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THE CHILD AN D THE YEAR.
By Celiii Thaxter.

Said the Child to the youthful Year:
“ W hat hast thou in store for me,
O giver of beautiful gifts, what cheer,
W hat joy dost thou bring with thee ?”

My seasons four shall bring
Their treasures : the winter’s snows,

The autumn’s store, and the flowers of spring,
And thc summer’s perfect rose.

All these and more shall be thine,
Dear Child,— but the last and best

Thysclf must earn by a strife divine,
If thou wouldst be truly blest.

Wouldst know this last, best gift?
'T is a conscience clear and bright,

A peace of mind which the soul can lift
To an infinite delight.

Truth, patience, courage, and love
If thou unto me canst bring,

! will set thee all earth’s ills above.
O Child, and Crown thee a King!”

Your. XIl.—1



DAVY AND

OR, WHAT FOLLOWED READING

"ALICE’'S ADVENTURES
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“'VENISOM IS DEER, IS N'T 1T?’

Chafter VI.
THE MOVING FOREST.

“ Oh, dear !” cried Davy, speaking aloud in his
distress, “ 1 do wish people and things would n’t
change about so Just so soon as ever | getto a
place, it goes away, and 1'm somewhcre else !'”
And thc little boy’s heart bcgan to beat rapidly
as he looked about him; for the wood was very
dark and solemn and still.

Presently the trees and bushes dircctly before
him moved silently apart and showed a broad path
beautifully overgrown with soft turf; and as he
stepped forward upon it, the trees and bushes
beyond moved silently aside in their turn, and
the path grew before him, as he walked along,
like a green carpetslowly unrolling itself through

SAID DAVY,

LOOKINU UP AT THE SIGN."

the wood. It made him a little uneasy at first to
find thatthc trees behind him came together again,
quietly blotting out thc path,— but then he
thought;

“ It really does n't matter so long as 1 doii't
wang,to go back.” and so he walked along very
contentedly.

By and by, the path seemed to give itself a
shake, and, turning abruptly around a large tree,
loroughtDavy suddeniy upon alittle butcher’sshop,
snugly buried in the wood.

thc shop,

There was a sign on
“ ROBIN HOOD ; VeNISON,”
and Robin himself, wearing a clean white apron
over his suitotLincoln green, stood in the door-wny,
holding a knife and Steelasthough he were on the
lookout for customers. Ashe caughtsightof Davy,
he said, “ Steaks? Chops?” in an inquiring way,

reading,

quite like an evcry-day butcher.



mVenison is deer, isn’t it?” said Davy, looking
up at the sign.

" Notatall,” saidRobin Hood, promptly.
ihe cheapest meat about here.”

"Oh, I did n't mean that,” replied Davy; “ |
mcant that it comes off ofa deer.”

"Wrong again!” said Robin Hood, triumph-
antly. “ It comes on a deer. | cut it off myself.
fiteaks ? Chops ?”

“ No, | thank you,” said Davy, giving up the
argument. * 1 don’t think I want anything lo cat

“It’s

just now.”

“ Then what did you come here for? ” said Robin
Hood, peevishly. ‘* What ’'s the good, | 'd like to
know, of standing around and staring at an honest
tradesman ?”

" Well, you see,” said Davy, beginning to feel

frightened, " 1 did n't know you were this sort
of person at all. 1 always thought you were
an archcr, likc— likc William Tcll, you know.”

" That ’'s all a mistakc about Tell,” said Robin.

Hood, contemptuously. “ He was n't an archer.
He was a cross-bow man,— the crossest one that
ei'er lived. By the way, you don’t happen to want
any steaks or chops to-day, do you ?”

" No, not to-day, thank you,” said Davy, very
politely.

" To-morrow? ” inquired Robin Hood.

" No, 1thank you,” said Davy again.

"W ill you want any yesterday?”
Robin Hood, rather doiibtfully.

" 1 think not,” said Davy, beginning to laugh.

Robin Hood stared at him for a moment with a
puizled expression, and then walked into his little
shop and Davy turned away. As he did so, the
path behind him began to unfold itself through the
wood, and looking back over his shoulder, he saw
the little shopswallowedup by the trees and bushes.
Just as it disappeared from view, he caught a
glimpse of a charming little girl peeping out of a
lutticed window beside the door. She wore a little
red hood and looked wistfully after Davy as the
sliop went out of sight-

"1 verily believe that was Little Red Riding
Hood,” said Davy to himself, “ and | never knew
before that Robin Hood was her father !'” The
thoughtofRed Riding Hood, however, brought the
wolf to Davy’'s mind, and he began to anxinnsly
watch the thickets on either side of the path, and
even went so far as to whistle softiy to himself, by
way of showing that he was n’t in the least afraid.
He went on and on, hoping the forest would soon
come to an end, until tlie path shook itself, again
disclosing to view a trim little brick shop in the
densest part of the thicket. It had a ncat little
green door, with a bright brass knocker upon it,
and a sign above it, bearing the words.

inquired

'Sham-Sham : Bargains in Watches."

“ W ell!” exclaimecl Davy in amazement. “ Of
all places to sell watches in, that’'s the prcpos-
terest!” But as he turned 10 walk away, he found
the trees and bushes for the first time blocking his
way, and refusing to move asidc. This distressed
him very much, until it suddenly occurred to him
that tliis must mean that he was to go into the
shop ; and after a moment’s hesitation he went up
and knocked timidly at the door with the bright
brass knocker. There was no response to the
knock, and Davy cautiously pushed open tlic door
and went in.

The place was so dark that at first he could
see nothing, although he heard a rattling sound
Corning from the back part of the shop, but pres-
cntiy he discovered the figure of an old man,
busily mixing something in a large iron pot. As
Davy approached him, he saw that the pot was
full of watches, which the old man was stirring
about with a ladle. The old creature was very
curiously dressed in a suit of rusty green velvet,
with little silver buttons sewed over it, and he wore
a pair of enormous yellow-leather boots; and
Davy was quite alarmcd at seeing that a broad
leathern belt about his waist was stuck full of old-
fashioned knives and pistols. Davy was about to
retreat quickly from the shop, when the old man
looked up and said, in a peevish voice ;

‘“How many watches do you want?” and Davy
saw that he was a very shocking-looking pei-son,
with wild, staring eyes, and with a skin as dark as
mahogany, as if he had been soaked in some-
thing for ever so long.

“How many?” repeated the old man
tiently.

“ Ifyou pleasc,” said Davy, “ 1don’t think I'l!
take any watches to-day. 1’ll cali ”

“ Drat’cm !” interrupted the old man, angrily
beating the watches with his ladle, “ I '"H never
getridof'em— ncvcr!”

“ It seems to me — ” began Davy, soothingly.

“ Of course it does !” again interrupted the old
man as crossly as before. “ Of course it does!
That ’s because you wont listen to ihc why nf it.”

“ But I will listen,” said Davy.

“ Then sit down on the floor and hold up your
ears,” said the old man.

Davy did as he was told to do, so far as sitting
down on the floor was concerned, and the old man
pulled a paper out ofonc of his boots, and glaring
at Davy over the top of it, said angrily :

“You're a pretty spectacle! I 'm another.
W hat does that make ?”

‘*A pair of spectacles, | suppose,” said Davy.

“ Right!” said the oid man. “ Here they are.”

impa-



"1101V. MANY 1YATCHES DO YOU 1VANTI"

And pulling an enonnous pair of spectacles out of
the other boot he put them on, and began reading
aloud from his paper:

“ "My recollectesl thoughts are those
Whick | rememberyet;
And bearing on, as you 'd suppose,
The things | don'tforget.

“ ‘But my resemblest thoughts are less
Alike than they should be;
A state of things, as you’'ll confess,
You very seldom see.'

“ Clever, isn’'tit?” said the oid man, peeping
proudly over the top of the paper.

“ Yes, 1think it is,” said Davy, rather doubt-
fuliy.

“ Now comes the cream of the whole thing,”
said the oid man. “ Just listen to this :

“ “And yet ihe moslest thought |
Is what na one believes—

love

Here thc oid man hastily crammcd the paper
into his boot again, and stared solemnly at Davy.

SAID SHAM-SHAM, IN A rSEVISH VOICE.

“W hatisit?” said Davy, after waiting a mo-
ment for him to complete the verse. The oid
man glanccd suspiciously about the shop, and
then added, in a hoarsc whisper:

“ “That I'm the solé survivor of
The famous Forty Thieves!'™

“ Butl thoughtthe Torty Thieves were all boiled
to death,” said Davy. n

“ All but me,” said the oid man, decidedly. * 1
was in the lastjar, and when they came to me the
oil was off the boil, or the boil was off the oil,— 1
forget which it was,— but it ruined my digestién
and made melooklike a ginger-bread man. What
larks we used to have !” he continued, rocking him-
self back and forth and chuckling hoarsely. “ Oh.
we were a precious lot, wc were! I 'm Sham-Sham,
vou know. Then there was Anamanainona Mikc

he was an Irishman from Hullaboo — and Bar-
celona Boner — he was a Spanish chap, andboned
everything he could lay his hands on. Strike’sreal
naraewasGobang;butwecaliedhim Strike, because
he was always asking for more pay. Haré Ware
was a poacher, and uscd to catch Welsh rabbits

in a trap; we called him “ Hardware” because



lie liad so much sUal about him.
ivasii'tit?”

“ Oh, very !” said Davy, laughing.

“ Frown Whack was a scowling fellow with a
club,” continued Sham.Sham. “ My! how he
could hit! And Harico and Barico were a couple
of bad Society Islanders. Then there was Wee
Wo; he was a little Chinese chap, and we used
to send him down the chimneys to open front
doors for us. He used to say that sooted him to
perfection. W ac ”

At this moment an extraordinary commotion be-
gan among thc watches. There was no doubt about
it, llie pot was boiling. And Sham-Sliam, angrily
crying out “ Don’t tell me a watched pot never
boils!” sprang to his feet, and pulling a pair of
pistols from his beclt, llegan firiiig at the watches,
wliich were now bubbling over the side of the pot

Good joke,

SHAM.SHAM, KXCLAIMINC, ‘DOn't TELL ME A IVATCHEN
and rolling about tlie floor; while Davy, who had
liad quite enough of Sham-Sham by this time, ran
out of the door.

lo his gieat surprise, he found himself in a sort
of under-ground passage lighted by grated opcnings
overhead; but as he could still hear Sham-Sham,
Mio now seemed to be firing all his pistols at once,

he did not hesitate, but ran along the passage at
the top of his speed.

Presently he camc in sight of a figure hurrying
toward him witli a lighted candle, and as it ap-
proached he was perfectly astounclcd to see tliat
it was Sham-Sham himself, dressed up in a ncat
calicé frock and a dimity apron like a housekceper,
and with a bunch of keys hanging al his girdle.
The old man seemed to be greatly agitated, and
hurriedly whispering, “We thought you were
never coming, sir !'” led the way through the pas-
sage in great liaste. Davy noticed that they
were now in a sort of tunnel made of fine grass.
The grass had a delightful fragrance, like new-
mown liay, and was neatly wound around the
tunnel like thc insirie of a bird’s nest. The next
moment they camc out into an open space in

the forest, where, to Davy’s amazcmcnt, jhe
HN N N
mi'; 5
POT NEVEK bOIL-S!"' [itCLAN IMKINO AT THE WATCHES."

Cockalorum ivas sitting bolt upright in an arm-
chair, with its head wrapped up in flannel.

It seemed to be night, but the place was lightcd
up by a large ciiandelier that hung from the
branches of a tree, and Davy saw that a number
of odd-looking birds were roosting on the chande-
jicr among thc Hghts, garing down upon the poor



Cockalorum with a melancholy interest. As Sham-
Sham made his appearance with Davy at his heels,
there was a sudden comrootion among the birds,
and they all cried out together, “ Here 's the doc-
tor !” Before Davy could reply, the Hole-keeper

THB COCKALOFI'fcl IS ILL

suddenly made his appearance with his great book,
and hurriedly turning over the leaves, said, pomting
to Davy, “ He is n't a doctor. His fiame is Gloo-
pitch.” At these words, there ardse a long, wail-
ing cry, the lights disappeared, and Davy found
himself on a broad path in the forest with the
Holc-keepcr walking quietly beside him.

VIL

Chapter

SINDIIAU THE SAILOR’'S HOUSE.

“ You had noright to tell those birds my flame
was Gloopitch !” said Davy, angrily. “ That's the
second time you'vc got it wrong.”

“ Well, it's of no consequence,” said the Hole-
keeper, complaccntly. “ 1’'ll make it something
else the next time. By the way, you're not the
postman, are you ?”

“ Ofcourse 1’in not,” said Davy.

“1'm glad of that,” said the Holc-kceper;

“

postmen are always so dreadfully busy. Would
you mind delivering a letter for rae ?” he added,
lowering his voice confidentlally.

“ Oh, no,” answered Davy, rather reluctantly ;
not if it will be in my way.”

“ It ’s sure to be in your way
becausc it’s so big,” said the Holc-
keeper; and taking the letter out
of hispocket, he handed it to Davy.
It certainly was a very large letter,
curiously folded like a dinner-nap-
kin and sealed in a great many
places with red and white pepper-
raint drops; and Davy was much
pleased to see that it was addressed:

Captain Robinson Crusoe,
Jeran Feranderperandamam,
B. C.

“ What does B. G.
said Davy.

“ Baldergong’'s Geography, of
course,” said the Hole-keeper.

“ But why do you put that on
the letter?” inquiredDavy.

“ Because you can’C find Jeran
Feranderperandamam anywhere
else, stupid,” said the Hole-keeper,
impatiently. ‘*But | can’t stop to
argle about it now,” and saying
this, he turned into a' side path,
and disappeared in the wood.

As Davy walked mournfully
along, turning the big letter over
and over in his hands, and feeling
very confused by the Hole-keeper’s

last remark, he presently saw, lying on the walk
before him, a small book beautifully bound m
crimson moroccd, and picking it up, he saw that
it was marked on the cover:

stand for?"

BALDERUONG'S STUFFING FOR THE STUPID

“ Perhaps this will tcll me where to go,” he
thought as he opened it; but it proved to be far
more confusing than the Hole-keeper himself had
been. The first page was headed “ How to fnll
griddlepigs” : the second page, “ Two ways ol
frumplmgcrumbles” ; the third page,
snub for feastic spralls” ; and so on, until Davy Id
as if he were taking leave of his senses. He «as
just about to throw the book down in disgust, when
it was suddenly snatched out of his hands; ani
turning hastily, he saw a savage glaring at Inm
from the bushes.

Now Davy knew perfectly well, as all httle boy
should know, that when you meet a savage m tue



woods you must get behind a tree as quickly as
possible; but he did this in such haste that he
found to his dismay that he and the savage had
cliosen the same tree, and in the next instant the
savage was after him. The tree was a very large
one, and Davy in his fright went around it a num-
ber of times so rapidly that he presently caught
sight of the back of the savage, and he was sur-
prised to see that he was no bigger than a large
monkey; and moreover, that he was gorgcously
dressed in a beautiful blue coat, with brass buttons
on the tail of it, and pink striped trousers. Davy
liad hardly made this discovery, wiien the savage
suddeniy disappeared through a door in a high
paling of logs that began at the tree and extended
in a straight line far out into the forest.

it was very puzzling to Davy when it occurred
to liim that, although he had lieen around the
tree at least a dozen times, he had never seen this
paling before. The door through whicli thc sav-
age had disappeared also bothcred him ; for, though
it was quite an ordinary-looking door, it had no
knob for latch, fior indeed any way of being
opened that he
couid perceivc.
On one side of
it, in tho Joal-
ilig, was a row
of bell-pulls,
marked :

Family.
liulcher.
Baker.
Pdlice.
Candiestick-
maker.

andén thedoor
iiseif was a
large knocker,
marked:

Postman.

After exam- B\
iningall these,
Davy decided
that, as he had a letter in chargc, he was more of
a postman than anything else, and he therefore
raiscd the knocker and rapped loudly. Immecdi-
ately all the bell-pulls began flying in and out of
their own accoid, with a deafeniiig clangor of bells
hehincl the paling; and then the doorswungslowly
hack upon its hinges.

Davy walked through the door-way and found
himself in the oddest-looking little country place

*THE SAVAGIi WAS SITTmC

that could possibly be imagined. There was a
little lawn laid out on which a sort of soft fur was
growing instead of grass, and here and there about
the lawn, in the place of flower-beds, little foot-
stools, neatly covered with carpet, were growing
out of the fur. The trees were simply large feather-
dusters; but they seemed, nevertheless, to be
growing in a very thriving manner. And on a
little mound at the back of thc lawn, stood a small
house built entirely of big conch-shells with their
pink mouths turned outward. This gave thc house
a very cheerful appearance, as if it were constantly
on a broad grin.

The savage was sitting in the shade of one of thc
dusters, complacently reading the little red book;
and as Davy approached, he saw, to his aston-
ishment, that he was the Goblin dressed up like
an Ethiopian serenader.

“ Oh! you dear, delicious oid Goblin!” cried
Davy, in an ecstasy of joy at again finding his
traveling-companion. “ And were you the savage
that was chasing me just now ?”

The Goblin nodded his head, and exclaiming,

THE SHADi; OF ONE OF THE DUSTERS.

“ My, how you did cut and run !” rolled over and
over, kicking his heels about in a delirium of
enjoyment.

“ Goblin,” said Davy, gravcly, “ I think we can
have just as good a time without any such doings
as that. And now tell me what place this is.”

“ Sindbad thc Sailor’'s house,” said the Goblin,
sitting up again.

“ Really and truly?” said the delighted Davy.



“ Really and treaily truly.”
‘And here he comes now !”
Davy looked around and saw an old man coming

said tire Goblin.

“ All right,” said Sindbad, “ I ’'ll give you a
nautical onc.”
Here he rose for a moment, hitched up his big

HE TLAYED HOP-SCOTCH WITH TIIU STARBOABD WATCH."

toward them across the lawn. He was dressed in
a Turkish costume, and wore a large turban and
red morocco slippers turned up at the toes like
skatcs; and his white beard was so long that at
every fourth stcp he troci upon it, and fell forward
to the ground. He took no notice whatcvei of
either Davy or the Goblin, and after falling down a
number of times, took his seat upon one of the
little cavpet foot-stools. Taking off his turban,
he began stirring about in it with a large wooden
spoon. As he took off his turban, Davy saw that
his head, which ivas perfectly bald, was neatly laid
out in black and white squares likc a chess-boarcl.

“ He 's the most absent-minded story-tellev that
ever was born,” said the Goblin, pointing with his
thumb over his shoulder at Sindbad.

As Davy and the Goblin sat down beside him,
Sindljad hastily put on his turban, and after scowl-
ing at Davy for a moment, said to the Goblin,
“ It’s no use telling him anything ; he 's as deaf
as a trunk.”

“ Then tellitto me,” said the Goblin, with great
presence of mind.

trousers like a sailor, cocked his turban on one
side of his head, and sitting down again, began;

“A capital ship for an ocean trip,
iVas 'The Walloping Window-blinet';

No gale that blew dismayed her crew
Or troubled the captain's mind.

The Aan at the wheel ‘was taught tofeel

Ccntemptfor the wildest blow.

And it often appeared, when the weather had

clearcd,

That he 'd been in his bunk below.

*» The boatswain's mate was very seda/e,
Yetfond of ainusewent, too;

And he played hop-scotch with the starboarci

watch,

While the capiain tickled the crew..

And the gnnner we had was apparently niad,
For he sat on the after-rail,

Andfred salntes with the captain's boots,
In the teeth of the booming gale.



"The captain sat in a commodore's hat
And dined in a royal way

On toasted pigs and picklcs and Jigs
And gimunery bread each day.

But the cook was Dntch and bchavced as suchs
For thc diet he gave the crew

Was a number 0/ tons of hot-cross buns

Prepared with sugar and glne.

"All nautical pride we laid aside,
And we cast the vessel ashore

Oh the Gulliby Isles, whei-e the Poohpooh smiles,
And the Rumbletnmbunders roar.

And wc sai on the edge of a sandy lcdge
And shot at the whistling bee;

And the cinnamon-bats wore water-proof hats
.is they danced in the sounding sea.

"On mbgiib bark, from dawn io dark,

We fed, till we all had grown
Uncommonly shrunk,— when a Chinese junk

Carne by from the lorriby soné.

She was stubby and square, but we did n't much

care,

A nd we cheerily put to sea;

And we left the crew of thejunk to ckcw
The bark of the rnbgub-trec.”

Mere Sindbadstopped,and gazcd
bulemnly at Davy and the Gobin.

“ Ifyou please, sir,” said Davy,
rcspectfully, “ what is gummery
bread ?”

‘It ’s bread stuffed with mo-
liisses,” said Sindbad; “ but 1
never saw it anywhere, except
aboard of ‘ The Prodigal Pig.””

“ But,” said Davy, in great
surprise, “ you said thc fiame of
\our ship was ”

“ So | did, and so it was,” in-
icrruptcdSindbad,testily. “ The
nainc ofa ship sticks to it like wax
toa wig. You can't change it.”

“Who gave it that fiame?” 2
said the Goblin.

“ What fiame ?” said Sindbad,
looking very much astonished.

“Why,"* The Cantering Soup-tureen, 'said the
Goblin, winking at Davy.
“ Oh, that fiame!” said Sindbad; *“ that was

given to her when But speaking of soup-
tureens— let’s go and have some pie and rising
to his feet, he gave one hand to Davy and the
other to the Golilin, and they all walked off in a
row toward the little shell house. This, however,
proved to be a very troublcsome arrangement, for

Sindbad was constantly stepping on his long beard
and falling down ; and as he kept a firm hold of
hiscompanions’ hands, they all wentdown inaheap
together a great many times. At last Sindbad’s
turban fell off, and as he sat up on thc grass and
began stirring in it again with his wooden spoon,
Davy saw that it was full of broken chess-men.

“1t's a great improvemcnt, isn't it?”
Sindbad.

“ What is?” said Davy, very much puzzled.

“ Why, this way of playing the game,” said
Sindbad, looking up at him complacently. “ You
see, you make all the moves at once.”

“ it must be avery easy way,” said Davy.

“ 1t’s nothing ofthe sort,” said Sindbad, sharply.
“ There are more moves in onc of my games than
in twenty ordinary games ;” and here he stirrcd
up the chess-men furiously for a moment, and
then, triumphantly calling out “ Check !” clapped
thc turban on his head.

As they set out again for the little housc, Davy
saw that it was slowly moving around tbe edge
of the lawn, as if it were on a circular railway,
and Sindbad followed it around, dragging Davy
and the Goblin with him, but never getting any
nearcr to the house.

“ Don't you think,” said Davy,

said

after a while.

lili CJAVB GNE HAND TO DAVV AND THE OTMBR TO TMH (iOBLIN,

* that it would be a good plan to stand still and
wait until the house carne around to us?”

“ Here, drop that!” exclaimed Sindbad, excit-
edly, “ that 's my idea. | was just about pro-
posing it myself.”

* So was I,” said the Goblin to Sindbad.
leave my ideas alone, wil! you ?”

“ Your ldeas !” retorted Sindbad, scornfully. “ 1
did n’t know you'd brought any with you.”

* Just



“ 1 liad to,” replied the Goblin, with great con-
tempt, “ otherwise there would n’'t have been any
on thc premises.”

“ Oh! come, | say!” cried Sindbad, “ that’s
my sneer, you know. Don’t go to putting the
point of it the wrong way.”

“ Take it back, if it’s the only one you have,”
retortcd thc Goblin, with another wink at Davy.

“ Thank you, | believe I will,” replied Sindbad,
meekiy j and as the little house came along just
then, they all stepped in at the door as it went by.
As they did so, to Davy’'s amazemcnt Sindbad
and the Goblin quietly vanished, and Davy, in-
stead of being inside the house, found himself
standing in a dusty road, quite alone.

VIIL.

Chapter

LAY-OVF,RS FOR MEDDLERS

As Davy stood in the road, in doubt which way
to go, a Roe came around the corner of the house.
She was a large bird, nearly six feet tall, and was
comfortably dressed in a bonnetand a plaid shawl,
and wore overshoes. About her neck was hung a
covered basket and a door-key, and Davy at once
concluded that she was Sindbad’s housekeeper.

“ 1 did n't mean to kecp you waiting,” said thc
Roe, leading the way along the road ; “ but I de-
clare that, what with combing that lawn every
morning with a fine-tooth comb, and brushing
those shells every evenlng with a fine tooth-brush,
I don’t get time for anything else, let alone fecd-
ing the animals.”

“ What animals?” said Davy, beginning tobe
interested.

“ Why, his, of course,” said thc Roe, rattling

on in her harsh voice. “ There 's an Emphasis

and two Periodicals and a Spotted Disaster, all
crnwlin’ and creepin’ and screechin’ ”

Here Davy, unable to control himself, burst into
a fit of laughter, in which the Roe joined heartily,
rolling her head from side to side and repeating
“ All crawlin’ and creepin’ and scrcechin’ ” over
and over again, as if that were the cream of tlie
joke. Suddeniy she stopped laughing and said in

a low voice, “ You
don’'t happen to
have a beefeteak
aliout you, do
you ?’

Davy confessed
that he had not,
and the Roe con-
tinued, “ Then |1
must go back. Just
hold my basket,
like a good child.”
Here there was a
scuffling sound in
the basket and the
Roe rapped on the
coverwith her hard
bcak and cried,

" “Hush!”

“ W hat'sinit?”

said Davy, cautiously taking the basket.

“ Lay-overs for meddlers,” said thc Roe, and
hurrying back along thc road, was soon out of
sight.

“ 1 wonder what they're like,” said Davy to
himself, getting down upon his hands and knees
and listening curiously with his ear against tlie
cover of thc basket. The scuffling sound con-
tinued, minglcd with little sneezes and squeaking
sobs as if some very small kittcns had bad colds
and were crying about it.

“ 1 think 1’1l take a pccp,” said Davy, looking
cautiously about him. There was no one in sight,
and he carcfully raised the cover a little way and
tried to look in. The scuffling sound and the sobs
ceased, and thc next instant the cover flew off the
basket and out poured a swarm of little brown
creatures like snuff-boxes with legs. As they
scampcred off in all directions, Davy made a fraii-
tic grab at one of them, when it instantly turned
over on its back and blew a puff of smoke into his
face, and he rolled over in the road almost stifled.
When lie was able to sit up again and look alioul
him, thc cmpty basket was lying on its side near
him, and not a iay-over was to be seen. At that
moment, the Roe came in sight, hurrying along
the road witli her shawl and her bonnet-strings
flutteringbehind her; and Davy, clapping the cover
on the basket, took to hisheels and ran for dear life.

(To beeoniinued.)



FOR

BASS-WOOD

CHAPS.

By John Vance Cheney.

The boy that likes spring or summer or fall
Better than old King Winter

Is a sort of a bass-wood splinter —

Soft stuff; in fact, he 's no boy at all.

Away from the stove, and look out there !
Uid ever you see a picture so fair?

King Winter, from mountain to plain

Not a beggar in auU his train.

The poky old pump,

The ugliest stump;

One is in ermine from chips to chin,

The other — no lamb can begin

To look so warm and soft and full,
Though up to its eyes in wrinkles of wool.
See old Dame Post with her night-cap on,
Madam Bush in her shawl with the white nap on!
Crabbed old Bachelor Hedge—

Whcre, now, is his prickly edge?

And scraggy old Gran’sir Tree,

Shabby as shabby could be,

How lie spreads himself in his uniform,
Lording it over the coid and the storm |
Summer? Oh, yes, | know she will dress
Her dainty dear-dears in loveliness;
But Winter— The great and small,
Angelic and ugly, all

SKATERS’

He tailors so fine, you would think each one

The grandcst personage under the sun.

Who is afraid he 'll be bit to death

By a monster that hites with nothing but breath ?

There 's more real manhood, thirty to three,

In the little chicks of a chickadee:

Never were raerrier creatures than they

When summer is hundreds of railes away.

Your stay-in-doors, bass-wood splinter

Knows not the first thing about winter.

A fig for your summer boys,

They're no whit better than toys.

Give me the chap that will off to town

When the wind is driving the chimney down,

When the bare trees bend and roar

Like breakers on the shore.

Into the snow-drifts, plunged to his kneos,-

Yes, in clear up to his ears, if you please,

Ruddy and ready, plucky and strong,

Pulling his little duck legs along;

The road is full, but he 's bound Co go through it,

He has business on hand, and is round to do it.

As yonder you see him, breaking paths for the
sleighs,

So he'll be on the lead to the end of his days;

One of Winter's own boys,

No bass-wood there,

a hero is he.
but good hard hickory !

SONG.

By C. Alexander Nelson.

BUCKLE the Steel
Fivin to the heel,
Fnr a merry bout and a mazy rcel;
The glassy ice
We ’'ll mark in a trice
With many a quaint and strange devicc.

Our fire burns bright,
And its rudcly light
Glows far through the starry, wintry night;
Wec 'll whirl and wheel
On ringing stecl,
While our pulses quickcn and volees peal.

With shout and song,
A joyous throng,

W c ’'lIl wakc the cchoes loud and long,
Till the moon’'s palé beam
O’er the hill-top gleam.

And warn us home to rest and di-cam.

Chorus.— For naught care we,
From cares set free,

Though chill blow the wind o’cr the icy lea;
And in sleep we shout.
As we toss about,

That mcrry, merry skaters are we i
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STORIES

OF ART AND ARTISTS.*—

I WISH A KELLOW CffuM!"’

FIFTEENTH PAPER.

By Clara Erskine Clement.

SPANISH PAINTING.

T he Spanish school of painting dates about two
hundred and fifty ycars latcr than the Italian, and
one hundred years later than the Flemish school.
Thus the Spanish school had its birth just when
the Italian school was in its best strength and
beauty, and tho carlicst Spanish painteis profitcd
by the study of what had already been done in
Italy. As soon as an interest in painting had
been awakened in Spain, thc Spanish monarchs
invited Italian paintcrs to their courts ; they also
purchased splendid pictures from artists who never
went to Spain, and many of these works could be
seen and studied by Spanish painters, who thus
had some of the finest masterpieces of the ivorld
always before their eyes.

Then, too, many Spanish students went to Italy
to study, and this constant coming of Italians and
going of Spaniards— most of whom returned to

‘Copyright, i88x, by Clara Erskine Clement.

practice in Spain the art which they had learned
far away beyond the Pyrences and Alps— re-
sulted in the foundation and establishment of the
Spanish School of Painting, The chief centers
of this school were Toledo, Seville, Valencia, and
Madrid; and after Philip Il. made Madrid thc
capital of Spain, its school of art increased in
importance, until, in the time of Philip 1V., this
city was the metrépolis of Spanish art.

Though it is not strictly a part of my subject, 1
shall tell you something of the magnificent riches
of the Gallery of Madrid, which is conceded to be
the finest collection of pictures in the world. Of
foreign pictures it has forty-threc by Titian, ten
by Raphael, twenty-five by Paul Vcronese, thirty-
four by Tintoretto, sixty-four by Rubens, a fine
collection by Vandyck, while of Tcniers this gal-
lery has sixty finished works. Of the Spanish paint-
ers, the gallery contains sixty'-five by Velasqucz,
forty-six by Murilo, and fifty-eight by Ribera.

All rights reserved.



When one thinlcs of all this, it is natural to won-
der ho« such treasures were ever brought together
in Spain. The cxplanatioii of it is that the great
limperor Charles V. was at the height of his
power and wealth just when the painting of Italy
had reached its best estate. He ruled over Spain,
Ilhe Netherlands, Milan, Naples, and Sicily. These
countries embraccd a lar-ge part of the territory of
Kurope in which art had attained perfection, and
ihe vast riches at his comraand gave him the
power to be the patréon of the art of all nations.

Charles V. was the pci-sonal friend of Titian
and was the possessor of some of the most glori-
tiis works of that master; he also purchased many
mostcrpieccs of the best Flemish and
and thus made the Ireginning of the
splendid museum. To this, Philip Il. and other
sovereigns added still other forcign works, while
many of the best pictures of the Spanish painters
wcre also placed there.

Italian
paintcis,

The museum now con-
tains many works which were formerly distributed
in palaces and convents, and were thus almost lost
to the world, since they were only seen by the few
who were admittcd to these places. Fcrdinand
Vil., however, removed many of those which had
adorned the palaces and placed them in the mu-
seimi, and when the riches of the inonasteries
wcre also added to it, this gallci-y became almost
too magnificent for description.

The religious element, as was natural in the
days when the Church was all-powerful, was most
prominent in Spanish art in the days of Charles V.
and liis successors. With the exception of por-
traits, tliere were few pictures of importance that
had not a religious mcaning.

Spanish painting reached in the
The most interesting Span-
about twelve in number, all died be-,
tween the years 1586 and 1682, andafter that time
no great painter ardse to replace those 'vho had
gone, or to add ncw luster to the Spanish school.

its mcridian
scventeenth century.
ish artists,

LUIS DE MORALES

was one of the eariiest of this twelve. He was
horn in Badajoz* in 1509 and died in 1586. He
ivas the first Spanish painter who acgqiiired a repii-
tation outside of his own country. His subjects
were all religious and he was called E I Divino,"
or "the divine,” on account of the devotional ele-
meiit in his works. He painted on panels and
finished his pictures with great care. His works
are not mimerous in Spain, and but few of them are
seen clsewhere. Thcrc are good specimcns in the
Louvrc, in the Drcsden Gallery, and at the Her-

" pronounced LE-ak

mitage, in St. He belonged to the

Castilian school and studied at Toledo.

Petersburg.

When Morales was fifty-five years old, Philip 11.
invited him to court. When he appeared before
the king, he wore so magnificent a costume that
Philip ivas angr)', and ordered a sum tif money to
be paid the artist and a dismissal to be sent him
at the same time. This was a dreadful blow to
Morales, and when he cxplained that he had spcnt
nearly all that he had in order to appear before his
sovereign in a dress which befitted the dignity of
the king, he was pardoncd, and commissioned to
paint one picturc. This, however, was not hung
in the Escorial, f which so mortified Morales that
he forsnok his art and fell into great poverty.

In 1581, Philip visited Badajoz and saw Morales
in avery different dress from that which he had
worn at court.

" Morales, you are very old,” said the king.
Yes, sire, and very poor,” replied the painter.

Philip then commanded thattwo hundred ducats
of the Crown rents of Badajoz should be given each
year to the painter to supply him with dinners.
Hearing this. Morales exclaimed :

‘“And for supper, sire ?”

This aptness so pleased the king that he added
one hundred ducats to the pensién and these
sums gave Morales comfort for the rest of his days.
The Streetin Badajoz in which he lived still bears
his flame.

JOSE DE ribera,
also callcd Lo Spagnoletto, was born at Xativa
in 1588 and died in Naples in 1656. Though he
lived many years in lItaly, his flame and rank are
important among the painters of Spain. | told
you something of him and his life in Naples, in
the paper on Italian painters. Perhaps you will
remember the kindnessof acardinal to him when he
was a boy in Rome, and his decisién thathe needed
the spur of poverty to make him a good artist.

He seems, however, to have thought differently
about this in later ycars, for when a rich picture-
dealer in Naples offered Ribera his daughter in
marriage, the painter accepted her; but he was an
industrious artist, though he lived in princely style.
Most of Ribcra’'s subjects were painful, and he
painted them so naturally that they are often
revolting in their representation of horrible suffcr-
ing, though tlicir great merits show him to have
been uvery giftcd painter. It is pleasant to add that
he sometimes painted pictures of a different sort.
Onc of these is in the Madrid Gallery, and repre-
senta the " Dream of Jacob.” It has all the
strength of his other works, and at the same time a

t A famous Spanish palacc, about tweniy-four miles from Madrid, builtby Philip II.



sweetness of sentiment and a tenderncss in its
handling which prove that Ribera had a better
side in his nature. He has represented Jacob
stretched on an open plain, sleeping profoundly ;
on one side a stream of cloudy, golden brightness
extends from earth to heaven, and in this are
angels ascending and descending.

Many portraits and other pictures by Ribera are
seen in the galleries of Europe. His “ Descent
from the Cross,” which is considered his finest
work, is in the church of San Martino, in Naples.
Of the large number of his pictures in the Madrid
Gallery, many are single heads of saints and
apostlcs on small canvases.

VELASQUEZ.

T his master is generally called the greatest
painter of Spain. His full fame is Diego Rod-
riguez de Silva y Velasquez. He was born in
SeviUe in 1599,— the same year in which Vandyck
was born in Antwerp,— and lie died in Madrid in
1660; thus his work belongs to the seventeenth
century. His parents were of noble blood; his
father was of the Portuguese family of De Silva,
and a lawyer in Seville; his mother, Geronima
Velasquez,— by whose fiame the artist is known,
according to the custom of Andalusia,— was an
accomplished woman, and devoted herself to the
education of her son. Although he had a quick
mind and could learn easily, he was so fond of
drawing that he was unwilling to study other
things, and when still very young he was placed in
the school of Herrera the Eider. This painter has
been called “ a clever brute,” and Velasquez soon
tired of him; but, meantime, he had acquircd a
free, hold style of drawing. His second master
was Francesco Pacheco, who never became great
as a painter, but was a refined and polished gen-
tleman and a writer of some reputation.

Velasquez soon discovered that no master could
make him the artist that he desired to be. He de-
termined to devote himself to the study of nature
alone ; and working thus, with untiring industry,
he became one of the great raastem of the world.
Until he was twenty-three years oid, he devoted
himself to representing thc low and common life
of the streets ; he painted what he saw just as he
saw it, in form, coloi-, and every particular. He is
said to have kept a peasant lad as a model, and
from him he painted a variety of heads in all sorts
of positions and with every possible expression.
To this carly period bclong several picturesofbeg-
gar boys which are well known, and the important
“ W ater-carrierof Seville,” which is now at Apsley
House ; also, the “ Adoration of the Shcpherds,”
which is in the National Gallery in London.

In 1622 Velasquez went to Madrid for the first
time, and there saw thc pictures of the Royal
Galleries, of which he had heard much from the
visitors to thc studio of Pacheco. He carried with
him letters which enabled him to see the works of
art in the capital, but he was not brought lo the
notice of the king. W hile in Madrid he painted
the portrait of the poet Gongora, and secured the
friendship of Fonseca, who was a patrén of art,
and who later interested the minister Olivarez in
the young painter of Seville. As the result of all
this, Velasquez w'as soon summoned tn the court,
and a pursc of fifty ducats was sent him to covcr
the expenses of his journey.

Meantime, he had married the daughter of
Pacheco, and when he went to Madrid he was
accompanied by his wife, his father-in-law, and
his mulatto slave, Juan Pareja, who later becamc
an cxcellent painter. The first picture painted by
Velasquez, after his second arrival at Madrid, was
a portraitof Fonseca; this was shown to the king,
who was so well pleased witli it that he immedi-
ately appointed the artist his court-painter, which
position Velasquez hcld as long as he hved.

The Service of Philip 1V. perfected Velasquez as
a portrait-painter. The king was never weary oi
sitting for his own portrait; and those of his quecn
and his children, in groups and in single pictures,
were repeated again and again. Velasquez was
ahvays prosperous; he grew in favor with the
king, who affoi-ded him every possible opportunity
for improvement and enjoyment. Philip made
himself his familiar friend, and was accustomed to
visit his studio with as little ceremony as one gen-
tleman uses with another who is his equal in rank.
He would permit no other artist to paint his por-
trait, and lost no opportunity to show his regard
for his favorite painter. He was in the habit also
of asking advice from Velasquez concerning tlie
improvement of his capital and the art-collections
which he desired to make. Velasquez was also
the favorite of the minister Olivarez, and tliis
proves that he must have attended strictly to such
matters as concerned himself and his art; for had
he ventured to advise the king in other directions,
the proud minister would not have been his friend.

At length, Velasquez was allowed to visit Italy.
He remaincd there two years and was treatcd with
the respect which his character and his talents
merited. After liis return to Madrid, he became
more and more ncccssary to King Philip; he at-
icnded the king upon his journeys, and was in the
most confidential relations with him. Afier a time
the king sent him again to Italy to purchase works
of art, and gave him full power to buy whatever
his judgment approved. As the spccial agent
of thc Spanish monarch, and with his fame as a



painter, Velasquez became a very important per-
son, and was everywhere received with the highest
honors. Pope Innocent X. sat to him for his
Donrait, as did also several cardinals and Roman
princes. He was elocted a inembor of thc Acad-
einy of St. Luke, at Rome, and formcd cidse
friendships with many sculptors and painters.

Upon his return to Madrid, Velasquez was ap-
pointed Aposentador Mayor* of the king’s house-
liold, with a salary of thrcc thousand ducats a year.
He carried at his belt a key which opened every
lock in the palace. The duties of this office re-
quired him to superintend all the ceremonies and
fcstivais of the royal household; this was a heavy
tax upon his time and strength, but he also ful-
filled his part as superintendent of the Gallery of
the Escorial, arranged his Italian bronzes and
marbles in the halls of thc Alcazar, attended to
broiize castings from models which he had brought
from Italy, and painted his last great picture,
known in Spain as “ Las Menifias,” or “ The
Maids of Honor.” This picture represents the
rojal family, witlt the maids of honor, the dwarfs,
a sleeping hound, and the artist himself standing
before the easel with pencils in hand. Doubtiess
thc great mastcr was very weary of rcpeating
.gain and again the faces of the king and his
children, and the idea carne to him to make this
picture something more than a portrait. It gives
thc whole scene precisely as it was, and is thus
historical. It represents onc moment in the life
of all Gie notable people whom it reproduces
exactly as it was passed by them ; the faces of the
kiiig and queen are seen in a mirror, for the
special purpose of the work was thought lo be thc
portrait of the little Infanta, or princcss, who is
stiffly placed in the centcr, with her little maids
around her. Another portrait by Velasquez of
this same little Infanta was copied in an engraving
wliich formed the frontispiece of the last number
of St. Nicholas. And on page 176 of this num-
ber you will find a copy of the famous painting
called “ The Maids of Honor.”

Mi'. John Hay, in his book called Castilian
Days, says; “ The longer you look upon this mar-
velous painting, thc less possible does it seem that
Itis merely the placing of color on canvas which
causes this perfect illusion. It does not seem pos-
sible that you are looking at a plafie surface.

* * ' There is space and light in this picture
as in any room. if art consists in making a fleet-
ing moment immortal, * » & « then it will
be hard to find a greater painting than this.”

When Philip saw this picture, he said it wanted
butonc thing; and he took abrush and in the most
unskillful manner painted a red cross upon the
breast ofthc portrait of Velasquez, Thus was the

artist made a Knightof tho Order of Santiago, and
the manner in which the knighthood was confened
was the highest compliment ever paid to a painter.

This famous picture is not beautiful. The color
is dull, its whole tone being an olive-green gray;
thc persons representecl are not beautiful, Vclas-
gaez is the only graceful figure there ; but in spite
of this it has a great power, it is a picture that
one can not turn away from hastily.

The last important act in thc jife of Velasquez
was his superintendence of the ceremonies at the
Isle of Pheasants, when the courts of France and
Spain met there, and when Louis XIV., accom-
panlcd by the queen-mother of France, received
the Infanta Maria Teresa forhis wife. The splendid
ceremonies of the occasion furnished many scenes
worthy to be immortalized by the poet or artist,
but its pieparation was too much for the strength
of Velasquez, who was already overworked. He
reached Madrid on the 20th of June, and dicd on
the 6th of August. His wife lived but eight days
longer, and was buried in the same grave witli him.
The ceremonies of his funeral were magnificent,
and he was buried in thc church of St. Juan, which
was destroyed by the Frcnch in iSti.

Velasquez wasof arareand admirable character;
he combined sweetness of temper, freedoin from
jealousy, and power to conciliate with strength of
intellect and will and steadfastness of purpose.
He was onc of naturc’s noblomen in thc full, broad
sense of that word. Stirling, in his Artists of
Spain, says of him: “ He was the friend of Ru-
bens, the most generous, and of Ribera, the most
jealous of the brethren of his craft; and he was the
friend and protector of Cano and Murillo, who,
next to himself, were the greatest paintersofSpain.
The favorite of Philip 1V., in fact, his minister for
artistic affairs, he filled this position with a purity
and a disinterestedness very uncommon in the
counsclors of state ; and to befriend an artist less
fortunate than himself was one of the last acts of
his amiable and glorious life.” When Velasquez
is simply called the greatest painter of Spain full
justice is not done him, for he ivas also the nobicst
and most commanding man among them all.

Naturally, from his position at court, a large
proportion of his works were portraits of exalted
pereonagcs. Those are in groups, single figures,
and equestrian portraits, and frequently the groups
were so arranged as to perpetiuate the memory of
historical events. He also painted landscapes
which have been favorably comparad with those of
Ciando Lorraine; unlike Riibcns, who had a cer-
tain manner in all his works, Velasquez changed
his handling to suit his subject instead of suiting
his subject to his handling. The horses that he
painted wcrc as well done as the raen who rodé

"urand Marshal of the Royal Apnriments.
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them; he may be compared with Tcniers as a
painterofscenesfrom commoiilifc; “ hisfruit-pieces
equal those of Sdnchez Cotan or Van Kessel; and
hisdogs might do battle with the dogs of Snyders.”
In the Gallery of I”™adrid there is no separate
portrait of Velasquez, though there are such at
Florence, Munich, and Paris; that in thc “ Maids
of Honor," painted in 1656, is the latcst and most
authentic one; another, painted ten years earlier,
is in the historical picture of the “ Surrender of
Breda,” which was his greatest work of this kind.
In the center of the picture the governor of the
cnnquered city delivers the keys to tho great Spin-
ola, while the Spanish and Flemish soldiers are on
either side. The landscape of this painting, which
isa broad scene in the Nethcrlands, wouid make
an admirable picture without any figures in it.
The pictures of Velasquez number two hundred

THE HARE AND

BV Louisa

At Lawton, Sid had parted from his friend and
gone on alone, having laid in a store of ginger-
bread from a baker’s cait, and paused to eat,
drink, and rest by a way-side brook. A few miles
farther, he passed a party of girls playing lawn-
tfiinis; and as he slowly rolled along, watching
them from his lofty perch, one of them suddeniy
exclaimed;

“Why, it’s our neighbor, Sidney Westl How
did he come here?”” and waving her racquet,
Alice ran across the lawn to find out.

Very willing to stop and display his new uni-
forni, which was extremely becoming, Sid dis-
mounted, doffed his helmet, and smiled upon the
tlamsels, leaning over the hedge like a knight of
oid.

“ Come in and play a game, and have some
luncheon. You will have plenty of time, and some
of USare going to the rink by and by. Do come,
—we want a young gentleman to help us, for Mau-
rice is too lazy, and Jack has hurt his hand with
that stupid base-ball,” said Alice, beckoning per-
suasively, while thc other girls nodded and smiled
ho)&fully.

Thus allured, the youthful Ulysses hearkencd
to the voice of the littie Circe in a round hat, and
entered the enchanted grove, where he soon for-
got the passage of time.

While Sid was thus happily engaged, time slip-
ped away, and Hugh passed hisbrother in the race,

VoL. XIl.— 13.

THE

and nineteen ; they are seen in all the important
galleries of Europe, though the finest collection is
at Madrid. His works are sold very rarely, and
when they do change osvners, very large prices are
paid fcr them.

1 can not conclude this account of this master
in more fitting words than these from Mrs.
Jamcson:

“Tliere U somerhing in the history of this painter which filis the
imaginatinn like a gorgeous romance. In the very sound of his
namc— Don Diego Rodrigues Velasquer de Silva— there is somc*
thing mouth-filung and magoificcnt- When we read of his fine
chivalrovis gnaliiies.his noble birch, his riches, his palaces, his orders
of knighthood. and what is most rare, ihc warm, real, steady friend-
ship of a King, and added to this a long life, crowned with genius,
fclicicy, and fame, it seems almost beyond the lotof humanicy. |
know of nothing to be oomparcd with Itbut the history of Rubens,
his friend and contemporary, whom he resembled in character and
fortune, and in jhat unién of rare talents with practical good sense
which insures success in Ufe."

TORTOISE. 1.
M. Alcotrt.

quite unconscious that Sid was reposing in the
tent that looked so inviting as the dusty, tired
boy plodded by, counting every mile-stone with
increasing satisfaction.

“If 1 reach Unele Tim’'s by one o’clock, I shall
have done very well,”” thought Hugh, with a sigh.
“ Four milesan hour is a fair pace, and | 've made
only one stop. 11l telegraph to Auntie as soon
as 1 arrive ; but she wont worry,— shc’s used to
having us turn up all right when wc get ready.”
The boys had no mother, and Aunt Ruth was an
easy oid lady who, knowing that she could trust
thc boys, let them do very much as they liked,
to their great contcntment.

As he neared his journey’s end, our traveler’s
spirits rose, and thc blisters on his heels wcrc for-
gotten in the dramatic scene his fancy painted,
when Sid should discover him at Unele Tim’s or
calmly seated at thc rink. Whistling gayly, he
was passing along a woodcd bit of road, when
the sound of voices made him look back, to see a
carriage-load of girls approaching, escorted by a
bicycle rider whose long blue legs looked strangely
familiar.

W ishing to kecp his secret until thc last moment,
and conscious that he was not in company trim,
Hugh dived into the wood, kecping out of sight
while the gay party wcut by, and returning to the
road as soon as they were hidden by a bend.

“ If Sid had n't bcsn so mean, | should have



been with him, and have had some of the fun. |
don’t feel like forgiving him in a hurry for making
me foot it like a tramp, while he is having so good
atime.”

If Hugh could have known what was to hap-
pen very soon after he had muttered these words
to himself, wiping his hot face and taking the
last sip of the coffee to quench his thirst, he would
have been sorry that he had uttered them, and
would have forgiven his brother everything.

this disaster. They expected their gallant escort

would spring up and laugh over this accident; but
when he remained flat upon his back, where he
had alightcd after his involunUry somersault,
with the bicycle spread over him like a pall, they
were alarmed, and flew to the rescue.

A cut on his forehead was bleeding, and the
blow had evidently stunned him for a moment.
Luckily, a house was near; and a man, seeing the
accident, hastened to offer more efficient help than

‘*THE FARMER PROPPED THE FALLEN RIDER AGAINST A TREE.

W hile he was slowly toiling up the last long hill,
Sid was coasting down on the other side, eager to
displayhis courage and skill before the girls,— for
he was ofan age when boysbegin to wish to please
and astonish the gentlcr creatures whom they
have hitherto treated with indifference or con-
tempt. It was a foolish thing to do, for the road
was rough, with stccp banks on either side, and a
Sharp turn at thoend. But Sid rolled gayly along,
with an occasional bump, till a snake ran across
the road, causing the horse to shy, the girls to
scream, the bicyclist to turn to see whatwas the mat-
ter, and in doing so to lose his balance just when a
large stone needed to be avoided. Over went Sid,
down rattled the wheel, up rose a cloud of dust,
and sudden silence fell upon the girls at sight of

any the girls had wit enough to give, as all four
of them only flapped their handkerchiefs wildly at
Sid, and exclaimed excitedly:

“ What shall we do? Is he dead?
water ! Cali somebody, quick!”,

“Don’t be scar’t, gals; ittakes a sight o’ thump-
in’ to break a boy’s head. He ’'s not hurt much,
only dazed for a minute. 1 'l h’ist up this pesk)
;«afhine and set him on his legs, if he hasn'
damaged 'em.” ,

W ith these cheering words, the farincr clcarcd
away the ruins and proppcd the fallen rider
against a tree; which treatmcnt had so good an
cffcct that Sid was himself in a moment, and
much disgusted to find what a scrape he was in-

“ This is nothing, a mere bump; quite right.

Run for



thanks. Let us go on at once; so sorry to have
alarmed you, young ladies— " He began his
polite speech bravely, butended with a feeble smile
and a clutch at the tree, as he suddenly grew sick
.and dizzy again.

“You come along with me,” said the farmer.
“1’ll tinker you up and your whirligig, too. No
use sayin’ go ahead, for the thing is damaged, and
you want to keep quiet for a spell. Drive along,
gals; 1 ’'ll see to him; and my wife can nurse
liim better 'n a dozen flutterin’ young things, scart
half to death.”

Thus taking matters into his own hands, the
farmer had boy and bicycle under his roof in five
minutes; and with vain offersofhelp, many regrets,
and promises to let his Unele Tim know where he
was in case he did not arrive, the girls reluctantly
drove away, leaving no sign of the catastrophe
except the trampled road and a dead snake.

Hardly was pcaco rcstorcd, when Hugh carne’

down the hill, little dreamingwhat had happened,
and for the second time passed his brother, who
just then was lying on a sofd in the farm-house,
«hile a kind old lady adorned his brow with a
large black plaster, and suggested brown paper
stccped in vinegar for the various bruises on his
arms and legs.

“ Some one killed the snake and made a great
fuss about it, I should say,” thought Hugh, ob-
setving the signs of disordcr in the dust; but re-
sisting a boy’s interest in such affairs, he stoutly
trampecl on, sniffing the whiffs of sea air that now
and then saiuted him, telling him that he was
nearing his much-dcsired goal.

Presently the spires of the city carne in sight, to
his great satisfaction, and only the long bridge
and a Street or two lay between him and Unele
Tiin’s easy-chair, into which he soon hoped to cast
himself.

Half-way across the bridge a farm-wagon passed,
with a bicycle laid carefully on the barréis of vege-
tables going to market. Hugh gazed affectionatcly
al it, longing to borrow it for one brief, delicious
spin fo the end of the bridge. Had he known that
it «as Sid’s broken wheel, going to be repaired
«ithout loss of time, thanks to the good farmer’s
trip to town, he would have paused to have a
hearty laugh, in spite of his vow not to stop till his
journey was oyer.

Just as he turned into thc side Street where
Unele Tim lived, a horse-car went by, in one
corner of which sata palé youth, with a battered
hat drawn low over his eyes, who handed out his
fare with the left hand, and frowned when the
car jolted, as if the jar hurt him. Had he looked
out of the window, he w'ould have seen a very
dusty boy, with a pouch over his shoulder, walk-

ing smartly down the Street where his uncle
lived. But Sid carefully turned his head aside,
fearing to be recognized; for he was on his way to
a certain club to which Bemis belonged, preferring
his sympathy and hospitality to the humiliation of
having his mishap told at home by Unele Tim,
who would be sure to take Hugh’s part, and cxult
over the downfall of thc proud. Well for him that
he avoided that comfortable mansién j for on the
door-stcps stood Hugh, beaming with satisfaction
as the dock struck one, proclaiming to him that he
had done his twenty miles in a little less than- five
hours.

“ Not bad for a ‘little chap,” even though he is
‘a donkey,”” chuckled thc boy, dusting his shoes,
wiping his red face, and touching himself up as
well as he could, in order to present as fresh and
unwearied an aspect as possible when he buret
upon his astonished brother’s .sight.

In he marched when the door opened, to find
his uncle and two rosy cousins just sitting down to
dinner. Always glad to see the lads, they gave
him a cordial welcome, and asked for his brother.

“ Has n't he come yet?” cried Hugh, surprised,
yet inwardly glad to be the first on the field.

Nothing had been seen of him, and Hugh at
once told his tale, to the great delight of his hearty
uncle, and the admiring wonder of Meg and May,
the rosy young cousins. They all cnjoyed the ex-
ploit immensely, and at once insisted that the
pedestrian should be refreshcd by a batb, an
abundant meal, and a good rest in (he big chair,
where he repeated his story, by particular request.

“ You deserve a bicycle, and you shall have one,
as sure as my namc is Timothy W est!” ex-
claimcd hisuncle. “ Ilike pluck and persevcrance,
and you have both; so come on, my boy, and
fiame the wheel you like best. Sid needs a little
‘taking down,”as you lads say, and this will serve
the purpose, 1 fancy. | am ayounger brother my-
self, and I know what their tridis are.”

As his uncle made these agreeable remarks,
Hugh looked as if all his tridis were over; for his
face shone with soap and satisfaction, his hunger
was relieved by a fine dinner, his tired feet
luxuriatcd in a pair of vast slippers, and the bissfu]
ccrtainty of owning a first-class bicycle filled his
cup to overflowing. Words could hardly exprcss
his gratitude, and nothing but the hope of mccting
Sid with this glorious ncws would have torn him
from the veposeful paradise where he longed to
linger. Pluck and pcrscverance, with cokl cream
on the blistercd heels, got him into his shoes again,
and he rodé away in a horse-car, as in a triumphal
chariot, to find his brother.

“ 1’1l not brag, but I do feel immensely pleased
ivith this day’s work. | wonder how .Sid got on. |



suppose he made the distance in two or thrcc
hours, and that he is parading with those swell
club fellows at the rink. 11l slip in and let him
find me, as if | were n't a bit proud of what 1've
done, and did n't care for anybody’s praise.”

W ith this plan in his head, Hugh enjoyed the
afternoon very much, keeping a sharp lookout for
Sid, cven while astonishing feats were being pcr-
formcd before his admiring eyes. But nowhere
did he see his brother, for he was searching for a
blue uniform and a helmet with a certain badge on
it; while Sid, :n a borrowed hat and coat, sat in a
cérner looking 011, whenever a splitting headachc
and the pain in his bones allowed him to see and
enjoy thc exploits in which he liad hoped to join.

Not until it was ovcr and they went out, did
the brothersmeet; and then the expression on Sid’s
face was so comical that Hugh laughed til! the
crowd about them stared, and wondered what the
joke could be.

“ Howin the world a\ayon get here? "asked
the eider boy, giving his hat a sudden puli to hide
tho plaster.

“ 1 walked, as you advised me to.”

Words can not express lhe pleasure that answer
gave Hugh, fAor the exultation he vainly tried to
repress, as his eyes twinkled, and a grin of real
boyish fun shone upon hissunburnt countenancc.

“ You expect me to believe that, do you?” asked
his brother.

“ Just as you please. | started with your lunch-
bag to catch you, and when | missed you, 1
thought 1 might as well keep on. | got in about
one, tookdinner atUncle’s, and liave been enjoying
these high jinks ever since,” replied Hugh, calmly.

“ Very well, for a beginning. Keep it up and
you 'll be a Rowell by and by. What do you sup-
pose father will say to you, small boy ?” asked Sid.

“ Not much. Unele will make that all right.
He thought it was a plucky thing to do, and so
did the girls. But when did you get in ?” asked
Hugh, rather nettled at Sid’s want of enthusiasm,
though it was evident that he was much jmpressed
by the “ small boy’s” prank.

* | took it easy after Bemis left me,” answered
Sid. “ I had a game of tennis at tho Dlanchards’
as 1 came along, took dinner at the club, and
strollcd up here with thc fellows.
ache, and | don't fccl up to much.”

As Sid spoke and Hugh’s keen eye took in thc
various signs of distress which bctrayed a hint of
the truth, the grin changed to a hearty “ Hal
ha !” as he smoto his knees, exclaiming glcefully,
“ You 've come to grief! I know it, 1see it. Own
up, and don’t shirk, for I 'lI! find it out somehow,
as sure as you live.”

“ Don’t make such a row in the Street.

1've a heacl-

Jump

aboard this car and 1°ll tell you, for you 'll give
me no peace till 1 do,” answered Sid, well knowing
that Alice would never keep the secret.

To say that it was a treat to Hugh faintly cx-
presses the interest he took in the story which was
extracted bit by bit from the reluctant sufferer;
but after a very pardonable crow over the mishaps
ofhis oppressor, he yielded to the sympathy he fdt
for his brother, and was very good to him.

This touched Sid, and filled him with remorse
for past unkindness; for one sees his faultsvery
plainly, and is not ashamed to own it, when walk-
ing through the Valley of Humiliation.
m“ Look hcrc, Il tell you what 11l
said, as they left the car, and Hugh offercd
arm, with a friendiy air, pleasant to see. “ 1l
give you thc oid wheel, and let Joe get another
where he can. It’s small for him, and | doubt if
he wants it, anyhow. 1 do think you were a
plucky fellow to tramp your tweuty miles in good
time, and not bear malice either, so let ’'s say
done, and forgive and forget”

“ Much obligad, but Unele is going to give me a
new one ; sojoe need n’'t feel any disappointment.
I know how hard that is, and am glad to keep him
fromit,forhe’'spoorand can’taffordanew machine."”

That answer was Hugh’s only revenga for his
own tridis, and Sid felt it, though he merely said,
with a hearty slap on the shoulder:

“ Glad to hear it. Unele is a trump, and so are

do,” he

you. W e 'll take the last train home, and 1 'll pay
your fare.”
“ Thank you. Poor oid man, you did get a

bump, did n't you?” exclaimed Hugh, as they
took off their hats in the hall, and tlic patch ap-
peared in all its gloomy length and breadth.

“ My head will be all right in a day or two, but |
stove in my helmet, and ground holcs in both
knees of my now shorts. | had to borrow a fit-oiit
of Bemis, and leave my rags behind. We needn’t
mention any more than is neccssary to the girls;
| hato to be fussed ovcr,” answered Sid, trying to
speak carelessly.

Hugh had to stop and have another laugh, re-
membering the taunts his own mishaps had called
forth ; but he did not retaliate, and Sid never fot-
gotit. Thcir stay was a short one, and Hugh was
thc hero of the hour, quite cclipsing his brother,
who usually took the first place, but now very
mcekly played second fiddle, conscious that hS
was not an imposing figure, in a coat much too big
for him, with a patch on his forchead, a purple
bruise on one chcck, and a general air of dilapida-
tion very trying to the usually spruce yoiith.

W hen they left. Unele Tim pattcd Hugh on the
head,— a liberty the boy would have rcscnted if
the delightful oid gentleman had not followed it



up by saying, with a reckless generosity worthy of
record: “ Choose your bicycle, my boy, and send
the hill to me,” Then turning to Sid he added,
ill a tone that made the palé face reddeii sud-
denly, “ And do you remember that the tortoise
beat the haré in the old fable.”

“That is the last of the stories, for our holiday
is over, and to-morro'v we must go home. We
have had a splendid time, and thank you and
Auntie so much, dear Grandma,” said Min, ex-
prcssing the feeling of all the children, as they
stood about the fire when the bicycle tale ended.

“1'm so glad, iny darlings, and please God
we Tl all meet here again next year, well and
happy and ready for more fun,” answered the old
lady, with arms and lap full ofloving little people.

“ Auntie dcscrvGS a vote of thanks, and 1 rise
to pvopose it,” said GeoiT; and it was passed with
great applause.

“ Many thanks. If the odds and ends in my
port-folio llave given you pleasure or done you
an)' good, my fondest wishes are gratified,” an-

“O UNCLE

By Alice Wellington

“We 're going to keep a horse this summer,”
said Arthur Shaw, proudly, at reccss one clay.
, “P'»' ~hatisn’t anything!” rcplied Wiliie Leslie.
« 0'ro going to keep a prairie !”
“ Wiliat 's a prairie ?”
Oh, it’'s a big flat place, where they keep about
and fifty cows, and a hundred pigs,
five hundred dogs, and a thousand shecp, and
amilhon hens, and ”
Then Wiliie paused; hisknowledge of arithmctic

swcred Aunt Elinor, laiighing, yet well pleased.
“ | tuckcd a moral in, as we hide pills in jeOy, and
1 hope you did n't find them hard to swallow.”

“ Oh, no!— not at all. I jntcnd to look after
little things faithfully, and tell the girls how to
make their jerseys fit,” said Min.

“1’'m going to fill my jewel-box as Daisy did,
and learn to cook,” added Lotty.

“ Eli is the boy for me, and | wont forget to be
kind to this small chap,” said W alt, stroking his
younger brother’s head ivith unusual kindness.

“ Well, 1’'m rather mixed in my heroes, but 1"ll
take tho best of Comy, Onawandah, and the luan-
ner fellow for my share,” cricd Geoff.

The little people proclaimed their favorites;
but as all spoke together, only a comical mixture
of doves, bears, babies, talale-cloths, and blue
hose reached the car. Then carne the good-niglu
kisses, the patter of departing feet, and siicnce
fell upon the room. The little wheel was still,
the chairs stood empty, the old portraits looked
sadly down, the fire died out, and the Spinning-
wheel Stories were done.

PHILIPI!™”

Rollins.

did not extend beyond millions, and he had no in-
tention of lowering his estimates.

It was quite true; Unele Philip had bought a
ranch in Kansas seveial years before, nnd had
represented life there as so delightful that Mr.
Leslie was going to take the entire family thither
for the summer, and Wiliie, indeed, was to go
back with his Unele Philip in February.

“ Do you have birthdays on a ranch. Unele?”
inquired Wiliie, when told that he might go.
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“ Yes, wc have birthdays,” said Unele Philip;
“ but I 'm not so sure about our having birthday
Cdlc6 *

“ Then 1 shall have my birthday before 1 go,”
said Master Willie, emphatically.

“ And is your frontdoor cutin halves, like those
at Newport, so that Lilian can put on a long dress
and lean out over the lower half and look down the
road— {i??” said Fred, jllustrating by leaning over
the back of a large arm-chair in the attitude of one
of Raphael’s angels. , .

“ It’sallrightabout the door, but I 'm afraid she
could n't look down the road; it’'s too fat away.”

“ How far is it to thc gate ?”

“ There is n’t any gate.”

“ Then how do you get out from the fence ?”
There is n't any fence.”

Then what keeps the animals in ?”

“ Oh, the hcrders. We have no trees to make
lumber’of, and wood is so high that it costs more
to build a fence than to hire a man to look after
thc herd.”

“ But you have to feed a man,” suggested Fred,
mindful of what he had been told about the first
cost of a horse being a small part of the expense.

“ Certainly; but you have to keep a fence in
repair. And where eggs are ten cents a dozen, but-
ter fifteen cents a pound, and chickens a dollar and
ahalf adozen, itischeaper to feed a man on poul-
try and custard than to raend a fence, Besides, Fred,
how long do you suppose it would take us to put a
fence around the ranch, if we had the lumber ?”

“Would it take a month ?”

“Amonth? Well, let me see! itis a little hard
to calcllate, but as a rough guess, I should think,
with aforcé of fifty men, wec might get around it in
about five years. That is, if we did n't stop to
paint it.”

“ O Unele Philip !'”

“ Sometimes we put a wire fence around a small
pasture of a hundred acres or so; but you will see
that it is much simpler on the whole to keep a man
walking around and around the flocks of sheep than
to shut them up inside a fence ; especially as we
have n’t any trecs of which to make a fence.”

“ Then,” said Lilian, thoughtfully, “ that must
be what they mean in the Bible by ‘me/i as trees
walking." But can | have a flowcr-garden, Unele
Philip 2~

“ Certainlv, if yoa can make fifty or a hundred
acres do for onc; | don’'t think 1 could spare more
than that very well for ornamental purposes. But
you can have plenty of flowers if you don’'t have a
fiowcr-garden, you know. You can’'t walk an>'-
wherc on the prairie without stepping on a flower.”

“ O Unele Philip !~

“ And you can pick up vases for them, too,—

“

“

great hollow stones that will hold water and make
the prettiest vases in the world for a room with a
Kansas breeze blowing through it that would shiver
glass vases to atoms in a few minutes.”

“ I know there are some very pretty flowers on
the prairies,” said Lilian, condescendingly. “ But,
all thc same, | should like a fcw of the home ones.
If I could take out a few sunflower seeds

Here Unele Philip threw back his head and in-
dulged in a very hearty laugh.

“ My dear young lady, when the sunflower
season arrives | will harness up my carriage and
pair and drive you through twenty acres of them in
one field. Itwill be hard work to puli through, but
the horses will trample down the stalks ahead of us,
and when they spring up behind us again, after we
have driven over them, no one will know where we
are, for they will tower three or four feet above our
heads as we sit in the carriage or on horseback!”

“ O Uncie Philip !”

“ And now that I think of it, perhaps we 'd
better have the sunflower bed fenced in; for if
baby Nora should stray in there, you would never
find her again.”

“ Unele Philip,” said Willie, fixing his eyes
sternly on his uncle’s face, as ho had seen his
mother do sometimes when anxious to elicit not
only the truth, but the whole truth, “ how big «
the whole thing, anyway? ”

“ Willie, I object to having my ranch ailuded to
disrcspectfully as the thing. The pasture inilis
about as large as Central Park; the lawn, where |
suppose Lilian will wish to have her tennis and
croquet and things, is about as large as Prospcct
Park in Brooklyn ; and the ‘whole thing," as )'ou
cali it, is about eight times as large as both parks
put together.”

“ O Unele Philip !

W hen Willie finally left with his uncle to find
out for himself exactly how much of these wonder-
ful stories was true, Mamma was very quiet for a
day or two. She was not so sure as Papa and
Unele Philip seemed to be that her boy would hke
“ roughing it,” and shc was afraid no one would
reracmber to look in at night to see if he were
warmly covercd up. She waited anxiousiy for Uis
first letter; she was quite sure, whatcver he might
say in it, that she should know if he were really
homesick. ,

W hen the letter carne, it was a postal card, ana
read as follows;

“ Whon you cum out here, piese bring me a prezent of su®
collars for two puppy-tlogs.”

He did not say a word about being happy or
unhappy, but Marama was so clever that she said
she was quite satisfied about it all, and she «as



never heard to worry again about the extra blanket
at night. When the second letter came, it was
another postal card, which read thus;

“Dear l'apa: lve bawta horse.
ihirty doLars for him-

He is a Good Horse. | pade
| havn't haivt him toride. hut lo speccullaie.
You noyou sed you would by me a horse, and lIde like to «ell you
this one for me to ride. You can hav mforfifly dollars.
fillip ses fifty dollars is cheap for horses.

Unele
He sez youli find il a

batiin. And I cood keep hhorse | like and make iwenly dollars
on hiro. Unele Fillip see itizn'l oflen that a bargin isa bargin for
boihsides. l.,etme no ifyou wnrnt to by him on theze condishuns.

“ Your affekfthionet sun,
“WILUAM O.

LeSUE.”

Two months later, the entire family started to
join Willie at the ranch. The first day’s journey
was very lovely, on the Pennsylvania Central
Railroad, through the Susquchanna valley and
among the Alleghany mountains.

“Butldon'tseeany’chincry, Papa,” complained
little Nora, after gazing steadily outof the window.

They could not imagine at first what Nora
meant; but they discovered at last that having
heard them talk a great deal about the “ beautiful
scenery " that they were to see from the cars, she
had supposed them to mean beautiful “ machin-
cry,” such as Papa had shown her once at the
American Institute Exhibition.

behind them in the cars sat a gentleman who,
Mamma whispered, was Mark Twain.

“ But he has n’'t said a single funny thing all
the way,” complained Lilian, on the second morn-
ing; “ for 1 've becn listening all thc time.”

“ Of course he hasn’t,” explained Fred.
kceps his funny things for his books.”

“ And perhaps,” suggested Lilian, “ he is wait-
ing to hear us say something funny, to put that in
his book. But | certainly shan’'t;” and Lilian
dosed her lips with unusual emphasis, lest a witti-
cism should escape unawares.

“ IViil he put us in his book, do you think,
Papa?” asked Nora, anxiously.

“ Well, it is just possible he may say something
about a little girl who could n’t find any machinery
in the mountains,” said Papa, slyly.

Late in the afternoon of the third day, they
stepped from the cars at last, to find Unele Philip
tvaiting with the carriage, a big team for the lug-
gage, and Willie prancing about on the horse he
had “ bawt.”

“ Mamma,” said he, solemnly, “

“ What is truc, my son?”

“ Everything that Unele Philip said !

And away he cantered, or “ loped,” as they cali it
in Kansas. The visitors exclaimed at the beauty
of thc prairie ; for, although it was very early in
thc season, and the trees had been still leafless
when they left New York, thc prairie wild flowers
were already in blossom, and asfar as the eye could
sec, the grass was studdcd with briluant portulacca.

“ He

it's all true !”

“ It must be God’'s flowcr-garden, Mamma,”
whispered Nora; “ for 1don’t think any one else
could )>lantso many!”

“ W hat is that village in the distance, Philip?”
asked Mrs. Leslie, when they had been driving
about ten minutes.

“ W illie,” called his uncle, * your mother wishes
to know what that village is in the distance?”

W illie almost rolled from his horse in
amusement.

“ Itisn’'tavillage, Mary,” explained Mr. Leslie.
“1t's a fort. 1 can see the main buildings of
stone, and the American flag floating from the
top. Fort Harker, | presume. Is n’t it Fort
Harker, Philip ?”

“ Willie,” again called his uncle, “ your father
says it is n't a village, but a fort. He thinks it
must be Fort Harker !”

This time they were quite sure Willie would fall
from his horse in the ecstasy of his amusement.

“ Why, Papa, that is the ranch ! and the flag is
our flag !'”

“ 1 bought that flag in New York,” explained
Unele Philip, “ the day Lilian told me that the
young ladies at her school, who expected to corre-
spond with her this summer, wanted to know what
the postage to Kansas was. | can’t have my
nephews and nieces think that in coming to see
me they are expatriating themselves from the land
of the free and the home of the bravc.”

The many buildings on the ranch — the stables,
corrais, sheep-sheds, hen-house, tool-house, pig-
gery, water-tower, windmill, cook-house, and so
on,— did, indeed, give the appearance ofa thriving
little village ; and as Mamma entered the comfort-
able dwelling-house, she laughed to remember her
fears about Willie's “ roughing it” and having,
perhaps, no extra blanket on coid nights. Next
to her room was a cheery little room for Nora;
but as the little girl bad never slcpt quite alone
before, they were not surprised to hear a little
voicc in the night calling ;

“ Mamma, are you there?”

Mamma answered in person, and as she smoothed
the pilow, said:

“ You know it is very foolish to cali anybody up
in the night, Nora, unless you really want some-
thing.”

“o
you.”

“ But if you wake up, you must turn over and
go to sleep again. That is the way | do.
cali anybody.”

“ 1 know you don’t now,” said Nora, wistfully.
“ Did n'tyou calianybody when you wereababy?”

Mamma did not make any direct reply, but
busicd herselfwith the coverlet.

his

did want something, Mamma; | wanted

I never



The next night Nora slept till morning; a little
surprised at not being praised for this feat at lhe
brcakfast-table, she inquired, gravely;

« Mamma, did you hear me NOl cali you last
night ?”

Now began long and happy days for them all,—
days full of excitements so varied that at the end
of the summer, Fred declared that he had not been
berrying, and he had not had a sail; but he
believed he had done everything else that a boy
could do to have a good time. Each of them had
a pony, and after the long, delicious gallops on
the prairie, with the soft grass under their ponies’
feet, not a stick fior a stone in the path to make
them stumblo, with the wild, free breeze blowing
in their faces, and no need to slacken speed lest a
carriage or a bicycle should be coming around the
cérner, they were quite sure they could never
endure to ride in a park again, and the thought
of pacing solemnly around and around in a ring at
the riding-school was simpl)' intolerable. Wi iliie,
of course, appreciated at its true valué his superior
experience, and found it especially delightful to
know more than Mamma about some things, at
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last. “ Just think. Unele Philip !” was his favorite
exclamation, that fiock of

“ Unele Philip!

“ Mamma thought

sheep was a licdgc-fence!” or,

Unele Philip ! just look at Mamma, out on the
rangc with a parasol! Is n't she a ‘tendcr-foot!'”

Onc amusement was watching the great flocks
of sheep with the merr)’' little lambs go in and out
of the corrdis night and morning. Then carne the
excitement of sliearing-time, and loading the great
wagons with heavy bags of wool to be sent to New
York and Boston. There wcrc fewer wild flowers
as the summer hcat increased; but after the wild
flowers carne the great harvests of grain, and the
children— the clders, too, for that matter— were
never weary of watching the wonderful machines,
almost human in their intelligence, so it seemed,
that cut the grain, tying it into bundles as it accu-
mulated, or threshed the rich wheat from the
The hay-fields— and Unele Philip
expected to cut two thousand tons of hay that
summer— were,

usclcss chalff,

many of them, so far from the
home ranch that the men had acomplete camping
ontfit, not to Waste time going back and forth for
their meais. Of the delights ofvisiting that camp,
| forboar to write, lest those of you who, poor
things, are obliged to spend the summer at New-
port or Mount Desert should have your simple

plcasui-cs spoiled for yon by the
Thcn tfierc werc picnics at the great cave, beauti-

fully shaded with great trees along the creek,

comparison.



ivherc wonderful Indian hieroglyphics
were found, and where the gentle-
men — as the shooting season began,
and they scattered over the prairie for
pjairie-chicken, quail, plover, or duek
— were glad to come together for after-
noon tea, made from Mrs. Leslie’surn.
And at last, just before tltey were going
lioine, they had one of the genuine
prairie excitements.
They all had loecn dining at Elk
linni ranch,— thc charming home of
their nearest neighbors,— and as they
rose from the table, smoke was seen
in the distance. Experieneed eyes,
however, pronounced that it was noth-
ing alarming, and they ail sat on the
piazzaforanother hour, When atlast
thc liorses were brought around, tliey
ilad harclly driven a quarler of a mile,
before a man without any hat met
them on horseback, shouting :
“ You can not get home, Mr. Les-
lie! The fire is raging for miles be-
twcen here and your house !”
“But | must get home!” shouted
Unele Philip, as he gave the w-hip to
his horses. Tliey were only four miles
from their own house, but between
raged a sea of prairie five!
It was a terrible sight, as they ap-
proached the place where flames began
to be visible. Of course there were no
towcring buildings with roofs ablaze
and erackling walls, and they had no
fear of any lives being in dangerj but
to see acres of low grass all aflame,
like a lake of fire miles in extcnt, was
a thrilling sight in itself, even if one
wcie not wondcring what might be
happening at the dear home just be-
yond. Unele Philip drove to a little
patch of plowed ground, waiting there
«'hh lhe smoke and cinders almost
blinding their eyes, and tlie feaiful
wind almost blowing them from the
carriage, till the flavncs had passed
over a strip of land widc enough for thc horses to
passthrough. Then, onanclon, asfast asthccxcitcd
animals could i'un, waiting from time to time on
little squares of plowed ground, till they carne to a
stnp of furious flame, which did not seem to yield
even after waiting ten or fifteen minutes. “ I must
get to my sheep !” exclaimed Unelo Philip, and in
anothermoment they were driving straight through
and over the flaming grass ! It did not last long,
of course; but they drove homc at a furious pace.

THE CVCLONE.

to find that thc fire had paused about a mile from
the housc, though all thc men on the ranch w-cre
at work there, beating down the flames with old
blankets, branches of trees, and even old clothcs
dippcd in water. Itwas a fiercc struggle; and
they worked till late into thc cvening before they
could fecl that house and crops and “ range”
were at last quite safe.

“You look like Meg Mecrrilics, Mamma,” said

"Lilian, as she tried to smooth hcr mother’s flying



wraps and disordered hair.
fuL But then
been worsel!”

“A prairie fire isdrcad- Unele Philip.

“ And if it should make up its
| suppose a cyclone would have

mind to take you with it to Kansas City, it would

carr>-you there faster than any railway train you

“ W hat is a cyclone ?” inquired Nora. ever saw.”

“ Itis a terrible storm, my little girl,” explained “ O Unele Philip 1"

OST/AA

By Laura E. Richards.

© Hey, the little postman,
And his little dog!
Here he comes a-hopping

)i Like a little frog;
Bringing me a letter,
Bringing me a note,
In the little pocket
O f his little coat. =
Hey, the little postman,
And his little bag !
Here he comes a-trotting
Like a little nag;
Bringing me a paper,
Bringing me a bili
From the little giocer
On the little hill.
Hcy,

the little postman,
And his little hat!

Herc lie comes a-creeping
Like a little cat.
W hat is that he ’'s saying?

None for you to-day?”

Cruel little postman,

I wish you 'd go away.



HIS ONE

By J. T.
Chapter V.

Kit had to go back Ol1 his course again, but
not far; and he was soon following the path among
the undergrowth. Fresh hoof-prints in soft places
amid the roots and dead leaves corroborated the
laborer’'s story; they led to the grassy hollow,
where a spot which some beast had lately grated
was plainly to be seen nearanother that showed an
impression, like that of a human form, on the bank.

“ 1t must have been a man that lay here ; that
shows it,” said Kit, turning over the stump of a
cigar with his foot.

Of course, neither man fior horse was there then;
but he was aljle to follow the foot-prints along a
winding cart-track, through beautiful, open, sun-
spotted woods, until he carne to a pair of posts
with three bars, the two upper ones of which were
kt down.

“ To take Dandy through,” said Kit to himself.
‘e Here are his tracks still!” and he followed them
into a wild, rocky, and hilly road beyond.

Farther along were some men gathering squashes
in a field, and Kit shouted his question at them
acioss a bricr-overgrown stone wall.

*Yes, we 've seen a man with just such a
horse,"” one shouted back from a wagén in which
he stood, catching the squashes another man and
a boy tossed up to him.

In spite of the briers. Kit was over the wall in a
moment, and the squash-gatherers stopped their
work to hear his eager questions.

“ No,” said the man in the wagén, “ I did n't
notice the braided foretop for the other marks
which you describe. The fellow wanted to sell
or trade his horsc; but as I did n't want either
to buy or swap, | did n’'t take the trouble to go and
look at his beast. | guess you 'll hear of him far-
ther up the road.”

All the boy’s hope and strength seemed to come
back with the joy of this good news. How glad
he now was that he had not given over the pursuit,
as more than once in his discouragement and
fatigue he had been tempted to do! And how
fortinate that he had got so early a start, after the
thefi was discovered!

"Perhaps Unele Gray will take back some of
his hard words,” he said, anticipating the triumph
of riding Dandy home, or of carrying a certain
clew to his whereabouts. “ And how plejiscd
Mother will be !~

FAULT.

Trowbridge.

He heard of the horse at two or three places,
and at last got a ride with a young farmer, who
gave him a startling piece of inforraation.

“ 1 've seen your horse-thief, certain as the
world! He wanted to sell me the animal for a
hundred dollars, and | think 1 might have bought
it, but | don't like to take a horse 1've never seen
before, for fear there might be something wrong
about it.”

Kit described Dandy’s marks.

“ Yes, that's the one I” said the farmer. “ 1
looked at his feet, and | remember he had no shoes
in front. His foretop was n’t braided, but it was
crinkled, as if it had been braided and the braids
had been taken out. A cunning thiefwould be apt
to do that.”

He also remembered the mottles on the sides.
Kit asked excitedly when and where he had seen
the man and horse.

“ A little before noon,” was the reply. “ The
fellow stopped to get dinner and bait his horse at
my fathcr-in-law’s, the next house to mine. It’s
just possible he 's there now. 1've been down the
road since dinner, and am just driving home.”

So saying, he whipped up his horse ; while Kit,
with impatient expectation, strained hiseyes in the
direction ofthe father-in-law’s house in the distance.
The young farmer drove rapidly by his own door,
and turned up at the nextfront-yard. The father-
in-law himself carne out leisurely to meet him.

“ Where ’'s that fellow who took dinner here,
and had the horse to sell?” cried the young
farmer. To which the old farmer responded with
a deliberation strangely in contrast with Kit’'s
breathless excitement:

“ That chap? He'’'s been gone an hour. He
hung 'round, trying to get me to make him an
offer, till I fairly had to send him away.”

“ It’s too bad !” said the young man, “ The

horse was stolen, and it beiongs to this boy’s
Unele. Where did he go?”

The old farmer looked at Kit's changing coun-
tenance, and replied;

“ 1 said to him, ‘The best place to sell your
horsc isoverat Pcaceville, at the cattle-shosv.’
there a cattle-showatPeaceville?’ said he.

‘s
‘Yes,’
| said, ‘it opcns to-day, and holds to-day and to-
morrow.” ‘That’s an idea,” said he; ‘how far
it?’” | told him about eight miles; then he
wantcd to kno«' the best way to get thcrc, and
started off. 1 've nodoubt that he will go straight

is



to the cattle-show with his stolen horse, if he don't
sell it on the way.”

“ What did he say for himself?
looking man was he ?” Kit asked.

“ He said he had been to collect abaddebt, and
had been obligcd to take a hotsc he did n't want,
and that was why he was willing to dispose of it
at any price. But | did n't have much faith in
what he said, though he was a rather good-looking,

What sort of

pleasantfellow. Sallow-complcctcd, red hair, about

average height, and he wore a common-looking
suit of some sort of dark checked goods, and a nar-
row-briinmed, low-crowned straw hat.”

All this corresponded wcll with what Kit had
heard before, and enabled him to form in his
mind so distinct an iroage of the fugitivo that he
felt almost sure he would recognize him when he
saw' him, even if he were not riding Dandy.

“ Do you .suppose he has really gone to the
cattle-show?” he asked, turning to the younger
farmer. “ Or might he not have made a pretense
of going, to throw pursuers offhis track?”

“ Either is likely enough; but | think it more
probable he will try to sell the horse at thc fair.
That being in another county, and so far away, he
wont expect to meet thcre any of your neighbors
who know the animal. the
be to take the road to
Peaccvhle, and inquire for him as you go along.”

“ | think so myself. And | mustlose notime !”

Adding a word of hearty thanks. Kit was step-
ping down from the wagén, when the young man
stopped him.

“ Sit still; 1’1l drive you over to thc main road
you are to strike; | only wish | could go all the

Your best course,”

young man added, “ will

way!”
“ 1 wish you could!” exclaimed the grateful
“ But | shall be ghnd of even a little lift.”
He was beginning to feel more foot-sorc and lIcg-
weary than he had cver been in his life, and it was

with pain and repugnance that he stepped down

boy.

upon the road-side where thc friendly young farmer
was obligcd to leave him. His stomach was empty
and faint, and there was a spot in the small of his
back which scemed to be tiring of its share in the
day's business, and threatcning to strike work
altogether.

He fclt that he could not afford a minute's time
to rest, or even to get a hite at a farm-house, so
much depended on thc specd with whiclt he could
follow the thief. He had quenched his thirst at
way-sidc wclls and springs, and hclped himseif to
apples in orchards as he passed; and with such
scanty rcfreshment he trudgcd on wearily.

It was very near sunsct when, dusty and hag-
gavd and spent, he came iu sight of the cool
meadows and sluggish, winding river on the pleas-

ant outskirts of Peaceville. From afar off he was
shown the high-towered fair-building in the midst
of the grounds where Che cattle-show was held;
and at last the colossal image of an ox-)'okc above
a broad open gateway assured his anxiously beat-

ing heart that he had arrived at the entrance.

Chapter VI.

W hen the gate-keeper asked for his ticket. Kit
in return inquired for Dandy and his rider. The
man shook his head.

“ 1 have seen too many horses to remember any

particular one,” he said. “ Your man may have
left his horse outside, or he may have takcn it
| can't teli.”
Shall | have to pay to go in ?” Kit asked, hav-
ing learned that a ticket of admission would cost
half a dollar. “ | have n't come to see thc fair,
only to hunt for a stolen horse.”

Tho man took out his watch, then

in;

looked Kit
over carcfully.

“ All right,” he said. *“ It's the end of the
show for to-day, anyhow.” And he turned back
into the grounds, accompanied by Kit.

The man appeared interested iu something tak-
ing place on the other
swept around in a wide curve ncar the entrance,
inclosing, as Kit found, that indispensable feature
of the agricultural fair-grotind, the trotting-park.

There was a crowd of spectators farther along,

side of a railing that

on thc'sidc where he was, while beyond, far away
on the broad, well-trodden circular track, he saw
halfa dozen or more horseswith light sulkies com-
ing swiftiy around toward him. Each sulky had jts
occupant perched on the httle frame that served as
a scat, ridiculously ciése to the tail of the trotter he
The dustof the track leaped up like
smoke in dull gray puffs under the flying hoofs,
rose in a cloud behind, and gradually minglcd
dingy haze, of like eartliy
origin, overhanging thc entire racc-coiirsc.

five of the trottcrs fell behind, and
became scattered along the track, while two passed,
nearly abreast, the spot where Kit was, and shot
by the judges’ stand,— a square-roofed
inside the track,— amid a turault of cheers from

was urging.

with the ring of thin,

Four or

towcr
the crowd without. Some onc’s horse had won;
Kit did not care whose; he only waited to sec that
Dandy Jim was thc track (for which
absurcl idea he laughed well at himself aftei'ward),
and tlieu turned to look through the stables be-

not on

hind the course.

He found only blooded animals there, and soon
satisfied himself that it was not the place to look
for Dandy Jim.

Meanwhile, some visitors who



had their teams in the fair-grounds were hitching
them up, and driving out. He scanned them
rapidly, and, hastening across the field amid a
throng of pedestrians taking their departure,
found a number of horses, some harnessed to
wagons and some detached, tied to ropes or rails
between the race-course and the central fair-
buildings, or pavilion.

With a heart full of distressing anxiety, he
looked at cvery animal; but Dandy Jim was no-
where to be seen. W as his toilsome journey then
invain ? Had thc thief, whom he Itad traced until
witbin a mile or two of the village, suddenly taken
another turn and cluded him ? Or had the horse
been actually brought there, and sold, and taken
away again, before his arrival ? This was the re-

esult he had dreaded most, and a final, sicken-
ing fear scttled upon him that this was what had
occurred.

The far-spreading fields of the river-valley were
already in shadow, and the sunshine was fast fad-
ing from the woodcd hills; evening was closing
in with a Iseauty and dewy coolness which made
the movements of the crowds, and the dusty can-
opy over the race-track, seem something alien and
strange. The bel! at the judges’ stand was tink-
ling for starts and recalls, and every pne who
was not leaving the grounds appeared interested
in the next heat to be run. No onc noticed or
cared for poor Kit, not even a policcman to whom
he appealed ; and in all these throngs he saw not
aface he knew.

There were fruit-wagons and ginger-beer.carts,
sidc-shows and refrcshment-tcnts, farther on;
while a distant sound of lowing and bleating told
him that thc cattlc-slieds wcrc on thc other side of
the grounds. He detcrmincd to make the tour
of them, asking for Dandy of every man who
would give him a moment’s attention. Tlie sido-
shows with their highly colored placaras did not
allure him, Aior had he any desire to see “ the fin-
est inuseum of curiosities ” ever opened to an
uiigratcfu! world for the low price of ten cents;
fior to try his luck at swinging the bal! around tho
peg, a little game at which he was told by the
proprietor there was a chance to win a small
fortune.

But here Kit, looking for friendly faces to whicli
to address his questions, suddenly stopped.

“ Itbeats everything !” said a young man, giving
the ball a final spiteful swing. “ When I swung it
just for fun, I could knock down thc peg by the
return swing every time. But as sure as | put
up my money, | knock it down thc other way,
and lose. How do you manage it, old I'unkin-
eater?”

It's all luck,” replied the proprietor, coolly

pocketing his dimes. “ W alkup; don't be afraid,
gentlemen? You pay ten cents for a swing, and
if you knock the peg down with the ball coming
back, you win halfa dollar; fiveforone. Tryit?”

He appealed to Kit in vain; Kit just then had
his fascinated eyes on the young man who had
been losing. Suddenly he stepped forward and
extended his hand with the eagerness of one
snatching at the smallest chance of fiienclly assist-
ance, exclaiming:

“ Cassius Branlow !”

Cassius Branlow gave a start of surprise, and
eyed him sharply.

“ You have slightly the advantage of me, young
man,” he replied coolly.

“ Don't you know me?
my father in the tin-shop.

“Ah! Kitindeed! But, great Scott! what has
happened to you? You look as if you had been
seeing the elephant, and been slightly stepped O1L
How’s your father? It seems an age since | 've
been among the East Adam folk.”

The young man rattlecd away so glibly that it
was some moments before Kit could tcll his story.
Then he said, appealingly :

“ My father is dead. And | am living with
Unele Gray. His horse was stolen last night; 1
have traced it to this town, and 1 tliink to this
cattle-show. | don’t know anybody hete— and |
am so glad | have metyou !”

Mr. Cassius Branlow opened liis oyes and held
his breath a second or two before exclaiming:

“ What a volley of thunderbolts you fire off at a
poor mortal, all at once! Your father dead ? Just
as | was thinking of going back to work for him
again! The best man | ever worked for in seven
States! And your uncle’s— what did you say? —
his horse stolen ?”

“Yes; |'ve bcen traveling all day to find it.

And now, here I am, at night, tw'enty miles from
homc,— though it's farther than that by the way
I've come,— in a place whcerc | don’t know a soul,
and | don't know what to do 1” Here poor Kit’s
voice broke.
“ Do?” cried Mr. Cassius Branlow, chceringly.
1’1l tell you what you must do. Step into this
rcfrcshment-tent with me and get a luncli, thc first
thing. That 's what you need.”

“ |l can’'tdo that,” replied Kit, “ till 1 have found
thc horse. Come around here with me ; | have
looked ei'erywhcrc except on thc side of the cattle-
pens.”

“ There are no horses over there,” said Bi-an-
low, very positively, “ and 1 don’t believe the man
wlio took yours would be likely to bring it to so
public a place as this. Though | must say it
séems to be a great resort for doubtful charactcrs

You used to work for
Il am Kit!”



igo

of all kinds. Isn’t it a shame,” he went on, with-
out giving Kit a chance to reply, “ that the agri-
cultura! fair— an institution from which so much
goodis expected— should have run down, as it has
of late years, and have been given over almosten-
tirely to horsc-racing! Look around you here
to-day, and what do you see ?”

“ 1 don't see what I want to— my
horsc 1”7 said Christopher.

“ A few calves and pigs, a little show of fruit
and garden-stuff— I could eat all the pears and
grapes there are in the hall in a few hours I” Mr.
Branlow declared. “ And what else is there be-
sides the horse-trotting? That's what | cali de-
moralizing. But it ’'s of a piece with some of
these outside shows. There’s that little game of
swinging the ball, for example.”

“ The one you were just now playing?” quericd
Christopher, surprised to hear his old acquaint-
ance criticise the management of the cattle-show
from a moral point of view.

“ |1 wished to see if it was anything more than
the miserable game of chance which 1| proved it
to be,” replied Branlow. “ I cali it a disgrace
to New England agriculture that such a thing
should be allowed at any of its annual cxhibi-

uncle’s

tions. Don'tyou?”
“ It does n't seem to be just right,” said Chris-
topher. “ 1 had n't thought about it before. 1

can’t think of anything but Unele Gray’s horse !”
And he gazed anxiously about.

“ Your Unele Gray, as | remember hira,” said
Cassius, “ is a most excellent man, with a nose
like a short sickle, and a tendency to asthma.
It 's too bad about his horse! | musttry to help
you find it.”

“ 1 should be so glad if you would!” exclaimed
the grateful Christopher.

“ Of course | will,” rejoined Branlow. “ Now,
let ’'s see ! If the fellow was so foolish as to bring
it to a show like this ”

“ It’s out of our county, and a long way from
the place where the horse is known,” suggested
Kit. “ 1 don’t believe there’s anybody here from
our town but myself.”

“ 1 had n't thought of that,” replied Branlow.
“ And you say you have traced him to Peaceville ?”

“ 1 am sui'e of it!” affirmed Kit.

“ In that case,” said Branlow, “ you're doing
avery unwise thing to stand here talking with me.
Don’'t you see? The rascal may not yet have
brought the horse into the grounds; or, if he has,
he may spy you out, and get off with it while
you are gaping about. 1'll tell ) Ou what 's your
scheme. You should be at the entrance, where
you ’'ll be surc to see him if he takes the horse out
orin. You made a mistake leaving it.”

“ Perhaps I did,” poor Kit murmured. *“But
| thought there might be some other way out, and
I could look around in a few minutes.”

“ There 's no other way outj and you 'd better
leave me to look about for you. Describe the
horse, so | shall know it if | see it.”

Kit described Dandy’s points, which Cassius
rehearsed after him, telling them off on hs
fingers. “ A dark-brown horse” (first finger).
“ Mottled with lighter spots on his sides ” (secund
clitto). “ Foretop looks as if it had been lately
braided— shod behind, not before— yes! yes!
I 've got him !” said Branlow, touching fingers
number three and four.

“You've got him?”
Christopher.

“ On my fingers,” Branlow smilingly cxplained;
and here!” touching his forehead. “ I shall
know that horse when I see it. Light-brown, with

repeated the startled

darker spots ”

“ No, no!” cried Kit. “ Dark-brown, with
lighter roundish mottles-

Certainly ! Is n’t that what I said ? 1 'I! look
at every horse on the ground, and if it’'s shod
before and not behind 7

“ Behind and not before!” interrupted Chris-
topher.
“ Hear me out!” continued Branlow. “ If it's

shod before and not behind, | shall know at once
it is n't your horse. Nowrush to the gate, and
don’t leave it till 1 meet you there. We 'll have
your nag, and trap the rogue, too, if they 're on
this ground.”

Kit started to run toward the entrance; while
Mr. Cassius Branlow, instcad of devoting his time
and energies at once to making the promised
search, stood, holding Dandy Jim poised on the
ends of his fingers, and smilingly watched the
boy as he scudded away across the open field,
amid the scattered pedestrians.

Suddenly Mr. Cassius snapped Dandy off his
finger-tips, and uttered his favorite exclamation:

“Great Scott !”

This was callcd out by an unexpected inove-
menton the partof Christophcr, who, seeing some
wagons over on the side of the cattle-pens, and
reasoning that, where wagons were, horses were
likely to be, notwilhstanding Branlow’s posilive
assurance to the contrary, and the fact that none
were in sight, turned aside from his course, m
order to give a rapid look in that direction.

“ 1 can sec at the same time if anybody on
horscback passcs in or oiit,” he said to himself,
keeping an eye on the entrance while hastcmng
to the sheds.

These were mostly empty, the great annual
cattle-show having dwindled, as Branlow truly ob-



served, to a mere horse-racing affair, with a pretty
exhibition of fruits and vegetables and a little
live-stnck thrown in as additional attractions. A
few of the pens were occupied by handsome
cattle and noble-looking swine, which no one
scemed interested in just then; while Kit saw that
the owners of the wagons had taken advantage of
the condition of things by slipping their horses

“KIT GAVE A CI?Y OF JOY:
into the least dilapidated of the ancient-looking,
unused shcds.

These owners, like almost every one who was
not leaving the grounds, were over at the trotting-
eourse. It was quite late, and the sheds were
in shadow. Each had two or three bars up, shut-

ting in the horses, some of which were loosely
harnessed, while the harnesses of others had been
stripped off and left in the wagons near by, or
thrown across the low partitions of boards divid-
ing the pens.

In thc gloom of these
or four of the animals
all

low-roofcd stalls thrcc
looked much alike, and
appeared dark enough to be Dandy Jims

“dANDV! DANDY JiM j*'

to tbe wild-eyed boy peering eagerly over the
bars. But at sight of one he gave a cry of
joy:

“ Dandy 1 Dandy Jim !~

And the horse gave a quick, low whinny of
recognition.

(To he continuea,)
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ON AN ICE-YACHT,

By E. Vinton Blake.

"WIND AGAINST STKAMI— THE HLACK SNORTINO ENGINE FALLS BEHIND!" (SEE FAGE 195.)

The Dakells again! Not among the rose-
gardens of Dalzcll Hall, not upon the wide slopcs
that climb upward from the sea all aroiincl Daisy-
down, not amid the sweet, wind-blown fragrances
of summer or the ripe fruitage of autumn days; —
but in snowy, blowy December weather, by the
shores ofa great river— icc-bound now— thatflows
through eastcrn New York to the sea, do we find
Ranald, Houghton, and Phil.

You who have read of Molly Arnold’s three
friends — she-had none stauncher, | trow — may
be glad to hear from them again.

It was very near Christmas when Miss Molly
clectrified hcr family one morning at the brcak-
fast-table with “ Papa, |'ve an ideal!”

“What a rarity ! Might I inquire what it is?”
asked hcr father, with a smile.

“ [ want to ask you a favor,” added Molly.

“ That'’'s not so surprising,” exclaimed Mr.
Arnold.

“ 1 wish to invite some friends of mine here lor
the holidays. The Dalzells were very kind to me
last summer at Daisydown,” continued Molly,
hesitating a little.



“They were more than kind,” said Mr. Arnold,
heartily.

“ And 1'd like to ask them here,” added Molly,
making a bold plunge.

Mrs. Arnold calmly put up hei- eye-glass, and
looked fixedly at her daughter. Under the qucs-
lioning gaze, Molly’s enthusiastic ccrtainty of
belief in her plan oozed gradually out at her
fingcr-ends. She played with her fork, and sat
quite silent, her eyes directed toward her piate.

Mr. Arnold glanced quickly from his wife to
his daughter.

“ 1 have heard a great deal about the young
Dalzcll geniieinen,” obscrved Mrs. Arnold, after a
long pause, transferring her attention to her Inis-
band. " May | ask your opinién of them ?”

“They’re very fine boys,” said Mr. Arnold,
terscly, pushing away his chair. “ 1'd be happy
tosee them here.”

IVhen Mr. Arnold was about departing down-
to'vn, Molly waylaid him with”~ flying bound from
thc rcception.room.

"“lI'apa!” Inahalfwhisper, “ can the boyscome?”

“Oh, I think so,” he answered, with an indul-
gent smile. And Molly rested conteni.

Tbe next day, Mrs. Arnold graciously conde-
scended to write a kind and pressing invitation for
the whole family, Mr. Tripton Dakell includcd.
She had seen the latter several times— his boys,
never. And Mrs. Arnold disliked 150ys.

Following the invitation and its acceptance, carne
what seemed at first an unlucky coincidence— a let-
ter from Muiat Havcmeyer, at Poughkeepsie-on-
the-Hudson, proffcringthem Christmashospitalities
andrcE-YACHTING ! if they would but make haste
tocome up. How Molly’s cheeks glowed ! Had
nol shc been out in the “ Rondina” only the win-
ter before, in a glorious skim, away down below
Newburgh ? Ice-yachting, indeed !

Then her color faded. For one moment she re-
pentccl having invited the Dalzell boys. The next,
she rcddencd again, ashamed of her sclfishness.

“No, | 'm not sorry,— not ver>'. | ’'m glad
they 're coming, and 1°'ll do every single thing 1
can to make it pleasant for them. But oh, | do
wish we might have ice-yachting nearcr home !
It’s the finest sport in the world !'” she cried.

“ Bear me,” said Mr. Arnold, “ wc must see
about this. 1 ’'m not quite a raagician, but I think
Ibis state of things might perhaps be remedied.
Ice-Bachting does not come every day.”

And Molly rested inhope,— such confidenee had
she in her father.

The Christ-
ntasfestivities were brilliantindeed; but with them
we have naught to do. Nor yet rsdth anything,
«ave the fact that arrangements were somehow

VOL. XI1l.— 13.

In due time the Dalzells arrived.

completed by which Ranald, Houghton, Phil, and
Molly— thc latter attended by Mrs. Arnold’s maid
— went up to Mr. Havemeyer’s at Poughkeepsie,
for three or four days.

And now, for the first time since our happy sum-
mering, we meet face to face Houghton, Ranald,
and Phil. We do notsee much change ; Hough-
ton is as quiet as ever; Ranald’s gray eyes are as
shrcwdly pcnetrating; Phil's bluntncss seems to
have suffcrcdno abatcmcnt. He is rather theshy-
est of the three, just now, for he has not quite got
his “ bearings” ; and young Murat Havemeyer,
aged nineteen, is a rather sclf-sufficientand authori-
tative young fellow. Phil, watching him, decides
in his mind that he does not likc young Murat.

But Murat the eider understands boys. Thatis
such a comfort! Before they know it, they are
talking to him quite as if they had always known
him, and he listens and answers with that imper-
turbable, jolly good humor ofhis, the sun reflecting
from the kindly depths of his brown eyes, and
bringing out tawny glints in his full beard. For
they are down by the frozen Hudson, and the
“ Rondina,” swiftest andwailcstof ice-swallows, is
athand, ready fora start; and itis a sunshiny Wed-
iiesday morning, witli a fresh wind and a sting in
thc air. And Miss Molly’s frizzes are particularly
fluffy, and her blonde braid hangs to her waist be-
low hcr snug hood, and she wears a long, ciése ul-
ster and seal-skin gloves. Every one is buttoned
and tied up, exccpting Houghton and young Mu-
rat, who are not going on this trip.

It can not be said that young Murat is exactly
easy in his mind because of the lack of confidenee
in his skill manifested by his father.

“ 1’lIl take the hclm to-day, my dear fellow, if
you've no objections,” Murat the eider has said
to him an hour previous. “ We 've a fresh wind
abeam, and | wont risk Miss Molly’s precious neck
with your mad steering. IfMr. Houghton Dalzell
has a mind to ship with you by and by,— at his
own peril,— why, 1’ve nothing to say.”

So now, Murat, a little sore at tliis disparage-
ment in Molly’s prcscnce, gloomily watches the
start.

“ Now, Mr. Ranald, if you were alioard a streak
of blue lightning, what would you do ?” inquires
Mr. Havemeyer.

“ 1 think I should— hold on tight,” answers
Ranald, with a laugh,

“ Just what | 'd advise you to do to-day,” says
Mr. Havemeyer, with a bland warning. “ I under-
stand from Miss Molly that you and your cousin
are excellent sailors.” Ho smiles at Phil.

“ 1like boating,” says Phil, eagerly.

‘“Docs thc ice-yacht work like a water-yacht?”
inquires Ranald, surveying the queer runners, the



“ box” aft, the sheet haulcd taut, the jib east off,
and the rudder turned straight across.

“ Not preciscly,” answei-s Mr.
sisting Miss Molly to licr place.
always trimmecd flat aft,
strong;
orso.

Havemeyer, as-
“Thesailsare
unless the wind is too
then the boom may be east off a foot
Now, young gentlemen, your safest place
is the windward runner. You can hold by the

“THE RQAB AND BUSH OF THE WIND AHD THE

shrouds. You ballast the windward side nicely.
All ready?”
Mr. Havemeyer trims thc jib, and Murat the

younger swings the stern around and pushes a
step or two. The next instant they are on the
wing.

Ice-yachting is very new to the Dalzells. The
first things Ranald notices are thc desertcd docks
of Poughkeepsie,— the Havemeyer mansién is just
above, near the river,— a fow sloops, ice-bound,
and the smoke of many furnaccs, blown straight
out in the crisp, coid air.

With what a speed they fly! How clear-ciit
everything appears in the sharp, winter morning!
The headlands are bleak and bare, the fields

white, marked here and thcre with the dark inter-
section of fence and wall. How the long ice-
covcred river opens and widens before them !
Now here comes Blue Point, bare and ragged
against the steely blue sky; and of a sudden
Ranald hears, above the ccaseless whir of the
runners, a dull, booming, crack! crack! that runs
from under their very feet, seemingly clear across
the river. Now the runners crash lightiy through
a thin windrow of ice, and the transparent sheets
rattle and fall like window-glass ! The wind blous
and blows. Aba! thisis “ somethinglike!"
“ Hold fast, boys !” shouts Mr. Have-
meyer; and with a wild dash andaswcep
like a swallow’s, they are about and away

SWtHC AND 5WAY OF THE WAYIVARD CBAFT

NiTYnew tack. How the scene changes !
the headlands fly to meet them!
eyes with one band.
— now it

How
Ranald n
That was a bare, bleak hill
is dotted with evergreens; there is a
house among them— it is gone !

“ This bcats instantaneous photography !
Phil under his breath. He holds on tightly.

Now,with anothersudden,unpremeditated swing
they are about again; the crushcd ice fiies li«
diamond spray from the runners; the wind whis-
tles through the ropes and sails; tire yacht sways
and Icaps, bounds and liccls sideways; it trembies
all over, and they feel as if they themselves wa
wings and were sweepiiig through spacc ! Molly
checks glow, her eyes are alslaze with cxcitemen e

says



The rudder moves as easily as a straw in Mr.
Havemeyer's strong hand; it is wonderful how
the wild, wayward thing obeys the slightest touch.
Surely it feels— it knows— it is alive !

“Hi!” shouts Ranald, as we flash straight
toward a pool of open water, black and still.
“Aha!” — But where is the water now? They
skim over thin, transparent ice; it cracks; they

can see the boiling and bubbling of the confined
and swifily flowing tides. Now, with a sudden
bound, the runner strikes a little mound of ice
and snow, and whiz ! flash ! It rears and wheels;
the runner is flung on high; Ranald’s feet fly out
frora under him, and he is swung wildly through
the air, holding to the shrouds in desperation.
When this trapeze performance is ended and he
can catch his breath, there is a roar and rush
behind them, W hat next?

The down train1 The boys look over their
shoulders as the big, black monster shoots past.
The whistle blows sharply; there are handkerchiefs
waving from the windows. The ice-yacht is just
now holding nearly across the river,

“A raceJ a race, boys!” cries Molly.

She sees the quick turn of Mr. Havemeyer’s
hand, and with a sheer and a spring they are off
after the train.

“ Molly, Ranald, this is glorious !” cries Phil,
quite carried out of himself Ranald says nothing,
but the gray eyes are all aflame as he looks

at Molly. There is a laughing flash from the
hazel ones, and she calis out, “ Did n't | tell
you!”

Now the race — the race, boys ! Stcam against
wind! How they fly I Everything is blurred and

tnelted together and indistinct. The ice is all a
bluish white haze, with that diamond sparkle from
the runners blazing up,

The Windows of the train are filled with heads;
they seem to shout at the party on the ice-yacht,
who hear only the rush and roar of the wind and
the runners. The wind increases; the boat rears

bigher; the windward runner cuts fiercely
through the air, and the crushed ice flies in a
showcr. Almost up ivith the train, now; and
treeping on !

Will the wind hold? But never fear; this is no
fiaw, but a steady galo. It seems as if the black
train were slowing up; yet no,— it is the yacht
whicli is flying faster, literally on the wings of the
wind. And now— a crack in the ice ahead !

Mr. Havemeycr raises himself and scans the ice
With eagle eye, An old hand at ice-yachting is he.

“We can do it, I think,” he says.

Now, brave “ Rondina!” And the train sees the
‘Nack, too; the cars seem alive all their long

ength with heads and gestures and warning

shouts. Do they think everybody is asleep there
on that light, flying, feathery wanderer?

The upper edge of the crack is higher by full
six inches than the lower; and between swirls the
black, treachcrous water, They are upon it!

W hiz !— Splash I— as the edge-ice sags and the
runner catclies the coid tidc. Tliere is a wild, trem-
ulous swing and sway, a toss of the windward run-
ner, and the crack is far astern. How the train
cheers! And look, now, the black, snorting en-
gine falls behind ! Wind against steam ! Give
them three cheers, boys, and swing your caps, and
hold fast while you are about it. The track is
clear ahead; the locomotive whistles and snorts and
shouts in wild salute at the yacht’s victory, Faster,
— faster,— till there is only the ring of the run-
ners, the roarand rush of the wind, the tremble and
leap and swing and sway of the wayward craft.

But look! What is this that comes wildly
careering toward them ? A runaway yacht, with-

out a soul aboard! And lo1 yonder the care-
less owners are chasing wildly and ineffectually
after it.

They might as well chase the wind. A little
thoughtlessness, a little disembarking without let-
ting loose the jib or putting the rudder hard down
round,— and now the craft has flown.

There is no swifter thing on carth than an ice-
yacht; and Mr, Havemeyer’s action is exceedingly
prompt.

“ W e shall have a collision here, next,” sayshe;
andthen the “ Rondina” givesaqueer springand a
wild flying sweep that takes Ranald so by surprise
thathealmostgoes through the trapeze performance
again. How Molly manages to stay on is a puzzle.
Then a sort of sidewise shift in the wind produces
a corresponding change in the direction of the run-
away, which shoots directly toward them. Ranald
says, “ Good gracious!” and wonders how jt will
feel to be shot offinto the air on his own hook.

“ We must wear or go to smash in two minutes,”
says Mr. Haveraeyer; and with a quick word to
Molly, a sharp, “ Hold fast there, forward ! ” the
“Rondina” comesaroundin alightning-like sweep.
Under strong headway, it is an exciting maneuver.
They watch the threatening stranger,— it also
seems alive, and thirsting to do them mischief; it
plunges viciously at them as their windward runner
comes down on the ice, and a dexterous turn of the
rudder just saves the “ Rondina” from disaster.
The runaway yacht shoots furiously past, toward
the headlands; we go skimming about since the
danger is past, and we hear the shock and crash
with which it brings up on the rocks ashore, and
the spars go by the board.

“ So much for carelessness,” says Mr. Haveme-
yer, looking sevcrely at the distant and discouraged



crew. And then they are shooting swiftly back up

the river to New Hamburgh, which they passed
long ago. People are walking across the river on
the ice over the track of the ferries ; there are also
otheryachts skimming about here and there; chil-
dren are sliding in the white coves, and their laugh-
tcr comes, clear and distinct, through the keen air.

Coid ? No onc is coid. Excitement keeps them
warm. Now back and forth they skim, frighting
passing teams with their swift, bird-likc flights,
shooting ciése to the verge of quiet liltle villages
stirring under their winter coat of snow. Ah, this
is indeed flying! By zigzags and wild stretches
they come at last in sight once more of thc piers,
and sloops, thc black smokes, and clustered houses
of Poughkeepsie ; and after that, all in a minute, as
it were, the little cove, the ice-bound pier, and the
house among thc evergreens on the hill salute our

MAISY'’S

visién. Butnow, to “ bring to ” requires, as Ran.
ald begins tosee, a little more maneuvering than he
would use in sailing the “ Nocturne” in blue
water. First the “ Rondina” flies awayto wind-
ward for a great many lengths; then she comes
down with the wind, gradually decreasing in speed,
until she is fairly in the cove.

Slowly— slowly— “ Dear rae,” says Ranald ; “1
would n’t believe such a trick as that could ever
stop her!”

There is a slight scrape and jar as Mr. Have-
meyer sets thc rudder sharp across,— to act asa
brake,— and the swaUow'’s flight is ended. And
Phil wonders why in the world Molly was n’i
spilled out; and Ranald declares, as they all walk
up the snowy path to meet Houghton and young
Murat, that it is the most exciting experiencc he
ever had inhis life.

CHRISTMAS.

BY C. T.

‘1 WONDER,” cried Maisy, small and fair,

On Christmas eve, as the night shut down,
‘How Santa Claus can go everywhere

And find all the stockings in every town!”

She skippecl from the window lofty and wide,
And qucstioning stood at her mother’'s knec

In the beautiful light of the fireside,—

“ Mamma, does he ever forget?” asked shc.

‘A poor child is begging out there in the storm.
So coid, Mamma, and so palé and thm 1
Can’t we have her here to get dry and warm?
And may | tell Bessie to bring her in?”

Astonished, the shivering beggar was brought,
And thankfuily stood in the firc-light’s glow
W hile Maisy gazed at her, deep in thought—
“ Do you hang up your stocking? 1I'd like to
knou'!”

“ My stocking?

I havcn't a stocking,” she said.
Oh, dear, kind people, please give to mo
For starving Mother a piece of bread;

Too weak to rise from her bed is she.”
They gave her stockings, clothcs, food and wine,
W ith fuel to burn and candles to cheer.

And sent her home in a carriage fine,
Quite dumb and brcathless wiih joy and fear.

Mamma, Mamma,” cried Maisy, small,
W hen the child had gone in her dream of bliss,
She never has hung up a stocking at all!
Shc does n’t know, even, who Santa Clausis!

Then shc kneelcdon the hearth-stone, “ O Santa
Claus dcar,”
She cried, with her pretty head all in a whir,

You needn’t bring anything beautiful bere;®
Please take allmy thingstothatpoorlittlegirl.



And Santa Claus heard what she said, and she
huug
No stocking at all by the fire that night.
But up in the morning rejoicing she sprung,
Herself like the sunshine, so cheerful and
bright.

Not a trace of a present by bed
or by fire !
The good saint had taken her
quite at her word;
And Maisy sweet, having
had her desire,
Set up her oid play-

things, as
blithe as a
bird.

She played till
't was time
to Chechurch
to go;

Then in satin and velvet

and fur and plurae,
The mother and daughter

trippcd over the
snow,

With red lips
smiling and
checks abloom.

And after the service was over,
and out
The people poured from the
porta! wide ;
Her playmates round Maisy pressed
about, -
And “ What did you get in your
stocking?” they cried.

Then answered
and small,
While her color grew to a deeper red,
‘What did you get? / got nothing at all!
“ Nothing! She must have been naughty!”
they said.

our Maisy sweet

That moment, a beautiful sound in the air!

The blast of a horn, so clear and loud

That it caused all the people to start
stare !

and

And a horseman dashed swift past the wait-
ing crowd.

And up to Maisy where she stood,

A little apart from the rest, he spurrcd;
Dismountcd as quickly' as ever he could,

And bowed to the ground ere he utteredaword.

Such a splendid messenger, plumed and curled,

Booted and spurrcd, with a sword so grand!

There never such a surprise in the
world;

And what do you think he held in his hand

was

Tied upwith ribbons?— Such trin-
kets and toys,
the snow-birds flut-
to hear the
A music-box, and
of joys, *
And the dearest dolly, with pointedshoes !

(Oh, tcred

news!)

“ Good Santa Claus sent me,” he said, and he
smilcd,

“ To bring you some presents and wish you
delight;

He did what you asked for tlie poor httle child,
But it made liim too late for your stocking
last night !'”



MIKKEL.

By Hjalmar

For about four months all went well at the
parsonage. So long as Mikkel was confined
in the stable he behaved himself with perfect
propriety, and, occasionally, when he was (by
special permission) taken into the house to play
with tbe children, he won golden opinions for
himself by his cunning tricks, and became, in fact,
a great favorite in the nursery. When the spring
carne and the sun grew warm, his kennel was, at
Thor’'s request, moved out into the yard, where
he could have the benefit of the fine spring
weather. There he could be seen daily lying
in llie sun, with half-closcd eyes, resting his head
on his paws, seeming too drowsy and comfortable
to take notice of anything. The geese and hens,
which were at first a trifle suspicious, gradually
grew accustomed to his presence, and often
strayed within range of Mikkel’s chain, and even
within rcach of his paws; but it always happened
that on such occasions either thc pastor or his
wife was near, and Mikkel knew enough to be
aware that goose was forbidden fruit. But one
day (it was just after dinner, when the pastor was
taking his nap), it happened that a great fat gan-
der, prompted by a pardonable curiosity, stretched
his neck a little too far toward the sleeping Mik-
kel ; when, quick as a wink and wide-awake,
Mr. Mikkel jumped up, and before he knew it, the
gandcr found himself minus his head. Very
cautiously the culprit peeted about, and seeing
no one near, he rapidly dug a hole under his
kennel and concealed his victim there, covering
it well with earth, until a more favorable oppor-
tunity should present itself for making a meal of
itt. Then he lay down, and stretched himself
in the sun as before, and seemed too sleepy even
to open his eyes; and when, on the following
day, the gander was missed, the innocent de-
meanor of Mikkel so completely imposcd upon
every one, that he was not even suspected. Not
even when the second and tho third goose disap-
peared could any reasonable charge be brought
against Mikkel.

When the summer vacation carne, however,
the even tenor of Mikkel’s existence was rudely
interrupted by the arrival of the parson’s oldest
son, Finn, who was a student in Christiana, and
his dog Achilles. Achilles was a handsome
brown pointcr, that, having been brought up in
the city, had never been accustomed to
upon the fox as a domecstic animal.

look
He, there-

1,
H. Boyesen,

fore, spent much of his time in harassing Mikkel,
making sudden rushes for him when he thought
him asleep; but always returning from these ex-
ploits sharaefaced and discomfited, for Mikkel
was always a great deal too clever to be taken by
surprise. He would lie perfectly still until Achilles
was within a footof him, and then, with remark-
able alertncss, he would slip into the kennel,
through his door, where the dog’s size would not
permit him to follow; and thc moment his enemy
turned his tail to him, Mikkel's face would appear,
bland and smiling, at the door, as if to say ;

“ Good-bye 1 Cali again whenever you feel like
it. Now, don’'t you wish you were as dever
as Il am?”

And yet in spite of his,daily defeats, Achilles
could never convince himself that his assaults

upon Mikkel brought him no glory. Perhaps his
master, who did not like Mikkel any too well,
encouraged him in his enmity, for it is certain
that the assaults grew fiercer daily. And at last,

one day when the young student was standing in
the yard, holding his dog by the collar winle
exciting him against the half-sleeping fox, Achilles
ran with such forcé against thc kennel that he
upsetit. Alas! For then the evidence of Mikkel’s
misdemeanors carne to light. From the door-
hole of the rolling kennel a heap of goosc-
feathers flew out, and were scattered in thc air;
and, what was worse, a little “ dug-out” became
visible, filled with bonos and bilis and other in.
digestible articlcs, unmistakably belonging w the
goose’s anatomy. Mikkel, who was too wise to
leave thc kennel so long as it was in motion, now
pceped cautiously out, and he took in the situa-
tion at a glance. Mr. Finn, the.student, who
thought that Mikkel's skin would look charming
as a rug before his fire-place in the city, was
overjoyed to find out what a rascal this innocent-
looking creature had been; for he knew weil
enough that his father would now no longer
opposc his desire for the crafty little creatures
skin. So he went into the house, loaded his rifle,
and prepared himself as executioner.

But at that very moment, Thor chanced to be
coming home from an errand; and he had hardy
entered the yard, when he sniffed danger in the
air. He knew, without asking, that Mikkel’s doom
was scaled. For the parson was a great poiiltry-
fancier and was said to be more interested in bis
ganders than he was in his children. Therefore,



without waiting for further developments, Thor
unhooked Mikkel's chain, lifted the culprit in his
arms, and slipped him into the bosom of his waist-

coat, Then he stole up to his garret, gathcred
his clothes in a bundle, and watched his chance
to escape from the house unnoticed. And while
Master Finn and hisdog were hunting high and low



for Mikkel in the barns and stables, Thor was
hurrying away over the fields, every now and
then glancing anxiously behind him, and nearly
smothering Mikkel in his efforts to keep him con-
cealcd, lest Achilles should catch his scent. But
Mikkel had his own views on that subject, and
was not to be suppiessed ; and just as his master
was congratulating himself on their happy escape,
they heard thc deep baying of a dog, and saw
Achilles, followed by the student with his gun,
tracking them in fierce pursuit. Thor, whose
only hope was to reach the fiord, redoubled his
specd, skipped across fences, walls, and stiles,
and ran so fast that earth and stones seemed to
be flying in the other direction. Yet Achilles’s
baying was coming nearer and nearer, and was
hardly twenty feet distant by the time the boy
had flung himself into a boat, and with four vig-
orous oar-strokes had shot out into the water.
The dog leaped after him, but was soon beyond
his depth, and the high breakers flung him back
upon the beach.

“ Come back at once,” cried Finn, imperiously.
“ 1t is not your boat. If you don’'t obey, I 'l
have vou arrcsted.”

Thor did not answer, but rowed with all his
might.

“ Ifyou take another stroke,” shouted the stu-
dent furiously, leveliug his gun, “ 1'll shoot both
you and your thievish fox.”

Itwas meant only for intimidation; but where
Mikkcl’'s life was at stake, Thor was not easily
frightened,

“ Shoot away,” he cried, thinking that he was
now at a safe distance, and that the student’s marks-
manship was none of the best. But before he
realized what he had said, whiz ! went a bullet over
his head. A stiff gale was blowing, and thc lit-
tle boat was tosscd like a foot-ball on the incom-
ing and thc outgoing waves ; but the plucky lad
struggled on bravely, until he hove alongside a
fishing schooner, which was to sail the next morn-
ing for Dronthcim. Fortunately thc skipperneedcd
a dcck hand, and Thor was pvomptly engaged.
The boat which had helpcd him to escape was
found later and towed back to shore by a fisher-
man.

1.
HOW H1KK.EL MAKES HIS FORTUNE.

In Dronthcim, which is a largc commercial city
on the western coast of Norvvay, Thor soon found
occupation as office-boy in a bank, which did busi-
ness under thc Aame of C. P. Lyng & Co. He was
aboyofan opcn, fearlcss countenance, and with a

frank and winning manner. Mr. Lyng, at the
time when Thor entered his employ, had just
separatcd from his partner, Mr. Tulstrup, because
the latter had defrauded the firm and several ofits
customers. Mr. Lyng hadpapcrs in his safe which
proved Mr- Tulstrup’s guilt, but he had contentcd
himself with dismissing him from the firm, and
had allowed him to take the share of the firm’s
property to which he was legally entitled. The
settleraent, however, had notsatisfied Mr. Tulstrup,
and he had, in ordcr to revenge himself, gone
about to the various customers, whom he had him-
self defrauded, and persuaded them to commence
suitagainst Mr. Lyng, whom he represented asheing
the guilty party. He did not at that time know
that Mr. Lyng had gaincd possession of the papers
which revealed the realauthors of the fraud. On the
contrary, he flattered hiraselfthathe had destruycd
every trace of his own fraudulent transactions.

The fact that Mr. Lyng belonged to a family
which hqd always been distinguished in busi-
ness and social circles for its intcgrity and honor
only whetted Tulstrup’s desire to destroy his
good namc, and having jaid his plans carefully, he
anticipated an easy triumph over honest Mr.
Lyng. His dismay, therefore, was very great
when, after the suit had been commenced in the
courts, he learned that it was his own fiame and
liberty which were in danger, and not those of
his former partner. Mr. Tulstrup, in spite of the
position he had occupied, was a desperate man, and
was capable, undersuch circumstaiices, ofresorting
to desperate remedies. But, like most Nonvegians,
he had a strcak of superstition in his nature, and
cherished an absurd bclicf in signs and omens, in
lucky and unlucky days, and in spécters and appa-
ritions, forcboding death ordisaster. Mr. Tulstrup’s
father had believed in such things, and it had becn
currently reported among the peasantry thathe had
been followed by aspcctral fox, which somc asserted
to be his wraith, or double. This fox, it was said,
had frequently been seen during the oid man’s life-
timc, and when he once saw it himself he was
frightened nearly out of his wits. Superstitioiis
stories of this kind are so common in Norway
that one can hardly spend a month in any country
district without hearing dozcns of them. The
belief in a fylgia, or wraith in the shape of an
animal, dates far back into antiquity, and figures
largcly in the sagas, or ancient legends of the
Northland.

't has already been told that Thor had obtaincd
a position as office-boy in Mr. Lyng’s bank; and it
was more owing to thc boy’'s winning appearance
than to any fondness for foxes on Mr. Lyng’s part,
that Mikkel also was engaged.
that a cushion whereupoii

It was arranged
Mikkel might sleep



should be put behind the stove in thc back office.
At first Mikkel endured his captivity here witli
great fortitude; but he did not like it, and it was
plain that he was pining for the parsonage and his
kennel in thc free air, and the pleasant compan-
ionship of the gcese, and the stupid Achilles.
Thor then obtained permission to have him walk
about unchained, and the clerks, who admircd his
graceful form and dainty ways, soon grew very
fond of him, and stroked him caressingly, as he
promenaded along the counter, or seated himself

them, can not afibrd the luxury of giving way to
them.

C. P. Lyng Si Co’s bank was a solid, old-fash-
ioned business house which the clerks entered as
boys and where they remained all their lives. Mr.
Barth, thc cashier, had occupied his present desk
for twenty-one years and had spentnincyears more
in inferior positions. He was now a stout little
man of fifty, with close-croppcd, highly rcspect-
alile sidc-whiskers and thin gray hair, which was
made to cover his crown by the aid of a small

“ WITH HIS LUMINDL-S FACE AND BODY, AND A HALO OF I'HOSPKOKESCKNT UCIIT KOVND ADOCT IHM, HE WAS

TERRIRLE TO DEHOLD."

on their shoulders, inspccting their accounts with
critical eyes. Thor was very happy to see his
friend petted, though he had an occasional twinge
ofjealousy when Mikkel made himself too agree-
able to old Mr, Barth, the cashier, or kisscd young
Mr. Dreyer, the assistant book-keeper. Such faith-
lessness on Mikkel’s |)ai-t was an ill return for all
lhe sacrificcs Thor had made for him; and yet,
hard as it was, it had to be borne. For an office-
hoy can not afibrd to have cmotions, or, if he has

(SEE NEXT I'AOE.J

comb. This comb, which was fixed above his.
right ear and held thc straggling locks together,
was a sourcc of great amusement to thc clerks, who
made no cndofwitdcisms about it. But Mr. Barth
troubled himself very little about their poor puns,
and sat sereneiy poring over his boolcsandpackagcs
of bank-bills from morning till night. lio pridcd
himself above all on bis regularity, and it was said
that ho had never ljcen one minute too late or too
early during thc thirty years he had been in Mr.



Lyng’s bank; accordingly, he had little patience
with the shortcomiiigs of his subordinatcs, and
fined and punishcd them in various ways, if they
were but a moment tardy; for the most atrocious
of all crimes, in Mr. Barth’s opiniéon, was tardi-

ness. The man who suffered most from his sever-
ity was Mr. Dreycr, the assistant book-keeper.
Mr. Dreycr was a good-looking young man,

and very fond of society; and it happened some-
times that, on the morning after a ball, he would
sleep rather late. He had lorig rcbelied in
silence against Mr. Barth’s tyranny, and when he
found that his dissatisfaction was shared by many
of the other clerks, he conceived a plan to re-
vengl himself on his persecutor. To this end a
conspiraey was formed among the younger clerks,
and it was dctermined to make Mikkel the agent
of their vengeance.

It was well known by the clerks that Mr.
Barth was superstitious and afraid in the dark;
and it was generally agreed that it would be capi-
tal fun to give him a little fright. Accordingly the
following plan was adopted; abottleof the oil of
phosphorus was procurad and Mikkel's fur was
thoroughly rubbed with it, so that in the dark the
whole animal would be luminous. At five minutes
before five, some one sbould go down in the cel-
lar and turn off the gas, just as the cashier was
about to enter the back office to lock up the safe.
Then, when the illuminated Mikkel glarcd out on
him from a dark comer, he would probably shout
or faint or cry out, and then all the clerks
should rush sympathetically to him and render
him every assistance.

Thus the plan was laid, and there was a breath-
less, excited stillness in the bank when the hour
of five approached. It had been dark for two
hours, and the clerks sat on their high stools, bend-
ing silently over their desks, scribbling away for
dear life. Promptly at seven minutes before five,
uprose Mr. Barth and gave the signal to have the
booksclosed; then, to the unutterable astonishment
of the conspirators, he handed the key of the safe
to Mr. Dreyer (who knew the combination), and
told him to lock the safe and retum the key. At
that very instant,outwentthe gas; and Mr, Dreyer,
although he was well prepared, could himself
hardly master his fright at Mikkel’s frightful ap-
pearance. He struck a match, lighted a wax
taper (which was used for scaling letters), and
trcmblingly locked the safe; then, abashcd and
discomfited, he advanced to the cashiet's desk
and handed him the key.

“ Perhaps, you would have the kindness, Mr.
Dreyer,” said Mr. Barth calmly, “ to write a letter
of coraplaint to the gas company before you go
home. It will never do in the world to have such

things happen. | suppose there must be water in
the pipes.”

The old man buttoned his overcoat up to his
chin and marched out; whereupon a shout of
laughter burst forth, in which Mr. Dreyer did not
join. He could not see what they found to laugh
at, he said. It took him a long while to compose
his letter of complaint to the gas company.

Mikkel in the meanwhile was feeling very un-
comfortable. He could not help marveling at his
extraordinary appearance, He rubbed himself
against chairs and tables and found to his aston-
ishment that he made everything luminous that
he touched. He had never known any respectable
fox which possessed this accomplishment, and he
felt sure that in some way something was wrong
with him. He could not sleep, but walked rest-
lessly about on the desks and counters, bristled
with anger at the slightest sound, and was miser-
able and excited. He could not tcll how far the
night had advanced when he heard a noise in the
back office (which fronted upon the court-yard) as
if a window were being opened. His curiosity was
aroused and he walked sedately across the floor;
then he stopped foramoment to compose himscif,
for he was well aware that what he saw was some-
thing extraordinary. A man with a dark-lantern
in his hand was kneeling before the safe with a
key in his hand. Mikkel advanced a little further
and paused in a threatening attitude on the thresh-
old of the door. W ith his luminous face and body,
andahaloofphosphorescentlight round abouthim,
he was terrible to behold. He gave a little snort,
atwhich the man turned quickly about. But no
sooner had he caught sightof the illuminated Mik-
kel than he fiung himself on his knees before the
little animal, and with clasped hands and a eoun-
tenance wild with feat exclaimed: “ O, | know who
thou art! Pardon me, pardon rae 1 Thou art my
father’s spectral fox ! | know thee, | know thee!

Mikkel had never suspected that he was any-
thing so terrible; but, as he saw that the man wm
bent on mischief, he did not think it worth while
to contradict him. He only curved his back ano
bristled, until the man, beside himself with terror,
made a rush for the window and leaped out into
the court-yard. Thcn Mikkel, thinking that he
had had excitement enough for one night, curled
himself up on his cushion behind the stove and
went to sleep.

The next morning, when Mr. Barth arrived, h®
found a window in the back office broken, and the
door of the safe wide open. On the floor laya
bundle of papcrs, all relating to the transactions
of Tulstrup while a member of the firm, and,
moreover, a hat, marked on the inside w't
Tulstrup’s Aame, was found on a chair.



On the same day, Mr. Lyng was summoned to
the bedside of his former partner, who made a
full confession, and offered to return through him
the money which he had fraudulently acquired.
His lcg was broken and he seemed otherwise shat-
tered in body and mind. It had been his purpose,
he said, to drive Mr. Lyng from the firm in dis-
grace, and he was sure he could have accomplislied
it, if Providcnce itself had not interfered. But,
incrediblc as it seemed, he had seen a luminous
animal in the bank, and he felt convinced that it
was his father’s spectral fox. It was well enough
to smile at such things and cali them childish;
but he had certainly seen, he said, a wonderful,
shining fox.

Mr. Lyng did not attempt to convince Mr. Tul-
strup that he was wrong. He took the money and
distributed it among tbose who had suffered by

Mr. Tulstrup’s frauds, and thus many needy
people— widows and industrious laboréis— re-
gained their hard-earned property, and all because
Mikkel’'s skin was luminous. When Mr. Lyng
heard the whole story from Mr. Dreyer, he laughed
heartily and long. But from that day he took a
warm interest in Thor and his fox, and sent the
former to school and later to the university, where
he made an honorable fiame for himself by his
talents and industry,

Poor Mikkel js now almost gray, and his teeth
are so blunt that he has to have his food minead
before he can eat it. But he still occupies a soft
rug behind the stove in the student’s room, and
Thor hopes he will live long enough to be intro-
duced to his master’s wife, For it would be a pity
if she were not to know him to whom her husband
owes his position, and she, accordingly, hers.
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FANCHON'S GERMAN.

By Eleanor

Of course her fiame was not really Fanchon,
for she was a real little American girl, and proud
enough to be one, too. Butvery carly in hercareer,
it became evident that Francés was far too stately
a fame for the little yellow-haired damsel; and
Fanny was ordinary, and Aunt Maria disapproved
of ordinary iames; and Frank was masculino, and
Papa abominated anything masculine about a
woman; so when Unele Bob, just returned from
Paris, called the pretty fairy “ Fanchon,” the fam-
ily took it up at once, and Fanchon she was and
is and will be to the end of thc chapter.

They all were upstairs in Fanchon’s pretty
parlor one winter afternoon: Helen Lawrence,
Cathcrine Motte, and Amy Van Home, Eleanor
Bowditch, Jessica Cabot, and Fanchon herself, all
six of them intimate, particular and bosom friends
from their kindergarten days.

“ Four o’'clock,” said Jessie Cabot, “ and ah
done at last; but how we have worked, girls!”

Jessie Cabot was as lazy as a luxurious yellow
kittcn, and looked not so very unlike one, as she
nestlcd in her low chair by the fire, with her round
little face, slecpy eyes, and fuzzy lemon-colored hair.

“ You all have worked like Trojans,” said the
pretty hostcss Fanchon. “ |
done it all without you.”

She was pouring chocolate from the most
charming turquoise blue pot cver seen, and the
girls were sitting about in various graceful alti-
tudes, resting from thcir labor, and refreshing
themselves with a nourishing repast of macaroons,
lady’s-fingcrs, and bonbons-

The “ work” lay on a broad, low table by the
window,— such a heap of brilliant, useless things !

Coquettish little slippcrs of gold and silver;
shining fish and birds; delicate butterflies with
glittering wings; fairy trunks of pink satin and
povtmanteaux of blue silk; rosc-colored glasscs;
ivory canes; silver pipes and golden umbrcllas,—
everything that was frall and useless and extrava-

could never have

gant. In short, these were the favors for Fanchon’s
german, and thc girls had been working like
bees, filling the fanciful bonbonnieres, putting

ribbons on the ribbonless, writing the character
cards, and dividing the masculine favors from the
feminiiic.

“ Four days to wait, girls; wont it seem like an
age !” said Cathcrine Mottc, a curly haired, gray-
eyed elf. As shc spoke, she waltzed slowly down
the room and stopped by a window.

Putnam.

“ Arthur Winslow dances as slowly as that,” she
said. “ I like to dance with Will Everett ever so
much better; he goes like thewind. | do like to
dance rapidly.”

“ 1 don’t,” drawled Jessie Cabot;
Uie better for me.”

“ 1 should like to go to a german every single
evening,” announccd Helen Lawrence, nibbling
a macaroon. “ Let'’'s see; four days. Sunday,
Monday,— positively, girls, nothing but cooking-
class, the Stanleys’ musicale, and the matinée on
Wedncsday. Not a step of dancing until Fan-
chon’s german. How can we wait? ”

“ W hat inusicshall you have, Fanchon ?” asked
Amy Van Home; *“shzdl you have
Six'?”

“ Papa has promised mo Snaphausen,” repUed
Fanchon, demurely, though her dimples would
show a bit, for very joy.

W ho would n't be glad to have Snapliauscn and
his wonderfulmen to play for one’s german ? Snap-
hausen, who composed such glorious dance music;
who would not play for every one, not he; who
needed coaxing and teasing, not to mention a fce
of one hundred and fifty good dollars.

He had nodded his shaggy oid head and prora-
ised to play for Fanchon. No wonder she smiled
and dimpled.

There was a perfect chorus of delight and envy
from the girls.

“ Snaphausen ! That
hausen, and a//his men !'”

“ Fanchon, you spoilt child! ”

“ You lucky girl!”

“ Is there anything lliat Fanchon’s father will
not do for her?”

“ O, Fanchon, you ’'ll throw my poor little gcr-
maii into the shade, indeed !”

“ Mine, too; let me hide my diminished head
somewhere. | was so puffcd up with my ‘ Brim-
mer’s Six.””

"W ell, girls,” said Fanchon, making herself
heard with difficulty. “ You know. Papa always
promised me a nice coming-out party.”

But though she tried to be modest, Fanchon
knew, and the rest knew, that though they were
friends, these bosom six, there was a bit of rivalry
among them in regard to these firstpartios of theirs.
It was their first society winter, for they had left
Miss Leighton’s school only the June before.

“ How lovely it will be !'” siglied Eleanor Bow-

“ the slower

‘Brimmer's

lovely Hulbert Snap-



ditch, in raptiire. She was sitting in the window
scat, apparently absorbed in admiring her ex-
quisito, stcel-embroidered slippers. Presently she
frowned.

“ 0, Fanchon,” she said, “ here is a horrid
little lieggar going to play something dreadful on

aviolin. She’s looking up hcre; shall I shakc ray
head?”
“ Why, no,” said Fanchon, going idly up to the
window; “ let her play. Ildon'tmind. Doyou?”
“ Cover your ears,” cried Eleanor, who was
musical and sang like a lark; “ cover your ears,

girls. Prepare for
Gold!"”

The player, a poor pinchad creature witbh eyes
of unnatural size, glanced up at the house, rested
lier chin on her poor violin, and began to play.

It was not “ Silver Threads Among thc Gold,”
but a plaintive, simple little air, quite new to thc
hearers. Almost a wail it was, and seemed to ex-
press in music such coid and hunger and desola-
tion, that the pretty smiling group at the upper
ivindow became quite sober all at once.

As soon, however, as the sad air carne to an
end, the player’s face brightened, she tuned her
violin, and suddenly swept into a swinging waltz,
50 gay and so entrancing, that Amy and Catherine
seized cach other and whirled madly away quite to
the other end of the roora.

“ How can she play so well? Whcre did she
learn? And on such a poor violin 17 exclaimed
Helen Lawrence.

“ How dreadfully coid she must be 1" exclaimed
Jessie Cabot, with a shudder.

It was indeed a bitter day, with an eager, pcne-
trating wind, which cared not a snap for the cotton
gown and thin little shawl of the poor musicLan.

“ Excuse me Just a minute, girls,” said Fan-
chon; “ I 'm going down.”

The girls declared that it was nearly dinner-
time, and they must be going, so they trooped
across the hall to Fanchon’s chamber.

Fanchon ran downstairs to give some small coins
to the little player. As she opened the door, a
kcen blast rushed in, leaving hcr almost brcathless.

“ How horrible !” said Fanchon; “ I should think
she would die. She shall be warm for once, any-
how,” and she sent her around to the kitchen.

Down the broad stairs carne the girls, as chann-
ing as pinks and roses, smiling and comely in their
sealskin, and plush, and velvet, and nodding
plumes. What did they care for the wind? He
might blow twice as fiercely as now, and they
would still be warm and rosy.

“ Thursday night 1” they called out gayly.
“ Good-bye, Fanchon ; remember the german !”

Fanchon smiled and nodded. The stony-faced

‘Silver Threads Among the

footman closed the door, and Fanchon paced the
hall a minute, with her forehead puckered into a
frown.

“ It was just one of my crazy performances,”
she said. “ Now that I have got her in, 1don’t
know what to do with her, I 'm sure, and Helen is
waiting upstairs. 1’1l ask Aunt Maria if— no,
Aunt Maria has the ‘Associated Charities’ in the
parlor, and can not be bothered by a beggar.
There ! 1 must go down and see hcr myself. |
can give her my old ulster, if I can’t do anything
else.”

Fifteen minutes latcr, Fanchon carne up into the
little parlor where Helen Lawrence was waiting.

“ 1'm afraid you 'll never forgive me, dear,” she
said breathlessly, “ for leaving you so long. 1
know 1 'm horribly rude.”

“ | believe I was almost asleep,” replied Helen,
drowsily. “ The wind and the fire make me stupid.
W hatis it? Have the girlsjust gone?”

“ 0, no,” said Fanchon ; “ they wentlong ago.
I was downstairs talking with that Italian girl.
Do you remember the man who was kllled last
month in the elevator at Wamer’s? This is his
daughter; and the Warners never have done a
thing for her, and her mother is dcad, too!”

“1 remember,” answered Helen, yawning,
“ Papa said the Warners behaved badly about
that; but Bennett has had new horses this year,
and Kate and Julia have goneabroad, so | suppose
they feel rather poor.”

“ But what will become of the girl?”
Fanchon.

“ That's a conundrum,” returned Helen, light-
lyj “ there are so many such people, you know.”

She knelt down on the rug and began to feed
Psyche, the silken-eared King Charles spaniel,
with bits of macaroon.

Fanchon’s heart gave a swift
doubt. They carne rather often,
when she talked with Helen. Fanchon was so
proud of her. She was such a brilliant and
beautiful Helen, such a queen among thc girls;
and then — she was Jack Lawrence’s sister. Fan-
chon did wish to believe Helen quite perfect, and
yet— sometimes--——-

Faitchon’s eyes rovcd almost guiltily about the
room.

Such a dear, little, frivolous room ; all blue and
ash and silver: with silky white rugs ; distracdng
cabinets of bronze and china and carved ivnry,
sent home from China by Unele Bob; her own
piano; her dainty desk, her beloved books and
pictures — then — thatgirl. The picture of the
little girl would keep coming up in her mind.

“ She slept in a hogshead on India wharf one
night, Nell,” said Fanchon aloud, at last.

asked

little throb of
these throbs,



“Who did?"
Psyche to beg.
“ That ltalian girl. Carlotta, her Aiame is.”

“ O !” said Helen. *“ Psyche, you witch, beg,
or you shall not have it.”

“ There ’'s an institute at Bingham,” began
Fanchon, “ a sort of home for girls. You pay a
hundred dollars, and that admits one girlj and shc
is kept and taught until she can earn her own liv-
ing. They teach cooking and needle-work and
everything useful. Aunt Maria is a trustee.”

“ What a horrible place !” said Helen devoutly.
“ Fanchon, dear, your favors are just perfect.
They never cost less than thirty dollars, you ex-
travagant little sinner. And then Snaphausen!
Your party will outshine all the others. Isn’tit
nearly dinner-time? Let 's go into your room
and brush our bangs.”

It snowed the next day, and the wind blew in
stormy gusts, driving the white flakes in sheets
before it.

Fanchon could not go to church. She stood by
the window and watched the storm ; she teased the
sleepy dog; she wandered restlessly about the
house from room to room.

“ 1 can not do it,” she said, stopping and resting
her.arms on the low mantel in her own parlor.
“ W hy should I do it? Itismybirthday, and Papa

asked Helen, trying to induce

is willing. What would the girls say? 1 told
them yesterday | should have Snaphausen. How
strange they will think itl And then perhaps

it is too late, anyway. Snaphausen may" make
Us pay just the same, ifwe brcak our engagement.
I do not believe Papa can find him another for that
same evening. Oh, dear!”

She looked a moment in gloomy silence at the
cupid that, in a gilded swing, pretended to be the
pendulum ofher little mantel-dock.

Itwasto be her first “ real grown-up party.”
Jessie Cabot had given the opening german of thc
season, and had lovely silver filagree bouquet-
holders and boutonnieres for favors.

Amy Van Home had followed with “ Brimmer’s
Six,” quite eclipsing Jessie’s two violins and piano.
Now it was Fanchon’s turn, and she had it in her
power to eclipse them all with the great Snap-
hausen himself, and garlands of bon silene rose-
buds, instead of ribbons, for the ribbon figure,—
her own dainty device.

Could she,— should she give itallup? No, itwas
really too hard; she could not do it. W hat could
she say to the girls and Helen?

Then Jack Lawrence would say shc was odd, as
he did when sho picked up the scattered corn-balls
for the oid woman on the Common. She could not
bear to have Jack Lawrence cali her odd again.
There was Aunt Maria; and Aunt Maria would

cali

“

her a strange child, and wonder what
our set” would say. Then Papa,— who knew
whether he approved, or thought her silly and
quixotic, when he said, “ Do just as you please,”
with that queer tivinkle in his eye? After all,
there were people enough to help the Italian.
W hy should Fanchon care ?— she was not respon-
sible.

And just then, by some strange chance, there
flashed through Fanchon’s mind that oid bitter
question, the question of Cain before the Lord,
“Am | my brother’'s keeper?” Fanchon sat
down upon the silky rug, laid her head upon a
chair-cushion, and cried with hearty good-will.

Such a pretty picture as it was! The long,
well-lighted room, with the candles reflected in
twinkles and sparkles in the beautiful polished
floor; the bank of palms and femswhich filled the
window at the end; the pretty girlsin filmy gowns
of white and rose and blue; and, flying lightiy
down the middle of the floor, six blithe young
couples whirling away with merry feet to the sound
of the Morgenblatter waltz.

It was a very good waltz and well played, with
plenty of swing and verve to it to set the young
pulses beating and the young feet flying, but it
was not Snaphausen and his twelve merry men
who played it.

It was a thin-faced, dark-eyed
gray gown of Fanchon'’s.

She played as if she were bewitched and could
neverstop for tire. Beside her, atthe piano,ayoung
man in glasses hammered out the time, in unceas-
ing one, two, three, after the fashion of the pro-
fessional accompanist.

That was all the music. Fanchon’sgerman had
cometo this. Hermusic was even less than Jessie
Cabot’s, and she was now certain that her party
would be eclipsed by every other one given by the
“ intimate six,” as Jack Lawrence called them.

Yet, after all, Fanchon did not mind it so mucli.

It was certainly unpleasant when Aunt Maria
said that she hoped “ their set ” would notcali her
father “ money-mean and it really made her
eringe when she saw Minnie Harcourt and Bella
Douglass raise thcireycbrows and exchange signifi-
cant little smilcs when they saw the musicians.

But it was not so veiy bad when the first was
over. Fanchon was so busy with her duties as
hostess, seeing that plain Susie Boyd did not go
favorless, and that somebody took pity upon
Donaid McArthur, who was so sadly conscious ofhis
feet and hands, that she had no time to think
upon her own woes.

Somebody— could it have been Papa ?— had told
Helen all about it, and Helen had told the girls.

Italian girl, in a



Amy and Jessie pressed Fanchon’s liands in tlie
“right and left” figure and whispered that she
was “just elegant.” Hclen, her own beautiful
Helen, beamed upon her and said softiy:

“ Fanchon, I wish | were worth halfas much as
one ofyour little fingers.”

%(/ > lih'p} 1
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And Jack Lawrence, that charming Harvard
sophomore, when he seated her after a breathless,
delicious whid, said bluntly, with honest admira-
tion in his eyes: “You are a trump, Miss
Fanchon ! I wish there were more girls like you.”

Poor Fanchon flushedas pink as a rose. It was,
after all, such a very little thing, and how much
they wcre all making ofit! Why, some girls would
never have hesitated an instant, and what a sacri-
ficeshe had thought she was making !

Just then Jessie Cabot, in gauzy blue tulle, with

her yellow hair in a flying mist, drew Fanchon
into the dance, and who could stop to think any
longer of sacrifices or Italian giils or industrial
schools, while weaving mystic figures and whirling
madly down the room with W ill Everett, and five
gay young couples following after?

They said afterward, when they
talked it over,— “ the girls” who
went to make up Fanchon’s little
world,— that it was the finest party
of the season, the very finest.

They said it still, after Eleanor
Bowditch had beautiful monogram
lockets for favors, and even after
Catherine Motte actually had

Snaphauscn, with a wonderful

new waltzwhich he composed
specially for the occasion.

Fanchon took none of the

credil to herself. She

did wish people would

stop praising her.

The girl, Car-

lotta, had gone

to the pleasant

country school,

and Fanchon

would like the

whole thing to be

forgotten, and
never mentioned
again.

The queerest
part of the whole
afiair was about old

Snaphauscn. Some
one had told him why
Fanchon had given up
having him, and he had
nodded gravely and
answered “ So0?” He
had not minded the
broken engagement, and
had rcfused any com-
pensation for it.
But at Catherine
Motte's party he played a ncw waltz, and Cather-
ine could not help pluming herself a trifle. It was
not every girl who had a delicious Snaphauscn
waltz composed all in hcr honor.

“ What doyou cali it, Herr Snaphauscn?”
called out W illEverett, as he swept by with
Fanchon; “ have you named it yet?”

The German beamed above his blinking glasses,
and nodded his shaggy head. “Ac/i, yes,” he an-
swered ihythmically, “ ac//, yes; surely she haf a
filame; sheis called the 'Fanchon Waltzen !’ So!”

‘!A
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ELIZABETH OF TUDOR |
HERTFORD

THE GIRL OF THE
INfANOR.

\A/tervjard Queen EUzabfih of Euglfind; the “
Bess.''\

Good Queen

A.D. 1548.

T he iron-shod hoofs of the big gray courser
rang sharply on the frozen ground, as, beneath the
creaking boughs of tlie long-armed oaks, Launce-
lot Crue, tbe Lord Protector’s fleetcst courser-man,
gallopcd across thc Hecrtford fells or hills, and
reined up his horse within the great gates of
Hatfield inanor-house.

“ From the Lord Protector,” he said; and Master
Avery Mitchcll, the feodary,t who had been closely
watching for this same courser-man for several
anxious hours, took from his hands a scroll, on
which was inscribed:

To Avery MUchell, feodary of the IVards in
Heris, at Hatfield Honse. From the Lord Pro-
tector, THF.SF.: "

And next, the courser-man, in secrecy,
screwed one of the bullion buttons on his bulT
jerkin, and taking from it a scrap of paper, handed
this also to the watchful feodary.
sion ended, he repaired to the

un-

Then, his mis-
Isuttery to satisfy

‘Copyright, 1884, by E. S. ISrook®. All

tAn oid English lerm for che guardian of “

his lusty English appetite with a big dish of pasty,
followed by ale and “ wardens” (as certain hard
pears, used chiefly for cooking, were called in
those days), while the cautious Avery Mitchell,
unrolling the scrap of paper, read;

secrecy, theésr : Under guise of mummera place a
score gf>od men and true in your Yule*iide maskyng. Well armed

and snfcly condilioned. They will be thcrc who shall commaod.

Look for the green dragén of Wantley. On your allegiance. This
from ye wit who,”
Scarcely had the feodary read, reread, and

then destroyed this secret and singular missive,
when the “ Ho! hollo!” of Her Grace the Prin-
cess’s outriders rang on the cvisp December air,
and there gallopcd up to the broad door-way of
the manor-house a gayly costumed train of lords
and ladies, with huntsmcn and falconers and yeo-
men following on behind. Central in the group,
flushed with her hard gallop through tlie wintry
air, a young girl of fifteen, tall and trim in figure,
sat Iter horse with thc easy grace of a practiced
and confident rider. Hcr long vclvet habit was
deeply edged with fur, and both kirtle and head-
gear were of arich purple tinge, while from be-
neath the latter just pecpcd a heavy coil of sunny,
golden mhair. Her face was fresh and fair, as
should be that of any young girl of fifteen, but
its expression was rather that of high spirits and

righis reserved.

certain wards of the-state,”— young persons under guardianship of thc govemmenl.



"WITIIOUT YOI'R HELP, MV LURUs! WII'HUUT VOUK HELI-!I"

of heedless and impetuous moods than of simple
maidwily beauty.

“*Tilly-vally, my lord,” shc cried, dropping her
bridle-rein into the Itands of a waiting groom,
“’twasniy race to-day, was it not? Odds fish,
nian !" shc callcd out sharply to the attcndant
groom; “ be ye easior with Roland’s bridle there.
One beast of his gentle nicttlc wcrc worth a score
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ofclumsy varlets like to you ! Well, said I not right,
my Lord Admiral; is not the race fairly mine, |
ask?” and, careless in act as in spccch, she gave
the Loi'd Admiral’s horee, as she spoke, so sharp a
cut with her riding-whip as to make thc big brute
rear in sudden surprise, and almost unhorse its
rider, while an unchecked laugh came from its
fair tormentor.



“ Good falth, Mistress,” answered Sir Thomas
Seymour, the Lord High Admiral, gracefully swal-
lowing his exclamaciéon of surprise, “ your lady-
ship hath fairly won, and, sure, hath no cali to
punish both myself and my good Selim here by
such unwarranted chastisemcnt. Will your grace
dismount?”

And, vaulting from his seat, he gallaiuly ex-
tended his hand to help the young girl from her
horsc ; while, on the same instant, another in hcr
train, a handsome young fellow of the girl's own
age, knelt on the frozen ground and held her
stirrup.

But tliis independent young maid would have
none of their courtesies. Ignoring the outstretched
hands of both the man and boy, she sprang lightly
from her horsc, and, as she did so, with a sly and
sudden push of her dainty foot, she sent the kneel-
ing lad sprawling backward, while her merry peal
of laughter rang out as an accompaniment to his
downfall.

“ Without your hclp, my lords— without your
help, so please you, both,” she cried. “ Why,
Dudley,” she exclaimed, in mock surprise, as she
threw a look over her shoulder at the prostrate
boy, “ are you there ? Bcshrew me, though, you
do look like onc of goodman Roger’s Dorking
cocks in the pultry yonder, so red and ruffled of
feather do you seem. There, see now, | do repent
me of my discourtesy. You, Sir Robort, shall
squire me to the hall, and Lord Seymour must
cven content himself witli playing the gallant to
good Mistress Ashley ;” and, leaning on the arm
of the now pacified Dudley, the self-willed girl
trippcd lightly up the entrance-steps. Self-willed
and thoughtless— even rudc and lioydenish— we
may think her in these days of gentler manners
and more guarded speech. But those were less
refined and cultured times than these in which we
live; and the rough, uncurbed nature of “ Kinge
Henrye the viij. of Most Famous Memorye,” as
the old chronicles term the “ bluff King Hal,”
re-appeared to a noticeable extent in the person of
his second child, the daughter of ill-fatcd Anne
Bolcyn, “ my ladye’s grace” the Princess Eliza-
beth of England.

And yet we should be rcadler to excuse this im-
petuous young Princess of three hundred years ago
than were even her associates and encmies. For
encmics she had, poor child, envious and vindic-
tive ones, who sought to work hcr harm. Varied
and unhappy had her young life already been.
Born amid splendid hopes, in the royal palace
of GreenwLch; callcd Elizabeth after that grand-
mother, the fair heiress of the house of York, whose
marriage to a prince of the house of Lancaster had

ended the long and cruel War of the Roses; she

had been welcomed with the peal of bells and the
boom ofcannons, and christened with all the regal
ceremonial of King Henry’s regal court. Then,
when scarcely three years old, disgraced by ihc
wicked murder of her mother, east off and repu-
diated by her brutal father, and only received
again to favor at the christcning of her baby
brother, passing her childish days in grim old
castles and a wicked court,— she found herself, at
thirteen, fatherless as well as motherless, and ai
fifteen east on her own rcsources, the sport of
men’s ambitions and of conspirators’ schemcs.
To-day the girl of fifteen, tenderly reared, shieliicd
from trouble by a mothcr's watchful love and a
father’s loving care, can know but little of the
dangers that compassed this Princess of England,
the lady Elizabeth. Deliberately separated from
her younger brother, the King, by his unwise and
selfish counselors, hated by her eider sister, the
lady Mary, as the daughter of the woman who had
made her mother’s life so miserable, she was, even
in her manor-home of Hatfield, whcre she shoiud
have been most secure, in still greater jeopardy,
For this same Lord Seymour of Sudleye, who was
at once Lord High Admiral of England, unclc to
the King, and brother of Somerset, the Lord Pro-
tector, had by fair promises and lavish gifts bound
to his purpose this defenseless girl’s only proteci-
ors, Master Parry, her cofferer, or steward, and
Mistress Kathcrine Ashley, her governess. And
that purpose was to forcé the young Princess into
a marriage with himself, so as to help his sclicmes
of treason against the Lord Protector and get into
his own hands the care of the boy King and the
government of the realm. It was a bold plot, and,
if unsuccessful, mcant attaindcr and death for high
treason; iDUt Seymour, ambitious, reckless, and un-
principled, thought only of his own desires, and
careci little for the possible ruin into which he ‘'vas
dragging the unsuspecting and otphaned daughter
ofthe Kingwhohadbeenliisi-eadyfriendand patrén.

So matters stood at the period of our storj’, on
the eve of the Christmas festivities of 1548, as, on
the arm of her boy escort, Sir Robert Dudley,
gentleman usher at King Edward's court and,
ycars after, the famous Earl of Leicestcr of Queen
Elizabeth’s day, the royal maiden entered the hall
of Hatfield House. And, within the great hall,
she was grceted by Master Parry, her cofferer,
Master Runyon, her yeoman of the robes, and
Master Mitchcll, the fcodary. Thcn, with a lo™
obeisance, the feodary presented her the scton
which had been brought him, post-hastc, by Laun-
celot Crue, the courser-man.

“ What, good Master Avery,” exclaimed Eliza-
beth, as she ran her eye over the scroll, “ you 10
be Lord of Misrule and Master of the Reveis



And by my Lord of Somerset’s own appointing ?
laiii right glad to learn it.”
And this is what she read :

"im/'riuus*: 1 givc Icave to Avery MitcheU, feodary, gentleman,
tobe l.otdof Misrule of all good orders, al lhe Manor o f Hatfield,

I"OWN THE DROAD STAIR TROOPKD THE MOTLBY TRAIN OF TJIE

uring i| e tweivc days of Yule-tidc. And, also, | give free leave to
« saul Avery Mltchel to command all and cvery person or persons
~Nisocver, ag well servants as others, to be at hiscommand when*
he shall sound his ttiimpct or music, and to do him good
as ihough | wcrc present myself, at their pcrils. 1 give fiill
eluihority to J\U lordship to break all locks, bolt®, bars,
those who presume lo dlsobey his

God save the King, SOMRRSET.”

s comnwnds.

A Latin term signifying “ in ths first pbcc,” or “

It was Christmas Eve. The great hall of Hat-
field House gleamcd with the light of many
candles that flashed upon sconce and armor and
polished fioor. Holly and raistletoc, rosemary and
bay, and all the decorations of an old-time Eng-

lish Christmas were tastefully
iranged. A burst of laiighter
rang through thc hall,
as through the ampio
door-way, and down the
broad stair, trooped the
motlcy train of the Lord
of Misrule to open the
Christmasrevels. A fiercc
and ferocious looking fcl-
lowwas he, with his gi'cat
green mustache and his
ogre-like face. His dress
was a gorgeous parti-col-
oredjerkin and half-hose,
trunks, ruff, slouch-boots
of Cordova leather, and
high befeatherecl stccplc
hat. His long staff, top-
ped with a fool's head,
cap and bclls, rang loud-
ly on the floorj as, pre-
ceded by his diminutive
but pompoiis page, he
led his train around and

around the great hall,
lustily singing the cho-
rus;

“ Like Prince and King he Icads
the ring:
Kight merrily wc go.
hey*Iriji, Irim.go*trix,
Under thc mistlctoe! "

Sing

A menagcric let loose
or thc most dyspeptic of
after-dinnerdreamscould
not Idc more bewildering
than was this motley train
of the Lord of Misrule.
Giants and dwarfs, drag-
ons and grifiins, hobby-
horscsand goblins, Roljin
Hood and the Grand
Turk, bears and boars
and fantastic animals that
never had a namc, boys
and girls, men and women, in cvery imaginable
costume and devicc— around and around the hall
they went, still ringing out the chorus;

IA)nt> OF MISRULE.”

“ Sing hey*irj.v, trim-go-
Under thc mistlctoc!

Then, standing in thc centcr of his court, the

tocommecncc with,” and used as the openjog of IcgaJ or offidal directions.



Lord of Misrule bade his herald declare that from
Christmas Eve to Twclfth Night he was Lord
Supreme ; that, with his magic art, he transformed
all there into children, and charged them, on their
fealty, to act only as such. “ | absolve them all
from wisdom,” he said ; “ | hid them be just wise
enough to make fools of themselves, and do decree
that none shall sit apart in pride and eke in self-
sufficiency to laugh at others;” and then the fun
commenced.

Off in stately Whitehall, in the palace of the
boy King, hcr brother, the reveis wcre grandor and
showier; but to the young Elizabeth, not yet
skiOed in all the stiffness of the royal court, the
Yule-tide feastat Hatfield House brought pleasure
enough ; and so, seated at her holly-trimmed vir-
ginal,— that grcat-great-grandfather of the piano
ofto-day,— she, whose rare skill as a miisician has
come down to us, would— when wearied with hcr
“ prankes and japes ”"— “ tap through ” some fitting
Christmas carol, or that older lay of the Yule-tide
“Mumraing”:

" To shorsen winicris sadness see where the folk wiih gladnes-s,
Diseuised, are all a-coming, righi wantonly a-roummiag,
Fa-la!

" W liilst youthful sports ate lasiiiig, to feasting tiim our fasting;
W ith reveis and willi wassails make griefand care our vassals,
Fa-lat!"

The Yulc-log had been noisily dragged in “ to
the firing,” and as the big sparks raced up the
wide chimncy, the boar’'s head and the tankard of
sack, the great Christmas candlc and tho Christmas
pie, were cscorted around the room to the flourish
oftrumpets and with welcoming shouts j the Lord
of Misrule, with a wave of his staff, was about to
give the order for all to unmask, when suddenly
there appeared in the circle a ncw character— a
great green dragoén, as ficrcc and ferocious as well
could be, from his pasteboard jaws to his curling
canvas tail. The green dragon of Wantlcy ! Ter-
rified urchins backed hastily away from his horrible
jaws, and the Lord of Misrule gave a sudden and
visible start. The dragdn himself, scarce waiting
for tbe surprise to suljside, waved his paw for
silence, and said, in a hollow, pasteboardy voicc:

mMost noble Lord of Misrule, before your feast
commences and the masks are doff’cl, may we not,
as that whicli sliould give good appetite to all,—
with your lordship’s permit and that of my lady’s
grace,— tell each some wondcr-filling tale as suits
the goodly time of Yule? Here be stout maskers
can tcll US strange tales of fairies and goblins, or,
perchance, of the forcign folk with whom they have
traffickcd in Calicute and Affrica, Barbaria, Pcrew,
and other diverse lands and countries ovcr-sea.
And after that they have ended, thcn will | essay a

« Haled — draggeiJ,

tale that shall cap them all, so past belief shallii
appear.”

The closc of the dragon’s speech, of course,
made them all the more curious; and the lady
Elizabeth did but speak for all when she said, “ |
pray you, good Sir Dragé6n, let us have your tale
first. We have had enow of Barbaria and Pcrety,
If that yours may be so wondrous, let us hearii
even now, and then may we decide.”

“ As your lady’s grace wishes,” said the dragon.
“ But methinlcswhen you have heard me through,
you would that it had been the last or else not told
at all.”

“ Your lordship of Misrule and my lady’s gracc
must know,” began the dragén, “ that my story,
though a short, is a startling one. Once on a time
there lived a King, who, though but a boy, did, by
God’s grace, in talent, industry, perseverancc, and
knowledge, surpass both his own years and the
belief of men. And becausc he was good and
gentle alike and conditioned beyond the measure
of his years, he was the greater prey to the wicked
wiles of traitorous men. And onc such, high in
the King's court, thought to work him ill; andlo
carry out his cnds did wantonly awaken scditious
and rebellious intent even among the King’s kith
and kin, whom he traitorousiy souglU to wed,—
his royal and younger sister,— nay, surt not, my
lady’s grace i” exclaimed tho dragdén quickly, "s
Elizabeth turned upon hira a look of sudden and
haughty surprise. “ All is known! And thisis
the endiiig of my wonderous tale. My lord Sey-
mour of Sudleye is this day taken for high treason
andhalcd» to the Tower, They ofyour own hnuse-
hold are held as accomplice to the Lord Admiial’s
wicked intent, and you, Lady Elizabeth fudot,
are by order of the council to be restraincd in
prison wards in this your manor of Hatfield until
such time as the King’s Majesty and the honorable
council shall decide. This on your allegiance!”

The cry of teiTor that the dragon’s words atvokc
died into silence as the lady Elizabeth rose to her
fcet, flushcd with anger.

“ Is- this a fable or tho posy of a ring, Sr
Drag6n?” she said, sharply. “ Do you come w
try or tempt me, or is this perchancc bul some
part ofmy Lord of Misrule’s Yule-tide mummingl
'Sblood, sir; only cravens sncakbehind niasksin
strike and threaten. Have off your disquise, if yo"
be true man; or, by my word as Princess ol
England, be shall bitterly ruc the day who darcs
to befool the daughter of Henry Tudor 1”

“ As you will, thcn, my lady,” said the dragon-
“ Do you doubt me now?” and, tearing off I
pasteboard wrapping, he stood disclosed bciorc
them all as the grim Sir Robert Trywhitt, chie
examiner of the Lord Protector’s council. “ Mo't

forcibly coiiveycd.



nol at your peril,” he said, as a sdr in the throng
seemed to indicate the presence of some brave
s])irits who would have shielded their young Prin-
cess. “ Master Feodary, bid your varlets stand
to their arms.”

And at a word from Master Avery Mitchcll,
late Lord of Misrule, there flashed from bcneath
ihe cloaks of certain tall figures on the circle's cdgc
thc haiberds ofthc guard. The surprise was com-
plete. The lady Elizabeth was a prisoner in her
own manor-house, and the Yule-tide reveis had
reached a sudden and sorry ending.

And yet, once again, under this false accusation,
tlid the hot spirit of the Tudors flame in the face
and speech of thc Princess Elizabeth.

“ Sir Robert Trywhitt,” cried thc brave young
girl. “ these be but lying rumors that do go against
my honor and my fealty. God knoweth they be
shainefu! slanders, sir; for the which, besides thc
desire 1 have to see the King's Majesty, | pray you
let me also be brought straight before thc court,
tluit | inay disprove these perjured tongues.”

But her appcal was not granted. For months
she was kept ciése prisoner al Hatfield House,
subjected claily to most rigid cross-examination
by Sir Robert Trywhitt for the purpose of impli-
cating her, if possible, in the Lord Admirars plot.
liut all in vain ; and at last even Sir Robert ga\e
up thc attempt, and wrote to the coimcil that “ the
lad)- Elizabeth hath a good wit, and nothing is
gotten of her but by great policy.”

Lord Scymour of Sudleye >vas bchcadcd for
trcason, on Tower Hill, and others, implicated in

AMONG THP:

his plots, were variousl)' but even
“ great policy ” can not squeeze a lie out of the
truth, and Elizabeth was finally declared free of
the stain of trcason.

Experience, which is a hard teacher, often brings
to light the hest that is in us.
case. For, as one writer says: “ The long and
harassing ordeal disclosed ihe splendid courage,
the reticence, the rare discretion, which were to
carry the Princess through many an awfui peril in
Probably no event of hei’

punished;

It was so in this

the years to come.
early girlhood went so far toward making a woman
of Elizabeth as did this miserable affair.”

Within ten years thereafter, the lady Elizabeth
ascended the throne of England. Those ten years
covered many strange events, manyvarying fort-
unes— the death of her brother, the boy King
Edwarcl, thc sad tragcdy of Lady Jane Grey,
Wyatt's rebellion, the tanner’s revolt, and all the
long horror of the reign of “ Hloody Mary.” You
may read of all this in history and may see how,
through it all, the young Princess grew still more
firm of will, moie self-reliant, wise, and strong,
developing all those peculiar qualities that helped
to make her England’s greatcst (cuccn and onc
of the most wonderful womcn in history. But
through all her long and most historie life,— a
ufe of over seventy years, forty-five of which were
passed as England’s Queen,— scarce any incident
made so lasting an impression upon her as when,
in Hatfield House, thc first shock of the false
charge of treason fell upon the thoughtless girl of
fifteen in the midst of the Christmas reveis.

LAW-MAKERS.*

(RecoUeciions o fti Page in the UntUd States Senate.)

By Edmund Alton.

Chapter |IIl.
THE ORGANIZATION OE CONGRESS.

fHF, members of the House of Representatives
are chosen directiy by thc people, and no person
can be a representativc “ who shall not have
attained to the age of twenty-five years, and been
sevcn years a citizen of thc United States, and who
shall not, when elected, be an inhabitant of that
iilate in which he shall be chosen.” Thcir total
aumbcr is regulated by statute of Congress, but
~hey must be distributcd among thc States in
Proportion to population. The Constitution, liow-

provides that the ratio shall not exceed

«Copyright, 18

by Edmund Alton.

onc reprcscntative for every thirty thousand per-
but that “ each State shall
one representative.” In the First Congress, which
asscmbled on thc 4th of March, 1789, thc thirteen
represented in the House
by sixty-five mcmbcrs. This repi'cscntation was
fixed by the Constitution, until thc taking of a
censiis. The first ccnsus was that of 1790; and
in 1792, Vermont and Kentucky having been
meanwhile admitted into ihe Union, an apportion-
nient act was passed, which increased thc number
of representatives to one hundred and five, or one
Since

sons, have at least

original States were

for every thirty-three thousand persons.
then, every ten years, a census has been taken,

All righis roserverf.



the population of the country ascertained, and
other cnumerations and apportionments have been

made. The States, tlie people, and their rep-
resentatives have increased in number, until
now, under the tenth and latcst census (that of

1880),

49,371,340 inhabitants, comprising the
representative population” of the country, scat-
tcred throughout thirty-eight States, are repre-
sented by three hundred and twenty-five members
of the Housc,— a ratio of one representative to
every one hundred and fifty-two thousand inhabi-
tants.* New York, with a little over five million
inhabitants. heads the list with thirty-four repre-
sentatives; Pennsylvania, with over four million,
has twcnty-eight; and so it tapers toward a
point where we find Colorado, Oregon, Delaware,
and Nevada, with populations rangingin the order
named from two hundred thousand to sixty-five
thousand, and with one representative cach.

HOW THE REPRESENTATIVES

ARF- ELECTED.

For the election of its thirty-four representa-
tives, thc legislaturc of New York has divided thc
arca of the State into thirty-four parts, each “ con-
taining as nearly as practicable an equal number of
inhabitants.” These divisions are callcd Congres-
sional districts, and the votéis, or elcctors, of each
district are entitled to choose one person to repre-
sent them in the House. A similar divisién is made
by other States having populations which entitle
them to two or more representatives. Where a
representation of only one is given, as in the case
of Nevada, the whole State is practically a district.

On a specified day, every altérnate year, Con-
gressional elections are held in each State,t and
every person who, by thc law of his State, is quali-
fied as an elector “ of the most numerous branch
of thc State legislaturc,” is entitled to vote. This
is done by going to onc of the “ polis,” or voting-
placc, and depositing in a box, in charge of elec-
tion officers, a slip of paper bearing the written or
printed namc of thc candidatc whom he wishes for
representative. These slips are termed “ ballots,”
and the box into which they are dropped the
“ ballot-box.” The voting begins at a designated
hour in the morning, and ceases at sunset or other
stated time in the evening, when thc polis are
closcd, the ballots are counted, and thc man whose
fiame appears on the greatcst number of them cast
in thc Congressional district is declared elected

mThe eight nrganized Tcrritories and their soliiary delégales are not cmbraced in these figures.
wild Indians,"

lation ofthc cight Tcnitorics .and the District ofColurabla js 784,443
IThe Congressional elections are not, howevec, as they should be

States (not including Alaska, the Indian Territoty, “

as the representative in Congress of the people of
that district.

The tcrms of the representatives begin at twelvc
o'clock on the 4th of March of every odd-numbcred
year (such as 1883 or 1885), and end at twelve
o'clock on thc 4th day of March of the second year
following. This period of two years is tcrmcd a
“ Congress,” and a Congress is dividcd into “ ses-
sions.” There is one regular session every year,
coramencing on the first Mondayof December, thus
making two régular sessions in a Congress, knomi
as the “ long session ” and the “ short session";
and as thc President of the United States “ may,'
in the language of the Constitution, “ 011 extraordi-
nary occasions convcnc both Houses or eitlicr ol
them,” there are frequently three sessions ina
Congress. At the expiration of a Congress, thc
terms ofall of the members of the House cometo
an end, and so the Housc of Representatives itself,
as a body, rcmains out of existence until reorgan-
ized by thc convening of thc members of (to usea
popular expression) the “ next” or

But it is not necessarily “
are conccrned;
“old”or"

* new " House,
new,” so far as faces
for many of thc members «f tlic
last” Housc are generally rc-dected.
The desire for rc-election and the power of the
people to send other men to the House, have 1
tendency to keep thc law-makers on their good
behavior. The present Congress, which is ilie
forty-cighth since thc establishment of our present
form of government, will end on the 4th of March
next. The great voting done throughout thc
country during the past autumn months was fot
thc election of representatives to the Forty-ninih
Congress, as well as for a President and V icc-Prcsi-
dcnt of the United States.

At thc opening of the first session of every Con-
gress, the newly elected representatives asscmble
in their hall, and from their number immediatel)'
sclect their presiding officer, or Speaker.! Inad-
dition to the formidable power which belongs lo
that high station, the Speaker retains his ordinary
privilegcs as a representative. A * Spcakcrshii)
contest,” as the struggle between the rival candi-
dates is terrned, is often a very exciting and awey-s
an interesting political event. Upon his election, he
takes an oath (adrainistered by one of the mcm-
bcrs) by which he pledges himself to support thc
Constitution of the United States, and to faithfuUy
discharge the duties of his office. Thereupon,

The total popiilation of

etc.) 1550,155.783. according 10 tlielast f-ensus Keport. 11 r-r

. s , t. nhlo bt
, iiniform 3' to time throiighout che United 5= ®-

example. chose hcr tepresemalives to the Forty-Ninth Congress in Gctober last, while nearly ali of the other States did their Congrt

votlng ill November, in connection with thal for President.
; The tecm “ Speaker”

is borrowed from the flame given lo tho presiding officer of thc House of Coimnons of Great cnta



ing gone tlirough the formality of thanking his
associates for the honor conferred upon him, he
adininisters to them a similar oath. The next stcp
is for the representatives to appoinl the clerical
and other officers necessary to assist them in their
proceedings, and then to choose their own seats
il the Hall of Representatives. And, having at-
tended to all these matters,— having selccted a
Speaker to preside over their deliberations and
Icoep them quiet, having taken the oath of office,
and having installed their coips of assistants into
comfortable positions, and ensconced themselves
in canc-seated chairs behind light-colored, plain-
looking desks,— the members are full-fledged Con-
gressmen, and the House of Representatives exists
once more as a “ body,” and is ready to roll up its
legislative sleeves and go to work.

HOW THE ARE

senators ELECTED.

The senators are elected in a different and
much simpler manner. They are chosen l)y the
kgislatures of the respective States, instead of
directly by the votes of tlie people. Each State is
entiiled lo two senators, but no person can be a
senator, unless he is thirty years of age, of nine
ycars’ citizenship, and an inhabitant of the State
when elected. The number of senators is iinaltcr-
ablc, exceptby the admission of ncw States. Multi-
ply the number of States at any given time by two,
and you have the number of senators at that time.
There is a siibtle distinction between a senator and
a represcntative as shown in the distinct modes
of clection. The two senators from New York,
for instance, rcprcsent that State as a political
unit or entlty— in other words, in her sovereign
capacity as a State. (I know this is a puzzler,
but | gave you fair warning!) The thirty-four
represcntatives represent the people of New York
as so many individuais in the entire republic.
You will thus see that in the Senate, one State is
as potent as another,— they are all “ peers,” or
“equals” ; while in the House, the power of a
State is substantially in proportion to the number
of its inhabitants.

The senators hold office for six years, and their
clections are so arranged that the tcnns of one-
third of the members expire with each Congress.
h is possible for the House of Represcntatives to
be composed entirely of new members, ignorant
ofthe difference between a “ cali ofthe House” and
A “ motion to adjourn.” Such a thing could not
happen in regard to the Senate, as only oiie-third
of its membership can be changed at a time, This,
then, forms another distinction betwecn the two

Houses. The Senate is a continuous body. It
never dies. It is, to all intents, immortal. The
House, as | have explained, is short-lived. Its

succcssor is, in the light of the Constitution, an
altogether new creation, possessing an entirely
different soul, but endowed with the authority
cxercised by the “ late lamented”— the House
immediately preceding it.

In Great Britain, the legislative body which cor-
responds to the Senate as the “ Upper House ” is
the House of Lords ; but most of the peers hold
office for life and by right of birth or favor of the
Crown. They are “ hereditary legislators,” and
the people have nothing to say in the matter. The
bright little son of a senator evidently thought the
Senate was also an heredltai-y institution ; for, when
asked what he intendcd to be on reaching man-
hood, he mouvnfully answcred: “ Well. I 'd like
to be a hack-driver, but I s’pose | 'll have to be
a senator!”

The Vice-Presiclent, who presides over the Sen-
ate, and who, together with the President, is elected
by the people of the United States, takes no part
in its debates. He can only vote in the ovent of a
tie; in that case he inay determine the question by
his “ casting-volc.” * He, like all the senators,
“ qnalifies ” for his office by taking the usual oath,
and, with its officers, the Senate is thus serenely
cquipped.

Yet one other feature is essential to put the two
iDodies into thorough working ordcr, and without
it little progress in Icgislation would be madc. In
order that every measure upon which the action
of Congress is or may be desired shall be prop-
erly exarained, the senators and representatives
are divided into numerous diques, or groups,
styled “ Committees,” from the fact that to them
certain matters are “ committed,” or rcfeired, by
the respective bodies to which they belong. The
committees of the House are appointcd by the
Speaker, one Congiessman being sometimes a
member of several committees. Those of the
Senate are appointed by that body itself, and not
by the Vice-President. In view of the important

duties performed by these little councils, this
right of the Speaker to form them will give
you an idea of the influence which he exerts in

public affaii-s. There are over forty regular or
“ standing” committees of the House, the largest
numbering fifteen members, including the chair-
man ; and about thirty committees of the Senate,
the largest consisting of eleven senators, and the
smaliest, of three. There is thus a regular com-
mittee for nearly every class of legislative subjects
likely torcquire the attention of either House; and
special, or selcct, committees are constantl)’ being

*See, on rhese various points. ihc Conslitution, Anide I., Sectoiks 2, 3, ele.



established.
rigid cxamination of the appropriatc committees
before being considered by either branch of Con-

Most Lmpoitantmeasuresundergo the

ONE OF THE THORNS OF SENATORIAL LIFE.— A dissRtisficd consiitucnt; *

iire the way you talhed about it be/ore election. an' tlieu

considerable ofnn cniginy \"
gress in full session.
mittee rcport againstor in favor of a particular mat-
ter, the house to which they belong are inclincd to
agree to what they recommecnd, since they know
tiw,t the committecmen have spocially studied the
mecrits and demcrits of the question- The commit-
tees meet in elegantly furnished, frescoed rooms,
built for their comfort and convenience, and pro-
vided with special clerks to record thcir doings.
Their meetings are sometimes open to the public,
but generally secret; and, as even a Congressman
can not be in two places at the same time, and as
ho should nol absent himself from the sessions of
his house without “ leave,” committee-servicc is
irksome as well as important.

It is an error to suppose that the law-makers
have nothing more to do than to attend the ordi-
nary sessions of tire Senate or House, and draw
their pay.
going to thc Capitol carly in the morning, holding

Some ofthem are models of industry,—

committec-meetings foran hour or two.darting off

mIn oddilion lo ilidr .«tated «alaiy, ihcy are eniiilcd lo “ traveling expenses,” known as “

between thcir homes and the city of Washington;

honors which 1 shall not detall at present.

When the members of a com-~ and cnds of business until dusk.

to an executive depai-tment for information, taking
part in the debates of the respective houses, writing
letters to constitucnts, and trar.sacting infinite odds

W ell, Senaior, how you could 'a’' lalked aboul that

‘a' voied oa that nieasurc the iray you tlid i>/tcr electioii, is lo me ratlicr

And when they
go home in the evening, they are not always al-
lowed to rest. They are bochercd by dissatisfied
constitucnts; they are besieged by strangers and
friends, one wanting this done, another that, a
third something else, until, wcaried and exhaustccl,
they sink into a restless sleep, and dream hideous
visions of the coming day.

Yet there isanother side to the picture. They eacli
receive five thousand dollars ayearandperquisitcs,*
to say nnihing of the honor ofwriting “ M.C.” and
“U.S.Ss.” they are “ distin-
guished guests ” wherevcr they go; they are invited
to all levees and reccptions,

after their flames;

to all festivais and
atnuscments; they are banqueted by the President
and entertained by Cabinet Ministers; and they are
welcome to cvcry species of domestic and foreign
hospitality, from a charity-ball to a german at thc
Icgation, where they may move solemnly through
the figures of the stately minuet, or dance tofre
livelier music of a cotillion and Virginia rcel.

mileage,” because ccmpnied by the distance

they receive a certain allowanoo of newspapers and slaiioncry free, as also copiese
all public documentspublislied under ihciramhoricy— from an elabérate medical history of severa!
Directory™; they get seeds from the Agricultural Deparimem and flowers from the Bounical Gardens;

huge voliimes lo a
and they have other privilegc» a"

“ Congressioi.a

The Senators have recemly voied themselves "private secretarles,” much lo the ve.vation o

the members of the House, who would like to have such luxurics, also, bul do not darc to take that liberty wilh thc public funda.



A\ltogetlier, their careers are decidediy agreeablc,
and the average Congressman would gladly serve
liis country for life, and “ nominate his bones” to
fill the vacancy occasioned by his death.

Chapter |IV.

HOW THE 1aws ARE MADE.

Congress, while the grandest tribunal on the
\mcrican continent, if not on the globc, is not the
snle legislative authority in this country. The
States have local legislatures, which are vestcd
uith exclusive power as to certain subjects; Con-
gress, on the other hand, has exclusive jurisdiction
ill regard to other affairs; and thcn there is a
ilmd class of matters, respccting which both State
and National law-makcrs may legislatc, with this
giialification,— that should the State laws confiict
«iih the National,
the The Constitution e.xprcssly declares
« hat Congi'ess ma)' do; and, as it can do nothing
niit permitted by the Constitution, | rcfcr you to

the former must give way to
lutter.

UNE OF THE ROSES OF SENATORIAL LIFE.— *

ihat instrumcnt for particulars as to its power. To
raise inoncy to defray the expenses of the geneial
Government, to provide novies and armies useful
enresenting insults or rcsisting danger at home or

abroad, to regllate commercc with foreign nations
and among the States, to coin money, to establish
post-oifices and post-roads, to create courts for the
enforcement of Federal statutes,— in brief, to
make all laws necessary for the protcction and
maintenance of the integrity and honor of the
Union, and the welfate of the people asanation,
— these are within the powers of Congress.

The varieties of business with which it has to
deal reach from the sublime to the ridiculous,—
from a declaration of war against a threatening
foe, involving the sacrifice of priceless lives, to a
law appropriating a few dollai-s out of the Treasury
for the lossof a blanket in the Government sei-vice.

The proceedings of the Senate and House are
methodical; othcnvise, with so many Congress
men, it would be almost impossible to accomplish
an>'thing at all toward advancing the intcrcsts of
the nation. To restrain their proceedings from
an excess of talk, as well as to prcvent undue luiste
in legislation, numerous rules are established b\
cach house and rigidly enforced.

The daily routine of the Senate, as | observed

nvitcd to al! rccopdons, and is ‘a distinguished guest’ wherever he goes.”

it, was very simple. After prayers by the chaplain.
the next thing was tho reading of the Journal of the
After that, the

Vice-Prcsidentwould lay before tbe Senate incssages

previous d.ny by one of the clerks.



from the President of the United States and other
papers upon his table.
petitions
course,

Then he would announce

and memorials to be in order. Of
the people of thc United States having
sent these men to Congress to make laws for them,
have a right to tcll them what laws they wish en-
acted, and the first amcndment to ihe Constitution
prohibits Congress from interfering with this right.
All thc memorials having been presented, reports
of committees, bilis, and other papers were sub-
mitted. For the presentation of these matters, the
first hour of every day was set apart. After the
“ morning hour,” the Senate generally devomd
itself to tbe consideration of those mensures which
lead to thc great debates of Congress, and result
in the enactment of important laws. As you may
wish to know something about the course of legis-
lation, | shall try to enlightcn you.

Let UStake a dainty illustration. Suppose all of
you young folk should suddenly acquire a kcen ap-
petlte for honcy; that you could, in fact, eat noth-
ing else; and that you should prefer the honey
produced abroad by foreign industry to that of the
busy bees of our own land. Now, thc gathering
of the honcy from the hives, putting it into cases,
or extracting it from the comb, and bottling,
together with its tvansportation over thousands of
miles, are items which involve considerable ex-
Then, too, the farmer, or producer, is cn-
tirled to some compensation in the way of interest
on the money which he has investcd in bees and
other features of his business. The Wholesale
merchant, who buys it from the producer, the
retail dealer, who buys it from the Wholesale mer-
chant, each adds to
by way of profit.

pense.

its cost a reasonable amount
All these matters enhance its nat-
ural valué,— or, in simpler words, make the honey
worth more to you than it would actually be worth
to you if you could obtain it directly from the work-
shop of the bees. In addition to these, however,
there is another thing that seriously affectsthe price.

Money is required to run the ponderous machin-
ery of government. The legislators, the President
and other executive officers, the judges,
diers, sailors, and miscellaneous *

thc sol-
servants of the
peopie ” do not work for mere love.
be paid for their Services in money.
volunteers who,

They must
The noble
to protect their country’'s flag,
risked death upon the battle-field, and returned to
their homecs crippled, wrecked in health, disabled
for work, deserve something better than cmpty
hand-shakings on thc part of the Union, The
officers of government can not all do their work in
thc open air, ior cancommercenavigate over rocks

and rccfs. Public buildings must be crectcd, har-

Indian. W e stole his lands. He expects us to
pay his board. W e have agreed to do it.

Theseand other matters connectedwith the man-
agement of national affairs cost millions of dollars
annually. How is the money to be raised? The
Constitution points out to Congress the way —
Taxes ! Taxes !'*

There are two kinds oftaxes—direct andindirect.
W hile a handsome yearly income is derived from
sales of public lands and from other sources, tho
Government depends for its hundreds of millions
upon indirect taxation. One species of indirect
taxation is what is stylcd the “ Internal Revenue,”
which taxes domestic evils, like the liquor trade,
and yields the Government an immense sum.

But its favorite and most profitable “ indirect”

dcvice is the “ Tariff.” Upon certain products
and manufactures brought lo our shores from
other lands, it lays a “ duty,” or tax, and that

duty must be paid to the proper Government
officials (callcd “ customs-officers ” or “ ciistom-
housc officers ”) before the things Can be sold in
lilis country On every pound of figs brought
to this country, the Government, through its
“ customs-officcrs,” collects two cents. Slatcs
and slate-pencils from abroad mustpay thirty ccnls
for every dollar of their worth. When you buy
these things, remember you are paying much more
than actual valies. A part of the exccss goes into
the treasury of thc United States as a “ duty,” or
“ indirect tax” ; for, of course, the dealer who
articles includes this extra cost
in the price charged the purchascr. little
folk have perhaps no idea how much you con-
defray thc expenses nf
Dolls and toys not made
in this country must pay thirty-five cents on eveiy
dollar of their valué; foreign beef and pork are
taxed one cent per pound; vinegar, seven and a
half cents per gallén;

imports these

You

tribute every year to
our grand rcpublic!

oats, ten cents a bushcl;
mackerel, one cent per pound. Bonnets, hats, and
hoods, for men, women, and children;
walking-sticks ;

canes and
brooms, combs, jeweliy, precious
stones, musical instruments of all kinds, playing-
cards, paintings, and statuary,— these are also
roughly jostled by this uncouth law.

| should State, however, that all articles from
abroad are not taxed. There is what is known as
the “ Free List,” on which are placed certain im-
ports excmpt from duty, such as nux vémica, assa-
fcctida, charcoal, divi-divi, dragon’s blood, BologM
sausages, eggs, fossils, and other articles ! But thc
great liulk of important Staples used in everj'-day
life does not come within this favored class. Chem-

ical products ; earthenware and glassware; metais,

. . . . wood and woodenwares; sugar; tobéaceo; proiu-

bors and riversiraproved, light-houses built. Thesc 9 . p

can not be had for nothing. Then there is the ions; cotton and cotton goods; hemp, julc, an
" Consimitbn, Articlc 1., Sec. 8, 0. t.



flax goods; wool and woolens; silk and silk
goods; books, papers, etc. ; and sundries,— thus
reads the Tariff List.

This is what is called “ Protcction.” That is,
putting heavy duties on foreign articles and com-
modities raises the price of those foreign articles,
and compcls people to buy, instead, those made
and produced by American industry.

The present tariff imposes upon foreign honey a
duty of twenty cents a gallén. We will say that
you consider this a dreadful tax on such a “ neces-
sary,” and that you would, under the circumstances
supposed, try to have it removed. Accordingly.
you would prepare and sign a petition to Congress,
setting forth the hardship of this extra expense
imposed upon you as purchascrs and “ consumcrs”
of thc commodity and asking that the tax be
abolished. Now, let us further suppose that | reprc-
sent your district in Congress. (I say, '‘suppose.”)

Very well. You would send that petition to
me, as your representativc, that | might present it
to tho House. Having been presented, itwould be
referred to a committee for examination. As the
removal ofthe duty would reduce thcrevenue ofthe
Government, the petition wouldbe sentto the Com-
mittee on Ways and Means. Thiscommittee, which
isa very important one and consists of thirteen of
the ablest members of the House, would read )our
petition and examine into the matter. There
would then be two obstacles to overeéme.

In the first place, the committee, or a majority
of the members, might not wish to reduce the
receipts of the national trcasuiy without strong
reasons being shown, and might invite you to ex-
plain the urgency of your demand. In the second
place, the removal of the duty would notonly affcct
the revenue of thc Government, but would destroy
the monopoly and cut down theprofits of American
honey-producers or dealers, because the foreign
fariners and merchants would thus be enabled to
sell thcir honey at least twenty cents per gallén
less than they can seil it under the present state
of affairs. In other words, it would provoke
"*competition,” and the price would probably fall
far below that now charged at an ordinar>' groceiy-
store. The American dealers would, naturally
enough, oppose your designs, and request a hear-
ing before the committee. Each side mightemploy
lawyers to speak in its bchalf, or might appear and
personally argie thc matter, according as the
committee might prcfcr. But there would hardly
be room for preference between children clamoring

v bilis ra.iy be presented or introducctl in either House.
all bilis for raising revenue shall originate in the House of Representatives.”
These re-ntUngs are Irumpct-iiotes of warning.

scnbM that
1Every bUl must be read three times before beiiig passed.

for honey and lawyers clamoring for fees. In
either event, the committee would run a great risk
of being talked to death.

Let us assunie, however, that they survive the
ordeal and become convinced that the duty, while
a protection against competition and small profits
toacomparativelyfcw oid American “ producéis,” is
aninjustice to the myriad of young American “ con-
sumers,” and that the lawshouldbe repealed. They
would then prepare a “ bili,” somewhat as follows :
“ A Bili, to Free List.

put Honey on the

“ Be il enacted by the Senate and House ofRep-
resentatives of ihe United States of America in
Congress assembled, That from and after thc
passage of this act, the importation of honey shall
be exempt from customs duties; and all laws
inconsistent herewith are hereby repealed.”

One of the members of the committee would
then report that bili to the House.” Ordinarily,
that would be the last of it. But, in order to finish
this illustration, let me imagine you to be hanging
between life and death,— fainishing for honey,—
and yet unable tobuy it at the price charged. Sup-
pose, for this or other reasons, the committee should
ask that a day be assigned for its considcration,
and that the House should acquiesce.

Adopting the present tense, let us further
assumc that the day has arrived. The bili having
been read a first and second time,f thc fight liegins
in earnest, and thc members of the House opposed
to it and those in its favor argie and wrangle and
shout “ Free Trade” and “ Protection” for a
month, as they did on a certain tariff bili which
they did not pass last year. 1, of course, Cham-
pion your interests with all my wcll-known clo-
quence,— now putting your opponents to sleep by
a dose of statistics, now lashing them into activity
with my sesquipcdalian sentences of wrath. (By
the way, do your dictionarics need re-binding?)
Some of the enemies to thc bili are willing to
reduce the tax, but not to entirely remove it, and
they suggest an amendmentlowering thc duty from
twenty. to ien cents a gallén. Other enemies wish
the bili to “ lie on the table” orbe “ indefinitely
postponed.” The House may organize itselfinto a
“ Committee of the Whole House on the State of
the Union,” a procceding usual in the considera-
tion of public bilis and business, as distinguished
from a “ Committee of the Whole House ” for the

consideration of private business.
Thcre is but onc exception to this rule. Tlic Cunsticuiion pre-

They nolify thc members of

before the House, in order that any of them who think it an improper measure, may rcsist its passage, and thus prevent

underhand legislation.
the tule only is read.

As a general thing, a bili is read " in full" only once, the otlicr two readings being “ by titlc,” which means that



But lot us hurry over all formaUties and compli-
cated motions, and suppose all the efforts of its ene-
mies to be vain. The question is at length asked;
“ Shall the bili be engrossed and read a third
time ?” This “ main,” or “ previous question ” is
ordered, and thc biliisaccordingly read a third time
by its title, unless some member should wish it read
in fullL* Then comes thc question, “ Shall the
bili pass?” Again it is open to debate, but not
to amendment (or changc.jj Then another “ pre-
\ious question ” is ordered, and a vote taken on the
passage oftliebili. There are several waysofvoting,
but in this case we will suppose that the clerk calis
the “ yeas and nays” (although it will consume
half an hour), in order that every member may
record himself as either against or for the bili.
Wc will suppose that a majority votes in its favor.
The bili is now passed, the title is again read and
stands, unless amcnded. Thereupon, a motion is
made to “ reconsider” thc vote last taken ; and it
is also moved that the motion to reconsider be laid
upon the table. This is a tcchnical formality,
which “ clinches” the action of the body. The
last motion is agreed to, and thc ljul is now beyond
the teach ofdanger from tlie Housc. The clerk of
the House then “ ccrtifies” the bili, notes on it the
date of its passage, and takes it (together with my
pctition and thc other papers in the case) to the
Senate. In the Senate it is referred to the Com-
raittee on Finance, reported back, argued, and
(we shall assiune) passcd. The secretary of thc
Senate carrics it lo the House and notifies that
body of its passage by the Senate. It has notv
become an “ Act of Congress,” and is enrolled on
parchment by the clerk of the House (it bcing a
House bili), and examined by the Joint Committee
on Enrolled Bills, who see that no errors have
bcen made by the enrolling clerks, and who report
to each Housc. Then itis signed by the Speaker
and thc President of the Senate, the clerk of the
House certifies that it originated in that body, and
a member of the joint committee takes it to
the President of thc United States, who, having
ten days in which to reflect, finally thinks it a
good Act and signs it. It is at last a law. The
President notifies the House of his approval; thc
parchment is depositcd among the public archives
of the State Department; the law is duly published,
under thc direction of the Secretary of State, as a
statute at large ofthe United States; foreign “ pro-

ducers,” and merchaius see it; competition at once
begins, and 1 am now prepared to accept your kind
invitation to a delicious honcy-feast.

This is a rough and hurried sketch of the travels
of a measurc on its road to enactment as a law. 1
have not stopped to consider its chances of defeat.
(i) The Senate Committee might have*“ pigeon-
holed ” it or not reported it back to thc Senate.
Or (2) a majority of the Senate might have voted
against its enactment, and thus have killed it out-
right. (3) They might have amcnded it, the House
might have refused to concur in the amendmenls,
joint conference committees of the two Houses
might have bcen appointed to reconcilc the Houses
by some sort of compromiso, either House might
have refused to agree to any repon of such com-
mittec and insisted upon its position, and the disa-
greeinent (or “ dead-lock”) might have sealed thc
fate of the bili. On the other hand, one of the
Houses might have receded from its position, and
thc Ijill might have passcd with or «ithout amend-
ment. Again, it would have been an Act. But (4)
the President of the United States might have
objected to it, and forbidden it, by his “ veto,” from
becoming alaw. In that eveiu, he would have re-
turned it to Che Housc with his objections; and
unless the House and Senate, each by a two-thirds
vote i of the members present, should have again
passed it “ over the veto,” the measure would have
been defeated.

It is -unnecessary to weary you by detailing the
many difficulties an objectionablc measurc would
encounter. | have endeavored, however, to show
you that there are safeguards thrown around tbe
proceedings of Congress for the purpose of pie-
venting improper legislation from bcing rushed
through without, at least, warning thc people ofit
and giving them an opportunity to protest. An
cxplanation ofthe rules established by both Houses
to this end would till a large volume. Some oi
them are abstruse and apparently incomprehen-
sible, but you may rest assured that they all have
a wise object in view— namely, to protect the pco-
ple of the country from the enactmentof bad laws.
If, therefore, a harsh or unjust measure should at
any time be enactcd by Congress, you will under-
stand the reason and know the moral to be drawn
from it— that a majority of the la«'-makers have
not done their duty, and that their places should
be filled by better men.

‘To be continued)

« i'ho cRgro55ins, 5lrictly, zhould be done by the clerk before forlher proceedings ere hod; b.a, to cconomize lime, this tbeory is rto.

cnrried oiit jn Congressional practice.

\An cxception to lite rule, “ Il is never too late to mcnd.”

« Il reauires only tt majority ofcach Housc lo passabili-one more than half the number of members present will suffice.
requiresa Um-I/firds vote, which vote, the Conslitution declare”™ shall always be taken by the yeas and nays,

«'‘over the veto"

n -n ee - il

lo pas™

flames ofthe persons voting for and against the bili shall be entered on the Journal of each House respectivey.



THE SCHOOL-MASTER AND THE TRUANTS.

Bv Charles R. Talbot.

AB.THOST.

in hand, stole out of school one day,

And suddenly appeared before some boys, who 'd run away,
All sitting on the meadow wall. “Ahal!” he cried; and then
He stood and grimly counted them.— He found that there were ten.

Stern Master Munchem, rod

He laid his hand upon his heart and looked up at the sky.

“ My lads,” sonorously he said, “ of course you know that I ”"—

And thcn he paused to clear his throat, while the end boy of the line,
Sly Tommy Dobbs, crept softiy off.— (And then thcrc were but nine.)



“ Of course,” the master recommenced, “ you
know that | am here”—

He paused again and with his pen lie scratched
behind his ear.

Meanwhile, fat Peleg Perkins had concludcd
not to wait,

And followed Tommy Dobbs’s lead.— (And then
there wcre but eight.)

"Of course, as | was saying, you know 1 'm
hcre to tcach”—
Here Master Munchem

gravely in his speech.
And knit his brows abstractedly, still gazing
toward the hcaven.
So small Giles Jcnkins scampered off.— (And
then there wcre but seven.)

once again paused

“ Ahem!” pursued the master. “As | observed

just now,

Of course you know 1 'm here to tcach the
young idea how "—

And here he stopped to wipe his brow.
Obadiah Hicks

Chose this occasion to depart.— (And then there
were but six.)

Lank

"In short, I 'm hcre to teach the young idea
how to shoot.”

Here he ceased gazing at the sky and looked
down at his boot.

Then jolly Joflas Doolittle, he madc one reck-
less dive

And took himsCii out of the line.— (And then
there were but five.)



¢’ the master hastened on, “ it is en-

tirely plain "—

Here he took off his spectacles and piit them
on again;

W liile another of his hearers, gaping Maximil-
ian More,

Dropped down and vanished out of sight.—
(And then there were but four.)

- 'T is clearly plain” (the speech wenton) “ that

you must understand "—

And now thc master drew his rod four times
across his hand;

W heieat wise Solon Biramons ran and hid
behind a tree,

Unwilling longer to remain.— (And then there
were but three.)

Must understand, in such a painful case as this,
what must”—

He struck his pantaloons a blow that raised a
cloud of dust,

In which another tirchin quickly disappeared
from view.

Sédate Bcnoni Butterworth.— (And then there
were but two.)

In such a painful case as this, what must and
s/ia/¢, be done !”

The master looked up at the boys.
zooks! The ten were one!

So he straightway fell on sleepy Toby Tinkham
there and then,

And gave him such a lesson as might well
suffice for ten.

Odds,



SOME

By C. F.

Probably no animal excites so mucli wonder
and astonishment as the elephant, the largest of
living land animals.
raarlcable intelligence,

its re-
its great age — even
in captivity sometimes reacliing to one hundred
and thirty years— seem to place it above other
animals in popular cstimation; and, as shown in
the case of the now famous Jumbo, the larger the
elephant is the more curiosity and interest does it

arousc.
Jumbo,

Its enormous size,
and

however, is a very small affair when
compared with some of the elephants that roamed
the earth in earlier times. 'Even the mammoth,
that existed when,our forefatheis were living ir.
caves and were clothed in skins, could have raised
and tossed him high ip air; yet the great mam-
raoth itself was a pigmy compared with the huge
animals that preceded it, and was, indeed, much
smaller than many of the elephants of a still earlier
period.

Though in modern days we look to Africa and
Asia for the elephant, in those ancienttimesAmer-
ica had its droves that wandered over our present
homes with other strange animals that have long
since passed away. The great mastodon wandered
over New York State in vast herds." Where New-
burgh now stands, a fine specimen has been found,
while similar remains have been unearthcd at Mt.
Holly,Vermont; and at New Britain, and Cheshire,
in Connecticut. Another and smaller species of
mastodon, known as the American elephant, ranged
over those sections of the continentnowbounded
by Gebrgia, Texas, and Missouri on the south,
Cafiada on the north, and Oregon and California
on thc west, and was probably huntcd by the cave-
dwellcrs of old with weapons as rude as those now
used by the native African liunters.

In thé extreme north, especially in Alaska,
flourished tbe great hairy elephant, or mammoth.
k will be seen, therefore, that at different periocls
America has been the home of three or perhaps
more distinct species of elephants, that roamed-
about as do the buffaloes in the great West; and
whereas there are now only two distinct kinds of
elephants living in all the world, there were then
at least fourteen.

The question will perhaps be asked, How do
we know that these great crcatures lived in Amer-
ica so many ycars ago ? This can be very well
answered by the adventures of some
workmen at the Harmony Mills, N. Y.

rclating

Cohoes,

WONDERFUL

ELEPHANTS.
Holder.

They were engaged in excavating a cellar, and
after removing several thousand loads of soil, peat,
trunks of trees, and other material, they camc
upon a great well in the rock,

a pot-hole.
Conlinuing the excavation,

coramonly called

they found trunks
of trees that had been gnawed by beavers, though
these animals are now never found in that locality;
and finally, in the bottom of tbe greatwell, thc as-
tonished workmen discovered the jaw of an enor-
mous animal,which Professor Hall pronounced to be
thatofa mastodon — an extinct American elephant.
Digging still deeper, they found lying upon a bed
uf clay, broken slatc, gravel, and water-worn peb-
bles, and covered with river ooze and vegetable
matter, thc principal parts of the mastodon’s
skeleton. According to Professor Hall, these prc-
historic bones, dropped from the melting ice, had
bcen deposited in the cavity by a glacier, ages
ago, and so preserved as a page in the history of
the time.

That other mastodons were carried to their
graves on great glaciers, or were affccted by them,
Ts shown by a tooth of one in the Philadelphui
Academy of Sciences, that
glacial

is marked with the
while still another, found in
Kentucky, now in Rutgers College, shows, also,
the glacial lines.

The Cohoes mastodon
scum at Albany.

scrapings;

is now in the State Mu-
Numerous similar remains in
other museums of the country show that this giant
beast ranged the United States in vast herds,
finally being driven out or exterminated, possib!)
by the mighty glaciers that swept down over the
face of the countiy in that distant age known as
the glacial period.

A famous pasture for these giants seems to have
been what is now known as the Big Bone Lick, a
morass in Kentucky, about twenty-three railes from
Cincinnati. Here, irabedded in the blue clay of
the ancient creek, have been found thc complete
skeletons and bones of over one hundred masto-
dons and twenty mammoths, and the remains of
several other gigantic monsters of former days.

One of the most remarkabie of the American
elephants, specimens of which have also bcen
found in Europe, was thc Dinotheriuin, a huge
creature standing on legs ten feet in height,
and attaining a length of nearly twenty feet.
The tusks, instead of extending out of the upper
jaw, were in the lower jaw and grew downwart*»



THE DINOTHERIUM — TH8 HUGE SLBPHANT WITH TU5K5 CURVED DOWNWARD.
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giving thc animal a very singular appearance.
W e know that the elephants of to-day use their
tusks to lift and crush their enemies, but in the
Dinothcrium, the tusks actually point at the owner,
W hat, then, was their use ?

In answer to this, we find that the huge animal
was a water-lover, and probably made its home on
the banks of streams, living a life similar to that
of the hippopotamus. With
use for these great rccurving
seen.

this knowledge, a
incisors is readily
They were used as pick-axes to tear away
the earth and dig out the succulent vegeution
thatitfed upon ; and atnight, when partly floating,
they might have been buried in the bank, forming
veritable anchors for the living and Imlky ships.
Whenattacked by its— perhaps human— enemies,
we can imagine the great creature struggling from
the mire, lifting itself to dry land by strikmg its
tusks into the ground and using them to hoist us
ponderous body to the bank.

Remains of the Dinoiherium are common in

BABY DEB P'AY S FOR

By John R.

Christm as is just as much Christmas at the

Boon Island light-house as it is anywhere else m
the world.

And why not?

To be surc, the nearest land is ten miles away ;
and when the winter storms come, the waves dash
quite over the two acres of rocks out of which the
sturdy light-house riscs. There are no blazing

rows of streets lined with toy-shops there;

no
gatherings of families;

no Christmas-trees loaded
down with presents; nothing to be seen from the
light-house but thc changing water and the im-
changeablc rocks. Water on three sides, and on
the fourth side a bluff barrier of rocies, with tho
world hiding behind it ten miles away,

There are six children there, though, and a
mother and a father ; and if they can not make a
Christmas, then nobody can.

Why Baby Deb alone is material enough ol
which to make a Christmas, and a very rollicking,
iolly sort of Christmas, too; but when to bcr you
add Tom and Sue and Sally and Ike and Sam ,--
wcll, the grim oid light-house fairly overflows with
Christmas every twenty-fifth of December.

If it is a loiiely, oid, one-eyed light-housc, has
it not a chimney? And do not the children there
havestockings-goodlongstockings? Indeed,they

France and Germany, and a niodcl of this great
elephant has been purchased by thc French Gov-
ernment.

In India, there formerly lived six different kinds
of elephants. Onc, called by the naturalists
Ekpkas Oangesa, had a very small head, but its
tusks were of so enormous a size, that forty or fifty
boys and girls could have been lifted and carried
with the greatest case upon them and thc head.
The length of both head and tusks was ovcr four-
teen feet. The tusks were not bent like those of
the mammoth, but curved gently upward, ending
in extremely sharp points, showing Ehcm to have
been terrible weapons.

In Malta, at about the same period of time,
there lived a Lilliputian elephand that when full-
grown was lIsarcly three feet in height. Its bables
would surclyhave been a curious sight. Imagine
an elephant that could be carried about in your
overcoat pocket, and you can then form an idea
of thisbaby elephant of those far-off days.

THE CHRISTMAS GOOSE.

Coryell.
have. And does not Christmas Eve see them all
temptingly hung, so invitiiigly hmp and empty,
under the mantel-shclf? And does not Christmas
morning— very carly, mind you!— see six gradu-
ated white-robcd ghosts performing their inyste-
rilus ceremonies around six bulging stockings.
Ah, then, if you suppose that that cunning ola
gentleman, Santa Claus, does not know hoiv to
find a chimney, even when thc coid waves are
pelting it with frozen spray-drops ten miles from
land, you liitle know what a remarkable gift he
has in that way ! n
And the Christmas dinners they have there.
The goose,— the
roast goose |

ljrown, crisp, juicy, mclting

W hat would tliat dinner be without
W hat, indeed!

But once,— they turn palé at that light-housc
now when they think of it,— once, they carne
very neai- having no goose for Christmas.

It came about in this way; Papa— Ah, n
could only hear Baby Deb tell aboutit!
be wovth the journey.
so never mind.

that goose ?

It wouW
Butyou can not, of cours,
Papa Stoughton— the iigi«
house-kceper, you know— had lost all his mon
in a savings-bank that had failcd early m th»
December.

)
A goose is really not a very expensive io«



but if onc has not the money, of course one can
not buy even a cheap thing. Papa Stoughton
coukl not afford a goose. He said so,— said so
before all the family.

lke says that the silence that fell upon that
family then was painful to hear. They looked at
one another with eyes so wide open that it’'s a
mercy they ever could shut them again.

“ No goose !” at last cried Tom, who was the
oldest.

“ No goose 1” cried the others in chorus. All
exccpt Baby Deb, who was busy at the time gently
admonishing Sculpin, her most troublesomc child,

THE WAVES HURL&O THEMSELVES

for being so dirty. Baby Deb said “ No doose!”
after all the others were quiet.

That made them all laugh. No doubt they
lhouglit tliat, after all, so long as Baby Deb was
Ihcre, it would be Christmas anyhow, goose or no
goose. So they were happy for a moment, until
the thought carne that roast goose was good on
Christmas even with Baby Deb; and then they
looked dismaycd again,

However, when Papa Stoughton explained how

they saw it as plainly as he did, and so they
t'acie 1)0 complaint. Only Tom fell a-thinking,
«ind when thc others saw what he was doing, they
>Q the same; the difference being that Tom
“as trying to think what could be done to get thc
goose anyhow, and they were trying to think what

«was thinking about, so that they could think
ttie same.

All except Baby Deb, of course; wlio, bcing

only four years old, gave herself very little concei-n
about the thoughts of others. Her own thoughts
took all of her time.

Tom finally said “ Ah !” under his breath, and
mysteriously vanished into another room after
beckoning to his brothers and sisters,to follow him,
which they did almost before they had fairly said
“Ah!” Baby Deb was there, too; somewhat
atve-struck at the mystery about her, but ready to
lend the help of her wisdom, if necessary.

“ We must have a goose,” said Tom.

“ Oh 1” gasped his audience, moved by min-
gled ainazement and admiration.

FURIOUSLY AT THE LONELY TOWER."

Tom looked at them with great firmness and
dignity.

“ Ever since | was born,” he went on,
have liad a roast goose for Christmas.”

Ever since he was born! It might have been
a hundred ycars before, from Tom’s tone and man-
ner, and the audience was tremendously impressed.

“ And,” continued the orator, “ we must have
one now. We a»f//have one now.”

They almost stopped breathing.

“ 1 have a plan.” They shuddercd and clrew
nearcr. ‘W e all must contribute !'”

“ Oh! ” in chorus.

“ Do you want goose, Suc ?”

“ Yes, indeed.”

“ \we

“ You, Sal?”
“Yes.”

“lke?”

“Dol? Welll”



“Sam?”

“ Yes, sir.”

“ Me, tio," said Baby Deb, with great earnest-
ness ; for it ivas clear to hcr that it was a question
ofeating- and slic did not wish to be leit ouh

“ Of course”™you too, you daisy dumphng,
Tom,

said
* Now, thcn,” he continued, when order was
restorcd, “ what shall we contribute ? 1’'H gwe my
new sail-boat, That ought to bring fifty cents.”

His new sail-boat! Why, he had only just made
it, and had not even tried ityet. Oh i evidently
this was a time of sacrifices. W ho could hesitate
now?

“ 1 ’ll give my sliells,” said Sue, heroically.

“ My sea-mosses,” sighed Sally.

“ You may take my shark’s teeth,” said lke.

“ And my whale’s tooth,” said Sam.

The sacrifice was general; the liglit-house would
yield up its treasures.

“ Allright,” said Tom. ‘“Now let 'stcl! Father.

And Father was told, and for some reason he
pretended to look out of the window veiy sud-
denly ; but he did not, he wiped his eyes. And
Mamma Stougliton rubbed her spectacles and
winked very hard and said:

“ Blcss their hearts !”

For you sec these pai-ents were very simple-
hcarted folk, and it seemed to them very affecting
that the children should make such sacrifices to
procuie the goose for Christmas.

“And what does Baby Deb contribute?” said
Papa Stoughton, by way of a little joke.

“ 1 dess 1’s not dot nuffin,” was Baby Deb’s re-
ply when the matter was explained to her, “ 'cept
‘00 tate Stulpin.”

Oh, what a laugh there was then! For ifever

there was a maimed and demoralized doli,
Sculpin.

it was
But Baby Deb was hugged and kissed
as if she had contributed a lump of gold instead
of a little bundle of rags.

Papa Stoughton and Tom were to go out to tho
main-land the first clear day to Imy the goose; but

alas !'— a storm carne on, and they were forced
to wait for it to go down. It did not go down;
it grew worse and worse. The wind shrieked and
moancd and wrcstlcd with the lonely tower, and
the waves hurled themselves furiously at it, and
washed over and over the island, and no boat
could have lived a moment in such weather.

If a goose be only a goose, no matter; but if it
be a Christmas dinner I— Ah, then !

Yes, they had good reason to feel dismal in the
light-house. It was no wonder if five noses wcre
fifty times a day flattcned dcspairingly against the
light-house Windows. Yes, six noses, for even
Baby Deb was finally affected; and, though she
did not know the least thing about the weather.

she, too, would press her little nose against the
glass in a most alarming way, as if she thought
Athat pressure was the one effective thing.

It took some time for Baby Deb to realize the
importance of having a goose for Christmas; but
when she had grasped the idea, she became an
enthusiast on the subject. She explained the mat-
ter to hcr dolls, and was particularly explicit with
Sculpin, with whom, indeed, she held very elab6-
rate and almost painful conversations.

One thing became very certain. There was
very little prospect of clear weather within a week.
and it lacked only three days of Christmas. The
others gloomily gave up hope, but not so did Baby
Deb. The truth was, she had a plan; and you
know when one has a plan, onc has hope too.

Mamma Stoughton had only recently been hav-
ino- a series of talks with Baby Deb on the impor-
tant ciuestion of prayer, and it had occurred to
Baby Deb that the goose was a good subject lor
prayer. It was a very dear case to ber. Tho
goose was nccessary'. W hy not ask for it, then.

The great difficulty was to find a secret place
for her devotions; for the family very well filled
the light-house, and Baby Deb had undcvstood that
prayers ought to be quietly and sccretly made.

The place was found, howcver. Just in front
of the light-house was abroad ledge ofrock, gener-
ally washed by the waves; but at low tidc, eveii in
this bad weather, out of water. The other chil-
dren had been forbidden to go there becausc it
was dangerous, but no onc had thought of caution-
ing Baby Deb. So there she went, and
impcrfect way begged hard for the goose.

Christmas Eve carne and still there was no goose.
Baby Deb was puzzled; the others were gloomy.
Still Baby Deb would not give up. It would he
low tide about seven o’clock. She knew that, fat
she had asked. She would make her last trial.
She had hopeyct; but as the others knew nothmg
of her plans, they had absolutely no hope. Ilo
them it was certain that there could be no Christ-
mas goose.

Seven o’clock carne, and Baby Deb crept sof y
from the room and down-stairs. She opened the
great doorjust a little bit, and slipped out mto the
darkness. Really did slip, for it was very icy on
the rocks, and she sat down very hard. Howevei,
she was very’ chuiiby and did not mind it. hlie
crawled cautiously around to the big rock, the keen
wind nipping her round cheeks and pelting her
with the frozen drops of spray.

in hcr

She knelt do«m
“ Oh ' please, dood Lord, send us a doosc.

wants a doose awful. Wont you, please, dooO
Thud!

“ Oh!

fell something right alongside of hcr.

W hat's dat?” she exclairaed, puttmg



her hand out. “ Why, it’s a doose 1” she cried,
with a scream of delight, as hcr hand carne in con-
tad with a soft, warm, featliery body.

She forgot to give a “ thank you ” for the goose ;
but she was thankful, though not so very much
surprised. She really had expected it.

It was a heavy load for Baby Deb, but she was
excited and did not noticc it. She made her way
into the liglit-house, and, step by step, patter,
patter, she went upstairs and burst, all brcathless,
into the sitting-room, ciying exultantly :

“ It’s turamed, it’s tummed,” as the great goose
fell from her ai-ms upon the floor.

W ell! if you think they were not surprised, you
knotv vcrj' little about the Stoughton folks. W hat
they said, nobody knows. They all talked at once.
But by and by, Papa Stoughton had a chance to
be heard.

“ Where did you get it, Baby Deb ?” he asked.

“ Why, I p’ayed Dod for it!” answered Deb.

“ Paid Dodd ?” exclaimed Papa Stoughton.

“ Paid Dodd ?” choruscd the family.

“ 'Es,” responded Baby Deb, convincingly.
‘eDod— Zc dood Lord. 1 p’ayed to him. He
sended it to me, dess now.”

More questions and more of Baby Deb’s expla-
nations revealcd the whole story. Funny folk,
those Stoughtons !— but they spent the next ten
minutes in wiping theireyes and hugging and Kiss-
ing and making up new pet-namcs for Baby Deb.

Papa Stoughton did say to Mamma Stoughton
tliat niglit, as they wcrc going to bed:

THE
By Allan

It is a well-known fact that our muscles are
more or less influenccd, unconsciously to ourselves,
by the thoughts with which our minds are occu-
pied. Sometimes this influcnce amounts to what
would almost seem an unconscious control by our
will over inanimate things. An amusing cxperi-
ment, which proves this and has served to pleas-
antly occupy many a long winter cvening, is the
bule dcsign on next pago. For lack of a bettcr
name, we have cliristencd it the Tell-tale.

W ith thc aid of a pair of compasses or a pencil
aiid a bit of string, carefully dratv two conccntric
lialf-circles,— that is, from the same center, and one
about a halfan inch within the other. T'he size of
the design makes but little cliffcrence, but thc result

It was blinded by the bright
light, and broke its neck by flying against the
glass. And, after al!, who shall say that ‘the
good Lord’ did not send it?”

“ A wild goose.

At all events, not aword of cxplanation was said
to Baby Deb, and no one contiadicted her when
she said at dinner next day :

* Dod’s doose is dood.”

TELL-TALE.

Forman.

is more easily seen if the diagram is as large as
convcnient. Divide this doublc half-circle into a
number of compartments, and in each place a
letter of thc alphabet, a numeral, or a namc, as
the fanc)' may dictate; the object bcing that thcrc
shall be no possible mistaking of one compart-
ment for another. Rule straight lines from each
compartmcnt to the common center. Now takc a
small button — a shoc-button is as good as any—
and fasten a bit of fine silk thread about eight
inches long to it. making a knot in each end of
thc thread. Now let one of the party takc the
thread by the end, and hold it so far above the
figure that the button shall hang about an inch
and a half above thc paper. Let him flx his mind



pendulum-like motion, and before long, generally

waSle'~om I~ -ld ANt

thinking. It really seems at the first glance, that
the button itself is influenced by the unconscious
cxertion of will on the part of thc experimenter.
But ci6se investigation will reveal the fact that the
hand moves with a slight tremulous motion, which,
being transmittcd through thc fine thread, moves
the button. Much amusement can be had by
putting the flames of people inthe compavtments,
and then seeing of which one the experimenter is
thinking.

'Another experimentofkindred interest is to sus-
pend a plain gold ring on a piece of silk thread in
a common tumbler, holding the hand and arm
straight, and thinking of a certain number. Itis
claimed that with the mind conccntrated on such
a number the string will begin to oscillate,and the
ring will presently strike against the inner sides
of the glass the number thought of. Still another

ietting one o e par > N

aUaSby-a thread about two feet long, over

their heads, letting the ring hang as nearly as
possible over the center of the circle. In this case
the holder of thc cafie remains passive, and the
ring will swing slowly toward thc person having
the strongest will-powecr.

W hile these experinients are intercsting and
afford much amusement, it must be admitted that
they do not always work as they should. It must
be remembered tliat wliether we accept tho thcory
of involuntary muscular action or attributc the
results to “ will-power,” or “ animal magnetism,
or “ electricity,” we are experimenting with forccs
which the greatest scientists have never been able
to satisfactorily explain. The fact that a silken
thread always affords better results— and silk is
knosvn to be a good conductor of electricity— in-
clines me to the belief that magnetism or elec-
tricity may be the prime agent in the matter.
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\Yliite willi foani, n'liite with foam ;
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THE BROWNIES HELPING JACK FROST

You all
haveseenin
St. N ich -
oi.As the
Brownies
building ;
thc Brown-
iesskating;
the Brown-
ies sliding:
the Brown-
ies taking a
; thc
B rownies

ride

onaballoon
voyage; the

B ro\nies

going to

sea ;— and

now the

Brownic

man shows

US thc com-

ical little

fellows tr)’-

ing to help

Jack Frost

make pict-

ures on the window-panes! These Brownies seem to be very hard at
work, and very much in earnest;
do not get on very well.

and yet the pictures on the Windows
After all, Jack Frost can do his own work best.
But Brownies are kind and full of fun, and so we always are glad to see
them, no matter what they try to do.
Brownies in this picture, and

Look at each one of the it c
if one does not make you laugh. another
will.  Which Brownie, do you think, is the funniest of all ?

Now, who can count all these Brownies?
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N"IJACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Happy New Year to you, dear friends, one
alli And now let us see what Rob. G. McN.
has to tell us in this letter about

HOW GEESE ARE SENT A-FISHING.

Dear lack ; | have justicad ia oitrweckly pajwran accnuntof
how in some Mrla of Scotand.a laay

caKh fish forhim. And ihis is how he does it. takes two or
more airona eee.se and lies to each one, by the feel, anne with hooK
andhait. aficomplete. Then he eocs lo sofe
mav be, and sets his geese on the water. Ihe
swim out” savs oiir writer, “ while the fishctman
1id siS dowm In afew minutes a fish sees

Srtne thelogse a good puli.

biids, ol couim,
lighis his pipe
ihe bn.t and seia« .1,
The bird slarts for shoreat full ult,
friehtened half to death, dragging the lish upon the bank, where it
is unhooked. The lino being rebaitcd, the feaihered fishcrman is
aeain sent out lo Iry its luck. A flock of geese can make qu te a
hiul in the course ofthe day, 'hf~ Ssherm aii having only to
take off the gnine and bait ihe books, the pulling ui and hooking
beine dotie by the bicds." Now, | have my own
kind of a-fisherman, nnd knowing what! do
doing one's own work in
that aw iii

opinion of this
ihe sporting line, | really think ihe g«se
ihe water on these occasions tove a fcilpw-goose sitting

high and dry on the shore. Yours for honest fislung, ~

ABOUT LADY-APPLES.

Dear Jack:

Wontyou ask your bicds to tcli ussomethinga W

liitle lady-apples which are nsed so much about *p
Itseems tobe almost.ndifferent fruitfrom the ordi-

those pretty
holiday times

nary apples, and il has such a very fine skin and snch lovely red

chtiks that | think icwell descrves us namc,-don t ~
My birds tcll me that the lady-apple is a

veiy delightful fruit and oftcn quite easy for

them to find, but that they consider it something
of a fraud, as it looks likc an enormous whitc and
blush chcrry and is not a cherry, after ail. So the
only thing foryou to do is to peg away atyour ag-
ricultura! books and cycloptedias. Better still, let
those report who have seen these lady-apples grow-
ing. The dear Little School-ma’am tells me that
she has gathered them manv a time, but this is all
she will say; and as she has been nearly al! over

the worlcl, it does not hclp us much. The Deacon
tells me that they often are fcimd in barréis, but
we want to get only their previous history.

THE KING OF THE APPLE-TREES.

Talking of apples, the oldest known apple-
tree in the world is said to be over one hundred
and seventy years of age. It is one hundred and
sixty feet high, and is still bearing fine fruit. 1
am told that formerly five of its limbs bore fruit
one year and the four other limbs bore the next
season, thus “ taking turns” in the most satisfac-
tory and amiable manner; but that in the centcn-
nial year the nine limbs of this grand old tree
all bore fruit at the same time, and that they have
continued to do so ever since.

Now, where is this wonderful apple-tree ? Who
owns it ? and exactiy what kind of apple does n
bear? Can any one tcll me?

"1F"-A RIDDLE.
Bv W. B.C.

I'f all ihe sea wcre water

And all the earih were land;

The ships would sail on the occan
And wagons drive on the sand.

If fire were always hcaied
And ice always congcaled;
We'd hum up coal lo wariii us
And skaie the icy field
Ifvinegar were sour

And sugar tasted sweet,

The firsi wAuld make o\ir salad,
The lasi our lea complete.

If the Riars could not be counted
And the sim were dasaling bright:
We would never know their number
Aud ihe sun would give us light.

If all ihe day were daylight

And all ihe night were dark

Then men would work in day-iimc
And sleep until the lark.

11* money purchascd com forts
And gave it» owners easc:

Then men would
To spend them

seek fot riches
as they please

Ifyou have read these verses
And can their mvaning see;
Your lime has not been
And you have gueased

w~icd
iheir key!

A BIRD WITHOUT WINGS.

TiPAi? IACK.tN-THE-PuLriTi

| thoughtyoii might likc 10 heat of
al?vfng ciliSity diata friend ofmine U M i is a bird withoui any
winas' He is quite perfect, wilh this exception, and
concented and happy, as he hop. merniy about the room

Your conslantleader, Ao

seems very

THE BLACKBIRDS’ VISIT.

Fort W avnb, Ixn.
Deak Tack; |

befcll

want to tell you
Mamma last spring.

about a funny incidom wliich
One stormy mght,

was justprepacing forbeiwhen ahc heard a queer

one was tlirowing dict against thew.ndow She opened the win<l«
tolook out when in flew a large crow-hlackbird;

he flew

room and landed on top oftho book.casc, and stayed there .-ill niah"
He awakened Mammavery early in the morning wnh htsenor
eclout And outhe wcninssoon as shu raised ihe window.

icn ycars old, and have wrkicn

W ith love to the Little
always, your loving render,

ihis entirely alone.
School-m.vam and >«"(5=n v y
w ad



A PRUDENT SPIDER.

Dsar Jack : 1 wUh to tell you ofa curious thing 1 saw the other
day. As | was walking in the garden, | notced A pail which had
not been disturbcd for several days. It stood upside down, and on it
was a flower-pot wiih thc opcn part rosiin™ on the bociém of the
pail. A spidcr had laken possession ofit, spinning a webfrora some
light branches to the flower-pot i« the shape of a vortex,
tire point of which was around the holc in the top of thc
flower-pot, so thatwhen there were no insects in the web,
the spider could go down (through the hole in the lop) into
thebottom ofthe flower-pot,and so be out ofsight and where
no harm could be done io it by stoces or sticks. Don'tyou
think that this was an approach to reason on the pare of ihe
spiderhis providing for himselfa place ihaC he could retire
10 with safely ? Yours respecifully,

Atleck C.P.

A MENDED BUTTERFLY.

COUIMBIA, 5. C-
Dear Jack: | write lo lell you about a licde butterfly,
When | was in St. Augusunc one winter, a Ucde butierfly
flc\v into the room and then dropped down. Mamma looked
dic it and found that the wing was torn almost in two paris.
She sluck a piece of the llghicst kind of court-plastcr on it
and put it outof the window. It immecdiaicly bcgan lo fly
away. | watched it until itbecame so smali tliat 1 could not
see ic any more. | am twelve years oid, and | take the St.
NicnOLAS and hkc fi*vefy much.
Kittik.D. Taytor.

THE ANT QUESTION.

Here are some answers to thc ant ques-
tion in thc November St. Nicholas. |
print Howard’s letter first, because letters
founcicd on personal observation please me
hest. Herbert’'s and Mary’s letters, however,
will be found intercsting.

P.S.— M., Edwin Stanley T., and Sidney
A. S. also send letters, giving substantially

tlie same story.
Ckrilsea, Mass., October 29.

Dbar Jack: In answer to G- M. B.'s q”~uery on ants, |

**nn say that during this lact summer 1 nocjced a small ant

carrying a dcod one larger than itself. It carried it up a

step a foot high and for abour three icei on a walk, and then
ciitappenred, stUl carrying its burdcn.

Everyours,

Howakd P. N-

ii8 Gbll St., Sheppibld, Eng., November 2, 1884-

DCAi? Jack: In answer 10 a qucry concerning ants, in your
issue of this month, I send you the following intercsting account
of ihis solemn performance, whicli waswjinessed bya gentleman,
"*ho thus describes it

“Two of their companions came forward and took np a dead
body; then w o others followed without any borden, Nextcainca
second couple with another dead ant, and so on nntil thcrc iverc
about forty pairs, These were followed by an iiregul.ar body of
snmetwo hundred or more. OccasionaJly the Iwo laden ants stopped
and laid down the dead one, which was taken up by the two unbur*
elciied onus behind. Thus, by occasionally relieving each other,
ihcy arrived at a .sandy spot ncar the sea. Here they dug holes
“kh tliefrjaws, jnto which their companions were laid and carefully
covered. A funny pan ofthc funeralwas Ilic attemptofrix or seven
la shirk thc digglng These were at once kllicd by the others. A
single grave wds quickly dug, aud they wetc all dropped into it."

Hoping G. M. li. wlll see this, f remain, yours obediently,

H e RBEINT CUAI'TEK.

ScHEtIECTADV, N. Y., Novcmbcr 8, 1884.
In the November St. Nichoi~s | read the letter
trom (I. hf. B, about thc ant carrying thc dead onc, and 1 have
tned to find out as much aboutitas | could: and from what T read
I cathcred ihat the aius often fecd upon animals, and that they ren-
dcred “ important service In cicaring away eveiy vesiigc of the fle.sh
»f dead animal.s” ; but it did not menifoii ants in particular, 1 .also
jn another place that ants “ prey upon thc flesh, csDCClally the
~it part«, ofothers”: and so | gaihcrcd from it all that, when an
antwas carricd away so, Itwas takcn to somc placo to be caten.
Your raithfiil reader, Marv (agced ij).

De.~r Tack :

What do you say to this, my friends? Have
any of yon ever seen a cannibal ant, so to speak;
and especially a cannibal ant in thc very act of
finting one of his fellow-beings ?

A Live JEWEL.

D kait Jack : Will yon picase ask some of your young itatiiralist
friends to give ihe fiame of this beeile? 1 made tiio sketches from
an insect hroughi from México hy a lady, -who told me that it was
not uncommon to see tlicm “ wom as a sort of live jewel." fastened
by a pin and tiny gold chain to the wearer’s dress, as represented in
my drawing. Victor.

The Little School-iTia’am tells me that she knew
a young lady in New York City who had one of
these queer “ jewcls.” Though the maiden prob-
ably would have screamed at the sight of any other
bcetle, shc wore this pet specimen fastened to her
dress in just the manner described by Victor in his
letter. The beetlc was of a brownish color varied
with spots upon its back and head. The young
lady was very much surprised to find that it seemed
to live without eafing, and the Little School-ma’am
says that, although some uncommonly good eyes
were kept upon him, and the beetle moved about
slowly, he lived for months without eating a visible

thing! Did you ever hear of such a case? And
how do you account for it?
1 should say, however, that thc young lady’s

beetle was not lutninous, or light-givtng, as some
of the Mexican beetles are. Victor does not tcll
us whether his beetles were or were not luminous.

A SINGING MOUSE.
HAMMONDSsroRT, DcccmbeT.

I read Inthe November Sr. Nicholas about
W e have in our house a singing mousc.
Its song is someihing Uke gurgiing water; and .«omeiimes in thc
night he sings .co loud as to keep us awake. He is ver™ cunning.
My mamma hac a trap which sometimes we set to catch him, asit
did not hurt him niall, He will nin in the holc, and then he can
not get out again until we opcn the door. The funny thing now is
that Ashen we sel this trap wc have no more singing clll mamma
takes it away, so wc have given up caiching him tosing for us. He
does it bcircr when he can choose his own time for a ooncerr. | am
eleven years oid. Bertib Eose.

DUAR Mr. Jack:
a mou”e thai catches; flies,



EDITORIAL

Our apologles ai® du® to two lody coi.lnbutore forew rz of ovor.
sight in connecdoit 'viih the poem, “ Wiiiow-Wate, v,hich wm
pubiished in our November number. The authors fiamo shouid
have been primed as Louise Trumbull Cogswell, msuad of Louise
P Cogsweil » and 10 lite statement, in the Table of Contents, that
iho poem was illustrated by R. B. Birch, should have been added -
frem designs by Jeanie Lea Southwick.

T hc title of Mr. CheneYs pocm on page 171 of this number is
sufficiently explained for mese young readers by the poem itself,
and nn boy or girl who is acquainted with the quaiiiies of bass-wood
will feil to recognize the meaning of the term "Bass-wood Chaps.”
The bass-wood tree is the linden, or * whiie-wood ” irce, and itts
even called " pumpkin-tvood,” as it is very soft and while, and
lacks Ihe strength of the hard woods, sudt as oak and hickory.

The "Stories of Art and Artists” given in this number form only
the first half of Mrs. Clement's paperon " Spanish Painting,” and
the second pan— a paper giving an account of "M urillo and his
W orks will appear in an eatly issue.

It should be stated also that the engraving of
Honor,"

“The Maids of
oo page 176, represents only the lower portion of Vebs-

THE LET

London,

Dear O1d St. have been taking you in for four

Nicholas: |

years. | have a veryjolly uncle. who sendsyouto meevery montK
at school. We all preferyou to any of the English magazines. 1 am
twelve years old. We all want 10 hear some more about The

Dalzells of Daisydown.” | am one ofyour/<!ri*/™ ~ *“ "N~

Our litiie English friend will be glad lo discover in this numlrer
of St.Nicholas, "some more about ‘The Dalzellsof Daisydown,
and we trust their adventures on an ice-yacht will prove as
ing a-s the doings of the young people when they were at Dalzell
Hall.

Rockford, Wil.,, Del, 1884.
Nicholas; 1 have taken you for a great many ye ",
bul I have never writion to you before, so | hopo you will fiod a
place in the Letter-box for this. 1 have a great many P®tMhc
nicesi one bring a pony, of whtch I am ver>' fond- 1 haveabrau-
tifilhome on the Brandywuie creek, ahout Iwo miles oul of Wil-
mincton For the last ten yeais soroe of our friends have had a
picnic on the Fourtb of July on the grounds™ around our house.
Evervbodv pcovides something, and my papa has a large table put
up on the lawn, on whioh they sprcad the dinner, and aliogethct we

Dear St.

have great fun. I enjoy reading your stonesvery much. 1 think

the " Bpinning-whcel Stones’ and " Histonc Boys aro two of

your nicest stories. Vour failliful reader, Lillie R. B
Presquk Isle, Maine.

Dpar St. Nicholast I have long intended lo write lo you and
tellyku how much 1 enjoy your delighiful pa«s, bm | have never
done so before. 1think the " Spinmng.wheol Stories arovery inter-
estine In fact, all of Miss Alcoti's works are charming. _ Unele
Russell's Floral Letter” was very pretty. He mustbe a nice uncic.
I think | have never seen a letter to the St. Nicholas from so far
north. We have very coid winters hcre, bul the summecrs are
plcasanu I love to read the letters in the Letter-box, and wish 1
might have the pleasure ofseeing all ihe boys and girls. 1
love to them and to you, too, dear Sr. Nicholas.
find room lo print this letter.

my
I doho”~Fe°o®*
Yours very truly, Llover.

St. Thomas, Dak., Oclober, 1884.
Dear St. Nicholas: | see so manyhoys and giils wniing to
you and | havo resolved to follow ihcir oKamp'®- | would say,
Shiil a greal many have said before me; " St. Nichoi-as is the
nicest magazinel eversaw." Papa likod the storyof The Imkham

NOTES.

quez's famous painting, as it was impossible 10 present an adequato
copy of the entire painting within the compass of a single page of
St Nicholas. But all the figures and thc more important parts
ofthe paimiug are included in the engraving, and the omitted por-
tion i-optesomed only the ceiling and the upper walls of the room
wherein the great ariist has pictured thc Ultle Princess, her maids

of honor, and himself.

A Il lhe St

Nicholas boys and girls who read last month Miss
Edna Dean Proctot's brief biography of the Czarevitch oi Russia

will be interested in thc following item, clipped from a newspaper.

conccming the Empress Maria Feodorovna, the motiier of Nicholas
Alexandrovitch:

" The Czarevna has four beautiful children- the eidesi, Nicolas;
the second, George, who bearsa stnking rasemblance to the early
oictiires of Alexander I1.; and two much youngerones. Xenia ano
Michael. She has accompanied her husband 10 all p.aris of turo,
pean Russia, and has gained thc aflécuon ofthc people, particularly
of the Poles. In the winter, at ihe Anitchkov Palace, she has
anonnual Christmas-iree; bulil isnot invanably the ciiiwren of thc
nobleswho are invited, but a nuiiiber from the most squalid homes m
St Petcrsburff, recoimnendcd by someof ihe members of asocie.?
for thc reUefofdlsircss, and ihese are always sent.iway wiih a gooU
stock ofwann clothing, as well as the clisiomary prevenis.

ER-BOX.

Brothers’ Tide-mill,” nnd he used to be as anxious a= 1 for your
magazine to come. | have no brothers or sisltrs lo enjpy rMdiin;
it with me, bul my papa and mamma like 11 very much. 1 liked
votit * Floml Letioc,” but yuii did not ptmt thc answer 111 the Oct -
ber numbec. | think 1 h.xve the answer. This is the first lims
have wriiten tn you, and | have taken you three ycars. 1 think1
will ciése, as you have a great many correspondenis, | ara sure.
Your iwelvc-year old subscnber, Hélen 5.

Here Lsa pairofletters from two sisiers living in Montevideo;

MosTEVinco, August, 1884-
have dolls like Kiitie R -— . but
H 'y youngestis 1-ily; of course she is lhe ro.n
She is four. Then comes Maiiorie.

Mv Dear St. Nicholas: |
mine are all girls.

spoiled.

e
from France. Then Violcl. and then iheoldestis Helen Editli. b e
plays the piano very well. | hke ihe Stones (or Very Lude
Fout.” 1 am not so fond of books as Mnud; niy pee books are
"Tho Children of the New Forest and W iat Kauc Did. j
am a litlle Irish girl, but | don’'t remember \Y
because | have been in Montevideo so long. Ibey all itilk

here How nice itwould he to hear every one talk Eiighsh, as they
do at home or iu thc States. I am your RieNd N ~

MONTRVIUEO, August, 1884.

Mv Dear St. Nichoi®s; | like your book very much- | wm
very much intetesled in * The Hoosier School-boy and An Olt-
fashioned Thanksgiving." We Uve in winter at Montevideo m
summer wc go to thc sea-side, and have very good fun down there.
I am six years old. W e havo a beautful largo azotea, which meaiis
a Hat roofon the housc, with a low wall surrounding IL  Wc nave
pigeons up thcte, and there was a little oslrich, bul he died. mio
w¢ had ducks and chickens up thcte, loo, and a great many Ma-
taras The other houses here havo roofs hke that, but some liltie
wee houses have slaniing roofs. | suppose you have slanimg roms,
Hke those in “ Punch,” and St.Nicholas pictures. 1 did ni wm®

this letter. Koten, my rister, did it for mo, biit 1 said 'be woros-
I am your littic friend, Elaine Maud J.
Wi; must teluro our

ihanks for plea-ilam letlera receivté from
the following young friends; Helon RtLss, Mary Russ, Sarah Rusb
George Yosl. A. Johannsen, Arlhur C. Eddy, Ernesline Haskcii,
Genovicve Cummins, Lily P. Cobb, Mamie Hatclier Fergusno,
Freddie H., Victor W. Ferris, W. C. S., Helen L. C., Will.c Du-
lany, S. K. M., Belle, Melvillo F., Coralie N. Kenfirid,

Arnold, Jessie R, Bessie Rhodes, Miss K. Victory, and U. M. w-




AGASSIZ ASSOCIATION —-FORTY-FIFTH REPORT,

The laust number on our registcr of members of ihe A. A. is
8099- The laiest Chapier formed js number 730. Philadelphia has
ihe honor of having forrocd a largcr number of Chapiers ihan any
other ciry,

Thu Ictiersof ihe alphabcc have been exhausted, and we have
begun again with “ A*” and “ B .” Chicago is not farbehind, hav*

inga “ W ” branch, and New York has reached “ Q-” W c record
the following:
N ew CuAi-tERS,
Narne. No. <ifMenibors. Address.

711$ Deep River, Conn. {A).,.
717 Geneva, N. Y. (B)

13. .JohnL.Dearing.
io..Arihur L Hammund.

718 Milxvaukee, Wis. (D) xa..J. C. Drake, 274 24th Street.

719 Philadelphia, Pa. (A)... 7..A. N. Seal, 1418 Bouvier
Street.

720 Prairie Du Sao, Wis. (A)..15..N. H. Burdic.

721 Philadelphia, ?a. (B)... G4..Ellwood Caipeoter, 865 N.
i6lh Strecl.

722 St. r.ouis Mo. (F.) d..Ed. Slrassburgcr, 1316 So.
Ewing Avcnue.

723 Hopkinlon, Mass. (A)..,. 3..Geo, W. Chandler.

724 Jcwceri Cuy. Conn. (A),.35..Charles E. Prior.

725 Colorado Springs, Col. (B) 24, .0rlin Hcmcnway.

726 Millington, N. J. (A 22.,Miss Emille Schuinacher.

737 Mllwaukee, Wis. (E). 4.. Miss Agnes Lydon, 125 Hurén
Street.

5..Chas. F, Hotchkin.

728 Blughamion, N. Y. (A)...

729 Boston, Mass. (F) 4. .Miss Alice D. Heustis, eo Me*
Lean Street.
730 Council Bluffs, lowa (A).. 4,.L. E. Empkie, 109 Main Streel-

D iscontinubd.

188 Ncwport, R. I. (A)..
388 Galesburgh, IH. (A) ...C. 1. Gettemy,
439 Dorchester, M ass.......... Miss Miri-im Badlam,
550 Galesburgh, 1, ...C. F. Gettemy.
RBORCANIZeD.
8 Philadelphia (A),....c.......4, .H. Crawlcy, 307Arch Street.

Excmamob List.

Oaddis cases, for offors.—James C. Mycrs, Columbio, Pa.

Califoriiift marine, land, and fresh-water shells, wanted In ex-
change for shcU.s fium other places, Correspondcncc dcsircd wlih
all inlercsted in conchology.— Please send list lo Thomas Morgan,
SnmerviUe, N. J. (Somerset Co.)

Patllcsnakcs’ rattics, mincral.s, and eggs, for mineral».— Charles
I Ennis, Lyons, Waync Co., N. Y.

Corrcspoudencc. wiih a view to exchange.— H. W. Fciino, Sec.
Ch. 24, Maicapan, Mass.

Birtis' Eggs and Mincrols. Please write before sending spcci-
mens.— Miss M ay B. Ladel, Spencer, Mas.».

.Spalhic Iron Ore, Scrpentine, Peirosllex, and Siarfish, for geode,
irilobite, malachite, etc.— Miss Sadie Truc, Salisbury, Esscx Co.,
Nlass.

Changed A ddresses.

P)e.ise change my address from P. O. Box 1086, Norwich, Conn.,
to 65 Washington Street, Norwich, Conn. A- L. Altken, Cli- 6:6.

Address of R. S. Cross, Sec. Ch. 60x,is changed from W est Point,
Miss,, lo Purvis, Miss.

Secreiary of Ch. x?6, Genova, New York, is now F. D. Keed.

Notes,

146. LargeslFlowcr(a).
ihc question. * W hit is tbe largest fiower in the world?” I*hereisa
resident of this ctty who has in his gardon a Victoria Regla, which
«3considered one of the largest flowers In the world It» leaves are
five f«t In dliimclcr. ldisl Sunday jt was open, and there were a
SJ~at many who witnessed the be.*iutiful sight. There I» also an
old-fashioned m.ognolia, which mensures almost the same a» the Vic-
toria Regia,— Altee T. Palfrey, S30 4t)\ Street, New OrJeans, La.

In yourreport forOctober, 1 noticeddeen so siicceasful that we are going to have debates.
th

146. ib). In answer lo the question, “ Which is the largest (lowcr
in the world ?” | send a description of the RaffUsta Artioldi. Itis
found in che i»land of Sumatra, growing upon the creeping roots
of a plantknown as the Cissns lianos, Its flowers first appeai a» a
succession of rough knobs, rising along the low roots of the cissus.
At firsi a» small as ahaaeUnuc, these buds finally reach thesize of a
small head ofcabbage. The brown blossom bursts outwith over-
iapping petdis. As the gigandc flower (from r>vcnly-four to forw
inchcs in diameter) expands, che thick, pulpy, flesh-colortd pe”s
diffuse a repul.»ive odor and quickly dccay.— iiiram H. Bice, Utica,
N-Y,

146. Flies,— How do Hics alight on the ceiling? Do ihey lum
themselves overin the air so as to bring their feet nppermost? or
how ?

147. Papa and | possess a “ snailery,” as we cali IL
W e fiave «nailsin alf slages of growth, from ihc spawn with a small
dot in the middle, to an old patriarch that wc have as schooU
masterto keep the young snails out of mischief.

148. FrasrrS'dogs.— In answer lo ihe question, “ Wh.II is ihc food
of prRirie*dogs ?” they live on grass roots. This kills the grass
around their burrows, so that they are oftcn compelled to move and
dig others near fresh grass. The burrowing*owl takes pos&e&ciion of
theabandoncd holcs. A pair of ca«d prairic*dogs wcrc raised on
cabbage-leaves and com.— Frank H* Wilcox, Parker, Colorado.

149. sgnirrcls Drinking.— Our pet squirreis (a red and a gray)
both drink water. | wonder how wild squirrels can get water in
winter f—Estella E. Clark.

150. Lcai~rollers.~\ spent a whole morning, and mauymorc

might wclf be spent, In examining ihcse sininge insecis. Some
rolfed the leaf, and ate aJl except the ribs and velns. Some
drew the edge« of ihe leaf together and ate them away- These

formed tmmpei-like houses of various .«hape*. Some ate out oval
piece» from the leaf, and thcn crawled in and fasiened the edges
together. Others ato the le.if in long Unes, forming curious patiems.
An these specimens sccm tohave a hkmg (ora hatred) fortne maple
and thebeech.— F. V, Corregan.

151. Swarnisg/A rfhipfus,— One dayin September | saw swarms
and swarms of grc.it archippus butlerfiies flying toward the south-
At first | thought they were birds. 1 watched them foran hour.
Soene of them flew so high that they were .ilmostoutof sighu Do
butterflies migrate? — Arthur Espy, Clifton, Ohio.

152. XVlint bird is tii — Seven and a quarier inche» in length;
wing, three and ihree-quaners; blll, three-quarter inch; lacsus,
threc*quarter inch. Sides of neck and breast, yellow: a black line
on throat from bili to breast; upper pare oi head, yellowish olive;
back and wings, dusky; under part, dirty white: upper part of tail
and tail coverts, \'ellowish olive: underpartof tail,yellow; bili,sharp
and nearly straight.— Fr.ink H. Wilcox, Parker, Lolor.ido.

153. Diagon”y I kept the pupa of a dragon-;fly in a
glass of ts'acer, containing a little siick on which It might climh out.
Il lived on flic», which carne down the silck to drink. It remained
just below the surfirce nf the water, on che side of the stick, and
when a fly carne wjthiu reach il suddenly drew itinto the water and
devoured it.— Alonzo H. Stewart, Washington, D. C.

154. Katydid eggs,— | watchcd some katydid eggs hatch.
cggs spiic, and the top opened Jikc a cover.— O. Wllson Beaity.

155. Pleetrodera Scalaior.— Oxi® of our bectles (Flcclt~fcra
Scalnior, F<tb ), found by me in a log, is the first oue found in the
District of Columbia. It Isa nalive of Texas.—A. H. S.

156. IniiUigcnce 0/ Anis.—\ am uo longer skcptical in regard
to the intelligence ot ants. In Hfling a stone, a large ants’ nest was
exposed. | ronde an cxpcrimenl. | laid a stick on some of the
Lirvie, so that they could Se seen, but could not be pulled out. After
Ir>dng in vain to puli them out, ihe ants went in a body to onc end
of thescick, and, by a coinbined movcmecent in ihe samo direction,
pulled off the sdck, and carried away the larv®.— O. W. B.

The

Reports pfom Chapters.— FRirNn»,

653, Providcnce, C. Wc have increased from 3 members toq.
Our president has an enormous collectiou of mincrals— about j 200
spccimens.  He has been colleciing only a year .ind a half—F. S,
Phillips, Sec.

575, Spencer, Mass. We are doing fincly.
and all are enthiisListically at work.

There are 15 of us,
Our essays and talks have
We all feel

at wc are having a profiiablc and enjoyable winter.— May B.
Ladd, Sec.

679, De Pete, Wis. (E). Our Chapter has grown so that wc now
ha%'c 16 members, and all seem 10 lake a grc.it dea! of interest. We
have been studying snails pretty thoroughly, nnd have found about
thirty kinds from Foxshire alone. Nextsummer we Intend to make
cxcursions co all pnrtsof the country.— B. L. Parker, Sec.



61Z, Urbana, Ohio (C). Wn have a growing and flounshing
circk nf litlle people, between ihe ages of six and fif*n, under the
euidance ot two fiiithful mothers. W e have been studying che corn-
mon things so esscntial to life and comfort, and of which we knew
so litlle. Wood, coal, paper, salt, pepper, lea, cofTee, spiccs.have
a new interestsince wo learned of cheir oroiin and nature. We bid
all Uurfriends of the A. A. " God.specd in thc delightful work—
E. S. Housion, Se S t

846 Newton Upper Falls, Mass. Inreporang for our Chapier, 1
have notbing but enconragement co give, \Vc have increased m
numbers. ai3 our meetings in interest. Each member pursues his
favorite branch of Datural science,

At each meedng, an onginal paper, cajled GathepHgs
for the most parl describing something actually ohysrytd W cnir
members. At cvcry other nieeting questiuns are distnbuted, and
answered at the next raeeting. ~ «

W e have visited the Agassiz Museum, al Cnmbndge, and now
the Newton Chapiers ore planning to hold.a unitcd meeong.— Mrs.
A. A. Smith, Se . . . w?
3X4 Laucoster ‘Pa. We have uken several stcps upward, Wc
have adoptcd the scrap-book system spokenof ai the Conveniion,—
E, R. Heiishu, Sbc. ,

601, Purvis, Miss. We have found by expenence that a note-
book isinvahiable.— R, S, Cross, Sec.

464, Santa Rosa, Cal— Four of our membets spent SIX weeks m
camp by the ocean, last summer, and coUected many fine specimens
— for example: star-fish, about 150 specimens; 50sca-urchins: *5
sponees: shells, about 235; mannc alga, 500 specunens; ins«ls,
550— total, 1600. Our Chapteris progressing, andwc arenow think-
hig of procuring a room.— Wilbtir M. Swctt, Ser.

136 Columbia, Pa. Our Chapler Is in a better condidon than
ever before After the vacaiion we reorganired, with thc dccer-
minatloii of making our society a success. We sent acommiuw
before the school board to-ask foraroom. 1 he lequcstwasgmntcd.
W c collecied a sum sufficicnl to purchase an $18 cabinetand cl~rs
for the room. We have iwcnty-ihree active mcmbcrs, nU of whom
are very enchusiasdc. Our collection is rapidly mcreasmg- W e have
a regular programmc for each meeiing.— James C. Myers, Scc.

The Snow.crvstal Prizu.
In answer to several questioncrs t 1
1. It is not necessary to give ihe exactvelocny ofthewmii.
whether thcre Isa violent, strong, or modérate wind, or none.
2. Instruments may be used in making the drawings.
3. Each competiior may senti as many more than thc required
number as he wjshcs
4. None but members ofthe A. A. may compete.

c
otate

As an e.xperiment, the rcporls given above have bccn drawn from
my pigeon*hole quite at random. Can any one doubt, after reading
them, that our A. A. Isgrowing rapidlyin scrcngihand enthusiasm ?

It would be aii assistance in preparing our monthly report, if rhe
secretarles would write thcir natural history notes, and the reportof
the doings of thdr Chapiers on separate pages, following in a gene-
ral way the models here given.

Presldent's address: H aki-an H. Ballaru,

Principal of Lcnox Academy, Lcnox, Mass.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

XOVEI. ACROSTIC.

E ach ofthe words described contains five letters. When rightly
otranvcd,— notin the order here given,— thc iniuids, reading d”own-
ward, will spell the fiame of an American poet; and the third row
ofletters, readlng upward, will spell the

Cross-Worps; i Conseqllently a. Makes smooth by pressin”
1 ~ninsurgeni. 4. A person— usually a miscluevou.sone. j. A
cioih for wiping the hands. 6. One devoid of imderetanduiE. 7-
Blunder. 8. To colorslightly. bebtba c.

CONCEAXIEn LETTEIIrs.

KOR VOUNCER PUZZLERS,

How many and what lettersof the alphabetore concealed in the
foregoing diagram? A-

SYNCOPATIONS.

s.

I Syncopate a frult, and leave to yawn.
leave formed by education. 3. Syncopate 10 weave, and leave a
naU a, Syncopate to fetch, and leave a vessel with two masis. 5.
Syncopateapieceoffurniture,andleaveanarraiion. 0. Syncopate
dicovered. and leave capital. ?+ Syncopate oscillalion, and leave to
utter mclodious sounds.

The svncopated letters. will spcU the fiame uf something occasion-
ally seen in summer.

2. Syncopate food, and

patience.

CHARAUE.

IF from myjSrsi my moiuiyou
My .vhole you do atiain;

If 10 my first my «rovrf you join,
My vjltok you have again.

lake,
IV. H. A.

NUMERICAI. ENHI'rA.
I AW composed of seventy letters, and am a couplet from Pope’s
“ Essay on Cnticism." ' . n
Mv 44-25-56-2fi-38-42 is gloomy. My 47-i5-s5i-®-24 is to walk
in a pompous way. My 64-34-i*-5?2-7° is e yo'tns: My
8-6B-27-63 is pan ofa stocking. My 4i-u -i2-39-40->7-fi7 ‘s a
bed or layer. My 49-20-31-33-13 are troublesome to gardeners.

Mv 17-20-46-4-22-1-58-23 is to forbid. My 36-3-65-51-45 is a
scat without a back. My 57-6i-53-7-i 6-5fi orerap. My 19-
43-60-30-5-32 is one who gains favors by flatiery. My 52-9-54 x
n large body of water. My 50-35-62-61:~55 > aboundmg wiih hills.
Mv 10-40-28-2 is a .small wind-instiunient used chiefly to accom-
pany a drmn.

“Cornelia blisibee
1*1.
Smope, kilc rusipice, rea fo tcfidfem torss,
Mose treteb ta a snadtico, stoher earn:
Mosevelo het kard, mose hoosec hot se.arclel tilgh,

Dan lydobl angelchle eth stmo cierping yee:
Mose sealep off noce, mose livvl reevrof slcepa.
CAIIOLINIi M. WHEELER.

EASV ANAtIRAMS.

T he letters of each of the anagramshorc given maybe imnsposed
lo form the namc ofan important city.

I Ipsar. 2. Donoln. 3. More. 47 Erbml. 5.Damdit. o.
Noblls- 7. Yenkowr. 8. Amsdar. 9. Pilrolveo. 10.Vedrcn. 11.
Tiasun. 12. Tatucalc. Nl

UALF SiitARE.

I A cHURCH festival occurring in January. 2. A Sound inthe
east part of North Carolina. 3. To inclose withm w.iUs. 4. A
feather, 5. To engage. 6. A single poiol on acard or die. 7. A

wordofnegaton. 8. A vowel. pennvwio.

DrtUBI.E CROSSj-WORDS.

T his diffcrs from Ihe ordinary ctoss-word enigma by requinng
two answers insiead ofone. The first IcUerof each answeris >n
Nathan hut nol in W ill," ihe second “ In W altcr biii not 111 Bill,
and so on until the Iwo answers have bccnspelled. The firetanswet
is n time for meiry-making, and also tho fiame of a play hy Shake-
speare; the second answer is a pleasant grecling.

In Nathan,
In Walter, B
In Stephen, nol in Lon;
In Alphin, not in John:
In Fanny, not in Sue;
In Tina, not in Lou;

In Hcnty, not in Nick;
In Newton, not in Dick:
In Milly, notin Ann;
In Gertriide, not in Nnn
In Marcha, not in Poli:
In Chesiet, not in Sol.

not in Will;
not in Bi

cyril deane.



of dots in ihe foregoing diagram. The central letters, reading from
the bcitoiTi upward, wifi spdl ihc lame of a famous American bom
in January, many ycars ago. He Is the author of the rebus on the
kite,

IHOLTUCILAjIS.

T hb centréis, reading downward, fiame a certain kind of
puzzles.

Cross*woi?ds : 1. Problems. 2. Seasonling. 3. Era. 4-
In cognizant. 5. The god oishepherds. 6 Atcendaius, 7.
A git?. | KBD.

FUABIED W Gun-S<iUARE.

Frame: From i 100, a iame by which the frost*wced Is
somcdmes called: from 3 to 4, a storm with falllngsnow;
from 5 lo 6, a shop where books are kept for sale: from
7 10 8, namcicss.

Included Word*quark: i. The fiame oi a coid .euhsiance,
crysials of which late in autumn shoot from the cracked bark of
thc piant named by theleiicrs from 1 to 2. 2, To ¢cudy, 3. To
termioalc. J. ¥ B.

EASY \VOUD-8<II:AIIES.

1. X. A color. 2, A regujation. 3. A girVs nante. 4.
ivision oflime. 1l. i- To conveyed, ?. A nolion. 3. Beloved.
. A title of nobility. 111, i. False. 2, Robust. 3, A plani
ound in warm countries. 4. To encounter.

“dlossom” akd c.g.b

g
|

DOUBLE ACROSTICS.

JIXrSTRATEI) KITE PUZZLE. Thecross’qur'dsareofunequallenglh. i )

I, The primais and finals each namc a philosopher who died
recentiy: one an Englishman, one an American.

C ross-WORDS: i. To bng for. 3. Fright 3. A train of attend-
ants. 4. An animalresembling a inonkey. peculiar to Madagascac.
5. The ediblc roots of a creeping ptaiu. 6. A place of resiraint.
7. Kelease.

Il. The priméais will iame the home of the plillosopher named by
the primais of the foregoing acrosiic: the finals will iame the home
ofthe philosophcr named by the finéis of the previous acrostic.

Cross-words : x. A fine, thin fabrtc. s. A man ofdistingiiished
valor. 3. To surround- 4. Concise. 5, A dry starch prepared
from thc piih of certain palms. 6, A kind of duck. 7, One of the

Place thc fames Of the cight objecls around thc kiicin such a small planels whose orbii is siiuated between those of Mars and
way thai thc number of their lelters wiU correspond tu thc number Juapiter. DVCIE.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE DECEMBER NUMBER.

Christmas Puzzle. In hoc signo vinces (Under ihL® «tan8eXCOPATIONS.  Saint Nicholas. Cross*words: i. mi*Scar-ry.
thoushait conquer). 1. Idol. 3. Nose, 3-Helm. 4, Owls- 5. 2. w-Arm-ing. 3. s-lmp-ly. 4. con*Not-e, 5. do-Tag*c. 6.
sCow. 6. iSle. 7. mice. 8, oGee. 9- boNc. 10. roOf.  xi. ton-Nag-c. 7. m-Inn-ow. 8. s*Cream.ing. 9. w.Her*e. 10.
hive. 13. coll. 13. chiN. 14. cluC. 15. ireE. x6. tarS. m-Omen-t. ix. s-Lap-py. xa. p-Ant-ry. 13. re-Serve.d.

Double Cross*\vord Enigma Natlvity, Yule-lide. H ALF-SQUARE. X Bigoicd. 3. Imagcd. 3. Gaged. 4. Ogee.

Peculiar Acrostics. Christma-®, Misiletoe. Cross-words: x. 5. Ted. 6. Ed. 7. D.
hcCalMed. 3. beHavling. 3, caResSed. 4, primaTes. 5. Diamond. 1. D. 2. Sir. 3. Meres. 4. Selccts. 5. Direction.
a«SaiLed. 6. caTerErs. 7. coMpulen $, drAgoOns. 9. As- 6. Rcctify. 7. StiiT 8. Soy. 9. N.

S.iyErs. C HARADE. Mislify. Diaconals, Hcllchort. Cross-words: x. Holly. 2. sEver. 3,

Heheadincs. Alcoll. Cross*words: x. A-lack- 2. L-cdgc. saLvo. 4. *imbLe. 5. cablEb 6. DerBy. 7, flood. 8. cRypi,
3. C*reed- 4. 0-zonc. 5. T-)ieir. 6. T*hump. 9. Exnit.

The fiames of those who send Solutions are printed in the second number after ihat in which the puzsles appear. Answers should be
~Ndressed lo St. Nicholas Riddic-box,” carcof The Cbntuky Co., 33 East Sevenieenth stiect, New York City-

Answers to Puzzles in the Octoder N umkisr were received, loo late for acknowledgmentin thc December number, from Bella
a»d CoraW clil, Frankfon, Germany, d— Edward F. Milihorp, 1-

Aks'vers to all THE PuzzLES IN THE NoVEMIIiER NUMDER worc received, before November 20, from Millie Ward — Harrison G .—
K.ftthie IAicts— Thomas C, WilfordAndrew Acuechcck” — S* N. R.— M.~ggie T. Turrili— Lucy M. Bradley— Fred Thwaits —
Hairy M. W hcelock.

Answers ro Puzzles in the November Number were received, before November 20, from Blanche D., 1— James D. Sparkman,
K, X— A. and S. Livingston, i — Gracie S. P., i — Paul Reese, o — Effie K. Talboys, 4~ will F. Ltitz, a— Bob Howard, 3— Hessie
p. Boyision, x— '*Ncptunc.” 6 — Carne H. Cooper, 4— A. L. Zeckendorf, i — Wilhe Trantwme, 4— Harry G. Light, 6 — Alex. Laxd-
law, j~ Kiltie Orecnwood Darling, 5— Ann.i K. Bullard, 5— Alben J, SulUvan. 3— Nicodemus, 3— Vicj, i — F. W. lahp, 9— Hugh
and Cis, 9~ ldaand Edith, 6— E. Muricl Griindy, 7— “ Rex and I,” x— lda Maudc Preston, 9— Jame® Connor, 4— Willie Sheraton,
2— Geoige H.ibeniclu, 1— Wandcrcr™ ofihe L. C,"” x— Jennic Balch, t — Jen and Edie, x— ‘1 heD- P. ofthe L. G. G.S-" x— Alice

C. Schoonmaker, 1.



THE FLIGHT OF TIME.

U.VCLE TIiiEOPHILUS P hipi’S sudderly recollecis “ those four youngstersof Jnck's,” for whom he has done noiling for some Chnst-
mases past Happy thought! He wUlsend them each an apptopriate present-

" Those four youncsters of Jack's" wish that Unete Theophilus Phipps’s mcmory was as good as his intentions, and litllt
number five, whom Unele T. P. has never heard of, thinks the wutid has .all gone wrong.
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