamed to be. But his boat
was gone, and with it a good raany years’ work,
and two or three hundred dollars besides, the price
of his last cargo. The contrast must have been
rather cruel between his own Outlook and the easy,
graceful, summer holiday life of his entertainers.”

“ 1don’t believe he was thinking about them at
all, or troubling himself about comparisons,”
Mamma said. “ He was probably thinking only
about his people at home, and what he would do
next. Your sloop captain was a man of action.”

“All the same, | wont have my picturesque little
situation spoiled. Can’'t you fancy him steering
his way cautiously through the courses of the Mau-
rins’ dinner? And he must have worn some of

Mr. Maurin’s clothes.”

“ Ah, well, Lucy is sleepy. She does n't care
about the captain, now we have him safe
ashore.”



“ Lucy and Alfrcd must go to bed,” said Mamma.
— “Are wc tired of the captain, too?” Aunt Emily

asked, when the children had gone.

“ I think we could hear a little more
about liim ,ifyou can,” Mammareplied.

“ They heard him about two o’clock
next morning, tramping about in his
room ovcrhead. The gentlcmen al
Menhaden made up a handsome
purse for him, but he would not take
it. He had no family of his own, he
said. His brothers did their share
toward keeping a comfortable place
for their mother and a sister who was
lame. Perhaps he was a little ungra-
cious, but then he had nothing left
but bis pride, and why should he
take their moncy ? When they urged
it upon him, he only laughed and
said : ' Keep it for my widow. | maj’
not be so lucky next time.’

“ The week after the wreck | spent
clscwhcre. When | carne liack, the
captain’s affairs had taken a turn. The
boat, it seems, was not past mcnding.
They had ‘beached hcr,” and thrcc
or four 'longshorc-men, friends of thc
captain, and captains or ex-captains
themselves to a man, | 've no doubt,
were at work upon the boat, calking
her seams, | believe. W hatever it ivas
they were doing, they seemed to lje
t.iking their time about it. Every
morning,when the children wcrc run-
ning about in their night-gowns, try-
ing not to get dressed for breakfast,
they were 011 the watch for the ‘boat
captains,’ as they called them. At this
hour they wcrc generally to be seen
tramping over the sand from thcir
camp 01l the inlet. Their long shad-
ows reached before them a long way,
like ;t |)ath they were following. Tho
boat was held down to thc beach by
hawsers. Slic leaned on hcr ways, and
looked verydespondent on thosebright
mornings. She grew to seem very hu-
man to us. The boat and thc boat’s
captain were great favovites at Mcn-
liaden. The young fellows who ran
about in their bathing-suits, showing
their white, boyisb muscles, could not
help admiring this ‘brown viking of
the fishing-smack,” and remembered
his pluck the night ho camc ashore.

*he girls liked him for his misfortuncs, which they
probably exaggeratcd, for the captain had rccov-

ered his spirits as soon as he went to work upon his
boat. Perhaps they liked his looks, too. He had a

001ING OI'T TO PLAV IN THE SAND.

fine profile, and quite a high-bred line from the
back of his head to the nape of his neck.”



**You seem to have looked at the captain,”
Mamma remarked.

“ |1 look at everything; don’tyou? And | cnjoy
everything 1look at, I 'm happy to say, ifit isonly
good of its kind.

“ The captain, I am sure, was one of the cleanest,
and bravest, and best of his kind. The girls would
have made a pet of him, no doubt, as they did of
his boat, but they were rather afraid of his short
answers and long silences, and his way of not
appearing to see them when they were around.

‘“ After the boat was mended they waited weeks

THE MONGOL AN

before they could get her off through the surf,
The wind was wrong, or the tide, or there was too
much surf, or too much wind, or both. The chil-
dren clambered ovcr her all day, and in the even-
ings the young people took their turn. Not onc
of the cottage piazzas could make such a pretty
show on moonlight nights as the sloop’s deck.
Every one missed her when at last they dragged
her away over the sand on rollers and launched
her in the inlet. So the captain had his summer
at Menhaden with the rest of the cottagers, only
he took his cottage away with him when he went.

U THE MAIDEN.

(A Brk-d-Brac Bailad.)

By Helen Gray Cone.

AID t

he Greenaway girl at the stile,

W ho has always an amiable smile,
To thc ivory man who was brought from Japan

“

(He was sharpening a sword all the while);

I caa not understand why you frown!”

I 'm desirous of putting you down,”

He replied. “ You're so new, and your frock is
so blue,

And your sisters are all ovcr town |

“ / am ancient”

(he stated his age),

“ And am said to Exhibit a Stage;

See tbe tint of my flesh!”

“ My complexién ’'s more fresh,”

Answered she, “ and my manners engage!”

1’'m expensive”
* While a dime,
To obtain one of you!
Yes, | know.” said th

(he mentioned his price),
1 suppose, would suffice

You 'll excuse me— it'’'s true 1”

e maid, “ but I 'm nice!"

And 1 heard them, and straigbtway decide,
Till the Mongol abandons his pride,

And tbe maiden reveres his position and years,
They shall stand on the shelf side by side.
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HOW MIKKEL DISGRACED HIMSELF.

When Thor was twelve years old, he had to go
out into the world to make his own living; for
his parents were poor, and they had half a dozen
younger children, wbo alsohad to be fed and clolhed.
As it happened, Judge Nanncstad, who lived on a
large estate down at the fiord, wantcd an office-
boy, and as Thor was a bright and active lad, he
liad no difficulty in obtaining the situation. The
oiily question was, how to dispose of Mikkel; for,
to be frank, Mikkel (in spite of his many admi-
rable traits) was not a general favorite, and Thor
suspected that when his protector was away Mikkel
would have a hard time of it. He well knew
that Mikkel was of a peculiar temperament, which
rcquired to be studied in order to be appreciatcd,
and as there was no one but himself who took this
trouble, he clid not wonder that his friend was gcn-
erally misunclerstood. Mikkel’s was not a nature to
invite confidenccs; he scrupulously kept his own
counscl, and was ahvays alert and on his guard.
There was a bland exprcssion on his face, a kind
of lurking smile, which never varied, nnd which
gave absolutely no clew to his thoughts. When

H. Boyesen.
he had skimmed the cream off the milk-pans on
the top shelf in the kitehen, he returned, licking
his chops, with the same inscrutable smile, as if his
conscience were as clean as a new-born babe’s ; and
when he had slipped his collar over his head and
dispatched the kitten, burying its remains in the
back yard, he betrayed no more remorse than if
he had been cracking a nut. Sultan, the dog,
strange to say, had private reasons for being afraid
of him, and always slank away in a shamefaced
manner whenever Mikkel gave him one of his
quiet siclelong glances. And yet the same Mikkel
would roll on his back and jump and play with the
baby by the hour, seize her pudgy little hands
gently with his teeth, never inflicting a bite or a
scratch. He would nestle on Thor’s bosom inside
of his coatwhile Thor was learning his lesson, or
he would sit on his shoulder and look down on the
book with his superior smile. It was not to be
denied that Mikkel had a curious character — an
odd mixture of good and bad qualities; but as, in
Thor’s judgment, the good were by far the more
prominent, he would not listen to his father’s ad-
vice and leave his friend behind him when he went
down to the judge’s at the grand estéate.

It the day after New-year’s that Thor left
the cottagc up under the mountain, and, putting



on his skees,* slid down the steep hill-sidc to the
fiord. Mikkel was ncstling, according to his
wont, in the bosom of his master’s coat, while his
pretty head, with the clean dark snout and dark
mustache, was sticking out above the boy’s collar,
just under his chin. Mikkel had never been so
far away from home before, and he concluded that
thc world was a bigger affair than he had been
aware of.

It was with a loudly thumping heart that Thor
paused outside the door of thc judge’s office,
for he greatly feared that the judge might share
the general prejudice against Mikkel, and make
difficulties about his board and lodgings. Instead
of entering, he went to the pump in the yard and
washed his friend’s face carcfully and combed his
hair with the fragment of a comiD with which his
mother had presented him at parting. It was
important that Mikkelshould appear to advantage,
so as to make a good impression upon the judge.
And really he did look irresistible, Thor thought,
with his bright, black eyes, his dainty paws, and
his beautiful red skin. He felt satisfied that if the
judge had not a heart of stone he could not help
being captivated at the sight of so lovely a creat-
ure. Thor took courage and knocked at the door.

“Ah, you are our new office-boy,” said the
judge, as he entered ; “ but what is that yoti have
under your coat?”

“ It is Mikkel, sir, picase your Honor,” stain-
mered Thor, putting the fox on the floor, so as to
display his charras. But hardly had he taken his
hands off him, when a sudden scrambling noise
was heard in the adjoining office, and a large
hound came bounding with wild eyes and drooping
tongue through the open door. With lightning
speed Mikkel leaped up on the judge’s writing-
desk, scattering his writing materials, upsetting an
inkstand by an accidental whisk of his tail, be-
spattering thc honorable gentleman’s face and
shirt-front with the black fluid. To perfonn a
similar Service on the next desk, where a cleik was
writing, to jump from there to the shoulder of
a marblc bust, which fell from its pedestal down
on the hoimd’s head and broke into a dozen
pieccs, and to reach a place of safcty on thc top of
a tall book-case were all a momecnt's work. The
hound lay howling with a woimded nose on thc
floor. The judge stood scowlmg at his dcsk, rub-
bing the ink all over his face with his handkcr-
chief, and Mikkel sat smiling on the top of the
book-case, survcying calmly the ruin which lie had
wrought. But the most miserable creature in the
room was neither thc judge, with bis black face,

fior the hound, with the bleeding nose it was
Thor, wlio stood trembling at the door, expecting
that something still more terrible would happen.
And knowing that after having caused such a com-
motion his place was forfeited, he held out his
arms to Mikkel, who accepted the invitatioii, and
with all spced at their disposal they rushed out
tlirough the door and away over thc snowy fields,
scarcely knowing whither their feet borc them.
After half an hoitr’'s run, when he had no more
breath left, Thor seated himself on a tree-stump
and tried to collect his thoughts. W hat should he

now do? Where should he turn? Go home he
could not; and if he did, it would be the end of
Mikkel. The only thing he could think of was to

go around in the pavish, from farm to farm, until
he found somebody who would give him something
to do.

“ 1 hope you will appreciatc. my dear Mikkel,”
he said to his fox, “ that it is on your account |
have all this trouble. It was very naughty of you
to behave so badly, and if you do it again | shall
have to whip you! Do you understand that,
Mikkel 2~

Mikkel looked shcepish, which plainly showed
that he understood.

“ Now, Mikkel,” Thor continued, “ we will go
to the parson ; perhaps he may have some use for
us. What do you think of trying the parson ?”

Mikkel apparently thought well of the parson,
for he' licked his mnster behind his ear and rubbcd
his snout against his cheek. Accordingly, by noon
they reached the parsonage, and after along parley
with the pastor’s uife, he was engaged as a sort of
errand-boy, whose duty it sliould be to do odd Jobs
about the house. Mikkel was to have a kennel pro-
vided for him in thc stablc, but was under no cir-
cumstances to entcr thc house. Thor had to vouch
for his good bchavior, and the moment he made
himself in any way obnoxious it was decided that
he should be killed. Poor Thor had nominally to
accept these hard conditions, but in his own mind
he dctcrmined to run away with Mikkel the
moment he was caught in any kind of mischief.
It seemed very hard for Mikkel, too, who had been
accustomed toslecp in Thor’sarms in hiswarm bed,
to be chained, and to spcnd the long, dark nights
in thc stalilc in a miserable kennel. Neverthcless,
thcre was no help for it; so Thor went to work
that same afternoon and made Mikkel as comfoit-
able a kennel as he could, taking care to make the
hole which served for entrance no bigger than it
had to be, so that no dog or other enemy should
be able to entcr.

(To e concluded. ™

* Norwfcgian snow-shoes, niadc to slide over the surfacc of tlic snow.

polished on ihc under side. In the middle ihcrc

be made of lough wood, wcll scasoncd.

is a band for the foot, and sometimes a little knob to steady the hccl

They are nearly SiX fcci long, about thc breatlih of ihe foot, and

They have lo



PERSONALLY

By Frank R.

THE PONT DU GARD— AN AQLfEDUCT-DRIDGE BUILT BY

SECOND PAPER.

THE CITY OF THE BENDED KNEE.

IT is not by any means a humble city to which
I am now aboiit to conduct you; itis an old city,
which from time to time has bccn as proiid as an)’
in the workl; it is Genoa, called by the Italians
La Superba, because of its many magnificent pal-
aces, and because of its imposing appearance, as
it rises in tcrraces above its bay on the side of a
crescent-shapcd hill. It was called Genoa, so say
the people who make it their business to look into
these things, from tho Latin word goiu, a knee ;
because at the place whcre the city stands, the land
is bent around the water so as to give tlic latter
the shape ofa hended knee.

As | have said, Genoa has been a proud city.
As far back as the days of the Romans it was an

important sea-port. It was independent, and gov-

* For a descripiioii of lhc Pont du Gard, scc the opeaing paporofihis serles in ihe J.ist numhcrof St,

CONDUCTED.

Stockton.

THE ROMANS NEARLY TWO THOUSAND VEAKS AGO.*

Other
it for protoction against the
Saracen pirates; and it acquircd possession, not
only of islands in the McditciTanean, but of lands
in the East;
and

erned itself, and its power increased greatly.
towns looked up to

and ports its coramerce was very
the
It made war against Pisa, and utterly
defeatecl the navy of that city; and there is reason

to believe that che great tower of Pisa has never

extensive, it took a prominent part in

crusades.

stood up straight since.

But, in spite of its wealth and
has bccn obliged to bend the
oftcn as any city that | know of.

its power, Genoa
knee about as

In tho tcnth
century ic knelt down to the Saracens, who cap-
tured it; and afterward it bent its knee to Vcnice,
its great rival in commercc. For many ycars its
nobles were arrayad against cach other as Guelphs
and Ghibellincs, party was
defeatod, it would cali in some forcign power to
help it; and in this way the city, at different times,

and whenever either

Nicholas.



fell under the control of various kings and princcs
of Europe. The Turks took away its Eastern
possessions, and long afterward it was captured by
Germany, and was twice taken possession of by
It now belongs to the United Kingdoin
of Italy. But, although itis nolonger indcpendent,
Genoa stands up very erect in its own cstimation;
and it has a right to do so, for it is the first com-

France.

mercialcity in llaly.

Genoa is a bright and lively place, where the
people seem to keep awake all day, and there are
a great many things to see there. An American
boy or girl could not go into any part of the city
without finding something intercsting. We will
first visit some of the palaces, and on our way we
will pass through thc Street of the goldsmiths.
Genoa is almost as much celebrated for a peculiar
kind of gold and silver work as it is for its palaces,
and we shall wish to stop and look at the shop
Windows in this busy little Street. There are
no sidewalks, but the whole Street is a footway
paved with large sinooth flag-stones, and if a car-
riage or wagén appears in it, it movcs slowly among
the people. Nearly every little shop belongs to a
goldsmith, as they are called, although they work
more in silver than in gold, and the productions
of these artisans cpnsist almost entirely of small
articles and ornaments made of fine silver wire,
often gilded, and woven into the most delicate and
beautiful shapes. Work like this is not to be seen
in such perfection anywhere as in Genoa. Some
of the shops are entirely open in front, so that you
can stand in the Street and look at the large cases
filled with this fairy-like gold and silver work, and
if you wish to buy some of the articles, you will
find that they are not at all costly.

From this Street we turn into another, with tail
houses on each side, and shops and people every-
where. We soon pass an immense house which
was once a palace, but is now uscd for other pur-
poses. Looking up, we see that one of the gi-eat
Windows in the second story is open, and a lady is
sitting at it. She is dressed in very bright, though
somewhat old-fashioned, attire. Flowers and vines
cluster inside the window, and there is a hanging
cage with a bird. As we stop and look at her, the
lady does not move, and in a few minutes we pci-
ceive that the window, the lady, the open shutters,
the sash, the flowers, and the cage are all painted
on the wall in a space where you would naturally
expect to find a window. This used to be a favorite
wayofdecorating houses in Italy, and in Genoa we
shall frequently see these painted Windows, some
closed, and some partly open, some with one per-
son looking out, sorae with two, and some with
The lady at this window has sat and looked
out on the Street for lumdrecls of years. Under

none.

her window, into the great entrance of the palace,
used to pass nobles and princes. Now there are
shops in the lower part of the palace, and you can
have your shoes mended by a cobbler in the court-
yard.

W e soon reach the Street which contains thc
greatest number of palaces, and which is now
called thc Via Garibaldi ; and here we should
stop to take a look at the outside of some of
the palaces of the Middle Ages. They are but
little injured by time, and look very much as they
did when they were inhabited by the nobles of
thc sixteenth century.
which will

One of the first things
strike some of us in regard to these
palaces is the total absence of front doors, or
doors opening on the Street. It is not the custom
in Europe to build houses of any pretensién with
doors on a public thoroughfare. These great
Genoese palaces, often five or six stories high,
are built around a central court, which
by an archway from the Street. Carriages go
through this archway, and people walk through it,
and they find doors enough when they get into
the court-yard, which is often

is entered

large and hand-
some, and adorned with fountains and statuary.
The ground fioor is devoted to offices, and serv-
ants. On what we would consider the second story,
but which in Europe is called the first fioor, these
palaces frequently contain great picture-galleries,
consisting of long suites of rooms filled with valu-
able paintings; and in the third, fourth, and
sometimes even in the fifth story, are the domes-
tic apartments of the family. These palaces are
as large as our great hotels, and there are no
elevators to take people to the upper floors; but
Europeans do not mind going upstairs ; and the
uppcr floors are often considered the most desii-able
of all.

The staircases, which sometimes open from the
court and the inside of the
building, are great featurcs of Genoese palaces,
many of whicb are worth going to see simply
on account of their grand and imposing stair-
ways, which have been designed by celebrated
architects.

sometimes from

They are always of marble or stone,
and this fashion prevails in
Southern Europe. An Italian lady once said to me
that she had heard a very strange thing aboul
America, and that was that our staircases were
built of wood; and when |

large houses all over

told her that was the
case, she said she did not see how we could ever
be willing to go to sleep in a house with wooden
stair-ways; for, if they were to take fire,
could we get out?

how
Houses on the continent of
Europe are much safer than ours in case of firc-
In Italy it is seldom that a
burncd down; for as walls,

large dwelling

floors, and stairs are



almost entirely stone or brick, there is very little
to burn.

We can not go into all the palaces in this Street;
for, although it is quite short, it contains over a
dozen of them. Some of the Genoese palaces
are still occupied by members of the noble fami-
lies for whom they were built in the sixteenth

VIIsw OP A

century,
portions
galleries.

but visitors are generally admitted to
of all of them, especially the picture-
As we walk through room after room
of these immensc edifices, the walls covered with
valuable pictures and thc ceilings painted by
celebrated artists, and then mount grand stair-
ways adorned with ancient and modern sculp-
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tures, and find other floors, and seemingly endless
suites of other rooms, many of them of much
beauty and magnificence,— we wonder how one
family could ever have needed so many rooms,
and so grand a house that must have cost so much
money. But we must remember that these nobles
had great numbers of servants and adherents, who
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all lived in the palace ; aud they entertaincd, be-
sides, many visitors, so that their families were
very much larger tlian any of those to which we are
accustomed, even the very richest and most im-
portant of us. One of thc grandest palaces in chis
Street is now called the Palazzo del Municipio, for
it belongs to the city. Another magnificent one



is the Palazzo Rosso, so called because it is built
of red stone ; and, nearly opposite,
Bianco, or white palace.

But the Via Garibaldi, called in old times the
Via Nuova, or new Street, does not contain, by
any means, all the great palaces of Genoa. In the
Via Dalbi, ncarby, are many of these palatial build-
ings, and, among them, che Royal Palace, which
is occupied by the King and (¢ueen of Italy when
they happen to be in Genoa. In the great en-
trance archway we see some soldiers and a porter,
or custodian, dressed in uniform ; and if we look
as if we would give him a franc when we come out,
this latter pcrsonage 'vill conduct us through the
palace, provided, of course, that tire royal owners,
who usually reside in Rome, are not there. We all
wish to know how kings and queens live, and so
we go through the rooms of this palace; the grand
saloons, and the smaller ones, the dining-halls, the
Queen’sbed-chamber,and the King’s bed-chamber.
Here is the fuririture they use, and the beds they
sleep on. Everything isvery sumptiious and hand-
some, but we notice that the King’s bedstead,
which is of iron, richly gilt, looks old, with some
of the ornaments rubbed off. If King Humbecrt
were one of our rich men, he would probalrly have
a new bedstead; but, as he does not come very
often to Genoa, he doubtless considers this good
enough. I think you all will agree that in this
palacc, as well as in many otheis, there is nothing
that sccms to us very cozy, according to our ideas
of such things. The floors are of rich marble, or
tiles, and the furniture, though magnificent and
costly, appears stiff and too ordcrly. But in win-
ter carpets and rugs are laid down, no doubt; and
when tbe King and Queen are hcre the tables and
chairs are probably pulled around a little and
things appear more homelike.

In the Pallavacini Palacc, which is even finer
than Chat of the King, after passing through a
number of stately apartments, all coid and splcn-
did, we are shown into a sitting-roora, occupied by
the family in the afternoons and evenings, which is
carpeted, and looks almost as comfortable as some
of our rooms at home. But among the ornaments
and bric-4-brac in this apartment is a wonderful
silver vase, by the celebrated Benvenuto Cellini,
which is something not to be found in our sitting-
rooms.

The last palace we shall visit is the Doria Palace,
the most interesting in the city ; and on our way
there we meet a gentleman we know. Every one
of us is acquainted with him, and we all feel under
great obligations to him. He isvery tall and palé,
but his figure is grand and imposing, and he stands
up high, whcre everybody can see him. It is
Christophcr Columbus,— and whcre should we

is the Palazzo

Americans have been without him ! It gives usa
strange sensation, in this Italian city, with its queer
streets and tall palaces and its imfamiliar sights of
every kind, to come upon this statue of good old
Columbus, whom we have all known so well from
our eariiest childhood, and whom we have been
accustomed to look upon somewhat in the light of
the grandfather of ourcountry. The Genoese think
a great deal of Columbus, who was born in this
neighborhood, you may remember, although they
did not do much for him when he was alive. But
there are always people who are willing to honor a
successful man after some one else has given him a
chance to show what he can do. At the foot of the
statue isa kneeling figure representing our country
thanking Columbus for having discovered her;
and the whole stands in a beautiful open square.
There are other mementos of Columbus in the
city, and in the Municipal Palace two of his letters
are preserved.

At a httle distance stands the palace Jo whicli
we are going, which was prescnted by the city, in
the year 1522, to the famous Admiral Andrea
Doria, who, b)’ his naval victories, gave peace and
safety to Genoa, and who was called the Father
of his Country. The Admiral was not far from
sixty years old when this grand palace was pre
sented to him, and it might have been supposed
that he would not have many years in which to
enjoy it. But the situation seems to have agreed
very wellwith him, for he lived to the age of ninet>'-
five. Tliis palace is somewhat different in plan
from the others in Genoa ; and we first enter a long
pdértico, or laggia, which looks out upon an exten-
sive and beautiful gardcn with summer-houses.
Mounting to the first floor, we walk into the
great entrance-hall, on the walls and ceiling of
which are fresco-paintings by Del Vaga, a famous
pupil of Raphacl. We enter room after room,
with the ceiliiigs and walls covered with painE-
ings and decorations; and one of these, a small
apartment, is so painted as to give the idea
that it is partly in ruins. There are vacant
places in the ceiling from which stones seem to
have tumbled out, vines creep through wide
ereVices, and on the top of broken places in the
walls there sit owls and other birds. A person, not
understanding the fancies and freaks of old-timc
architects and artists, might be a little startled on
entoringthis room, and might imagine that if he
shook the floor with his tread the walls and roof
would come tumbling down upon him. In an
apartment, called the Titan Hall, is a portrait of
the old Admiral and his favorite cat, wherein the
cat looks as if she cnjoyed the palace quite as
much as her master. Here, too, are the chairs in
which Doria used to sit, and many other articles



of his furniture. On one side of the house is a
long room, the outer wall of which is of glass.
Here the old gentleman could walk up and down
when the sun shone, and look out upon his great
gardens and his villa, which stood upon a terraced
hill opposite, as well as upon the beautiful harljor
of Genoa, and— at the same time— be as comfort-
able as if he were sitting before the fire. This
palace still belongs to members of the Admiral’s
family, but they live in a vast square palace in
Rome.

Opening from one of the piazzas or squares,
which are found everywhere in Genoa, is a little
Street called a saliia, which is probably different
from any Street you ever saw before. It is but a
few feet wide, and consists of a series of broad
steps, paved with cobble-stones, which lead iis
downward for a long distance to a little piazza
nearly surrounded by tall houses; on one side of
which stands the small dark church of San Matteo.
Tliis is where old Admiral Doria used to go to
church. Over the altar hangs the long sword lie
once wore, and in a vault below he is buried.
The little church is filled with beautiful sculptures
and Works of art, and on the outside are many
inscriptions rclating to the Doria family, some of
whom attended service here at least two centuries
before the Admiral was born.

There are a good many churches in Genoa,
and most of them are very different from this dark
uttle building. One of them, the Cathedral, isavery
large and old edifice, built of black and white mar-
ble, and in it, carefully guarded, is a cup or vasc,
said to be thc Holy Grail, or the cup used by
Christ and his disciplcs at the Last Supper. This
was captured in the Holy Land, by the Genoese,
during the Crusades. People who wish to believe
that this cup is the Holy Grail, do so, and those
who do not, do not. Another church, Santa An-
niinziata, which is now attended by the rich people
of Genoa, is gorgeously ornamented, and has
the greater portion of its ceiling covered with puré
gold.

When we cnter any of thcsc churches we do not
open a door, but ate obligcd to piish aside a cérner
of a great heavy lIcathcrn curtain, which hangs in
the door-way. There is always an old woman or a
poor old man to puli aside this curtain for us, in
cxchange fora coppcr; and insidc we find a sacris-
tan, or sexton, fond of a little silver, who will show
USeverything in thc church.

Genoa is, as | have said, the great commercial
city of Italy, having now outstripped her former
rival, Venicc, in this respect; and the large har-
bov is a very lively and interesting place. In
order to see it to the best advantage, we go upon
a broad marble terrace, built high above the

crowded streets, and extending for half a mile
along the harbor. This tenace, which was con-
structed for the purpose of giving the citizens a
promenade by the water-front, where they would
not be interfered with by thc crowds of people
and vehicles in that part of the town, is about
forty feet wide, and the floor is very smooth, so that
persons may often be seen here skating on roller-
skates. It is a delightful place on which to enjoy
the fresh sea air, and to look down on the harbor,
stretching far out before us, crowded with steam-
ers, sailing-vesscis, and small boats, and shut in by
long moles, or walls, with lighc-houses on them.

Any one who likes to see sailors can have a fine
opportunity of sceing them in Genoa. In the.busy
streets near thc harbor are to be found hundreds
of mariners from every part of tlie world. Here
they stand and sit about and talk and smoke,
and some of the old fellows look as if they liad
lived nearly as long as the famous Admiral him-
self. These sailors, many of whom wear red
woolen caps, and gay saslies around their waists,
have often a piratical look; and it is said that it
is not always safe for strangcrs to waiider among
them in certain parts of thc town. But there are
so many ofus that we can go where we please.

Thcrc are plenty of youngsters, boys and girls,
to be seen about thc harbor, in which place tlie
idea probably camc into the head of tlie boy
Columbus that lie would like to be a sailor, and
see what was to be seen in other parts of thc
world; and foraught we know, some of the rough-
looking little fellows whom we see sitting on thc
posts, or running up and down the stone steps
which, in some places, lead to the higher parts
of the town, may yet turn out to be liardy naviga-
tors. But there are 110 more continents for them
to discovcer,— unless, indeed, they go into the
Arctic or Antarctic regions, where the climate, 1
fear, would not suit a Genoese.

Near the marble terrace, at ong end, is an old
building, which used to Idc considered one of thc
most important houses in the world. It was
thc bank of San Giorgio, a great banking-house
of the Middlc Ages. In the time of thc Crusades
it furnished money to thc bold kniglits who went
out to recovcr the Holy Land from the Saracens,
and for centuries it was a most wcalthy and power-
ful institution. No matter what happened to the
Rcpublic of Genoa, whether thc Guclphs or the
Ghibellines were uppeniiost, whether shc was
ruled by her own nobles, or Goges, or whether
outside potentates were called in to take part in
her government, the great bank of San Giorgio
always stood firm. It owned large possessions in
Corsica and otbcr places, and there was a time
ivlien there was reason to believe that if it had



not been for foreign wars it would have acquired
possession of the whole of the little republic. But
now the oid building is no longer a bank, and the
great painting of St. George on horseback, which
adorns thc wall facing thc sea, has been almost
worn away by the rain and salt breezes of hun-
dreds of years. It is now uscd as a Custom-house,
and we can go inside and see statues and pictures
of some of the famous men of Genoa; but it is
much more intercsting, if we can do it, to imagine
that we see tall kniglits, with a great cross em-
broidered on their clothes, coming in to talk to
the officers of the bank about the money that is to
take them to Jerusalem.

If we wish to see for oursclves how Genoapb-
tained its lame, we can go to the church of Santa
Maria in Carignano, a stately edifice on a high
hill, and ascend to the upper part of the great
dome. From this high point wc can see the whole
city spread out bcneath us; the surrpunding coun-
try, with its hills, its groves, and its villas, and a
line of fortifications nine miles long, with its forts

and raraparts; while to the south, the bright blue
Meditcrranean stretches far away. And when our
eyes have taken in all the landscape we see how
the water comes into the land in the shape of the
ljended knee.

When we have walked through the lively and
crowded streets of Genoa;
the small

when we have been in
piazza in fiont of the Exchange, filled
with men, talking and clamoring about the price
of stocks and that sort of thing as earnestly as if
they were in Wall Street; and when we have vis-
ited the new Galleria Mazzini, a long passage, like
a widc Street, used only by foot-passengers, cov-
ered the whole length by a high roof of glass, and
lined on each side by handsome shops, and alto-
gether very agreeable for a walking or shop-
ping expedition in wet weather, we will go to a
place visited by nearly every one who comes to
Genoa, which is not at all lively oi bustling, but
very much crowded. This isa cemetery called the
Campo Santo, or Holy Field. But we must post-
pone our journey through this until another time.



HIS ONE

By J.

Chapter 1V.

The sun was just beginning to shine over the
wooded hills and hazy pasturc-land; for itwas now
September, the month of rapidly shortcning days.

Kit found a few people astir in the village, and
met two or thrce teams on the road ; but no one
had seen Dandy Jim and his rider. Then a milk-
inan overtook him, and gave him a ride ofa mile,
but had to turn off Ol1 a by-road, while Kit fol-
lowed the tracks. These were fast becoming
obliterated; but by searching carcfully at forks
and ctossings, he could still see enough of them
lo decide which direction the rogue had takcn.

He got another ride in a farmer’s wagén; and
afterward hung on behind a carriage that was go-
ing hisway; thus getting over much of the ground
about as fast, he thought, as if he had a horse of
hisown. The morning was pleasant; the air cool
and sweet after the shower; the roadsides were or-
namented with golden-rods and asters; while here
and there a sapling or sumach by the fences, or a
trailing woodbine on the rough stone walls, touched
the landscape with the first bright hues of autumn.
liut for the great anxiety attending it. Kit would
have enjoyed his journey, on such a day. amid
these smiling farms.

The road he was on was a great thorouglifare
leading to Boston, forty miles away; and he was
not long in making up his mind that the rogue
had gone thither to dispose of the horse. It was
adiscouraging prospect for a boy of sixteen, with
less than a dollar in his pockct, and with no friends,
whose infiuencc he could enlist in his behalf, on
the way or in tlic city itself. But it would be
something, at least, to know what course Dandy’s
rider had taken.

About four miles from home he carne to a fork
in the highway, and dropped off from behind the
carriage (not without regret) to trace the tracks.
I'ney had quite disappeared, either obliterated by
the increasing travel or, as Kit thought more
probable, because the thief had turned off on the
turfto baffle pursuit.

He was carefully looking for them in the sand
and in the still wet grass, when a farm-boy carne
along, of whom he made the usual inquiry: “ Have
you seen anything ofa man on a dark-brown horse,
almost blacic, with a braided foretop ?”

“The man almost black, with a braided forc-
top ?” said the young fellow, with a grin.
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“ No ; the horse. | can’t describe the man,”
replied Kit, irritated by such untimely levity.

“ 1 did n't know but you meant the man,” said
the fellow; “ and | did n't want to answer your
question unless | could do it straight and square.
An almost black hoss, with a braided foretop, and
a rider?”

“ Yes; with
brown, about as big as your
under side of his body.”

“ The rider ?” inquired the boy.

“ No;the horse,” said Kit, indignantly; though
he had wit enough of his own lo laugh at the fel-
low’s drollery afterward.

“ Was he trottin’ or canterin’?— | mean the
hoss,” the wag added, as if anxious to avoid fur-
ther misunderstanding.

Kit cxplained that Dandy was a trotter, being
more accustomed to the harncss than the saddle,
but that he could gallop when urgcd.

“ But, trotting or galloping,” he demanded,
“ have yon seen any horse at all ?”

“ Yes, | have.”

“ A dark-brown one ?”

* Rather dark; though 1 did n't notice the
braided foretop and the motiles.”

“ With a rider ?” cried Kit, eagerly.

“ No, he had n't any rider ; he was one of a pair
ahead of a two-lioss wagén,” was the disappoint-
ingmiswer; and Kit turned again to look for Che
tracks, angrily resolved to 'vaste no more words
on so unpromising a subject.

“ What have ye lost?” said the fellovy.
I do anything for ye ?”

“ Not unless you answer my questions seriously,
if you answer them at all. | have lost a horse ;
and 1 should think you might do as you would like
to have me do by you, if you were in my place.”

“ Sho! W hy dicl n’t you say so before ? | did
n't know you ’cl lost a hoss !'”

“ You might have known ;
him.”

* Have you lost a rider, too ? You was inquirin’
for a rider with the hoss.”

Kit changed the topic abruptly.

“ Which of these t'vo roads goes to Boston?”
he asked.

‘* Don’t neither on 'em go to Boston ; tlicy stay
right whcre they be,” said the funny boy.

“ That's a pretty old joke,” said Kit; “ and un-
less you can think of a fresh onc, you 'd better not

iittle roundish motiles of a lighter
thumb, along the

*“ Can

I was inquiring for



try to joke at all. The tliief is probably on hisway
to Boston, and | want to know which road to take
to find him.”

“ Tako either on 'em, and you Tl most likely
find he 's takcn t’ other, for they are both roads to
Boston,” said the rural joker.

He was speaking the truth about the general
direction of thc roads, however ; and he afterward
atoned for his impertinence by joining in the search

for Dandy’s tracks.

look for traclcs at the crossings they passed. Ai
one of these a drove of cattle had come into the
highway,— asifthey had bccn invented on purpose,
Kit said, to follow and cover up all traces of the
stolen horse. A milc or two farther on he descried
a cloud of dust in the distance, and exclaimed;
“Thecre’'s the drovc of cattle!” The man
touched up his horse, and they soon came up with a
drover, to whom, as he ivas urging on the laggards

ofthe hcrd, Kit put his usual question.

“ Here; what's this?” he cried. Kit hastened “ Yes; | 've seen sich a hoss— Whay ! shoo!”
to see; and there, cutting through the thin said the drover, cracking his whip at a yearling by
‘*THAT IS THE CROVE, IN SIGHT, VONEEK." SAID ONE OR THE STOKE-I.AVEBS5.

turf of the roadside into the brown sandy loam
beneath, the prints of Uandy’'s hoofs re-appearcd,
— or some extremcly like them.

“ Thank you cver so much,” exclaimed Kit,
heartily forgiving the fcllow's waggery. “ This is
the way he has gone !” And he was off again.

He next made ingiiiiles and beggcd a ride of a
man dviving in a light carry-all; and he was en-
couraged on finding everybody so ready to help
him when his story was told, even the roadside
wag having hardly proved an exception.

The man in the carry-all agreed with him that
the rogue had proliably gone to Boston with thc
horse; neverthcless, he stopped to allow Kit to

thc fence. “ Jest after daylight this— go

therelwill ye?

'long

(crack, crack!)— “ this mornin’.’
Kit's heart gave a leap of expcctation, and he

described more particularly Dandy’s marks.

“ It was skurcely light enough for me — whay
there ! ho! ho I— for me to notico the mottlcs on
his sides ; but | remcmljer the — git along, now !
— the braided forctop,” the drover interruptedly
explained.

“ Where was he ?” Kit eagerly asked.

“ Six oreight miles back — Geel git!” said the
drover, impartially addrcssing Kit and the cattle.

“ Before you sti'uck this road ?” put in the man

in thc carry-all.



“Long afore. We had jest got the drove
started. Whoop ! jerusalem ! Boys, look oul for
the gap in that fence !”

“ What sort of a chap was riding him ?” Kit
asked, in a fever of excitement.

“ A youngish chap, not much more 'n twenty, |
should jedge— hillo! hillo '— A fair-spoken feller;
nothin’ particTarly noticeable about him. He
wanted to sell me the hoss, and turned and rodé
with me— hish! ’'sh! — for half a mile or so.
'T wa’' n't so dusty then as 't is now.” (Crack,
crack! went the drover’s whip.)

“ How was he dressed ?” Kit continued.

“* Re’ly, I can’t tell: 1 did n’t give much ’'ten-
tion to him ; but | kin’ o’ looked the hoss over,—
whish! ho !— He offered him dog-cheap.”

“ How cheap !” cried Kit.

“ He offered him for fifty dollars.”

“ Dandy jim for fifty dollars !”

“1’'ve gol the chiiik right hcrc in my pocket,”
said the drover, pausing to wipe away the dust
under his black felt hat. “ But 1 was jealous
everything wa’ n’t jest ship-shape ; feller stumpin’
me fora trade that time in the mornin’, an’ offerin’
a beast for less 'n half he 's wuth. Should n't
wonder if you could overhaul him, for he 'll be
offerin’ his hoss along on the by-roads.”

Kit had thought it a great good fortune to get a
ride of two or three miles with the man in the
carry-all; and indeed it was, for it had enabled
him to obtain this positive information from the
drover; but now he bad to turn back on his
course, which he hurriedly prepared to do, having
asked a few more questions, and thanked both
raen for their assistance.

“You're welcome, far’s I 'm concerncd,” said
the drover, wiclding his whip, and shouting again,
“Ho! hillo!W hish! jerusalem ! gitalong there!”
as he followed the cattle, and the cloud of dust.

“1'd like no better fun than to dvivc with you,
and help run down the horse-thief, if I had time,”
said the man in the carry-all. “ You 've only to
follow back the cattle-tracks to the yard they left
at day-break, and it wont be long before you hear
of the rogue again. Good-bye ! and luck to you !”

W ith hopes stronger than ever, if not of over-
hauling the thief, at least of finding where he
disposcd of the horse. Kit set off on a run to return
to the cross-road. He had slackencd his speed to
awalk long before he reached it, and he followed
it more and more wearily until noon.

Beyond the yard svhere the cattle had bcen
penned for the night, he thought he could make
out Dandy’s hoof-pvints again ; but they were
baffiingly uncertain, and he soon gave up trying
to trace them. Nor could he by inquiring hear
anything of the horse or its rider.

“ | suppose people along here were hardly
stirring when he passed,” thought he, as he kept
on, still without losing hope. “ Or may be he
wished to go farther away before offering to sell
Dandy to anybody but a passing drover.”

He turned off at forks and crossings look for
tracks and make inquirios, but always carne back
to the road he was following, after losing time and
strength and patience in these fruitless excursions.
He was growing quite disheartened and bewil-
dered, when he carne to some stone-layers eating
their dinner beside an unfinished bank wall.

“ We have been at work here since half-past six
this morning,” said one of them, “ and we have
seen no man on horseback.”

Kit sat down on a stone with a weary sigh.

“What could have become of him?” he said,
thinking aloud rather than addressing the men.
* It must have been near six when he left the
drover; and | don’t believe Dandy could have
travcled so far as this in half an hour. 1 don’t
know what to do !”

He had eaten his bread and butter while driving
with the man in the carry-all; and now he could
not help looking wistfully at the boiled eggs the
men cracked on the edges of theirdinner-pails. He
was glad, however, they did not offer him what
he would have been ashamed to accept, and
yet might not have had the resolution to refuse.

“ 1 tell you what I think,” said one, at
“ I think | have seen your man.”

“When? Where?” Kitasked quickly.

“You know, boys, when I wentfor thc drill. Com-
ing through Hillard’s grove, | was near stumbling
over a man stretched out fast asleep 011 the ground,
while a hoss was grazing in a grassy hollow. 1 think
thatwasyour man, and 1 think that was your hoss.”

Kit thought so, too, so surely that he forgot all
about his liunger and weariness and waning hopes,
and was on his feet again in an instant plying the
stonc-layer with questions.

“ He sat up, and put on his hat, which had
fallen off where he slept, and looked at me saucy-
like; hutas 1 said nothing to him he said nothing
to me. Yes, it was a darkish hoss, with a saddle,
and his bridle was slipped back on his neck, with
the reins made fast to a loose branch on thc
ground, to keep him from walking away. It was
about lhree hours ago, and that is the grove, in
sight, yonder; you 've just come past it.”

The speaker had not noticcd Dandy’s distin-
guishing marks; but there could not be much
doubt that thc horse he had seen was Dandy him-
self. He told Kit how to find a grass-gro'vn wagon-
track leading into the woods, and the grassy
hollow where he had seen the grazing animal and
the sleeping man.

last;

(To be conHnnesi)



THE KING'S FEAST

By Rev.

In the good old days of merry England the
Yule-tide festivities greatly surpassed our present
Christmas celcbrations in splendor.

W e all have read about the wild ringing of the
bells, the troups of singers caroling in the crisp
night airtheir quaint old Cliristmas ballads ; about
the sumptuous feasting, the ceremony of bringing
in the boar’'s head, and the mystic spell of the
mistletoe bough.

But now let me show you how the glad Christ-
mas merry-making went on in the king's palace.

Closc by Westminster Abbey, where all of the
English sovereigns are crowned, and where many
of them lie buried, there stands a grand old build-
ing known as Westminster Hall. It now forms a
part of ihc Parliament Houses; but it is nearly
five hundred years older than any other part of the
buildings.

In the olden times the Kking's palace was at
Westminster, and it was for this i-eason that
William Rufus, the son ofWilliam the Conqueror,
hercbuilthis greatbanquetng-hallin the year 1097,
which was known as “ Rufus’'s Roariiig Hall,” and
later, “ Westminster Hall.”

It is an immense stone-floored room stretching
— when you stand in its center,— away from you,
above you, aroimd you on every side,
feel quite lost in wonder.

The old roof, with its great rafteis of tiraber,
reaching, unsupported by pillars, entirely over
the hall, is the second largest in the worlcl.

W hat strange sights that old roof has looked
down upon! How many sounds have echocd
through those vaults !

If we could have. peeped

until you

in there on Christmas
night six hundred and seventy years ago, we

should have seen the old hall crowded with
knights and ladics, pages, courtiers, and min-
strels.

Down the center stretched the greai oaken
table, groaning with good things; while at the
upper end, in all his royal atlire, sat the king.
And the merry laugh went 'roimd, and the joy
was unbounded ; and so was the king’'s bounty,—
for tho poor, as well as the rich, had enough and
to spare that night.

And yet this king was not a good king; King
John, the brother of Richard the Lion-liearted,
was a very' bad man.

King Henry Ill. used to have his great Christ-
mas dinners in Rufus’s Roaring Hall; and once,
when he himself was at his other palace, at Win-

Henry Augustus

IN RUFUS'S HALL.

Adams.

chester, he did not forget the poor, but directed
his treasurer to fill the great hall for one week
from Christmas-day with poor people, and feast
them there.”

The next king, Edward 1., continued the Christ-
mas feasting at Westminster Hall. His son— who
was the first Prince of Wales— used to enjoy these
merry times.

King Edward Ill. was called a “ right royal
providcr of Christmas cheer.” If this meant thai
he was even more generous than his father, lavish,
indeed, must those feasts have been.
still read of the
capons;”

In fact, wc
rich “ soups of the brawn of
of blanc-manges, tarts, and pies, and
countless other good things, in the preparation of
which his cooks excelled. But the years 1358 and
1362 were especially blessed with festivities. The
Christmas dinner in Rufus’s Hall, on the former
of these two years, was graced by the presence
of three great kings. At the end satthe English
monarch, with his crown upon his head;
right,

on his
the captive King of France; on his left,
King David of Scotland.

At the next great feast these were Joined by the
King of Cyprus. The cooks did their best; jellics
of all colors, and in all shapes, of flowers, trees,
beasts, fruit, fish, and fowl; confections of cin-
namon and ginger, and “ grains of paradise,” for
dessert,— these, and other delicacies, did the king's
grace (and the kihg's cooks) provide.

But still greater feasts were coming ; for when
King Richard 1l. ascended the throne, he outdid
all his predcccssors in his Christmas hospitality.

The old hall had fallen into a very dilapidated
State, and Richard rebuilt it, and there it stands
to-day just as he finished it.

An old-clironicler tells us, that when the Kking
completed the new hall he dctcrrained to give “ a
house-warming ”; from all accounts it must have
been a heart-warming to many a poor soul.

Two thousand cooks prepared the feast, which
ten thousand of the king’'s subjects were bidden to
enjoy. The good king was attired in cloth-of-gold
gamibhed with pcarls and precioiis stones.

The feasting, hospitality, andrejoicing continued
throughout the entire week. It was a season of
universal merriment and good-will.

There is no palace at Westminster now, and
there are no more bangiiets in the old hall. It
was not until the times of Cood Queen Bess that
the Westminster celebrations carne to an end.



Each king strove to be meirier and more charitable

Has the world forgotten that Christ wasborn?

than the last; but times have changed. This Have kings forgotten thc poor? No. In every
year, when the deep-toned Westminster dock home there is to be a feast. The poor have Christ
THE KINC'S PEAVr.— IIHI-'HING THE VIANOS.

pedis out the advent of the glad Christmas-day,
it is dark ljanqueting hall.
shadows only on the oid, oid

in tire There are
roof; shadows on
Ilhe oid stone floor. The oid kings are sleeping
ni the neighboring abbey. The voice of the min-

sirels is no longer heard.

and Clivistmas in their own houses now. In the
morning the church bells will ring. Millions of
happy voices will c.ill, * Merry Christmas !” Twice
as many million twinkling cycs will peer into half
as many million wcll-fillcd stockings.

kings and cooks to make us happy !

No need for



AMONG THE

LAW-MAKERS*

(RecoUectioHs ofa Page in the United States Seiuite.)

By Edmiund Alton.

Chapter Il
THE MAJESTY OF A SENATE PAGE.

T he second day of the session | began to fecl
at home, and in the course of a week con-
sidered myself qualified to do anything required.
I had to become familiar with all the various
rooms and nooks and corners of the Capitel,
and learn exactly where to go when sent upon a
message. It became necessary for me to acquaint
myselfwith every senator and officer of the Sen-
ate, and this of itself was quite an undertaking.
There were the Secretary of thc Senate and a num-
ber of gentleraen who attended to the clerical duties
in connection with the proceedings of that body.
Then there was the Sergeant-at-Arms, whose duty
it was to execute the comraands of the Senate in
preserving order and punishing offenses, and he
had quite a corps of assistants, among whom we
pages counted ourselves not the least by any
means. More formidable in numbers was the
House of Rcpresentatives. 1had to be about as
well posted in regard to thc members and officers
of that liody as of the Senate itself, because the
senators were constantly writing notes to the
representatives, and sending us on other messages
to the other wing ofthe Capitol. And, furthermore,
there was a large army of dignitaries, public offi-
cials, and prominent citizens, who were constantly
coming to tbe Capitol to visit or confer with con-
gressmen, and it was useful to know the fiames
and faces of as many of these as possible.

The senators would send us on every conceiv-
able sort of errand, and | found my store of
mformation rapidly increasing each day. Occa-
sionally, however, 1 would be puzzled. Some of
the senators were rather reckless in their chirog-
raphy, and frequently one .of them would simply
hand to me a letter or a scrap of paper with some
writing on it, without saying anything at all, ex-
pecting me to understand what he wished. |
-would turn these notes upside down, sideways,
eand corncrways, and could hardly tell from
the hieroglyphics whether the words were good
old Anglo-Saxon or Hebrew. If a fly had fallen
into an ink-bottle, and, after being extricated,
had walked over tbe paper on which such scrawls
were written, dragging the ink after it, thc tracks
mon its line of march could have bcen almost as

< Copyright, 1884, by Edmund Alton.

readily translated into the English language. But,
though | was very young and not especially prc-
cocious, | studied these various eccentricities, or
styles— | was about to say “ systems”— of legisk-
tive handwriting with such ardor, that I finally be-
came able to read them all. So well known did
this accomplishment of mine become, that | was
frequently appealed to by persons about the Cap.
itol to decipher writings of other people,
strange as

and,
it may seem, senators have actually
asked me to read their own marks which they
themselves have been unaljle to recognize after
making. | joked a senator about this one day,
and told him | thought it was curi-
ous he could notread his own hand-
writing. He did not like to acknowl-
edge this fact, and declared that he
could.

“ Well,” said 1, picking up a letter
which he had just written and which
lay upon his desk, “ 1’0 wager, sir,
you can’t tell what word that is,” and
| putmy two hands upon thc sheet of
paper so as to cover all of the writing
except that particular word.

“ Oh,” he exclaimed, as if | were
doing an unreasonalile thing in cover-
ing up the other words, “ take your
hands away !”

But then he could not make out
the word, even by the help of the
others or the context of the letter, and
laughingly admitted that he had for-
gottcn what the scratches were in-
tended for. At another time, | saw
on a desk a piece of paper that had on
it a comical likeness or image of a
human skeleton in miniature— a prn-
file view of the skull, the ribs, and
the other bones, even to the foot. |
wondered who the senatorial artist was, and in
handUng the paper | chancad to turn it an-
other way. And what do you think it was? h
was n't meant for a skeleton, after all. It was noth-
ing else than a very hasty autograph of Senator
George F. Edmunds.

But even if the handwriting had been legible,
the meaning of the inscriptions was frequently bc-
wudering. For example,

WHAT A PAGE
HAPE ouT
or THE Au*
TOGRAPH.

how in the fiame of
common sense was an ordinary mortal (and espe-

All rights rcserved.



cially a young mortal, fresh from the pages of
Shakspeare and Scott) to know that the memo-
randum “ H. 432”7 meant that the senator wanted
“ Houseof Representatives Bill, No. 432" ? Yet that
was an easy enigma compared with some others.
One useful rule of conduct, however, | learned
at the very beginning of my experience — | never
betrayed my ignorance to a senator. Had | done
so he might not have had sufficient confidcnce in
my ability to entrust me with an important mes-
sage, and mighthave calledanotherpage. If, there-
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THE LADY FINDS IN THE PAGS AN INFLUENTJAL

fore, a senator asked me to carry a dispatch to
the House of Representatives and hand it to a cer-
tain member, | would undcrtake the charge with
perfect self-possession, and if | did not know the
member, 1 would manage to find him by inquiry
after 1 got to the House. Sometimes | would be
sent for a certain book, and | would hardly know
where to go tor [t—= whether to the Senate Eibrary,
where are kept books only of a particular class,
or to the Law Library, which contains works on
pure'ly Mgal subjects, or to the immense Congres-
sional Library, including hundreds of thousands
of volumes; and sometimes 1 would have to try
each of these librarles before 1 cnuid get the book.

FRIEND.

But I always succeeded in doing it, and without
wastc of time on my part. Only once, during the
whole term of four years that lwas in the Senate,
did a senator ever feel provoked at the manner in
which | executed any order given to me, It was
a memorable day. He was making a very im-
portant argument, tho galleries were packed, and
every one was listening intently to what he was
saying. In the course of his specch he liad
occasion to refer to a certain book, and. searching
through the pile he had upon his table, found
that the one he needed
was not there. | was
standing at the end of
the clerk’s desk, and,
looking straight at me,
he called out:

“ Bring me the third
volume of the Trial of
Queen Caroline."

i supposed that he
would not be able to
proceed with his speech
without the book, and
I felt very anxious to
bring it to him as quick-
ly as possible. 1 knew
the book very well, bav-
ing had occasion to get
itbefore, and that it was
in the Law Library on
the floor below, under-
neath the room occupied
by the Supreme Court.
It was quite a distance,
but I had my slippers
on, and | almost flew
through the marble cor-
ridors, going down the
winding stair-way in a
manner that must have
astonished people wbo
saw me. Rushing into

theroom, gasping for breath, Isaid to thelibrarian:

“ Senator wants the third volume of the
Trialof Queen Caroline, please.”

It was a book that he could have found and
given to me in a very few moments, but for some
reason or other he did not seem inclined to rise
out of the chair in which he was sitting. After
waiting a short ivhile and roalizing that every mo-
ment’'s delay detracted from my glory,

appealcd to him :
“Wontyou please get me the book?

ator is in the midst of a specch, and
forit.” But the librarian answcred;
can wait.”

(SEE P. 141.)

I again

The sen-
is waiting
“ Well, he
And thcn he continued to sit there,



perfectly unconcerned, for
fully five minutes. Soon, in
came a page, who shouted
to me very excitedly: “ You
'd better hurry up witb that
book!” And the librarian
merelysmiledsardonically—
“butneverawordspakc he.”

Two or three minutes —
later another page en-
tered, more excited than
the first, and | really be-
lieve that, before the libra-
rian condescended to get the
book, nearly every page in
the Senate was there to es-
cort me Isack in disgrace 10 the Sen-
ate Chambcr. The errand would
ordinarily have taken perhaps five
minutes; if the librarian had acted
prompdy, | believe | would have ac-
complished it within three minutes;
as it was, the delay was at least fifteen
minutes, and when | reached the Sen-
ate, 1 hardly had the courage to give
the book to the senator, who was still
speaking. As | approached him with
it, he gave a majestic wave of his hand,
saying very sharply and in a tone that
was heard by every one: “ You may
take it back. 1 don’t want it now.”
This made the tcars come to my eyes.
I knew | had done the best I could;
yet all my good intentions and earnest™
effort went for naught. | suppose the
spectatorswere unanimouslyof the opin-
ion that 1 was a very lazy and stupid
boy. Since that occurrcnce, in my
battle with woiidly affairs, 1 have
frequently been unjustly
suspected and accused by r fs
people who knew nothing v
of the facts, but based their
judgment merely upon ap-
pearanccs, as in this case. But
people who do not know the
facts in any matter have
hardly thc right to form,
much less to express, an
unfavorable opinion of a fel-
low-man. That is thc way
I have always felt since | be-
came oid enough to look at things
philosophically.

And so, although | feltstung, |

gritted my teeth and walkedquietlyto my
place. | had made quite a reputation for being

prompt, polite, and intclligent, and the senator
possibly feared he had hurt my feelings,
when perhaps | had not merited such
r treatment, for after the Senate ad-
joiirned he asked me the cause
of thc delay. ! stated that I
had brought the book to him
as soon as | could get it, but
said nothingfurther, thinking that
explanation sufficient. Some of
the pages, however, who had clus-
- - tered about to hear the sena-
tor scold me, here interposed,
_ and told how the librarian had
idly sat in his chair, apparenth
out of sheer wickedness. What
thc senator did, I do not know,
but | heard that he gave the
librarian a little discourse that
was chiefly remarkable on account
of its forciblc adjectives. If so,
I presume the librarian regarded
me as responsible for it; but I

was not.
It required considerable dipH-
macy to execute many of the mi'-
sions coinmitted to us without get-
ting into difficulty. 1 have been
sent on very important messages
involvingsccrecy and tact, andhave
had to convey unpleasant inform.n-
tiontoungentlemanlybeings. My
duties threw me among people
of all grades and conditions,
Svil' . from thc President of the

United
States to
the humblesi

person in the land.
THE PAGES TANTALIZE THE KEPOFTER,



People would come to the Senate and send in
their cards to senators who did not wish to see
them. Many ofthese were “ bores,” and we can not
blame the legislators for declining to be bothered.
But, on the contrary, | have often seen poor men
and women haunting the doors of the Senate day
after day, beseeching just one moment’s interview,
with an earnestness that always aroused my sym-
pathy.

Some of the senators, not knowing these people
or not wishing to be troubled at the time, would
give various excuses for not coming out. On one
occasion a very pleasant-looking lady, who evidently
wished assistance in some matter of great impor-
lance to her, asked me to hand her card to a sena-
tor, whose fiame | shall not mention, and | did as
shc requested. The senator looked at the card,
and at once said ; “ Tell the lady I am very busy,
and must ask her to excuse me.”

I accordingly gave the message to thc lady.
“ But,” 1 added, “ if there is anything you desire to
say to him, I shall bo very glad to carry the mes-
sage.” She then explained that her husband was
an invalid soldier and had what
“ pension claim ”

is known as a
against thc Government, and
that, as a law of Congress was necessary before
the claim could be paid, she wished some senator
to introduce a “ bili” {which is thc first step to-
ward a “ law,” as 1 wil hereafter explain), in
order that her family might get the money and
relieve their urgent wants. She further stated
that she was not acquainted with any members
of the Senate or House, btit had presumed to ap-
ply to this senator, as he was from her State. |
then told hev that 1 did not think he would be
likely to trouble himself much about the matter,
but that, if she desired, | would speak to Sena-
tor Pratt, who was Chairman of thc Committee
on Pensions of the Senate, and that as he was
a very kind-hearted man 1| was sure he would
assist her, although he was not one of the two
senators from her State. She said that she
would be grateful if I would help her in any
way, as she did not know what to do. 1 took her
papers and went to Senator Pratt, told him all
about the case, and asked him if he would not do
what he could. He said, “ Where is the lady ?”
I lold him she was walting in the reception-room,
and he replied, “ Well. take me to her,” which 1
did. The result was that the senator introduced
the bili for her, and that it passed through both
Houses of Congress, was approved by the Presi-
dent, became a law, and she got her money within
a few wecks.

It was thus very often in our power to aid stran-
gers and others. | have many a time spoken with
senators who refused to see descrving people

seeking interviews, telling them that the applicants
were old or delicate or some other facts to excite
their interest, and the senators as often would
change their minds and go out and see the persons.

But while thc pages could be considérate and
obliging, they could also be otherwise, if their
dignity were involvod. W< could be as “ aggra-
vating ” as any boys can be, when we wished, and
some folks must have thought us little demons.
While we were employed to wait upon the
senators, “ outsiders” would encroach upon our
good-natiire and ask us to do things which they
could do as well themselves, and when, per-
haps, we had our hands full of other work. We
always refused to attend to these matters, if they
were put in the shape of a demand instead
of a request. There were several newspaper re-
porters in the gallery over the Vice-President’s
chair, to which I have referred, who frequently
ignorcd our rights. A repoérter would wish to ask
a question of a senator, and, not caring particularly
to come down the stairs and send in his card,
would drop a note from the gallery, expecting one
of US to pick it up and hand it to the senator to
whom itwas addressed. This was arather oflicious
request sometimes, as we were tired and worn
out from excessive running, and would hardly feel
like going up to where the repérter was, in the
roundabout way tn which we should have had to
go, to deliver him the information called for, and
then come all the way back. But, whether we were
tired or full of activity, we did not like the matter-
of-course manner inwhich someofthc reportcrs had
demandecl our services ; and we would often let the
note remain where it had fallen on the carpet.
Sometimes, out of pugnacity, we would surround
the paper and walk around it, gazing at it ap-
parently with great curiosity, but evincing no
inclination to touch it. Finally, when the repoérter
would lean over the edge of the gallery, and, in
a very obsequious manner, would bow his head
and smile and go through a lot of gymnastics to
indicate to everybody else in the gallevics that
the® squib” would not “ go off,” and that he
would be excecdingly obliged if one of our ex-
cellencics would graciously convey the paper to its
desired destination, one of us would pick it up;
but not until then.

In addition to the duties belonging to the
position of page, | soon became competcnt to
assist officers of the Senate in various ways; at
one time, relieving a door-keeper at his post;
at another, acting as a scribe, or private secretary,
to a senator. But the honor or privilcgc that 1
particularly enjo>’cd was that of hauling up the
flag. Every day, when the Senate met, a flagwould
be hoisted to the top of the staff on the roof
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of the Senate, to notify people of that fact, and
it would so rcmain until the Senate adjourned for
the day, when it would be lowercd. The same
thing was done as regards the sessions of the
House.

The man who had charge of the Senate flag,
not caring about the trouble of ascending the
tedious stairs leading to the roof, finally permitted
me to act for him. Accordingly, every day, a
little before the time for the meeting of the Sen-
ate, | would get the keys and go aloft, and,
having arranged the flag and halyards, would
wait there with the rope in my hand, ready
to act. When the steam-whistles all over the city
began to blow, announcing twelve o’clock, | would
haiil away until the flag reached the top of the
pole, and, after fastening the ropo near the bottom,
I would descend to the Senate Chmnber, 'vith a pro-
found conviction that I was, after all, a very impor-
tant personage. Sometimes | would have so many
other matters to attend to, that | would forget to
haulthe flag up for several hours after the meeting
ofthe Senate; and thcn sometimes | would go home
after the Senate adjourned, forgetting to lowecr it,
and itwould remain there during the entire night.
But no great harm resulted from these omissions,
except that occasionally senators, not observing the
flag, would stay at home when they should have
been at the Senate, or, seeing it waving, would
trudge to the Capitol only to find that the Senate
had adjourned and that they could return whence
they carne.

That flag, although to me an object ofdevotion,
gave me more or less annoyance. Frequently, at
such a height, the wind blows with considerable
violence, and, in a stiff breeze, after hauling the
flag to the top, | would attempt to fastcn the hal-
yards, and notbe aware, until some one mentioned
the fact long afterward, that | had left the flag at
half-mast. This was caused by the rope slipping
while | was fastening it at the bottom. Of course,
the flag at half-mast being an indication that a
senator or some other great functionary of the
Government was dcad, this State of affairs was
somewhat cmbarrassing. But | capped the cli-
max one day. The Senate had been in session
for several hours, when in carne a senator who had
just arrived at the Capitol, and inquired ofa group
of fellow law-makers what the Senate was in dis-
tress about. He thcreupon narrated something

that caused them to ehucklc as if it were a
joke; and after they had enjoyed themselves fora
while in this way, one of them sent for Cap-
tain Bassett, and spoke to him. The Captain then
carne to me and told me to go up to the roof and
see if the flag were all right. | could not imagine
what could be the matter with it, but when |
stepped on the roof |l at once beheld the cause of
the mirth. In raising the flag | had hauled away
on the wrong rope, and there was the grand ensign
of our Republic floating scrcnely in the breeze —
upside down !

Of course, during the few days that it took me
to become familiar with iny duties, the Senate coii-
tinued its sessions. That is, it did not suspend
them on my account; but nothing extraordinary
happened until the twentieth of December, when
both Houses of Congress adjourned to the sixth of
January. As neither body can adj.ourn for a longer
pcriod than three days without the consent of
the other, it became necessary for both Houses to
agtce to this, which was done by means of a Joint
Resolution. Not much business is transacted by
Congi-ess during the month of December. The
Congrcssinen hardly arrive in Washington and
unpack their trunks before they begin to think
about Christmas and New Year’s, and wish to
dcpart for their far-arvay homes to enjoy the ac-
customecl festivities about their own firesides.
Upon re-asscmbling in January, both bodies ap-
plied themselves to work in good earnest, and
my labors increased in proportion.

But while attending to the duties demanded of
me, | was very observant of the manner in which
the law-makers attended to their own. Having
become connected with the Senate and intro-
duced to it, as 1 have described, and feeling,
with the natural conceit of an American boy, that
| thereby became a part of the Legislativo Depart-
ment of the Government, | considered that 1ought
to inform myself thoroughly about the powers of
Congress, and therefore resolved to watch closely
the proceedings of each body in the great business
of Icgislation. As some of you may wish to know
the result of my observations, I will cndeavor to
state briefly the course pursued in the enactment
ofa law, giving you, however, fair warning to arm
yourselves with dictionaries. And in this connec-
tion | will rcdeem my promise to explain the mode
of electing Congressmen.

(To he cOftiinufd.)



IMPRISONED

By C. F.

«sai1 ahoy!” came a shrill hail from the forc-
lup of the trim bark “ Laughing Polly,” as it
bowled along in the latitude and near vicinity of
the South Slietland Islands.

“ Where away?” answered a tall man with a
tronicndoiis voice, who was pacing up and down
the quarter-deck, muffled in a great pea-jacket.

“ Dead ahead !” came the voice of the lookout,
who was the captain’s son. He had taken the
watch so as to be the first to sight land after the
long run to the south.

The captain swung himself into the rigging,
"ave a glance at the supposed vessel, and then
dropped to the deck again with a loud laugh.
“ Your ship is an iceberg,” he called out. “A
pretty sailor-man you are,” he added, “ not to tell
an iceberg from a whalcr.”

“ 1 can see her spars,” shouted back thc boy,
who would not acknowledge his mistake ; and in-
deed the nearer they approached, the more the
objcct appeared like a vessel on the same course as
tliciuselves. It scemcd a veritable ship, careening
slightly in the brisk breeze.
top-sails,

There were the white
with thc shadows on them distinctly
visible, and Ned — for that was ourlook out’s fiame
— almost thought !ie made out a peimant at her
mi2zcn-peak. So remarkable was the sight that
thc sailors all gathered in a group forward, and
watched the strange sail. But on getting within a
mile of it, they plainly discerned that it was an ice-
berg of enonnous diraensions, and which even, at
that distance, seemed to tower above them. Its
resemblance to a ship was quickly lost, and it
loomcd up a great mountain of blue ice. moment-
arily changing its shape and color.

The captain had just given orders to shifc the
course of thc vessel, when a cry of astonishment
rose from the crew, who were still watching the
distantbcrg. The captain and mate rushed for-
ward, and saw the cause of the excitement. The
icc-inountain had changed its position, and instead
of being uprightwas heeling ovcr. Fasterit moved,
until finally, fairly overbalanccd, it fell ovcr in the
water with a mighty crash.hurling into thc air great
waves thrcc times as high as tlieir mast-head, and
sending out huge rollers on either side, while vast
btncks of ice seemed to brcak off and float away.

“It's gone,” shouted Ned excitedly.

“ NU, itisn’t,” said bis father.
eyes on it,”

The words were liardly spoken ijy the captain

“ Just keep your

IN AN

ICEBERG.
Holuer.

before a still more remarkable phenomenon oc-
curred; the icebergappeared gradually vising from
the sea, slowly resuming its original shape, like an
island bf ice being forced above the surface by
some invisible power. Slowly but perceptibly it
rose, until finally the astonished sailors saw the
gigantic berg, almost as large as before, rocking
and oscillating, again upright upon the surfacc.

In the meantime a series of waves from the
scene of action had reached them, and Ned was
nearly thrown from the foretopgallant-top, where
he was still clinging. The ship pitched so violently
that it seemed almost as if they had experienced a
series of tidal waves.

“ It's only an upset,” said the captain, as Ned
rejoincdhim ondeck. “ You see, one ofthese great
ijergs floats about until it gets top-heavy, which is
occasioned by the lower portion, a thousand or
fifteen hundred feet below, striking, perhaps, a
warm currcnt that melts it away, until finally the
exposed portion overbalances the base, and over it
goes with a thundering crash, as we have seen.”

“ 1 had no idea a berg as large as tbat could
tip over,” said the young sailor.

“ 1 have seen larger ones than that roll,”
replied the captain. “ There seems to be no
limit to their size. An iceberg was observed some
years ago, not four hundred miles from here, that
was two and a half miles long, over two miles
broad, and a hundred and fifty feet high, and it
must have weighed fifteen hundred million tons.
Yet that ivas by no means a large one. ! have
seen them off Cape Horn nearly eight hundred
feet high ; and a mass of icebergs was once seen
sixty miles long by forty broad, and three hundred
feethigh. As only one-tenth of thc whole mass rises
above the water, the higherout of water, the larger
they are, and one which cxposcs two hundred feet
would probably have eighteen hundred feet under
water.”

The conversation ivas here interrupted by a hail
always welcome on a whaler. Whether it was
“ There she blows!” or“ W haleo’!” they could
not make out; but seeing thc lookout pointing
toward thc floating island, they turned thatVay.

The vessel had suddeniy passed a projection
of the bcrg that showed them its broad side and
snowy peak looming three hundred feet into the
air, and near the top, frozen in thc icy block,
was the black body of an immense whale.

“ Never mind the boats,” said the captain, re-



te

THE WHALE WIfHIN THE ICBDBRCJ.

coveriiig from his astonishment, and rccalling an A frozen whale in c_ommand of a sh_ip_of ice,
order which he had given upon hearing the bail. said Ned. “And to think that we saw it rise three
“ Well, that beats all my experience in thirty hundred feet from the water !” ) )
years’ whaling,” he continued. “ A fin-back in “ It’s the greatcst leap on record,” exclaimoci

. » his father, “ and as such jumps don’t occur ever)
an iceberg 1



day, we may as well have a nearer view ”; and, in-
striicting the helmsman, the whaler was hauled
a point or so on the wind. It was soon found,
however, that a nearer view of the whale would
involve being becalmed in the lee of the berg, so
the boat was lowered, and the captain and Ned
were soon being pulled toward the huge prisoner
nfthe ice-island.

As theyapproached, the sight became still more
remarlvable and iinpressive. The sight was very
tantalizing to the whalers, as there above their reach
uas the gaine they were in search of, but it was out
of their power to dislodge it from its bed of ice,
and they reluctantly rowed back under the shadow
ofthe berg. Looking up at the imprisonedwhale.
they saw that it was a rorqual nearly one hundred
feet in length — the largest ofliving animals.

As the wind had died down, they could notloave,
and so tliey witnessed the effect of sunset on the
ice-island. The tall peak was floodcd with golden
lights; dark shadows crept up its sides, gradually
changing the golden radiance to gleaming silver,
then to gray, which was in turn lostin the approacli-
ing gloom. But soon the moon appeavcd, balhing
the berg with its silvery light and bringing out with
startling distinctness the frozcn giant

Late into the night the sailors watchcd the island
of ice, fearing that perhaps the surface currcnt
might bring them dangevouslj' near it, but finall)'
tlie wind sprang up, the sails filled, and the frozen
«shale was soon lost in the distance.

Upon the return of tlic whaler, two years latcr,
the story was told, and it was found that several
sea-captains had observed similar sights. Onc had

WHAT THE PHILOSOPHER

Bv M rs. W.

T he Pliilosopher la\' on the soft fur rug, with
his toe in his moulh, thinking.

Though not remarkably large in any other re-
spect, ho was a very great philosopher. Indeed,
his entire life had been spcnt in profound cogita-
tion upon most importantsubjects. He had reflectod
and experiincntod upon the phenomena of light
and sound, with gravity so undisturbecl and iiitcr-
est so absorbed as to draw upon him the admiring
observation of all who knew him.

The Philosopherwas baki-headed! Philosophcrs
are apt to be. Arduous and protiactcd mental
effort is said to result frequentiy in the rcmoval
of naturc’sbeautiful covering from ¢ The wondrous
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seen a polar bear so imprisoned, while others told
nf enormous rocks and bowldcrs that the bergs
liftcd from the sea. The presence of the whale in
the berg was cxplained in a remarkable «'ay. The
huge animal was not entombed at sea, but it had
been washed upon tlic thick icc-sheet in ihe lee of
some antarctic island (those shcets sometimos ex-
lend many miles from shore); the snow from the
shore liad blown over it year after year, melting
and freczing, until finally it was surrounded by
hard, clear ice; the «eight, ever increasing, forced
the sheet under water, and as the snow was con-
tinuaily piling up on the top and changing to ice,
the great mass with tlie imprisoned «hale finally
projected far out under the sea. The snow contin-
ucd still melting and freezing, but piling upward.
And then its weight, or perhaps a heavy gale, dc-
tachecl the mass from the field, and it floatecl away,
an island of ice, bcaring the captured whale be-
neath the sea.

As «-e have seen, the warmer currents wear
away the submerged portion until the berg be-
came top-hcavy and overturaed, bringing the long-
imprisoned monstcr high up in air.

Sometimes, instead of being frozcn in and carried
tosea, «'halesare forced farinland. Captain Pendle-
ton, who accompanied one of the United States ex-
peditions to the Antarctic Sea, saw a whale two hun-
dred and eighty feetfrom tlic surface of the water,
in an ice-cliffeight hundred fcet high. Whales and
their skeletons have not only been found above the
lev-el of the sea at South Shctland, but a mile and
a half inland away from the sliorc— wonderful
examples of the power of frozen snow and water.

SAID ON CHRISTMAS-DAY.

H. Daniers.

cago of thougbt." But in the case of this particu-
lar philosopher, the danger nf ovcrtasking the
brain had become earlier apparent; his hair had
never grown at all! The round head, which hekl
msuch remarkable ideas, had always been bald !

The Philosopher was also toothless! Was he,
then, so very agcd ?

Being constantly absorbed in the considcration
of matters of so much greater importance, he
had given little heed to the passagc of time ; and,
perhaps for that reason, he could not have told you
his own age; but he «-as certainly of the opinién
that he liad lived very long indccd. A scttled
dignity and cahn was expressed upon his counte-



nance, as of one too long familiar with events tobe
disturbed by their changes. Indeed, he could not
remember when he had not been alive; which
would seem to imply that he had always lived.

He did not object to being without teeth- He
thought that, in the nature of things, bones ought
to be covered with warm, rosy flesh. His own
were; and he did not care to make an exception
in favor of teeth. They might as well stay where
they were; he had a conviction that this woukl
save him a great deal of trouble.

Besides, it left more room to put his toe in his
mouth.

The Philosophcr beUeved thathc had discovered
the true design and purpose of the human loe.
He observed that the community at large seemed
to suppose that it was intended to be tied in clumsy
leathern bags and to be walked upon. This the
Philosophcr felt to be an error. He did not propose
fowalk. W hy should he give himselfso much need-
Tess trouble? People knew where he wished to go,
and what he liked to have; and it was not only
their obvious duty, but their highest pleasure, to
carry out his dcsires. The Grand Turk himself
was not more serenely sure of being carefully and
devotcdly served. Then, if that soft, dimpled
foot was not meant for walking, for what was it
intended?

Upon this problem the Philosopher had ex-
pended much thought, while holding that chubby
member in both hands and scrutinizing it closely.
Usually he looked at it after the manner of ordi-
nary mortals; but sometimes, when his interest
was most absorbing and the question what to do
with it especially perplexing, he would look on thc
left side of his foot with his right eye, and on the
right side of it with his left eyc,— the mcthod by
which all great mctaphysicians endeavor to exam-
ine both sides of a subject.

It was in onc of these rapt momecnts that an in-
spiration came to him; thc object of the toe was—
to complete tke Circuit! Quicker than thought he
poppcd it into his mouth. The cxperimcnt abun-
dantly justificd his conclusions; he liad iindoubt-
edly discovered the chiefend of man. From that
hour, whcnevcr he wished to indulge in deep and
continuous thinking, howas careful first to arrange
this return circuit for the current of thought.

The Philosopher had his own revercd divinity,
and his religious bclicfs were at once strong and
steadfast. The divinity of Ufe and love which he
worshiped was embodicd in a female form.

She often appeared to his delighted visién, com-
ing from he knew not where, in thc immensities
ofspace: but never failing to bcnd over him, with

heaven shining in her eyes, and smiling on her
lips. His faith in her was boimdless; he trustcd
her love more fully than his own ivisdom or
strength ; and he knew that in her tender care were
perfect safcty and happiness.

The Philosopher never gave utterance to tlie
thoughts which thrilled his being. He knew the
power of silence,— thc mighty influence of a nature
strong enough to rcpress at will all expression of
itself. In vain had proud friends and admiring
followers besought him for a single word- In vain
they said to each other, “ What rfd you suppose
he is thinking about?” He only turned his large
blue eyes upon them in a silence thc mystery of
which shut them out from all communication with
the wondcrs of his inner life. They might observe
him, and, if they were wise enough, read the proc-
esscs of his mind from results;
deigned further to enlighten them.

Not that he did not desire to speak; of course
he did. Sometimes a thought ardse so grand and
strong as almost to iift his soul away from its clay;
or a loving feeling, so sweet and tender as to bring
heaven’s angels down to his side. At such times
his heart overflowed with longing to tcll his happi-
ness; but he was aware that “ The wine of thought
should have ampie time to settle and clear, before
being drawn off into flasks of speech ” ; in accord-
ance with which decision, he would tlirust his rosy
fist into his mouth, as a siopper to keep the words
back.

It was on Christmas-day that he lay on the rug,
thinking. And he was thinking of Christmas,— of
all tlic love and blessedness it holds; all thc for-
getfulness of sclf and thought for others which it
means.

At this moment his beloved divinity bent over
him; and as he looked up into her beautiful face
she said, in the language which sucir clivinities
oftenest use, “ What was him finkin’ about, oid
Pessus? W asitKissmus? Soitwas; whatdoeshiin
fink about it? ” and witb that she pulled the little
rosy connccting link of thought from his mouth.

That was too much for even his powers of re-
prossion. He had to speak then. All his love
and his decp comprchcnsion of the truest wisdom
found voice in a moment.

The Philosopher smiled as he gave utterance,
for the first time, to his opinions concerning Christ-
mas. And the Philosopher said:

“Ak-k, Goo-00-00-0! "

Philosophers

but he never

need not nccessarily speak
English language. Indeed, it has long been con-
sidcred cssential that thc jjrofoundest thought
should not be too easily understood.

ihe



\ICHOLAS ALEXANDROVITCH,

By Edna Dea

The Bo)--prince whose portrait is here given,
and who may one day rule llie Russian Empire, is
the Grand-cluke Nicholas, elclcstson ofthe Emperor
Alexandcr 111. and Princess Maria Dagmar (Day-

dawn), of Denmark, now the Empress Maria
Feodovovna, His distinctive title, as cldest son
and heir, is the Csarea'itch, which means the son
of the Czar. All Russian boys and girls are dcs-

igriated as sons and daughtcrs uf their failicr-
The Russian termination e-oitch or ovitch means
son of; evna or oviia. daughter of; Alexandrovitch
is son of Alexandcr; Alcxandrovna, daughter of

CROWN PRINCE OF RUSSIA.

n Proctor.

Alcxander. The younger sons of the Czar would
be George orMichacl Alexandrovitch, but only the
eldcst is spoken of as Czarcvitch. The fame
which the Empress took when she was aclmitted to
Che Russian Clnirch significs the daughter of
Fcodor (Theodore), this bcing onc of the fiames
of her father, King Christian of Dcnmark.
Gnind-dukc Nicholas was born May 18, 1868, at
Czarskoe Solo (Czar’svillage), an imperial summer

palace, fifteen miles south of St. Petersburg.
This spacious palace stands wupon the Neva
banlt, over two hundred fcet above the water,



nnd is surrounded by extensivo grounds so pcr-
fectly kept ihat you can hardly find even a dcad
leaf upon thc lawns. The interior is adorned
with precious marbies and mosaies, costly bronzes,
tapestries from the Gobelin looms. and all that
the Empress Catharine Il., who completed it, could
bring together to add to its beauty and grandcur.
It has always been a favorite residenco of the
imperial family, and its park an attractive resort
for thc pcople. The first vailway in Russia ivas
built from St. Petcrsburg to Czarskoe Selo.

Crown princes have so much to learn that they
must begin early and lose no time. Until his
ninth year the education of the young Grand-
duke was superintendecl by Madame de Flotoiv,
one of the ladies of honor who had followed the
Princcss Dagniar from Deninark to Russia. In
1877 the charge was given to Licutenant-General
Danilovitch, who has arranged the Prince’s hours
of instruction in accordance with those of the
miliury gymnasiums. His regular lessons are
from cight in thc morning till three in the after-
noon, but with such intermissions that they never
excced five hours a day. His afternoons are spent
in walks with thc Emperor, or in outdoor sports,—
riding, swimming, fishing, fencing, g"mmastics,—
of all of which he is very fond; and his evenings
are devotcd to preparing for next day’s lessons,
reading, and keeping a diary. He is an excellent
scholar and linguist; enters into his studies svith
much spirit, and speaks fluently Russian, Danish,
French, German, and English. The crown princes
of England and Germany may study if they like
at the univcrsities, but the hcir of Russia must be
educated by private tutors.

Last May, upon his sixteenth birthday, thc day
on which the Princc became of age, he renewed
his oath of adhcrence to the orthodox church, the
ceremonies taking place in the chapel ofthe Winter
Palace at St. Pctersburg. As heir to the Russian
throne, he accompanied the Emperor and Empress
to their recent meeting with the sovereigns of Ger-
many and Austria.

In person the Princc is slight and delicately
formcd, svith fair complexion and aiiburn hair;
and he usually svcars a sailor costume, svhich suits
his slendcr figure. He is a meniber of thc Preo-
brajcnsky (Transfiguration) Guaid, the famous
regiment foundcd by Peter thc Great; and by

birth he is Attaman (chief) of all the Cossacks of
the empire. It is his pvivilege to svear the uniforni
of any regiment he pleases. This in sshich he is
piciui-cd is tliat of thc Hussars.

Neithcr for crosvn princes in Europe, fior for
boys and giris in America, can we predict whai
the rolling years will bring; biu sse will all give
our lIsest ss'ishes tn

THE CZAREVITCH.

Son of the dauntless sea-kings,
Heir of thc mighty Czars,

W hat stately crosvns his brow may sveai-,
His brcast what jcsveled stars!

All night the red auroras flamed
Down fiom thc icc-fields lorn,

And thc wincls bicsv sssift from the Southern

steppes

To greet his natal morn;

The guns of thc Fortress thundered;
The church-bclls thrilled thc air;

Te Deums glorious stolc to heaven
Ily many an altar fair;

A thousand thousand prayers went up
That the Lord might giiard and giiidc

The boy who lay in his mother’s arms
By Neva’'s brimming tide.

God help thc lad whose words may bless
Or blight where’er they fall,

From woods Carpathians’windshavestirrcd,
To China’s winding wall;

And from Solovetsk, whose crosses gleam
Athwavt the Frozen seas,

To so6ft Crimean vales that dream
In balm and summer ease!

God grant that thc Russian peasant
The Khivan by the border,

The roving Kalmuck of the steppe,
The valiant Cossack warder,

The Polc by broad-armed Vistula,
The Tartar by the sea,

And all thc countless clans and tribes
S'vaycd by thc Czar’'s dccree,

May find that might and right are one
Within thc vast domain.

And dweil in pcace nnd loyalty
When he shall come to rcign |
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12Ih ©HE SJI>. rilGHOLAS fILMANAG

MONTH. i
BY ROYAL AND BARR HiLL.
D&y rXiy Moon's Moon's Sun On
of of Age. PKTCO. NooTt Holidays and Incldents.
Montli.  Week. Mrvrk.
H. M The sun, as he's nearing the end of his course,
A g Mon 14 Taurus 11’ W N ovp» drives wich the goal jn che traces;
’ v And santa Claus'relndccr are ciose 10 him now,
N Tues. FULI. 11.50  Cnear Saturo. A's on lowurd Christmas he races.
3 Wed. 10 Orion. 11.50 John Flaxman, died 1826.
4  Thnr. 17 Gemini n.ci  Thos. Carlyle, b. 1793. SroUT FOR THE MOKTH.
5 Fri. 18 Céancer 11.61 Alcx, Dumas. dicd 1670.
71b) Cnear Reguios.
G sat. 19 1182 ( )__ 3 9 Ct-RAR the trackl Quick, turn back!
7 20 l,co 11.52 zd Siinday in -Adveoc. Here come che sleds with the boys!
a Mon. 21 11.52 C near Japiter. Rosy cheeks) Funny frcaks!
)] Tues. 2 Virgo 11.63 John Milton, born 1008. And ncver-ccasing noise
10 Wed. 23 11-33
111 Thur 24 11.54  Cnear Spica. Evenin't Skiks for Vaunu Astronomers.
© Fri. 25 11.54 (See Iniroduciion, page 255, St. Nicholas forJanuary.)’
18 Sat. 20 Libra. 11.65 (i4th) ene*!* Venus.
u 27 11.63 3tl Sunday in Advent, Decemdek xjth, 8.30 1. m. _
. Saturn is still our only evenling star; he iS now at bis
. . Louts Agassiz, cl. 1878.
15 Mon 28 11.56 9 brightcsi and fis still in the consiellation Taurm. W e have
n; Tues. 20 Il-5f Jane Austen, dtcd 1775. now many of the constehadons and stars in view ihac we be-
117 Wed. NEW 11.57 Bccthoven, born 1770. gan the year vAiih. Not only Tanrus ntii Orion is fully
. above the horixon. In the east is Procynn of 0O»«¢r Minor,
la Thur, ! 11.57  Samuel Rogers, died 1835. 1 o'y ;) Dog, an hour high, This iame Frocyon means
10 Fri. 2 11.33 Turner {paintcr), d. 1831- |jefore the Dog. because it always rises a litlle before Sirius,
off Sac 3 Capri 11.68 Shorlest day in thc ycar.  the Dogsiar, vmich we can see jusi above thc horfaon in thc
. Ih-cast. T"he Twins Castor and Pollux aro in thc east
4th Sunday in AdvenL snu R
21 4 AQiLT 11.59 y alJso, but without JerpiTRIi, iheir brilliant guest of last spring
22 Mon 5 11.59 Cco. EHot, died 1381, Above them is Capella in Auriga. The Charioteer. 1-yra is
23 Tues. G 12.00 Washington, resig'd 1783. low down in tlic far notih-wesi, and when it sets wi)l remain
B below the liorizon buta few hours The Square of Pegasus
* ' i i2.on Va5co do Gama, d. 1525. . N
2 Wed v Pisces K and A miromeeia hftvc passed to the west of our south mark,
25 ' Thur, 8 12-01 Christcnas-day, The most conspicuous star over our mark is Hamal, somc*
26 , Fri. 9 1t 12-01 Thos. Oray, born 1710. times called Aneds It is in the constelladon Aries, The
i Ram, one of the constellalions of the Zodiac. The sun i*
27 . . - '
sal. 10 Arles 1202 chas. Lamb, dijd 1834 some dislance below this siar on the 20th ofApril, and panes
L) 11 12-02  rstSundayafter Christmas between The Plejades and Aldebaran on ihc sise of May. a’
29 Mon. 12 Tauros 12.03 Q ciése te Aldebaran. mentioned in  The Skies * forJanuary.
80 Tues. 13 12-03 < near Sacurn.
31 Wed, 14 Gemini 1IQ.UI BeaconsJield, born 1803.

THE OLD OAK AND THE LITTLE CHRISTMAS-TREE,

mlt s very coid this morning,” said a little Chrislinas-trec out in the forest, one windy December day ;
“ though I 'm fir from head to foot, | am all in a shiver.”

“You'll be warin enough before long,” said the Oid Oak, “ I 've seen the woodman looking at yon
several times latcly.”

“1 know 1 've branclied out a good deal for myself the past year,” .sitd ihe litlle Tree proudly, " and |
should not wonder if Santa Claus were very well satisfied wilh me, when | come lo be all dresse& up for a
Christmas party.”

“ 1lo-ho-no !'” laughcd the Oid Oak, " you and your family are too green; you should llave put on brown,
dingy jackets like the rest of us, and then you might live to a green oid age, as | shall.”

Just tlicn the Woodman appeared.

“Well!” cried the litlle Christmas-tree, as the woodman bore it away, “ it’s a great honor to bo chosen,
and Christmas comes but once a ycar.”

«The fiames of planets are printed in capitals,— those of coniitellation« in itahcs.



"SNOW ! Blow ! Cliilll Thrill! That's the way | come, Mother, but | 'ra a jolly, cheery fellow for all
timt," cries Decemlier; “and | 'ra going to wrap you right up in a manlle of royal erinine, and make a real
(Queen ofyou, with a Crown of my own diamonds, and give you a long rest from your labors. We are
going to llave gay times; there are so many Christraas-trees which | have to attend to, that | expect to be
hiisy with Sania Claus every spare moment. | must drape the forest trees with snow; and there’'s a deal
nf freeziiig to do: lcan’t have the brooks and streams running around so. | must put a stop to that right
away. .\nd then, such festoons of jcicles as | have to hang here aud there.”

“Well, my dear,” said Nature, “you are a jolly aud cheery fellow, sure enough, and | shall be very glad

inhave my robe of ermine, for it is getting co!d.«’

SANTA

Oh, Santa Claus is a merry Prince,
He rules o’er the Christmas-trce!
His castle is built in fairy-land
On the topmost peak of Olee.

The nanie of the castle is Joyousness,
And down through its gardens gay

Run Happy River and Merry Brook
To Laughing Sea away.

The frisky leaves blow lierc and there
In the sweet liltle dancing breeze.

And fairy birds frolic the livelong day
Thiough the beautiful wind swepl trees.

And here jn the gardens are growing the loys
That ripeii for Cliristmas-day,

CLAUS.

And our merry Prince lias to tell the time
When tliey 're ready to garner away.

And how, do you ask, does he bring them to earth ?
— In a beautiful fairy boal, *
Tlial sails along through a white.cloud sea,
Like a graceful swan afioat.

And when he draws near to the frozen earth.
He leaps to his loaded sleigli.

He dons his furs and grasps thc reins.—
Then, “ Hurrah ! away, away!”

Now, if you can pee[> beyond the clouds
On some wonderful Chrislmas-eve,

I 'm sure you will see him sailing down,
His beautiful gifts to leave.



MADIE'S CHRISTMAS.

MaulE is a very happy little girl; and this is why her smile is so bright. She is
called the middle child of the family, because she has a brother Joe, who is older,
and a brother Benny, who isyounger than she is. The boys are playing horse now, for |
can hear Joe saying: “ G-e-t up!” But Madie does notlike toplayhorse. She

would rather run about in the snow with Trip,her dear littleblack and
white dog.

Now | will tell you about Madie’s Christmas, just one year ago.
She and Joe and Benny were very happy on that day, for they had a
Chi'istmas-tree full of bright little candles, all lightcd, and pretty presents

which their Papa soon handed them from its branches. Madie put hers

in a nicepile,all but the best doli. She carried that in hcr
armsnearly allday, and said, “ I luve her, oh, ever su much
already ! ”— Joe liked his Punch-and-judy show very much,

and said it was by far the best thing on the beautiful tree;
and baby Benny was made very happy by a lovely silver
rattle. This was a year ago, you know,
when Benny was only fifteen months old.
Well, once during the day, Madie was not
glad, and hcr smiles went quite away. I TI tell you how it was: Shc
dressed herself in her Mamma'’s elcgant silk skirt, for fun, and with her

doli in her arms knocked at her' Papa’s door.

“1 Tl play I am a big lady ” she said ; “ and, oh,
how surprised Papa will be to see me !~

But Papa wanted to have some fun too. So
he made believe that he could not open the door.
Madie knocked and knock- ed, and Papa talked to her
through the door; at last he stepped back so that she
might come in. Madie did not know this; and she
knocked and piishcd so hard, that— what do you
think?— The door flew open, and Madie fell down

flat, and bumped poor dolly’'s head upon
the floor! Ah, how badly she felt! She
forgot to be good, and cried, and stamp-
ed her little feet. Shc even threw off
the long skirt that had made her look so
fine, and wrapped dolly up in it, and told
her, crossly, to “ lie there.” Papa, to
make Madie laugh, got down on his knees
and begged his little girl to forgive him. But she frowned and turned her back, Then

he went softly away, and when Madie turned to forgive him, she saw that she was all



alone. “ O! Papa! Papa!” she
cried, as she ran up stairs. “ Come
back — 1’ll forgive you !”

He ran into a room and shut

thedoor; and when she knocked

and begged him to let her n, he

made believe cry. “ Go away !”

he said just as Madie had said it
when she was naughty. "But
1’'m good, now | ” begged Madie,

'

wantyc'w.'” sobbed Papa in fun.
¢igain with hcer little girl.” So
put on the skirt as fast as she

doli on hcr arm she met Papa in

laughiiig. “ don’t

I want the fine lady
Madie ran down and
could, and then with her
the hall.

“ Good-day, sir! ’ said she very .sweetly; “ | 've brought my little girl to see you,

and we wish you a merry Christmas, sir.”

“ The same to you," said Papa with a bow,

as he caught his little girl in his arms and

kissed her,— “and now take off your fin-

cry, and put un your white fur coat, for

you are to go in the carriage with Mamma,

to bring your cousins.

W e all shall have

a happy Christmas dinner together !”

"Oh, oh, how

lovely!” cried Madie,

iaughingwith joy;and Benny clapped his little hands, while Joe held

him up to the window to see the horses come prancing to the house.

“Joel!” called Madie from the steps— "Mamma says you and Beimy may

cnme, too!”
“Me tan’t,” said Baby \\
Doody!"

stoutly.

" Me doin’ to see Doe work his Punce-and-



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Christmas comes but once a year; but it
strikes me that it comes uncommonly early some-
times, that is, for Jack-in-the-Pulpits, who, so to
speak, are cultivatod by ST. NICHOLAS. Here
my birds have hardly finished picking up the
crumbs from Thanksgiving feasts, when, lo! a
sound ofjoy is heard, the East is aglovvwith a new
light, and little “ Merry Christmases ” begin to
tingle and sparkle deep in everybody’'sheart, ready
to spread and grow until, on the blessed day, they
leap forth in happy speech and great love for all
the world in general, and every one in particular!

| can see that you already are conscious of this
same Christmas something —

Ha! Ho) 1| feel che glow,
Hut what it is | hardly know ;
Jt musi be Christmas coming, O!

Bless me! what a grand thing it is to be able
to make other folk happy,— rich folk, poor folk
(most especially poor fo k), young folk, oid folk,
sick folk, well folk,— to start a summer in thcir
souls right in the middle of winter — a summer of
roses, lollipops and trumpets and drums! God
bless you, my beloved, and keep you in peace and
goodness and joy till Jack says “ Merry Christ-
mas ” to you again !

Now for business. W hat matter shall wc dis-
posc of first? It shall be the lettcrs. Here is one
from Angie;

WHO CAN EXPLAIN?

NEWDimo, June 7, 1884.
Mv DRAR Jack: This afternoon as | was siidng on the Ixick
pinosa watching a tlumder*storm come up thc rivci, 1 sccmced 10 scc
clouds, or, rather, quite n few minialurc feathers, about as Jargc as
a penciUdot fioating through the air, when | looked across thc river
orai ihe sky, Itnever happened to me before, or, al Icasl, I think
it never did, alihoug:h i( may hftve done so. Perhaps, this is quite
common. bul. if it is nol too much iroublc, will you print ihis note,
and let ihc dear Litlle School-ma'ani's scholars give me an answer?

Your constani reader, Anche M. Mvers.

The Little School-ina’am says that Angie's ex-
perience is not an uncommon one. Shc thinks
that she may have becn watching the lightning, or
else thc sun as it was being alternately hiddcii
and revealed by the clouds.

But why should watching either the lightning or
the sun make Angie’s eyes act in this remarkable
manner? Have any of my boys and girls any ex-
planation to offer?

A GOOD MAN'S ADVICE.

Here is a letter from the Deacon:

Dbar Jack; Let me show your youngsters some words ihai
a good and gifted man once wrotc in thc fiy-leaf of a new book.
The book had been bought by a young Boston molhor for her only
boy, and she was in the citts on her way home from New York,
when she wasjoined by Wendel! Phillips, who chanced 10 be on ihe

same irain. They were oid friends, and ihe molhcr soon shou*i;d
Mr. Phillips the book, which was endiied, Speciacks ~or Young
Ryes. He glanced ovcr it, and ihcn, taking a pencil from his

pocket, rapidly wrolc these few Unes on ihe flydeaf:

Frank
Heicer loves to read
Than to piay;
Hear him with mother plead,
‘' Bring me a book from fat away.’
Books,
The mind's food,
Are glod;
But never clutch
Too inuch-
Good soul, sound stomach, strong brain,—
These are the chain
W hich hold ihe world In your hand
And govem ihe land.
These serve God the best,
Tiil he eives you rest.
If you 'd filT Ufe wiih truc joy,
My boy,

W hile you use thcsc ‘Spectaclbs
Fon Youkc Eves,’
Remember to get strong
As well as wise.

*HYendeU Philips ”

This was some years ago, Frank, who Is now a man and wcl)
worthy of his noble oid friend, lately showed me the book. 1 beggcd
him lo let me copy ihe Unes for your young folk,

Yaurs truly, SiLAS Grebk.

A BIRD WITH AN OVERCOAT.

Here is a picture of a curious and sedate oid
fellow, wlio not only seems to liave on an over-
coat, but one that apparently belongeci to bis
great-great-grandfatlicr. 1t islong in the sleevcs,
high in thc neck, and seems to be a little narrow
in the back. In fact, this overcoat is such a ciése
fit that it never comes off, as it is the peculiar
marking of thc bird, and is made of curious feath-
ers that appear almost like scales.
Ifourcomical-looking friend could talk, he would
tell you that this picture was taken while he was on
a visit to Her Majesty the Queen of England, and
was boarding at the London Zoological Gardens,
and that he belongs to the exaltcd order of
Spenisci. Between you and me this high-sound-
ing word only means that he is a penguin, :vho
lives in somc of thc Qucen’s dominions in the
Antarctic regions, and, like all the feathered in-
habitants of out-of-lhe-way countrics, he seems
very strange and curious and not at all bitd-like.
Note how far back his feet are; how erect he
stands; how long his arms are, and how much



like fins they look. You would almost think him
a fish, and should you see him in the water you
would be sure of it, for thcrc he dives along just
like une, and expcrts have taken his brothers and
cousins for small porpoiscs as tliey jumped from
uave to wave, using their long wings just like fins.
On shote they sund upright, and march along in
erreat bodies, so that from a distance they have
been taken for soldiers.

Our friend in London, as I am told by C. F.
Holder, the naturalist, is the representative of a

‘THE DIRO WITK . AN OVERCOAT.” —

large tribe, all looking in general alike, but hav-
iiig certain diffcrences, so that they form various
families.

“ Some,” Mr. Holder*» letter say», “ are king penguins;
are jackass pengulns, while olliers, ruckhoppecrs.
They Are all confined to tlie Antarctic rcgjons, and live iii rookcries
rri the desert islands in Mich vast numbers that no one could count

them

others

again, are callcd

They live in regular citie® of grass, dlvidcd
nileys, and lafes,
people do in thdr
scitlemcnlinto two pordons:

oiT into streets,
the pcnguin families pass just a®
The king pcnguins divide their

alargor and the

along which
own hornea.
a smaller,

and latter

(FROM A PHOTOGRAI'H PV MBSSRSIi

is the nursery where the mothers and young

lows oovcred with wool

live, little fel-
Ifany of your fncnds, dear Jack, shotild
go ona hmu after penguin eggs they wonid be

cunous

aw fiilly puzzled, as
ihcy got in ihe
spotthey would find no egg there, while che old bird would proiest
with its 'urr— urr— urr' ihatit knew nothing ahout rt.
used to say that thc birds carried their great eggs
but thatwas a mistake.

perhaps after seeing an egg from a distance, wheii
0 1d sailors
under iheit arms,
The missing egg willbe found in a pouch
right between the bird's broad-webbed feet. Soyou scc some ofthe
pengtiins nolonly have overcoals, but pockets in which the ogg is
carried abouton land and kept warm, and is the only nest the pen-
giiinhas. Some ofthe peiiguins, as the jackass ofthc Cape of Oood
Hope build .anest near
there will be a of pchbbles, then a covoring
and blue shells of a goose barnacle: then some sca.weed, and then,
in tke case | nave m view, hall
a doscn rusry nails, a piece of
wood from o wreck, the nozzle of
anoid glass boctle, and the coy~r
ofa

the shorc: and what a nestit is! Perhaps

collection of ihe wdiite

lin can— curious mc<iicrial,

yourchildren willsay, fora nur*

sery! Stich a nest was found
in the Falkland Island®, and the
ohjecis were taken from a hut

desencd hy whaler®
the birds liad
of the hiit and built iheir nests
on the floor, and made violent
objeccion when

Severalof
taken possession

ihcrighliful own-
ers reiumecd.”

All these facts, you
must understand, are
taken down from my
friend Holder’s personal
information, and my
birds assurc me that lie
knows a great dea!

about birds and beasts,
and all manner of living
things.

A LETTER FROM A BIG

DOG

MIiNNEArou». Mihn.,
ocu 2d, 1884.

D eAlt Jack*inohe*Pulpit;
I was lying nt my master's feet
the other evening when his sirtcr
was reading to him out of St
Nicholas (svhich they think
very inuch of, by thcway) ahout
thc advanced ages of dogs and
other animal-®, so I thoaghcihat
I would get her to write to you
and lell you about a dog thatis
¢ivVifheisn't old-
1 was given to my little mastcr
his iwelfth birthday, and |
think everything of hiin, and he
thinks just as much of me, you
rnay be sure.

Iain a faluUhloodcd Newfound-
landdogofihcSt. John'sbreed;
I am onc year old, my weight
is 145 pounds, my height, 33
inche®, my length, tip of
nose to tip of lail, U 70 inches,
and what is dear Jack, |

on

from

more,

DRIGGS AND SOK, LONNON.) am ®till growing-

EvcTV day | go with niy mas*
ter to a restauran! to get my meal,and 1 carry the hasket in my
mouth there and back . i

| am the biggcst dog In this city. and | heard a lady say onc day
that when | growl it shakes ihe house. | expect that you will

ihink me a very self-concclted dog; bul everybody tells me that 1 am
nobleand handsome, so L begin to think thatil is so

Yours truly,

LIONEL IXIVHRINQ.

P.S. lionci j3 my real fame, but every onc in the family calis

me Lion for shon. ~ ~



THE

Chicago, llu
D ifai; St. Nicholas: The principalofour Simday-schoolis going
togetup a * Children’s Chriitinas Club,” Uke cheonc you loid about,
so ihacwu may give presenisloall ihe poor Ulclc children. I ihink It
will be bvcly 10 see ihem madc so happy- We have copay ten cents
tftcncer, and ten cents every month. This money mu»! oc cained,
notexactiy by work, but by some sclf*denlal or som eihlog Uke that.
| have a lovely Sunday*school icachcr, wlio will help our class to
dress dolls and make pretty things. W c lo have a dog, a cat
and little klctens, three cows, a great number ofchickens and diicks,
Putwe moved and left them all with niy grand*
father. | have taken Sr. Nicholas everso long, and like it very
much. The account of the Club”™ In 5t.

Nicholas for lart December g:ive us the Idea of getting up one.

Your friend, Ei'gknie L.

used

and two horses.

Portland *“ Christm as

“ An admiring friend, M. D will pleasc iicccpt our thanks for

the complimentof the following lincs which he kindly sends t<i the

Letter-Box

VISIT FROM ST- NICHOLAS.

{New version.)

U was time he should and 1 thouglu he
in the package the postman had handed to me;

| tore off the wrapper Incredibly quick,

And saw “m a moment that [l was St. Nick,”—
Not he whose onc visit occurs in December,

\Vhom all Htik ones by bis gifts can remember,
But dear old St. Nick, with its goodness and chcer

rhfit brighien

come, inight be

our household each month of ihe year!

W ellsbokt, Pa., September, i88a.

DeAH St. Nichotlas: | am ten years old, nnd we have taken
yon eleven yeais, so | have had the St, Nicholas all my life. You
don't know how glad we are when a new number of you comes.

There Isa scramblc and a rush, for we all try to get a look at it first
I say “ all,” for there are a good many of us — five girls and two
boys besides me

| read * Marvin and his Boy Hunters,” and wished itwas longer;
and the * Spinning-wheel splendid !
dog named Towzer, He Is a very good dog, bul
cats. W henever he sces one, he "Il chase it till up a tree
Butstill he never hurcs them, Onc day he saw a little kitten drown*
ing in a scream, and he justputhis nosein and Ufted itout, and let
Il run away without chasing it, W as n't he good?
80 much more lo say; buta>'1 don'twant to fillup any more room
inyour preclous magazine, | ‘U stop.

Vonr loving reader,

Stories” are W e havean old
rather hard on

it runs

There's ever

Fh.ancks P—

Kincakdine, Ont, February, 1884.

Dbab si. N1cHOL.AS; 1 am a canadian giri, Hvmg on
ofLake Hurén. lwantco tell you aboutthe range ofice hills which
are formed along the lake shore every winter, and which have the
appearance ofa range ofminfaiiirc mountain*penks, rising sometimes
toaheightoftwenly orthirty fcet. Some ofthese are hollow, with an
opening leading co che water, and it surges Into the
opening sends lorch a jet of spray and pieces of Ice from the summ it
splendid sight to see a range of lIce
mountains strecching for miles ¢long ihc shore, most of them snowy
white and others ofa mocticd appearance, owing to the .«and thrown
up by ihc waves. The leeduring ihc winter season stretches out as
far us the horizon, but i is often takcn nearly all away by ihc wind.

Froin your truc friend,
Agnri May' R

the shores

cach wave as

uke a real volcano It Is a

Kansas Citv. Mo., Dcioher, 1884.

Dean St. Nicholas: | have Intendcd forsome time to write to
you, but have put it olIT, as little folks are very apt tn do, and.
Mamma say.«, big folks, too! Ihit now | have something ihat 1
W tsi tel! yon. 1 have had a realJnmho day, lusias bigin pleas-

ure as Jumbo is as an clcphant, and with Jumbo, too. Barnum's
clrcus has been here, with Jumbo and Queen and the Baby, and |
enjoyed seeing Queen and the Baby so much after reading che
(“ctober St, Nicholas. Queen looks so genlle and quiet, it does
not seem as if she evercould he lo
large city Uke this, It is difiicult co find vacant ground for che la~e
ceOLl, and it happened that the place fioallv chosen was very near
where | Uve.only halfa block from the back of ouryard. | here
were thirty elcphancs with the clrcus, but the ones which

three 1 first menijf»ncd

such a rage. Of course.in a

intere&ced
and which have become

NtchcK.as, as

me most wcre the

so well known lo all of us children who read ihe St

LETTER-BOX.

1do. While the paradc was going through the streets in the morn-
ing, the keepers broughl those ihrce cicphanis to ihc hydranc
near us and gave them their bath. You ncvcr saw anything

so funny as Jumbo was; he would fill his trunk with water an«l
throw it first over the left side of his body, thcn the riglil sldc, theji
next under him on his siomach.

over his back, and Sometimes h«

throw the water in thcrc. Several times the
led him away to give Queen and
lub, but he could falrh

over his and

would Uftone earand
kceper took hold of his tnnik and
the Baby a chance to get before
trunk was heud
again, ihrew the watei'over the Baby, who
to enjoy it very much. Again, late in the afternoon, they brought
these three out to the hydrani, and my papa took me out ciése U»

near the

turn around, Jumbo’s into tlie tul

Sometimes he seeracil

them 1 did enjoy it all so much, and I wished all the little children
could have had such a day with Jumbo as | had. I watch for Sr,
Nicholas cvery month, and think | like best the articlcs that te»

aboutcircii.ses and c;«s. Your consiani reader, Sakah C.

Aptos Huusis, Aki*ok, Nelsi»s Co., Va,

Dbak St, Nichoi-as: | am a little girl nearly ton ycars old, and
am spending some time with my grandm aand auui fn (he mountalik
ofVirginia, W e are all natlves of New Orleaos, La. This is (he
first letier | ever wrote to you, and | hopeyon will mii thraw ir in
the scrap-baskei. My mamma, who \Sin Montgomcry, Ala., wrote
me that my little sister, who ts only eighieon months oid, said one
night, when she was sleepy, “ Mamma, my eyes are gone.” |
thought the remark so original 1 would wriic it lo you.

| am so delighted wiih S*t, Nicholas, and, although noi a sub-
fteriber, T have been taking all the numbcrs for Ih« past thrce orfour

years, and have three ar four volumes. The siories are all so prel'y

1 can’t -say which 1| like best.

1 would like to write of the lovely scoiiery around here, but |
wont tire you any more: so | remain, your new and adm iring litile
friend. Kdith C .

BsssiH H , Brooklyn: Concord, Mass.

Beielt, Syiua. 1884.

Ue.aji St, Nicholas: A young girl and her IUtle brother weie
out on a boacing expedicién with some fnends. The lillle boy

asked bis sister to throw a wet handkerchiefon the top ofthe waier
a wayas co make ic pufi* out like a balloon* She replied
then with her gloves on, and told him V
He said noihing more about It until they had landed, and
She again told
wait they reached ;uid tlien remarked to
pariy ihai her Ulllc brother seemed to think that it was a greai
accalnmentco be able to mnkca balloon out ofa handkerchief.

W as that a correci «se of the word *
have been beitcr lo say * accompHshmeni” ?

W e have bcen having quite a Httle controversy as co whether or
notitwas making a righv use ofthe word, and so | thought | would
and we will agree on whatever
Alfreda P,

in such

ihac she could n'c do il

wait.

Chen he repeated his rcaucst. liitn chac he mu'i

uniil nome, one of the

aitainment,” or would u

ask you lo scllle the question for i
you decide. Yours truly,
u&e of the word tititin/fu-ni, but

It was an aliowablc

>uentwould have been a better word in that special instance.

Hazieton, Pa.
have taken your magazine for eiglu
Uke Miss Alcoit's

D rak 5t,
and

Nicholas: We
years, Uke it very much. |
R. Stoekton’s stories very much
The town in which | Uve is all undcrmincd by coal*mine«, and
sometimes paris of tlie town sink down, and the of the
thirteen years old, and 1 don'i
Yours, etc., F, C L,

and Frank

uuiskirts
town are all full o finine-holes. | am
think 1 shall ever he too old 10 read you.

W e hoartily thank (he friends for the

Imve

following young very

them : Marie

McClces,

pleasant letters we received from Stephanic
Maybcll F. H
and 1,”
May Bell
Bossé, Mabcl H, Chafic, C
Reid Simpson, Blanchc M cC., Flora Gros, Mabcl Pollard, P. VV, S.,
I"Duise Adele

L L,

Coster, (ieorgle and Lucy, Victorln, A.
Kaie, Chrisiinc M..

(letiic

“ Kdic,” Clifton D. Pettis, “ Papa

Nagel, Meredith Hanna. A. F.. C Mayor, Flor

ence P. Stanley J. T. Platis, Higbe,

Ken, George Walkem,
“Skye.,

Norah Hamiltoi», M, T. K..
Mary B, L. F. L, Kltat

Pishcr, K, Lmmeci,

(xusrie, Benny, and

Greenwood A Geo. W Stearns, A. l.incoln

W . B., T.lllie, Virginia D'Orfcuille Siari.



AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION

ALL ihtf members and friends of ihe Agassiz Associalion we
wish » Merry Chrisimas and o Happy Ne%v Ycar.

Although lhe summer has its advar>cages in afTording objects fot
litljeciion, and warm days that Invite us oui*of-doors, yei the winlcr
). after all, quite as friendly 10 our work, for we all are quielly ai
liDine or'ai school, and have ieisure for that paticni slady of our
)>L>vimens which U our real purposc.

rire most pnirainent feature uoilceablc ihis moiiih in the progrcss
iTiHir A«sociatlon js the grcater carncsincss of the members and
the inore substnntial character of the work reporied.

Supcriiucndenis of scliools are coming lo take an interest In the

A., and they seo In i a iiractical suUition of the problem ofinlro-
IUicIng the study oi Nature Into thc public schools.

The effectof our Convention is apparent in ihe formalion t>f new
t fijliLers, and in the stimiilus received by oid Chapters,

rhc Chapiers of Jowa have formed a Siate Assembly, Ukc thc
ciry A.ssemblics of PhDadelphia, Bosion, Buffilo, cic., and the invlia-
lions tu their next annual nieering. In Augusi, i38«, are already
issued. It will notbe long before all tviir largor citics will have iliece
valuableand powerful Assemhiles.

l.et each one do hl» iitmost to raisc tbe standard ufthc work done
;i his Chopier. and to exicnd ihe knowledge and influence of thc
¢cneral Associalion. Hy ihe way, thcrc is properly only ow
' Ag.issi: A.ssociatlon,” conslsiing of maoy local Sociedes. It Is not
riifhi, ilicrcfore, to speak of thc “ Hlankiown Aga.sslz Associalion,"
Inil rather of the * Blanktcnvn Chapter of the St.

Assooiatidn.”

Nicnol.as
Any other form Icnds to confusiéon. The
iicw I'napters of thc monlh are as fnllow”;

N rW CUAI'TERS.

No. o/*Members. Add>\'ss.
...12. .S, K. Hiddic, 449 \V, cd Si.

. S. Chas. R. Becbec.

Nmiu'.
PhDadelphia (X)
Canastera, N. Y ..

Philadclphia (Y)... 9,.Miss Edith Earpc, 641 N,
43d St.
2/, Canandaigiiu, N. Y ... .12., I™ansing Bumett.
07 Spencevilie, Cal.......... 14..MiS.S Mande M. Smilh.
708 Poughkeepsie, N. V., . . 4. P, T, Hournc.
7B PhDadelphia \Zz). ., >1. H, D. Alien, 2305 Si, Albans
Place.
San Hernai'dino, Cal. .2 A. S. Giiihrie.

0.
(Dcns Falls, N. Y. 5..K. R. Wait.
4.

IWklyn, N. Y. il) , I, E. Undcrhiil, 227 Bay*
mond Si.

nid Chatham, N, V 12, .R. W. Morey.

Loncord, X. H .... . 6. Brlaii C. Robcris, 76 Riim.
ford St.

filoominglon. [ll............. 4..Spcncer Ewing.

Dricontimpt.
0, K. Hawes.

BCItANGIVE.

s54' Fall River, Mass .

The l.enux Chapter has for exchange, geodcs and varlmts fine
imiKral specimens, mountcd woods (labelcd), birds’ eggs, and
Central American fems. Addrvss for panlciilars, Willjam Andrcus,
1.CJI0X .Academy, l.eno.x, Mi;iss.

lhc Scc.of Salisbury, Mass. (Ai, Is Ralph Halley, instead of.MRs
Helcn iNlontgomery

Minemls, insccis, and birds, for laigc and rarc Insccts, or other
~cimens in general,— (i. W Aliman, 534 Clinton St., Buffhlo,

| shojild like 10 corraspond with Edgar (i. Banta.
aifnri.i like mine.— Rdward G. Hania, Osceola, lowa.

1*id<iz\Argynnis Cybcie, ArgyunisBilhnn,and j'amsta Cirrdtti,
fnr other butierllies.— Miss Mnl'arlnnd, 1727 F. St, K. W.
“ashingion, I> C

Hls fiaméis

'5® o fBntferjiies.— ~'is have had a swann of iht*u.
sanls of golden-brown biitierfies on our maoles,— F. G. Raiao.
Gsccola. lowa.

‘39« taidival I1Jend (i).— | found ncar \A>r\g Branch. Iu a
ciump of eider, the nesl of a large hlfij. The bird I«black, and has
a CDrdinaj head, The ncsi was fully five inches in lengih and thrcc
in wilih, and was fasiened by four corners 10 ihe branch, The eggs.

FORTY-FOURTH REPORT.

ihtcc or four in number, were of a lilac tinge, wlih irregular black
marks at the Larger end. | should Hke tu know whar bird it is.—
Mary H- Tatnall.

142. /wiv/i m Siiertid.— Aiiguec 5, T wa.s coming down one of
ihe highast mountaln.s of Colorado— Grey's Peak. Ncar iho sum*
mil was a b r « snow-bank, far above iimber*Une. In lhis snow was
a large numTjcr of Ivw'ng Insecis, flies, mosgifiioes, and bugs.
Wkhout moving I counied ovcr twelve different kinds. They were
btim»wjng in thc snow and traveling attuind in their liitlc caves.
Perliaps Ilic b.auks are thc hreeding*i~accs for thc mt>unl.-iiii Insccts,
as ponds are ibe bornes of ihe Insecw lower down.

U will be vvorih while for ihe members of ihe clubs near the
muuniains 10 sitidy the snowdrank.” and note down "hat they see.—
Rev. W. I>. WescerN'eli, Denver, Colorado.

143, Cynthia Hantera.— lhls butterfly, hiiherto very rare, has
ihis year been quite abundant here. | found the larva on the
“ Dusty Mlller.’”” They are hlack at first and covered with spincs,

bul bccomce light gray as they grow older. 'J'here is'ere three broods
this season.— ldigcnc H. Home. Siracham. N, Y.

144, Kafydids.~" Whcn a boy 1 lived in Kentucky. Black
locust*trecs surroundcd our house. When tbe katydids bcgan lo
«ing IU the evenlng, we children uscd to go out inio thc y.ard and
touch tree afWr tree with our fingers. No matter how Iigbt the
lonch, it caused the singing to cense, and a moment or two aTier our
fingerawere removed il would recuimncncc. Somcihiivs there would
be as many as ten katydids rm a ringle tree, and no matter how
cidse we approached, or how near we placed our fingers 10 the tree,
themusic would continué: hut tlie UghUsi toucli would cause It to
stop inslaniancciisly. Al the lime, I did this for mere amusement;
bul, in thinking of 11 in lalcr years, | am puzzled lo account for it.”
Such is the singular story lold me by a gentleman »n whom | have
the ulmost confidcnce. nave oibera of the A. A. had any ~Imibr
experience, or will aiw onc give an explanaciéon of this strange fact 7
— Frank M- Davis, iit. Louis, Mo.

145. IVJieelbug."-~-\ noticed Inthe June St. Nicholas your
question in regard to iheso*called ‘*wheelbug,”

Ils sclentifie iame is Reduvius not'eaar/ns say: Prionotus crista*
tus (Linn.); the eggs «are ofa square-fiasked shape, and are de-
posiled In a hexagonal mass, containing seveiity or more. The
young lai'vsc are blood-red, wlih black maraings. The larva;, pupee,
and perfect Insecls feed on any Insects they can overpowcr, nol
sparing one of thcirown Lind, The imagois a singular In&cct, of
slow motions when undisturbed, and has on ihe bacKof the ihorax
awheel'likc crest, having from elght to thirtccn prongs, whicb Is not
possessed hv thc larva; und pupa.— Yours truly, Alénzo H- Stew-
art, Chapter 275 ilil, No. 204 Fourth St,, 5, IC Woshinglon, 1J. C.

Kul'OkTa HiOM C kalTRKS

WILITINGTOK. Diii-, Ocioher, 1864.

Dear (Vr-* This Friday we will commence a new year of hard
study of natural history. l.ast year we collecied a great many
natural objects, hut | thluL that this year ihere will be more xvorL
done than before. Hoping that ii will be <if more Interest lo us, |
remalu, yours, etc., A. E. TCelgwin, Scc,

691, Red Hank, N. J. This is our first repon, and wc have llitic
matter yet 10 present beyond thc fi»ci of our organizaiiou, The sug-
gestions given in ihe hund-book were fmnd very helpfMI: and, with
their assisiancc, we e.vpcricnced no difficulty In drafilng a conslitu*
lian and puiiing ourschcs into worklog order.

Ourfirsi need being a cabinct.it w;i*. agreed that each ntember
should he his own jiidgc as to form and material. To one. it proved
10 be asetof shclvcs; to another, a series of drawers; while, for ihe
general collcclitin, we conslructed a brgcr cablnec, loward whicb
each one is lo contribute.

Our attention has been confined ihis summer mosily 10 the gathcr-
ing of sca-shclls. liirds’ eggs, and different varieilcs of leaves, lo thc
arranging of wlilch wc purpose dcvoiing our winter eveninga,

Tlianks to St. Nicholas for pointing out lo us the way to convert
work into pby, and lo mingle so admir.ably plc.nsurc and instruciiou.
— Pcrsic B. Sickel.s, Sec.

256, Newion Upper Falls. ChapicrzsG, A. A-, is still advancing.
Wc have added two new members. One of them is a glrl who is
very much interesied in natunil blatory, especially enlonujlogy- She
is a ver/ pleasajii girl, and onc whom vvc all like, but Isvery unfor.
tinate in one respect. Fnr along lime her eyes have iroubled her,
and iiow ihe doctors icll licr ihat her eye”ight wil! never be stronger,
aud th.it eveniually shc will be blind. So for her the Agas.«ix As.
«ociation is a help,— onc thing in whjch she can inleresi herself.

In our sludy wc have dn»ppcd all other departmenis of sclence,
and give our whole .attcndon to birds. We find itvery fascinating,
aud some of <mr mcmbcrs aro growing to be quite cxperi in distin-
auishing thc numerous birds, and in de'~cribing their nesis ajid eggs.
One member rcpons finding Mueblrds’ egg.s ihe 9th of Mnrch,



which j5earlier lhrm ornilholosisis give lhe time. One quesiion thal
oercieves us, and upon which we desite more knmvledge, is, JJo
rahins and other birds, if their neais are troubled and some of the

ffone when ii is aiinost ccrtaiu umk
ince some were laken. One incmier msista that thc birds eat their
own cggA. Some of thc A. A. are probably wise enough lo know,
— Siocerely yours, JosicM . Hopkiiis, Sec.

vaw .tbo ...

47 Hazicton, l.iizcme Co,, Pa. Harian H. BaMard, , Dear Sir.
1submlc lo you oar third report, Our mernbership hasm cr~d to
cishi and we expect soon to give an entertainment. Have our
cnWnet full U>ovcrdowing. And will soon get a show-"e.

In answer to thc questior in repon 42,— how to get fossils jrom
the rock — the slaie in which the fossils here (carboniferous age) are
found has a greatcleavage, nnd even in impressions, and moreso m
fossiN, will crack open at ihe speelmcn, The fosSils cencrtilly nave
a thin covering of glossy coal, which preserves the fopi Md pa-
haps makes them easicr to get oul-— Yours very truly, Thos. 1*

McNair, . s - j

686 l.unsnblirg, M.tss. Our days of infancy are bcing passed
quietly, bul we feel that we aro srowing. W c number seven acLvc
and three honorary members.

W e havo met reguUrly every other Saturday but one since our or-
canisation. As a safegiiard against the admission of any but
workers to active memhership, we have introduced the custom oi
making the accepiance of an eleciion consisl in reading a paper be.
fore thc Chapter, and we find thal ihis rcgulauon works very well.

Each memher is e.vpccicd once in two months lo rcad a paper vr
give a talk before thc Chapter on some siibjeci which he has bcen
especially working up.

The chief difficuliy we Ilave lo contend wiih isa hanging back in
thir matter of writing essays; in this difficuliy we presume we are
notalone.—J. S. Pray.

Physicai. GEOCRAPHY.

W c conclude this report by giving yon the following very kind
offer of Profcssor A. Ramsay, of London ;

“ Alihough I live a long way off, I should likc to be aliowcd to
.show my appreciation of your work by offering to help in any way 1

" This, 1 am woll aware, docs not amount to much, because niy
lime is so fully occupied with scicntific matters in this country: but
whatcver 1 may want in ibis respect shall, 1 hope, be made up tn
willingncss.  fw!!! volunieet to do what | can to answer qgiicsiir-n.
in Physical (Jeography.— Yours faithfiilly, A. Ramsay, 4 Coopor
Road, Acton, London, W .”

(iVia the Secrelaiiesof Chapterstmdfy bepuuchml in seiuimg
iu their bi-iaonthly reporte ?]
President's oddrcss; Mr. Hartan H. Baluard,
Principal of I-enox Academy,
Irenes, Mass.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

r.oa of lhe sixteen small pioiiircs in the above illustration may be described hy a word of fnicr letters.
Ibm words the second of the iooond lour, the third letter oi the ihird four, and the last letter of the last four words.

Take the first letter of the to
Thcsc s.xiecn lcucrs

will form a’'Latin giioialion that is always .a.ssocbted «ith the Emperor Conslantine.



liot BLE CItOSS-WORU KNIGIItA.

l uis diflcrs from the ordinary crobS*word enigma, by requiring
iivo answers instcad ofone. The firstJetierof cach answer is “ jn
iKiisy, not in still,” che second “ in slaughier, not in kill,” and so
Il iintil ihe two words have been spelled. One of these words is a
jidire for Christmas Day ; the other, a fiame for che season.

In noisy. not In still:

In sbughier, nol in Kill;
In trammel, not in book;
In vicwing, not in look;
In rivet, not in wed;

In living, not in dead;

In trident, not il prong;
In ycarolng, not in long.

PKANK SNBLLIHC.

PECrLIAK ACRO.STICS.

£ach ofihc words described contains cight letters, When righlly
sciccted and placed one below the other in the order hcre given, the
rhird rowof letters (reading downward) wil spell a fcsltve season;
and che sixth row, a parasJtic growch much in use at that season.

('koss-wopds ; s. Appeased. s. Acltng. 3. Fondled. 4. Arcli-
Li'liops. 5. Assaulced. 6. ‘J'hosc who provide food. 7. One who
ceckons. 8. Soldiers tralned to serve either on horseback or onfoot,

Those who examine meialUc ores. cyril deake.

CTIARADE.
Mv Jirst was so dense thatsecond lost my way. “ Oh, thirdi ”
‘ftirl secoud, “ thjsyf>'i? is enough te whole anybody.” MAX,

SYNCOrATIONS.

I. SVNcoi™ATi* a blemish frctn lo fail of the intended effect, and
Ivpve muddy. 2. Syncopatealimb ofa man from heating, and leave
siliinbofafowl. 3, Syncopate a Uttlc dcmon from artlessly, and leave
uriful. 4. Syncopate a uegatlvc from co Imply, and leave the iruic
ufihe pine. 5. Syncopate a label from che childislincss of old age,
and leave a dcer. 6, Syncopate a pony from the weight of goods
canied in a ship. and leave sound. 7, Syncopate a (avern from a
“fTfiill fish, and leave to cut grass. 8. Syncoparc the oily pare of
inilk from shricking, and leave to uttcr melodious sounds. 9. Synco-
jKJiea posscssivc pronoun from al what place, and leave a personal
prttntiun.  10. Syncopatea sign from an instunt, and leave a familiar
abbreviauon. 21. Syncopate to cut off from muddy, and leave an

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN
Kisaus, “ Of all thosc ares in which ihc wise excel,
Nature'b chief ma~ierpiece is wriung well”
N<MUSICAL Enigma.
“ Praise HIlin for our harvest store,
He hath filled the garner floor:
And for richer food than chis,
Pledge of everiasting bUss.”

111 VRADB. Sea-man-ship.

In\bhtbd Pvramid. Across: x. Barbarian, 3. Sealion. 3-
I'ripfl. 4. Evc. 5. E.

Halk-sgi'are. 1. Sarcaslic, 2. Aversién. 3. Bclapsc. 4
Cnives. 5. Aspen. 6. Siss. 7. Toe. 8. In, C

rKct LtAB AcROSTics. Fottnh 1line, Thanksglving; sixth Une

JN<iacration, Cross*words: i, mulTiPbx. 2.climeRing. 3
kIAbOrcd. 4, barNaClcs. 5. sacKcLoth. 6, conScAblc. 7
uiikiMous. 8, digltAtcd. 9. privaTion. 10. decUlons, tx
chiNcOugh. 12. conGeNial.

T hu tiamcb of cho.«c who send Solutions ure primed In the sccond number afier that iu which the puzzles appcnr.

emissary. 12, Syncopate an emmei from a dosel, and leave to in-
spcct closely- 13. Syncopate to work for from cauiious, and leave
a color.

The initials of the syncopaced words, arranged in the order here
given, will spell che namc of un ancient bishop whose feast I$ cele-

braced in December. paul rebse,
[IALF-«<IUAKE-
X, N ot liberal toward the opinién of others. 2. Rcfiected.
Measiired. 4. An architectural embellishment. 5. A boy’s nkig™>
fiame. 6. A boy's nickilamc. 7. In emend. frank.

REIIEADINIiiS.

I. Behead an exclaniation, and leave to need,
and leave a margin.

3. Behead a shelf,
3. Behead a summary of Christian belief, and
Icavca pastoral pipe 4, Behead oxygcn in a condensed form, and
icavc a bclt, 5. Behead a pronoun, and leave an inhertior. 6.
Behead a hard blow, and leave a bunch-

The beheaded letters will spell the flame ofa well-known writcr.

ida g
DIAMOND.
1, In diamond, 2. A tiile. 3. Lakes. 4. Chccses. 5- Guid-
ancc. 6. To corred. 7. Inflexible. 8. A kind of sauce for fish.
9. In diamoftd. * NAVAJO."

» 1A<;0 -NAES.

Tnii diagonals, beginning ai the top, spell the namc of a plant
sometimes called ihc Chrislmas.flower.
C ROSS-WORDS: 1. An evergreen, 2

. To break. 3. A mjlitary

salUle. 4. To pace. 5. Astrongrope. 6. A mamifacturing town
of England. 7. An innndation. 8. k subterranean chapel 9. To
elevate. dycie
THE NOVEMBER NUMBER.

CvDE. From i lo 3, rnscal: 2 to b, leaves; 5to 6, dishes: x lo 5,
rimmed; 3 to 4, lomtit; 4 to 8, leihcr; 7 to 8, tanner; 3 to 7,
lumull; Xto 3, raf; 3 to 4, Ilt; 6to 8, sir; 5to 7, dot.

Cumuination Puzzle. Primais, Name: finais, Less. Cross-
words; |I. NelL. 2. AchE, 3- MisS. 4. EclS.

Metamorphosks. 1. One, ode, odd, add, atd, rld, rod, cod, coo,
too, two. 2. PUh, fist, gist, girt, gird, bird. j. North, forth, foris,

fords, lords, loads, roads, roods,
4. Earch, garth, girth, girls,
hater, water.
veal.

roots, boois, boolh, sooth, south.
girls, gili», gila, gales, gates, hates,
5. East, last, lest, west, 6. Calf, cali, cell, sell, seal!,

7. Pink, pick, pcck. peak, beak, bcam, seam. slam, slag,
slin, sluc, blue. 8. Lion, Hen, lies, lies, licr, bier, becr. bear,
Pi. Glorious are the woods in thclr laiesl gold and crimson,

Yct our iulUleaved willows are in their freshest green.

Such a kindly autumn, so mcrcifully tiealing

W ith the growths of summer, I never yet have sccn.
Third O/Novetnlier."

Answecrs .«hould be

uddrcssed to Sr. Nilmolas “ Riddiebox,” care of The Century Co., 33 Ea«t Sevenicenih Street, New York City.

Answers to a Il

THE PuzzLBF iN THE OdOHKR NuMIiER wcrc rficeived, bcforc Occubcer 20, from Arlhur cnde — Blanche Sherry —

Maggie T, Turrill— Francis W . Islip — Hugh and C5% — “ Dalsy, Punsy, and Sweet WiHjam” — Harry Wheelock.

Answsrs to PuzzLics IN THE OcTORKR NuMnisk wcrc received, before Octobcr 20, from Mahel L. and Florence K.. x— Paul
Reese, 20— “ Onlagiski 7— Ix"uisc D. Pitkln, t — Alicc R, Douglass, 3— “ Navajo,” 7— No uame, New York, i — “ Luck,” 8— Harry
Creed, i— AIW t Casey, i — May I~nahan, 3 — Hallie Woods, x— “ Pepper and Maria,” o— M. Simpkins, 5— Clare and Conslancc
Hiilwrt, 5— M. Barneti and M. Gowm, i — W. Davis, x— (u I i— D.C. 3— Claire Starkey, t— Pcarl W,, i — Victor, x— Ida
Mande Presto», 7— Mabel and Frankic, 3— 1I. ii Osboroc, i— Mahel C, 1— Ella Vivian, 3— Lidie Le Maistrc, 1— Johnny Duck, ix
;-OiiraFehon and Thereka Scott, 2— M ., I— Bob Howard, 2— Harry J. Light, 5— "Robin Hood," 7— Lmiisc, Addie. and




A DEAR

‘1 givo my brightest pupil.”

LITTLE

W ith her funny 1itie gla»scs ym 'd have thought her very

wise
If xt was n't for the laughcer that was pecping from her eye»:
Just the quccrest ajid thc dearest Uitle school*ma'nm ever
known,

Whose way of tcaching boys and girls was cerlainly her own.

in a pleasant tone she said,

“ A little cérner by himself lo show that he is liead,

‘1 've asked them what they 'd

And, to spare the tender feclings of the dullest boy, | pnt
.All the others in a circle so ytm can’c tcll which is fool.

Whenever any pnpil in his lessons dees n't miss,

I encourage his endeavots with a peiiny sug.sr-kiss;

And, since this slight npon the rest might too severely fall,
I take the box of kistes and 1 hand

‘em round to all,

like lo be a dozen times or
more,

And each, | And, intends when grown jo keep n candy store:

A “ 00.As-ViLr*ri.KAsr

SCHOOL-M A’AM.

-YfHBAO*

So, thinking that they ought to have some knowledge nf thtir
trade,
I 'vc put a Ultle siove in, jn»l

lo show thei» how it's made.

‘ Knthusiasiic? Bles.® yoa, it Is wonderful to see

How interested fii such thing» ii IUtle child can be;

And, from their tempting lafiy and iheir Uiscinns lollipop®.

I ’in sure they 'll do me crcdit when they come lo open shop' '

.And, with
doubt,
Shc defily smoothed the wrinklcs of her snowy apron out—
Just ihe queerest and tlic dearest little school-ma’am ever known,
Whose way of tcaching boys and girl® was really her own'

@i nnd that pbinly showed liow free shc w!™» from

Hy Maltco

Douglan».

kach.
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