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WAR WITH THE LITTLE

By J. F.

“

Sunshine Cove,” tlie summer home of the
Shortwells, was a charming spot on the shore of a
clearand beautiful little lake. A pretty cottage, nes-
tled in a grove of chestnut, oak, and walnuttrees;
its broad verandas were shaded by honeysuckles
and Virginia creepers; and a bit of green lawn at
one side was sprinkled with plots of bright flowers.
A picturesque suramcr-house, perched on a bluff,
overlooked the lake, where a flock of white swans
were usually at play; a rustic boat-house and bath-
house stood on the water’s edge ; a clump of vines
among thetrees had been trained to form an arbor;
and a winding drive-way through the grove led to
the barn and stable. “ Sunshine Cove,” though
within an hour’s ride from the city by rail, was sur-
rounded by wooded hills; there were few houses
within sight, and the tailroad was so far away that
no onc thought of being annoyed by the whistling
of the locomotives that dashed through the valley
nearly eveiy hour.

Mr. Shortwell’'s wife and four children spent
their summers at the Cove, while he rodé to and
from the city daily, and spent in the country as
much ofhis time as he could spare from his business.
Next to his family, he thought more of “ Sunshine
” than of anything else on earth.
time that he built the cottage and laid out the
grounds, he had watched the growth of every
shrub and tree on the place with almost affectionate
interest. His special

Cove From the

delight was an orchard of
young pear-trees, many of which had been set out
by his own hands. Now, at the end of several

“REDSKINS.”

Herrick.

years, they were loaded with fruit; but Mr. Short-
well was not to reap the benelit of his work. As
fast as each luscious pear mellowed in the August
sun, some unknown enemy bit a hole in its side,
stole the seeds and left it to rot on its stem or on
the ground. It did not take long to discover that
the “ redskins,” as the red squirrcls that swarmed
about the place were called, were the mischief-
makers.

W hile the carpenters were at work iinishing up
the cottage two little red squirrels from the woods
on the hills carne to make a cali, and whisked about
in so neighborly and inoffensive a manner that they
were encouraged to stay. They were fed and treated
so well, indeed, that they forgot to go back to their
oid home. Their caliwas prolonged into a visit that
lasted through the summer, and in the fall they
laid up a hoard of nuts in a hollow oak-tree, and
concluded to remain all winter.

The next summer there were four of the little
redskins ” to mcet the Shortwells when they
carne from the city, and in after years the increase
was much more rapid. The squirrels were cun-
ning little fcllows, whisking about with funny antics

and brightcapers. -1t was very amusing to see their
bushy red tails go bobbing across the lawn and to
hear their chatter as they jumped from branch to
branch whileatplay among the trees. Butsquirrels,
like manychildren, seem to have a certain amount
of naughtiness born in them which is bound to
come out and make them disagrecable, sometimes.
This was true of these “ Sunshine Cove redskins,"”



and their mischievous pranks, once considered so
amusing, soon became unbearable through their
frequent repetition. When apair of the little ras-
céis took possession of a pretty bird-house, piti-
lessly turning out two modest bluebirds, and filled
the miniature dwelling with their own nest, the
occurrence was looked upon as an interesting in-
sunce of squirrel enterprise. Such enterprise
ceased tobe entevtaining, however, after the squir-
rels had established themselvesin every bird-house
on the place and frightened away nearly all the
songsters that once made the grove so melodious-
The appearance of a bird on the lawn was gen-
crall>- accepted as a challenge by some squirrel,
which would dart down a tree and, with a spiteful
bark, attack and drive away the feathered visitor.
Thechatteringofthe “ ledskins” was no adequate
substitute for the twittering and singing of the
birds, and the Shortwells heartily wished the four-
legged invaders back in the woods.

The squirrels also caused serious annoyance by
stripping the fibrous bark from the rustic ccdar
fence before the house, the bark making excellent
nests for the little thieves. They seemed to know
that they were doing wrong when they stole the
bark, and never made their marauding excursions
boldly, but by sneaking around behind trees and
bushes. One day Mrs. Shortwell spied one of the
little thieves on the fence in front of the cottage.
He was sitting up on his hind legs and had a fine
bunch of bark in his mouth; but when a sharp rap
on the window showed him that he had been dis-
covered, he dropped on all fours and scampercd off
at his fastest pace. One end of a piece of cord
used in training vines on the fence '‘bad bccn
caught in' tlie bark, however, while the other end
was fastened to the fence, and before Bunny had
run thrcc lengths of his little body, he was brought
up with a jerk that made him turn a complete
somersaiilt. He recovered himselfquickly, looked
around with a surprised and mortified air, tugged
at the cord till it snapped, and then darted off with
his plundecr..

About this time, a visit to a rarely used attic
chamber showed that the squirrels had been there,

too, for nest-making materials. A mattress ancl

several quilts had been tom to pieces, the little
rascals having entered by a small hole gnawed
through the roof near the chimney. From the

attic the squirrels found their way also to other
portions of the house. As the cook was finishing
her work in the kitchen one evening, she felt a
Sharp tug at her skirt, and turned around just in
time to see abushy red tail disappearing through
the pantry door, which was slightly ajar. An
investigation showed that the squirrels had a pas-
sage-way from the garret down between the walls

and through a knot-holc into the pantry. A great
many forays on the family lavdcr, for which up to
that time the tats and mice had -been blamed,
were in thisway accounted for. The squirrels were
also guilty of numerous smailcr misdeeds, such as
waking up the slccpers in tho cottage by theiv
gambols on the roof early in the morning and on
moonlit nights, stealing the corn that had been
storcd in the barn for the chickens, and kecping
up an incessant and spiteful
any one
grounds.

scolding whenever
left the cottage for a walk about the

They were evidently trying to follow the
example ofthe Arabian camel, which, being allowed
to thrust its nose its master’'s tent on a coid
night, followed this by its whole head, then by its
neck, and finally by its ljody, thus turning its mas-
ter out of doors.

Mr. Shortwell, however, determined to keep pos-
session of “ Sunshine Cove,” and to drive away or
exterminate the “ vedskins.”
hcarted

into

He was far too soft-
his former pets, so
Quashee and Tab, mousers whom long service in
his city warehouse had fitted for the savage work,
were iinported as cxccutioners. They arrived one
evening, and were shut up in the carriagc-housc
for a day or two, till they had become accustomed
to their new surroundings.

to go gunning for

W hen they were let
out, consternation leigned among the squirrels, and
also in Mr. Shortwell’s breast for a brief period, for
Tab, misundcrstanding his inission, forayed the
first day in a coop of choice chickens. However,
a severe whipping corrected the cat's mistake in a
measure, and temptation being removed by puttiug
the chickens beyond his reach, Tab confined his
attcntions strictly to his legitimate gime.
Just at this critical pointinthe lives of the “
skins,” a little incident,

red-
in which one of them fig-
ured prominently, turned the tide in their favor
and saved them from complete destruction. Sev-
cral days after Tab and Quashee had begun thcir
war on the squirrels, Mrs. Shortwell was sitting
near an open windoiv of her room, when she
heard a sciamblc on the piazza-roof, and an ago-
nized squeal. Atalmostthesame moment, a squir-
lel darted through the window and buried itself in
a mass of fancy work in Mrs. Shortwell’s lap. The
little fellow was not a second too soon, for closc
behind him in full chase was Quashee, with tail
bristling and eyes flashing.
the window-sill with a

Quashee swpped on
low growl of disappoint-
ment at the disappearancc of his dinner, which had
so inysteriously slipped through his claws; and
then, wasting no time, juinped back upon the roof
to search for other prey, Although startled, Mrs.
Shortwell sat perfectly still. In a few moments
there was a slight stiramong the crewels in her lap,

and then all was quiet again. Several more seconds



elapsed, when a pair ofbright, scared eyes peeped
through the shredsofwool, and a tawny little nose,
with nostrils wide open, snuffcd the air and sud-
denly disappeared. Plucklng up more courage, the
squirrel thrust out its nosc again, followed it
stealthily by its paws, aud then drew its whole body
gradually into sight. Its heart beat fast as it sat
up on its hind feet, looked around the room and
out of the window, and then, apparently satisfied
that its cnemy had gone, stretched itself at full
length on Mrs. Shortwell's lap, as if completely
tired out. For several minutes it lay there with
its nosc between its paws and with its eyes closed,
the beating ofits heartbecomingslower and slower,
till it was hardly apparent. Then the little creat-
ure aroused itself, gave so long a stretch that it
seemed as if its body would be pulled apart, rolled

over, stretched again, and sat up. A passor two
over its face ancl head completed its toilet, and it
hopped to the window-sill, whisked its tail as a
good-bye, and departed.

Such an example ofananimal'strustwould have
touched almost anyone; and Mrs- Shortwell was so
much affectcd by it that she pcrsuaded her husband
to let the war against the “ redskins” cease. Many
of the squirrels liad been killed, and others had
gone back to the woods to live j so Quashee and
Tab, having grown fat on country fare and air,
were returned to tho city.

The few squirrels that wcre left at “ Sunshine
Cove” hadbeen taughtawholesomelesson. They
were so modest and well-behaved that the birds
carne back to the grove, and all lived together as
harmoniously as a happy famil>".

AN ANIMAL PAINTSI?.



ingPeggy? Butthe

question seemed rather to

be who was«i>/callingher,

From the cérner by the low

window carne the grand-

mother’s querulous voice,

“ Peggy, my dear, come and

pickupiny stitch ! I'vedropped

a stitch, and my oid eyes can’t

find it,” and Peggy turned to

her; butbeforeshe had straight-

ened the knitting, a little voice

rose in awail from the door-step, where

her small brother whittled a boat from

a water-worn shingle, “ O Peggy, | 'vecut my fin-
ger! Oh, come,Peggy, bringaragand doitup !'”
and Mother by the eradle said, “ Peggy, do take
the baby a minute while 1 finish mixing the brown
bread.” Even outside the cottage door Father was
saying, “ Peggy, dear, bring me a drinkofwater,”
as he tinkered his dory ciése by. She took the
baby from her mother’s arms and went to tho wo-
ful brother. “ Don’t cry, Willy, dear, run to
Mother for a rag; wait a minute, please, Father,”
— and Willy having brought alittle stripofcotton,
she sat down onthe door-step and proceeded to bincl
the wounded finger whilc the iDabylay cooing on her
knees. “ Nowrun, and take some water to Father;
there’s a good boy,” she said, as she wipcd the
tears away from two cheeks like apples, round and

rosy. And Willy scampercd for the dipper, and
carried it dripping to his father, and then returned
to nestle closc to his sister’s side. The baby fretted
a little, and Peggy gathered it up and laid its pretty
head tenderly against her shoulder and crooned to
it soft and low ;

“Thzre was a ship a.sajling, a-sailing on the sea,
And oh! it was all ladcn with pretly ihings for thee!"

till it opened its large wise eyes and gazed out at
the glitter and sparkle of the bright day and tried
to find its mouth with its thumb in an aimless but
contented fashion. “ Sing the rest of it, Sister,”
begged WAIly. There was a world of love in the
little fellow’s gesture as he slipped both hands
around Pcggy’s arm and hugged it tight while she
wenton;

“There were cnmiiu in lhe cabin and tipples in the hold,

The sails were made of silk and the inasis were made of gold:
The four-and-twenty sailors that walked about the decks

Were four-and-twenty white mice with chaina about thcir necks;

The captain was a duck with a compass on his back, n
And when theship began tosail, the captain cried, ‘quack, quack!’

“ Now sing it all over again !” cried Willy, lay-
ing his cheek against the arm he was hugging;
“ do picase sing itall over again !” And laughing,

patient Peggy bogan it again.

There was a porch outside the door, and the
shadow of its square roof fell on the wooden step
where the children sat. There were vines of
flowering-bean and morning-glory trained up at
the sides, all blossoming in scarlct clustcrs and
deep blue-bells.



It was a hot, bright July day. Before the cot-
tage, stretched the level beach of purplish-gray,
shimmering sand ; and beyond it the summer sea,
light turquoise blue and calm, lay smiling, streaked
with lines of lazy foam from long-spent breakers
far away. On a promontoi-y reaching to the east,
the large mass of the buildings of a great hotel
basked in the heat, its warmly tinted walls and red
roofs dimly beautiful in the soft hazc of the dis-
tance. The pine woods were thick behind the
cottage and stretched away to the south; near it a
patch of earth was devotcd to “ garden stuff,”—
potatoes, beans, and the like, and beyond this was
a flower-garden, so luxuriant and splendid in color
that one wondered at seeing it in so poor a place.

Peggy’s childish voice was very pleasant to hear
as she sang to the children.

Her father and mother had given her the sweet
and stately Aame of Margaret, but her grand-
mothcr had adopted its oid-fashionod abbreviation
of Peggy, and it had grown dear in all ears where
she was known. She was a girl of about thirteen,
not tall for her age, but slender, with rich, red-
gold hair, which was a great cross and affliction to
her; for every onc who spoke of it did so in a half-
pitying way, as ifit were to be deprecated at least,
if not a thing of which to be thoroughly ashamed.
Such vigorous, rebellious hair, too, thronging back
from her honest forehead in richly waved, thick
locks, which no coinbing would make straight and
smooth. How she envied the sleck, satin sheen
of the heads of the few girls she knew ! Hor eyes
were clear and gray, her mouth large, with fine and
noble curves and even, white teeth, and her fresh
chcek was touched by many salutations of the sun.
No one would ever have called her pretty,— the
word could not apply to her,— but there was an
indescribable air of modesty and sweet intelligence
about her which at once attracted and charmed.

The sunshine flickered through the leaves and
touched her bright head as she sat with the little
ones in the porch. Inside, the mother’s swift step
went to and fio, about her work; by the open win-
dow the grandmother’s knitting-necdles clicked
softly. Outside, there were the sounds of bees
and early crickets, a bird’s note now and then, the
cali ofa sandpiper, the song of a sparrow, or a cry
far aloft in the blue from a wandering gull afloat
on white wings, ever the low, far murmuring of
the sea, and again and again the dull sti‘okes of
the hammer with which the father was mcnding
his boat. As he moved about, it was evident he
was lame ; a long sickness in the winter had left
him “ cripplcd,” as his neighbors said, with ihcu-
matism. He had a fine, intelligent face, and had
not always lived the life which povcrty now forced
upon him. His eyes were sad and anxious, he

looked weather-beaten and worn, and his expres-
sLon enlistad one’s sympathies at once. He was
figliting a hard fight to keep the wolf from his
door: for his lamcness made it extremely difficult
to go fishing, like the rest of the folk living near.
And now, since the attack ofillness had exhausted
every resource, very slender at the best, he was
worn with anxiety for the coming winter’s neces-
sities. In summer it was well enough; they could
make a shift to live from day to day; but when
every forcé of nature should be raarshaled against
them in the bitter weather to come, how would
they be able to endure it, and fight want away till
another spring? He hardly dared to think of it.
Peggy adored her father. She was his chiefand
best joy in the world. When she saw him so full
of care, and heard him with the good and patient
mother discussingwaysandmcansof gettingbread,
when they dreamed not she was listening, she
would have given worlds to help them. Her whole
mind was full of the problem. W hat could she do ?
Leave them and go away and try to earn some-
thing to help? But they would not listen to it;
they could not live without her. She was their
courage, their stay, theirjoy, andcheer, embodied.
One winter’s day, when her father was at liis worst,
and she felt as though despair were settling down
upon them, she remembered the groups of idle
pleasure-seekers she had seen wandering across
the sands in summer days, from the great hotel
on the Point. “ How wondcrful must be their
lives, with no anxieties like ours!” she thought.
As the picture of these loiterers lingered in her
imagination, she remembered the flowers they
wore, the ljutton-hole bouquets of the men, and
the nosegays of the maidens; and like a flash it
carne to Peggy what she might do. She might
have a garden of her own, and sell flowers to these
people at the hotel— why not?
at least.

She would try,
She told her mother and father of her
thought; but they did not give it much weight at
first.  Still she was not daunted. W ith a resolute
energy she bent all powers to compass it. First,
she chose a piece of ground wherein some former
occupant of the place had raised vegetables; it
was partly surrounded by a ruinous wall to kecp
out stray cattle, and was ciése under the Southern
Windows of their rickety little cottage. There
was not much snow upon the ground, and every
day she went to the beach and brought basket
after basket of kelp, which she spread upon the
ground, till by patience and persevcrance she had
covered it all over. It was not an easy task, and
she had driftwood to bring daily from the beach,
besidc. But she knew how much more hope of
success she would have if only she could spread
the sca-weed and leave it to impart its nourish-



ment to the sandy soil; and when it was done,
she rejoiced in every rain that helped it to dccay.
The next thing was to get seeds for her garden.
And when her father was better, so that she could
be spared, she took long walks inland among their
widely scattered neighbors to beg of each a few ;
for every house had its little flower-plot in sum-
mer ; and the folk were kind and gave her all they
could spare,— marigolds, larkspur, sweet peas and
mignonette, sunflowers, nasturtiums, pansies and
coreopsis— hardy, humbie flowers, friendly and
swift to grow.

“ 1'm sure you 're welcome to 'em, child,” Aunt
Sally, the blacksmith’s wife, had said, as she putthe
packetinto Peggy’'shand; “ and I hope ye’ll do all
you 're thinkin’ to with 'em; but I calc’late ye have
no idea what a job 't is to take care on 'em,”—
a fact which Peggy did indeed discover in good
time. “ If ye 'll come up in the spring, | 'll give
ye a rooto’ lad’s love and lemon-balm ; they smell
very sweet an’ puré, but they don’t have any seeds
to speak on,” the oid lady added.

W ith what anxious joy Peggy watched for the
first signs of spring! As soon as the snow was
melted, she began to work about her garden plot,
every day a little, as long as she could'be spared.
W ith her strongyoung arms she brought stone by
stone to the broken wall till she had made it whole
again; butitwas awork ofdays and weeks. Then
little by little she raked away the kelp. But the
most difficult part of the work was to come, to dig
up the earth thoroughly— “ could she do it?” she
wondered! Here carne an unexpected help. One
day a neighbor with spritsail spread to the breeze,
flying past at high tide, carne so near that he made
out what Peggy was trying to do iu her walled in-
closure. “ Wal, if that don’t beat all I” he said
to himself; “ if there isn’t Maxwell's red-haired
gal tryin’ to dig a garden ! Her father 's laid up
— blest if she has n’'t spunk!” That night, after
supper, he waikeddown from “ his place” and pre-
sentad himself with a broad spade in his hand.
“ W hy couldn’t ye have asked some on us to help
ye ?” be cried, with rough kindness; and straight-
way set himself to work with such a will that be-
fore dark it was all done, fior would he listen to her
thanks as he went off. “ I wish ye good luck with
your garden !” he said, and so departed, followed
by Peggy’s gratitude.

There was yet much work to be done, but she
could do it all, she knew, and she toiled away with
a light heart, till she had raked outcvery stone and
laid the beds all straight and even, and planted
every seed; and then she paused to rcst, By this
time her father was able to creep about a little,
for the days wcre growing long, and he looked at
Peggy’s handiwork with tears in hiseyes. He was

too helpless to do much to the little patch where
every year he tried to raise a few vegetables, so
Peggy put her young shoulder to that wheel also,
and planted the beans and potatoes, and gave them
all the care she could. Meantime she rejoiced in
the fresh showers which fell to moisten the hidden
flower-sceds, and the warm sun which would coax
the green leaves from the dark earth. Every turn
of weather had a new interest for her, every hour
was brightwith hope. “ I declare,” said the grand-
mother, “ it does me good just to see the child ;
she ’s brighter than a summer mornin’!” Indeed
she was, so full of cheer, so modest, dutiful and
patient, the kindest little heart that ever beat in
human breast, always ready to help and comfort
wherever comfort was needed ! Happy girl j Her
gentle nature was a key that— all unconsciously
to herself— opened for her rich trcasures of love
that should not fail.

One morning in the last week in May, small
W illy carne running in, quite breathless. “ Peggy,
come out and iook! The seeds have comed up
all in a row, like little green so’diers 1” And Peggy,
with the baby on her arm, followed the delighted
little fellow to the garden. It was true, at last;
there were rows of corn-flowers and marigolds
piercing the soil, the first and strongest of them

all.  And after them, day after day, carne tho rcst
in a swift procession, till it seemed as if a soft
green veil were laid over the earth. Then began

work indeed, for with the flowers had sprung ten
thousand weeds more vigorous than they. But
there is no saying truer than that “ W here there ’s
a will there ’'s a way,” and Peggy, not being able
to get away from household cares during the day,
would steal the hours from sleep to accomplish
her object. It. was light enough to sec between
thrce and four o'clock in the morning, and many
and many a pink dawn found her knccling on the
dewy ground (whereon she had spread a bit of
carpct, for she had been taught never to triflc
with her health), weeding industriously, till there
was not a green thing except the flowers to be
seen in the whole place. No sooncr were the
weeds conquered, however, than they rose again,
a second colony,— clover, quitch-grass, piirslane,
chick-weed, pig-weed, rag-weed and the rest, and
when these had been exterminated, then carne
transplanting, separating the crowdcd plants, put-
ting sticks and strings along the wall for the vines
to climb, and a tiresome, daily system of watering
lo be carricd on, without which the whole attempt
would have been a failure. Fortunately there
was a fine well near the house, and even little
W illy could help, and father could stand and pump
for them, and sometimes bring water, too; and so
at last the rcward of so much toil and care was



beforc them. The garden was truly a beautiful
sight. Over the wall the nasturtiums ran like
flamc, and the sweet peas climbed, just breaking
into white and pink and purple and wondcrful
scarlet, and the fiowering-liean clusters were al-

most as red as pomegranate blossoms. There were

and fire colors, and the California poppics— cups of
flaming gold,— and the pied pansies and crirason
flax and pink mallows! Well might tire whole
family wonder and rejoice over Peggy’s garden,
and all the neighbors make pilgrimages to see it!

And now at last it tvas time for the great
attempt, and she was trying to siimmon all her
courage totakeon themorrow her firstflowers tothe
hotel, for sale. A kind of stage fright carne over
the poor chud at this eieventh hour. After all
her brave toil, it would seem a simple thing to
take her blossoms and pace quietly the long piazzas
where wealth and beauty and idleness would give

*PEgUV SAT DOWX ON THE DOOR-STEI* AND I'RUCBEDED TO BIND TUS

,j'v» ranksofcorn-fiow -

ers in lovely, deli-

cate rose and aziire ;

there were maiigolds

andvenidiums, whole

solar Systems of suns and

stars; there were golden

summer chrysanthemums

and Corcnpsl cordnala superb to see, and phloxcs
that ivere like raasscs of rich velvet-scarlet, ma-
voon and pink and crimson. There were others
to come, asters and zinnias and sunflowcvs later;
but the mignonette had bcgiin, and spikes of lark-
spur,— burning, brilliant blue — set off the yellow

WOUNDIsD FIKOFK-"

her the daily bread for herself and her dear ones
in exchange. But the shy girl felt as if it were an
absolute impossibility. Suddenly all her courage
cbbcd and left her in deep despondency. She sat
by the little window in the grandmother’s okl
chair; the wind that wandered through the beau-
tifiill summer twilight brought her the delicate
sweet odora from her garden; their sweetness
made her heart sink. She turnee! from the open
casement. In the cérner, by a clim little lamp,
her mother was mending the worn slceves of her
father's coat. Peggy looked at her. How palé
and patient she was! The eradle stood near, and
Irer foot sought tlie rocker and stirred it gently



each time the baby nestled uneasily ; in the arm-
chair near, her father had fallen asleep, his fine
pathetic face faintly touched by the feeble light,
His thin hand lay on the arm of the chair. How
thin it was, how sad his sleeping face ! Not one
of them had quite all they needed to eat on that
day; and what for to-morrow? Then a feeling of
shame at her own cowardice carne to Peggy’s
rescue. W hat were ten thousand indifferent eyes,
what if everybody should laugh at her red hair
and mean apparel; if they only would buy her
flowers, she would not care— no, she would not!
She would be deaf, duinb, and blind to every-
thing except her purpose. She left the window
and carne and stood beside her mother’s chair.
“ Mother, dear, let me finish it for you,” she said,
trying to take the work out of her hands. But
her mother said, “ No, Peggy darling, don't
mind, | 've nearly finished. You 'd better go to
bed soon, for you ’'ll have to be up very early, you
know,” and she put her arm aroundher girl’s slen-
der figure and drew her cidse and laid her tired
head against the brave little heart that was beat-
ing fast with its struggles and hopes and fears.
Her father opened his eyes upon the two,— all
unconscious of his gaze. No one knew better
than he what was passing in his daughter’'s mind.
But he had no word with which to comfort her;
he could only cling to her as her mother was
doing, and bless her with all his soul, as she carne
to give him a good-night kiss.

She climbed to her little nest under the eaves
and leaned out to look once more at the summer
night. Thccalmsea mirrored every twinkiing star.
Here and there a light gleamed from some fishing-
schooner anchored and rocking almost impercep-
tibly on the softly lieaving tide. Afar on its lonely
promontory stood the dark mass of the great
hotel, ablaze and quivering with electric lights,
like a living jewel of many faccts. So great a
hope, so great a fear trembled for her in its glitter
and gleam ! She was glad she could not hear the
band that she knew must be playing for the gay,
whirlingdancersinthegreathall. “ Iwonder if they
all are wearing flowers from the city,” she thought,
“ roses and delicate things so different from mine.
1 wonder if they will want mine when they seo
them ! Perhaps, perhaps ! ” she sighed. Littlc
Willy was asleep in the low cot; he half woke
as she laid her head on the pillow, and possessed
himself of her arm, hugging it again with both
his. “ Dear Peggy,” he said, half asleep, “ dear,
dear, dear!”

The morning broke calm and clear. It was not
four o’clock when she was stealing outin the fresh-
ening dawn to her garden-plot. The sky was one
great flush of pink, and at the horizon crimson

and gold where the sun approached from the other
side, and all the sea reflected the sky.

“ Oh !” thought she, “ the whole world looks like
arosel!” as she pushed the gate and entered the
path. How the birds were singing! “ O song-
sparrow!” she cried to the little brown creature
that sat on the wall and poured forth such a strain
ofjoy that it seemed to fill the air with cheer, “ are
you really so glad as that? 1'd like to change
places with you !”

She cut the flowers with swift and dexterous
hands and filled her baskct heaping full. And now
the sun had risen in stillmagnificence, and touched
with golden finger the sails of small fishing-craft,
creeping out to the day’s work, and the snowy
wings of lazy gulls afloat overhead in the perfect
blue, and made the bright hair of our Peggy as
glorious as the marigolds she was tying into
bunches as she sat on the little step with her bas-
kct and a spool of thread. Some dim artistic
sense led her to mass each color separately; all
the scarlct sweet peas she put together. So with
the pink and the purple and the white; so with
the red poppies, to which she added a few delicate
grasses, and with the mignonette; but with the

.pale-yellow summer chrysanthemums she put 2

few orange marigolds, and made of their radiant
disks a splendid conflagration of color. There
were small and large bunches to be tied, and
button-hole bouquets ; and when all were done she
put them into a wooden tub with a few incites of
water, and left it in the cool dark of the cellar till
she should be ready to take them away. But the
slender breakfest was to be helped on and the
family started for the day, before she could leavc
them. Tho baby, usually so good and quiet, would
fret; it seemed to be out of sorts. “ Poor littlc
girl,” Peggy said to herself, “ you are hungry;
that is the trouble, | know, for you are tbc best
little sister in the world.” The grandmother was
full of achcs and pains this morning, but she said,
“ 1l keep the baby, Peggy dear; you go and
get ready before the sun grows so hot that you 'll
suffer going across the sands. Here's something
to wear on your head, child,” and she drew out of
her pocket a nicely folded blue handkcrchicf;
“ it 's better than nothing,” she said, “ though it’s
faded and oid enough.” PoorPeggyi She hadno
hat at all; the handkerchiefwas, as grandmother
said, better than nothing,— that was all. *“ Go,
now, and walk very slowly, dear,” her mother said.
She brought a long and broad shallow basket,
into which they put the flowers, and over all laid
lightly some ncwspapeis, which were tucked care-
fuily in around the edges, to save her treasures frora
wind and sun. She had but her one gown to
wear, a dull, dark-blue cotton print, made in the



simplest fashion, with neither flower fior furbelow.
She had no time for such, Aior means if she had
had time. Her thick, bright locks were plaited
into one long, rich braid with the ends left loose,
for she had not cven a bit of ribbon wherewith
to tie it. She knotted the blue kerchief under her
chin, kissed them all as if she were bidding the
family farewell for a month, and set off with her
basket on her arm. Willy cried to go too, but it
was too far for his little feet to trudge, or she
would gladly have ukeii him. They watched her
from the door till her figure lessened to a mere
speck on the sand. How would she return to
them ,— with failurc or success ? They hardly dared
to think!

Meantime, the little maid kept courageously on
herway. The sun was high and hot, but a breath
of coolncss carne from the waves which spilled
themselves in long breakers of lazy brine along the
edge of the sand. But she hardly noticed the
heat, or the cool whispering water; her eyes were
fixed on the great building before her, which
began to grow more distinct every moment. Win-
dows, doors, chimncys, roofs, gables, columns, grad-
ually disentangled themselves; and she sawknots of
people here and there, and a crowd scatteved on
the long piazza; and before the house on the level
green, youths and maidens, gayly ciad, were play-
ing tennis, careless of the sun. Like a soldier
marching to battle, Peggy walked past these,
straight up to onc of the three broad flights of
steps,— the one at the left-hand cntrance. She
dared not look about her, for she felt many eyes
upon her as she set her basket down on the
lower step and cook off the protecting ncwspapers,
folding them for future use. She slipped the
grandmother’s oid kerchief off her head, she was
so warm, and began to climb tbe stairs slowly and
with sinking heart. Several gentlemen were stand-
ing near, and as she passed them, not daring to
lift her eyes, she heard them talking; their smooth
and polished tones were like a strange language
in her ears. “ Ah,” said one, “ what have we
here? A flower-giil, upon my w'ord! Come,
Wi illard, here 's a subject for you; look at her!
she might pose for the goddess Frcya.” Peggy
felt her cheeks grow crimson ; though she heard,
she did not understand what he. said, but moved
away as quickly as she dared.

“ W hat superb hair!” said the artist whom the
first gentleman had called Willard.

“ Magnificent!” returned the other. “ Butlook
at her movement, what fine simplicityand freedom ;
what a carriage of the head ! Freya, did 1 say?
Why, she is Freya and Minerva, combined!
She has all the sweetness and freshness of the
one and the noble dignity of the othe>. Where

on earth did she come from, | wonder?” and they
strolled slowly up the walk, watching her.

Peggy was safely out of car-shot, and would not
have comprehended what was said even had she
heard it, but she had an uncomfortable sense of
being the subject of comment, and her embarrass-
ment increased every moment. Poor child, she
had no “ pull-back,” no ridiculous high heels in
the middle of the solesof her shoes, no fashionable
trammels of any kind, and walked as God meant
she should, quite unconscious of resembling a
goddess ofany kind whatever ! Her only thought
was, “ Will some one come and buy my flowers? ”
but she dai'ed not ask. She stood still at last, with
down-dropped eyes and blushing cheeks, feeiing
all the dreaded eyes upon her and wishing she were
a plover, to fly home by the breakers’ edge. Sud-
denly a child’s voice at her side said, “ Oh, look at
the pretty flowers, Mamma ! | wanl some; please
buy some for me !” and a lovely lady in black
spoke to her gcntly. Peggy started likc a fright-
ened sandpiper, though the lady only said, “ How
lovely' your flowers are, my dear! May | have
some? What is the price of this bimch of sweet
peas?” and she drew a mass of fragrant scarlet
flowers out of the basket, while the little girl who
had begged stretched out both hands for them.
“ Wait a minute, Minnie. How much are they ?”
she asked of Pegg>-. “ Twenty-five cents,” Peggy
ventured in answer, and the lady drew the coin
from her purse and laid it in Peggy’s happy palm.
The contad seemed to give her new ILfe, and her
eyes grew moist with joy. She sent a swift glance
out over the hot coast-line to where she knew her
poor little home lay, a mere speck in the meltmg
distance,butoh, how dear itseemed ! And her hope
grew strong and her feats less, and she held the
precious piece of silver tight, lest it should take
wings and fly away from her. The child ran
dancing off down the long vista of loitering people,
holding up its brilliant nosegay, and others drew
near, among them the gentleman she had first
noticed. Though they did not rudely stare at her,
Peggy felt they were attentivcly observing her, and
her red hair and poor gown and clumsy shoes carne
into her mind with bitter sadness, as a whole bev)’
of gay young girls approached her, laughing and
talking. How wonderful the\'were, with their hair
so nicely arranged, and their lovely dresses in
delicate and charmiug colors, all so fresh and
dainty, with ruche and ruffle and coquetry ofribbon
and lace ! Itquite took away poor Peggy's breath.
“ Don't be afraid, child ; we shan’t hurt you,” said
arathertooloud, butseeminglygood-naturedvoice,
which jarred on the little flower-girl’'s ear. She
looked up into the face of a tall, black-eyed, black-
haired girl, extremely showy, with pink cheeks and
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the reddest lips thought Peggy that she liad cver iiient she began to wonder what coukl be the matter
seen. She smiled and showed a row of brilliant witb her face. How could she know, poor innocent,
teetli; at the first glance our little maid thought she lliat it was pcarl powder which had taken all the life

was tlie haiidsomest creature possible. Butin a mo- out of the skin, and rouge, which, though cver so



delicately applied, had touched lips and cheeks with
a falsc and liateful brightness ? She only realized
that something dreadful was tbe matter with the
young countenance, and that she would never care
to look at it again.

“ O girls!” cried this young person, “ did you
ever see anything so ‘cute ?’'”

Now Peggy had never been to school, as had
these charming young women; her father had
taught her all he knew; but she could read and
write, and knew enough of the English tongue
to be assured of the fact that by no possible hallu-

cination of the human imagination could her
flowers be called “ cute.” The divine fitness of
things was outraged by the word. Yet all the

young ladies agreed that they were “ cute,”
especially the little button-hole bouquets; those
were "perfectly CNAK." Peggy looked up suddenly
and caught the eye of the gentleman whom she
had first heard speak; there was a comical gleam
in his expression, as if he appreciated her wonder
and perplexity. At thatmoment a tallyoung man
sauntered toward them, dressed in the height of
fashion and with an air of languid vacuity quite
distrcssing to behold. The pearl-powdered young
lady slipped around behind Peggy, saying in a half
whisper, “ Oh, dear, girls! there he comes again !
He 's been buzzing me all the morning ! Really, |
mustget rid ofhim; I can'tendure itany longer !”
Totally bewildered, Peggy thought, “ Is the gentle-
men a bumble-bee, that he has bccn ‘buzzing'?
W ithout knowing exactly why, her whole soul re-
volted at the offenses against the “ puré well of
English undefiled ” which were whispered across
her basket; and soon this brilliant young person
seemed odious to her. But the fashionable damsel
was enthusiastic over the yellow and flame-colored
flowerswhich Peggy held, and at once bought four
bunches, putting a whole dollar into Peggy’shand.
She knew they would be becoming to her “ style,”
she said, and loosening their stems as she stood in
the center of the group of girls, she spread the blos-
soms apart a little, and proceeded to pin them on
with some long pins she took from her belt, against
herblack dress, till from zonc to shoulder she was a
mass of flowers. “ There,” she cried, at last, “ Is
n’t that stunning !”

Certainly itwas sufficiently brilliant and striking,
“ butoh,” thought Peggy, “ how ugly ! One might
as wcll make a door-mat of flowers.” She could
not bear to look at her marigolds with their hcads
crushed together in a solid mass; it seemed to her
awrong to the flowers and a discrodit to the person
who wore them ; but she had to sce it universally
done the whole summer, for it was the “ fashion ” ;
and that was enough. No matter
against taste it involvcd, it was the “

what sin
style” and

therefore the greater portion of the world would
follow it, however ugly or absurd.

But now the contents of Peggy’s basket began
to disappear with surprising rapidity, faster and
faster, till more than half her nosegays were
sold, and she was quite breathless with joy. No-
thing had ever looked so beautiful to lier as the
coins of silver she held in her hand, which soon
grew too small to hold them alll They meant
bread for her hungry dear ones; they meant joy

for that little home saddened by poverty. She
cared no more what people said, what they
thought; she was sure of success for to-day; she

held already help for to-morrow in her delighted
hands.

“ Mayl have this pansy for my button-hole?”
said a fine deep volee at her ear.

She started and turned and gave the speaker the
last little bunch she had left; it was Mr. Willard.
He put the flowers in their place and took from the
basket two bunchesof white sweet peas and slipped
the money into her hand.

“Tell me,” he said, very gently, “ who taught
you to put the colors in masses like these? Why
do you do it?”

“ 1 don't know,” she answered; “ they are pret-
tier so,” and she shyly proceeded to re-arrange the
nosegays she had left.

“Why do you put grass with the poppies?” he
asked. “ Did any one tell you to do it?”

“ No,” she said ; “ but dont you think they bc-
long together ?”

“ Yes, they do,” he said; “ butwhotold you so?”

“No one— they told me, themselves,” she an-
swered, smiling a little.

“ Fortunate child i” he said ; “ they don’t tell
every one, though it’s an open secret.”

He was moving away, with his hands full of sweet
peas, when he seemed to remember something,
and carne back.

“ Will you come with me,” he said, “ and bring
your basket to a lady who is not strong enough to
come so far down the piazza?”

Peggy followed silently, and in a sheltered
corner, shaded carefully from the sun, she found
one of the loveliest sights she had ever seen. A lady,
sixty years oid perhaps, was lying back in a rcclin-
ing chair, and about ber several people sat quietly
chatting. The lady’s face was as fair as lilics, with
eyes clear, and undimmed by her sixty years. Her
smile was sweeter than any smile Peggy had ever
seen. Her hair was like silvered snow over her
calm forehcad, and she wore above this sbining
hair a little cap of lace as delicate as if woven of
cobwebs and hoar-frost with a bit of white satin
ribbon Ukc a moon-beam folded on the top. “ She
is beautiful as my white sweet peas,” thought



Peggy, as Mr. Willard put the flowers into her
lovely hands; “ they just suit her.”

“ 1’'ve brought you some pesies, Mrs. Burton,
as you see,” said herfriend; “ and here isthc little
girl who knows all about them.”

“ Oh, how beautiful!” cried, Mrs. Burton, in a
delightful, sympatheticvoice; “ a thousand thanks!
And,” turning to Peggy, “ you brought them, my
dear?” “ Come nearerand let me see what else you
have. Why, these are wonderful! Look at them,
my daughter,” she said to a sweet young girl who
sat ciése beside her. “ Why, Nelly, did you ever sec
anything ke them! What color, what Oriental
splendor ! Where did you get them ? tell me, my
child! | must have them all, every one; let me
see, here are eight bouquets, five large and three
smaller; twenty-five cents, did you say ? Here it
is; just two dollars. What is it— these small
bunches only ten ? Oh, never mind, | 'm sure they
're worth quite as much as the large ones. There,
Nelly dear, that’'s for you, and this for you, and
you, and you,” she said, laughing delightfully, as
she gave one to each person about her. *“ There,
now, we all are happy. are n't we? And next, 1
wish to know all about these extraordinary flowers;
sit down heve, my dear, and tell me.”

Peggy did as she was bid, though she longed to
fly home, since her task was done for that day, but
the lady had been so kind she could not refuse;
indeed, noone could everrefuse Miz?ladyanything!
When, by gentle questioning, she had won from
Peggy all her story, she laid her hand on the little
girl’s bright hair with a beautiful gesture of aflec-
tionate protection ; but she made no commecnt, she
asked only, ‘“*Are you coming to-morrow, my dear,
to bring some more flowers? Don't fail, for we
all want them.”

W ith joy Peggy answered, “ Yes, indeed, 1 will
come!”

“ Remember, | wish a fresh bouquet every morn-
ing and one for Nelly, too. Now, | know you're
longingto get back, you shall go” ; and Peggy took
up her empty basket, her eyes bright with tears of
delight. "

“You dear child,” said the sweet young lady
whom her mother called Nelly; ‘“did you wear no
hat all that long way across the hot sand ?”

“ No,” answered Peggy; “ I did n't mind, I had
my grandmother’s kerchief; it did very well,” and
she took it out of her pocket to tie again over her
rich hair.

The younger lady reached behind her mother’s
chair and took a straw hat from where it hung by
its strings, and quietly placed it on Peggy’s head.
Itwas a broad-brimmcd hat of beautiful'braided
white straw; simply trimmed with some soft, white
mull, light as the foam ofthe sea. The child could

scarcely believe her ears when the
* There, dear, it 's for you.
sun without it again !” and kissed her cheek.
“ Now, good-bye. Don’t say a word. Run home.”

“ Thank you, oh, thank you !” cried Peggy.

Run home? She did not run, she flew! She
did not look behind her, she thought of nothing
but the joy she was taking to thosc anxious hearts
who were expecting her. As her swift steps cov-
ered the distance between her and that cottage of
her love, she seemed to tread on air; she forgot she
was hungry and hot and tired; she could not stop
a moment to rest; while under the shade of the
pretty hat her cheeks burned and eyes glistened
with a joy too great to be told.

Meantime, the watchers in the cottage counted
the moments of her absence; and when at last her
slight figure became visible, yet a long, long way
off, little Willy rushed forth to meet her. “ Stop,
Wi illy, wait for me,” his fathercried, moving slowly
down the steps. “ Take hold of my hand, W illy;
we 'll go together.” But she carne so fast that
the two slow walkers had gone only a short way
before she caught up to them, quite breathless,
and flung her arms round her father’s neck, aud
cried, “ O Father, I sold them all I” throwing her
empty basket as far as she could, till it rolled over
and over on the sand, while she hugged him and
kissed him again and again. And what a story
she had to tell when in a few minutes they
were all together again in the humble little room,
and she spread out all her precious earnings on the
table before them. There were eight doliars in
silver pieces— it was incrediblc ! W hat rejoicing,
what happiness !

“ O Mother!” cried Peggy,
quite white, I1’'m so hungry!
to eat? ”

“ My dear, my dear ! Here is your bowl of pot-
ridge, the last oatmeal we have in the house. 1
saved it for you " ; and she set it before the tired
girl; for it was quite the middle of the afternoon,
many hours since the scant breakfast. Well
might she be faint with all she had gone through 1
“ But, Mother deai', as soon as 1 rest a little, Il
go up to the village for what we need.”

“No, indeed, my darling, I will go; you mind the
baby and rest all you can. But where did you get
the beautiful hat?” And Peggy told, and there
were smiles and tears, and kisses, and congratu-
lations afrcsh. “ Hcrc ’'s your kerchief all safe,
Grandmother dear,” she said, taking it carefully
out of her pocket.

“ O Peggy, you 're a blcssing 1” the oid woman
sighed; “ I always said you were not born on Sun-
day for nothing. And you are going with your
flowers again to the hotel, to-morrow? ”

lady said,
Don’t come out in the

suddenly growing
Is there anything



“ Yes, going again to-morrow,” Peggy cried, all
her terrors blown to the winds.

“ My Margaret, ray little Peggy, my brave girl!”
her father said, with tender pride.

The group she had left at the hotel had watched
her depart with no common interest.

“ What a really beautiful creature!” Mr. Wil-
'lard had said when she was out of hearing.

“Yes, and what a beautiful soul!” cried the
enthusiastic oid lady “ Now, | am going to be
that child’s fairy godmothcr. That is settled!

You shallsee! She shall have everything she needs.
She shall have all her people taken care of and put
in the way of helping themselves, and she shail
not be separated from them, for that would break
her heart; but she shall have an education, and
all her gifts and graces shall be cultivated for her
own joy and the joy of all who come in contad
with her!”

“ 1told her she was a fortanate child,” said Mr.
Wi illard, smiling, “ but | hardly knew how forta-
nate ; yet | think you are more fortanate in having
the powcr to do these beautiful things.”

* Why, what is the use of money but for such
things?” she answered; “ Of what good are my

thousands to me if I can not use them to make
people better and happier?”

And so she did all she promised herself she
would do for Peggy and Peggy’s faraily. She al-
lowed herto goon selling her flowerswhilethey last-
cd, watchingher daily, growing to love her more and
more, and to admire and respect her, as did all
who carne near her. Before her garden was
exhausted Peggy had made three hundred dol-
lars for her father,— a fortune, it seemed to them
all! No more fears for the winter now ! At home
they fairly worshiped her, and she was so happy
that she no longer envied the song-sparrow as it
sang on the garden wall, the only bird that stays
to sing the summer through. “ I 'm just as glad
as you are,” she said, as she watched it and
listened to its sweet warble; and it turned its
pretty head and looked at her with bright black
eyes, as much as to say, “ | know it,
rade, and you deserve it, too!”

And this is what grew in Peggy’s garden. She
planted more than the flowers. She sowed seeds
of patience and meekness and faithfulness, courage
and hope and love,— and glorious was the blos-
soining thereof.

merry com-

JINGLES.

BY A. R.

The Lonely Lion.

T he lion was lonely ;
Said he, “ There is only
One way of driving this
gloom from me;
I must enter into society !'”
So he asked the beasts in
a manner quite hearty
To come to his cave for a little party.
On the appointed day,
In a frightened way,
A parrot flew over his head to say
That the beasts would be happy the lion to greet
But they very much feared he was out of meat!
the lion cried with a groan,
“ And must | then live forever alone?”

“ ALts !

W ells,
The Oracular Owl.

The oracular owl
Is a very wise fowl.
He sits on a limb
By night and by day,
And an eager asscmbly waits
on him
To listen Co what the wise bird may say.
I hcard him discourse in the following way:

“ The sun soon will set in the west.”

“'T will be fair if the sky is not cloudy.”
'fa hundred are good only one can be best."”
No gentleman’s ever a rowdy.”

Ah ! ah !'” cry the birds,
fowI!
Oh, who could excel this oracular owl?”

“

“

“ What a marvelous



THE GRIFFIN AND THE MINOR CANON.

By Frank R.

Over the great door of an oid, oid church
which stood in a quiet town of a far-away land
there was carved in stone the figure of a large
griffin. The old-time sculptor had done his work
with great care, but the image he had made was
not a pleasant one to look at. It had a large
head- with enormous open mouth and savage
teeth; from its back ardse greatwings, armed witli
sharp hooks and prongs; it had stout legs in front,
with projecting claws; but there were no legs
behind,— the body nmning out into a long and
powcrful tail, finished off at the end with a barbed
point. This tail was coiled up under him, the end
sticking up just back of his wings.

The sculptor, or the people who had ordered
this stone figure, had evidently been very much
pleased with it, for little copies of it, also in stone,
had been placed here and there along che sides of
the church, not very far from the ground, so that
people could easily look at them, and ponder on
their curious forms. There were a great many
other sculptures on the outside of this church,
saints, martyrs, grotesque heads oi men, beasts,
and birds, as wcll as those of other creatures which
can not be named, because nobody knows exactly
what they were; but none were so curious and
interesting as the great griffin over the door, and
the little griffins on the sides of the church.

A long, long distance from the town, in the
midst of dreadful wilds scarcely known to man,
there dwelt the Griffin whose image had been put
up over the church-door. In some way or othcr,
the old-time sculptor had seen him, and afterward,
to the best of his memory, had copied his figure in
stone. The Griffin had never known this, until,
hundreds of years afterward, he heard from a bird,
from a wild animal, or in sorae manner which it is
not now easy to find out, that there was a likcness
of him on the oid church in the distant town.
Now, this Griffin had no idea how he looked. He
had never seen a mirror, and the streams where
he lived were so turbulent and violent that a quiet
piece of water, which would reflect the image of
any thing looking into it, could not be found.
Being, as far as could be ascertained, the very last
of his race, he had never seen another griffin.
Therefore it was, that, whcn he heard of this stone
image of himself, he became very anxious to know
what he looked like, and atlast he determined to go
to the oid church, and see for himselfwhat manner
ofbclng he was. So he started off from the dread-
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ful wilds, and flew on and on until he carne to the
countries inhabited by men, where his appear-
ance in the air created great consternation; but
he alighted nowherc, keeping up a steady fliglu
until he reached the suburbs of the town which
had his image on its church. Here, late in the
afternoon, he alighted in a green meadow by the
side of a brook, and stretched himself on the
grass to rest. His great wings were tired, for he
had not made such a long flight in a century, or
more.

The news of his coming sprcad quickly over the
town, and the people, frightened nearly out of their
wits by the arrival of so extraordinaiy a visitor,
fled into their houses, and shut themselves up. The
Griffin called loudly for some one to come to him,
butthe more he called, the more afraid the people
were to show themselves. At length he saw two
laljovers hurrying to their homes through tlic
fields, and in a teirible voice he commandcd them
to stop. Not daring to disobey, the men stood,
trembling.

“ What is the matter with you all? "cried the
Griffin. “ Is there not a man in your town who is
brave enough to speak to me ?”

“ 1 think,” said one of the laborers, his voice
shaking so that his words could hardly be uncler-

stood, “ that— perhaps— the Minor Canon —
would come.”
“ Go, calihim, then !” said the Griffin ; “ I want

to see him.”

The Minor Canon, who filled a subordinate po-
sition in the oid church, had just finished the after-
noon Services, and was coming out of a side door,
witli three aged women who had formed the week-
day congregation. He was a young man of a kind
disposition, and very anxious to do good to the
people of the town. Apart from his duties in the
church, where he conducted services every week-
day, he visited the sick and the poor, counseled
and assisted persons who were in trouble, and
taught a school composed entirely of the bad
children in the town with whom nobody else would
have anything to do. Whenever the people wanted
anything done for them, they always went to the
Minor Canon. Thus it was that the laborer
thought of the young pricst whcn he found that
some one must como and s|icak to the Griffin.

The Minor Canon had not heard of the strange
event, which was known to the wlinle town except
himselfand the three oid women, andwhen he was



infoi'mccl of it, and was told that the Griffin had
asked to see hhn, he was greatly amazed, and
frightened.

“ Me !” he exclaimed. “ He has never heard
ofme! Whatshould he wantwith me?”

“ Oh! you must go instantly!” cried the two
men. “ Heisvery angiy now because be has been

the people of the town because he was not bravo
enough to obey the summons of the Griffin. So,
palé and frightened, he started off.

“ W ell,” said the Griffin, as soon as the young
man carne near, “ | am gkd to sec that there
is some one who has the courage to come to
me.”

«'THE GEII-FIN SETTLED DOWK BEFOBE THE CHUROI AND GAZED EAEKBSTLY AT HIS SCULPTURED LIKENESS

kept waiting solong; and nobody knows what will
happen ifyou don’t hurry to him.”

The poor Minor Canon would rather have had
his hand cut off than go out to mcct an angry
griffin; but he felt thatit was his duty to go, for
it would be a woful thing if injury should come to
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The Minor Canon did not feel very courageous,
but he bowcd his licad.

“ Is this the town,” said the Griffin, “ where
there is a church with alikencss of myself over one
of the doors? ”

The Minor Canon looked at the frightful figure

I
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of the Griffin and saw that it was, without doubt,
exactly like the stone image on the church.
“ Yes,” he said, “ you are right.”

“ Well, then,” said the Griffin, “ will you take
me toit? | wish very much to see it.”

The Minor Canon instantly thought that if the
Griffin entered the town without the people know-
ing what he carne for, some of them would prob-
ably be frightened to death, and so he sought
to gain time to prepare their minds.

“ It isgrowing dark, now,” he said, very much
afraid, as he spoke, that his words might enrage

The Minor Canon was glad enough to take his
leave, and hurried into the town. In front of the
church he found a great many people assembled
to hear his report of his interview with the Griffin.
When they found that he had not come to spread
ruin and devastation, but simply to see his stony
likeness on the church, they showed neither relief
fior gratification, but began to upbraid the Minor
Canon for consenting to conduct the creature into
the town.

“ What could I do?” cried the young man.
“ If I should not bring him he would come him-

“THE CRIFRIN'S API'EARAN'CE in the AIR CREATED GREAT CONSTERNATION.

the Griffin, “ and objects Ollthe front of the church
cannot be seen cleariy. It will be better to wait
until morning, ifyou wish to get a good view of
the stone image of yourself.”

“ That will suit me very wecll,” said the Griffin.
“ | see that you are a man of good sense. | am
tired, and | will take a nap here on this soft grass,
while I cool my tail in the little stream that runs
near me. The end of my tail gets red-hot when I
am angry or excited, and it is quite warm now.
So you may go, but be sure and come early to-
morrow morning, and show me the way to the
church.”

self and, perhaps, end by sctting fire to the town
with his red-hot tail.”

Still the people wore not satisfied, and a great
many plans were proposed to prevent the Griffin
from coming into the town. Some elderly persons
urged that the young men should go out and kill
him ; but the young mcn scofied at such a ridicii-
lous idea. Then some onc said that it would be &
good thing to destroy the stone image so that the
Griffin would have no excuse for entering the
town; and this idea was received with such favor
that many of the people ran for hammecrs, chisels,
and crowbars, with which to tear down and break



up the stone griffin. But the Minor Canon re-
sisted this plan with all the stiength of his mind
and body. He assured the people that this action
would enrage the Griffin beyond measure, for it
would be impossible to conceal from him that his
image had been destroyed during the night. But
the people were so determined to break up the
stone griffin that the Minor Canon saw that there
was nothing for him to do but to stay there and
protectit. All night he walked up and down in
front of the church-door, keeping away the men
who brought ladders, by which they might mount
to the great stone griffin, and knock it to pieces
with their hammers and crowbars. After many
hours the people were obliged to give up thcir at-
tempts, and went home to sleep; but the Minor
Canon remained at his post till early morning, and
then he hurried away to the field where he liad
left the Griffin.

The monster had just awakened, and rising to his
fore-legs and shaking himself, he said that he was
ready to go into the town. The Minor Canon,
therefore, walked back, the Griffin flying slowly
through the air, ata short distance above the head
of his guide. Nota person was to be seen in the
streets, and they proceeded directly to the front of
the church, where the Minor Canon pointed out
the stone griffin.

The real Griffin settied down in the little square
before the church and gazed
sculptured likeness. For a long time he looked
atit. First he put his head on one side, and then
he put it on the other; then he shut his right
eye and gazed with his left, after which he shut
his left eye and gazed with his right. Then he
moved alittle to one side and looked at the image,
then he moved the other way. After a while he
said to the Minor Canon, who had been standing
by all tliis time:

“ Itis, it must be, an excellent likeness! That
breadth between the eyes, that expansiva forehead,
those massive jaws ! | feel that it must resemble
me. |If there is any fault to find with it, it is that
the neck seems a little stiff. But that is nothing.
It is an admirable likeness,— admirable !”

The Griffin sat looking at his image all the
morning and all the afternoon. The Minor Canon
had been afraid to go away and leave him, and
had hoped all through the day that he would soon
be satisfied with his inspection and fly away home.
But by evening the poor young man was utterly
exhausted, and felt that he must go away to eat
and sleep. He frankly admitted this fact to the
Griffin, and asked him if he would not like some-
thing to eat. He said this ljecause he felt obliged
in politeness to do so, but as soon as he had
spoken the words, he was seized with dread lest the

eamestly at his

monster should demand half a dozcn babies, ot
some tempting repast of that kind.

“ Oh, no,” said the Griffin, “ | never eat
between the equinoxes. At the vernal and
at the autumnal equinox | take a good meal, and
that lasts me for half a year. 1 am extremely
regular in my habits, and do not think it healthful
to eat at odd times. But if you need food, go and
get it, and 1| will return to the soft grass where |
slept last night and take another nap.”

The next day the Griffin carne again to the
little square before the church, and remained
there until evening, steadfastly regarding the
stone griffin over the door. The Minor Canon
carne once or twice to look at him, and the Griffin
seemed very glad to see him; but the young
clergymen could notstay as he had done before, for
he liad many duties to perform. Nobody went to
the church, but the people carne to the Minor
Canon’s house, and anxiously asked him how long
the Griffin was going to stay.

“ 1 do not know,” he answered, “ but I think
he will soon be satisfied with regarding his stone
likeness, and then he wiU go away.”

But the Griffin did not go away. Morning
after morning he carne to the church, but after a
time he did not stay there all day. He seemed
to have taken a great fancy to the Minor Canon,
and followed him abouc as he pursued his various
avocations. He would wait for him at the side
door of the church, for the Minor Canon held
services every day, morning and evening, though
nobody carne now. “ If any one shouldcome,” he
said to himself, “ 1 must be found at my post.”
Wben the young man carne out, the Griffin would
accompany him in his visits to the sick and the
poor, and would often look into the Windows of
the school-house wliere the Minor Canon was
teaching his unruly scholars. All the other
schools were closed, but the parents of the Minor
Canon’s scholars forced them to go to school,
because they were so bad they could not endure
them all day at home,— griffin or no griffin. But
it must be said they generally behaved very well
when that great monster sat up on his tail and
looked through the school-room window.

W hen it was perceived that the Griffin showed
no sign of going away, all the people who were
able to do so left the town. The canons and the
higher officers of tlie church had fled aivay during
the first day of the Griffin’s visit, leaving behind
only the Minor Canon and some of the men who
opened the doors and swept the church. All the
citizens who could afford it shut up their houses
and traveled to distant parts, and only the work-
ing people and the poor were left behind. After
a while these ventured to go about and attend to



their business, for if they did not work they would
starve. They were getting a little used to seeing
the Griffin, and having been told that he did not
eat between equinoxes, they did not feel so much
afraid of him as before.

Day by day the Griffin became more and more
attached to the Minor Canon. He kept near him
a great part of the time, and often spentthe night
in front of the little house where the young clergy-
inan lived alone. This strange companionship was
often burdensome to the Minor Canon; but, on
the other hand, he could not deny that he derived
a great deal ofbenefit and instruction from it. The
Griffin had lived for hundreds of years, and had
seen much ; and he told the Minor Canon many
wonderful things.

“ It is like reading an oid book,” said the young
clergyman to himself; “ but how many books 1
wouldhavehadtoreadbeforelwouldhave found out
what the Griffin has told me about the earth, the air,
the water, about minerals, and metais, and grow-
ing things, and aU the wonders of the world!”

Thus the summer went on, and drew toward
its ciése. And now the people of the town began
to be very much troubled again.

“ It will not be long,” they said, “ before the au-
tumnal equinox is here, and then that monster will
want to eat. He will be dreadfully hungry, for he
has taken so much exercise since his last meal.
He will devour our children. Without doubt, he
will eat them all. W hatis to be done?”

To this question no one could give an answer,
but all agreed that the Griffin must not be allowed
to remain until the approaching equinox. After
talking over the matter a great deal, a crowd of
the people went to the Minor Canon, at a time
when the Griffin was not with him.

“ It is all your fault,” they said, “ that that
monster is among us. You brought him here, and
you ought to see that he goes away. Itisonly on
your account that he stays here at all, for, although
he visits his image every day, he is with you the
greater part of the time. Ifyou were not here, he
would not stay. It is your duty to go away and
then ho will follow you, and we shall be free from
the dreadful danger which hangs over us.”

“ Go away!” cried the Minor Canon, greatly
grieved atbeingspoken toin such away. “ Where
shall 1 go? Ifl go to some other town, shall I not
take this trouble there ? Have | a right to do
that? ”

“ No,” said the people, “ you must not go to any
other town. There is no town far enough away.
You must go to the dreadful wilds where the
Griffin lives ; and then he will follow you and stay
there.”

They did not say whether they expected the

Minor Canon to stay there also, and he did not
ask them anything about it. He bowed his head,
and went into his house, to think. The more he
thought, the more clear itbecame to his mind that
it ~vas his duty to go away, and thus free the town
from the presence of the Griffin.

That evening he packed a leathern bag full of
bread and meat, and early the next morning he set
out on hisjourney to the dreadful wilds, It was a
long, weary, and doleful journey, especially after
he had gone beyond the habitations of men, but
the Minor Canon kept on bravely, and never fal-
tered. The way was longer than he had expected,
and his provisions soon gi-cw so scanty that he was
obliged to eat but a little every day, but he kept up
his courage, and pressed on, and, after many days
of toilsome travel, he reached tbe dreadful wilds.

W hen the Griffin found that the Minor Canon
had left the town he seemed sorry, but showed no
disposition to go and look for him. After a few
days had passed, he became much annoyed, and ask-
ed some of the people where the Minor Canon had
gone. But, although the citizens had been so anx-
ious that the young clergyman should go to the
dreadful wilds, thinking that the Griffin would im-
mediately follow him, they were now afraid to men-
tion the Minor Canon’s destination, for the monster
seemed angry already, and, if he should suspect
their trick he would, doubtless, become very much
enraged. So every onc said he did not know, and
the Griffin wandered about disconsolately. One
morning he looked into the Minor Canon’s school-
house, which was always empty now, and thought
that itwas a shame that everything should suffer on
account of the young man’s absence.

* It does not matter so much about the church,”
he said, “ for nobody went there; but it is a pity
about the school. I think I will teach it myself
until he returns.”

It was just aboutschool-time, and the Griffin went
inside and pulled the rope which rang the school-
bell. Some of the children who heard the bell ran
in to see what was the matter, supposing it to be a
joke of some one of their companions ; but when
they saw the Griffin thcy stood astonished, and
scared.

“ Go tell the other scholars,” said the monster,
“ that school is about to open, and that if they are
not all here in ten minutes, I shallcome afterthem.”

In seven minutes every scholar was in place.

Never was seen such an orderly school. Not a
boy or girl moved, or uttered a whisper. The
Griffin climbcd into the master’s seat, his wide

wings spread on each side of him, because he could
not lean back in his chair while they stuck out be-
hind, and his grcat tail coiled around, in front of
the desk, the barbed end sticking up, ready to tap



any boy or girl who might misbehave. The
Griffin now addresscd the scholars, telling them
that he intended to teach them while their master
was away. In speaking he endeavored to imitate,
as far as possible, the mild and gentle toncs of the
Minor Canon, but it must be admitted that in this
he was not very successful. He had paid a good
deal of attention to the studies of the school, and
he now determined not to attempt to teach them
anything new, but to review them in what they
had been studying; so he called up the various
classes, and questioned them upon their previous
lessons. The children racked their

brains to remember what they had

learned. They were so afraid of

the Griffin’'s displeasure that

they rccited as they had

nevcr recited before.
One of the boys,
far down in his

The next afternoon the boy was number one.

Itwas astonishing how much these children now
learned of what they had been studying. It was
as if they had been educated over again. The
Griffin used no severity toward them, but there
was a look about him which made them unwilling
to go to bed until they wcre sure they knew their
lessons for the next day.

The Griffin now thought that he ought to visit
the sick and the poor; and he began to go about
the town for this purpose. The effect upon the
sick was miraculous. All, cxcept those who were
very ill indeed, jumped from their beds when they
heard he was coming, and declared themselves
quite well. To those who could not get up, he
gave herbs and roots, which none of them had
ever before thought of as medicines, but which
the Griffin had seen used in various parts of the
world; and most of them recovered. But, for all
that, they afterward said that, no matter what
happened lo them, they hoped that they should
never again have such a doctor coming to their

THE GBIFFIH ADDRESSED THE SCHOLAES.

class, answered so well that the Griffin was aston-
ished.

“ 1 should think you would be at the head,” said
he. “ I am sure you have never been in the habit
of reciting so well. W hy is this?”

“ Becausc | did not choose to take the trouble,’
said the boy, trembling in his boots. He fclt
obliged to speak the truth, for all the children
thought that the gieat eyes of the Griffin could
see right through them, and that he would know
when they told a falsehood.

“ You ought to be ashamed of yourself,” said
the Griffin. “ Godown to thevory tail of theclass,
and ifyou are not at the head in two days, | shall
know the reason why.”

bed-sides, feeling their pulses and looking at their
tongues.

As for the poor, they seemed to have utterly
disappeared. All those who had depended upon
charity for their daily bread were now at work in
some way or other; many of them offering to do
odd jobs for their neighboi-s just for the sake of
their medis,— athingwhich hadbeen seldom heard
of before in the town. The Griffin could find no
one who needed his assistance.

The summer had now passed, and the autumnal
equinox was rapidly approaching. The citizens
were in a State of great alarm and anxiety. The
Griffin showed no signsof going away, but seemed
to have settled himself permanently among them.



In a short time, the day for his semi-annual meal
would airive, and then whatwould happen? The
monster would ceitainly be very hungry, and would
devour all their children.

Now they greatly regrctted and lamented that
they had sent away the Minor Canon; he was
the only one on whom they could have depended
in this trouble, for he could talk fteely with the
Griffin, and so find out what could be done. But
it would not do to be inactive. Some step must
be taken immedlately. A meeting of the citizens
was called, and two oid men were appointed to go
and talk to the Griffin. They were instructed to
offerto prepare asplendiddinner forhim on equinox
day,— one which would entirely satisfy his hunger.
They would offer him the fattest mutton, the most
tender beef, fish, and game of various sorts, and
anything of the kind that he might fancy. Ifnone
of these suited, they were to mention that there
was an orphan asylum in the next town.

‘mAnything would be better,” said the citizens,
“ than to have our dear children devoured.”

The oid men went to the Griffin, but their pro-
positions were not received with favor.

“ From what | have seen of the people of this
town,” said the monster, “ 1 do not think I could
relish anything that was ever prepared by them.
They appear to be all cowards, and, therefore,
mean and selfish. As for eating one of them, oid
or young, | could n’'t think of it for a moment.
In fact, there was only one creature in the whole
place for whom | could have had any appetite, and
that is the Minor Canon, who has gone away.
He was brave, and good, and honest, and | think
I would have relished him.”

“ Ah !” said one of the oid men very politely,
iu that case 1 wish we had not sent him to the
dreadful wilds !~

“ W hat!” cried the Griffin. “ Whatdoyoumean?
Explain instantly what you are talking about!”

The oid man, terribly frightened at what he had
said, was obliged to tell how the Minor Canon had
been sent away by the people, in the hope thatthe
Griffin might be induced to follow him.

W hen the monster heard this, he Ijecame furious-
ly angry. He dashcd away from the oid men and,
spreading his wings, flew backward and forward
over the town. He was so much excited that his
tail became rcd-hot. and glowed like a meteor
against the evening sky. When at last he settied
down in the little field where he usuallyrested, and
thrust his tail into the brook, the steam ardse like
a cloud, and the water of the stream ran hot
through the town. The citizens were greatly
frightened, and bitterly blamed the oid man for
telling about the Minor Canon.

“ It is plain,” they said, “ that the Griffin intend-

“

ed at last to go and look for him, and we should
have been saved. Now who can tell what misery
you have brought upon us.”

The Griffin did not remain long in the little
field. As soon as his tail was cool he flew to the
town-hall and rang tlie bcll. The citizens knew
that they were expected to come there, and al-
though they were afraid to go, they were still more
afraid to stay away; and they crowded into the
hall. The Griffin was on the platform at one end,
flapping his wings and walking up and down,
and the end of his tail was still so warm that it
slightly scorched lhe boards as he dragged it after
him.

When everybody who was able to come was
there, the Griffin stood still and addressed the
meeting.

“ 1 have had a contemptible opinién of you,” he
said, “ ever since | discovered what cowards you
were, but | had no idea that you were so ungrate-
ful, selfish, and cruel, as I now find you to be.
Here was your Minor Canon, who labored day and
night for your good, and thought of nothing else
but how he might benefit you and make you
happy; and as soon as you imagine yourselves
threatened with a danger,— for well I know you are
dreadfully afraid of me,— you send him off, car-
ing not whether he returns or perishes, hoping
thereby to save yourselves. Now, | had conceived
a great liking for that young man, and had in-
tended, in a day or two, to go and look him up.
But I have changed my mind about him. 1 shall
go and find him, but I shall send him back here
to live among you, and | intend that he shaU en-
joy the reward ofhis labor and his sacrifices. Go,
some ofyou, to the officers of the church, who so
cowardly ran away when 1 first carne here, and tell
them never to return to this town under penalty
of death. And if, when your Minor Canon comes
back to you, you do not bow yourselves before
him, put him in the highest place among you, and
serve and honor him all his life, beware of my ter-
rible vengeance! There were only two good
thingsin thistown; the Minor Canon and the stone
image of myself over your church-door. One of
these you have sent away, and the othcr I shall
carry away myself.”

W ith these words he dismissed the meeting, and
it was time, for the end of his tail'had become so
hot that there was danger of its setting fire to the
building.

The next morning, the Griffin carne to the
church, and tearing the stone image of himself
from its fastenings over the greatdoor, he grasped
it with his powerful fore-lcgs and flew up into the
air. Then, after hovering over the town for a
moment, he gave his tail an angry shake and took



up his flight to the dreadful wilds. When he
reached this desofate regién, he set the stone
griffin upon a ledge of a rock which rose in front
of Ihe dismal cave he called his home. There the
image occupied a position somewhat similar to
that it had had over the church-door; and the
Griffin, panting with the.exertion of carrying such
an enormous load to so grcat a distance, lay down
upon the ground, and regarded it with much satis-
factiou. When he felt somewhat rested he went
to look for the Minor Canon. He found the young
man, weak and half starved, lying under the
shadow of a rock. After picking him up and car-
ryinghim to his cave, the Griffin flew away to a
distant marsh, where he proeured some roots and
herbs which he well knew were strengthening and
beneficial to man, though he had never tasted
them himself. Aftcr eating these the Minor Can-
on was greatly rcvived, and sat up and listened
while the Griffin told him what had happened in
the town.

“ Do you know,” said the monster, whon he had
finished, “ that | have had, and still have, a great
liking for you?”

“ 1 am very glad to hear it,” said the Mmor
Canon, with his usual politeness.

“1am not at all sure that you would be,” said
the Griffin, “ if you thoroughly understood the
State of the case, but we will not consider that now.
If somethings were different, other things would be
otherwise. 1 have been so enraged by discovering
the manner in which you have been treated that |
have determined that you shall at last enjoy the
rewards and honoi-s to which you are entitled. Lie
down and have a good sleep, and then I will take
you back to the town.”

As he heard these words, alook of trouble carne
over the young man’s face.

“ You need not give yourself any anxiety,” said
the Griffin, “ about my return to the town. |
shall not remain there. Now that 1 have that
admirable likeness of myself in front of my cave,
where | can sit at my leisure, and gaze upon its
noble features and raagnificent proportions, |
have no wish to see that abode of cowardly and
selfish people.”

The Minor Canon, relieved from his fears, non’

lay back, and dropped into a doze; and when he
was sound asieep the Griffin took him up, and
carried him back to the town. He arrived just
before day-break, and putting the young man
gently on the grass in the little field where he
himself used to rest, the monster, without having
been seen by any of the people, flew back to his
home.

When the Minor Canon made his appearance in
the morning among the citizens, the enthusiasm
and cordiality with which he was received was
truly wonderful. He was taken to a house which
had been occupied by one of the banished high
officers of the place, and every one was anxious
to do all that could be done for his health and
comfort. The people crowded into the church
when he held Services, and the three oid women
who used to be his week-day congregation could
not get to the best seats, which they had always
been in the habit of taking: and the parents of
the bad children determined to reform them at
home, in order that he might be spared the trou-
ble of keeping up his former school. The Minor
Canon was appointed to the highest office of the
oid church, and before he died, he became a
bishop-

During the first years after his return from the
dreadful wilds, the people of the town looked up to
him as a man to whom they were bound to do
honor and reverence; but they often, also, looked
up to the sky to see if there were any signs of the
Griffin coming back. However, in the course of
time, they learned to honor and reverence their
former Minor Canon without the fear of being
punished if they did not do so.

But they need never have been afraid of the
Griffin. The autumnal equinox day carne round,
and the monster ate nothing. If he could not have
the Minor Canon, he did notcare foranything. So,
lying down, with his eyes fixed upon the great
stone griffin, he gradually declined, and died. It
was a good thing for some of the people of the town
that they did not know this.

If you should ever visit the oid town, you would
still see the little griffins on the sides of the
church ; but the great stone griffin that was over
the door is gone.
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HIS ONE FAULT.

By J. T.

Chapter XXIX.

A fter witnessing the widow’s receptlon of her
son and the uncle’s joy over the recovery of Dandy,
Eli Badger must have given them all crediC for very
good acting, indeed, ifhe doubted fora moment the
entire truth of Kit's story. Even the horse gave
signs of feeiing himself at home agam and recog-
nizing his master.

“ Excuse me for not notidn’ you before, said
Unele Gray, putting up a husky palm to sliake
hands with Mr. Badger in the wagon.
struck all in a heap at seein' my hoss ag’in.

Eli gave a not very good-natured grunt.

* If anybody ’s to be struck in a heap, seems ’s

if | 'm the man," he said.
‘* How so0?

“ 1 was

“ Your gain is ray loss."”
Where d’ ye find him?” Unele
Gray said, turning upon Christopher. “ How did
ye bring it about?” I |
* 1t was Branlow who stole him,” Kit explamed,
“ and he sold him to Mr. Badger here for seventy

dollars.”

“ Seventy gim cracks! ejaculaied Unele Gray,

aghast. “ Any dunce might know he 's worth twice
that.” He was thinking of Branlow, but Eli ap-
plied the rematk to himself.

“ 1 did know it,” he growled.

“ That s wliy 1
bought him.

And glad | am now, that I did nt
payanyraore.”

“Tobe sure,” said Unele Gray. Butdid n tit
occur to you that no honest man would sell
honest hoss like that for any such pnce ?”

“1 did n't know,” said Eli,
told a pretty straight story. |

an

groutily. He
was taken in,

that’s all.” .. , 1T 1
“ 1should say so. Taken in !” exclaimed Unele
Gray. “ I know the knavc, and | 'm amazed that

any man with common sense and eyes in his head
should n'ta’ seen through bim.”

“ Mebby 1 've got no common sense, and
mebby | 've got no eyes in my head,” Hh mut-
tered, with dull fire in the place where eyes should
have been, if he had had any. “ But 1 didnt
expect this.”

Kit hastened to interpose between the two men.

“1 got on Dandy’s track again yesterday in
Peacevillc, and followed him last night to Mr.
Badgcr’s place in Snuthmerc. And to-day he
has been very kind” -th e boy’s voice faltered a
little— “ he and Miss Badger have been so kmd

Trowbridge.

as to bring me home with Dandy.
so much obliged to them.”

“ Cert'inly ! cert’inlyi so am 1,”
Gray. “ Ever so much obliged 1
see the hoss ag’in,

And 1'm ever

said Unele
I 'm rej’iced to
and you too, Christopher.
You 've done well, boy ! you 've done well.
in, wontye, all ofye?”

“We can’t stop,” grumbled Eli.

“ We 'dbe delighted,” exclaimed Lydia, hasten-

Come

ing to soften his blunt refusal, “ but we mutht be
driving back home.”
“ Drivin' !” echoed Unele Gray, with a jeal-

ous glance at Dandy Jim.

you ’'re going to do that”
Then Christopher

“ 1 don’t see jest how

spoke up. “ 1 promised
ihem ; I don’'t suppose they would have driven
over to let you identify the horse if I had n't
promised that they should have him to dnve

home again.”

“ You promised! By what right?” said Unele
Gray, staring at Kit. A

“ 1 thought it fair,” Kit rephed. And it
was certainly the easiest way to get the horse,—
better than lo have to take witnesses over there,
or send an officer to seize him.”

“ Possibly! possibly!” mused Unele Gray, m
a half-relenting, half-reluctant tone.

“* He can

»

ride home with uth,” said Lydia,
“ thpcncl the night, and bring thehotth back here
to-morrow.”

“ That 's the plan we spoke of,” added Chris-
topher.

“ And a very good plan it is,”
“ So now all come
kettle 's boilin’, and
few minutes, and |

saia Aunt éray.
into the house. The tea-
I 'lIl have a cup o tea m a
've some new bread, baked
to-dav mnot much in the way of supper, but with
some'slices of dried beef, and new honey, and pear-
sass, it 'll be better than nothin’ 'fore ye start for
your long ride home.”

Atthe mention of the honey, Unele Gray looked
as if he hoped tiie invitation would be refused; and
Eli was still glum. But Lydia stepped lighuy
from tho buggy, reaching a hand down to Chris-
topher, and saying :

“ 1 only ask that you wont give yourself an>'
trouble about the thupper, Mithuth Gray,
promithe that, wc 'll thop. Come, Pa!”

Kit’s mother thought she could notstay for Aunt
Grav’'s tea. Her anxiety of mind regarding Chris-

1fyou 'll



topher having been so happuy relieved, she felt
that she must hasten back to her own little home
in the village.

“ 1f you go over, you will have to walk, and you
wontgainanything,” said Kit. “ Aftersupper you
can ride with us.”

So she consented to remain. And Kit was
happy. Dandy wasin hisstall. Unele Gray having
thought it wise to take full possession of him, by
detaching him from Eli's wagén before letting
him goback to Southmere. The whole affair had
been arranged quite to the boy’s satisfaction, and
but two or three things remained to trouble him.

There was that unpleasant business connected
with the justice’s court in Duckford ; he could not
forget that he had been committed to jail, and le-
leased only through the intervention of Elsie’s
fatlier, who had given bonds for his appearance
when wanted.

Then there was the question of his future home.
He was not eager to go back and live with Unele
Gray, fior was he at all surc that Unele Gray
would want him again on any terms. Eii's offer
did not cnchant him, yet it was something which
he was afraid he ought not to refuse before Con-
sulting his mother.

The last vestiges of Unele Gray’s asthroatic
wheeze seemed to have yielded to the stimulus of
joyful events; and at the tea-table he was in his

best spirits. He made friends with Eli, and even
asked Lydia to take a second dish of honey. He
talked cheerfully of the little drama in which

Dandy Jim had borne a part, and said that he now
regretted only one thing — the escape of Branlow.

“1'd like to squeeze about seventy dollars out
of him !'” muttered Eli, when the thief's fiame was
mentioned.

Kit, of course, had to tell of his Duckford ad-
venture. His mother was frightened at the bare
thought of his having been in the hands ofa con-
stable ; but Unele Gray was in a mood to be
amused.

“ The honestest boy in the county!” he de-
clared, turning to the Badgers. “ Whatever else
1say of him, I ’'lIl say that. Taken for a lioss-
thief! Wal, wal; f'r instance !”

“We all know he 'th honctht!” lisped Miss
Lydia, giving Kit asignificantsmile, remembering
how recently he had been mistaken for a thief of
another sort. Kit blushed, and scowled deprcca-
tingly in return, inwardly hoping that his last mis-
hap would not be mentioned, at least, in his
mother’s presence.

“ What's become of the saddlc?” Aunt Gray
inquired, her large face glowing with satisfaction
over the tea-pot she was libcrally tipping.

“ 1left that and the bridle with the Bentings,”

Kit replied. “ It is my plan to go thatway to-
morrow with Dandy, and bring them home |
mean,” he quickly corrected himself, “ bring
them here."

“ W ell!” said Aunt Gray, “ what 's the differ-
ence? This is your home, as it has been, and
as we expect it 'll continué to be in the future.”

Kit did not cherish any very deep resentment
against Unele Gray; stiU he thought that wor-
thy man had been quite as severe with him as cir-
cumstances required,— and he was glad to be able
to say, independently:

“ 1 don’'t know, Aunt. It may be I can be more
useful somewhere else. 1 've had a good offer.”

“ An offer?” Unele Gray lifted his hooked nose
and bristling forelock with a quick, disturbed
expression. “ What'’s the meanin' o’ that ?”

“ Pa would like to have him go and live with
iith,” said Miss Badger, while Mr. Badger was pre-
paring to speak.

“ We 'll pay him well,” said Eli.

“ 1 have n't agreed to it yet,” said Kit,
thought | ought to wait and see what my mother
would say.”

“ Oh, Kit!” exclaimed the widow.
I could n’'t bear to have you go so far away.”

“ 1 thoughtof that,” Kit replied. “ Ye'tlknew
you would think it better for me to be earning
stated wagcs, than to doas | have been doing here.
And since Unele Gray is dissatisfied with me—
as he has good reason to be —”

He hesitated, and Eli Badger struck in:

“ 1 never saw a boy before that | thought 1
should like so well. I ’'m wantin’ just such a boy.”

“ 1 have n't any brother,” added Lydia, giving
the widow a persuasivo smile. “ It would be tho
nithe if he could come I'”

Evidently the subject had been talked over by
her and lier father, beforc it was mentioned to Kit
on the road. It was notan agreeable one to Unele
Gray. His hair seemed to grow more bristly, his
countenance more and more alarmed. Even his
“ bronchial tubes ” appeared again suddenly
affected. He was beginning to wheeze.

“ W hat does all this mean ?” he frowningly in-
“ Christopher can’t go to anybody else;
I b ’en thinkin’ for some time
've made

“ for 1

“ You know

quired.
he 's engaged to me.
o’ payin’ him somethin’ regular; and 1
up my mind to allow him a hundred dollars this
year, b’sides board and clothin’.”

He gave the boy and his mother a heroic look,
as if it had cost him a struggle to arrive at so lib-
eral a resolution.

“No, | can’'t spare Christopher 1 I 'm gettin’
along in years,” he added pathetically; “ and my
azmy ’'s more terrible than ever, 'T wont be long
'fore 1 sh’ll be slippin’ my neck out o’ the yoke,



whie he slips his in, ancl hauk the load for rae.
He s got one fault, and ithas giv'’n ussome troubk,
but he ’'s gra’jally outgrowin’it, and he s gom
to outgrow it altogether. He takes hold wel
and | believe he ’'s in the right place.

might let him go and live with you, did ye.

he continued, staringin amazementatEh. W al,
f'rinstance !'” ,

The widow’s countenance shone with pleasuie,
whUe Kit could hardly keep from laugtimg out-
right as he left the room to go upstairs and make
a change of clotling, before ndmg back to Soutli-
mere with the Badgets.

n

Chapter XXX.

Elsie Benting made no reply to Branlow’s
sinister remark, but stood gazing after him, as he
rodé off with his captors, under the broad shadows
ofthe autumn-tinted m apies,— remembering, per-
haps, with what different feelImgs she had lately
watched the departure of her brothers with another
prisoner,-when a well-dressed and tolerably good-
lookinc boy on borseback might have been seen
approaching frora the opposite direction.

She did not noticc him until, having watchté
the wagén out of sight, she turned to reenter
house. Just then he reined h.s slowly pacmg
horse up under the trees. She looked aiound,
but failed to recognize him at first.

“Youdon'trememberme,” he said, with a smile.

The same smile with which he had bidden her
good-bye beneath those very trees; yet not quite
the same. In his best attire, having exchanged
his every-day clothes for his Sunday su.t, and his
white base-ball cap for a neat brown-felt hat, like-
wise his mood of despair for one of hope and glad-
ness, he appeared very much changed to her eyes.
And vet she knew that smile.

In a moment she forgot the cause of her recent
excitement, in this new and joyful surprise.

“ Remember you? Of course I do’ was her
reply to Kit's remark. She noticed that he was
mLuted on a dark-colorcd horse, which he rodé
with only a bridle and a blanket,
yourhorse!” she exclaimed.

“ Yes,” replied the blushing Chnstopber,
I have come for the saddle and bridle.’

“ W hat good news 1”7 She could hardly refram
from clapping her hands as she added: Fafficr
and all will be so glad! But they are away. You

“You have found

ai

must stay and sce them.”

“ That will be very agrccable, said Kit, with

bashful plcasure, as he slipped from tlic animals
blankctcd back to the ground,

“ 1 hope you have the right horse this tune.

said Elsie, archly. “ How much 1 have thought

of that strange mistake you made.”

“Well, I have thought of it once or twicel
said Christopher, standing, halter mid hatin hand,
and answering her radiant laugh with a happy yet
emharrassed smile. “ It got me
enough! This is our Dandy; |
him to you.

into scrapes
must introduce
Miss Benting, thisisDandy; Dandy,
this is Miss Benting,— and she was my friend,
ivhen | thought | had n’t another in the world.

He spoke gayly, yet with a tender emotion
elistening in his honest blue eyes.

“ Dandy, I 'm delighted to make your acquaint-
ance !” said Elsie, touched by Kit's grateful words,
but hiding the quick feeling they cffiled forth, in
the gentle act of caressing the horses head.
Then turning again to Christopher, she inquire
“ Where did you find him ?”

Kit told how he had traced him to Southmere,
and had engaged Mr. Badger to drive him over to
East Adam, omitting from the narrativa some un-
iniportant particulars, such as the mishap of his
head coming in contad with Eh’s club.

‘“1 rodé back to Southmere with him last night,
he added (omitting also all mention of Miss Bad-
ger to whom he owed so much); passed the
night at Mr. Badger’s, and started to ride over here
as soon as 1 could conveniently get away this morn-
ing. The family were very kind to me, and would
have kept me all day if they could.”’ .

“ But you must spend the day with us .
declared.

vou’

Elsie
“ take your horse to the stable, wont
I 'llshow vou the way. But, oh 1” she ex-
claimed, suddenly, “ I 've such a wonderful b,t
of news for you! When you 've heard it, I m
afraid you will wfish to ride on after my brothers,
who have gone to the village with-you never can
guess whom !”

Indeed, Kit was unable to make any guess at
all; and he could hardly credit his bewildered wits
when she told bim of the capture of Branlow, but
a half-hour before.

“ Branlow ! That fellow ! Are you sure?

He remembered that it was a world of blunders
in which he had been moving for the past few
days; and the tidings seemed to him quite too
good to be true. ., . I

“ 1 am perfectly sure,” replied Elsie. There
can't possiblybe any mistake about my brothers
having caught a zuizfrogue-and”~twr rogue-this

“ W here’'s my saddle, please? ” cried the ex-
cited Christopher. s <€ u

A minute before, he thought only of the liappi-
ness that rose enticingly before him, when shesug-
gested bis spending the day at Maple Park. But

the charming picture whicli filled his minds eje



was dashed rudely into the background by this
astonishing piece of news, and he hurriedly threw
upon Dandy’s back the saddle which Elsie showed
him.

“ You will come back here to dinner with my
brothers ?” she said, as he put foot in stirrup and
mounted from the threshold of the barn.

“ Ifyou wish it, I shall be pleased to,— that is,”
he added, laughingly, “ if you think they wont
object to sitting at the same table with me !”

“ Don’'t remember that!” she said. “ They're
dreadfully ashamed of it, and they 'll be only too
glad to have you stay. Good-bye,— till then !”

W aving his hand at her with a bright smile and
ajoyful promise, he was off:

‘*1 HOPS you HAVE THE RIGHT

Chapter XXXI.

The Benting boys had taken their prisoner to
the office of the Duckford justice, who was absent,
and Charley had gone to hunt him up and find a
constable, when Kit rodé up to the door which he
remembered so well.

Three faces, which he also remembered very
well indeed, greeted him from within as he dis-
mounted and stood holding Dandy’s bridle on
the doorstep, Lon’s in the foreground, Tom’s in
the rear, and Branlow’s sallow and cynical visage
between.

The Bentings liim

recognized immediately,

even without his white cap; and they likewise
knew the horse, which they had once had in their
possession for a memorable quarter-of-an-hour, a
very good match, they agreed, for the one Kit
had ridden off in his place.

They greeted him joyfully, and if a doubt as to
Kit’s honesty lingered in their rainds, it must
have been quickly dispelled when they witnessed
the meeting between him and his supposed accom-
plice.

“ Cash Branlow!”
glad to see you !”

Branlow, standing between his sturdy young
guards, shrugged his shoulders and grinned, but
said nothing.

cried Kit, eagerly, “ 1 am

HORSE, THIS TIME, SAID ELSIE.

Do you pretend you don’'t know me ? or that
you never saw this horse before ?” demanded the
indignant Christopher.

“ 1 know you very well,” Branlow replied;
“and | fancy | 've seen that horse. They say |
saddled the wrong one for you,” and he could n’t
help laughing maliciously at the merry recollec-
tioii.

“ You think you can make a joke of it,
you ?” said Kit, with sparkling cycs.

“ My dear boy, it 's a joke already, without any
help from rae,” replied Cassius. * Think of your
looking me full in the face, and dcscribing the
person who had been seen with your horse, while

do



1 took note of the particulars, ready to burst with
laughter all the while! 1It’s the richest joke of
the season, and | hope you wont try to make any-
thing else ofit. A joke’'sa joke ; letit pass, my
bolzi't" re “ exio é >
garded the sallow complexién, ark,
checked suit, and narrow-brimmed straw hat,” of
the “ young fcllow of ihedium height, not much
over twenty,” and blushed very red indeed, as he
vemembered how he had described Branlow to
himself, whilc Branlow, reciting each

item of the
inventory after him,

gravely checked himself off
on his fingers!

But Christopher
sort. . .,

“ | suppose,” he said, “ you thoughtthat a joke,
too, when you took this horse from ray uncle’s
stable, rodé liim to Peaceville, and sold him to
Eli Badger for seventy dollars ! W here is all that

, ru .
did notbelieve in jokes ol that

moncy ?” - -
Branlow shrugged again. “ Notmuch ofit has
suid

in my pockets,” he said, which was true
enough, he bcing one of that numerous class from
whom, as the proverb says, their moncy is soon
parted It was, in fact, the loss of a large part of
the price of Dandy which had caused him to take
to the road again so soon, and so near the scene
of his last exploit.

“You 've knocked down the peg with the hall
swingingthc wrong way, in more senses than onc,”
said Kit, remembering the little game he had seen
Cassius practicing at the cattle show, and the hig
moral tone which that young gentleman had as-
sumed with regard to such thinp being permitted
by the managcrs of a county fair.

“ A fellow can’t always be in luck,” was Bran-
low’s reckless response.
“ Luck !'” exclaimed Christopher. 1don t he-

lieve a rogue can ever be in luck, no matter how
well he seems to succeed for a time. Do yo« re-
member, Cassius Branlow, how my father talked
to you once about being honest, and mmding your
obligations? | happened to overhear what he was
saying, but | never understood the meaning of it
till now.” ,

“ 1 remembcr something of the kind, replied
Branlow, his sinister look giving place to a more
sober expression. “ Your father was a good man,
and he gave me some good advice.”

‘"1 wish you had followed it!” Kit exclaimed,
touched by this frankness.

“ | should n't be here if | had,” Branlow rephed.

Kit remembered his own rough treatmentwhen
captured by the youthful Bentings, and noticed
with a curious sensation that they had not taken
the precaution to tie the real rogue’s hands.

“ You shouldn’t be partial in bestowing your
favors,” he said, calling their attention to the cir-
cumstance.

“ Oh, no,” said Lon, carelessly. “ We were
green at the trade when we began with yon.
There 's nothing like getting used to a new line of
business.” .

Judge West presently arrived, having been
found picking pears in his garden ; and Branlow,
arraigned on a charge of purloining Elsie’s scissore
and thimble, was committed to prison m default
of bail, his examination being appointed for the
following day.

On that occasion Kit and Eli Badger also ap-
peared as witnesses against him, for appropriating
and fraudulently selling Dandy Jim ; and still other
complaints were entered by people whose spoons
had been found in hisbag,— forallwhich offences he
was brought to trial in December, and given seven
years to think them over, in the place which the
State provides for wrong-doers detected
irregular ways.

The charge against Kit was dropped, of course.

in such

And his one fault?

If he was not quite cured of that, we can at least
say that it has not since caused him any senous
mishap or inconvenience. At the same time he
will tell you that the experience g”~ed by the
famous Dandy Jim adventure has been worth to
him infinitely more than it cost.

He not only dined that day with the Bentings
when Elsie invited him, but sat often at their
table afterward, her brothers nowise objectmg,
they having become his ardent friends.

He went back to live with Uneleand Aunt Gray,
but it was on new terms, and with new topesi
since his acquaintance with the family at Maple
Park liad enlarged his ideas of a farmer’s life,
quickened his aspirations, and filled liis mind
and heart with visions of a noble life and a happy
future.



THE WISE OLD MAN.

By Emma a. Opper.

A QUEER oid person used to say —
And no one dared dispute him—
He 'd keep the time the proper way;
He 'd have his dock to suit him.

Whenever he grew drowsy, then,
Though daylight still shone bravely.

He 'd turn the hands around to ten
And don his night-cap gravely.

And when he saw the morning sun
Peep through the shutters keenly.

He 'd turn the hands right back to one
And slumber on serenely.

Whenever he was asked to tea,
Quite eager to begin it,

He 'd set the dock at half-past three
And start that very minute.

THE WISE OLD MAN.

'T is said, moreover, when he found 'T is rumored, thcrefoi-e, that, although
His age increasing yearly, This very queer oid party
He 'd turn the time-piece squarely round Was born a hundred years ago,

And cease to wind it, raerely. He ’'s still quite halo and hearty !



THE KNOWING LITTLE FISH.

“Ahem| now we are
ready 1” said aknowing

f z S 'h hoot wen w .ed,
strike “ ker-flap” !
“ This cloudy day is just the one;

.nd i.

For we
the

game
is sure to hite.

1 41 have ajolly basket-
ful to show the

folks,bynlght.”

And “ Ha! ha! hal!”
together laughed the happy lit-
tle fish,

could wish!

know about that funny thmg that sits
upon the land,
Andwe 'renotthe fools he takes
us for, he ’'ll please to
understand.”



HONEY-HUNTERS.

By John R.

Poor little bee ! It spendsits days in gathering
néctar from the flowers to make into honey,— just
to have some bigger and stronger creature come
along and rob it of the fruics of its hard labor.

It is notonly manwho has a sweettooth; agreat
many other animals are just as fond of honey as
is he, and will do almost anything to obtain it;
that is, anything but work for it. For | vei-ymuch
doubt if so much honey would be eaten if those
who like it had to make it, even supposing that
they knew how to make it.

Justthinkofit1l Honey ischiéfly sugar, and the
néctar from over three raillion flower-tubes is re-
quired to make one pound of sugar. Or, suppose
oneveryindustrious little bee should decide to make
enough honey to contain a pound of sugar. It
would have to sip the néctar from fifty thousand
heads of clover in order to obtain the necessary
quantity.

And yet after a bee colony has taken an immense
amount of trouble to lay away a goodly supply of
sweets for the little bees, a great bear, perhaps,
will thrust his shaggy paw into the nest and puli
out layer after layer of the white comb, dripping
with thick golden honey, and swallow them down,
like the gluttonous fellow that he is. And in re-
turn the poor bees can only sting, which can not
be any real satisfaction to thcm; for though thcy
may hurt the creature stung, they end their own
lives in the act.

In a great many countries, bees are kept for their
honey, just as cows are kept for their milk, and
are well cared for; but where people are too lazy
or too savage to keep bees, it is usually the custom
to sieal honey from the wild bees and often to kill
most of the poor little creatures at the same time.
Usually, however, the bees are stupefied by the
smoke, so that they will not sting while the honey
is being removed.

Generally, wild honey-bees build their nests in
the hollows of trees, but there is a species in India
that builds great nests hanging from the branches
of high trees. Some of these nests are so large
that tlrey can be seen more than a mile away. Of
course such a nest has quantitics of honey in it
Some ofthe natives of thatpart ofthe world live the
whole year long upon the proceeds of honey stolen
from these hanging hives. When a man discovers
a nest, he provides himself with a smoking torch
and climbs the tree. He stupcfies some ofthe bees,
suffocates others, and burns the rest. Then he

Coryell.

stcals the honey-laden comb and lowers itby means
ofa cord to the ground.

In Africa tho bees have a very hard time; for
there man has a sharp-eyed, active little friend to
hclp him find the carefully hidden honey. This
little friend is a bird,— a rascally, shiftless fellow,
that not only fails to build a home for its little
ones, but evcn goes so far as to make other birds
have all the trouble and worry of bringing up and
feeding them. Like the cuckoo, it puts its eggs
in the nests of other birds.

The “ honey-guide,” asitiscalled, is exceedingly
fond of honey; or, if it can not have that, is very
well satisfiecl with young bees. It isonly about the
size of a lark, and so is not specially fitted for en-
countering a swarm of bees fighting in defense of
theirhome. Once in a while, it tries to rob a nest,
butitisusually well punished fordoingso. The little
bees seem to know that their stings can not injure
the feather-covered body of the bird, and accord-
ingly they direct their attacks at the eyes of the
robber; and if the bird does not escape in time, it
will be blindad, and so perish of starvation.

However, the honey-guide is seldom so foolish
as to run any such risk. It prefere to have some
onc else stcal the honey, and is content with a
small portion for its share. It is said sometimes to
guide lhc ratel, an animal of the weasel family,
to the nest; and it certainly often does wait near
by, while the ratel, which is very fond of both bees
and honey, rifles the nest. Before the honey is
all gone, little Honey-guide usually contrives to
have a taste.

W hether the bird guides the ratel or not, it
unquestionably does guide men to the bees’ nests.
W hen it has found a nest, it darts away in search
of a man. As soon as it sees one, it hovers over
hira, flies about his head, perches near him, or
flutters here and there in front of him, all the time
chattering vigorously. The native knows in a
moment what the little bird means; and as be
loves honey as a child does candy, only something
that is very important will prevent his accepting
the honey-guide’s invitation. When he is ready
to follow, he whistles; and the bird seems to
understand the signal, for it at once flies on, for a
short distance and waits till the man is near, and
then flies on a few yards farther. In this way
the bird leads the man until tlie nest is reached.
Then it suddenly changes its twitter for a peculiar
noto, and either hovers over the nest for a moment,
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or complacently sits down and
lets the man find the nest, as
beft he can.

W hen it is found, the bees are
smoked out with a torch or with
a fire of leaves, according to the
heightofthe nestfrom the ground
A small portion of the honey is
given to the bird as its share of
the plunder. If the little fellow
has had honey enough, it disap-
pears; but if, as is usually the
case, it receives only enough to

whet its appetitc, it will lead

to another nest, and some-

times even to a third.

Once inawhile, aman who

is running after the little

bird finds himself sud-

denly face to face with

awildbeastor serpent.

This is likely enough

in a country that is

sowellsuppliedwith

both. But the na-

tivas say that the

honey-guide is natu-

rallywicked,and that it

sometimes leads unsus-

pecting men into traps for

the mere pleasure of villainy.

Careful observers, however,
maintain that this is not true.

In Australia, where there isno
little bird to find honey for him,
the native adopts avery peculiar
plan for discovering the hidden
sweets. He knows that bees
neverwandervery farfromhome,
seldom more than two miles;
and he also knows that when a
bee is laden with honey it makes,
as nearly as possible, a straight
line for home. All thatis neces-
sary, then, is to find a bee that
is well laden and follow it. But
that is more easily said than
done; for although it is quite
easy to determine whether the
bec has a full cargo, it is difficult
to follow it. Any boy who has
tried to follow the big and gay-
colorcd bumble-bee to its nest
knows bow great a task itis. But
that is a mere trifie to following
the sober little honey-bee, which
can be lost, like a dream, against



a gray-colored hill-side. Moreover, a half-dozen
other bees may cross its path, and then you can
imagine how difficultitwould become to distinguish
the homeward-bound bee from the others. That
sort of a wild-bee chase would be little better than
the traditional wild-goose chase.

In order to be foUowed, the bee must have a
distinguishing mark that can be easily seen, and
with such a badge, the Australian provides it. He
simply gums a small tuft of white cotton to the
bee's back, and is thus enabled to follow it with
comparative ease. A bee carrying aload of honey,
and with a miniature bale of cotton on

its back,

can not fly very swifly.
But the question now comes up, how is the
cotton to be putupon the bee’s back? The gum

is quickly found— it is on almost any tree;
cotton grows right at hand. The bee, too, is
found in almost any sweet flower, buried head first
in the dusty pollen, drinking in the néctar and
showing quite plainly whether
full or empty.

the

its honey-sac is
It moves a little in its eager haste
to secure the delicious liquid, but perhaps a quick
dabwill fasten the cotton on its back.— Do not
try it. As the little boy told his mother, the bee
is avery “ quick kicker.”

W atch the Australian,— and he a very stupid
fellow, too, in most things. He filis his mouth
with water, has his snowy tuft of cotton ready
gummed, finds his bee, gently drenches it with
water spurted from his mouth, picks it up while
it is still indignantly shaking itself free from the
water which dogs its wings, and with a dexterous
touch he affixes in a instant the tell-tale cotton.

Very much out of patience, no doubt, with the
sudden and unexpected rain-storm, the bee rubs off
the tiny drops from itswings, tries them, rubs again,
and soon— buzz! buzz! away it goes, unconsciously
leading destruction and pillage to its happy home ;

fora fdv yards behind itruns the honey-hungrysav-
ao’e, hisvigilanteye fixed onthe moving white speck,
idtich is to carry him lo so sweet a destination.

W e, who use millions of pounds of sugar and
hundreds of thousands of pounds of honey every
year, need not be surprised that the savage, who
has only honey for sweetness, should be eager to
use every effirt to obtain it. The human family
doubtless needs a great deal of swcetemng, for
vast quantities of honey and sugar are used all
over the world.

In ancient times honcy was almost the only
sweetening substance used, and itwas consequently
very highly valued. The promised land was de-
scribed to the Israelites as flowing with milk and
honey, and that, to them, was as much as a land
full of gold to the men of these times. And it was
not merely what is called “ a figure of speech ” to
say that Palestine flowed with milk and honey, for
where cows thrive, bees thrive; and to this day
there is no part of the world where honcy is so
plentiful as in Palestine.

In Judea, particularly, there are so many wild
bees, that many of the inhabitants gain a liveli-
hood simply by gathering honey from the crevices
in rocks and hollows in trees. One traveler says
that the trees in the forests in the Holy Land do,
in truth, “ fiow” with honey,for the fatcoinbsfull
ofit hang from the trees on every hand.

Honey is good, but it is not safe to eat every
kind of honey you may chance to find; for, honcy
made from poisonous flowers is usually poisonous
also. This poisonous honey is found in all parts
of the world, and accordingly, whcn you find a
nest of wild bees, look carefully about and see if
there are many poisonous flowers growing in the
neighborhood. If so, be resolute, and abstain
from eating the honcy. For thus you wilbe good
to youi-self and to the hard-working bees, as well.

WHEN MAMMA WAS A LITTLE GIRL.

By Grace F.

W hen Mamma was a little girl
(Or so they say to me),
She never used to romp and run,
Nor shout and scream with noisy fun,
Nor climb an apple-tree.
She always kept her hair in curl,—
When Mamma was a little girl.

But grandma says,—

Coolidge.

When Mamma was a little girl
(It seems to her, you sec),
She never used to tumble down,
Nor j>rcak her doli, fior tear her gown.
Nor drink her papa’s tea.
Shelearned to knit,” plain,” “ seam,” and*“ puil,”
When Mamma was a little girl.

it must be true,—

How fast tbe seasons o’er us whirl!

Your Mamma, dear, was just like you,
W h'en; she, was . grandma’'s dittle- girl!”
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HERE was trouble and
confusién in the Imper-
ial Palace of Thcodosius
the Little, Emperor of

the East. Now, this
Theodosius was called
“ the Little” because,

though he l)ore the flame
ofhis mighty grandfather, Theodosius the Great,
emperor of both the east and west, he had as yet
done nothing worthy any other title than that
of “ the Little,” or*“ Child.” For Theodosius,
emperor though he was called, was only a boy
of twelve and not a very bright boy, at that.

His father, Arcadius tho Emperor, and his
mother, Eudoxia the Empress, were dead; and in
the great palace at Constantinople, in this year nf
grace, 413, Theodosius, the boy emperor, with his
three sisters, Pulcheria, Marina, and Arcadia,
alone were left to upliold the tottering dignity and
the empty Aiame of the once mighty Empire of the
East, which their grcat anccstors, Constantine and
Theodosius, had established and strengthened.

And now there was confusion in the imperial
palace; for word carne in haste from the Dacian
border that Ruas, king of the Hims, sweeping
down from the east, was ravaging the lands along
the Upper Danube, and with bis hostof barbarous
warriors was defeating the legions and dcvastating
the lands of the empire.

The wise Anthcmius, prefect of the cast, and
governor or guardian of the young emperor, was

Pulc/ieria Aufnsla, Empress oJtkl East.” \ A. D. 413.
By E. S. BROOK.S.

greatly disturbed by the tidings of this new inva-
sion. Already he had repclled at great cost the
firstadvance of these terrible Huns and had quelled
into a sort of half submission the less ferocious
followers of Ulpin the Thracian; but now he knew
that his armies along the Danube were in no con-
dition to withstand the hordesofHuns, that, pouring
in from distant Siberia, were following the lead of
Ruas, their king, for plunder and booty, and were
even now encarnpcd scarce two hundred and
fifty miles from the seven gates and the triple walls
of splendid Constantinople.

Turbaned Turks, mosques and minareis, muftis
and cadis, veiled eastern ladies, Mohammcdans
and muezzins, Arabian Nights and attar of roses,
bazars, dogs and donkcys— those, | suppose, are
what Constantinople suggests whenever its namc
is mentioned to any girl or boy of to-day,— the
capital of modern Turkey, the city of the Sub-
lime Porte. But the greatest glory of Constanti-
noplo was awayback in the early days before the
time ofMohammecd, orofthe Crusadcrs, when itwas
the center of tho Christian religion, the chief and
gorgeous capital of a Christian empire, and the
residonce of Christian cmperors,— from the days of
Constantine the conqueror to those of Justinian the
Lasv-giver and of Irene the empress. It was the
metrépolis of tho eastern half of the great Roman
Empire, and during this period of over five hun-
dred years all the wealth and treasure of the cast
poured into Constantinople, whilc all the glories of
the empire, even the troasures of oid Rome itself,
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were drawn upon to adorn and beautify this rival
city by the Golden Horn. And so in the days of
Tlieodosius the Little, the courtof Constantinople,
although troubled with fear of barbarian invasion
and attack, glittered with all the gorgeousness and
display ofthe most magnificent empire in the world.

In the great daphne, or central space of the im-
perial palace, the prefect Anthemius, with the
young emperor, the three princesses and their
gorgeously arrayed nobles and attendants, awaited,
one day, the envoys of Ruas the Hun, who sought
lands and power within the limits of the empire.

They carne, at last,— great, fierce-looking fel-
lows, not at all pleasant to contémplate— big-
boned, broad-shouldered, flat-nosed, swarthy and
small-eyed, with shaggy skins, leathern armor,
wolf-crowned helmets, and barbarie decorations,
and the royal children shrunk from them in terror,
even as they watched them with wondering curios-
ity. Imperial guards, gleaming in golden armor,
accompanied them, while with the envoys carne also
a small retinue of Hunnisli spearmen as escort.
And inthe company ofthese, the Princess Pulcheria
noted alad of ten or twelve years— short, swarthy,
big-headed and flat-nosed like his brother barba-
rians, but with an air of open and hostile supe-
riority that would not be moved even by all the
glow and glitter of an imperial court.

Then Eslaw, the chief of the envoys of King
Ruas the Hun, made known his master's demands:
So much land, so much treasure, so much in the
way of concession and power over the lands along
the Danube, or Ruas the king would sweep down
with his warriors and lay waste the cities and lands
of the empire.

“ These be bold words,” said Anthemius the
prefect. “ And what if our lord the Emperor shall
say thee nay?”

But ere the chief of the envoys could reply, the
lad whose presence in the escort the Princess Pul-
cheria had noted, sprang into the circle before the
throne, brandishing his long spear in hot defiancc.

“ Dogs and children ofdogs, ye daré not say us
nay !” he cried harshly. “ Except we be made the
friends and allies of the Emperor, and are given
full store of Southern gold and treasure, RuUas the
king shall overturn these your palaces and make
you all eaptives and slaves. It shall be war be-
tween you and us forcver. Thus saith my spear! ”

And as he spoke he dashed his long spear upon
the floor, until the mosaic pavemcnt rang again.

Boy emperor and princesses, prefect and nobles,
and imperial guards sprang to their feet as the
spear dashed on the pavement, and even the bar-
barian envoys, while they smiled grimly at thcir
young comrade’s energy, pulled him hastily back.

But ere the prefect Anthemius could sufficiently

master his astonishment to reply, the young Prin-
cess Pulcheria faced the savage envoys, and point-
ihg to the cause of the disturbance, asked calm ly:

“ Who is this brawling boy, and what doth he
here in the palace ofthe Emperor ?”

And the boy made instant and defiant answer:

“ 1 am Attila, the son of Mundzuk, kinsman to
Ruas the king and deadly foe to Rome.”

“ Good Anthemius,” said the clear, calm voice
ofthe unterrified girl, “ were it not wise to tell this
wild young prince from the northern forest that the
great Emperor hath gold for his friends, but only
iron for his foes ? 'Tis ever better to be friend than
foe. Bid, 1 pray, that the arras of the Hippodrome
be parted, and let our guests see the might and
power of our arms.”

With a look of pleased surprise at this bold
stroke of the Princess, the prefect clapped his
hands in command, and the heavily brocaded cur-
tain that screened the gilded columns parted as if
by unseen hands, and the Hunnish envoys, with a
gaze of stolid wonder, looked down upon the great
Hippodrome of Constantinople.

It was a vast inclosure, spacious enough for
the marshaling of an army. Around its sides ran
tiersof marble seats, and all about it rose gleaming
statues of marble, of bronze, of silver and of gold—
Augustus and the empcrors, gods and goddesses
of fhe oid pagan days, heroes of the eastern and
western empires. The bright oriental sun stream-
ed down upon it and, as the trumpets sounded
from beneath the imperial balcony, there filcd into
the arena the glittering troops of the empire,
gorgeous in color and appointments, with lofty
crcsts and gleaming armor, with shimmering spear-
tips, prancing horses, towering elephants and
mighty engines of war and siege, with archers and
spearmen, with sounding trumpets and swaying
standards and, high over all, the purple labarunt,
woven in gold and jewels,— the sacred banner of
Constantine. Marching and counter-marching,
around and around, and in and out until it seemed
well-nigh endlcss, the martial procession passed
before the eyes of the northern barbarians, watch-
ful of cvcry movement, eager as children to wit-
ness this royal review.

“ These are but as a handful of dust amid the
sands of the sea to the troops of the empire,” said
the prefect Anthemius, when the glittering rcar-
guard had passed from the Hippodrome. And the
Princess Pulcheiia added, “ And these, O men from
the north, are to help and siiccor the friends of the
great Emperor even as they are for the terror and
destruction of his foes. Bid the messengers from
RuUas the king consider, good Anthemius, whether
it were not wiser for thcir master to be the friend
rather than the foe of the Emperor, and whether it



would not be in keeping with his valor and his
might to be made one of the great captains of the
empire, with a yearly stipend of many pounds of
gold as the recompense of the Emperor for his
service and his love.”

Again the Prefect looked with pleasure and sur-
prise upon this wise young girl of fifteen, who liad
seen so shrewdly and so well the way to the hearts
of these northern barbarians, to whom gold and
warlike display were as meat and drink.

“ You hear the words of this wise young maid,”

‘1T SHALL

he said. “ Would itnotpleaseRuas the king to be
the friend of the Emperor, a general oi the Empire,
and the acceptor, 011 each recurring season of the
Circcnsian games, of full two hundred pounds of
gold as recompense for Service and friendship ?"

“ Say, rather, three hundred pounds,” said
Eslaw, the chiefof the envoys, “ and our master
may, perchancc, esteem it wise and fair.”

“ Nay, itis not for the great Emperor to cliaf-
fer with his friends,” said Pulcheria, the princess.
“ Bkl that the stipend be fixed at three hundred

WAS BETWEEN YOU AND US, VOKttVER!"’

and fifty pounds of gold, good Anthemius, and
let our guests bear to Ruas the king pledges and
tokens of the Emperor’s friendship.”

“ And bid, too, that they do leave yon barba-
rian boy at our court as hostage of their faith,”
demanded young Theodosius tlic Emperor, now
speaking for the first time and making a most
stupid blunder at a critical moment.

For, with a sudden start of revengefiil indigna-
tion, young Attila the Hun turned to the boy Em-
peror: “ I will be no man’s hostage,” he cried.

SAtD ATTILA."

“ Freely | carne, freely will 1 go! Come down
from thy baublc ofa chair and thou and I will try,
even in your circus yonder, which is the better boy,
and svhich should rightly he hostage for faith and
promise given !”

“ How now !” exclaimed the boy Emperor, alto-
gether unuscd to such uncourtier-like language ;
“ thisto me!” And the hasty young Hun con-
tinued :

“ Ay, this and more ! 1 tell thee, boy, that were
I Ruas the king, the grass should never grow where



the lioofs of my war-horse trod; Scythia should be
Persia should be mine; Rome should be
mine. And look you, Sir Emperor, the time shall
surely come when the king of the Huns shall be
content not with paltry tribute and needless office,
but with naught but Roméan treasure and Roman

mine;

slaves!”

But into this torrent of words carne Pulchcria’s
“ Nay, good Attila, and nay, my
“’'T were not

calm voice again.
brother and my lord,” she said.
between friends and allies to talk of tribute fior of

slaves, fior yet of hostage. Freeiy
you carne ; freeiy go; and let this
pledge tell of friendsliip between

Theodosius the Emperor and RuUas
the And, with a step for-
ward, she flung her broad
chain of gold around the stout and
swarthy neck of the defiant young
Attila.

So, through a girl’'s ready tact and
quiet speech, was the terror of barba-
rian invasiéon averted. RuUas the Hun
tested content for years with his an-
niial salary of three hundred and fifty
pounds ofgold, or overseventy thou-
sand dollars, and his title of General
of the Empire j while not for twenty
years did the hot-headed young At-
tila make good his threat against the
Reman power.

King.”
own

the like the
wise man he was, recognized the
worth of the young Princess Pulche-
ria; he saw how great was her in-
fluenceoverherbrotherthe Emperor,
and noted with astonishment and
pleasurc her words of wisdom and

Anthemius prefect,

her rare common sense.

“ Rule thou in my place, O Prin-
cess!” he said, soon after this
terview with the barbarian envoys. -
“ Thou, alone, of all in this broad
empire, art best fitted to take
and direction iu the duties ofits gov-
erning.”

Pulcheria, though a wise young girl, was pru-
dent and conscicntious.

“ Such high authority is not for a girl like me,
good Anthemius,” she replied. “ Rather let me
shape the ways and the growth of the Emperor
my brother, and teach him how best to maintain
himself in a deportment befitting his high estate,
so that he may become a wise and justruler; but
do thou bear sway for him until such time as he
may take the guidance on himself.”

“ Nay, Princess,” the oid prefect said.

in-

lead

not so,

‘pulcheria augusta,

“ She who can shape the ways of a boy may guide
the will ofan empire. Be thou, then, Regent and
Augusta, and rule this empire as becometh the
daughter of Arcadius .and the granddaughter of
the great Theodosius.”

And as he desired, soitwasdecided. The Senate
of the East dccreed itand, iu long procession, over
flower-strcivh pavcments and through gorgeously
decorated streets, with the trumpets sounding their
loudest, with srvaying standards, and rank upon
rank of imperial troops, with great officers of the

regent OP THE EAST;"

government and throngs of palace attendants, this
young girl of sixteen, on the fourth day ofJuly, in
the year 414, proceeded to the Church of the Holy
Aposties, and was there publicly proclaimed Pul-
cheria Augusta, Regent of the East, solemnly
accepting the trust as a sacred and patriotic duty.

And, not many days after, before the high altar
of this same Church of the Holy Apostles, Pulche-
ria the princess stood with her younger sistcrs,
Arcadia and Marina, aud with all the impressive
ceremonial of the Eastern Clnii-ch, made a solemn



vow to devote their lives to the keeping of their
father’'s heritage and the assistance of thcir only
brother; to forswear the world and all its allure-
ments; never to marry; and to be in all things
faithful and constant to each.other
promise and their pledge.

And they were faithful and constant. The story
of those threc determined young maidens, yet
scarcely “ in thcir teens,” rcads almost like a page
from Tennyson’'s beautiful poem, “ Tho Princess,”
with which many of my girl readers are doubtless
familiar. The young Rcgent and her sisters, with
their train of attendant maidens, renounced the
vanity of dress,— wearing only plain and simple
robes ; they spent their time in maldng garments
for the poor, and embroidercd work for church
decorations; and with song and prayer and frugal
medis, interspcrsed with frequent fasls, they kept
their vow “ to forswear the world and its allure-
ments” in an altogether strict and monotonous
manner. O f course this style of living is no more
to be recommendcd to healthy, hearty, fun-loving
girls of fifteen than

in this their

is its extreme of gayety and
indulgcnce, but it had its effect in those bad oid
days of dissipation and excess, and tho simplicity
and soberness of this wise young girl's life in the
very midst of so much power and luxury, made
even the worst elements in the empire respect and
honor her.

It would be interesting, did space permit, to
sketch at length some of th»devisings and doings
of this girl regcntof sixteen. “ She superintended
with extraordinary wisdom,” says the oid chroni-
“ the transactions of the Romén
government,” and “

cler Sozemon,
affordcd the spectacle,” says

Ozanam, a later historian, “ ofa girlish princess of

sixteen, granddaughter and solé inheritor of the
genius and courage of Theodosius the Great, gov-
erning the cmpires of the east and west, and being
proclaimed on the death of her brother, Augusta,
Imperatrix, and mistress of the world !'”

This last event— the death of Theodosius the
Younger— occurred in the year 449, and Pulcheria
ascended the golden throne of Constantinople —
the first woman that ever ruled as solé Empress
of the Roman world.

She died July 18, 453. That same year saw the
death of her youthful acquaintance, Attila the
Hun, that fierce barbarian whom roen had called
the “ ScourgeofGod.” Hismightyempirestretched
from the great wall of China to the Western Alps;
but, though he ravaged the lands of both eastern
and western Rome, he seems to have been so man-
aged or controllcd by the wise and pcaceful mens-
ures of the girl regent that his dcstroying bordes
never troubled the splendid city by the Golden
Horn which offered so rare and tempting a booty.

It is not given to the girls of to-day to have any-
thing like the magnificent opportunitics of the
young Pulcheria. But duty in many a form faces
them again and again, while not unfrcquently the
occasion comes for sacrifice of comfort or for devo-
tion to a trust. To all such the example of this
fair young princess of ofd Constantinople, who,
fifteen centuries ago, saw her duty plainly and
undertook it simply and without hesitation, comes
to strengthen and incite; and the girl who feels
herself overwhelmed by responsibility, or who is
feaiful of her own untried powers, may gather
strength, courage, wisdom, and will from the story
of this historie girl ofthe long ago— the wiseyoung
Regent of the East, Pulcheria of Constantinople.



THE BROWNIES

By Palmer

As Brownies rambled round
one night,
A country school-house carne in

sight;

And there they paused awhile to
speak

About the place, where through
the week

The scholars carne, with smile or whinc,
Each morning, at the stroke of nine.
‘This is,” said one, the place, indeed,

W here children come to write and read.
'T is here, through rules and rods to suit,

The young idea learns to slioot;
And here the truant with a grin,
In nearest neighbor pokes the pin.

AT SCHOOL.

Cox.

Or sighs to break his whittled slate

And spring at once to man’s estate.

How oft from shades of yonder grove

I 've viewed at eve the shouting drove.
As from the door they crowding broke
Like oxen from beneath the yoke,

W hen necks are gallcd and sides are sore
From treatment ncvcr known before.”



Another spoke: “ The teacher’s chair,
The ruler, pen, and birch are there;

The blackboard hangs against the wall;
The slates at hand, the books and all.
We might go in to read and write

And master sums like scholars bright.”

I 'll play,” cried one, “ the teaclier’s part;
J know some lessons quite by heart,

And every section of the land

To me is plain as open hand.”

With all respect, my friend, to you,”
Another said, “ that would not do.
You ’'re hardly fitted, sir, to rule;
Your place should be the dunce’s stool.

You 're not with great endowments blessed;

Besides, your temper 's not the best.

And those who train the budding mind
Should own a disposition kind.

The rod looks better on the tree

Than resting by the master's knee j '

/ 'll be the teacher, if you please i

I know the rivers, lakes, and seas,
And, like a banker’s clerk, can throw
The figures nimbly in a row.

I have the patience, love, and grace,
So requisite in such a case.”

The more they talked, the sironger grew

The wish to prove how much they knew.
From page to page through books to pass
And spell the words that tried the class;

So through their skill they soon obtained

Access to all the room contained.



Then desk and bench, on every side,

W ithout delay were occupied;

Some bent above a slate or book,

And some at blackboards station took.

Theyclustered round the globe with zeal.

And kept it turning like a wheelj

It seemed to yield them more delight

Than aught they found throughout the
night.

Said one, “ I 've often heard it said,

The world is rounder than your head,
And people all about it crawl,

Like flies around a rubber ball.

And here, indeed, we find it true,

W ith both the poles at once in view,
W ith latitudes and each degree

All measured out on land and sea.”

Another said, “ | thought | knew
The world from Maine to Timbuctoo,
Or could, without a guide, have found
My way from Cork to Puget Sound;
But here so many things | find

That never dawned upon my mind,
On sundry points, | blush to say,

| 've been a thousand miles astray.”

‘'T is like an egg,” another cried,

‘A little ionger than it 's wide,

W ith islands scattered tlirough the seas
W here savages may live at ease;

And buried up in Polar snows

You find the hardy Eskimos;

W hile here and there some scorching spots

Are set apart for Hottentots.

And see the rivers small and great,
That drain a Province or a State;
The flame and shape of every nation;
Their faith, extent, and population;

And whether governed by a lIring,
A President, or Council ring.”

W hile some with such cxprcssions bold
Surveyed the globe as round it rolled,
Still others turned to ink and pen,
And, spreading like a brooding hen,



They scrawlcd a page to show the band
Their special “ style,” or “ business hand,”

The teacher had enough to do,

To act his part to nature true:

He lcctured wcll the infant squad;

He rapped the desk and shook the rod.
And stood the dunce upon the stool,

A laughing-stock to all the school.

But frequent changcs please the crowd,
So lengthy rcign was not allowed;
And when one master had his hour,
Another took the rod of powecr;

And thus they changed to suit the case,
Till many filled the honored place.

So taken up was every mind

W ith fun and study well combined,
They noticcd not the hours depart,
Until the sun commcnced to dait

A sheaf of lances, long and bright,
Above the distant mountain height;
Then from the school-room, in a heap,
They jumped and tumbled, twenty-deep,
In eager haste to disappear

In deepest shade cf forests near.

W hen next the children gathered there,
W ith wondering faces fresh and fair.

It took an hour of morning prime,
According to the teacher’s time,

To get the books in place once more.
And order to the room restore.

So great had been the haste to hide,
The Windows were left open wide;

W hile over slates and books and walls
Remained the pen and pencil scrawls;—
And scholars knew, without a doubt,
That cunning Brownies were about.



George B. M, Harvey.

THE CONFERENCE.

Jack.Hunt, pitcher of the Stafford
base-ball club, was in trouble. It was
Monday, and the final and deciding game
between the Stafford and the Danville clubs was
called for the next Saturday; and “ unless,” as
Jack said, something “ turned up,” his club would
be sure to lose “ the ruhber.” Each nine had won
a game ; and so they would meet for the final
struggle on an apparently even footing. Butreally
the chances greatly fevored the Danville club, which
had in some older players, who
greatly strengthened their nine.
lusty young fellows. Notone was under eighteen
years of age, and several were out of their teens.
But Sanborn, the Stafford’s firstbaseman and cap-
tain, was barely eighteen, and the ages ofhis men
ranged from fifteen to seventeen.

Jack Hunt was a well-built lad of
which was also the age ofW infield Scott Hancock
Bliss, the Stafford catcher.

And 1 must say a word also, atthe outset, about
Win.
mer on the farm belonging to Jack's father, who
happened to be his Gnele. He was of a rathei'
short and thick-set figure, with big black eyes that
like coals of fire when he was excited.

recently taken
They were all

sixteen,

He was a Boston boy, spending his sum-

glowed
Win had made good use of the gymnasium at
school in the city and was really quite an athlete.
He could jump two feet farther and nearly three

Any
in a

feet higher than any of his Stafford friends.
other member of the nine could throw him
wrestle, but not one of them could knock off his
cap.

“ You have the strength,”
them, “ but I tell you ‘Science’is the thing that
wins "

Aftersupper, thatMonday, Jack and W in started
together for the village, where a conference of the

he used to say to-

nine wasto be held on the piazza of the main store.
The pitcher’s face was still gloomy, for he laiew
from sad experience that the Danville fellows.
asked no better sport than to bat his pitching.
The other players were less downcast, but all
looked The whole club was on hand
in answer to the cali. Besides the pitcher and
catcher, there was Captain Sanborn, first baseman ;
Abe Blanchard, second baseman; Will Bailey,
third baseman; Harley Esden, short-stop ; Jack
Steele, Icft-ficld; Am Ricker, center; and Sim
Clarke, right.

The dignified
order.

“ 1 have asked for this meeting,” he said, clear-
ing his throat, “ to see what was best to lje done-

serious.

captain called the meeting to.



about the Danville game. We all know that we

've only a small prospect of winning. We play
just as good a game in the field as the Danville
fellows, but we can’t begin to equal them at the
bat. | went to see them play the
Saturday, and

Barnets on
I tell you they hit very hard. Be-
sides, they have a new pitcher, and he throws like
lightning.”

“ Then we might just as well give it up in ad-
vance,” said Jack, whose small amount ofcourage
had already slowly oozed away.

“ No, sir, we 're going to play 'em, anyhow,”
responded the resolute captain. “ And we have
just one chance of beating them; and that is to
break up their batting.”

“You 'll have to putin a new pitcher, then,”
returned Jack.
“ Nonsense. There is no use in talking about

that,” said Captain Sanborn. “ You
pitcher in the nine, Jack,— by all
| do wish, though ”

"*Well, what ?” said Jack, as the captain hesi-
tated.

“ 1 wish you could learn to curve ‘ein.
you suppose you could ?”
“ I know I can’t,” was Jack’s despondent answer.
| 've tried, and tried, but can not get the trick
of it.”

There was silcnce for a moment, and then began
a long discussion, in which his fellow-players sought
both to cheer Jack’s drooping spirits and to devise
some plan of action that should promise to bring
them success in the great game to be played on

're the best
odds the best.

Don’t

Saturday.
“ Well, boys,” said the captain, finally, “ let
every man do the best he can — that 'sall. We

must keep our courage up. W e 've beaten them

once and we may beat again. And if not, we 11
make them earn the victory, at any rate.”
So tlic sober conference was ended and the boys

walked slowly to their homes. Late in the night

W in heard Jack mutter in his sleep, “ If 1 only
could curve 'em !~
1.— THE CURVES.

“ WAK.E Up, Jack! W ake up, quick!”
screamed Win in the ear of the sleepy pitcher
the next morning “ 1 have an idea— a great
scheme! Come, come!”

“ What 's the row?” grunted Jack, rubbing his
eyes.

“ Did you sec that tall fellow, in the checked
suit, at the hotel last night?” asked Win.

Jack nodded slcepily.

“ Well, sir, he is the base-ball
Boston Tmmpel. 1

editor of the

'm sure of it. | knew 1 'd

seen him before,
where.

and it just flashed upon me
He is just the man we want.

he 'll have gone!”

Hurry, or

“W hatifhe has? he can’'t play fot us,” said Jack.

“ I know that. But
Are you asleep yet?
curve”

“ W-h-a-t!” Jack was wide awake now.

“ Curves, curves,— don’'t you see?
all about 'em,” said Win, eagerly.

Ittook Jack just ten minutes,

don’t you understand?
He 'll show you how to

He knows
“Come on!”
by Win’'s watch,
to dress, breakfast, and start on the run for the
summer hotel.

W hen they sent up their fiames, they received
in answer the message that “ the gentleman was
not up yet, but would they not wait? ”

“ Wait! well, I should say so1” replied Jack,
with unnecessary energy.
An hour later, a tall, pleasant-looking young

man sauntered into the office from the breakfast-
room. It was the base-ball editor of the Trumpei,
just arrived to spend a short vacation among the
Green Mountains.

W in was nervous, as he advanced to meet them.

“ Is this— the— Trumpett” he finally burst out.

“ What did you
man.

“ corrected the stammering catcher,
“is this the base-ball editor of the Trutnpett”

The young man finished lighting a cigar, blew
awhiff of smoke, and acknowledged his identity
with a nod.

“ Well, sir, we want the ‘curves,’ please,” said
eager Win.

“ The whatf” asked the young man wonder-
ingly, while Jack sidled toward the door.

“ It seems to me |
replied Win,

say?” inquired the young

mean,”

never was so stupid!”
“ Why, we carne to ask
if you would n't show our pitcher how to curve
'em. We 're to play a match game next Satur-
day, and we 've got to do something desperate or
we 'll get beaten out of our
show him how to curve ?”

The now enlightened base-ball editor smiled,
blew another whiff of smoke, winked, and asked,
“ Where is he ?”

“Who ?” inquired Win.

“ Your pitcher, of course. You don'twant the
right fielder to curve, do you ?”

“ Ofcourse not,” said Win, laughing. *“
our pitcher. Jack, this
the Tnimpet."

Jack bowed and the base-ball editor held out his
hand and looked carefully at Jack’s.

“ Are you strong in
asked.

“ Yes, sir, | think so,” said Jack.

hastily.

boots.

Can’t you

Here's
is the base-ball editor of

the wrist?” he finally



“ Let me feel your arm.”

Jack extended it toward him, saying: “ | ought
to have some muscle; | 've worked on the farm
all summer.”

“ You did n't get that bunch there, in working
on the farm,” observed the base-ball editor, press-
ing the muscle on the outside of Jack’s fore-arm,
near the elbow.

“ No,sir, 1 didn’t,” said Jack, ina surprised tone.

“ You got that by pitching,” continued the
young man. “ You must have pitched a good
while, for a youngster.”

“ Yes, sir,” responded Jack, in unfeigned aston-
ishment.
“Well, my young friends,” said the base-ball

THE BOYS AkKE IKSTRL'CrED

editor, after smoking for a minute in silence, |
take you to be in earnest, and | 'll tell you what I 'li
do. Outbehind the hotelis an empty piano box.
I saw it from my window, this morning. Go and
prop thatup on its sides, measure off fifty feet from

it and mark the spot. Then, at about half-way
between the box and the marked spot, drive a
stake five orsix feet high into the ground. By the

time you shall have done that, 1 'll have finished

my cigar, and will come out and see if we can
meet the emergency.”

Fifteen minutes later, the two eager boys, having
carried out the young man’'s directions, saw the
tall form of their new friend emerge from the back
doorway of the hotel.

“ Now that piano box,” remarked the base-ball
editor, taking a league ball from his pocket, “ we 'll

This spot, fifty
I will stand here

say, is resting on the home base.
feet away, is the pitcher’s piace.

facing the box and hold out my arm (with the ball
in my hand) at right angles with a line running
straight from here to the box. Now, one of you
stand here behind me and take a squint over the
ball, with the stakc as a ‘sight,” and let the other

IN THE ART OF *“ CUUVINO.”

mark the place 011 the box, which the‘squinter’
says is in a straightline from theball, as 1 ain hold-
ing it.”

Win “ squinted,” and Jack made a straight mark,

toward the ground, on the piano box. Both boys
wcre decidedly mystified.
“ Now,” asked the base-ball editor, “ a ball

going straight from my hand and just missing the
stake will hit the chalk-mark on the box ; will it?”



“ Yes, sir,” replied Win, promptly.

“ Then, if it strikes to the left of the mark, it
will have to curve ; will it?” was the next question.

“ Yes, sir,” answered W in, again.

“ Then, here goes!” said the base-ball editor;
and taking the ball in his right hand, he pressed
it an instant with his left, then threw it
sharply. The ball passed about six inches to the
right of the stakc, and yet struck the box two or
three inchcs to the left of the chalk mark.

“ It must have curved eight inchcs,” observed
W in with “ scientific”

and

accuracy.

Jack tossed back the ball, and the young man
threw again. This time the ball just missed tbe
stake on the right, and struck at least a foot to the

left of the mark.
“ That was

better,” remaiked the base-ball
editor, in a satisfied tone. “ Now, come here,
Mr. Young Pitcher, and | 'l show you how to
do it.”

I don't believe | ever can,” responded Jack,
but with a face as eager as a child’s.

“ Oh, yes, you can!” the young man.
“There 's nothing like knowing how. First,
take the ball between your thumb and forefinger.
Don't let your other fingers touch it. There,
that 's rightl Now, press it down so it will just
touch the cord connecting your thumb and finger.
Correct1 Now, pinch it tight with the end ofyour
thumb and throw from your bip.”

The ball struck to the right of the mark.

“ No curvo to that,” said the instructor. “ Pinch
tighter and give a sharp, quick jerk when you
throw.”

The ball struck the mark.

“ That 's better,” was the encouraging com-
ment. “ Try again and don’t hurry about it!
Keep cool!”

Jack had now almost overedme his nervousness
and did as he was told.

said

The ball just missed the
stake and struck the box six inchcs to the left of
the mark.

“ Hurrah ! You ’'ve caught the tiick!”
W in, throwing up his cap.

Jack tried again and again, finally making the
ball strike nearly as far from the chalk-line as his
teacher had sent it.

“ Very good, indeed, for a beginner!” said the
base-ball editor, heartily. “ That is called the
‘out’ curve. try the

You 'll find it hardcrto manage.

cned

Now we 'l in’ curve.
Bend your thumb
at the first joint, place the ball on your knuckle
and hold it firmly with your first two fingers.
Don’'t let your other fingers touch it. Throw from
near your knee, at first, and on the left side of the
stake.”

Jack threw swiftly, and the ball struck the mark.

“ Now again, and pinch tight,” was the
mand.

Again Jack threw, and this time he made the ball
strike two or three inches to the right of the mark.

“ That is much better than |
the base-ball editor.
pitcher !

com-

expected,” said
“ Why, you 're a natural
Now all you want is practice. Use the
stake awhile and then pitch over a base. Prac-
tice as much as you can without laming your arm.
There are other curves, the ‘up,” and the ‘down,’
besides what is called the ‘shoot,’ but these two
will be enough for you to learn between now and
Saturday.”

“ 1'm everiastingly obliged,” said Jack, warmly.

“You need n't thank me,” responded the base-
ball editor. “ But | shall be interested in your
work on Saturday, W iill you let me know the
result of the game when you come back ?”

“ Yes,indeed!” answered Jack, heartily, and the
two boys bade a grateful adieu to the young man,
and went gayly off to the base-ball grounds for
further practice.

“ 1 tell you, Jack,” said Win, as they walked
rapidly along, “ Science is the thing that wins.”

Il.— THE GAME.

Somewhat to Win’s
surprise, the great day
arrived on time. And so

did the rickety oid country
stage, as itdrew up with a
flourishattheDanvillcball-
ground, and was greeted
with a cheer. Out clam-
bered the Stafford nine.
They looked very neat in
theirbrightnew uniforms;
but the spcctators could
not help remarking the
physical superiority of the
Danville players.
“ We 're going to have a perfect ‘walk-over,””
remarked one of the Danville nine, lazily twirling
a bat, as the Stafford boys threw off their coats.



Jack’'s quick ears caught the remarks, and his
blue eyes flashed with indignation. “ We 11 see
about that!” he muttered.

Jack had followed his instructions faithfully,
and he felt confident of his ability to puzzle his
opponents. Win, however, was less certain, and
he whispered to Jack:

“ Don't lose your head.”

The base-ball editor’s parting injunction, that
morning, had been;

“ Keep cool and pinch tight.”

Captain Sanborn of the Staflbrds won the toss
and chose the field. The boys scattered quickly
to their various positions, and the ball was thrown
to the pitcher. But no sooner had Jack received
the signal to play than he had an attack of “ stage-
fright.” His nerves tingled, and his knees shook.
It was really not to be wondered at, for he had
never pitched before so large a crowd, and he
could not help feeiing that the game depended on
him. It was a trying position for any lad, and
espedally so for Jack, who, as Win said, was apt
to “ lose his head.”

“ Low balll” called the umpire.

Jack threw quickly, and the ball whizzed away
over the striker’'shead, striking the catcher's fence.
A titter ran through the opposing nine. This bit
of discourtesy was too much for Jack in his ner-
He threw wildly again, and be-
Two raen

vous coiidition.
came first excited and then reckless.
went to first base on called balls, and five made
safe hits. When the wretched inningwas finally
ended, the Danvilles had scored five runs. Jack
did not try to conceal his mortification.

Abe Blanchard was the first Stafford batsman.
He was considered a good hitter, but he retired
on three strikes, saying that the pitching was too
swift for him.

Steele sent an easy fly to the second baseman,
was caught out, and Win stepped to the piate.
He was not embarrassed or nervous, and he hita
sharp grounder between the short stop and the
third baseman. The leftfielder was over-confident
and let it pass him, and Win made two bases.

“Huntto bat!” called the scorer.

Jack’s face still burned, but his teeth were
clenched. He struck the first ball pitched with
all his strength and sent a fly just over the center
fielder. Win gotin andsaved awhitewash. The
next striker was put out, but the cheering of the
crowd brought Jack to his senses. He walked

steadily to the pitcher’'s box, perfectly cool and
collected.

“ Play!” called the umpire.

Jack pressed the ball into his light hand,

it tight, took a delibérate step forward
The batsman struck at it, but the

pinched
and threw it.

ball passed at least six inches from the end of his

bat. Win smiled. Another ball followed, with
the same result. Jack’'s confidence had now
returned, and Win’'s black eyes flashed re-assur-

ingly behind the catcher’s mask. The next bal!
started directly toward the striker, who stepped
quickly back to avoid being hit. But his act was
unnecessary. The ball curved neatly over the
base and lodged safely in Win’'s hands.

“ Three strikes, cried the pleased
umpire.

The batsman was puzzled.
umpire, at his bat, and finally at Jack.
understood. It was the “ out"-curve.

“ Science is the thing that wins,”
whispered softly to himself.

and out!”

He looked at the
But Win

the catcher

Two more strikers were retired in quick order,
one having struck a foul ball, which was easily
caught by Win. It was a whitewash for the Dan-
villes. Not a man had reached the first base or
had even leftthe home base. W hatcould it mean?
The Danville players looked at each other wonder-
ingly, and the audience smiled and concluded that
it might be an interesting game, after all.

From that time on, the Staffords steadily won.
The swift pitching was hard to hit, but they had
regained their courage and they did very well.
The Danvilles soon saw how the balls were curving
from them and theybatted morcprudently. Then
Jack tried the “ in But they would hit
even his curves occasionally, and in trying to vary
his delivery, he let two or three strikers take bases
The game became interesting.
At the end of the eighth inning the score stood
twelve to eleven in favor of the Danvilles. They
went to the bat for the last time, and Jack was on
The strikers retired in one,— two,—

-curve.

on called balls.

his mettle.
three order.

The Staffords carne in to ciése the inning. But
the history of that half-inning was best told by
Jack to his friend, the base-ball editor, late that
night.

“ Well,” began Jack,
point in his narrative, “ Am Ricker went up first
for us, and he was so flustered, he struck out.
Abe Blanchard hit a good grounder to third, but
the ball got to first before he did. Then Steele
went in and was given his base on called balls.
And there we were ! If they whitewashed us, we
were beaten, but if we could get in onc run, we

when he reached this

should tie 'em; and two runs would give us the
game. Win was next, and he never faiis. He
made a “ daisy” hit. Itwas a lincr just over the

short-stop’s head, the left fielder fumbled
again, so Win got his second. Then
turn. Well, sir, it was so still when | stepped to
the piate that | honestly believe you could have

and
it was my



heard a pin drop on the grass. But 1 was just as

.cool as a cucuinber. I'd mastered all my non-
sensical nervousness.

“ Well, I waited till 1 got a ball that just
suited me, and then | sent it right down by the
firstbasc.

The baseman did n'tcapture it, though;

wm

and Steele carne in from third and W in started from
second. | never once thought of his trying to get
home, for the right fielder had tlic ball in quick
time, though | was safe on first. But, sir, Win
never stopped at third; and jimimy 1— how he did
run! The catcher saw him coming and yelled for
the ball. He was a short fellow, that catcher, but
he was so afraid that W in would slide under him that
he stood 1ight in the line about three feet from the
home base. The light-fieldcr had thrown the ball
to the second-basenian, and he threw it home when
he hcard the catcher cali forit. The ball carne right
to the catcherisknees; he stooped and caughtit, and
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reachedaround instantly totouch Win. Buthedidn't
touch him. For,justashe stooped, Win made one
of his famous jumps, and went clear over the catch-
er's back, striking both feet on the home base !

“ Well, sir, you should have seen that catcheFs
face when he turned round and saw Win behind

MADE ONE OF HIS FAMOUS JUMI-S AND WENT OVUR THE CATCHER'S DACE.'

him. | justlay down on the grass, and kicked my
feet in the air and screamed ! And the crowd,
didn’t they cheer ! | never heard such a noise on

the Fourth of July, or at any other time, and |

never saw Win’'s eyes so big and bright. But all
he 'd say was what he always says : ‘1 tell you,
boys, Science is the thing that wins!’ Oh ! you

ought to have been there !'”

“ 1 wish | had been there, I 'm sure,” said the
base-ball editor, regretfully. “ But | 'Il tell you
what | am going todo.— 1 'm going to write out a
report ofthat game.”

And he did. This is it.



FROM BACH TO WAGNER.

A Series o/ Br!”~ Papers erntcerain” ihe

Grcat Musicians.

By AgaTha TuNIS.

ViL— Mendelssohn.

No STRONGER contrast to the unhappy fate of
Schubcrt could be presented than the life of Jacob
Ludwig Mendelssohn-Bartholdy, born at
Hamburg, February 3, 1809. He was onc of a
gifted family, every member of which was lovable
and interesting. His grandfather, Moses Mendels-
sohn, was a man great in mind and heart; and
Abraham Mendelssohn, the father of Félix, was
a man of power and character. He never attained,
however, the fame of his father fior of his son, and

Félix

he used to say in his later life; “ Formerly | was
the son of my father, and now | am the father of
He gave the most careful attention to
and they always sought
Fclix's mother, too, was

an able and accomplished woman, who sang well,

my son.”
his childrcn’s education,
his advice and counsel.

played on the piano, spoke French, English, and
Italian, read Greek, made beautiful drawings, and
added to all these attainments the power of attract-
ing the mostcultured societyin Berlin to herhousc.
These parents gave their children the besteducation
that love could dictate and money procure.
sister Fanny, four years older than he, had remark-
able musical talcnt. She composed some of the
“ Songs Without Words,” which Félix never tired
ofadmiring. Herbrotherand herselfwere through-
out their lives the dearest friends and confidants.

Their mother gave the children lessons, and
always superintended their practicing; but she
soon felt their need of a professional teacher, and
Zelter, an enthusiastic disciple of Bach, undertook
the children’s musical education.

The childien worked \'ery hard at their music,
rising at five to practice; for was their general
education neglected, for they had the best masters
in every department. When
years oid, he and his music teacher visited Goethe,
loved to hear the

Felix's

Félix was eleven

the great German author, who
little genius extemporize. SirJuliusBenedict, who
met him at this time, says, “ 1 shall never forget
the impression of that day on beholding the beau-
tiful youth, with his auburn hair clustering in
ringiets round his shoulders, the ingenuous ex-
pression of his clear eyes, and the smile of inno-
cence and candor on his lips.”

Félix now worked very steadily at his music,
and in 1818 a series of matinecs were inaugurated,
atwhich he conducted an orchestra, always placing

one of his own compositions on the prograinmec,
Few musicians passed through Berlin without at-
tending these performances, so that besides the
practice in conducting, and the pleasure of having
his own compositions played, Félix had the further
advantage of hearing the best musical criticism.
In 1822 the family traveled through Italy and Switz-
erland, returning, they again visited
Goethe, who was delighted to renew his acquaint-
little musician- He loved to hear
and said to the
charming, delightful boy; send him again
soon, that I may get all the pleasure |
of him.” On his fifteenth birthday, when his
liealth was proposed, Zelter said he was no longer

and before

ance with the
Félix lad’s mother,
“ A

improvise,

can out

an apprentice, but a musician, and hailed him as
one “in the fAame of Mozart, Haydn and oid
father Bach.” Nothing could be more charming
than the life and surroundings of this favored
family. The Mendelssohns’ house was lofly and
spacious, with a beautiful park laid out in trees and
vines. in it. Here,
in company with some young friends, they started
a little paper called the Garden-Tivies, changing
tlie title in winter to that of the Tea-andSncrw-
Times. Each one was obliged to contribute some-
thing, serious or humorous, to its columns, and it

In summer, the children lived

was a source of great amusement to them all.

Fclix could often be found in some snug cérner

with a copy of Shakespeare in his hand, and
amid such happy and delightful scenes, and
while reading the comedy, Mendelssohn really

wrote his “ Midsummer Night's Dream” overture,
which he copied twenty years afterward without
changing a note. In 1829, the Bach Passion Music
was given, chicfly through his efforts; he always
considered Bach his master, and said that he was
the source of all that was most nccdful in music.
During that year, Félix left home for a season of
travel; the journey was undertaken not merely
to study his art and to win reputation, but, what
was just now far more important to him, to sec
in short, for general as well as
for musical left a blank at

home, which was felt by no one more than Fanny;

places and people ;

culture. His absence

but thcy were all somewhat consoled 1)y the aflcc-

tionate and interesting letters he sent them. In
London he was cntertained by Moscheles, and
enthusiastically rcccived by the public; liis intel-

lcctual and social gifts were only less rare than his



musical genius. At the cnd of the season, Félix
made a tour through Scotland, where he met Sir
W alter Scott. He delighted also in the air and sccn-
ery,

and his lettei-s are filled with charming de-

scriptions of his tour. On returning to England,
he staid for some time at Chester, where he was
entertained by a Mr. Taylor. We have in Men-
delssohn’s letters a beautiful picture of the simple

out-of-door life he led there, and we are impressed

by his high spirits, and his entire freedom from
conceit. He loved afterward to tell of the charm
which the meadow and brook, the trees and

grass had for him there. He spent much time in
sketching and painting; but his head was full of
music, and everything suggested a musical jdea to
hira. He was vety fond of carnations, and he set
ahunch of them to music in the 4&lbum of a daugh-
ter of his host, with a drawing of the fiowers over
the not forgetting to set some delicate
arpeggios in the music for the scent of the fiow-
ers.

notes;

On seeing the younger sister with some bell-
shaped fiowers in her hair, he said that the fairies
might dance 011 the trumpets, and he set them to
a capriccio. He never tired of merry-making, and
one afternoon toward dusk, he, with a number of
young people, was one of a happy young company
that was picnicking in a thicket. Some one gayly
proposed a fire; and all began to drag the boughs
and twigs into place, so that soon they had a fine
bonfire. W hile still lingering around it, Mendels-
sohn began to ask for some music, but nothing
could be found save a worn-out fiddle of the
gardencr’s.
to play,
ance

Mendelssohn, all undismayed, began
shouting with laughter at his perform-
; but soon there was a hush in the chat and
sport, and the whole partj' sat spell-bound at the
lovely music which he drew from even that de-
spised fiddle.
dance-tunes,

He would sit for hours, improvising
and liked nothing better than to
entertain his friends with his music. He always
looked back on his visit to Chester as onc of the
brightest spots in a bright life.

Such a youth was Mendelssohn at twenty,—
simple, lovablc, and giftcd. He had beautiful dark-
brown eyes and fine wavy hair, and a delicate
mouth. Fascinating in disposition, and
in attaininents, what wonder that all
drawn to him, and that everybody loved him?
It is said that, when improvising, his hands seemed
almost like living creatures; his eyes glowed and
seemed to become larger and larger; but bis whole
manner was very quiet and unassumiiig.

in face,

hearts were

Some-

times he would lean over the keys as if he expected
to see the music flow through his fingers to the
piano.

In 1833, he accepted a position as musical direct-
or at Dusseldorf, and while there he experienced
the first real grief that carne into his Ufe, in the
death of his beloved father. Mendelssohn not
only fondly loved his father, but he had been ac-
customed from his childhood to look to him for
help and guidance, and not one of the family suf-
feied more under this blow than did he.

In 1837,
neaud,

Mendelssohn married Cécile Jeanre-
lovely in face and disposition,
who sympathized in all his tastes and desires. The
Leipsic people idolized Mendelssohn; everywhere
he met with enthusiastic love and admiration, and
had the greatest influence in musical affairs. He
had been partly influenced in coming to Leipsic by
the thought that he would live in the city sacrcd to
“ father Bach ” ; once settled there, he determined
to erect some kind of a monument to him, and
for this object he gave an organ concert. Schu-
mann, who hcard the performance, said that he
would

a woman

love to write of the evening in “ golden
letters,” and added that for him there can be no
greater happiness in music than to hear one mas-
ter interpret the works of another.

From that time on, Mendelssohn’s life had few
incidents. In his last years he overworked himself
in his zcal for his art, and became melancholy and
low-spirited, till he died,
Nov. 4, 1847. His death was deeply mourned not
only tbroughout Germany, butin England, where
he had many dear personal friends. W ith him the
greatest light of the Mendelssohn family went out.

To few men has it been given to have so happy
or so accomplished a life as to Félix Mendelssohn.
Music was much, very much to Inm, but it was
not al!. If he had never played a note of music,
he conld have made a fine painter; if he had
neither painted, he was so full of
intellectual resources, he could have

his sadness increasing,

played fior
led a broad,
useful life, attracting the rarest spirits to himself.
But he had all these, and it is a marvcl that he
could find time for all he did and all he was. His
published letters show tho completeness of bis
character and his life. Ho was a happy rausician,
life is reflected It is a re-
lief sometimes to turn from the deep, passionate
strains wrung from the aching heart of Schubert
or Mozart to the sweet, delicate,
of Mendelssohn.

and his in his music.

beautiful music



DRIVEN BACK TO EDEN.

CH.4PTER IX.
THE CLOSF. OF THE YEAR.

As WAS Stated early in this simple history, the
original barn was built on a side-hill, the rear facing
the south ; and, since the foundations were slill in
fair condition and the site convenient, | determined
to build on the same spot, at the same time modi-
fying the oid plan somewhat.

I had decided that the poultry-house and pig-
sty should form an extensién to the barn and that
both should be built in the side of the bank also.
The poultry-house, between the barn and sty,
was to be built so that its side facing the south-
east should be chiefiy of glass, and so constructed
as to secure the greatest amount of light and
warmth. Eggs in winter form the most profitabie
item in poultry keeping.

It did not take tbe masons long to poiiit up and
strengthen the oid foundations, and early in Sep-
tember everything was under full headway, the
sound of hammer, saw, and plafie rcsounding all
day long. Itwas Winnic's and Bobsey’s task to
gather up the shavings and refuse bits of luml>er
and carry them to the wood-house.

“ The ease and quickness with which we can
build fircs next I said, “ is a pleasant
thing to think of.”

Meanwhile the garden was not neglected. The
early flight of summer-boarders had greatly re-
duced the demand for vegetables, and now we
began to hoard for our own use. The lima-beans
were allowed todryon the vines. the maturcd podsof
the bush-beans were spread in the attic, and thither
also the ripencd onions wcrc brought and placed
in shallow boxes. As far as possible we had saved
our own seed. | had made a box and had cov-

winter,”



ered it with tin so as to lje mousc-proof, and in

this we placed the different varieties, carefuUy
labeled. Although it was not an apple year, quifo
a number of our trees were in bearing. Twice m
each week, the best of the wind-falls were picked up
and sent to the village, with the tomatocs and such
other vegetables as w.ere in demand. As fast as
crops matured, the ground was cleared, and all of
the refuse that contained no injurious seeds was
saved as a winter covering for the strawberry plants.

Our main labor, however, after digging the rest
of the potatoes, was the setting of that half acre in
the later varieties of the strawberry. Although
the early part of September was very dry and
warm, we managed to set out two or three rows
nearly every afternoon. The nights had now grown
so loiig and cool thatone thorough watering seemed
to establish the plants. Near the middle of the
month, thci-e carne a fine rain, and we set the re-
maindcr of the ground in one day, all the children
aiding me in the task. Those first planted were
now strong, splendid plants, with a bunch of foliage
six inches in diameter.

Thus, between helping in the work on the new
barn and other labors, September saw a renewal
of our early summer activity.

“ The winds are whispering of winter in the
trees,” | said to the children, “ and all thrifty
creatures, ants, bees, and squirrels, are-laying up
their stores. So mustwe.”

I had watched our ripéning corn with great
satisfaction. For a long time Merton could walk
through it without his straw hat being seen above
the nodding tassels. But one day, Mr. Jones carne
over with some bundlcs of long rye-straw in his
wagén and said;

“ You can’'t guess what these are for.”

“ Somc useful purpose, or you wouldn't have
brought them,” 1 replied.

“Wc'll see. Come with meto the corn patch.”

As we started, he took a bunclle under his arm,
and | saw that he had a tool called a corn-knife in
hishand. Going through the rows, he occasionally
stripped down the husks from an ear and then
said:

“ Yes, it's ready. Don't you see that tlic kernels
are plmfAp and glazed ? Junior and | are going to
tackle our corn to-morrow, and, says 1 to myself,
if ours is ready to cut, so is neighbor Durham's.
The sooner it’s cut after it’sready, the better. The
stalks ave wortli moro for fodder, and you run no
risk from an early frost, which would spoil it all.
You and Merton must pitch in as you usually do.
And now 1| 'll show you how to work at it,”

Gathering the stalks together above the ears
with his left hand, he cut the entire liill off with
one blow of the corn-knife within six inches of the

ground, and then leaned the stalks against those
of an uncut hill- This he continued to do until
he had made what he caUed a “ stout,” or a bunch
of stalks about as large as he could conveniently
encirde with his arms, the uncut hill of stalks
forming a supportin the center. Then he took a
wisp of the rye-straw, divided it evenly, and put-
ting the two cnds together, twisted it speedily mto
a sort of a rope, With this he bound the stout
tightly above the ears by asimple method which
one lesson made plain to me.

“ Well, you are a good neighbor !'” I exclaimed.

“ Pshaw ! What does this amountto?” he re-
plied. “ You forget that | 've sold you a lot of
rye-straw, and so have the best of you, aftcr all.”

“ 1 don’'t forget anything, Mr. Jones. As you
say, | believe we shall *‘make a go’ of it here, but
we always rcmember how much we owe to you and
Junior. You 've let me pay for some things in a
way that saved my self-respect, and made me feel
that | could go to you as often as | wished, but you
have never taken advantage of me, and you have
kept smart people from doing it. Do you know,
Mr. Jones, that in every country village there are
weasel-like people who encourage ncw-comers by
bleeding their pocket-books at every chance? In
securing you as a neighbor, our battle was half
won, for no one needsa good, practical friend more
than a city man beginning life in the country.”

“ Jerusalem! how you talk! I'm goin’ right
home and tell my wife to cali me “ Saint Jones.”
Then 1 'll geta tin halo and wear it, for my straw
hatis about played out,” and away he went, chuck-
ling over his odd conceits, but pleased, as all men
are, when their good-will isappreciated. One kind
of meanness that disgusts human nature, is a scl-
fish, unthankful rcception of kindness.

After an carly supper 1drove to the village with
what | had to sell, and returned with two corn-
hooks. And by night of the following day, Bagley
and | had the corn cut and tied up.

On the next afternoon | helped Bagley sharpcn
the hooks and we began to cut the fodder-corn
which now stood, green and succulent, averaging
two feet in hciglit throughout the field.

The barn was now up and the carpenters were
roofing it in, whilc two days more ot work would
complete the pig-sty and poultiy-house. Every
strokc of the hammer told rapidly, and we all ex-
ulted over our new and better appliances for carry-
ing out our plan of country life. Since the work
was being done by contract, | contented myselfby
seeing that it was done thoroughly. Meanwhile,
Merton was busy with the cart drawing rich earth
from the banks of the creek. The proper use
of fertilizers had given such a marked increase
to our crops that it became clear that our best



prospect of growing rich was to make the land
rich.

During the last week of September the nights
were so cool as to suggest frost, and | said to
Mousie:

“ 1 thinkwe 'd better take up your geraiiiums
and other window plants and put them in potsand
boxes. We can then stand them under a tree,
wiiich would shelter them from a slight frost.
Should there be serious danger, itwould take us but
a few minutes to bring them into the house. You
have taken such care of them all summer that
I do not intend that you shall lose them now,
Refer to your flower-book, and read what kind of
soil they grow best in during the winter, and
then Merton can help you gather it.”

If£;i.'T K e
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The child was all solicitude about her pets, and
after dinner she and Merton, the latter trundling
a wheelbarrow, went down to the creek and ob-
tained a lot of fine sand and some Icaf-mold from
under the trees in the u'oods. These ingredients
we carefully mixed with rich soil from the fiower
bed, and put it in the pots and boxes around the
roots of as many plants as there was room for on
the table by the sunny kitchen window. Having
watcred them thoroughly, we stood them under a
tree, there to remain until a certain sharpness in
the air should warn us to carry them to their win-
ter quarters.

The lima-beans, as fast as the pods grew dry, or
even yellow, were picked and spread in the attic.
They could be shelled at our leisure on stormy
winter days.

Early in September my wife had begun to give
Mousie, Winnie, and Bobsey their lessons again.
Since we were atsome distance from aschool-house,
we decided to continué this arrangement for the

winter, with the three younger children. Merton,
however, was to begin school as soon as pos-
sible, but he pleaded hard for a rcprieve until the
last of October, saying that he did riot wish to
begin before Junior. As we still had a great deal
to do, and as the boy had set his heart on some
fall shooting, 1 yielded, and he promised to study
all the harder whcn he began. | added, however;

“ The evenings havc grown so long that you can
write for hall-an-hour after supper, and then we
will rcviciv your arithmetic together. It will ben-
efit me as well as you.”

During the ensuing weeks we carried out this
plan after a fashion, but at the dose of a busy day
in the open air, we were apt to nod over our tasks.
W e were both taught the soundness of the rule
that brain-work should precede physical exercise.

The first day of October was bright, clear, and
mild, and we gladly welcomed the true beginning
of fall in our latitude. This month competes
with May in its ideal country life. The children
voted it first of all the months, feeiing tltat a vista
of unalloycd delights was opening before them.
Already the butternuts were falling from several
large trees on the place, and the burrs 6n tbe
chestnuts were pluinp with their well-shielded
treasures. Winnie and Bobsey had begun to gather
some of these burrs from the lower limbs of an
immense tree, twenty-four feet in circumference,
and to stamp out the half-brown nuts within.

“ One or two frosts will ripen them and open the
burrs,” | said, and then the childreu began to long
for the frost, which | dreaded.

W hile 1 still kept the younger children Isusy in
the garden, for a few hours on every clear morning
andespeciallyatclippingthe runners from thestraw-
berry plants in the field, they were given ampie
time to gather their winter hoard of nuts. This
prospect seemed to afford them endless Items for
talk, Bobsey modestiy assuring us that he alone
would gather about a million bushels of butternuts
and almost as many chestnuts and walnuts.

“ What will the squirrels do then ?” | asked.

“ They mustdo as | do,” he cried; “ pick up
and carry off as fast as they can. They 'll have a
better chance than 1'll have, too, for they can
gather all day long. The little scamps are already
taking the nuts off the trees. | 've seen’'em, and
1 wish Merton would shoot 'em all.”

“ Well, Merton,” said I, laughing, “ | suppose
that squirrels are proper game for you, but I hope
you and Janior will notshoot many robins. Tliey
are too useful to be killed wantonly, and 1 feel
grateful for all the music they 've given us during
the past summer. | knoiv the law permits you
to shoot them now, but you and Junior should be
more civilized than such a law.”



* 1f we don 't get 'em, everybody else will, and
we might as well have our share,” he replied.

“Well,.then,” I continued, “ lhave a proposition
to make to you and Junior. 1'd like you both to
promise not to shoot robins except on the wing.
That will teach you to be expert and quick-eyed.
A true sportsman is not onc who tries to kill as
much game as possible, but to shoot scientificaliy,
skillfully. There is more pleasure in giving your
game a chance," and in bringing itdown with a fine
fong shot, than in slaughtcring the poor creatures
like chickens in a coop. Anybody can shoot a
robin sitting on a bough a few yards off, but to
bring one down when in rapid flight is the work of
a sportsman. And for my part | had rather live
on pork than on robins or any useful birds.”

He readily agreed not to fire at robins except
when flying, and to induce Janior to do likewise,
and | was satisfied that not many of my little
favorites would suffer.

“Very well,” Isaid, “ 1 'll coax Mr. Jones to
let Janior off to-movrow, and you can have the en-
tire day for hunting. This evening you can go down
to the village and get a stock of ammunition.”

The boy went to his work happy and contented.

Now Bobsey had a little wagén, and having
finished his morning stintofwork, he, with Mousie
andWinnie, startedofftothenearestbutternut-tree,
and during the remainder of the day, exceptduring
the time occupicd with lessons, they were busily
gathering the nuts. By night they had at least one
of the “ million ” bushels spread out, and drying.

As they brought in their last load about five
o’clock in the afternoon, I said to them ;

* Come and see what | have licre.”

I led tlie way to the sty, where were grunting
three half-grown pigs. Having learned from
Rollins that he was willing to sell some of his
stock, | had bought three pigs and put them into
the new sty as soon as it was ready.

The children welcomed the new-comers with
shouts, but 1 said, “ That wont do; you ’ll
frighten them so that they 'll try to jump outof the
pen. Run now and pick up a load of applesin
your wagén and throw them to the pigs; they 'l
understand and like such a welcoming better.”

At supper | added; * Children, picking up
apples, which was such fun this afternoon, will be
part of your regular morning work, for a while.
In the loom over the sty is a bin which must be
filled with the fallen apples before any nuts can be
gathered.”

Even Bobsey laughed at the idea that this was
work, but I knew that it would soon become so.

“ 1have good news about the Bagley children,”
said iny wife. “ I was down there to-day, and all

the children begin school next Monday. Between

clothes which our children have outgrown and
what Mrs. Bagley has been able lo buy and make,
all three of the young Bagleys present a very re-
spectable appearance. | took it upon myself to
tell the children that, if they went to school regu-

larly, we would make them nice Christmas
presents.”
“ And 1confian the bargain heartily,” | cried,

‘“Merton, look out for yourself or the Bagley boy
will get ahead ofyou at school.”

He laughed and started for the village, with
Junior, who now appeared, to get their powder
and shot.

The next morning, after loading up a good lot
of cartridges before breakfast, the two boys start-
ed, and having allday before them, took their lunch-
eons, with the intention ofexploring Schunneniunk
mountain. The squirrels, birds, and rabbits near
home were reserved for odd times when they could
slip away for a few hours only.

Our new barn, now about completed, gave as
much pleasure to my wife and myself as the nuts
and game afforded thechildren. Iwent through it,
adding here and there some finishing touches and
little convenienccs, a painter meanwhile giving it
a final coat of dark, cheap wash. Our poultry-
house was now ready for use and | said to Winnie:

“ To-night we will catch the chickens and put
them in it.”

The oid horse had already been established in
the stable, and | resolved that the cow also should
come in, at night. In the afternoon, | began
turning over the fodder-corn, and saw that a very
few more days would cure it. Toward night, 1
examined the apples, and resolved to adopt oid
Mr. Jamison’s plan of picking the largcst and
ripestatonce, leaving the smaller and greener fruit
to mature until the last of the month. The dark
apple-and-root cellar was already half filled with
potatoes, but the space left for such apples as we
should keep was ready. From time to time, when
returning from the village, I had brought empty
barréis, and in some of these, earlier apples, like
fall pippins and greenings, had already been
packed and shipped to Mr. Bogart. By his advice
1 had resolved to store the later and good keeping
varieties, and dispose of them gradually to the
bestadvantage. | resolved thatthe morrow should
see the beginning ofour chieflabor in the orchard.
I had sold a number of barréis of wind-falls, but
they brought a price that barely repaid us. My
examination of the trees now proved that there
should be no more delay in taking off the large,
and fine-looking fruit.

W ith the setting sun, Merton and Janior ap-
peared, scarcely able to drag
down the lafie.

their weary feet
Nevcrtheless their fatigue was



caused by efiforts entii'ely after their own hearts,
and they declared that they had had a “ splendid

time.” Then they emptied their game-bags.
Each of the boys had a partridge, Merton one
rabbit, and Janior two. Merton kept up his

prestige by showing two gray squirrels to Junior’s
one. Red squirrels abounded, and there were a few
robins, brought down on the wing, as the boys
had promised.

W hat interested me most was the ratties of the
deadly snake which Junior had nearly stepped on,
and then had shot.

“ Schunnemunk is fuli ofrattlers,” he said.

“ Please don’'t hunt there any more, then,” |1
replied.

“ No, we 'll go into the main Highlands to the
east’erd next time.”

Merton had also brought down a chicken hawk,
and the game, spread out on the kitchen table,
suggested much interesting wild life, about which 1
said we should read during the coming winter, add-
ing, “ Well, boys, you have more than earned your
salt in your sport to-day, for each of you have
supplied two game dinners.”

Merton was allowed to sleep late the next morn-
ing, and was then set to work in the orchard, while
I divided my time between aiding in picking the
apples and turning over the fodder-corn.

“ You can climb like a squirrel, Merton,” said I,
“ and | must depend on you chiefly for gathering
the apples. Handle them like eggs, so as not to
bruisc them and then they will keep better. Aftcr
we have been over the trees once and have stacked
the fodder-corn, you shall have a good time with
your gun.”

For the next few days we worked hard, and
nearly finished the first picking of the apples and
getting into shocks the greater part of the corn.
Then carne a storm of wind and rain, and the best
apples on one tree, not picked over, were soon lying
on the ground bruised and unfit for winter keeping.

“ You SCO, Merton,” | said, “ that we must
manage to get over the trees earlier next year.
Live and leara.”

The wind carne out of the north the day after
the storm, and Mr. Jones shouted, as he passed
down the road, “ Wc’ 11 have frost to-night.”

Then, indeed, we bestirred ourselves. Mousie’s
flowers were carried in; the lima-bean poles, still
hanging full of green pods more or less filled out,
were pulled up and stacked together under a tree;
and some tomato vines, with their green and par-
tially ripe fruit, were taken up by the roots and
hung under the shed.

“ We may thus keep a supply of this wholesome
vegetable somc weeks longer,” | said.

Everything that we could protect was looked

after, but our main task was the gathering of all
the grapes except those hanging against the sides
ofthe house. These, I believed, would be so shel-
tered as to escape injury. We had been enjoving
this delicious fruit for some time, cairying out our
plan, however, ofresei-ving ihc best for the market.
The berries on the small.clusters were just as sweet
and luscious, and the children were content. Sure
enough, on the following morning white hoar-frost
covered the grass and leaves.

“ No matter,” cried Winnie, at the breakfast
table, “ the chestnut burrs are opening!”

By frequent stirring the rest of the corn-fodder
was soon dried out again, and stacked. Then we
took up the beets and carrots and stored them also
in the root cellar.

We had frost now almost every night, and the
trees were gorgeous in their various hues, while
others were already losing thcir foliage.

The days were filled with delight for the chil-
dren. The younger ones were up with the sun to
gather the nuts that had fallen during the night,
Merton accompanying them with his gun, and
bringing in squirrels daily, and now and then a
robin, shot on the wing. His chiefexploit, how-
ever, was the bagging of half a dozen quails that
unwarily chosc the lower part of our meadow as a
resort. Then he and Janior took several long
outings in the Highlands with fair success, for the
boys had become deddedly expert.

“ If we only had a dog,” cried Merton,
could do wonders.”

“ Save your money next summer and buy one,”
I replied; “ 1 'll give you a chance, Merton.”

By the middle of October, the weather became
dry and warm, and the mountains were almost
hidden by the Indian summer haze.

“ Now for the corn-husking,” 1said, “ and the
planting of the ground in raspberries, and then
we shall be through with our chief labors for the
year.”

Merton helped me at the husking, but | allowed
him to keep his gun near, and he oblaincd an
occasional shot, which enlivened his toil. Two
grcat bins over the sty and poultry-house received
the yellow ears, the longest and fairest being
stored in one, and in the other the “ nubbins.'
Part of the stalks were tied up and put in the oid
“ corn-stalk barn,” as we called it, and the remain-
der stacked near. Our cow certainly was pro-
vided for.

Having removed the corn, Mr. Jones plowed
the field deeply, and then Merton and | set out
the varieties of raspberries which promised best
in our locality, making the hills four feet apart in
the row, and the rows five feet from cach other. |
followed the instructions of my fruit-book closely”™

we



and cut back the canes of the plants to six inches,
sunk the roots so deeply as to leave about four
inches of soil above them, putting tsvo or three
plants in the hill. Then, over and about the hills,
on the suifaccof the ground, we put two shovelfuls
of compost, finally covering the plants beneath a
slight mound of earth. This would protect them
from the severe frost of winter.

These labors and the final picking of the apples
brought us to the last week of the month. Of
the smaller fruit, kept clean and sound for tbe pur-
pose, we rcscrved enough to make two barréis of

AT WORK

N

eider, of which onc should go into vinegar ancl the
other be kept sweet, to be dnink at our nut-crack-
ings around the winter fire. Bobsey’s dream of
‘““millions of bushels ” of butter and othcr nuts had
not been rcalised; yet, enough had been dried and
storcd away to satisfy cven his eyes. Not far
away an oid cidcr-raill was running steadily, and
we soon had the ljarrcls of russet néctar in our cel-
lar. Then carne Saturday, aud Merton and Jun-

ior wcro given one more day’s outing in the mount-
ainswith their guns. On the foliowing.Monday they
trudged off to the nearest public school, feeiing
that they had been trcated liberally and that brain-
work must now begin in earnest. Indeed, for
months from that time, school and lessons took
precedence of everything else, and the proper
growth of our boys and girls was the prorainent
thought.

November weather was occasionally so bluster-
ing and stormy that | turned school-master now
and then, to relieve my wife. During tho month,

THE ORCIUKD.

however, there were bright genial days and others
softened by a sinoky hazc, whicli gave me opportu-
nity to gather and store a large crop of turnips, to
trencliin my cclery on a dry knoll, and to bury,
with their heads downward, al! the cabbages for
which I could not find a good market. The children
still gave me some assistance, but, lessons over,
they were usually permitted to amuse themselves
iu their own way. Winnie, however, did not lose



her interest in the poultry, and Merton regularly
aidcd in the care of the stock and in looking after
the evening supply of fire-wood.

Thauksgiving Day was celebrated with due
observance. In the morning we all heard Dr.
Lyman preach, and carne home witli the feeling
that neither we, fior the country at large, were
going to the bad. Mr. and Mrs. Jones, with
Junior, dincd with us in great state, and we had our
first four-course dinner since arriving in Maizeville,
and at the fashionable hour of six in the evening.
Our feast was a very informal affair, seasoned
with mirth and spiced with hunger. Myivife look-
ed after the transfers from the kitchen at critical
moments, while Winnie and Mousie were our wait-
resses. A royalblaze crackledin the open firc-place,
and seemed tushare in the sparkle ofour rustic wit
and unforccd mirth, which kept plump-Mrs. Jones
in a perpetual quiver of delight. Her husband
carne out strong in his comical summary of the
past ycar’s experience, concluding:

“ Well, we owe you and Mrs. Durham avote of
thanks for reforming the Bagley tribe. That ap-
pears to me an orthodox case of convarsion.
First we gave them the terrors of the law. 1 tell
you wc were smoking in wrath around him that
mornin’, like Mount Sinai, and you had the sense
to bring, in the nick of time, the gospel of ‘ givin’
a feller a chance.””

“ Well,” I replied, becoming thoughtful for a
moment with boyish memories, “ my good oid
mother taught me that it was God’s plan to give
us a chance, and help us make the most ofit.”

I remembered the Bagleys to-day,” Mrs. Jones
rcmarked, nodding to my wife. “ We felt that
they might be encouraged.”

“ So didwc,” my wife replied.

It was afterward learned that, out of good-«'ill,
the neighbors had provisioned the Bagleys for
nearly a month.

By eight o’clock everything was cleared away,
and then we all gathered around the glowing hearth,
Junior’s rat-a-tat-snap ! proving thatour finalcourse
of nuts and eider would be provided at the usual
time.

How homely it all was, how free from any
attempt at display or style, yet equally free from
any trace of coarseness, vulgarity, or ill-natured
gossip ! Mousie had added gracc to the table with
her blooming plants and dried grasses, and
although the dishes had been set on the table by
my wife’s and the children’s hands, they were
daintily ornamented and inviting. AU had been
within our means and within ourselves, and the
following morning brought no regretful thoughts.
Our helpful friends went home, feeling that they
had not bestowed their kindness on unthankful

people whose scheme of life was to get and take,
but not to return.

Wcll, our first year was drawing to a ciése. The
first of December was celebrated by an event no
less momentous than the killing of our pigs, to
Winnie’'s and Bobsey’s intense excitement. In
this affair my wife and | were almost helpless;
but Mr. Jones and Bagley were on hand, and
proved themselves veterans.

I next gave all my attention, when the weather
permitted, to the proper winter covering of all the
strawberries, and to the cutting and carting home
of dead and dying trees from the wood-lot.

The increasing coid brought new and welcome
pleasures to the children. There was ice on the
neighboring ponds, and skates were bought as pre-
raature Christmas presents. New sleds, also, were
forthcoming, and the first fall of snow enabled
Merton and Janior to track some labbits that,
until then, had eluded their search.

By the middle of December we realized that
winter had begun in all its rather stern reality, but
we were sheltered and provided for. Wc had so
far imitated the ants, that we had abundant-stores
until the flinty eaith should again yield its bounty.

Christmas brought us more than its wonted joy,
and a fulfillment of the hopcs and anticipations
which we had cherished on the same day of the pre-
vious year. We were fax from regretting our
flight to the country, although it had involved
hard toil and many anxieties. My wife was greatly
pleased by my many hours of rest at the fireside
in her companionship, caused by days too coid and
wintry for outdoor work; but our deepest and
most abiding content was expressed one evening,
as we sat alone after the children were asleep.

“ You have solved the problem, Robeit, that
was troubling you. There is space here for the
children to grow, and the Daggetts and the Rick-
etts and their kind are not so near as to make
them grow wrong almost in spitc ofus. A year
ago we fclt that we were virtually being driven to
the country. 1 now feel as if we had been led by
a kindly and Divine hand.”

I said to the whole family, at breakfast, ncxt
day: “ On New Year’s morning, | will tell you
all the result of our first ycar’s effort, according
to my account-book.”

So, on that day, after our greetings and good
wishes for the New Year, they all looked expect-
antly at me as | opened our financial record.
As carefully and cleariy as possible, so that even
Winnie might understand, in part, | went over the
different items and the expense and proceeds of
the different crops, so far as | was able to sepéarate
them. Bobsey’s attention soon wandered,— he
liad an abiding faith tliat breakfast, dinner and



suDper would follow the sun, and that was enough “ To sum everything up, 1 said, finally, we
for hira- but the other children were pleased with have done, by working all together, what | alone
my conliderce in them, and tried to understand. would probably have accomplished m the city—



we have made our living. Now, cliildien, which
is better, a living in the city, which I must earn for
you all, or a living in the country-, toa-ard which
even Bobsey can do his share?”

“ A living in the country,”
chorus.

“ Well, children, Mamma and | agree with you,”
| said. “ And there wasn’t a good opportunity
for me to get altead in the city, or to earn a large
salary. Here, by pulling all together, there is al-
most a certainty of our earning more than a bare

was the prompt

living, and of laying up something for a rainy
day. The chief item of profit from our fanii,
however, is not down in my account-book, butis
to be found in your sturdicr fonns and in Mousie’s
red cheeks. More than all, we believe tliat you
are better and healthicr at heart than you were a
year ago.

“ Now for the New Year ! Let us make lhc best
and most ofit, and ask God to help us.”

And so my simple history ends in glad content
and hope.

THE END.

TEACHINC TABBY AND THE KITTENS HOW TO VI.AV CAT'S CSADLE.



THOSE CLEVER GREEKS.

By Arlo Bates.

If you turn a book upside down and look at the
letters, every s will seeiti much smaller at the
bottom than at the top, although, when the book
is properly held, both halves appear the same
size to the cyc, The long vertical lines in Figure i

are really pavallel and just the same distance apart
as those in Figure 2; yet in the one case they
appear to spread apart at the center, and m the
other to come together. The linc A B, in Figure
3, is of the same length as C D, m Figure 4;

yet, on looking at it, almost any one would cali
the formeiTinc the longer.

I might go on to give many more instances of

the way in which the eye deceives the bram, but
these examples will show what is meant by optical
jilusion, or optical deccption; itiswhen our eyes see
thini” as different from what they really are. The
upper part of the type that prints the letter s is

HIG. 3-

made smaller than the lower half to correct the
fault of the eye, which always shglitly exagger-
ates the former, When the letter is turned over,
as in Figure 5, this same trick of the sight makes
the diffcrence seem greater than it really is; and,
of course, were it of the same width all the way, it
would still look unevcn.

In greater matters, the false report of the eye
is greater. If a tapering monument, like that on
Bunker Hill or like the Obclisk in Central Park,
were made with perfectly straight sides, it would

look to us— for, you see, wc really can not trust
our own eyes— as if it were hollowed in a lit-
tlej or, as we should say in inore seientific lan-
guage, its sides would appear concave.

You can
understand therefore that

if an architect wished
his building to have a certain appearance, he
might be forced to build it according to Imes
that diffcred from those of his completed draw-
ing; for if it were built exactly as he wished it
to appear, it would not, when finished, present
that desired appearance. |If he wished a pillar to
look straight, he must not make it perfectly true,
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or it would have the effect of being concave j and

similarly, for other shapes and parts | might men-

tion; so that the problem of having buildings look

as they should is a far more puzzling

matter than one might at first suppose.

™ Those clever Grecks, who did so

many marvelous things inart, thought

all this out, and made their architect-

ure upon principies so subtle and so

comprehensive thatwe have neverbeen

able to improve on them since. Their

senses were so wcll trained, and their

taste so perfect, that they would have

everythingcxactly right. Therewasno

“ near enough” in their art. They

aimed at perfection, and nothing

short of that satisfied them. They

® found that their beautiful Doric col-

umns, if made with straight sides, had the con-

cave effcct of which I havc spoken; and so, with

the most delicate art in the world, they made the

pillar swell alittle at the middle, and then it

appeared exactly right. A pillar instead ofbeing, for

instance, of the shape it was to appear, as shown

by the solid lines of Figure 6, would really be

more likc the form indicated by the doticd lines,

— only that | have greatly exaggeratcd the differ-
ence, in order to make it plain.

This swelling of the column at its middle was

CLEVER

GREEKS.

slight that it can

“ only be detcctedby

delicate measurements; but it
added greatly to the beauty ofthe
columnsand totheir effectiveness.
Then the lines which were to
look horizontal had to rcceive
attention. If you look at a
long, perfectly Icvcl line, as the
edge of a roof, for instance, it
has the appearance of sagging
toward the middle. The Greek
architect corjected this fault by
making his lines rise a little.
The front of the Parthcnon, at
Athens, is one hundred and one
feetthree and a halfinches long,
and, in this, the rise from the
horizontal is about two and one
eighth inches. In othcr words,
there isa curvature upward that
makes it a little more than t«o
inches higher in the center than
at the ends, and the effcctof this
swelling upward is tn

make the line appear
perfectly level. In-

deed, this same Partheuon,— the most beau-
tiful building in the world,— when delicately and

FIG. 6

KUINS OP THE HAKTHIINON — WEgT FRONT.

called eniasis. Of course it had to be calculated
with the greatest niccty, and was actually so very

carefully measured was found to be everywheremade
a little incorrect, so that it may appear which



iscertainlywhat
may be called
an architectural
Paradox. The
graceful col-
umns, which
secni to stand
so straight, are
made to lean
inward a littlc,
since, if they
wcre perfectly
true andplumb,
theywould have
the effect of
leaning out-
ward. The pil-
lars at the cor-
ners slant in-
ward more than
the others, and
everywhere the
corners are
made to look
square by bcing
in truth a little
broaderangled,
and lincs are
curved in order
that they shall
appear straight
to the eye.
This israther
a hard subject
to explain sim-
ply,butiflhave
succeeded in
making it plain
to you, it tvill
give you an idea
ofthe wonderful
skill and art of
theGreckbuild-
ers. Itishardly
possible to con-
ceive anything
more perfect
andcareful than
theirwork; and
themore closely
one studies into
their .irt, the
more ready is
he to wonder at
the wisdom and
skill of those
clever Greeks.
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THK RACE.
By C. L. D.

Tiptoe, dainty fine !
When you are caught, I will make

you mine !
But till you are caught, | must
follow;

And after your tiny, dancing fcet.

And your gay, shy smile so soncy ssvcet,
Up hill and over hollow,

W ith a cali and a cry, don’'t doubt but I
Shall fly,— like the swift-winged swallow!

Tiptoe, dainty fine!

Now you are caught, and you are mine!
My little lass— | 've caught her!

She laughs and pouts and hidcs her face,

She springs away with an agle grace
The darting birds have taiight her!

But I must not miss my hard-earned Kkiss,
Like this!— my bonnie daughter!

Oh, ay! Away, away !
W hat can the panting mother say?
W hy,— “ now she is fast, and | hold her!
I kiss her blue eyes and sunny hair,
Her dimplcd arm and her cheek so fair;
To my loving heart | fold her |
And then | swing the captured thing,

With a ‘swing!— swong I— swing!’ toiny

shoulder 17



AMONG THE LAW-MAKERS.*

(RicoUeclhn! qfa Page in ihc Unitid Staia Senate.)

By Edmund Alton.

Chapter XXVI.

COURTESIES— NATIONAL AND PERSONAL.

W hile our *“ simplicity” and certain other

phases of our national life provokc from foreign
powers a kindly smile, we take the criticisms in
the spiritin which theyare offered— andgosetenely
on our way. |If, occasionally, we feel inclined to
smile at them, we should alwaj's do it with good
humor. They all have confidence in our honor
and integrity. Let us repay, with
courtesy, the compliment of esteem.

The cordial relationswhich subsistbetween these

foreign governments and our own,
proof.

international

require no
Not only has our government actcd as a
mediator to settle the confiicting claims of rival
powers, but they have also done the same for us.
1 havc now before me a curious instance of this fact.
When, many years ago, a controversy arése be-
tween GreatBritain and the United Sutes concern-
ing the meaning of the first article in the Treaty
of Ghent, Alexandcr 1., “ Emperor of all the Rus.-
sias,” responded to the wishes of both governments
and interposed his influence and good graces in
bringing about au amicable adjustment of the dif-
ficulty. An absolute monarch acted as mediator
between a limited monarchy and a lepublic.

This Treaty of Ghent (as every young student of
our history knows) terminated the war of 1812
waged by our country against Great Britain. t

This “ Treaty of Peace and Amity” (othenvise
known as the “ Treaty of Ghent”) was concluded
in 1813 i and during the same year, it was “ rati-
fied and confirmed by and with the consent of the
Senate.” It begins thus:

His BriKinnic M ajesiy anU United States of Amenc.'», desiroiis

of tenninaiing the war which has uiihappily subsisted between the
two countries,andot testoring, upon principies of perfect reciprocity,

I As you may never have seen so terrible a dociiment as a Docla-
ration of War. | wil! give you. as another specimoa oflogislauvo
action, the formal rccognillon by Congress of the hostihties out of

which vhe war of 1812 arése:

AnAci ileclariug War beUoeen the United Kiagdon, of Great
Britain and Irolandaud lhe defendencies thereofand the United
SiaiesqfAmerieaandikcirTerritones.

Be it euactedby the Sefiale and House o fRepresentatives o f the
United States q fA nitrica in Congress assembled, Thatwar be and
the samo is hereby declared to exist betweea the United Kingdom
of Great Britain .and Ireland and tho dependenctos iheroof. and the

United Slates ofAmerica and llieir tcmlones: and thal the Fres»

Copyright, 1884, by Edmund Alton.
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peace, friendship, and good understanding between them, have, for
that purpose, appointed their respective plenipotentianes, that is to
say:

And then it proceeds to give the flames of the
diplomatic officers reprcsenting Great Britain and
the United States in drawing up the treaty, afler
which follow eleven distinct articles of agreement,
each one of which is signed and sealed by tne
plenipoteiUiaries, or duly empowered agents, of
both governments.

It was to decide upon the meaning of the fii'st
article of this treaty that the good offices of the
Empéror of Russia were requested. It was rather
strange that two English-speaking countries could
not understand their own tongue, yet that is ex-
actly what it amounted to,— a different under-
standing of the meaning of a few simple words;
and they were compelled to cali in the aid of a
Muscovita to construe the Anglo-Saxon language 1

W ell, the Emperor kindly acceded to their re-
quest and undertook to assist them to draw up a
treaty that should carry his decision into effect.

He, accordingly, constituted and appointed two
plenipotentiaries, “ to treat, adjust, and conclude,
sucharticles of Agreement asmay tend to the attain-
incnt of the above-mentioned end, with the pleni-
potentiaries of the United States and of His Brit-
annic Majesty.” | presume no one will object if I
give the fiames of the plenipotentiaries. The
agreement was drawn up in English and French
(the latter being the *“ diplomatic” or *
language of Europe), so | will use both.

The envoys appointed by the Emperor were :

‘eCharles Robert

court”

Couni Nesselroile, His Imperial Majesty’'s
Privy Councillor. membcrofihe Council of State, Secretary of State
direcling the Imperial Depaiimenl of Foreign Affairs, Chamberiain,
Knight of the orderof Saint Alcx-iiider Nevsky, Grand Cross of
tho order of Saint Vladimir of Iho first class, Knight of that of the
W hite Eagle of Poland, Grand Cross of the order ofSt. Scephcn of
Hungary, of ihe Black and of the Red Eaglc of Prussia, of the
Legién of Honor of France, of Charles 11 of St.

of Spam,

dont of the United States is hereby aulhoriaod to use the whole
land aud naval forcé of the United States to carry the same into
effect, and to issue to private anned vessels of the United States
coramissionorlettcisof marque aud general reprisal, in such form
as he sliall think propor, and under the seal of the United Slates
against the vessels, goods, and effects of the government of the said
United Kingdom of Great Britainand Ireland and the subjects thereoC
Approvcd June 18, 1812.

That is a Declaraiion of Wat1l Congress has notoften found it
necessary lo exercise the power confided to it by tho Constitution: ;
itis to be hoped itwill never be required to uso it in che future.

; Constitution, art. 1. sec. VIII. el. ti (eleven).

AU rights teservcd.



F«cdinand and of Merit of Napl«s, of tho Annunciation of Saj**
dinia, of che Polar Staj* of Swedeii, of iheElephantof Dcnmark, of
the Golden £agie of Wiitcmbcrg, of FideUty of Badén, of St.
Consuntine of Parma, and of Giielph of Hanover.”

Count Nesselrode was ihe first. The second
was like unto him, “ with a fesv variations ” :

‘*Jean, le Conle Capodistrias, son Conswller prive el :
d’'Etat, Chevalicr de I'ordre de St. Alejandre Nevsky, Grand’ Crow
de l'ordre de Si. Wladiimr de la 1” classe, Chcvalier de celui de
I'Aigle Blaoc de Pologne, Grand’ Crois de l'ordre de St. Edennc de
Hongrie, de i'Algle Noir ei de I'’Aigle Rouge de Prusse, dela Le-
gién d'Honiieuj de France, de Charles IlIl. d'Espagne, de 5t
Ferdinand et du Mérite de Naples, de Sis. Maurice ec Lasare de
Sacdaigne, de I'Eléphantde Dannemarc, de la Fidclité et du Lion
de Zahringen de Bade, Bourgeois du Cantén de Vaud, ainsi que du
Cantén et de la RupubUque de Genévc.”

(That is a good lesson in French )

The plenipotentiary on the part of “ His Majesty
the King of the United Kingdom of Great Britain
and Ireland,” was:

“ The Right Honourable Sir Charles Bagot,onc ofHis Majeacy's
Most Honourable Privy Council, Knight Grand Cross of ihe most
honouiable Order of ihe Bach, and His Majesty’'s Ambassador Ex-
traordinaiy, and Pleiupotenriary to his Majesty the Emperor of all
the Russias.”

And the plenipotentiary “ on the part of the
United States, with the advice and consent of the
Senate thereof,” was—

“ Pienry MuJdUio», a ciliaeii of tSe United States, and Uieir

Envoy Extraordinary and Minislcr Plenipotentiary to His Majesty
che Emperor of all the Russias.”

The Agreement, afterreciting these fiames, says;

And the said plenipocentiarics, after a reciproca! communication
of their respective full powers, found in good and due form. have
agreed upon the following arricies,” etc.

Now you know something about diplomacy !

But while thinking of fiames and titles, you
ought lo read “ A Treaty of Peacc, Friendship,
and Commerce,” which was concluded at Antan-
anarivo, on the 13th of May (lyth of Alakaosy),
1881, between the United States of America and
the Kingdom of Madagascar. Her Majesty Ranava-
lomanjaka, Queen of Madagascar, was reprcsented
by Ravoninahitriniarivo, who signs his Malagasy
title thus: “ {5 Voninahitra, OIT. D. P. Lehibenny
Mpanao Raharaha amy ny Vahiny” (which means,
| suppose, ijth Honor, Officer of the Palace,
Chief Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs ”), and
by a man of the iame of Ramaniraka, whose title
| forget. The titles are modest, but the Madagas-
car notables make up fot the deficiency in the
length of their fiames !

The Khedive of Egypt not long ago gave us an
obelisk, and Congress formally attested our grati-
tude. As a piece of “ legislation,” it ought to be
noted:

Joint Resolution tendering ilic thanks of the peoplc of the
United States to His Highncss the Khedive of Egypt, for ihe gift
ofdn ancient obelisk.

Whereas, The Khedive of Egypt proseiued to the United States,
the ancient Egyptlan obelisk, known as “ Cleopaira’s needle,” which

has been removed and rc-erccted in the City of New York, thus
placing in the possession oi the pcople of (he United States one of
ihc most famous moouments of the Oid World, and one of the ear.
liest records ofdviUzation : be ii therefore,

Resolved, by i/u Sefiale and House o/ Represeniaiivcs of ihe
Uniied StatesqPAmerica ¢n Congress assembled, That the ihanks
ofthe peopleof the United Sutes are hereby tcndered to His High-
nessthe Khediveof Egypt, for a gift which only ihe oldesto f nations
could make, and the youngest can most highly prire.— Approved
January 12, itSs.

W hat our friends the people of France think
of us, is evidenced by their generous gift of the
statuc of “ Liberty Enlightening the World.”

The mention of France reminds me, too, of
the ovation which we gave to Lafayctte, In 1824,
Congress asked the President to invite Lafayette
to visit us, and the President did so, offering to
bring over the Marquis in a “ ship of the line.”
He accepted the invitation, but declined the ship.
When he landed, “ his progress through the coun-
try resembled a continuous triumphal procession ” ;
and Congress, “ in consideration of his important
Services and expenditures during the American
Revolution,” voted him a grant of two hundred
thousand dollars and a township of land, which
fact was graccfully communicated to him by a
committee appointed for that purpose. Upon his
death, Congress further tcstified to the esteem in
which his memory was held, and the affection of
the American people for him, by passing cloquent
resolutions of eulogy.

In 1851, another cclebrated man visited us. He
was Louis Kossuth, the Hungarian patriot. The
exiled chieftain was tendcrcd a formal rcception b)’
each House of Congress on sepéarate days, and the
crowd was so great in the Senate Chamber (now
the Supreme Court room), that the newspaper re-
porters voluntarily relinquished their seats in order
to make room for the ladies. This act of gallantry
was deemed so remarkable that special mention
was made of it in the official record of debates.

The Congressmen also gave Kossuth an clcgant
banquet, at which General Cass, Daniel Webster
and other distinguished statesmen madeaddresscs.
It was at this banquet that Kossuth delivcred the
speech which opened with the famous parallel
between the Senate of Rome and the American
Congress. As one of the highest tributes ever
paid to our Republic, I shall quote the lincs:

Sir: Asonce Cincas, (he Epirote, stoodamong the «enatorsofRumo
who, with a word of self-conscious majosty, arrestcd kings in ihelr
thus, fullof admiration and of reverence, 1 stand
among you, legislaiors of tho new capitol, that glorious hall of your
pcople's collective majcfity. The capitol of oid yet stands, but the
lipirit has dcparted from It, andis come over to yours, purified by
theairofliberiy, The oidstands, a moumful monument oi the fragi-
ityof human (hings; yours, asa sanctuaryofeterna! righi. The oid
beamed with the red lu.ster ofconquest, now darkcned by the gloom
ofoppression; yours is bright with freedom. At the view of the
oid, nations trembled: at llie view ofyour.s. humanicy hopes.

To the oid, misfortunc was introduccd with fetlercd hands to kneel
at iriumphantconquerors’ feet; to yours, thetriumph oi iniroduclion

ambitious march,
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isgrantcdto nnfortunatc exilcs, who are invUed to the honorof a
seat. And, where kings and Cscsais never will be bailed for their
power and wealth, thcrc the persecuted chief of a down-trodden
nation is welcomed, as your great Republic’s guest, because he is
persecuted, helpless, and poor. There sat men boasiing lhai their
will was sovereign of the earih: here sit men whose glory it is to
acknowledge ‘the laws of nature and of nature's God,' and co do
what iheit sovereign, ihc people, wills.”

No further instances are perhaps necessary to
show the cordial relations existing between our

LOUIS KOSSUTK, AS HE APPBARnNo IN A

government and the other nations of the world;
but, as | was present in the House of Representa-
tives on the occasion of the welcome to a foreign
guest, and this time not an exile, but a King, |1
may briefly add one more instance. In 1874 the
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King of the Hawaiian Islands visited this country.
The dominionofthatmonarch isnotvery extensivc;
still he was regarded as a distinguished personage.
W hen he carne to Washington, both Houses re-
solved to accord him a reception. It was not so
very much of a ceremony,but in one respect it was
entirely novel. Accordingtotheremarksof Speaker
Blaine, King Kalakaua was the first reigning mon-
arch that ever had set foot upon our shores; henee

BALCONY OF THE OLU SENATE CHAMBEB.

his arrival created quite a stir. A year or so later,
the Emperor of Brazil paid us a visit; and since
that time wc have opened the doors of hospitality
to other titlccl folk. But King Kalakaua is entitled
to the crcdit of having set them an example.

he continued.)
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THE CIRCUS CLOWN'S DREAM.

By Joel

A CIRCUS CLOWN dréamed a dream, one night,
That wakened him with laughing;
And when he told it in high delight,
Of how he dreamcd of a circus horse
That flew through the air as a matter of
course,
His comrades thought he was chaffing.

* Not so,” he declared. ‘1 say 't is true”;
And they opened their eyes with wonder.

“ 1 saw him as plain as | now see you ;
That horse swung, too, on a high trapeze,—
And he lifted me up from my hands and knees
Till gayly 1 swung under.

“ He slid down the pole like a two-ton cat,
And swung by a rope, my cronies.

Then he vaulted and climbed like an acrobat;
He lay on his back, spun a ball with his feet,—
And his spring-board leaping was quite com-

plete ; —
W hy, he leaped over three fat ponies!

“ What 's more, he did the aquarium act,
Staid under water among the fishes;

You need n't wink,— it 's a solemn fact!
Then as ‘the Great Professor Equine

Stacy.

And his Wonderful Sons,” O friends of mine !
He exceeded my proudest wishes.

“ But that wasn’'t all of my wondrous dream,
Nor half of it, for that matter,

You should have heard the spectators scream
When three great lions, with grace and ease,
Began to juggle like Japanese
W ith stick and ball and platter.

Then my turn carne,” said the circus clown,
“ For | had to earn my money;
So | amblcd up, and iiimbled down,
And gave my liveliest tricks and jokes,—
I was doing my best to amuse the folks
As funniest of the funny,—
“ When all the people burst out crying,
And begged me hard to stop my trying.
In vain | gave my comical blink
And changed my costumes, quick as a wink;
You never heard such wails and weeping.
This put a sudden end to my sleeping;
I woke to learn, though strange it may seem,
Thej' had wept because it was only a dream !
Poor things ! I must tr>-with might and main,

For their sakes. to dream it all over again.”



WJACK-IN-T HE-PULPIT.

Tiiig-a-lini’, jing! sounds the sckool-bell chorus,
Now for ihe happy weeks before us;

Five days, study; one day, play;

So shall the school time pass away.

Ting-a-ling, ting-a-ling." take your places,
Restlessforms and sun-burned faces ;

The road lo learning is long, they say.

And we 'll take up our march this very day.

So sung the children of the red school-house, on
the first day of ruddy-russct October, or there-
abouts— and so in onc way or another sing my
boys and girls all over the land; and a beautiful
cheerysong itis, tho dear Littlc School-ma’ain says,
though 1 'll confess that for my own part | enjoj-
the closed school-house for a few monlhs each
year — not for my own sake, O studious young
folk ! but for yours.

However, our happy meetings and talks shall
take place as before, "school or no school. We ’ll
open this time with a littlc story from the German
language, sent in by your friend Liicy W lieelock.

"DEAR APPLE,-WAKE UP!”

High in the apple-tree slept a beautiful large
apple; it was rocked by the breezes, and its
cheeks grew redder and redder every day.

A littlc girl stood under the tree and wanted to
see the apple wake up; but it slept on and on.
The time secmed long to the child and she callee!
tothc sleeper: “ Wake up, dear Apple, and come
down to me ” ; but the apple did not hear.

Then she asked the sun and the birds to help
her, and they were very willing. The sun sent its
beams right into the face of the sleeping apple,
and the birds sang loud songs to it; but it took no
noticc of all this.

Suddenly Mr. Wind ran through the garden

and said kindly to the child: “ W ait,
onc, | will wake the apple for you.”

She held out her apron, and the wind began to
blow against the apple so hard that it woke up in
a real fright, and quicklj- sprang down into the
child’s apron.

She took the beautiful red-cheeked apple, and
called to her helper: “ Thank you, kindly, Mr.
Wind.”

dear little

BABY LiONS AND CATS.

There 's a time in the life of every lion, my
friends, when, as I am told, this king of the forest
is only a little prince, and no bigger than a good-
sized cat, but with this diffcrence: a baby lion
always is heavier than a cat of the same size. His
bones are larger in proportion than a cat’s, and his
muscles are more solid. Doubtless, too, his little
roar is heavier than a mere mc-ouw; but | suppose
that does n’t count.

HOW SOME BEES WERE DECEIVED.
San Francisco.
UEAR Jack : It was asked in the April number

if insects could be attracted by artificial flowers.
One day last summer we found bees in my
mamraa’s room ; we opened the window and tried
to drive them out, but we found that they carne in
faster tiran we could dispose of them. At last we
found they had swarmed in the chimney. A lady
in the room had on a black hat with large red
poppies, aud all the bees flew for it, so that she
had to drive them off, and at last she had to leave

the room. Your constant rcader,
Mamie.
MORE ABOUT SURNAMES.
No; Hazel McC. must have been wrong when

she supposed that Mr. Brown’s grcat-grandfathcr
was a Mr. Brown, and that his father was a Mr,
Brown, “ and so on back to Adam and Eve.” At
least, all my chicks who have answered the ques-
tion which Hazel asked them last spring: “ How
and when dicl our forefachers receive their sur-
names?” are certain that Adam and Eve were
not Mr. and Mrs. Brown, In fact, they tell me
that surnames— or family iames— were not in use
in England before the time of William the Con-
queror, which was a good many years ago, of
course, although not so far back as Adam and
Eve. It was, indeed, somewhcre about the year
A.D.looo, so my chicks say, that these family fiames
began to be uscd. The man wbo had lived in a
wood, and had been called Samuel of the Wood,
finally became Samuel Wood ; John the smith (or
iron-worker) became John Smitli, and his son who
grew up in the same village was known as John’s
son, and finally as Johnson. Poor Richard, who
had not a penny in his purse, at last became Rich-
ard Poor, and his son’s fiame would, perhaps, be
Poor, if not Richard’s son or Dick’s son. Then,
when these young fellows went off and set up fami-
lies and houses for themselves, they carried these
family iames with them, and from these and thou-
sands of other changes carne the surnames wc now
cali our own.

This is the explanation your Jack received from



quite a numberoi brightyoung people, who seem to
have made a study of the matter, including: Henry
C. R., of Locust Dale, Va.; S. H. M., of Gor-
mantown, Pa. ; M. C. S., Baltimore; Alice R.
D., Devon, Pa.; Irene A. Hackett, Brookiyn; L.
W ., Cleveland ; Adelaide W ., Chicago ; Maria J.
Hickman, Grace, and N. J. R. and Adda Warder.

WHAT A SQUIRREL MOTHER DID,

“ Dear Jack,” writes Jeanette C. W .,
I tell your children what a squirrel did ?

“ She invented a boat to carry her babies in. At
all events, agentleman writing toa paper called the
Toledo Blade says he saw her do it, and | believe
him, for even animal mothers will do wonderful

things when their babies are in question.

may

“They were on their way to a new part of the
country in Ohio, and in the course of their traveis
they carne to a creek. Mother squirrel tried to
induce the babies to swim across the stream, but—
bless their little hearts! — they were afraid, and
could not pluck up courage even with mother to
help them.

“ The squirrel mother was very much distressed
at this, and for a few moments seemed at a loss
what to do. There was the creek, and it must be
crossed. Pretty soon a bright idea struck her,
and she ran brisklv up and down the bank of the
stream until she found a piece of wood about a
foot long and half a foot wide.

“ She dragged that to the edge of the stream and
pushed it into the water until only onc end of the
piece of wood rcstcd lightly on the bank.

“ Then she coaxed the babies to walk cut on the

little boat. They stepped on board very timidly
and snuggled closely together. The little mother
then pushed the boat into the stream, and taking
hold of it with her teeth, swam behind it until it
touched the opposite bank, when the babies scam-
pered nimbly ashore, delighted to know that their
mother was placidly following them.”

This story is all very well and very true, but I
have One to match it. Onc day the dear Little
School-ma’am saw a squirrel sailing on the creek
that runs by the red school-house. To be sure,
there was no sail to the boat, and there was no
boat either, for that matter. The squirrel was
seated high and dry on a big piece of bark and
another squirrel was swimming behind and stead-
ily pushing the barque (as the deacon calis it).

W hether the furry passenger was timid, or merely
lazy, I can notsay, but probably she «’'as the mother
ofthe family and she was used to being waited upon.

WHAT ABOUT THIS?

., Jan. 29, 1885.
Jack-in-the Pulpit: Will you, or the
dear Little School-ma'am, tell me if this storyis
truc? 1am told that if you capture a nestful of
young mocking-birds, you can easily rear them in
the house; but that if you hang them in a cage
outdoors where the oid birds can find them, the
oid birds will feed the young something poisonous,
and so kill them. Several have positively assured
me that this is true.

I do not believe that birds could do such an
unnatural thing.

Granville, O

Dear

A Lover of Birds.



THE PATIENT CAT.

By Laura E. Richards.

w nen the spot-ted cat first found the nest, there was noth-ing in it,
for it was on-ly just fin-ished. So she said, “ I will wait!” for she was
a pa-tient cat, and the whole sum-mer was be-fore her.

She wait-ed a week, and then she climbed up a-gain to the top of
the tree, and peeped in-to the nest. There lay two love-iy blue eggs,
smooth and shin-ing! But the spot-ted cat said: “Eggs may be good,
but young birds are bet-ter. | will wait!” So she wait-ed; and while
she was wait-ing, she caught mice and rats, and washed her-self, and
slept, and did all that a spot-ted cat should do to pass the time a-way.

Then when an-oth-er week had passed, she climbed the tree a-gain,
and peeped in-to the nest.  This time there were five eggs! But the
spot-ted cat said a-gain: “Eggs may be good, but ){_oung birds are bet-ter.
| will wait a lit-tle long-er!™ So she wait-ed a lit-tle iong-er, and then
went up a-gain to look. Ah!there were five lit-tle, ti-ny birds, with big
eyes and long necks, and yel-low beaks wide o-pen. _

Then the spot-ted cat sat down on the branch, and licked her nose,
and purred, for she was ver-y hap-py. “It is worth while to be pa-tient!”
she said. » But when she looked a-gain at the young birds, to see which
one she should take first. she saw that they were ver-y thin. Oh, so
VEI-y, very, ver-y thin they were! the spot-ted cat had nev-er seen
an-y-thing so thin in her life. “Now,” she said to her-self, “if | were
to wait on-ly a few days long-er, they would grow ver-y fat. Thin birds
may be good, but fat birds are much bet-ter. | will wait!” So she
wait-ed; and she watched the fa-ther bird bring-ing w-"ms all day long
to the nest, and said: “A-ha! they must be fat-ten-ing ver-y fast! they
will soon be as fat as | wish them to be! A-hal What a good thing
it is to be pa-tient1” At last, one day she thought: “Sure-ly now they
must be fat e-nough ! I will not wait an-oth-er day.  A-hal! how good they
will be!” So she climbed up the tree, Uck-ing her chops all the way,
and think-ing of the fat young birds. And when she reached the top,
and looked in-to the nest— it was emp-ty !!

Then the spot-ted cat sat down on the branch, and spoke thus:
“Well, of all the hor-rid, mean, un-grate-fur creat-ures | ev-er Saw, those
birds are the hor-rid-est, and the mean-est, and the most un-grate-ful!

“Mi- a-u-ow ! 1”7
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EDITORIAL NOTES.

On many ofthe great English esialcs, latgc numbers of deer are

Vcepi,—* prcscrved,” hs U is called; and so sirict is ihc EngUsh

law against the desiruction of game that these great “ preserves”

aie not fcnced in as ace smaller deer parks, but (he deer roam over

them unmolested and frequently become very tome. They are,

however, suspicious of danger and ready to gallop away at the first

agn of its approach. The engraving of Mr. Moms's beautiful

picture» which fonns chefronéspiccc oithisnumberofSt. N (cholas,

shows US two little girls who, searching fov flowers, have strayed far
into one of these deer parks and havc come suddenly upon ahcrd

ofdecr. The children and the animals appear equaily startled. The

big bucks lGss up ch&r antlers ata distance and rhgilid the small

iotruders with susplcion: (he doe.c also stand aloof; but the Hctle

fawns are very inquisitive, and half inclined to be friendly,— whiic

che children, not at all happy in their

considerably distiirbed as tliey seek the shelter ofa sturdy trec-(runk,

sCTange surroundings, are

where the older child stands inanaiiitude of mingled protecdon and

tim idity that is charmingly expressed.

Manyofourreaderswillrememberan articlcwhich appeared in St.

Nicholas, one year ago, entitled On Teaching the Eye to Know

what ic Sees " : and allwho were interesied in thatpaperwill be glad
to read Mr. Ario Batests article in the present number, In which he
shows how "ThoseClever Greeks" adapted their architecture to the
peculiarides of the human visién, and made cven their finestbuild*
ing geometrically Incorrect in iis detaib in order thatit might have

the right appearance to che eye when seen m Its compteteness.

THE LETTER-BOX.

Gakbbttsvi r, Ohio.
Dear St. Nicholas; Reading so mniiy children’s letters has
made me try to write my experience in chcstnutttng. Some high

rocky ground across from our house they cali Chestnut Ridge. Je
is quite thickly dotted wkh the tices, and some of them hangover
the road. When you go up to the top of the ridge you can aee a
great deal of country, around the hill a circular valley. On the
other side of the valley it is also dotted with chestnut Then
fields and woods beyond, (umcd red and yellow”™ make afine view,
Butinstead oftelling about nuiting | am describing the country.

W e have been watching the chestnuts ever since they hloomed in
July, buc they can't be gathercd till the frost opens the burr., We
children watched pretty closely for the earliestof them, and to gct
the plump and shinlest thatare bitlen off by the squirrels or rattled
down by the blue fays. This bird is very fond of chestnuts. It
finds the burrs thatnave opened first,and nearly every burr has two
or three chestnuts In it. The bird pick* out one, and the others
fall lo the ground for us. The birds keep burily at work, and so
(he nuts keep falling through the day, IJutearly in
we find them most plentiful, biids begio
earliest, and have quite a good many ready for us; but wc catch
up and wait for them co though we don't get
all the birds shell out, for the chlpmunks are there running around
for their share, W hen the burrs all opcn, \mslar[ out lo do better;
find a tree that suits the cUmber, he goes up with a
long pole and whips the full limbs, and the nuts come showering
thick ao¢ fest thal we have to stand from wunder the
tree untU the nut storm is over, when we ru.*h around to pick them

tree*.

the morning

os the theix work the

seod down more,

when we

down so

up,and when we gct home and measure them we sometime* fiiid we
have a half-bushel, and sometimes a bushel,

Your friend, Ste

a T.

y wst, Francis Barracks, st. Alicustinb, Fiorida.
XACAR St. Nicholas; 1 am elghc-year* oid, W c carne to this
place the firct of June, | have two stsiers and one brother. We
jumpinto the «alt water every day. I am leaming to swim.

Tiis very hothere. We had a terrible thundcr*storm, cvery day
in July. It look* very strange to me, to
growing, as |
afternoon,

see oranges und bananas
have never been south before.
and a great many people come from
There L*a bi~ lightbouse opposite our house.

We went into the oid Spanish Fort the ochcr day, into the
dungeons; where so many years ago peoplewere shutup until they
died forwantof food andair. My mammawould notgo in the dtin*

Our Band plays every
town Co heat I(.

and

geons; she was afraid.
Your licile reader, Amv S.
YouNO Folks Morrisakia Museum, July, 1885.
Dbar St. Nicholas; 1 am the President of the Young ks

Momsania Mu«eum of Natural History, of Morrisania, of N

W e formed our museum last year and have tried the
museum consists of members all of whom aro over ten and under
twelve.

lo succce

I Uke lo study natural history very much,
Oneday last week, my brother, a memberand myselfwere caich*

ing dragon-flies in a fieid of high grass whcn wc noticed some black
birds acting very funny; nll atoncewe saw the maleand femalc birds
alighi and then we heard n drendful thought we
£d. rushed down (Ed.
first) lo the spot where wehad seen che birds alighc, and Ed. reached
down 10 the supposed nest, and chere to h* astonishment abouc thiee
inches fiom his hand was a snake stretched ouc:

screamIng and we

had discovered a nest, (tlie memberi and |

hewasso frictcened

ac his discovery that hcjumped up and said, * Hurry up, Bra., a
snalce! a snakef” | took 10 my heels livelv, | can tell yon, and
didn’t stop rill ivehad reached a rock of safery; we then got over

ourfiighiand uiarched outasbraveas lion* (with stonesin our hands)
ro deferid the birds, but the snake had run away bcfoic we reached
there, and so we ml*sed our prbe.

Your constantreader, Brainerd F.

Dear St. Nichola.s; Whilereading the poem inSx. Nichotas
for July, entitled “ Elizabeth Zaoc,” 1 thought it might interese your
young readers to know that the idcnilcal fon which was saved from
the Indians bythe hcrolsm of Elizabeth Zane, Is still In existence,
W hile visiting W hcciing, W. Ya., this spring, the Rev. Frank S.
de Hass, D, D., callcd at my mother,’s home, cérner of Zane and
Front streeL>. While chatting pleasantly upon muny subjects he
asked: “ Do vou know that right opposite this house stands che
idendealfon tnat Elizabeth Zanc'scourage saved from destruction ?”
of course nono presentwas aware of the fact, and the Rev, gentle*
man informed us that when the isarch of Improvement rendered It
necessary lo dcstroy the oid fon, the logs were brought over lo
*The Island,” and were used in che erecuon oia house now owned
by Mrs. Bergcr, N. W, cérner Zane and Frene streets, The logs
have been coveréd by weather-board.s, and form the back building of
Mrs. BcrgeF* spacious old-fashioned residence. When | was a little
girl, the spot on which the forcoised to stand was occupied by the
house of one of the Zane*; it stood high above the Street, and was
surrounded by a stone wall, and 1 used always tobe fearfulof Indians
jumping outat me and dragging me off, or scalping me, although |
really knew that the Indians had been driven from ihal partoi the
country years before. ““The Zane'* house ' haslongago disappcarcd,
the stone wall removed, and the lot* graded down lo the level of the
Street, and nothing remainsofoutward tangible proofof Etizabeth’s
hcroic deed buta lew logs covered by boards. Even so havc small
cnvious mind» *criven to cover her famc with a hard coating of

skepticism. Buc they havc not succccded. C. W. P.
Marietta, Ohio.
Deau St. Nicholas; My brother, who is sixteen, went 10
Nebraska two months ago, and one of the first thing» he asked

before he wentwas that wc should send the St. Nicholas to him,

I must tellyou abouta pralrie-hen ofwhich he wrote in a letter 10
Mamma, He says thereis one wliich ha* a nesta shortdiriance
from the house wBcrc he Uves: and though the chicken
as a domesiic one, ils egg is smaller than

is a» large

the smallcst baniam egg.
He says she will stton her nest and let him throw corn lo her.
Oneday, when he was plandng com with the spade, he forgot

aboutthe nest and carne near hitting her, when Instantly she flew
offofher nest, and instead of flying away or hovering about it,

ran along the ground and tricd lo gct him to

she

follow . Tbis she con-



linucd until she bad led him a Uttlc distance {rom ihe nest, when she
flew away. -,
When he wentback he found her quieily sitiing on her nest.
Was not ihat strange ? Your faiihful friend,
LOGISA M. L

Columbia, D. T.,July, 1885.
Dbah St. Nicholas : | have been reading some of the lettérs in
St. Nicholas, so | ihought 1 %vould write one, too. | bve in
Dakoia, on a farm, where | have wild strawberries every day- 1
havea dog and a bird and a horse, and take long rides over the
prairie, | have eleven dolls. and do most everything for them-
I have, loo, a great many books, butlike you bestofall.
LouisB Houghton,

MOHTCLAIR, N. J., 1885,
Dear St. Nicholas: :I.have long wanicd to write and thank you
as a dear friend, to whom we are all indebtcd both oid and young;
and [ am especially grateful at this time
for your interesting and instructive anide,
“ Among tho Law*niakers.” 1 do hope all
of the readers 0of St, Nicholas will smdy it
carefully,
[ have saved up for you some anecdotcs
of little friends of mifie, thinking th<~ might
amase your little readers, and koowing how
much children enjoy true stories.
One littlc thrce*year*old golden-hairalway«>
called his fatlicr Mr. Hay, and his mother
Miss Hay. Wlien he had been naughty,
and his mother beg”t to inlk soberly lo him,
he would say iu his most ooaxing iones—
«Now, Mins Hay, don’i be angry to me!
be pleasantaime!”
I was a guest at his father's house, and
upon my return aftera few days' absence,
he said to me, *Ah! Mary, | was a
naughty boy whilc you was gone away — 1
killg a fly and sent |l to Hea™'i»«'~'
He evidently shared with me my desire
for letters, as he woudd climb «pon the gato
when he sa%v hi™ father retumlug from ihc
I’ost Office, and cali out, “ O say, Mr. Hay,
has the mail-irdn carne inyet?”
For some rearon he always cried when he
c-ime 10 the table, and found ihu blcssing
had been asked. | remember upon one of
these occasions his father said tohim, “* Now,
Philip, if you will be a good boy .and not
cry, you may ask the Inessing yourself.”
W ilh that he climbed into his liigh chaii,
folded his liands, and revcrcnlly bowing his
head, and closing his cycs, fervenlly ejaco-
lated— “ Oh. Lord, blcss theladies! Amen!"”
M. B.

HOLLIUAYSDUPG.
Deak St. Nicholas: Fhis is only the
second year | have been taking you, so 1
have not written before: but 1 think you
are splendid | tried to make a salt crys-
lal g~'s, and ic seemed to be getiing along
very nicely, but 1 had it on the window-silf,
ana oue day when 1 went 10 open the shtit*
ters, | knocked it out, and the glass broke
aU to pieces. A liltic friend of mine tried it
too, and -she put indigo In to make it blue:
but we were both -sarpriMed whcii it turned
pinkish instead ofblue. after growing a littlc
while. Hoping there will be room to print
ihis, | remain, your faithful reader,
Lbttv L,

Broohlyn, Ji;ly 1883.

Dgar St. Nicholas I thought!l would write and tell yod chat
1 made one of ihose tenis mentioned in the May number of the St.
Nicholas, and instead of small sticks, 1 used clothes pin* 10 fasicn
the string down. which js a good deal casierto procure, The moni*
ing glorys ato growing nicely, and everyonc thinks the tentis lovely.

Mamma says she can ncvcr get anything out of me when | ain
reading St. Niciiolas, I remain, very sinccrely,

Anna M. i

PAPrENKEIPii IX
Dbak St.Nicholas:

ISavaria, Germanv, June 22, 1885,
I have always liked yon better than any

have

thought | would, too. Papa» Maroma, and 1 have been wandcring
aboutiLurope five months, Wchave seen London, Chester, Leipzig,
Dresden, and Nurembuig, very thoroughly. A good part of the
time chis spring we have bccn wandering about Saxony on foot. |
think that1lis very much nicer Ilian the railroad, We are now in
Pappenheim, a very pretty town that few Americaos have heard of.
Il isinavery pretty vallej®, aod has a high, rocky hill in the middle
OQwhich standsa lovely ruioed casele, belonnogto GieCountofPap*
penhwm. The casile was made a ruin by iKe Swede.s in the thirty
icars' warthatboganin 1633. Inside the caslle w.-illsisa tower ninely*
ourfeet high. It was buift by the Romans in the second century!
Four miles from here ate the celebrated quarries of Solcnhofen, from
which lichographic stones are sent 10 all parts of ibe world. The oid
Romans used to work these quarries, A gentleman h ~ , named Mr.
Hacl~rlein, showed us a béauiiful collcciion of fossils. Professor
Agassizboughtone of his collections, and il is now at the Umversity
at Cambridge. Mass. 1 have found some petrified snails here, too.
I am only ten years oid, sonot too oid tobe pleased if you will print
my letter. Your devoted readcq H.L.D.

B/iSb 3AL]

hli

H/9 RVARII

Is conoection with the base-ball *tory, “ How Science Won the
Game,” primed in thisnumber, wc areglad 10 give to the readers of
“The T.etier-Box,” theabove base-bal! jingle, written and illustratcd
by two friendsof St. Nichoi-as

W ashinctox, D. C,

Dear Si.Nicholas: | am a littlc gitl, twelve years oid. | Uve
in Washington in the winicr-timc, and, in the summer, stay with
my aunt on a farm about two miles above tieorgctown.

NVchave a beautiful view of the city and of Washington monument
from the frontlawn. The house stands on a high hill and i* sur-
rounded with large oaks and beautiful evergreens.

Thelawn is even with the Goddess of Liberty on the dome of tho
Capitol. A very deaifriend of mine gives me, for a birtliday present,
your very interesting magazlinc, andi cnke grent pleasure in rcad-
myg il. Yours irtily, Elizaduth S.



Franci$CoO.

1 have only btta taking you chis year,
but | Ukeyou verymuch. The Pacific Ocean is six miles from our
house. Wc walked out thcrc last week, and had great fun collecting
sea-weod. When Iwouldbejustaboutlo pick up one that was in the
sballow* water, alarge wave would come up, and 1 had to getoutof
itsway, orelse it would go right over my nead. 1 found someveiy
pretty sca-mosses, which 1 dned and putina frame. | foundavery
laige shell out there. W ild sirawbemes grow all over the bcach In
abundance. They are much sweeier than the cultivated ones. We
gathered alotoftdem, and took them home, | was very tired after
I walked home, but I like co walk to places better than to ride in the
ears. Itis notvery warm here now, although itis June. Lasesum-
mer it was mucli waimer. | have only sccn snow once, but icwas
only a few inches deep. | would Hke to Uve in a place where snow

San
Bear St. Nicholas:

does fall, as we had great fun when :t carne here. Now, dear
St. Nicholas, picase print this Ictter,
From your new reader,
Agnes K.
PiNsY Point, Md. 1885,

DcAR St. Nicholas: 1 have never written to you before, though
we have been taking you quite a number ofyears”™ so | thought |
would write toyou to-day and tellyou how much | enjoyreading you.

There are no children ofmy own age in this neighborhood, so 1|
have no one to pby with out my sister Nellie, and she Is fifteen
ycais oid.

My sister and myselfdo all ihe housework ourselves, but there is
oot much to do, as our family is very small,

For pcis we have a cat, a little kitten, a dog, and a dear Htlle colt
three months cid.

W e shall retain the fioor this month onlylong enough lo congrata-
late you on a happy summer, and a pleasant return to the duties
of the school and of the Association, and wish for one and all a
most prosperous and happy fall and winter.*

A Letter from England.

r HAVE been giving my aitcnrion lo the growth of several oi the
amphibia (Triton crisiatus, Lisso tritbn punciatus, etc.), but chiefly
the common frog. W ith regard to the frog, | should Uke 10 ask the
members of ihc A. A. a questicn, which seems to be as yetunset-
iled. Do the hind-lcgs or the fore-lcgs appear first as the tadpole
dcvelops into the frog? My own opmion is that the fore-less are
formed first, but remain for some time closely tucked up to the body,
and that in the meantime the hind-legs appear, and are almost at
once visible to the naked eye.

| send you rules 10 make sensitive paper to use In laking impres-
sions of leaves, ferns, etc. Take a shcet of ungla2ed letter-paper,
and wash it over, tu ihe dark, with a strong solution of pocassium
bi*chromate and lee it dry carefully. The paper ivill then be ready
for use. and can be kept idrsome time (inihc dark) without «poiling,
l.ay whatever you wish lo copy on the sensitive side of your paper,
and on thata pieceofclean plate-glass. Put apiece ofbdard, oiihc
same size as the glass, underyour paper, and bind all together with
two strong rubber bands. Now expose lo stiORg sunlight for len
minutes or three-quartersofan hourm diflused daylight, and you will

have a picture ofyour fem, white on a dnrk background. 1o fix It,
wash it carefuUy in coid water for a minute. | shall be pleased to
send specimens 10 any members who would like them. Believe me,

yours very siocctcly, W ittiam L. Tukrance,

Oidfield Lodge, Alirincham, Euglaod.

W c live on the shore of the Potomac, nnd wc have abeauriful
view of the river from our house. W chavea great many cherry-
treeson ourplace, and we are now busydrying the fruitforwioter use.

1 am airaid my letter is getting too loag, so | will ciése.

Hoping you will print tiiis, 1 am, as ever,

Youiconstant little reader, Sadib A. 1.

St. Lotus, Mo., JuLV, 185

Dear St have lived in the country all my Ufe
until I carne to St. Louis, abouthalfa month ago. | think St. Louis
is a splendid place.

I have visiced Houston, Texas, twice (I 've a very dear A untie
Bess ao\vn iherc), and last time | was there | was presented with a
littie horned load, just as cunning as he could be. | feed him on
commeal, and he likes it ever so much. He also Ukes lo have the
top of his funny little head scratched.

Your faithful reader,

Nicholas:—!

BfiSSIE C.

We heartily thank the young friends whose fiames are here given
for th«r pleasant lelters, which wc have not room to print:

Jessie Holland, “ Lady of the Lake,” Elma Tuihill, Alex. Boug-
las. Jamos M. WaUh, Mary and Roba, M- F. F,, Jenny W ., Emma
and NclUe, Cari G., Bessie Bates, !>ewifi K. T)., Alftcd Wright,
Edna Hayes, Lizzie E. Crowell, Mabel Cillcy, Blanche Vars, H. L.
B., F. V. E,, WilHe R., Fritzic Allen, S. C.,Rose Mayberry, M. B.
A., EmmaR., Constance Lodge Ethel, Mabel T. B.

Reports,

8x8, Ne-wark, N.J. (D). Our number has increased to eleven
active and seven honorary members, Our cabinet contains about
thirty stufTed birds, a monkey, and two squirrels, besides minerals,
eggs, shells, and pressed flowers. W c hope lo gtve a prize soon to
the member who has made the best collection during xhe season.
— Penningion Satterthwaite, Sec.

823, Fanndale, Ky. (A). We have a good hall, containing a
great many books, specimens, etc, Every Saturday night, at least
one memher is required lo read an original essay on a subject
selecied by himself, After the essays. wo have discussions. At
the meetings each one reports what ho has done during the week.—
Sam’l F. Owen, Sec.

470, Nicollet, Wis. (B). We have a busy working Chapter of
twenty-five. The interest all the limo since our organdation fii
i88a lias been very good, and the atcendance large. Our plan
ofwork is varied. f*ora lime, subjects were chosen on which essays
were read, followed by a talk, Al anothertime, we took three iopics
ata time: birds, flowers, and rocks. Again, each member selected a
.subjectand gave a Uitle talk aboutit. Now we are doing more in ihe
wayofdirect observacion ofihc nest*building of birds, the growth of
birds, and the miracle of tho buttcrfiy. We have a room filled upin
the high school, and have about 450 specimens.— Sara Rilchie, Scc.

757, Ak~ n, Ohio, (A). The subpectofour last mcetii™ was the
Dia'mond. It proved ihc most Interesting yet chosen, Father has
justreturned from Europe, and has brought us somc very valuablc
specimens and a miscroscope, which we valué greatly.— Pauline E.
Lanc, Sec,

698, Saigtriovjii, Pa. (A). We have bought Dana’'s ManualqP
Mineralagy and Geology, and an eighty-fivc Quecn’s microscope, and
have a balance of $13.58 in ihe treasury, W c have sox mounted



objects now, and intend to mount more soon- Oneof our members
can mount”~cdmens verynicely, and as we have che use ofa steaoi
printing-picsa, we print the labeis for the slides. W e now have 685
specimens In our herbarium” 784. minerab, 537 shells, and 471 geo-
logical examples, besides miscellaneous cunositles, which we keep
io a separate case. W e have SO4 volumes in our library, | received
the siudenVs collection of minerals from Denver, Col., and | must
say they are real beauties. One of cur members comes six miles to
our meetings.— Miss Liazie Apple, Sec-

, Si. Croix Falls, Wh. (A.} Wgc are progressing admirably.

ur members are very much interested m the work, and much
knowledge has been gained by the constant notes laken- We have
a beautiful cabinet nearly filled with fine minerals. W ehave made
very strict laws to prevent robbing birds' ne«is- No member shall
take more than one egg from a ne*t, and he must make a mark on
the ireeor near the nest, so that no other person may lako another.—
Ray 5. Baker, Sec.

746, Helena, Montafut (A). .Acour meetingswe have had chemi*
cafand eleclrical experiments, discourses on bees, ants, foxes, birds,
and raccoons: and reports on various objects found. S. H. Hepner,
Sec.

[IVe ¢(Hseri ihe folloiuin” letter to sAew the delisldfnl man-
ner hi lofiic/i applicaiioKSJbr inemberelip iti ihe A. A. come tons,
asitgradually extends itselfover the land.1

Riverdalb Ranch,

W e wish to form nnew Chapter. and join the restwho are atwork
under the competent instnicuon of the A, A, We are living on a
stCHzk ranch, over fifteen miles from town.

It is onc of nature’s most beautiful spots. A rushing musical
river winding in graceful curves shows the course of Che valley, and
the mountains are magnificent, and prescot views ofwbich wc ncver
tire. Wilh no society beyond our own two famiics, with a river of
Ufe, .nvalley of botany, and mountains of geology, is it nny wonder
we wish to study?— Mts. F. A. Reynolds (now Sec. Ch. 85a).

807, Bierlingion, lown (A). We have about five hundred mineral-
6gica! specimens. W e have notyet taken a regular course of study,
biic we intend lo do so during the coming winter.— Carrie Carper,
Box 571, Sec.

561. Ctnciftnat’, O, (B.) Ourmcmbership has Increased co twenty.
W e have had two microscépical exhibilions, and at each of the other
meetings interesting papers have beenread.— David P- Schorr, Sec.

851, Cambrfa Station, Pa. (B.) With your approval. my little
school desires to form aChapterofiheA. A. « « * Lastweekwe orga-
nized, and, .'ilrcadynotingiKc zcal with which thechildren take hold
ofthe work mapped outlor next meeting, | am surprised at myself
for having been so slow 10 commcnce inc work.— MUs Faimy M.
Sliteler.

687, A drian, Mich. In readingoneofthelatenumbersofthe St.
Nicholas, 1 i~oticed m the Agasslz report a question as to whether
there exists such a thing as a hoop-snake. Encicsed is a clipping
froma New Orleans paper, | thought mightbe ofinterest, inscmuch
as it declares that there is such a snake.— F. B., Pres.

Montana.

(Thefallowing ts a copy o ftlite ne~ospaferiievi.)

“ Mr.W. H.1lnlocs,of Asheville, N, C., wriiesto the Baltimore Snn
to correct a statement from Mr. Rhcim, of che Smithsonian InsiU
tute, to the effect that there is no such thing as a hoop-snake. Mr.
Inloes says: ‘Two years ago | w.is stayiog at the Black Rock
Springs, AugustaCounty, Va.,whenayoung man named Eagle shot
a snaice and orought itto springs, where it was cxamincd by at least
fiftyofUs. The mountainccrs said itwasa “ hom " or “ hoop-snake."
It was four and one-half fcct long, white, with black rings and had
two horns nt thu end ofits tail. ~fr. Eagletook ascick and pressed
the end of the tail, when two horns carne out and emitted what
seemed to be a poisonous matter. It is said that the snake assume*
the shape of a hoop In making its atiack, and that the only safety
/rom ic is to get behind a tree."”

712, Brooklyn (1). Our list of membershasiIncrcased tosix. The
slate of our finances is good, buc above all, we feel the bencfit we
have derived from the many plca<«ant hours wo have ~cnt in one
anotheris company.— Edw. J. Sheridan, i8x Raymond St., Scc.

413, Denver, Cal. Essays have been readon thewhite crowned
sparrow and house-finch, seis ofeggs bcing brought to ihc meeting,
and skin.sof the sparrow. Also, essays on shoreand meadow larks,
crow, ptarmigan, magpie, snowbird, cowbunling, and red-shaficti
flickcr. Skins of these were brought to the meeting. Then we had
an extemporaneousdebate. “ Resolved, that warblcrs are of more
benefit lo vegetation than fiy-catchers.” Onc meeting was almost
wholly devoted to the dissection of specimens.— Hornee G. Smith,
Jr., Sec.

8fio, Pem, Fla. (A .) Our Cliapier has been off on a hoHcJay ex-
cursién, and we wcre gone more than a week. W e visited a mound
composud eniirely of shells. It was about thirty feet high, anda
quartcr of amile long. Itis on the shore of Tainpa Bay. It has
several trecs on it, ai)d is covered with Salvia, which, atouroid home
in Carolina, was prized as a hot-house fiower. Two of our party
found a boat adnft, and felt quite proud when they succeeded In
securing li. W e killed a small alligator, and one of the boys caught
a driimfish that weighcd about forcy pounds,— A. J. Mays, Sec.

674, Washington,D. C. (1.) Our prospects are very favorable.
We have about $4.00in the tceasury, andaré going to give an enier-
lainment so as to add to this sum. W e have about50specimens,all
iabeied aod calalogued.— Spencer A. Searle, Sec.

60g, Brooklyn (H). We have added three new members to our
Chapter. We have a cabinet, and are getting specimens forit. We
have been siudying the three great kingdoms of Nature, and the
sub-kingdoms 01 the animal division from out specimens! First, we
studied the zoophytes, from the sponge and diffurcoi kinds of coral;
then tho radiates, from ihe echinus and asterias; then mollusks,
from an oystei and a hard and soft clam; and now we have taken
up artictlales, vir., the crab and lobster.— PhiUp Van Ingen, Sec.

698, Middlepori, N. V. (A.) Wc have increased our membership
to 46, and wecrrioyihc A. A. verymuch. Weare loholda pienle to-
morrow fo Mr. Frceman’s gtovc, about two miles south, and we aie
all going. W c have been obliged to give up our drama, and we had
It &il learned but the fifth act, as one of the boys backed outat the
last minute, and said he would not play his part, and he had four
of che acts already learned, and we have all the boys that belong
to che Society take pan, so there are uone left 10 take )iis place.
I chink he served us a very mean trick. At our last meeting we
dcbated lhis question, “ Is the Common Ciow a Detriment to the
Country?” aod afier some good dcbaring, it was decided that the
crow was a deuiment. As it is time to go to bed, co get a good
night's rest, lo be prepaced for our picnic, I must ciése— J, W.
Hinchcy, Scc.

767, Chicago (X ). We are getting along fincly. Our meeiings
are growing longer, and a great deal more interesring as we grow
older. We havenroom, and hope tosecure a cabinet soon.— John
Cook, Sec.

448" Washingt<nt(G). Wehavebeenveryhappy since I lastwroie,
spendiog our money. Our oew cabinet cost only the pnce of the
material*, as it wasl)uilc after school hours by our librarian. It has
been a great pleasure to selectcur new books, guided by the invaJu-
abJe Many presents have been given u* lately; speci-
men boxes, and bbeled bottles, pamphlets, and fine official noie-
papcr.

I think we deserve our good fortune, for we are really a devoted
little Chapter. The children as interested, and their reports as inter-
esting as ever.— Mis.* Isabelle McFarland, Sec.

482, B/ickingham, Pa. (A.) We have noticed thatthe i7*yearlo-
cust makes II* song, by means of (wo Uitle accordlon-like organs
under the wings.— nlary J. Alkioson, Sec.

[/i not the insectprobably a cicada? Asid does not a
require io be made by the voice 2\

"song"

70Qj PhUa. (2.) Wc have appointed a business committee o ffive,
to which aro referred all matters of a business nature; thus, atour
meetings, our whole attention i« given to sclence,

This has proved a succe.«*ful plan, and we commend icto other
Chapiers.— Josiah H. Penniman, Sec,

678, Tannian, Mass. Ail our 7 members lake greatinterestin
their work. Our cabinetis 4™ feet high, and has four shelves and
four drawera for birds’ eggs, insects, etc., and one large drawer for
botanical specimens. Are members of the A. A. allowed to collect
bird’'8eggs?

[Thisqgitestionisfrequent”™ askedus, audsoev/ulsayikatihe 7ue>n-
bersofthe A. A. are notentitled, as members, toanypeculiar Ueense
in thisorany other matter. The lasosofthe different States vary,
a/nd yon should constdi a lawyer, or the authoritiesofyour osun

IOOH\

743, Detroit, Mich. (F.) Our meerings are held every week in the
Kigii School. We have the use of microscopes, and the help of
someof our honorary members. W e have started a Ubrary. Our
courses of study are planned by the Exeouiive Committee, coinposed
ofthe officers, Essays and extraci* from the note-bookswhich we all
kccp, fue read ai our meetings, Our excursions outof the city are
also very interesting and instructive,

W e now have ao active and 8 honorary members.— Henry G.
Field, Sec.

47;, Hazkion,Pa. (A.) Have purchased acompound microscope
an; have prepared some slides fov it. Have just returned from a
camping expedition laden with specimens, and have welcomed one
new member.— Thos. McNair, Sec,

758.Binghamioti, N. Y. (A.) We have all been greatly bencfited
thus far, and pleased by our progress.

Mostof u* are studying by ourselve* since we stopped our meet-
ings for the vacation,— Ch, F. Hotchkin, Sec.

699, Odin,Pa. (A). We have been keeping pond snailsand fresh-
wftter clams in aquaria made by setting iin pan* in tho cdgc of a
spring. Have also caged varionaspecics of land*snailsin boxes and
pens, where we have watched their habfis. Wonld be very glad lo
correspond with any Chapter that has studied snails.— Victor L.
Reebe, Sec.

[In allsuch cases, ihe secretary shouldreportnotuierely ihefaei
that certain observalions lurve been ntcide, hut particularly what
has Iten learned by ihe observations.]



409, Sag Harhor, N. i~. During the summer, our President
has appointed commiitees to coUect specimens. They have had
special field-days, and at the nextmeeting have brought m the speci-
mens collecied and told what thcy had foutid out about them. We
have subscribedior ao excellent scientific paper, and shall hereaiter
keep a catalogue of aU books and papen?.— Comelius K Sleight. Sec,

839, BoltoH, England. We are taking bolany as otir chief sub-
ject We keep a listofthevariousflowers we find, ihe time of flower*
ing, the place whcrc found, and the natural order to which they
belong.— R. Ainsworth, Scc.

804, Richnond, Ind. Uur room is now the workshop of a taxi-
dermist, the fliihciof one of us* He has 200 or 300 kinds of birds
constantly on hand, and is always sendiog them away and recciying
new ones. Wc have the rare privilcge of examining these birds,
and also have acces? to his ornithological Ubrary, which is quite
extensive. Richmond is quite noted for iLs fossils, and we wish lo
exchange witha few good Chapters, Eachofus jsrequired lo keep
a note»book of the thuigs he has seen,— R. H. Webb, "ec-

Excuakgbs.
Canadian Lcpidoptera,— E.
Montreal, Cafiada.

Lepidopiera and Cole6ptera.— G. M- Edwatds, Cote St Améme,
Montreal, Cafiada,

C. Trcnholme, Cote Si. Anioinc,

Kerns, grasscs, and snais from valley of ihe Hudson Kiver, for
snails from any other locality, and for minerals.— F. S- Arnold,
Box X064, Piiughkeepsie, N. y,

For xo iwo*cenlsiamps I will mail, post-paid, a fine cahtnet photo-

graph of snow ctystals and dcscription.— W . B. Merrill, Box 8x3,
Lexington, Ill. (Sec. Ch. 747).
Minerals and wood?.— W m. Andrus, Lenox, Ma-ss,
New Chapters.
No. Name. No. 0O/ Memben. A ddress.
882 Arlington, Mass... 6, F. E. Stamon. Box 32.
R e OKOAN!Z£13.
484 Decorah, la. (A)... 6..M, R. Steele.
5x9 Lawrence, Kan., (A). 6..Kred BorghoUhaus.
339 Salt Lake, Utah (A)... 6,.Arthtir Wcbb, 446 E. 3c!, South.
D issoivbd-
613 Winooski, Vt. (A)......4. S. G. Ayres (nearly all the mem-

bers have moved from the town).

Address all Communications for this deparinicnt to ihe Presiden!,
&lr. Hablan H- Bau-afd,

Principal of l.enox Acadcmy, Lenox, Mass.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

BITtIED GL'LFS AND BAYS.

X Is carbén, Avis, taken from the earth ? 2
Suppose we, for fun, dyc the hor«e blue. 3. 1
have sccn Booth, I am surc, in Hamlet. 4. You
can stamp a piece of canvas for a iidy. 5. When
gold is at par I am going to make a fortune.
6. You may put in the pan a mass of flour, and
I will add milk and eggs. 7, 1 must take a
nap lest | fall asieep on che journey.™ 8. Let
tts play one game more, 9. A glove nicely cut
always fiiswell. jo.Welldone, gallant soldiers\
XI. Can you sec Ben gallop toward us on his
pony? 12.Apollo belongslo Greek mythology.

FRANK.

I. Across: x. luclothc. 7. The juicc of

plants. 3. Sieam. 4. Occupyine tnc axis
ol anything. 5. Famous. 6. A slight bow.
7 In cbthe, Downward: i. The front of
aii army. 2. A naiivc of Saxony. 3, The

fice occupied by the Congre.ss of the United

States. 4. Impellcd by poles. 5. A color.
11, AcMOSS X. In cipihe. 8. A familiar
game. 3. Blunders or contradiciions, 4, A

simpleton. 5, Sryli»h. 6, To
clothe. Downward: i.
grain. a. A
kings. 3. A
5. .A pen.

regrec. 7. In
A place to store
simame of a line of English
large fish. 4. A spherical body.
H. D.

CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.

My first is In bad, but not in good:

My second in turban, but not in hood;
My third is in town, but not in village;
My fourth is io thief, but not in plliage:
My fifth is iu cari, but not in count:

My sixth is in strenm, bui not in foune:
My «evenih iri cat, but not in dog:

My eighth is in cloud, but not in fog:
My ninth is in loop, but not in ring:

My whole is a flower that comes in spring,

MLV WBLLS.
DIAMOND.
X In pickerel, 2. A porker. 3. A tinker,
Xhc reports of proceedings jn the Britsh
arliamcnt 5. A poisonous trailing plant.
6 Sumptuously, j. ComicalL 8. Tweniy-

four hours. 9 In pickerel, “ navajo,”

HALF-SQUARE.

I A COVERING fot the floor. s.
bian prince, or miliiary coinmander, 3. A
break. 4 A fondUng 5, Two-thirds oi a
pobsessivepronoun. 6. Intenta.

PKANtC CHASE.

An Ara-

insteadrofdescribed,.

NTANERICAL
ENT(3>IA.

Tm s differs from the ordinary numcrical enigma, in that thewordsfonntng itare picturcd

The answer; consistiiig of sixiy-fivc letters, isa couplet by Hernck,

and embodics the same idea as ihe Latin quotation given on ihc piclured book.



EASV TRAXSPOB8ITJONS. IIXUssTttATEJ) PUZZLE.

I. Transpose a word ineaning parsimonious, and have a word
mcaning diminishes Httle by little; cransposc again, and have fruits;
again, aod have an inscrument of warfore; again, and have to de-
scribe gram matically; again, and have gathers.

Il. Transpone a word meaning small spiders. and have to sirike:
transpose again, and havc articles ; again, and bavc scnds forth;
again, and have a daily paper.

HARRY B. SPARKS

HOril-CSLASIN.

Across @ i. Having the quality ofa director, i, To do anything
off-hand. 3. Leaping. 4. To wnthc. 5. To disclose, 6. In p.arty.
7. To fondie. 8. In music; adirecdon equivaJent to "very." 9.
Jamaica pepper lo, A strevching. ix. ContinGes ancw.

Cejiirals reading downward, omitpresent; from i to 2, devia*
tion* from the natural shape or position; from 3 lo 4,in every
writing-dcsk. “navajo,"

W 01tU-S<n’AREIS.

I. 1. To furnish with a second mast. 2, Onc who makes proud.
3. A Jewish crirical work. 4. Made amends. 5, Calm. 6 Har-

ters.

. 1. lee_ sn_ake—bird. 2. Opposed to. 3. Sets ancw, 4_. A T his puszle is b.ased upon one ofthe Mother Goose rhymes. The
weaver's cuitiug instrument 5. Kank. 6. To forcé back against pictures reprcsent the last words of each of tlie five lines of che verse.
the cuirent. 1, h. m. W hat is the verse ?

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN THE SEPTEMBER NUMBER.

Rhomboid. r. Rgret. 2. Oakum, 3. Tenor. 4. Sidnn, 5, Charade. Sebdom,

Sedan. WoRD-SQUARB, I. Angcr. Nerve. 3. Groan 4. Evade.

ILAMP Puzzie, Central letters, reading downward, The Pccro 5. Renew.
leum OU Wells. Cioss-wutds: x. uTc. 2. sHy, 3.tEa, 4. .aPe. lkclosbd Diamond. Letters represented by stars spell "cir-
5. shEep, 6. parTing. 7. scpaRnted. 8. physiOgnomy, g.  cumsranilally." Cross-word»: x. Structure. 2. Permeates. 3.

al.e. 10. dEn. 11. cricL 12. gr.nMmar. 13. phonOlogy. 14.  Fcriillty. 4. Firmamcnt. 5. Analugou», 6. Syndicatc. 7. Salcra-
peninene. 15. xaiLing. 16. alw.iy. 17. crEep. 18. shallop. (us. 8. Sepulchre. 9. Bnillant.

19. scholarly, 20. disposi(ion. Ittustrated WORD.pwiNDLE. Stages, gate», stag, tag, at, a.
Numekical Enigma. Qiiotacion from Hotace: * Mingle a Hule Single Central Acrostic. Centrais, reading upwarci: Lob-
folly with your wisdom." Quoiaiion (aulhor unknown): «iters- Cross-words: x. MoSes. 3. shRcd. 3. siEel. 4. saTjn.
" A little non.*ense now .and then 5, baSin. 6. elBow, 7. shOws- 8. soLld.
Is relished by the wisest men." “St. Andrew’s Cross op Diamond.*, x, M. 3. Pii. 3. Punic-
Rbvbrsible Diahonds: i. S. 2. Ape. 3. Sjjced. 4- Eel. Minimum. 5, Timer, 6, Cur. 7.M. 1l. x- M. «. DIm. 3,
S. Ti. Reversed; i. D. s. Lee, 3, Deep5 4. Epa (sepal). 5, .ale». 4, Militla. 5. Meter. 6. S«r.7. A- IlIl. x. M. 2,
3 Ram. 3 Riles- ~ Malaria. 5. Merit.s, Sil, 7- A. IV. x
DolL'uLit AcHOSTic. Primais, Powhatan; final», helples.». Cross. M- 2. Sam. 3. Sagcs. 4. Magdalu.5. Mealy, 6, Sly. 7.
words : 1. PrlggisH. a, OrganiiE. 3. WrongfuL, 4. HardshiP. A. V. X. A. 2- Ten. 3. Tyrol. 4. Aerated. 5. Noled. 6.
5. ArmoriaL. 6, ToleratE. 7. AgitateS. 8. NearnesS, l-ed. 7. D.

Tmp- lames of thosc who send Solutions are printed In the second number after thatin which the puzzles appcir, Answers should be
addressed to St. Nicholds " Riddie-box,” careoiTup. Cen4u rv Co., 33 East Seventeenth St, Ncw-York City.
&Veiedc 'm>Dti791pet u9 Tid.r\T.ls.<eb .. Y JRESTIRENSUR . PSP Si—V.O.— L

— tr. Ai— ijcu. AUuciMciti, 4— rcnue, lo— j~ianon »v, “noerson, lo — ni. i*., 2— L.'eil.a warc, 2— Jennie naicn,
8— Emily Danzel, 3—Haitlc, LUIte, Ida. and Aunt Henrietta, 11 — Lulu, ix — U. B. Thoma* and Father, 5— K. Wcntzel, 1— Maud,
Laura, and Be.*»ie, 10— Mary F. Davenport, 2 — R. K-, Papa, and Matnma, 9 — "p . K, Boo," xx— Fanny, Diana, .and Unele Joe, xo
— Edith L. Young and Jennfe L. Dupuis, 11 — Bassie S.. ix — S. A. M., ix — Eleanor and Maude Pean, 4,

Answehs to all tur Puzzles in the August NifMnp.R were recdvcd, before August 20, from Arthur Gridc— Paul Reese__
Chestcrand Amey .Mdrich— "EuicknMaggle and May Turrill — Albert S. Gould — "San Anselmo Valley”— The Carters— "But-
tons,” and "Lady Teazle”— Willard Recd and Winthrop Crcene— " Homer"— WIlUe Serrell and friends— " Sondysldcs"— F, W.
I.slip— Mollie and Kate — Betsey ancl the Boys — Sevcrancc Burrage.

Answers to Puzzirs in thb August Number weie received, before August 20. from LouiscWeir, s — Russell {ller, 7— ‘* Chin-
gachgook,” 6 — Blanche Erdt, x— Adclc Neuburger, 1 — " Isilam," 2— 6 -and E. Rhoads, x— Hcitle F, Mayer, "Poppcrand
Mana," X2— " Impatient Young”lcr,” 2— "Humbiig," i — Walter G. Muirheid, 4“- Arthur B. Spcncer, x— Jennte and Bcrry, 6 —
Mary jL Brced, x— L. H,, 7— David H, Webster, x— W, G. McMurchy, 5— Jared W. Young, x— Reggie and Nellie, x2** "M ar-
mosei,” s — Ethel Daymude, 6 — Clarcncc H. Woods, 9— Hcnry McAden, i — Clara Conover, x2—-Vinjlnia, Margaret, und Josephine,
5— Percy Alfrcd Vanan, 3— Mary A. Penninglon, 2— Faun Penficld, 1 — Eifie K. Talboys, 8— Edw.ord C. Hall. 3— Mamma and
Helen, ix — " Nezahualcoyoil,” x— Anna M. Caikins, 4— Llcwcllyn Lloyd, 2— Janey Hulchinson, 2— Lucy M. BraSley, 12— Grace

Zublm, X— Carne Howard, 10— Mcg, Jo, and Rclh, s— Madcidne S., x— No fiame, Chicago, 7— Unelo WiU and Mamic, 5— C,
Anlhon Day, x— Alice M. Burr, i-Katic, Jamic, .and Mamma, 12— Eleanor and Méande Pearl, 4— Vinion H, and Edllh N., 12—
No fiamo, Readvillo, xa— Gracc Slanion Davcnporl, 5— Pepper <and Salt, 4 — Jennie A, Halsiead, 7— Sadlc and Bessie Rhodes, jo—
~N«sie B. Adame, i — Grace, Ann.a, Ncllic, B., Bridgct, Bertha, Clara and Sacfie, x— W. K, Gaylord, 5— “Forlorn Hope,” 8 Two
» > ACT 1Xi St TN\ \ « jti t> e 1T <>.. i1

K.. Boo,



“LET MR IN, I SAV

Ay s [cost) aeeake SEkmcTON.





