ST. NICHOLAS.

VOL. Il

THE STORY

uy Hezekiah

in tlie quiet

Some forty years ago, there lived
a much

tO'vn of East Havcrhill, Massachusetts,
respected Quaker family by the fiame of W hittier

They were hard-working, thrifty farmers, and their*

home was known to all the poor in tliat section ;
noone was cver turned away from their door un-
pitied, unclothed, or unfed.

Even the Indians had
Whittier in the stormy times of the
His house had stood near a garrison, but he would
accept of no protection from the soldiers. He did
not beheve in the use of weapons; he treated the
savages kindly ; they owed him no ill-will, and the
benevolent oid man tilled fields in safety, and feared
no harm.

Among Mr. W hittier’s children was a boy named
John, who had a very feeling heart and a quick
He was a hard-working farmer lad, who
new more of the axe, the sickle and hoe than

Playthings of childhood. Indeed, New En°-
land children had but a glimpse at the sunniness
a youth m thosc hard times; no long daisied

, stretching far into life, they could cali their

respected Grandfather
Indian war.

mind.

His early education consisted of a few weeks’
schooling for a number of winters in the district
KhooL A queer sort of a school it was,— kept in
a private house. The schoolmaster was a kind
good man, and he did not ply the birch very vigor-
oisy, like most of the schoolmasters in these oid
"nes. He was more like Oliver Goldsmith, who
ised to govern his school by giving the children
sugar-plums and telling them wonderful stories.
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John loved him, and spoke a kind word for him
when he became a man.

In the library there is a beautiful poem callcd
* Snow-Bound,” — a very good poem for good
people to read. Now the boy lived in just such a
home as is describcd in that poem, and his boy-
hood was passed among just such scenes as are
pictured there. You may like to read it some

y, so we neecl not try to tell what has been told
so well.

He was a poet in boyhood. He did not know
it There are many poets who do not. He loved
to love others and be loved; he could see things
m nature that others could not see,—in the woods
and fields; m the blue Merrimac; in the serene
sky of the spring, and the tinges of the sunset.
He had but few books,— perhaps no .books of
poetry, for music and poetry his father classed
among the “ vanities” which the Bible denounced.

_tthere was much poetry in the Bible; his “ Pil-
grim s Progress” was almost a poem; and nature
to him was like a book of poems, for thére was
poetry in his soul.

He used to express his feelings in rhyme; how
could the boy help it? He one day wrote one of
these poems on some coarse paper, and sent it
privately to a paper called the Free Press, published
m the neighboring town of Newburyport.

The editor of thd paper, whose flame was Gar-
rison— William Lloyd Garrison, you may have
heard the fiame before— found the poem tuckcd
under the door of his office by the postman, and
nolicing that it was written in blue ink, was tempted
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202 TIIE STORY

to throw it into his waste-basket. But Mr. Garri-
son had a good, kind heart, and liked to give
every one a chance in the world. He read the
poem, saw there was true genius in it, and so he
published it.

Happy was the Quaker farmer boy when he saw
his verses in print. He felt that God had some-
thing in store in life for him— that he was called
in some way to be good and useful to others. He
wrote othcr poems, and sent them to Mr. Gar-
rison.

They were full of beauties— these poems. Mr.
Garrison one day asked the postman from what
quarter they carne.

“ lam accustomed to deliver a package of papers
to a farmer-boy in East Haverhill. | guess they
come from him.”

Mr. Garrison thought he mustridc over to East
Haverhill and see.

So he went one day, and found a slender, sweet-
faced farmer-boy working with his plain, practical
father on the farm. The boy modestly acknowl-
edged that he had written the poems; at which his
father did not seem over well pleased.

“ You must send that boy to school,
W hittier,” said Mr. Garrison.

Friend W hittier was not so sure ; but the good
counsel of the Newburyport editor, in the end, was
decisive. The boy was sent to the academy.

John is an oid man now, almost sixty years of
age. Fie lives at Amesbury, near the beautiful
Merrimac, that he loved in youth. Almost every
boy and girl in the land can repeat some of the
poems he has written.

He has no wife and children, yet his home is
cheerful and social, and is open to the stranger, like
his father’'s and grandfather’s of oid.

In common with most men of genius, he is very
fond of pets, and, among these favorites, little ani-
mais and birds have their place. It is of one of
these household pets that we have a story to tell.

She was a parrot, and shc belonged to that re-
spectable branch of the parrot family named Polly.
Polly succceded, among her master’'s favoritos, a
smart little bantam, who once had the freedom of
the house, and who perished, we think, in an un-
equal contest with an evil-disposed cat.

Polly, too, had the freedom of the house at times,
and used to sit on the back of the poct’s chair at
his medis, and the two sometimos licld very pro-
found and confidential conversations together.

The poet is a pious man. We have seen the
little Quaker church to which he goes regularly on
Sundays and Thursdays for silent worship ; itisa

Friend

quiet rural fane, and seems like a little school-
house in the wood. Polly, who had been badly
brought up, became demure and well-behaved

OF A PARROT.
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immediately after her adoption; so, for a time, the
poet and Polly were in perfect sympathy.

One Sabbath day, Polly, who had doubtless
heard much about large views from the poet’s
learned visitors, thought that she would take a
somewhat larger view of the world. So, as the
pcople were going to church, she climbed upon the
top of the house, and sat upon the ridge-pole. It
then occurred to her, that, having reached a more
exalted sphere of thought and action, she would
behave well no more. She had been in bad com-
pany before she had fallen in with her new friends,
and her memory was very good.

So Polly began to denounce the people going to
church in very shocking language. She was
doing the poet great scandal, and exciting marked
public attention, when her astonished master ap-
peared, rake in hand, and proceeded at once to
administer discipline by bringing her down from
her- high position and subjecting her to plain
Quaker discipline.

Polly was in disgracc for a time, but she suc-
ceeded in re-establishing her character 'again,
though it was not thought certain that her good-
ness would be able to withstand very grave tempta-
tion.

One day, Polly succeeded in reaching the house-
top again, and began to congrattlate herself on
the recovery of her former high position and free-
dom. She reached the top of the chimney this
time, and was seen tilting up and down and trying
her wings, as though preparing to launch out into
the air on a long voyage of discovery. Suddenly,
she was gone. Where? No one had noticed
which direction she had taken. No one had heard

her shout of triumph in the glad, sunny air. But
Polly was gone.
The news flew through the village that the

parrot had left her home, and become a very stray
bird. The children looked for her in the fields,
and thg. farmers in the woods; every one triecl to
keep ears and oyes open day and night, but notliing
of Polly was seen or heard. The poet’s house was
no longer filled with quiet gladness, for the inmates
all pitied the bird when night carne on, and im
agined that she was far away in the woods, hungry
and out in the coid. Two days passcd and no
tidings were brought of the wandering bird. The
neighbors began to think that, like one of Shake-
speare’s heroes, shc had died “ and made no sign.'
On the third night, when two young persons, aswe
have heard the story, were sitting in one of the
rooms in the cottage, they were startjed by a
sound, as though some evil-disposed intruder had
concealed himself in the fire-place. An investiga-
tion was determined upon; the fire-place wes
opened, and lo! “.Poor Polly !”
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She was a very damaged bird. She liad fallen

down the chimney when just about to soar to the
landing in a very dark place, probably
liad been an eclipse of the
sun, or that night had come on in some manner
not accounte.d for in her limited astronomy. She
mamteined s.lence three days; she had nothing

sk.es and
tliought that there

Poliy-s high aspirations were blighted from that
e was a U.scouraged, disappointed bird.

KIGHT
By Louisa

Chapter Ill.— Uncles.

When Rose vvoke next morning, she was noc
re w iether she had dreamed what occurrcd the

evened.
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SId Z?V f 6nt 3nd P'ned away’ and>like other
j "enturcrs who liave been brought plump

r IHstf°rUt tO kunch out on the b”~ezes

of W
heart hCr brUjSeS and of a broken
deCHne WaS marked with sincere reSret>and
tifie T V  SOrr°'vful tenderness in her master’s
ihered d a i n in th~ adverse and
POOR POLLY!
COUSINS.
M. Alcott.
first she ti. COMe W lins 1P the path. At
but a

» , lg t It Ivas some trespasser,
second look showed her that it was her Gnele re-

turnmg from an early dip jnto the sea. She had
hardly dared to look at him the night before be
cause whenever she tried to do so she alvvays found

gguld Hhielen goofl APl OR h Pt e The Nﬁ@’e??&
S « .S n%ibo,,thin’ a,if6kdto

A brown, breczy man, in a bluc jacket, with no
haton the curly head which he shook now and
then like a water-dog; broad-shouldered, alert in

JahT? T ' an- WIth a general air of strength and
¢uw'nnt e°Ul h'm.'vh;ch P,cased R °se, though she
could not explam the feeling of comfort it gave her.

She had just said to herself, with a sense of relief,

m ad 'Ike b“n’ tlOugh. hc looks as if he
md,” when hc” lifted his ejes to

eie f
made people m
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examine the budding liorse-chestnut overhead, and
saw the eager face peering dovvn at him. He
waved his hand to her, nodded, and called outin a
bluff, cheery voice:

“ You are on deck early, little niece.”

“ 1 got up to see ifyou had really come, Gnele.”

“ Did you? Well, come down here and make
sure of it.”

“1'm not allovved to go out before breakfast,
sir.”

“ Oh, indeed !” with a shrug. “ Then I ’ll come
aboard and salute,” he added; and, to Rose’s great
amazement, Unele Alee went up one of the pillars
of the back piazza hand over hand, stepped across
the roof, and swung liimself into her balcony, say-
ing, as he landed on the \vide balustrade: “ Have
you any doubts about me novv, ma'am ?”

Rose was so taken aback, she could only answer
with a smile as she went to meet him.

“ How does my girl do this morning ?” he asked,
taking the little coid hand she gave him in both his
big warm ones.

“ Pretty well, thank you, sir.”

“ Ah, but it should be very well. Why isn'tit?”

“ 1 always wake up with a headachc, and feel
tired.”

“ Don’'t you sleep well ?”

“ 1 lie awake a long time, and then | dream, and
my sleep does not seem to rest me much.”

“ What do you do all day ?”

“ Oh, I read, and sew a little, and take naps and
sit with auntie.”

“ No running about out of doors, or house-work,
or riding, hey ?”

“ Aunt Plenty says
much exercise. 1

I’'m not strong enough for
drive out with her sometimes,
but I don’t care for it.”

“1’'m not surprised at that,” said Unele Alee,
half to himself, adding, in his quick way: “ Who
have you had to play with ?”

“ No one but Ariadne Blish, and she was such a
goose | could n't bear her. The boys carne yester-
day, and scemed rather nice; but, of course, |
could n't play with them.”

“Why not?”

“1'm too oid to play with boys.”

Nota bit of it; that’s just what you need, for
you 've been molly-coddled too much. They are
good lads, and you 'll be mixed up with them more
or less for years to come, so you may as well be
friends and playmates at once. | will look you up
some girls also, if I can find a sensible one who is
not spoilt by her nonsensical education.”

“ Phebe is sensible, I 'm sure, and 1|
though | only saw her yesterday,”
waking up suddenly.

“ And who is Phebe, if you please?”

“

like her,
cried Rose,

EIGHT COUSINS.
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Rose eagerly told all she knew, and Unele Alee
listened, with an odd smile lurking about his mouth,
though his eyes were quite sober as he watched the
face before him.

“ 1'm glad to see that you are not aristocratic in
your tastes, but I don’t quite make out why you
like this young lady from the poor-house.”

“ You may laugh at me, but I do. I can’'t tell
why, only she seems so happy and busy, and sings
so beautifully, and is strong enough to scrub and
sweep, and has n’'t any troubles to plague her,”
said Rose, making a funny jumble of reasons in
her efforts to explain.

“ How do you know that?”

“ Oh, | was telling her about mine, and asked
if she had any, and she said, ‘No, only 1'd like to
go to school, and I mean to some day."”

“ So she doesn’t cali desertion, poverty, and
hard work, troubles? She’s a brave little girl,
and | shall be proud to know her.” And Unele
Alee gave an approving nod, that made Rose wish
she had been the one to earn it.

“ But what are these troubles of yours, child?”
he asked, after a minute of silence.

“ Please don’t ask me, Unele.”

“ Can’t you tell them to me as well
Phebe ?”

Something in his tone made Rose feel that it
would be better to speak out and be done with it
so she answered, with sudden color and averted
eyes:

“ The greatest one was losing dear papa.”

As she said that, Unele Alec’s arm carne gently
round her, and he drew her to him, saying, in the
voice so like papa’s:

“ That is a trouble which 1 cannot cure,
child; but 1 shall try to make you feel
W hat else, dear?”

“ 1 am so tired and poorly all the time, | can't
do anything | want to, and it makes me cross,
sighed Rose, rubbing the aching head like a fretful
child.

“ That we can cure and we w ill," said her unele,
with a decided nod that made the curls bob on his
head, so that Rose saw the gray ones underneath
the brown.

“ Aunt Myra says | have no constitution, and
never shall be strong,” observed Rose, in a pensive
tone, as if it was rather a nice thing to be an
invalid.

“ Aunt Myra is a— ahem !— an excellcnt woman,
but it is her hobby to believe that every one is tot-
tering on the brink of the grave; and, upon n»
life, 1 believe she is offended if people don't iall
intoit! We will show her how to make constitu-
tions and turn pale-faced little gliosts into rosy,
hearty girls. That’s my business, you know,” he

as to

my
it less.
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added, more quietly, for his sudden outburst had
rather startled Rose.

“ | liad forgotten you were a doctor. |'m glad
of it, for 1 do want to be well, only | hope you
wont givememuch medicine, for | Ve taken quarts
already, and it does me no good.”

As-she spoke, Rose pointcd to a little table just
ms.de the wmdow, on which appeared a regiment
of bottles. b

“Ah, ha! Now we’ll see what mischief these
blessed women have been at.” And, maldhg a
long arm, Dr. Alee set the bottles on the wide rail-
ing before him, examined each carefully, smiled
over some, frowned over others, and said, as he
put down the fest: «Now 101 show you the best
way to take these messes.” And, as quick as a
flash, he sent one after another smashing down into
ihe posy-beds below.

“ But Aunt Plenty wont like it; and Aunt Myra
p b\ a"Sry>for she sent most of them !” cried
Rose, half-fnghtened and half-plcased at such
cnergetic measures.

" Yo" are my Patient now, and I’ll take the
responsibility. My way of giving physic is evi-

en y the best, for you look better already,” he
said, laughmg so infectiously that Rose followed
suit, saying, saucily:

N A 74 y° Ur medicincs any better than
«lose, 1 shall throwthem into the garden, and then
what will you do ?”

“When | prescribe such rubbish, 1’1l
leave to pitch it overboard as soon as you like
nowwhat is the next trouble ?”

“1 hoped you would forget to ask.”

“ But how can | help you if I don’t know them ?
tome, let us have No. 3.”

“ It is very wrong, | suppose, but I do some-
tuneswish | had not quite so many aunts. They
area | very good to me, and | want to please them

. the>are 50 different, | feel sort of pulled to
p.eces among them,” said Rose, trying to express
emotions of a stray chicken with six liens all
thicking over it at once.

Unele Alee threw back his head and

»ive vou

laughed

¢ a al'l°r je °0Uld entirely understand how
egood lad.es had each put in her oar and tried

paddle her own way, to the great disturbance of
«mevaters and the entire bewilderment of poor Rose.

ntf nd t0 117 a C°Urse of uncles no'" and see
wt at suits 'your constitution. | going to

S nﬂ_ noTﬁQrce i?s tgogé"tﬁe?

I am captain of
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ROSC ftuf tberc> a"d grew so red, her

le guessed what that trouble was.
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“ 1 don’t think I can tell this one. It would n't
be polite, and | feel pretty sure that it isn’t going
to be a trouble any more.”

As she blushed and stammered over these words,

r. Alee turned his eyes away to the distant sea,
and said so senously, so tenderly, that she fclt every
w°id and long remembered them :

* My child, I don’t expect you to love and trust
me all at once, but | do want you to believe that |

shall give my whole heart to this new duty; and
1 1 make mistakes, as | probably shall, no one will
gneve over them more bitterly than I. It ismy

tault that 1 am a stranger to you, when | want to
be your best friend. That is one of my mistakes,
and | never repented it more deeply than | do now.

1 father axd bhad a trouble once, and | thought
I never could forgive him; so | kept away foryears.
Thank God, we made it all up the last time | saw
him, and he told me then, that if he was forced to
leave her, he should bequeath his little girl to me
as a token of his love. | can’t fill his place, but |
shaU try to be a father to her; and if she learns to
love me one half as well as she did the good one

Wil she Befiede i ity g grPud and haPPy man-

Somethmg in Unele Alec’s face touched Rose to
the heart, and when he held out his hand with that
anxious, troubled look in his eyes, she was moved
to put up her innocent lips and seal the contract
with a confiding kiss. The strong arm held her
ciése a minute, and she felt the broad chest hcave
once as if with a great sigh of relief; but not a
word was spoken till a tap at the door made both
start.

Rose popped her head through the window to
say come in,” while Dr. Alee hastily rubbed the
sleeve of his jacket across his eyes and began to
whistle again.

Phcbe appeared with a cup of coffee. .

* Debby told me to bring this and help you get
up, she said, opening her black eyes wide, as if
she wondered how on earth “ the sailor man” got
there.

“1'm all dressed, so | don’'t need any help. |
hope that is good and strong,” added Rose, eyeing
the steaming cup with an eager look.

But she did not get it, for a brown hand took
posscssion of it as her Unele said, quickly:

* Hold hard, my lass, and let me overhaul that
dose before you take it. Do you drink all this
strong coffee every morning, Rose?”

Yes, sir, and I like it. Auntie says it ‘tones’
me up, and | always feel better after it.”

rhis accounts for the sleepless nights, the flut-
ter your heart gets into at the least start, and this
iswhy that cheek of yours is palé yellow instead of
No more coffee for you, my dear, and

i°sy red-
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by and by you 'll see that I am right.
milk down stairs, Phebe?”

“ Yes, sir, plenty— right in from the barn.”

“ That’s the drink for my patient. Go bring me
a pitcherful, and another cup; | want a draught
myself. This wont hurt the honeysuckles, for they
have no nerves to speak of.” And, to Rose’s great
discomfort, the coffee went after the medicine.

Dr. Alee saw the injured look she put on, but
took no notice, and presently banished it by say-
ing, pleasantly :

“ 1’'ve got a capital little cup among my traps,
and 1°’ll give it to you to drink your milk in, as it is
made of wood that is supposed to improve what-
ever is put into it— something like a quassia cup.
That reminds me; one of the boxes Phebe wanted
to lug upstairs last night is for you. Knowing that
I was coming home to find a ready-made daughter,
| picked up all sorts of odd and pretty trifles along
the way, hoping she would be able to find some-
thing she liked among them all. Early to-morrow
we’'ll have a grand rummage. Here’s our milk!
I proposc the health of Miss Rose Campbell— and
drink it with all my lieart.”

It was impossible for Rose to pout with the pros-
pect of a delightful boxful of gifts dancing before
her eyes; so, in spite of herself, she smiled as she
dranlc her own health, and found that fresh milk
was not a hard dose to take.

“ Now | must be off, before 1 am caught again
with my wig in a toss,” said Dr. Alee, preparing to
descend the way he carne.

“ Do you always go inand out like a cat, unele?”
asked Rose, much amused at his odd ways.

“ 1 used'to sneak out of my window when | was
a boy, so I need not disturb the aunts, and now 1
rather like it, for it’s the shortest road, and it keeps
me limber when | have no rigging to climb. Good-
bytill breakfast.” And away he went down the
water-spout, over the roof, and vanished among the
budding honeysuckles below.

“ Aint he a funny guardecn ?” exclaimed Phebe,
as she went off with the cups.

“He is a very kind one, | think,” answered
Rose, following, to prowl round the big boxes and
try to guess which was hers.

W hen her Unele appeared at sound of the bell,
he found her surveying with an anxious face a new
dish that smoked upon the table.

“ Got a fresh trouble, Rosy ?” he asked, stroking
her smooth head.

“ Unele, are you going to make me cat oat-
meal ?” asked Rose, in a tragic tone.

“ Don’'tyou like it?”

“ | de-testit!” answered Rose, with all the em-
phasis which a tumed-up nose, a shudder, and a
groan could give to the three words.

Any new
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“ You are not a true Scotchwoman, if you don’t
like the ‘parritch.” It’s a pity, for | made it my-
self, and thought we 'd have such a good time with
all that cream to float it in; Well, never mind.”
And he sat down with a disappointed air.

Rose had made up her mind to be obstinate
about it, because she did heartily “ detest” the
dish ; but as Unele Alee did not attempt to make
her obey, she suddenly changed her mind and
thought she would.

“1’lIl try to eat it to please you, Unele; but
people are always saying how wholesome it is, and
that makes me hate it,” she said, half-asliamed at
her silly excuse.

“ 1 do want you to like it, because | wish my girl
to be as well and strong as Jessie’s boys, who are
brought up on this in the good oid fashion. No
hot bread and fried stuff for them, and they are the
biggest and bonniest lads of the lot.
auntie, and good morning !”

Dr. Alee turned to greet the oid lady, and, with
a firm resolve to eat or die in the attempt, Rose
sat down.

In five minutes she forgot what she was eating,
so interested was she in the chat that went on. It
amused her very much to hear Aunt Plenty cali
her forty-year-old nephew, “ my dear boy,” and
Unele Alee was so full of lively gossip about all
creation in general, and the Aunt-hill in particular,
that the detested porridge vanished without a mur-
mur.

“You will go to church with us, | hope, Alee,
if you are not too tired,” said the okl lady, when
breakfast was over.

“ 1 carne all the way from Calcutta for that ex-
press purpose, ma’am. Only | must send the sis-
ters word of my arrival, for they don’t cxpect me
till to-morrow, you know, and there will be a row
in church if those boys see me without warning."

“ 1’ll send Ben up the hill, and you can step
over to Myra’'s yourself; it will please her, and you
will have plenty of time.”

Dr. Alee was off at once, and they saw no more
of him till the oid barouche was at the door, and
Aunt Plenty just rustling down stairs in her Sun-
day best, with Rose like a little black shadow be-
hind her.

Away they drove in state, and all the way Unele
Alec’s hat was more off his head than on, for every
one they met smiled and bowed, and gave him as
blithe a greeting as the day permitted.

It was evident that the warning had been a wise
one, for, in spite of time and place, the lads were
in such a ferment, that their elders sat in mo-
mentary dread of an unsecmly outbreak some-
where. It was simply impossible to keep those
fourteen eyes off Unele Alee, and the dreadful

Bless you,
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things that were done during sermon-time i)

hardly be believed.

Rose dared not look up after awhile, for these
bad boys vented their emotions upon her, till she
was ready to laugh and cry with mingled amuse-
ment and vexation. Charlie winked rapturously
at her behind his mother's fan; Mac openly pointed
to the taU figure besidc her; Jamie stared fixedly
over the back of his pew, till Rose thought his
round eyes would drop out of his head ; George
fell over a stool and dropped three books, in
his excitement; Will drew sailors and Chinamen
on his dean cuffs, and displayed them, to Rose’s
great tribulacién; Steve nearly upset the whole
party by burning his nose with salts, as he pre-
tended to be overeéme by his joy ; even dignified
Archie disgraced himself by writing in his hymn-

o, Isn,t he blne and brown ?» and passing it
politely to Rose.

Her only salvation was trying to fix her attention
upon Unele Mac— a portly, placid gentleman, who
seemed entirely unconscious of the iniquities of the
Clan, and dozed peacefully in his pew cérner.
1lhis was the only Unele Rose had met for years
for Unele Jem and Unele Steve, the husbands of
Aunt Jessie and Aunt Clara, were at sea, and Aunt
Myra was a widow. Unele Mac was a merchant
very rich and busy, and as quiet as a mouse at
orne, for he was in such a minority among the
«'ornen folk, he dared not open his lips, and let
hiswife rule undisturbed.

Rose liked the big, kindly, silent man who carne to
er when papa died, was always sending her splen-
s boxes of goodies at school, and often invited
her into his great warehouse, full of teas and spices,
«mesand all sorts of foreign fruits, there to eat and
carry away whatever she liked. She had secretly
regretted that he was not to be her guardian ; but
sincc she had seen Unele Alee she felt better about
H lor she did not particularly admire Aunt Jane.

church was over, Dr. Alce got into the

Porch as quickly as possible, and there the young
ears had a hug all round, while the sisters shook

nmcis and welcomed him with bright faces and

g hcarts- Rose was nearly crushed flat behind
uo°r in that dangerous passage from pew to

Poich; but Unele Mac rescued her, and put her
° the carriage for safe keeping.

v r i | girls’ 1 want you aU to_come and difie
‘th Alee ;” Mac also, of’course. But | cannot ask
‘e ooys, for we did not expect this dear fellow till
-morrow, you know, so | made no preparations.
«na the lads home, and let them wait till Mon-
cJ- jr,really 1 was shocked at their behavior in
"rch, said Aunt Plenty, as she followed Rose
1 any other P>ace the defrauded boys would
vc set up a howl; as it was, they growled and
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protested till Dr. Alee settled the matter by say-
ing:

“ Never mind>°Ild chaps, |-11 make it up lo you
to-morrow, if you sheer off quietly; if you don't,

bofes ” Shal' y°U haVC °Ut °f my hiS

Chapter IV.
AUNTS.

A 11 dinner-time Rose felt that she was going to
re talked about, and afterward she was sure of it,
for Aunt Plenty whispered to her as they went into
the parlor:

“ Run up and sit awhile with Sister Peace, my
dear. She likes to have you read while she rests,
and we are going to be busy.”

Rose obeyed, and the quiet rooms above were so
like a church that she soon composed her ruffled
feehngs, and was unconsciously a little minister of
happmess to the sweet oid lady, who for years had
sat there patiently waiting to be set free from
pam.

Rose knew the sad romance
gave a certain tender charm to this great aunt of
hers, whom she already loved. When Peace was
twenty, she was about to be married ; all was done,
the wedchng dress lay ready, the flowers were wait-
mg to be puton, the happy hour at hand, when word
carne that the lover was dead. They thought that
gentle Peace would die too; but she bore it bravely
put away her bridal gear, took up her life afresh’
and hved on— a beautiful, meek woman, with hair
as white as snow and cheeks that never bloomed
again. She wore no black, but soft, palé colors, as
if always ready for the marriage that had never
come.

For thirty years she had lived on, fading slowly,
Jut cheerful, busy, and full of interest in all that
went on in the family; especially the joys and
sorrows of the young girls growing up about her,
and to them she was adviser, confidante and friend
m all their tender triais and delights. A truly
beautiful oid maiden, with her silvery hair, tranquil
face, and an atmosphere of repose about her that
soothed whoever carne to her!

Aunt Plenty was utterly dissimilar, being a stout,
bnsk oid lady, with a sharp eye, a lively tongue,
and a face like a winter-apple. Alwavs trotting,
chatting and bustlmg, she was a regular Martha,
cumbered with the cares of this world and quite
happy m them.

Rose was right; and while she softly read psalms
to Aunt Peace, the other ladies were taiking about
her little self in the frankest manner.

1Well, Alee, how do you like your ward ?” be-
gan Aunt Jane, as they all settled down, and Unele

of her life, a0Od it
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Mac deposited himself in a comer to finish his
doze.

“ 1 should like her better if | could have begun
at the beginning, and so got a fair start. Poor
Georgc led such a solitary life that the child has
suffered in many ways, and since he died she has
been going on worse than ever, judging from the
State | find her in.”

* My dear boy, we did what we thought best
while waiting for you to wind up your affairs and
get home. | always told George he was wrong to
bring her up as he did; but he never took my

EIGHT COUSINS.
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about ever since she carne. A most ruinous State
of things for a morbid, spoilt girl like Rose,” said
Mrs. Jane, severely.

She had never forgiven the oid ladies for yielding
to Rose’s pathétic petition that she might wait her
guardian’s arrival before beginning another term
at the school, which was a regular Blimber hot-
bed, and turned out many a feminine Toots.

“/never thought it the proper school for a child
in good circumstances,— an heiress, in fact, as Rose
is. Itisall very well for girls who are to get their
own living by teaching, and that sortofthing; but

ROSE AND HER AUNTS.

advice, and now here we are with this poor dear
child upon our hands. |, for one, frecly confcss
that | don’t know what to do with her any more
than if shc was one of those strange, outlandish
birds you used to bring home from foreign parts.”
And Aunt Plenty gave a perplexed shake of the
head, which caused great commotion among the
stiff loops of purple ribbon that bristled all over
her cap like crocus buds.

* If my advice had been taken, she would have
remained at the excellent school where 1 placed
her. But our aunt thought best to remove her. be-
cause she complained, and she has been dawdling

all she needs isa year or two at a fashionable finish-
ing-school, so that at eighteen she can come out
with éclat,” put in Aunt Clara, who had been a
beauty and a belle, and was still
woman.

* Dear, dear! how short-sighted you all are to
be discussing education and plans for the future,
when this unhappy child is so plainly marked for
the tomb,” sighed Aunt Myra, with a lugubrious
sniff and a solemn wag of the funereal bonnet,
which she refused to remove, being afflicted witha
chronic catarrh.

* Now, it is my opinién that the dear thing onty

a handsomc
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wants freedom, rest and care. There is a look in

her eyes that goes to my heart, for it shows that .’

she feels the Heed of what none of us can give her
—a mother,” said Aunt Jessie, with tears in her
o'vn bright eyes at the thought of h¢ir boys being
left, as Rose was, to the care of others.

Unele Alee, who had listened silently as each
spoke, turned quickly toward the last sister, and
said, with a decided nod ofapproval:

“eYou 've got it, Jessie; and, with you to help
me, | hope to make the child fcel that she is not
quite fatherless and motlierless.”

“1'U do ‘«y best, Alee; and | think you w ill
need me, for, wise as you are, you cannot under-
stand a tender, timid, little creature like Rose as a
«ornan can,” said Mrs. Jessie, smiling back at him
with a heart full of motherly good-will.

“ | cannot help feeling that I, who have had a
daughter of my own, can best bring up a girl; and
iam very much surprised that George did not in-
trust her to me,” observed Aunt Myra, with an air
of melancholy importance, for she was the only one
who had given a daughter to the family, and she
fot that she had distinguished herself, though ill-
natured people said that she had dosed her darllng
todeath.

“1 never blamed him in the least, when I
member the perilous experiments you tried with
poorCarrie,” began Mrs. Jane, in her hard voice.

Jane Campbell, I will not hear a word ! My
sainted Caroline is a sacred subject,” cried Aunt
Myra, rising as if to leave the room.

Dr. Alee detained her, feeling that he must de-
fire his position at once, and maintain it manfully,
ti lie hoped to have any success in his new under-
taking.

“Now, my dear souls, don’t let us quarrel and
meke Rose a bone of contention— though, upon
my word, she is almost a bone, poor little lass!
\ou have had ber among you for a year, and done

ynu liked. | cannot say that your success is
great, but that is owing to too many fingers in the
Pe Now, | intend to try my way for a year, and
'latthe end of it she is not in better trim than
°" 11 Slve UP ‘be case, and hand her over to
soneone else. That's fair, | think.”

"She will not be here a year henee, poor dar-
mg.sono one need dread futurc responsibility,”
'dAunt Myra, folding her black gloves as if all
ready for the funeral.

tre By JuPlter> Myra, you are enough to damp

Z 1 a Sa'nt” Cried Dr' Alcc>with a sud-
Ospark m hIS eyes. ‘‘Your croaking will worry

Iy S’ f°r She is an imaginative
%Bss and w.ﬂ fret angv aney untoldc' %orrorsg a\}

« Put it into her head that she has no constitu-

If she had not

re-

and she rather bkes the idea.
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2 ?ri °°d °ne> she would have been
marked for the tomb’ by this time, at the rate

you have been going on with her. 1 will not have
any interference please understand that; so just
wash your hands of her, and let me manage till |
want help, then I’ll ask for it.”

* Hear’ hear!” carne from the cérner where
Unele Mac was apparently wrapt in slumber.

lou were appointcd guardian, so we can do
nothing. But I predict that the girl will be spoilt,
utterly spoilt,” answered Mrs. Jane, grimly.

“ Thank you, sister. 1 have an idea that if a
'V°’man can bring up two boys as perfectly as you
do youis, a man, if he devotes his whole mind to
it, may at least attempt as much with one girl,”
rephed Dr. Alee, with a humorous look that tickled
the others immensely, for it was a well-known fact
in the family that Jane’s boys were more indulged
than all the other lads put together.

“/am quite easy, for | really do think that Alee
will improve the child's health; and by the time
us year is out, it will be quite soon enough for her
to go to Madame Roccabella’s and be finished off,”
said Aunt Clara, settling her rings, and thinking,
with langu.d satisfaction, of the time when she
could bring out a pretty and accomplished niece.

1 suppose you will stay here in the oid place,
unless you think of marrying, and it’s high time
you did, put in Mrs. Jane, much nettled at her
brother’s last hit.

“ No, thank you. Come and have a cigar, Mac ”
said Dr. Alee, abruptly.

“ Don’'t worry; women enough
already,” muttered Unele Mac;
gentlemen hastily fled.

“ Aunt Peace would like to see you all, she says ”
was the message Rose brought before the ladics
could begin again.

Hectic, hectic!— dear me, dear me!”
mured Aunt Myra, as the shadow of her gloomy
bonnet fell upon Rose, and the stiff tips of a black
glove touched the cheek where the color deepened
under so many eyes.

“ 1 am glad these pretty curls are natural; they
will be invaluable by and by,” said Aunt Clara,
taking an observation with her head on one side.

* Now that your Gnele has come, | no longer
expect you to review the studies of the past year.
I trust your time will not be cntirely wasted in
fnvolous sports, liowever,” added Aunt Jane, sail-
mg out of the room with the air of a martyr.

Aunt Jessie said not a word, but kissed her little
mece, with a look of tender sympathy that made
Rose cling to hera minute, and follow her with
grateful oyes as the door closed behind her.

After evcrybody had gone lime, Dr. Alee paced
up and down the lower hall in the twilight for an

in thg family
and then the

mur-
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hour, thinking so intently that sometimes he
frowned, sometimes he smiled, and more than

once he stood still in a brown study. All of a sud-
den he said, half aloud, as if he had made up his
mind :

“ 1 might as well begin at once, and give the
child something new to think about, for Myra’s
dismals and Jane’s lectures have made her as blue
as a little Indigo bag.”

Diving into one of the trunks that stood in a
corner, he brought up, after a brisk rummage, a
silken cushion, prettily embroidercd, and a quaint
cup of dark carved wood.

“ Thiswill do fora start,” he said, ashe plumped
up the cushion and dusted the cup. “ Itwont do
to begin too energetically, or Rose will be friglit-
ened. | must beguile her gently and pleasantly
along till 1've won her confidence, and then she
will be ready for anything.”

Just then Phebe carne out of the dining-room
with a piate of brown bread, for Rose had been
allowed no hot biscuit for tea.

“ 1l relieve you of some of that.” said Dr.
Alee, and, helping himself to a generous slice, he
retired to the study, leaving Phebe to wonder at
his appetite.

She would have wondered still more if she had
seen him making that brown bread into neat little
pills, which he packed into an attractive ivory box,
out of which he emptied his own bits of loveage.

“ There 1 if they insist on medicine, |’ll order
these, and no harm will be done. 1w ill have my
own way, but 1'’ll keep the peace, if possiblc, and
confess the joke when my experiment has suc-
ceeded,” he said to himself, looking very much like
a mischievous boy, as he went off with his innocent
prescriptions.

Rose was playing softly on the small organ that
stood in the upper hall, so that Aunt Peace could
enjoy it; and all the while he talked with the oid
ladies, Unele Alee was listening to the fitful music
of the child, and thinking of another Rose who
used to play for him.

As the clock struck eiglit, he called out:

“ Time for my girl to be abed, else shc wont be
up early, and I 'm full ofjolly plans for to-morrow.
Come and see what | have found for you to begin
upon.”

EIGIIT COUSINS.
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Rose ran in and listened with bright, attentive
'face, while Dr. Alee said, imprcssively :

“ In my wanderings over the face of the earth, 1|
have picked .up some excellent remedies, and as
they are rather agreeable ones, | think you and |
will try them. This is an herb-pillow, given to me
by a wise oid woman when 1| was ill in India. Itis
filled with saffron, péppies and other soothing
plants; so lay your little head on it to-night, sleep
sweetly without a dream, and wake to-morrow with-
out a pain.”

“ Shall 1 How nice it smells.” And
Rose willingly received the pretty pillow, and stood
enjoying its faint, sweet odor, as she listened to the
Doctor’s next rcmedy.

“ This is the cup | told you of. Its virtue de-
pends, they say, on the drinker filling it himself;
so you must learn to milk. 1°’ll teach you.”

“1'm afraid | never can,” said Rose; but she
surveyed the cup with favor, for a funny little imp
danced on the liandle, as if all ready to take a
header into the white sea below.

“ Don’'t you think she ought to have something
more strengthening than milk, Alee? 1 really
shall feel anxious if she does not have a tonic of
some sort,” said Aunt Plenty,
remedies suspiciously,

really ?

eyeing the new
for she had more faith in
her old-fashioned doses than all the magic cups
and poppy pillows of the East.

“ Well, ma’am, I 'm willing to give her a pill, if
you think best. Itisa very simple one, and very
large quantities may be taken without harm. \ou
know hasheesh is the extract of liemp ? Well, this
is a preparation of corn and rye, much used in oid
times, and | hope it will be again.”

“ Dear me, how singular !” said Aunt Plenty,
bringing her spectacles to bear upon the pills, with
a face so full of respectful interest that it was almost
too much for Dr. Alec’s gravity.

“ Take one in the morning, and a good nightto
you, my dear,” he said, dismissing his patient with
a hearty Kkiss.

Then, as she vanished, he put both hands into
his hair, exclaiming, with a comical mixture of
anxiety and amusement:

“When | think what | have undertaken, 1de-
clare to you, aunt, I feel like running away and not
coming back till Rose is eighteen !”

(To be continued.)
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By William H. RIDEING.

The strangcr in Charleston is sometimes startled
by a long-drawn, plaintivc cry that seems scarcely
human. On coid wintry mornings, when the city
isawaking, it is heard coming from the house-tops
with strange distinctness. It sounds like the voice
of some great bird hovering amid the curling
smoke. “ O weep, wee-e-ep, wee-e-e-ep, weepO!”
And it is repeated several times before one can find
out whence it comes. The people of the city pass
onwithout heeding it, and only those to wliom it is
anovelty pause to gaze over the wide
roofs of slate and iron, in search of the
throat that utters it. Far above the
Street can be seen a negro boy, with a
round little head and a pair of narrow
shoulders, creeping out of a chimney
into the sunlight, singing his wild song
as he comes, and brandishing a black
brush with frantic energy. It is the
chimney-sweep, and, as soon as his
song is done, he descends again into
the opening, like a genie disappearing
inthe (lame ofa wonderful lamp at the
cali of his master, the magician.

Later in the day, you may see the
same little fcllow again, moving about
among ordinary mortals, but looking
all the more forlorn in contrast with
the bright faces of the nicely dressed
people, who gather in their proud skirts
asthey pass too near him on the Street.

He looks more like an imp from some

country beneath the earth, than a living

boy witlr warm blood coursing through
! «is veins. Nature made him black,

and his occupation has deepened the

shadc. The soot is thick upon him__

«ver his hands, neck, face and clothes,

and deep in the roots of his crisp, curly

| bair. All the white about him is in his

ro ing eye, which has a half-comical expression
njtnghng with its queer pathos. W ho would think
° associating with him, I wonder except another

its own sort? He is an absolute outcast, and as

al°ng’ beatinS thc pavement with his

bnir
But

| few P'tying glances are cast upon him.

1 tnH hCndS °f hiS OWn' conirades in his sooty

L 1who love his society dearly and wclcome thc
Ppearance o f his dim face with a glad smile.

lcafr  ° ‘hree that you see in the P'cture are fellow-
I ' men of his, such as you may meet in Charles-

ton any day, though all are not so fat and happy.
Perhaps they wanted to honor the occasion of their
visit to the photographcr’s, and banqueted and
wiped their faces with their sleeves beforehand.
Anthracite (or hard) coal makes little or no soot,
and it is only where bituminous (or soft) coal is
used that chimney-sweeps are needed. Soot, |
must tell you furthermore, is simply condensed
smoke, and is rich in valuable Chemical substances.
If it is allowed to accumulate, it is apt to take fire,

AR

CHARLESTON SWEERS. (FROJI A PHOTOGRAPH.)

and henee the necessity of keeping chimneys clear
of it.

In Pittsburgh, and all througli the far West, the
chimneys have to be swept twice a year; but the
sweeps do not asccnd them. A stiffbrush is thrust
up instead, fastened to long poles, which fit into
each other like the branches ofa fishing-rod. The
oid custom was exceedingly cruel, and it has been
done away with throughout America, except in
Charleston and Philadelphia. A gentleman tells
me that he saw an oid man escorting some boy
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chimney-sweeps through the strects of the latter
city very lately, and he believes they are there still.
Twenty or thirty years ago, it was a common
thing in New York to see mites of boys following
their masters in the Street, or issuing from the
chimney-tops with their peculiar wail. Some of
them were not more than ten years of age, and
they looked so wretched that when a child was ill-
behaved its mother or nurse would threaten to give
it to the chimney-sweeps.
the worst use to which boys could be put,
more terrible in its results than coal-
mining. The soft, fine
powder suffocated many to
death, and planted the
seeds of consumption in
others. | found in an oid
book, the other day, an
account of a little sweep
who was driven up a hot
chimney by his brutal mas-
ter. He cried out that he
was burning, but continued
to ascend, until he reached
a point where the heat was
so intense that he could go
no farther. RNor could he
descend. He was caught
in a turn of the chimney,
and was slowly suffocated.
Just before he died, his
employer called to him,
.and asked him, with an
oath, what he was doing.
“ All right, master,” he
answered faintly. “ I am
caught up here and can't
get out; but don’'t mind
me. I'm ready té6 die.”
When he was extricated,
his body showed what he
had cndured, but his face
gave no sign ofsuffering.
It was as a proof that
they had gone the entire
length of the chimney that
the sweeps were required
to utter their cry on reach-
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ing the top. The hard masters who depended on
their earnings were much relieved when, after a
long silcnce, they heard the sad “ weep ! weep!”
of their little slaves echoing over the roofs.

In Germany and France, small boys are still em-
ployed in cleaning chimneys. In Great Britain a
law has been passed forbidding the practice; but
less than fifteen years ago the sweeps, or* climb-
ing boys,” were very numerous ; and | can remem-
ber seeing a bit of a lad crawling out of one of the
tallest chimneys in London, such as you see in
the picture on this page.

Until the reign of James the First, the houses
were built only one story high, and the chimneys
were swept from the floor. The Scotch fashion of
multiplying the stories then carne in, and twice or
three times a year boys were sent up to sweep down
the soot.

There was once a famous highwayman who had
been a “ climbing boy,” and | think he was the
only one of the tribe who ever became notorious.
At all events, we do not hear more about them in
history from the time of James the First until about
the middle of the last century, when Jofias Hanway
called public attention to their condition. Han-
way, you must know, was one of the great philan-
thropists of his day, and was the man who fiist
carried an umbrella in London, a performance
which exposed him to the jeers ofall the impudent
little bakers’ and butchers’ boys in the city. No
doubt he looked rather queer as he trotted along
in the rain with the new-fangled thing over his
head, and some folks thought him utterly crazy.
But he was a wise and good man, living a life that
most of us might imitate to advantage.

When a “ climbing boy ” carne to his house, one

day, Hanway was struck with the poor fellow's
woful face, and asked him how and where he
lived. The answers that were made excited the

philanthropist’s sympathy, and, through public
prints and the benevolent societies with which he
was connected, he drew attention to one of the
worst kinds of slavery that ever existed. The
“ climbing boys ” were mostly the children of dis-
solute parents, who sold them to the men chimney-
sweeps for a few sovereigns, or, in American money,
fifteen or twenty dollars. Little creatures, some of
them girls, only five or six years of age, were
compelled to ascend
chimneys— and, in
deed, the smaller
the child the more
valuable he or she
was, as some of the
flues were less than
a foot square. The
traffic was so ex
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tensivo that we wonder how the officers of the law
never carne to hear of it. Children who wandered
away from their homes often were kidnapped and
carried to a reméte part of the country, where the
robbers sold them into bondage. Their own
clothes.were taken from them, and some black rags
thrown over them, so that when the soot was
spread over their pretty little faces, no one could
recognize them.

The novices had the greatest dread of ascending
the chimney for the first time, and there are several
instances, of undoubted truth, in which the little
fellows were violently thrust in by their masters
and driven up by a fire lighted under them. This
seems too horrible for belief, but it was sworn to
by a master chimney-sweep before a committee of
the British House of Commons. The same man
declared that he did not use his own apprentices in
that manner, and that when the chimney was small
and the boy hesitated about ascending, he simply
used a stick or his fist!

Sometimes the beginner was instructed at the
housc of his master before real duty was required
of him.  An older boy would follow him up a
chimney and teach him how to climb by pressing
the knees and elbows against the sides of the flue.
Itwas a most painful operation, and the skin would
betorn from the child’s arms and fcet before he
had ncarly reached the top. By striving very hard
he would probably succeed, but not until he had
tumbled down several times and alighted on the
siouklers of his stouter companion, who always
fcept lumself firmly fixed in expectation of such a
nushap. Every time he fell he had to begin anew,
and, no matter how sore he was, his master forced
him to reach the top.

The little chimney-sweepsof London were turned
outof their strawbeds and driven into the streets

ng the earliest hours of the morning. No
'varm breakfast was supplied to them; only a crust
QL stale bread. | remember reading in some book
ot two whom its author saw standing at the gate
0 a house at six o’clock one snowy morning. They
"ere barefooted and shivering, and in vain they
«ng the bell to awake the occupants. The con-
irastbetween their sable hue and the yet unruffled
»'v that mantled the city streets was a more
pathetic: sight than the good author could endure,
dno hurned away to his chambecrs, with tears in
=eyes, after bestowing a sixpenny bit on each of
em. | have often seen like unfortunates in the
jeets Of Liverpool, and my heart has been filled

“ P'ty for tliem.

A story is told, that a very small boy, not more

n lour years of age, was once sent up a chimney
country-house at Bridlington, Yorkshire, and
ne tumbled down and hurt himselfso severely
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that the young ladies of the house took him from
his master and nursed him themselves. Some food
was brought to him, and, seeing a silver fork, he
was quite delighted, exclaiming, “ Papa had such
forks as those.” Pie also said that the carpet in
the drawing-room was like “ papa’s,” and, when a
s~ver watch was shown to him, he declared that
“ papa’s” was a gold one. At night he would not
go to bed until he had said the Lord’s Prayer,
which he knew perfectly, and he lay awake for
some hours comparing the furniture in the room to
that in his own lime. When he was asked how
he carne to leave his papa, he said that he was
gathering flowers in his mother’s garden, and that

ON THE ROOK.

a woman carne in and asked him if he likecl riding.
He said “ yes,” and she told him that he should
nde with her. She put him on a horse in a lafie
near by, drove with him to the sea-side, and carricd
him on board a vessel.

The story does not tell what became of the little
fellow afterward, and we can only hope that hc was
festored to his parents, or that the young ladies at
the country-house adopted him.

The son ofone of the noblest families inEngland
was kidnapped by chimney-sweeps, and was re-
stored to.his lime by an incident quite as romantic
as any | have ever reacl of in novéis. He was sold
several times, and at last fell into the liands ofa
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man who was engaged to clean the chimneys of the
house next door to that where his parents lived.
He ascended one of the flues and reached the roof;
but in descending he got into the wrong opening,
and soon arrived in a magnificent bed-chamber of
the adjoining house. The white sheets, the pillows
trimmed with lace, and the splendid damask cur-
tains, brought irresistible sleep into his eyes, and
he threw himself upon the bed, forgetful of his
tyrant master and the punishment that might be in
store for him. While he dreamed there in blissful
peace, looking like a bit of ebony inlaid in satin-
wood, the housekeeper entered the room, and
recognized him as the lost child of her lady and
mistress.

During her life, his mother, the Honorable Mrs.
Montague, celeb'rated each anniversary of his re-
covery by a grand dinner of roast beef and plum-
pudding, given to the climbing boys” at her
house in Portman Square. The little fellows were
all well scrubbed and freshly dressed for the occa-
sion, and each was presented with a shilling. But
when she died the festival was no more observed,
and the sweeps sadly missed her kind face and the
annual dinner.

“

“ And is all pity for the poor sweeps ilcd,
Since Montague is nutnbered with the dcad ?
She who did once the many sorrows weep,
That met the wanderings of the woc-worn.sweep ;
W ho, once a year, bade all his gtiefs depart,
On May-day’'s morn would doubly cheer his heart.
W ashcd was his little forni, his shirt was clean,
On that one day his real face was seen ;
His shoeless feet now boasted pumps—and new,
The brush and shovel gayly held to view !
The tablc spread, hisevery sense was charnrcd,
And every savory smell his bosom warmed ;
His light heartjoycd to see such goodly cheer,
And much he longed to see the mantling bccr.
His hunger o'cr— the scene was little heaven !
Ifriches thus can blcss, what blcssings might be given.
But she is gone! None left to soothe their grief,
Or, once a year, bestow their mecd of beef! ”

The organization ofa society to suppress the use
of “ climbing boys” by master-sweeps was the re-
sult of Hanway’s efforts, and an instrument called
the “ Sandiscope,” for cleaning high chimneys, was

—
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invented. The “ Sandiscope ” consistcd of a large

brush madeofa number of small whalebone sticks,
fastened into a round ball of wood. It was thrust
up a chimney by means of hollow cylinders or
tubes, with a long cord running through them;
and it was worked up and down as each joint was
added, until it reached the top. It was then short-
ened joint by joint, and again worked in a like
manner. The master-sweeps refused to use it
however, and it was not until Parliamcnt passed a
law in 1829 that the little slaves were emancipatcd,

There are considerably over a thousand sweeps
in London to-day, but they are all grown men
and women, and the little fellows are no longer
seen.

I oughf, in conclusién, to mention James White,
who was such another friend to the “ climbing
boys" as Mrs. Montague. Once a year, on St
Bartholomew’s Day, he gathered together all the
sootkins in London, and treated them to a dinner.
Charles Lamb, the gifted essayist, knew him and
loved him, and 1 will end this account by quoting
his exquisito description of the feast:

“ O, itwas a pleasurc to see the sable younkers lick in the unctuous
mecat, with his (White's) more unctuous sayings ! How he would fit
the tit-bits to the puny mouths, reserving the lengthicr links of saus-
ages for the seniors! How he would intcrcepta morscl cven in the
jaws of some young desperado, dcclaring it * must to the pan again
to be browncd, for it was not fit fora gentleman’s cating!’ How he
would rccommend this slice of white bread, or that piece of kissing
crust, to a tenderjuvcnilc, advising them all to have a care of crack-
ing their teeth, which were their best patrimony !'* How genteelly he
would deal about the small ale, as ifitwere wine, naming the brewer,
and protesting, if it were not good, he should lose their custom; with
a special rccommcndation to wipe the lips before drinking! dhen
we had our toasts— ‘The King/ ‘The Cloth,” and, for a crownmg
sentiment, ‘ May the brush supersede the laurel!” All these, and
fifty other fancies, which were rather fclt than comprchendcd by his
guests, would he utter, standing upon the tables, and prcfacing every
sentiment with a ‘Gcntlemen, give me leave to propose so and so,
which was a prodigious comfort to these young orphans; every now
and then stuffing into his mouth (for it did notdo to be squeamish on
these occasions) indiscriminate picces of thosc recking sausages,
which pleased them mightily, and was the savoricst part, you may
believe, of the entertainment.

“James W hite is extinct, and with him these suppers have long
ceascd. He carried away with him halfthe fun of the world when he
died-of my world, at least. His oid clients look for him among the
pens; and, missing him, rcproach the altered feast of St. I'arthoc-
mew, and the glory of Smithficld departed forever.”

. sin-

AT TIHF. CATE.”
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KINGS OF FRANCE.
By Mary W. Lincoln.

The first kmg was Pharamond; after him carne
he race Merovmgian, unworthy of fame;

Then Pepin the Little, and Charlemagne, great;
Victonous, kmgly in Church and in State.

aH: °UL' £hal.CS FirSt' and then tW°  Louis’' '«ore;
Snarle‘s; |Eudes Count'oftParls, whose reign was (e(;oon o'er;

o lerafterhe » N e Boi'-ﬁoyne, rarely known,-
One after another ascended the throne.

Then Louis the Fourth, who was named “ L'Outre Mer;”
Then Louis the Sluggard carne; after, Lothaire.

Hugh Capet, and Robert, and Henry then carne-
first Phihp, two Louis’, and Philip whose fiame

Was Augustus; then Louis the Lion, and one

Louis the Samt, for the good he had done.

Two Philips, tenth Louis, fifth Philip carne on;
And then Charles the Fourth, the sixth Philip, and John;

Charles Fifth, Sixth and Sqventh, when Joan d’Arc carne
rescue the country from sorrow and shame.

Then Louis Eleventh— perfidious king;
Charles Eighth, whose adventures let history sing;

Twelfth Louis, first Francis, and Henry then carne;
francis, whose wife is so well known to fame

As Mary of Scotland ; Charles Ninth, on whose head
is the blood of Bartholomew’s Protestant dead.

Two Henrys, five Louis’,-one, king but in fiame,
or rerror was monarch till Bonaparte carne.

Then Louis Eighteenth, and Charles Tenth, the grandson

Of Loms Fifteenth, but his reign was soon done.

Then Louis Philippe, and Napole6n Third,
W ho, often successful, more frequently erred.
The throne is now vacant, and no one can tell

The fiame of the next, so I’'ll bid you farewell.
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A RAVEN.

By Rebecca Harding Davis.

, raven, si.ting high up on a limb had a fino

fox wantcd the: cheese, and he knew he cond noto.chhegraven: ~

STenrfidfand S

Dofiee was a kitig’s aaughter. She had heard
her father talk of the battles into which he had led
his mighty warriors, and of how all the world that
she knew had once been his, from the hills behind
which the sun rose to the broad rushing river
where it set. Now all of this account was strictly
true.

But the king, as he talked, wore no clothes buta
muddy pair of cotton trousers, and sat on a log in
the sun, a pig rooting about his bare feet. Black
Joe, going by, called him a lazy olcl red-skin; and
that was true, too. But these differing accounts
naturally confused Donee’s mind. W hen the oid
chief was dead, however, there was an end of all
talk of his warriors or battles. A large part of the
land was left, though; a long stretch ofriver bot-
tom and forests, with but very little swamp.
Donee’s brother, Oostogah, when he was in a good
humor, planted and hoed a field ofcorn (as he had
no wife to do it for him), and with a little fish and
game, they managed to find enough to eat. Oosto-
gah and the little girl lived in a hut built of logs
and mud, and, as the floor of it never had been
scrubbed, the grass actually began to grow out of

fijs £ £ &

i'hetws~ahing voice aid M
bes*

¢ismou.h to Sin g-Whento! the eheese dtoppcd

Sefvi.y fox SfeleT ue'Ju/e Tn his moSk PT he raven fiew away, and never was heard ofagm]

the dirt in the corners. There was a log smouldcr-
ing on the hearth, where Dofiee baked cakes oi
pounded corn and beans in the ashes, and on the
other side of the dark room was the heap ofstraw
where she slept. Besides this, there were t«o
hacked stumps of trees which served for chairs, and
an iron pot out of which they ate; and there you
have the royal plenishing of that palace.

All the other Indians had long ago gone West.
Dofiee had nothing and nobody to play with. She
was as easily scared as a rabbit; yet sometimes,
when Oostogah was gone for days togethei, si
was so lonely that she would venture down through
the swamp to peep out at the water-mili and the
two or three houses which the white people ia
built. The miller, of all the white people, was the
one that she liked best to watch, he was so big ad
round, and jolly ; and one day, when he had ne
her in the path, he did not cali her “ Injun,

“ red nigger,” as the others did, but had sai m
“ Where’s your brother, my dear?” justasits 1
were white. She saw, sometimes, his two little g'r
and boy playing about the mill-door, and the) "c
round and fat, and jolly, just like their father.
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At last, one day Oostogah went down to the mili,
and Dofee plucked up her couragc and followed
him. When she was there hiding ciése behind the
trough in which the horses were watered, so that
nobody could see her, she heard the miller say to
her brother: “ You ought to go to work to clear
your land, my lad. In two years there will be
hundreds of people moving in here, and you own
the best part of the valley.”

Oostogah nodded. “ The whole country once
belonged to my people.”

“ That's neither here for there,” said the miller
«'Dcad chickens don’t count for hatching. You
go to work now and clear your land, and you can
sell it for enough to give you and this little girl
belund the trough an education. Enough to give
you both a chance equal to any white children.”

Oostogah nodded again, but said, nothing.
was shrewd enough, and could work, too, when he
was m the humor. “Come, Dofiee,” he said.

But the miller’s little Thad. and Jenny had found
DOl.ee behind the trough, and the three were mak-
ing a nettle basket together, and were very well
acquainted alrcady.

" Let the child stay till you come back from fish-
ing, Oostogah,” said the miller.

So Dofiee staid all the afternoon. Jenny and
Betty rolled and shouted, and could not talk fast
enough with delight because they had this new
little girl to play with, and Thad. climbed all the
bees, as Jenny said, to “ show off,” and Betty
tumbled into the trough head over heels and was
taken out dripping.

Dofiee was very quiet, but it was to her as if the
end of the world had come, all this was so happy
She never had had any body to

He

and wonderful.
play with before.

Then, when Betty was carried in to be dried and
dresscd, there was, too, the bright, cheerful room,
"ith a lovely blue carpet on the floor, and-a white
spread on the bed with fringe, and red dahlias
tnat shone m.the sun, putting their heads in at the
window. Betty’s mother did not scold when she
took her wet clothes off, but said some funny things
"hich made them laugh. She looked at Dofee
now and then, standing with her little hands clasped
behind her back.

Does your mother never wash or dress you
Dorfiee ?” said Betty.

"She is dead,” said Doriee.

Betty’'s mother did not say any more funny things
mcr that. W hen she had finished dressing Betty,
0 he tying of her shoes, she called the little Indian
Sl up to her.

“'That can you do ?” she said. “ Sew ? Make

moccasins ?”
she had the pleasantest voice Dofiee was nét
Vor. Il.— 15.
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at all afraid. * 1 can sew. I can make baskets,”

she said. ‘1 am going to make a basket for every
one of you.”
“ Very well. You can have a tea-party, Jenny,

out of doors.” Then she opened a cupboard.
“ Here are the dishes,” taking out a little box.

And bread, jam, milk, sugar, and candy.”

“ Candy!” cried Betty, rushing out to tel
Thad.

“ Candy? Hooray !” shouted Thad.

For there are 110 shops out in that wild country
where a boy can run for a stick of lemon or gum-
drops every time hc gets a penny. It was very
seldom that Thad. or Betty could have a taste of
those red and white “ bull’'s eyes” which their
mother now took out ofthe jar in the locked cup-
board. They knew she brought it out to please
the little Indian girl, whose own mother was dead.

Jenny set the table for the tea-party under a big
oak. There was a flat place on one of the round
roots that rose out of the moss, which was the very
thing for a table. So there she spread the little
white and gold plates and cups and saucers, with
the meat dish (every bit as large as your hand), in
the middle, full of candy. The milk, ofcourse, was
put in the pot for coffee, and set on three dead
Icaves to boil; and Jenny allowed Dofiee to fill the

jam dishes herself, with her own hands. Dofee
could hardly get her breath as she did it.

When they were all ready they sat down. The
sun shone, and the wind was blowing, and the

water of the mili-race flashed and gurgled as it
went by, and a song-sparrow perched himself on
the fence ciése to them and sang, and sang, just as
if he knew what was going on.

“ He wants to come to the party 1” said Betty,
and then they all laughed. Dofiee laughed too.

The shining plates just fittcd into the moss, and
there was a little pitcher, the round-bellied part of
which was covered with sand, while the handle and
top were, Jenny said, of solid gold; that was putin
the middle of all.

Dofee did not think it was like fairy-land or
heaven, bccause she had never in her life heard
of fairy-land or heaven. She had never seen any
thing but her own filthy hut, with its iron pot and
wooden spoons.

When it was all over, the childrcn’s mother
(Dofiee felt as if she was her mother too) called her
in, and took out of that same cupboard a roll ofthe
lovelicst red calicé.

“ Now, Dofee,” she said,
yourself a dress of this I will give you this box,”
and she opened a box, just like Jenny’s. Insidé,
packed in thin slips of paper, was a set of dishes |
puré white, with the tiniest rosc-bud in the middle
of each! cups, saucers, meat-dish, coffee-pot, and

“ if you can make
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all; and, below all, a pitcher, with sand on the
brown bottom, but the top and handle of solid
gold!

Dofiee went back to the hut, trotting along be-
side Oostogah, her roll of calicé under her arm.
The next day she cut it out into a slip and began to
sew. Oostogah was at work all day cutting down
dead trees. W hen he carne in at night, Dofiee said:
“ If you sold the land for much money, could we
have a home like the miller's?”

Oostogah was as much astonished as if a chicken
had asked him a question, but he said “ Yes.”

“Would I be like Jenny and Betty?”

“ You're a chief’s daughter,” grunted Oostogah.

One day in the next week she went down to the
river far in the woods, and took a bath, combing
her long straight black hair down her shoulders.
Then she put on her new dress, and went down to
the miller’s house. 1t was all very quiet, for the
children were not there, but their mother carne to
the door. She laughed out loud with pleasure
when she saw Dofiee. The red dress was just the
right color for her to wear with her dark skin and
black hair. Her eyes were soft and shy, and her
bare feet and arms (like most Indian women’s)
pretty enough to be copied in marble.

“ You are a good child—you're a very good
child! Here are the dishes. 1 wish the children
were at home. Sit right down on the step now
and eat a piece of pie.”

But Dofiee could not eat the pie, her heart was
so full.

“ Hillo!” called the miller, when he saw her.
“ Why, what a nice girl you are to-day, Dony!
Your brother’s hard at work, eh? It will all come
right, then.”

Dofiee stood around for a long time, afraid to say
what she wanted.

“What is it?” asked the miller’'s wife.

Dofiee managed to whisper, if she were to have a
party the next day, could the children come to
it? and their mother said: “ Certainly, in the
evening.”

W hen the little girl ran down the hill, the miller
said: “ Seems as if 'twould be easy to make Chris-
tians out of them two.”

“1'm going to dowhat I can for Dofiee,” said
the miller’s wife.

It was not so easy for the little red-skinned girl to
have a party, for she had neither jam fior bread,
fior butter, not to mention candy. But she wasup
very early the next morning, and made tiny little
cakes of corn, no bigger than your thumb-nail, and
she went to a hollow tree shc knew of and got a
cupful of honey, and brought some red haws, and
heaps of nuts, hickory and chestnuts. W hen
Oostogah had gone, she set out her little dishes

A FOX AND A RAVEN.
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under a big oak, and dressecl herselfin her lovely
frock, though she knew the party could not begin
for hours and hours. The brown cakes and honey,
and scarlet haws, were in the white dishes, and the
gold pitcher, with a big purple flower, was in the
middle. Dofiee sat down and looked at it all. In
a year or two Oostogah would build a house like
the miller’s, and she should have a blue carpet on
the floor, and a white bed, and wear red frocks
every day, like Betty.

Just then she heard voices talking. Oostogah
had come back; he sat upon alog; and the trader,
who carne around once a year, stood beside him, a
pack open at his feet. It was this peddler, Hawk,
who was talking.

“ 1 tell you, Oostogy, the miller’s a fool. Ther’s
no new settlers coming here, and nobody wants

yourland. Ther’s hundreds and thousands ofacres
beyond better than»this. You 'd better take my
offer. Look at that suit 1”

He held up short trousers of blue cloth worked
with colored porcupine quills, and a scarlet mantle
glittering with beads and gold fringe.

“ 1 don’twantit,” grunted Oostogah.
land for big pile money.”

“ Oh, very well. / don’t want tobuy your land.
There’s thousands ofacres to be had for the asking,
but there’s not such a dress as that in the United
States. | had that dress made on purpose for you,
Oostogy. | said: ‘Make me a dress for the son
of a great chief. The handsomest man” (eyeing
the lad from head to foot) “ that lives this side of
the great water.””

Oostogah grunted, but his eyes began to sparkle.

“ Here now, Oostogy, just try it on to picase
me. 1°'d like to see you dressed like a chieffor

“ Sell my

once.”

Oostogah, nothing loth, dropped his dirty
blanket, and was soon rigged in the glittering
finery, while Hawk nodded in rapt admiration.

“ There’'s nota man in the country, red-skin or
pale-face, but would know you for the son of the
great Denomabh. Go look down in the creek,
Oostogy.”

Oostogah went, and carne back, walkmg more
slowly. He began to take off the mantle.

“There’'s a deputation from these Northern
tribes going this winter to see the Great Father
at Washington. If Oostogah had a proper dress
he could go. But shall the son of Denomah
come before the Great Father in a torn horse-
blanket?”

“Your words are too many,” said Oostogah. *
have made up my mind. | will sell you the lan
for the clothes.”

Dofiee carne up then, and stood directly befoi
him, looking up at him. But she said nothing-
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is not the habit of Indian women and children to
speak concerning matters of importance.

Oostogah pushed her out of the way, and, with
the trader, went into the hut to finish their
bargain.

In an hour or two her brother carne to Dofiee.
He had his new clothes in a pack on his back
“ Come,” he said, pointing beyond the great river
to the dark woods.

“We will come back here again, Oostogah?”

“No; we will never come back.”

Dofiee went to the tree and looked down at the
party she had made; at the little dishes with the
rose on each. But she did not lift one of them up.
She took offher pretty dress and laid it beside
them, and, going to the hut, put on her oid rags
again. Then she carneout and followed herbrother
whose face was turned toward the greatdark woodj
inthe west.

When the miller’'s children carne to the party
that afternoon, a pig was lying on Donee’s red
dress, and the dishes were scattered and broken.
But the hut was ernpty.

* * * *

*

A year aftenvard, the miller carne back from a
long journey. After he had kissed and hugged
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his wife and little ones, he said: “ You remember,
wife, how Hawk cheated that poor Indian lad out
of his land?”

“Yes; | always said it was the oid story of the
fox and the foolish raven over again.”

‘It was the oid story of the white and the red
man over again. But out in an Indian village |
found Dofiee sick and starving.”

The miller’'s wife jumped to her feet.
rushed to her eyes. “ What did you do?
did you do?”

“ Well, there was n’'t but one thing to do, and |
did that.” He went out to the wagén and carried
m the little Indian girl, and laid her on the bed.
Poor child 1 Where is Oosto-

The tears
W hat

“ Poor child!
gah?”

The miller shook his head. * Don 't ask any
questions about him. The raven flew away to the
woods, and was never heard of again. Better if
that were the end of Oostogah.”

.Dofiee, opening her tired eyes, saw the blue
carpet and the white bed where she lay, and the
red dahlias shining in the sun and looking in at
the window, and beside her were the children, and
the children’s mother smiling down on her with
tears in her eyes.

A PRETTY SURE SHOT.
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COAL-IMP.

By C. P. Cranch.

I WAS sitting one night by my fire—
'T was a fire of Westmoreland coal

W ith a mixture of coke, which I recommend
As a comfort for body and soul.

My chamber was cosey and warm;
The curtains were closed all around ;
And the snow at the windows rattled away
With a soft and tinkling sound.

As | sat in my easy chair,
I think it had got to be late;
And over the top of my book | saw
A face in the glowing grate.

An ugly oid face, too, it was—

With wings and a tail— I declare ;
And the rest was ashes, and smoke, and llame,
And ended— 1 don’'t know where.

So odd were the features, | said

* 1 must put you on paper, my friend;”

And took my pen and jotted him down—
Face, wings, and wriggling end.

A queer oid codger he seemed,
As vaguely he stared and shone;

But | fixed him in outline as well as | could,
And added a touch of my own.

He flapped his wings in the grate,
And struggled and puffed to be free,
And scowled with his blazing carbuncle eyes,
As if he appealed to me.

Then | said—but perhaps | dreamed—
“ Oid fellow— how carne you there?”
“1'm not an oid fellow”— the face replied,

“But a prisoned Imp of the air.

“In the shape of combustién and gas
My wings | begin to find out;
So | flap at the bars and grow red in the face.
And am ugly enough, no doubt.

“1 am made for a much better lot;
But | cannot escape, as you see:
Blistered and burnt, and crammed in a grate,—
W hat could you expect of me?
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“1 once was a spirit of air,
A delicate fairy page
Long, long ago— in fact before
The carboniferous age.

For centuries | was kept
Imprisoned in coal-beds fast.
W hen you kindled your fire this evening,
you see,
I thought I was free at last.

“But it seems | am still to wait;
No wonder |I'm cross as a bear,

THE PETERKINS’

JOURNEY AGAIN

JOURNEY

POSTPONED.

Make faces, and flutter my wings of llame,
And struggle to rcach the air.”
“ My ruby-faced friend,” | said,
“ If you really. wish to be free,
Perhaps | can give you a lifi or two.
It's easy enough. W e’ll see.”

Then, taking the poker, | punched
A hole in the half-burnt mass—
W hen the fire leaped up, and the

flew off
In a laugh of flaming gas. :

Imp

AGAIN POSTPONED.

By Lucretia P. Hale.

It was very difficult for the Peterkin family to
decide where to go.

Mrs. Peterkin did not want to go to the sea-
shorc, as she was a little afraid of the sea.

Elizabeth Eliza had no desire to go tothe mount-
ains.

“ It tires you so to go up,” said Mrs. Peterkin.

“ 1 suppose one sees a great deal,” said Mr.
Peterkin.

“ 1 don't know,” said Elizabeth Eliza, who had
been up Sundown Hill, “ because, on the way up,
your back is to the view all the time.”

“1 know it,” said Solomon John; “ and when
you are on top of the hill, you are too high up to
seeanything. You can’t tell whether they are men
orboys.”

“And when you come down,” continued Eliza-
beth Eliza, “ you have to be looking at your feet all
the time, to see where you are treading; so you
oon't get any view.”

“ 1 want to go where we shall really see some-
jhing,” said Mr. Peterkin.

“ 1 should like to go up some of the burning
jnountains,” said Agamemnon; *“ volcanoes,— I
baveread of them,— like Mount ¢(Etna. | should
hke to go up one of those.”
k|n I should rather come down,” said Mrs. Peter-

“The ground is so hot,” continued Agamem-
non>“ that you can roast eggs in it.”

“ That would be jolly,” cried the little boys.

"It must make it inexpensive for fuel,” said Mr.
Peterkin.

“ | suppose the inhabitants don’t have to take in
coal,” said Mrs. Peterkin.

“ Let’s go,” cried the little boys.

“ Only our India-rubber boots would stick,” said
one of them.

“ But then the inhabitants get buried up now
and then,” said Elizabeth Eliza.

“ Oh, that was a great while ago,” said Agamem-
non. “ You know | read about their being- dug-
out.”

“ Still, 1 should not like to be buried up,” said
Mrs. Peterkin, “ even if I were dug out.”

“ | suppose, by this time,” said Mr. Peterkin,
“ the top of the mountain must have pretty much
all come down, all there is to come down— so many
years 1”

“ It must be the mountain that carne down to
Mahomet,” said Solomon John. “ Somebody told
me about his not being able to go to it, so it carne
to him.”

“ 1 would not like to go among the Mahom-
etans,” said Mrs. Peterkin.

“ Certainly not to the deserts of Arabia 1” ex-
clarmed Elizabeth Eliza.

The little boys would like to see the
Nights.”

“ 1 don’t think we want to journey as far as
that,” said Mr. Peterkin.

Agamemnon was annoyed. The family did not
understand. These volcanoes were not so far off as
Arabia. Still, they were over the sea, and they
would hardly care to travel so far.

“ Yet | think we want to see something more

“ Arabian
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than merely to go into the country,” said Elizabeth
Ehza.

Solomon John had been sitting in quiet for some
time.

“ What is it,
kin. “ You have an idea

“ Yes,” said Solomon John,
walking across the room, in excitement.
should not we go to— Philadelphia?”

“ And see the place that the lady from Philadel-
phia carne from,” exclaimed Elizabeth Eliza.

“ She is so wise,” said Mrs. Peterkin ; “ she has
had such opportunities.”

“ Letus go to-morrow; don't wait for the vaca-
tion,” cried the little boys, in delight.

“ It would be a very poor time to go now,” said
Mrs. Peterkin', “ when the only person we should
know, the lady from Philadelphia, is here.”

“ She could tell us how to go,” said Solomon
John.

“ 1t is very hot in Philadelphia in summer,
have heard,” said Mr. Peterkin.

“ That is why she comes away,” said Elizabeth
Eliza.

“ It would be a pity to go when everybody is
away,” said Agamemnon.

“ Everybody away!” exclaimed the little boys.
“ What fun! Then we could go into The shops
and take what we wanted !”

“Don’'t be absurd,” said Solomon John; “ of
course, the policemen stay.”

“ W hy should not we go later?” said Agamem-
non.

“ W hy not wait till the fall?” said Mr. Peterkin.

“ Weought to go in the little boys’ vacation,”
said Mrs. Peterkin.

The little boys thought this was no matter; they
could do something else in the vacation.

“ But, then, itwould not be a summer journey,”
said Mrs. Peterkin.

Solomon John?” said Mr. Peter-

”»

starting up and
“ Why

1
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But Elizabeth Eliza felt this was not a serious
objection.

“ We might wait till the Centennial,” suggested
Agamemnon. Mrs. Peterkin was firm against this.

“No, | am oid enough now,” she said. “ Ifl
were to wait till 1’'m a hundredj»l should n’t enjoy
anything !”

“ There must be enough to see there now,” said
Mr. Peterkin.

“ Benjamin Franklin carne from Philadelphia, or
else he went to it,” said Agamemnon.

“ Oh yes, | know all about him,” said Solomon
John; “ he made paint-brushes of his cat’s tail!”

“ Oh no, thatwas another Benjamin, I am pretty
sure,” said Agamemnon.

“ 1 don’t know about that,” said Solomon John;
“ but he became a famous artist, and painted the
King and Queen of England.”

“ You must have mixed up the Benjamins,” said
Agamemnon. “ I will go and borrow an encyclo-
pedia, and look them out.”

“ And we will make paint-brushes out of Eliza-
beth Eliza’s cat,” exclaimed the little boys; “ and
we will become famous, and paint the King and
Queen of England.”

“You mustnot use the whole cat,” said Solomon
John ; “ and there is no King of England now.”

“ And | cannot spare her tail,” cried Elizabeth
Eliza, starting up in agony for her cat.

“ It is only Philadelphia cats that are used for
paint-brushes,” said Mr. Peterkin. “ We will see
about it when we go. | think it is a good plan to
wait till autumn, and it will give us time to talle
with the lady from Philadelphia and consult her
about it.”

The little boys were quite satisfied. “ A vaca-
tion and a journey too !” It was raining a little;
but they put on their India-rubber boots, and went
out to chase some ducks from a neighboring mud-
puddle.

“

ANSWER.

By E. S. F.

Said the teacher to A

nn; “ 1 wish, if you can,

You would give a more definite answer.”

And Ann at once said

But why should

, with a toss.of her head:

I do just the best that I can, sir!
I try? do please tell me why

(I think it’'s no use— not a particle),

For | hear every day

the grammar-class say

That An'’s an ;«-definite article!”
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By lIsabel
N a large forest, once upon a
time, grew a clump of birch-
trees; noble great trees they
were, and everybody felt sorry
when some woodmen were sent
to cut them down. Down they
must come, though, for the
men had their orders, and or-
ders must be obeyed, or there
is no getting along in this
world. Thwack, thwack went
the bright Steel axes, and the
trees carne crashing to the
ground until there was only
one left standing. He was the
liandsomest of all, and report
said that he was the great,
great, great-grandfather of all
the others. Dear me, how he
did groan and crack when the
men went to work, chopping,
tearing and pulling him, till
at last he fell to the earth with
a noise like thunder. His bark was beautiful, fine,
soft and flexible, and looked so much more valuable
than the rest after it was torn off, that they placed
itin a little heap by itself. It was now quite late,
and the men went away, not to return till the next
morning but one, for the day following would be a
holiday.

It rained in the night, and in the morning the
drops glistened on the forlorn little pile of bark,
making it look as if it were weeping at the sight of
the great trce it had always shielded from wind and
storm by its ciése and loving embrace, lying shom
of its graceful limbs, stripped, and soaked with the
rain.

Toward evening a party of young men passed
through the forest on their way home from the
festival. Their ages might range from sixteen to
nineteen years,— mere boys, you will say; but they
knew better, for could they not drink their glass of
wine with any man? They made the quiet forest
resound with their boisterous shouts and ill-man-
nered jokes, and when one of them made a remark
which the others considered especially brilliant,
they slapped him on the back and cried, “ Good!
good! One can easily sée that you are a man of
the world.”

There was one little fellow in particular, the
youngest of the party, who wore his first long-tailed
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coat, and in consequence talked faster And louder,
and told more silly stories than any of his compan-
ions. It was to his foolishness we owe this story:
for on percciving the birch-bark shining in the sofl
afternoon light, he exclaimed:

“ Oho! let us make a birch-bark boy !”

“ What?” said the rest, who had heard of snow-
men before, but never of birch-bark boys.

“ 1’1l show you,” answered this naughty boy;
and without stopping to consider whcther he had
any right to meddle with the bark, he took a long,
narrow strip of it, pinned it together so that it
somewhat resembled a short stove-pipe, formed
another in the same way, set them up upon two
smaller rolls laid on the ground for fcet, and the
birch-bark boy was half done. He then doubled a
large square piece, fastening it with long thorns,
pins not bcing strong enough to hold, and after
cutting two holes in the side, in which he placed
two cylinders of bark for arms, he finished by set-
ting a good-sized India-rubber football on top for a
head, and chalking marks for eyes, nose and
mouth. There stood the birch-bark boy, sure
enough, and a frightful-looking object he was; his
round white eyes and the long, grinning line of
his mouth made him a very ghastly sight to come
upon suddenly at night. Just then a rustling was
heard in the bushes near them, and the boys,
alarmed at being caught in such mischief, took to
their heels as fast as they could, leaving their best
football behind them (which, by the way, wasof a
beautiful light brown color, not unlike the birch-
bark itself) staring into the night with its great
round eyes. The noise proved to be only a rabbit,
hopping about in search of tender leaves for a
{linncr-party he intended to give; but “ the wicked
flee when no man pursueth.”

There the birch-boy stood leaning against a tree,
glaring at nothing; and had not somcthing very
strange happened in the night the boys would have
come the next day and taken their football, and
the workmen would have pulled his body to picces.

As it was, however, they did come, and were
furious at finding nothing there; not the faintcst
vestige'ofthe boy was to be seen far or near. The
workmen-scolded about the loss of their bark, but
the boys had to hold their tongues concerning the
thing they wanted. They knew it served them
right to lose their precious ball, though they liked
it none the better for that.

This is what happened in the night.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



224 THE S.TORY OF A

About that time there were a great many souls
of babies to be carried to the earth; a great many
more than you can think or dream of; and the
angels that have this charge were consequently
very busy. This night in particular there were so
many that the angel who has the chief care of all
the cunnin'g little spirits thought he never would
be 'able to get them all down in time. So he looked
around for help, and espied a new-comer standing
by, gazing at him with great interest. The new
angel looked as if he must have been very good
.indeed when he was on earth, for he had such
a lovely face. So the chief angel called to him,
and asked if he would be willing to carry an ex-
ceedingly nice little soul to the castle at the end of
the forest. The new-comer replied that he would
be delighted to do so; and away he flew with his
precious burden.

Now the chiefangel was so busy that he had not
time to give the other very explicit directions, and
he therefore alighted at the wrong end of the forest,
where there was nothing but dry waste land, with
no houses far or ncar. So the angel wandered
into the forest, looking in vain for any sign of life,
until he carne to where the moonlight glanced
through the leaves upon the head of the birch-
bark boy.

Now whether the dngel never had any babies of
his own when he lived on earth, or whether he was
a Chinese angel and thought everybody was of a
dirty yellow color, I don’t know ; I only know that
he said: “ Ah! they have sent him out to meet
me.”

So with these words he allowed the soul to become
gradually absorbed into the poor birch-bark body
till it was all gone, and then flew back again, never
drcaming what mischief he had done.

The soul expanded and expanded to fill the un-
usually large body in which it found itself, till it
was about like the soul of a good-sized boy, and
then the poor fellow tried to move; but he was
stiff, of course, not having any knees or elbows,.
Just try to walk without bending your knees, chil-
dren, and you will know with what a hop, skip and
a jump our birch-bark boy moved. The only
comfort he had was that he was so light that the
least breath of air would waft him anywhere like a
feather, and he could easily keep himself down by
rolling a stone up his hollow arm.

I cannot begin to tell you his adventures for
some years after he carne to life; so, suffice it to say
that he was very unhappy, and longed with all his
might to be like other boys who could bend tlicir
knees and run and jump and laugh. One day
when he felt even more melancholy than usual,
lying on thc grass in the very forest where he was
mide, wishing he had eyes were they only to wcep
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with, an oid woman stood suddenly before him,
and said :

“ Are you a goblin ?”

He had often been taken for a goblin before, and
the question did not surprise him, so he answered
meekly:

“ No, ma’am; | only wish I were.”

You will be surprised to learn that he could
answer at all, but there was a small hole in the
football near where the boy had drawn his mouth,
and though I think no one but a fairy could have
understood him, the oid woman did well enough,
because she was one, as perhaps you have guessed.
To ordinary ears his voice sounded something like
that of a dog, of course, for was he not made of
bark?

“ What do you mean by such a wish as that?”
asked the oid woman sternly. And our poor boy,
too delighted at being understood and talkcd to at
all to notice her severity, answered:

“ Because | wish | were anything else than the
thing  am. | would do anything in the world tu
get rid of this hateful birch-bark body, which pre-
venis my walking and running, and makes other
children afraid of me, and oh ! I'm so unhappy;
and please, ma’am, you are the only one who ever
understood what I say, and can’t you help me to
tura into a real boy, or else let me die here?”
And the poor fellow was so affected that a sort of
dampness spread all over him, which was the best
he could do in the way of tears.

“1,” said the oid woman, “ am a fairy, and to help
you is precisely thc reason | am here; and | have
been moved to do this, not only because you are
so wretched, but because | think you are a very,
good boy indeed, and will make a very good man.
I cannot, however, do much for you,” continued
she, raising her hand as she saw he was about to
interrupt her (and you all know, children, how
dreadful it is to interrupt older people when they
are talking); “ you will have to help yoursclf.
Listen to these words: When you make yourself
as useful in the world as if yon had a body like
other boys, you w ill receiveyour reward.”

W ith these words she vanished in a white mist,
leaving the boy stunned with astonishment, and
even more in despair than before, for did not every
one fly at his approach, and how could he be useful
to them if they did that? However, being a brave
little soul, he finally rose, and for a week went from
place to place trying to get nearenough to any one
to see if he could be ofany use. But he was afraid
of grown men and women; and the children all
ran shrieking to their mothers whenever they saw
him coming. One cheering thing he observed
though, which was that if people would only lose
their fear of him, it would be very easy indeed to
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be as useful as most of the boys he saw, and he
~thought it very strange that big boys who were
almost men should consider it necessary to puli
their sisters’ hair, or break their dolls’ heads, or
jump outofdark places suddenly to frighten them,
ordo a hundred other teasing things well known to
suffering girls.

One day he was sitting disconsolately on the sea-
shore, when he hearjJ a faint cry. When | say
heard, I do not mean heard as you hear, for you

knowhe did n't have any real ears, but the birch-

I was s° thin that his soul understood thing#
il feit them in a mysterious way, without his
1" " 1? exactly how. At any raje | will use plain
anguage and say that he heard a'faint cry, and
ooking Up saw a small row-boat slowly gliding past
im out to sea, with no one in it but a little girl.
Me it Was who had uttered the cry. Poor little

2! There she was drifting out to the wide
“«an all alone, and crying piteously, and saying,
""ccn her sobs, that she “ never, never would
naway to play in a boat again if some one would
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And from appearances
How

only come and save her.”
it was highly probable that she never would.
pretty she was, with her golden curls all tossed and
tumbled by the wind, her great blue eyes filled with
tears, and her dear little underlip quivering!

The dreadful danger that she was in touched the
heart of our boy deeply, or rather the place where
his heart ought to be, and yet “ Ifit had been any-
thing but this,” the poor fellow thought.

I have not told you the sad fact that water was

death to him. To get wet would indeed puta stop
*to all his hopes of ever being like other boys, for
the dampness would penétrate through and through
him, and he would then flatten and come apart.
At one time he would not have cared, but now
when his hopes were raised so high, could he dash
them to the ground with one ruthless blow? More-
over, it was exceedingly painful to him, or he would
have been tempted long ago to stand out in a hard
shower and thus put an end to his wearisome ex-
istence. Then it was more than probable that his
labor would be useless, for he would be wet through
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before he reached her, and even if he were not,
how could he bs of any assistance? He hesitated,
looked, and hesitated again, when he heard a sob,
fainter than any before. A plan occurred to him,
by which he thought he might possibly save her,
and he sprang to his feet resolved to do and die.

“ Her life is worth more than mine ever could
be,” he siglicd; and instantly he began what looked
like a species of gymnastic exercises in the air.
The wind was blowing dircctly toward the sea, and
he wanted to go inland, but he had learned to reg-
Glate his singularly formed body in such a manner
that he could go in whatever direction he wished
with the greatest rapidity, no matter from what
quarter the wind blew. | don’t pretend to know
how he did it, but | suppose it was upon something
the same principie as a schooner tacking. At all
events he was at a store in the town in less than
five seconds; all the people screamed, and tumbled
over one anothcr in their eagerness to get out of
the way, but he, unheeding them, rolled a ball of
strong twine up his arm with great dexterity, and
sped away till he reached.the boat, now quite a
distanco from land. The poor little girl shrieked
with horror when she perceived him, which sent a
pang through him, but he quietly dropped the ball
of twine into the boat, and tried to tie the end of it
to the ring in the bow. | do not know how many
hours it would have taken him to accomplish this,
or even if he could have succeeded at all, had not
the little girl, whose fiame was Mabel, seen what
he was endeavoring to do, and taking heart, tied
the string quickly m a strong, hard knot. After
this he had little difficulty in making her under-
stand also that the other end was to be fastened
round his body. Now began the “ tug of war,”
for how was this poor little weak boy to tow a row-
boat to land, over heavy swells, and with the wind
dead against him ? How he did do it he never
knew, but his strength just lasted long enough to
reach one of the huge pilés of an unfinished wharf,
to fly several times round it in order to secure the
boat, and he fell, fainting, into the water. He felt
himself s'lowly flattening, but before he quite lost
consciousness he heard the voices of the men who
were carrying home little Mabel.

He did n't die, though; of course he didn't; bift
was washed ashore, where he had a peaceful sleep,
and awoke with the most singular sensation of
weighing four or five hundred pounds. He thought
too he heard a voice say :

* Because you hesitated, the decd was not com-
plete ; therefore the cure cannot be complete. But
cheer up! You have done nobly, and in due time
shall receive your reward.”

He roused himself on hearing these words in

order to sec who spoke, but he could perceive
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nothing save a white mist in the distance, which
vanished immediately; and was it he who heard
those words, or another boy— a real boy— who was
sitting on the beach, gazing around in astonish-
ment? No; it was himself, for there was his skin
of birch-bark, only much softer and more dclicate
than before, stretched over as handsome and as
solid a body as you would care to see. -He could
still hear and see a little by the same mysterious
method | spoke of, but he was perfectly dumb; not
a sound could he utter. The most remarkable of
all was that he was dressed in a full suit of clothes;
very nice clothes they were too, and so our boy
thought till he discovered one defect that the fairy
(not being used to boys) thought he would not per-
ceive. There ivas not a sign of a pocket anywhere
about them. 1 don’t know how he found out this
fatal fact so soon, for, never having been able to
wear any clothes before, naturally one might sup-
pose that he would not feel the want of pockets so
keenly as boys who have had them all their lives.
He seemed to know all about them, however, by
instinct, and it would have melted a heart of stone
to see him sitting mournfully on the beach, clapping
his hands first to one side of his trousers and then
to the other, and searcliing in all parts of his jacket
and vest, once even looking up his sleeve to find
some traces of the catch-alls, without which it would
hardly seem necessary for boys to have clothesat
all. The'kind fairy knew too much, however, to
risk his life for a few moments’ gratification; for
she had read in the newspapers what things go
into boys’ pockets, and knew that a huge jack-knife
is the first requisite. Now if this boy’s skin, being
yet made of birch-bark, should be cut by accident,
no matter how slightly, it never would heal, and
she wished to avoid all accidents of that kind. She
accordingly provided him with a little cottagc just
outside the town, and at meal-times a nice break-
fast, dinner or supper, as the case might be, was
set before him. | am grieved to say that hc was
obliged to eat with his fingers, his guardian not
even allowing him to use a table-knife lest it should
slip and cut him. He learned better afterward,
however.

He soon became accustomed to his new mode ot
«life, and often wandered round the town in search
of some one to whom he could render assistance;
also he wanted to see little Mabel again. Day after
day passecl, and though he stared at the people m
the carriages and on the sidewalks, in stores a™
in houses, he did not see her. He had a pretty
hard time of it besides. The rude boys in tll
streets hooted at him, and called him “ Heathen
Chinee” and “ Mummy,” and asked him “ *VIO
tanned him last?”

All these remarks made him feel very unhappb
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and discouraged him very mitch~ Ujfd one day
when he had been treated worse than usual, having
had a narrow escape from a sharp stone thrown at
him, he sat down in his little house the picture of
despair. As he was gloomily looking out of the
window at the setting sun slowly sinking behind
the dark 'hills, he thought he discerned a faint light
reddening the sky in another direction. He as-
cended to the roof to see what it meant, and
perceived that a large house in thc heart of the
town was on fire. This made him still more mel-
ancholy than before, for any approach to fiame
cracked his brittle skin in a hundred places, so that.
the fairy had even to heat'his cottage by steam.

“ Alas !” cried he, “ I might be of some use
now, if it were not for my unfortunate skin. | will
go, though, and watch for my chance, and perhaps
I may be able to assist the sufferers after they are
removed from the scorching heat.”

So he went into the town, and followed the crowd
of people, hustling and jostling one another, all
running in one direction, not more than half of
them knowing why or wliere they were going.

Our boy found- that as soon as he carne near
enough to the fire to feel the heat, his skin began to
crack, and to become exceedingly painful; so he
ensconced himself on the top of a high building,
behind a damp blanket, where he could see every-
thing that went on, without being near enough
to injure. himself. The fire raged furiously, but
though it was impossible to save the burning man-
sién, the surrounding houses stood in no danger,
as they were separated by a small park. It was
now quite late, and would have been very dark
were it not for the glare of the llames, darting up-
ward like gigantic tongues, roaring, and making
the very air around to sing with the intense heat.
One part of the building was nearly burned, and
with a crash the side wall fell to the ground; but
what was it thatsentsuch a thrill through thc heart
of the boy, making him start to his feet, with every
, nerve quivering beneath his brown skin ? Nothing
but the shrill shriek of a child sounding distinctly
above the din of falling walls and the rush of the
llames. He had heard that voice before, and if it
was Mabel within those burning ruins, crying for
help, she mustbe saved.

Taking no thought of his own peril, he dashed
outinto the Street and straight toward the flaming
house like a whirhvind. Over the red-hot ern-
bers he flew, suffering the most frightful tortures,
only thinking of Mabel and hoping to be able to
reach her before he died. She was in a part of thc
house that had caught last; and was now standing
at the window before a wild background of llames,
ralling for help with all the energy of mortal terror.
Her father was miles away, and knew nothing of
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the fire. Her poor mother, who had supposed her
to be at the house of a friend, was running back-
ward and forward, wringing her hands and offering
enormous rewards to any one who would venture
to save her darling. Just at that moment there
appeared another form in the casement. A cry of
hope resounded through the crowd as our boy un-
rolled a coil of rope he had snatched from one of
the firemen as he passecl. It was the work of a
moment to fasten it securely around Mabel’s body,
and prepare to lower her to the ground, which was
fortunately quite free from embers directly under
the window. A man rushed forward to receive her,
and our boy, with supernatural strength, lowered
her gently till she was in the arms of the man, who
lifted her high in the air, amid the sliouts and
applause of the crowd. The applause, however,
soon changed to groans, for hardly had the child
been restored to the embraces of her mother when
the whole interior of the house in the part where
our hero was standing gave way with a frightful
crash, and, with one whirr-r-r bang, this wdrld was
over for the birch-bark boy.

The next morning the father returned to town,
and found his home in ruins. But he soon placed
Mabel and her mother in comfortable rooms, where
they could stay until their new home could be made
ready. Hardly had the little family assembled
when the door-bell rang. An oid woman wished
to see them on important business. They were all
three rather surprisecl when they saw their strange-
looking visitor; but having been broughtup in the
best manner, they did not manifest their astonish-
ment by either look or word until the oid woman
said:

“ Would you not like to see the ljoy that saved
your little girl’s life ?”

* Indeed we would,” exclaimed all three together.
“Butwe thought he was killed and buried in the
ruins. How is he? Where is he? Who found
him ?”

“ Butis he really alive?' cried little Mabel, her
blue eyes dilating. “ Ah! no, he cannot be; he
must be dead, and you are cruel to come here and
tell stories.” And with these words her tears and
sobs broke forth afresh.

“ Hush, Mabel!” said her mother quickly, for
something in the oid woman’s look or manner im-
pressed her she could hardly tell how, though she
did not know their visitor was a fairy.

“ Never mind, n-e-v-e-r mind,” answered the fairy
soothingly. “ I like her the better for being fond
of the boy who twice preserved her life; but I can
assure you he is alive and well, as you shall see for
yourself if you will come to the cottage just outside
the town at three o’clock this afternoon. | saved
him from the fire myself, for I am his guardian.”
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W ith these words she vanished in a mist, leaving
them in a state of astonishment not to be de-
scribed.

Our story is all told, as much as any story can
be told. Ofcourse Mabel and her parents went to
the cottage outsidc of the town; of course they
found there a beautiful youth,— birch-bark boy no
longer, but as fine a young fellow as one could wish
to see,— who recognized Mabel at once, and gladly

HOW DOLLS

By Olive

DARLING Rosabcl carne from the rag-bag.

From the rag-bag! you don’t see how anything
nice can come from stich a place, do you say?

| fear you 'll be shocked when 1 tell you that not
only Rosabel, who is a “ perfectly lovely" wax
doli, but your own most precious dolly, if she'’s
anything better than china, probably carne out of
the same dreadful place.

To be sure her head, neck, hands and feet are
all of wax outsidc, and as only this covering shows,
she is just as good and as pretty as though she
were wax all through; and you know the oid say-
ing that “ beautyis but skin deep.” But, never-
theless, she did come out of tlic rag-bag, and 1°'ll
tell you all about it, while she sits there on the
sofa, elcgantly dressed, and looking as lovely as
though she never even heard of such things as
rags.

The true story of her life, since she was first
created, would be very interesting; but it would
make a big book, and I can’t tell you half of it.

A new doli, did you say?. Well, I know she has
not lived long in her present shape, but you must
remember that she was not always a doli; she was
once wrapped up in a green bud, growing on a
bush. She carne out of that a long white bit of
cotton, went through ever so many processes, and
became cotton cloth of some kind; was bought
and sold, and made up, and used, washed and
ironed, and worn out as cloth, just to begin with.
Think of all that probably happened to her before
she even became rags 1

That was only the beginning. After being worn-
out rags she went into the rag-bag or the alley,
made a journey on the back of a rag-man, went
through a dreadful course of soaking and washing,
and boiling, and bleaching, and pressing, and dry-

ARE MADE.
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accepted the father and mother, who said he must
go home with them and be Mabel’s brother. And,
of course, they all were happy as could be to the
very end of their lives.

But our boy, for some strange reason, though he
could talk, and leap and romp like any other young
fellow, never liked to go alone to the forest, and to
his dying day he always shuddered when he heard
the oid proverb, “ His bark is worse than his bite.”

ARE M ADE.
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ing, and ever so much else, before she carne out
nice clean paper, ready for use again. Did you
suspect your dolly had ever been paper ?

W ell, she was paper once, and who can tell what
may have been her life while in Ihat state, whether
she was beautiful note-paper»aJdy| carried loving

THE MODKLER AT WOKK.

messages from one friend to another, or wh'cthcr
she was used for businesswriting, or for wrapping
up confectioners’ dainties, or whether she was made
into a book or not, or did good or harm. She’ll
never open her lips to tell of her past life; but you
may be sure she was put to some use as paper, and
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could tell strange stories of what she has seen, if
she could only remember— and talk.
You see she’s very oid, older than any of you,’

MAKING THE MOLD.

and I don’t think it’s respectful to oid age to treat

her as some of you do. | hope you'll mend your

manners toward her, now that you know about her

age and dignity.
When the paper of which she is made was oid

and soilecl, and unfit for use,

itwas taken to a doli manu-

factory, in the little city of

Sonneburg, near the north-

ern border of Bavaria, and

(here it went through the

operations that made it into

this pretty doli. 1 can show

you, as well as tell you about

it, for here are some sketches

taken for St. NICHOLAS in

one of those very faetones.
The first thing, of course,

istomake that mass of paper

into a clean pulp, and we’ll

leave it boiling away in a big

tettle, while we see what the

tioll-makersare doing, to get

ready to use it. First they

must have a model of Miss

Dolly’'s head. A model, you

know, isa figure made of the

«act size and shape of the head, for a pattern.
Now look at the picture on page 228. The man

jsmaking a model. You see he has anarrow work-
ench which he can make higher or lower, or even

2y

turn around if he wishes. From a lump of soft
clay, he has cut and shaped a doll's head and
neck, and in another lump of clay near him, you
see he has stuck his

spare knives. When

the model is finished,

the modeler makes

lines on it, with color-

ed crayons, as a guide

to the next workman,

who is called a molder.

When the pattern,

or model, is ready,

there must be made

a mold, in which to

shape the paper pulp

from the kettle. This

is made by the molder.

He takes the pretty

clay model, when it is

dry and hard, and lays

it face up, in a dish of

wdt clay, pressing the

clay into every cérner

up to the colored line

ARE MADE.

which the modeler
made. This being done, he builds a wall of
inches

clay around the mass, coming up some
higher all around than the face of the model, which
is ieft uncovered. The whole looks like a box half
full of clay, with a face looking out of it. In the

WORKINC THE PAPER DOUGH.

upper picture on this page, you see one man hold-
ing the clay walls together, while the otherone pours
over the face some melted sulphur which he has
taken from the stove. Sometimes plaster of Paris
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is used instead of sulphur, but it is not thought

to be so good.

The mold is not done yet. The claywas put on
merely to protect that part of the head while the
rest was molded. When the sulphur is coid, the
box is turned over, and the clay taken away, leav-
ing Miss Rosabel with her face buried in sulphur.
It’s well she cannot smell; the vis-
itors to the room who can, do not
carc to stay long.

Clay walls are again built up, and

more sulphur is poured in to make
a jnold for the back of her head.
The boxes on the floor in the pict-
ure are molds, as they look.when
done, and the open one shows you
the two separate sides.

Now the mold is finished, and we
must go back to our paper pulp,

which we left boiling, you know.
When soft and ready for use the
water is squeezed out, and other

things added— some powdered clay
to make it stiff, and a little glue to
make it sticky. These are worked
up togethertill the massisabout like
dough, and indeed it is made into
loaves, asyou see in the third picture.

The loaves are on the floor, under the table, and
the man with the rolling-pin is rolling out the
paper dough— papier maché it is called— for the
other man to shape. He makes it a little thicker
than pie crust, and then cuts it into pieces the
right size for use, making a pile of them, with flour
or powdered clay between to prevent their sticking
together.

The man next to him is pressing one of these
thin cakes of paper dough into the molds for
Dolly’s head, and the third man is making it fit
more nicely into every crack and cérner of the
mold, with a tool of some sort, so that it will be a
perfect copy of the original model. You see they
are smoking. That is because they have to keep
the room very hot so that the headswill dry quickly,
and the heat makes the workmen so sleepy that
they smoke to keep themselves awake.

See the half heads laid out to dry on the table,
and the finished heads on the shelves behind the
workmen.

But to go on, when the man has carefully fitted
the sheet of dough into every part of the mold, he
pares off the edges with a knife as you see a cook
cut the crustfrom a pie piate, lifts the half head
out of the mold, and lays it on the table to dry a
little. When dryenough it isagain pressed in the
mold to give it a more perfect shape, and then is
dried for the last time. The two halves being

ARE
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finished, they are glued together, and Miss Rosa-
bel for the first time takes an upright position on a
shelf, where she stands till she is hard and dry, look-
ing more like stiff pasteboard than anything else.
Miss Dolly is not very pretty in that state, |
must admit. She is ofa dingy gray color, with no
eyes and no hair. However, she is not yet finished.

SMOOTHING AND COLORING DOLLS' HEADS.

Her next journey is to the eye-setter. A rough
doctor he is, and the first thing he does is to cut
off the top of her head, by running a sharp knife
around it, and knocking the piece out with a ham-
mer.

W hat for? Merely to put in her eyes, my dear;
and a curious operation it is, too. If they were
immovable eyes, like a common doll's, they would
be simply glued in; but in a young lady of Miss
Rosabel’s pretensions, who meekly shuts her eyes
when her mamma lays her down, there is much to
be done.

In the first place, the eyes themselves, life-like
as possible, have been carefully made of glass, ina
large factory which turns out nothing but eyes.
These the eye-setter now fastens to a piece of curved
wire with a ball oflead on the end. It is the weight
of this lead which makes lier eyes ciése when her
head goes down. Then the workman, with a sharp
knife, cuts a hole for each eye, and goes on to put
them in. 1 can’t explain exactly how he makes
them all secure, but there is plaster to hold them
in place, and support the cheeks; a cork, or
sponge, to keep the lead from hitting her chin,
pieces of wood to prevent her head from being
easily crushed, and various arrangements by means
of which the whole is made firm and strong, and
able to endure the hard knocks shc may expcct, in
the rough life before her.
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When everything is in, the cut-off slice of her
head is glued on again, and Miss Rosabel has re-
ceived all the furnishing for the inside of her head,
that she will ever have. I1fyour poor doli ever is so
unfortunate as to break her head, you can look in
and see all this machinery, if you like.

Now the inside is finished, the next thing is to
puton her lovely complexion.

First must be removed any roughness, such as
bitsofglue at the seams of her head.,

Women now go to work on Miss Rosabel’s head,
as you see in the picture on the opposite page.
One of them is filing the roughness off, and the
other is giving it a coat of ruddy flesh-colored
paint, from the top of the head to the ends of the
shoulders. Dolls who have hair made of the same
material as their heads, like bisque and china dolls,
have the hair varnished black, but Rosabel has real
hair, so she is colored alike all over. A frightful-
looking object she is, too, with color enough for a
boiled lobster.

When she has received her color, and
"hich she does under the hands of
sour-looking women, she proceeds
operator, who is the waxer. You see

In the kettle is boiling clear white
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one giving her a thin coatofwax, and toning down
her flaming complexiéon into the delicate pink
which you see. The reason she was painted so
red, you know, is that she may have the proper
tint when the wax is on.

I should have told you before that her hands and
feet were made in the same way as her head,
molded, and painted, and waxed.

In this picture you see the bodies of cloth or
leathcr. They are made by families outside of the
factory, and brought in all ready for the heads.
Can your dolly cry? Rosabel can, and therefore
her body is stuffcd with hay', because sawdust, the
usual stuffing, would get into her crying machine,
and make her dumb forever after. To give her a
voice, you must know, she has a sort of a bellows-
like arrangement, such as you have seen attached
to a toy cat, which when pressed would mew.

These parts are all made and put together out-
side of the factory and the finished bodies brought

And now comes the next process, which is
her face. You thought she had color

W ell, she has her flesh tint, but her lips

and she has no eyebrows, fior lashes,

no brighter cheeks than firebrands, which will
do. She must go to the painting room.

THE WAXER.

Inoby°usee Miss Dolly has been dipped, and is
J'ng held up to drain. Ifshe had been intended
ji acheap <i°ll, she would have received but one
ofP u' being destined to belong to the aristocracy

16 0,1world, she received several dips, each

On the next page you will see one of the workme
in this' room.

In this room is a long table with several work
men, each of whom does only one thing. Th
first one paints Miss Dolly’s lips, and sets her dowi
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PAINTING THE 1-OLL S FACE.

on the other side of him. The next one takes her
up and puts on her eyebrows. The third colors
her cheeks. The fourth pencils her eyelashes, and
so she goes on down the table, growing prettier at
every step.
But she has yet no hair. Now Rosabel has a
regular wig, made of real hair on a
foundation of lace, and glued on, but
many of the dolls in the factory have
locks made of fine wool, which look
like real hair. This wool is braided
up tight, and boiled to make it stay
wavy. It is curled over a glass tube,
and glued to the head curl by curl,
whether long or short. If it is yel-
low, it is the natural, color of the
wool; if any other color, it has been
dy.ed.
Here is a picture of girls arranging
the hair, and you see they seem
to enjoy the work. Sometimes the
hair is elaborately braided, and done
up in style. | daré say you have
seen it put around in a droll German
coil, and held by tiny hair-pins.
Generally, however, it is preferred in
curls or loose waves.
Now the head is done; and how
many people do you suppose have
had a hand in bringing it from the
paper pulp to the present State? You
can’'t tell ? Not less than thirty-eight,
each one ofwhom never does but one
thing, and thus becomes very skillful.

ARE MADE.
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But though the head is finished, Miss Rosabel is
not yet out of the factory. She must have her
head, as well as her hands and feet, glued fast to
her body; and then— last but by no means least—
she must have a wardrobe. Cheap dolls have
merely one garment, loosely stitched together by a
machine at the rate of about two cents a dozen.
But our dolly was sent to a regular dolls’ dress-
maker, and clothed from head to foot in a very
pretty suit. O fcourse it is notin style now, forit
was made several months ago, you must know.

The last picture shows the dolls going to the
warerooms. You see how neatly they aré packed
in the basket eradle, and carried between two girls.
In the warehouse Miss Rosabel was surréunded by
hundreds and thousands of fellow dolls, many of
them made in the same mold with herself, and as
like her as twin sisters could be.

I have read of one of those warehouses, where
twelve rooms were filled with dolls, of all sizes from
one inch long to two feet high. One room was
entirely filled with wooden-jointed dolls, an inch
and a-halflong, piled in aloose heap from floor to
ceiling, and another roonj contained nothing but
dolls’ heads. There werelmillions of dolls in that
one house.

You wish you could gcSthere ? It would be in-
teresting to you. 1&aaol* .very droll to see a cart
going through the filled with dolls’ Icgs.

DRESSING DOLLS HAIR.
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for instance, each one with clean white stocking
and bright slipper painted on.

One Wholesale house in that town buys thirty
thousand of the inch and a-half babies every week
the year round. For my part, | should think a few
years of such work would nearly pave our streets
with wooden dolls. A smart worker can make
twenty dozcn of this size in a day.

Would n’t it be funny to live where almost the
only business carried on is toy-making? Where
grown up men and women spend their whole lives
in inventing, improving, and making dolls that
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there I found her last winter, on the day before
Christmas, and brought her home to a little girl
that I know.

I'm obliged to confess, before 1 finish, that
Rosabel and others made in that factory are not
the very nicest dolls made. There is the genuine
wax doli, whose head is of wax all. through, and
whose curls, and eyebrows, and eyelashes are ofreal
hairs, put into the head one by one. Such a doli,
with her wardrobe, costs several hundred dollars,
and is too nice to play with, though very pretty to
look at. No doubt, you little city maids have seen

GOING TO THE WARE-ROOMS.

talk, and turn their heads, and shut their eyes, and
crcep, and walk, besides engines that run, and
horses that draw a load, and steamboats that go—
a million of dollars’ worth in a year, and all to
amuse the great army of little folks in the world ?
The children who live in that fairy land, how-
ever, care very little for toys; the poor little crea-
jures are all workers. When very young they
gin lo Icarn to make some one toy, or part of a
P>>and they spend their whole lives at it. The

help's Smalt’ 3nd CVery °ne °f the fam'ly ITULSt

But to go back to Rosabel. From that ware-
'se she was packed in a box and senton a sea
‘oyage. Arrived in America, she was once more
rought to light, set up in a shop window, and

Vol. Il.— 16.

them, with their beautiful trunks full of clothes,
dresses of all sorts, shocs, gloves, parasols, jewelry,
pocket handkerchiefs, brushes and combs, and
nearly everythinga grown lady needs in her trunk.

Do you wish you had one? Well, my dear, let
me tell you a secret; you would n’t enjoy it halfso
much as you do dolls you can play with, and dress
and attend to yourself. They are puppets,— not
babies.

The other dolls in your play-house, the bisque
and china, are made in the same way as Rosabel,
only the dough is of clay instead of paper pulp,
and the heads are baked to make them hard.

So your pretty bisque dolls are made of mud,
and your wax ones carne from the rag-bag. Isn’t
it wonderful what changes go on in the world ?
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THE YOUNG

By J. T.

Chapter V.
THE BOY WITH ONE SUSPENDER.

Jack’'S first thought, after assuring himself that
his horse was irrevocably gone, was to run for help
to the line of settlements on the other side of the
grove, where some means of pursuit might be ob-
tained.

He knew that the road which Mr. Wiggett had
described could not be much beyond the hollow
where his wagén was; and, dashing forward, he
soon found it. Then, stopping to give a last
despairing look at the billowy line of prairie over
which his horse had disappeared, he started to run
through the woods.

He had not gone far when he heard a cow-bell
rattle, and the voice of a boy shouting. He paused
to take breath and listen; and presently with a
crashing of bushes three or four horned cattle carne
pushing their way through the undergrowth, into
the opcn road, followed by a lad without a jacket,
with one suspender and a long switch.

“ Boy,” Jack cried, “ how far is it to the nearest
house?”

“ Our house is jest down through the woods
here,” replied the boy, stopping to stare.

* How far is that?”

“ Not quite so far as it is to Peakslow’s house.”

“ Where is Peakslow’s house?”

“ Next house to ours, down the river.”

Seeing that this line of questions was not likely
to lead to anything very satisfactory, Jack asked:

“ Can | get a horse of anybody in your neigh-
borhood,— a good fast horse to ride?”

The boy whipped a bush with his switch, and
replied :

“ There aintany good horses around here, 'thout
't is Peakslow’s; but one of his has got the spring-
halt, and t’other’s got the blind staggers; and
he’s too mean to lend his horses; and, besides, he
went to Chicago with 'em both this morning.”

Jack did not stop to question the probability ofa
span thus afflicted being driven on so long a
journey ; but asked if Mr. Wiggett had horses.

“ No— yes. | believe his horses are all oxen,”
replied the boy; “ not very fast or good to ride,
either.”

Thcreupon Jack, losing all patience, cried out:
“ Isn’t there a decent nag to be had in this
region ?”

SURVEYOR.
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W ho said there wasn’t?” retorted the boy.
W here is there one ?”
“ We 've gotone.”
“ A horse?”
“No; amare.”
“ Why did n’t you tell me before ?”
'‘Cause you asked for horses; you didn't say
anything about mares.”
“ Is she good to ride?”
“ Pretty good,— though if you make her go
much faster’'n she takes a notion to, she’s got the
heaves so folks 'll think there’s a small

“

“

volcano
coming 17

“ How fast will she go ?”

“ As fast as a good slow walk; that'’s her style,”
said the boy, and whipped the bushes. *“ But,
come to think, father’'s away from home, and
you 'll have to wait till to-morrow night before you
can see him, and get him to let you take her.”

“ Boy,” said Jack, tired of the lad’s tone of levity,
and thinking to interest him by a statement of the
facts in the case, “ | 've been hunting, and a rascal 1
trusted with my horse has run off with him, and |
have a harness and a buggy and a couple of dead
deer out there on the prairie.”

“ Deer?” echoed the lad, pricking up his ears at
once. “ Did you shoot’'em? W here?
and see 'em?”

Jack was beginning to see the hopelessness of
pursuing the horse-thief that night, or with any
help to be had in that regién; and he now turned
his thoughts to getting the buggy home.

“Yes, boy; come with me,” he said.

The boy shouted and switched his stick at the
cattle browsing by the wayside, and started thcni
on a smart trot down the road, then hastened with
Jack to the spot where the wagén and game had
been left, guarded by Lion.

But Jack had another object in view than simply
to gratify the lad’s curiosity.

“ If you will hold up the shafts and puli a little,
1'll push behind, and we can take the buggy
through the woods. After we get it up out of this
hollow, and well into the road, it will be down-hit
the rest of the way.” a ..,

“ You wantto make a horse of me, do ye ?” cried

Can | go

the boy. “ I'wasn’'tborn in a stable !”
* Neithcr was 1,” said Jack. “ But | don'to
ject to doing a horse’'s work. I’'ll Pull in 1

shafts.”
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“ 0 good!” screamed the boy, making his svvitcli
whistle about his head. “And 1'll get on the seat
and drive!” And he made a spring at the wagoén.

But Lion had something to say about that.
Having been placed on guard, and not yetrelieved,
lie would permit no hand but his master’s to touch
anything in his charge. A frightful growl made
the boy recoil and go backward over the dead deer.

“ Here, Lion ! down with you !” cried Jack, as
the excited dog was pouncing on the supposed in-
truder.

The boy scrambled to his feet, and was starting
to run away, in great terror, when
Jack, fearing to lose him, called out :

“Don’t run! He may chase you
if you do. Now he knows you are
my friend, you are safe, only stay
whereyou are.”

“ Blast his pictur’!” exclaimed the
boy. “ He’'s a perfect canniball
What does anybody want to keep
such a savage critter as that for ?”

“lhad told him to watch. Now
heisall right. Come !”

“Me? Travcl with that dog? |
would n't go with him,” the boy de-
clarad, meaning to make the strongest
possible statement, “ if 't was a mil-
itan miles, and you 'd fill the road with
sugar-candy all the way !” And he
backed off warily.

Jack got over the difficulty by send-
ing the dog on before; and finally,
by an offer of money, which would
purchase a reasonable amount of
sugar-candy,— enough to pave the
short road to happiness, for a boy of
thirteen,— induced him to help lift
lhe deer into the buggy, and then to
go behind and push.

rhcy had hard work at first, get-

»ng the wagén up out of the hollow; and the boy,
, when they reached at last the top of the hill, and
| stopped to rest, declared that there was n’t half the

'un mit there was in going a-fishing; the justice

which remark Jack did not question. But after
| a the way was comparatively easy; and with

Jack pulhng in the shafts, his new acquaintancc

smng 11 the rear, and Lion trotting on before,

cbuggy went rattling down the woodland road
lInbvely fashion.

Chapter VI.
‘lord betterson’s.”

| SOrt Of heacl,and Jutting out from the high
Icgion into the low prairie of the river bot-
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tom, stood a house, known far and near as “ Lord
Betterson’s,” or, as it was sometimes derisively
called, “ Lord Betterson’s Castle,” the house being
about as much a castle as the owner was a lord.

The main road of the settlement ran between it
and the woods ; while on the side of the river, the
land swept down in a lovely slope to the valley,
which flowed away in a wider and more magnificent
stream of living green. It was really a fine site,
shaded by five or six' young oaks left standing if
the spacious door-yard.

The trouble was, that the house had been pro-

Ur-HILL WORK.

jected on somewhat too grand a scale for the time
and country, and, what was worse, for the owner’s
resources. He had never been able to finish it;
and now its weather-browned clapboards, unpainted
front pillais, and general shabby, ill-kept appear-
ancesetoffthe style ofarchitecture in a way to make
beholders smile.

“* Lord Betterson took a bigger mouthful than
he could swaller, when he sot out to build his
castle here,” said his neighbor, Peakslow.

Tlie proprietor's fame— it may as well be ex-
plained was Elisha Lord Betterson. It was thus
he always wrotc it, in a large round hand, with a
bold flourish. Now the common people never will
submit to cali a man Elisha. The furthest they
can possibly go will be 'TJsha, or 'Zisky ; and, ten
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to one, the tendency to monosyllables will result jn
‘Lishe. There had been a feeblc attempt among
the vulgar to familiarize the public mind with 'Lishe
Betterson; but the fame would not stick to a
person of so much dignity of character. It was
useless to argie that his dignity was mere pompos-
ity; or that a man who, in building a fine house,
broke down before he got the priming on, was un-
worthy of respect; still no one could look at him,
or cali up his image, and say, conscientiously,
* ’Lishc Betterson.” He who, in this unsettled
State of things, takinga hint from the middle fiame,
pronounced boldly aloud, “ Lord Betterson,”
was a public benefactor. “ Lord Betterson” and
“ Lord Betterson’s Castle” had been popular ever
since.

The house, with its door-posts of unpainted pine,
darkly soiled by the contact of unwashcd childish
hands, and its unfinished roorns, some of them
lathed, but unplastered (showing just the point at
which the owner’s resources failed), looked even
more shabby within than without.

This may have been partly because thc house-
keeper was sick. She must have been sick, if that
was she, the palé, drooping figure, sitting wrapped
in an oid red shawl, that summer afternoon. She
looked not only sick, but exceedingly discouraged.
And no wonder.

At her right hand was an empty eradle; and she
held a'puny infant in her arms, trying to still its
cries. At her left was a lounge, on which lay the
helpless form of an invalid child, a girl about eleven
years oid. The room was comfortless. An oid,
high-colored piece of carpeting half covered the
rough floor; its originally gaudy pattern, out of
which all but the red had faded, bearing witness to
some past stage of family gentility, and serving to
set off the surrounding wretchedness.

Tipped back in a chair against the rough and
broken laths, his knees as high as his chin, was a
big, slovenly boy of about seventeen, looking lazily
out from under an oid, ragged hat-rim, pushed over
his eyes. Another big, slovenly boy, a year or two
younger, sat on the door-step, whittling quite as
much for his own amusement as for that ofa little
five-year-old ragamuffin outside.

Not much comfort for the poor woman and the
sick girl shone from these two indifferent faces.
Indeed the only ray of good cheer visible in that
disorderly room gleamed from the bright eyes of
a little girl not more than nine or ten years oid,—
so small, in truth, that she had to stand on a stool
by the table, where she was washing a pan of
dishes.

“ O boys!” said the woman in a feeblc, complain-
ing tone, “ do, one of you, go to the spring and
bring some fresh water for your poor, sick sister.”
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“ It's Rufe’s turn to go for water,” said the boy
on the door-step.

“’'Taint my turn, eithcr,” muttered the boy
tipped back against the laths. “ Besides, | 've got
to milk the cow soon as Link brings the cattle
home. Hear the bell yet, Wad?”

“ Never mind, Cede!” cried the little dish-
washer, cheerily. “ I'’'ll bring you some water as
soon as | have done these dishes.”

And, holding her wet hands behind her, she
ran to give the young invalid a kiss in the mean-
while.

Cecie returned a warm smile of love and thanks,
and said she was in no hurry. Then the child,
stopping only to give a bright look and a pleasant
word to the baby, ran back to her dishes.

“ | should think you would be ashamed, you two
great boys !” said the woman, “ to sit round the
house and let that child,"” Lilian, wait upon you, get
your suppers, wash your dishes, and then go to the
spring for water for your poor suffering sister !"

“1'm going to petition the Legislature,” sad
Wad, “ to have that spring moved up into our
back yard; it's too far to go for water. There
come the cattle, Rufe.”

“ Tell Chokie to go and head 'em into the barn-
yard,” yawned Rufe, from his chair. “ | wonder
nobody ever invented a milking machine. Wishl
had one. Justturn a crank, you know.”

“ You 'll be wanting a machine to breathe with,
next,” said the little dish-washer.

“ Y-a-as,” drawled Rufe. *“ I think a breathing
machine would be popular in this family. Chil-
dren cry for it. Get me the milk-pail, Lili; that’s
a nice girl!”

“ Do get it yourself, Rufus,” said thc mother.
“You’ll want your little sister to milk for you,
soon.”

“ 1 think it belongs to girls to milk,” said Rufe.
“There’'s Sal Wiggett,— aint she smart at it
though ? She can milk your head off! Is thata
wagoén coming, Wad?”

“Yes!” cried Wad, jumping to his feet with
unusual alacrity.” “ A wagén without a horse, a
fellow pulling in the shafts, and Link pushing be-
hind ; coming right into the front yard !”

Rufe also started up at this announcement, and
went to the door. ,

N Hallo 1” he said, “ had a break-down ? W hats
that in the liind partof your wagén ? Deer! a deer
and a fawn ! Where did you shoot’em ? Wheres
your horse?”

“ Look out, Rufe!” screamed the small hy
from behind, rushing forward. “ Touch one d
these deer, and the dog’ll have ye! We'vc @
two deer, but we 've lost our horse,— scamp rot
him away,— and we want ”
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“We do, dowe?” interrupted W ad, mockingly.
“How many deer did you shoot, Link ?”

“Well, | helped get the buggy over, anyway!
And that’s the savagest dog ever was! And— say !
will mother let us take the oid mare to drive over
toNorth Mills this evening?”

Chapter VIL

JACK AT THE *“ CASTLE.”

For an answer to this question, the person most
interested in it, who had as yet said least, was
shown into the house. Rufe and Wad and Link
and little Chokie carne crowding in after him, all
eager to hear him talk of the adventure.

“And, Ornal!" cried Link, after Jack had briefly
told his story, “ he says he will give us the fawn,
and pay me besides, if | will go with him to-night,
and bring back the oid mare in the morning.”

“ldon't know,” said the woman, wrapping her
red shawl more closely about her, to conceal from
the stranger her untidy attire. “ | suppose, if Mr.
Betterson was at home he would let you take the
mare. But you know, Lincoln,”— turning with a
reproachful look to the small boy,— “ you have
never been brought up to take money for little
Services. Such things are not becoming in a family
like ours.”

And in the midst of her distress, she put on a
complacent smirk, straightened her emaciated form
and sat there, looking like the very ghost of pride,
rvrappedin an oid red shawl.

“ Did you speak of Mr.
quired, interested.

“ That is my husband’s fiame.”

“ Elisha L. Betterson?”

“Certainly. You know myhusband? He be-
longs to the Philadelphia Bettersons— a very
wealthy and influential family,” said the woman,
witha simper. “ Very wealthy and influential.”

Betterson?” Jack in-

(i“ 1 have heard of your husband,” said Jack.
“If I am not mistaken, you are Mrs. Caroline
Betterson— a sister of Vinnie Dalton, sometimes

called Vinnie Presbit.”

“You know my sister Lavinia !” exclaimed Mrs.
Betterson, surprised, but not overjoyed. “ And
you know Mr. Presbit’'s people?”

“1 have never seen them,” replied Jack; “ but

almost feel as if I had, I have heard so much
about them. | was with Vinnie's foster-brother,
Leorge Greenwood, in New York, last summer,
when he was sick, and she went down to take care
of him.”

“And | presume,” returned Mrs. Betterson,

aking another reef in her shawl, “ that you heard
er tella good deal about us; things that would
bt tend to prejudice a stranger; though
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if all the truth was known, she would n't feel
so hard toward us as | have reason to think she
does.”

Jack hastened to say that he had never heard
Vinnie speak unkindly of her sister.

“ You are very polite to say so,” said Mrs. Better-
son, rocking the eradle, in which the baby had
been placed. “ But | know justwhatshe has said.
She has told you that after I married Mr. Betterson
| felt above my family; and that when her mother
died (she was not my mother, you know,— we are
only half-sisters), | suffered her to be taken and
brought up by the Presbits, when I ought to have
taken her and been as a mother to her,— she was
so much younger than I. She is even younger by
a month or two than my oldest son; and we have
joked a good deal about his having an aunt younger
than he is.”

“ Yes,” spoke up Rufe, standing in the door;
“and | ’'ve asked a hundred times why we don’t
ever hear from her, or write to her, or have her
visit us. Other folks have their aunts com'e and
see 'em. But all the answer | could ever get was,
‘Family reasons, Rufus!’'”

“ That is it, in a word,” said Mrs. Betterson;
“ family reasons. | never could explain them; so
| have never written to poor, dear Lavinia— though,
Heaven knows, | should be glad enough to see her;
and | hopc she has forgiven what seemed my hard-
and— do tell me ” (Mrs. Betterson wiped her

ness;
eyes) “ what sort of a girl is she? how has she
come up ?”

“ She is one of the kindest-hearted, most un-

selfish, beautiful girls in the world !” Jack exclaimed.
“ I mean, beautiful in her spirit,” he added, blush-
ing at his own enthusiasm.

“ The Presbits are rather coarse people to bring
up such a girl,” said Mrs. Betterson, with a sigh—
of self-reproach, Jack thought.

“ But she has a natural refincment, which noth-
ing could make her lose,” he replied. “ Then, it
was a good thing for her to be brought up with
George Greenwood. She owes a great deal to the
love of books he inspired in her. You ought to
know your sister, Mrs. Betterson.”

The lady gave way to a flood of tears.

“ Itistoobad! such separations are unnatural.
Certainly,” she went on, “ 1 can’t be accused of
feeling above my family now. Mr. Betterson has
had three legacies left him, two since our marriage;
but he has been exceedingly unfortunate.”

“ Two such able-bodied boys must be a help and
comfort to you,” said Jack.

“ Rufus and Wadlei™~h,” said Mrs. Betterson,
“ are good boys, but they have been brought up to
dreams of wealth, and they have not learned to take
hold of life with rough hands.”
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Jack suggested that it might have been better
for them not to have such dreams.

“ Yes— if our family is to be brought down to
the common level. But I can’t forget, I can’t wish
them ever to forget, that they have Betterson blood
in their veins.”

Jack could hardly repress a smile as he glanced
from those stout hcirs of the Betterson blood to the
evidences of shiftlessness and wretchedness around
them, which two such sturdy lads, with a little less
of the precious article in their veins, might have
done something to remedy.

But his own unlucky adventure absorbed his
thoughts, and he was glad when Link vociferously
demanded if he was to go and catch the mare.

“Yes! yes! do anything but kill me with that
dreadful voice!” replied the mother, waving him
off with her trembling hand. “ Don’t infer from
what | have said,” she resumed, gathcring herself
up again with feeble pride, “ that we are poor.
Mr. Betterson will come into a large fortune when
an Unele of his diesand he gets help from him
occasionally now. Not enough, however, to enable
him to carry on the farm; and it requires capital,
you are aware, to make agriculture a respectable
profession.”

Jack could not forbear another hit at the big boys.

“ It requires land,” he said; “ and thatyou have.
It also requires bone and muscle; and | see some
here.”

“ True,” simpered Mrs. Betterson. “ But their
father has n't encouraged them very much in doing
the needful labors of the farm.”

“ He has n’t set us the example,” broke in Rufe,
piqued by Jack’s remark. “ If he had taken hold
of work, | suppose we should. But while he sits
down and waits for somebody or something to
come along and help him, what can you expect of
us?”

“ Our Betterson blood shows itself in more ways
than one !” said Wad, with a grin, illustrating his
remark by lazily seating himself once more on the
door-step.

Evidently the boys were sick of hearing their
mother boast of the aristocratic familv connection.
She made liaste to change the subject.

“ Sickness has been our great scourge. The
climate has never agreed with either me or my
husband. Then our poor Cecilia met with an ac-
cident a yearago, which injured her so that she has
scarcely taken a step since.”

An accident done a-purpose !” spoke up Rufe,
angrily. “ Zeph Peakslow threw her out of a
swing— the meanest trick ! They 're the meanest
family in the world, and there’s a war bctween us.
I'm only waiting my chance to pay off that Zeph.”

“ Rufus 17 pleaded the little invalid from thc
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lounge, “ you know he could never have meantto
hurt me so much. Don’t talk of paying him off,
Rufus 17

“ Cede isso patient under it all 1” said Mrs. Bet-
terson. “ She neveruttersa wordofcomplaint. Yet
she does n’t have the care she ought to have. With
my sick baby, and my own aches and pains, what
can | do? There are no decent house-servants to
be had, for love or money. O, ivhat would n't |
give for a good, neat, intelligent, sympathizing girl!
Our little Lilian, here,— poor child + is all the help
I have.”

At that moment the bright little dish-washer,
having put away the supper things, and gone to
the spring for water, carne lugging in a small but
brimming pail.

“ It is too bad!” replied Jack.
have help about the hard work,”
meaning glance at the boys.

“ Yes,” said Rufe, “ we ought to; and we did
have Sal Wiggett a little while this summer. But
she had never seen the inside of a decent house
before. About all she was good for was to split
wood and milk the cow.”

“ O, how good this is!” said the invalid, drink-
ing. “ 1 was so thirsty! Bless you, dear Lili!
W hat should we do without you ?”

Jack rose to his feet, hardly repressing his in-
dignation.

“ Would you like a drink, sir?” said Lili, taking
a fresh cupful from her pail, and looking up at him
with a bright smile.

“ Thank you, I should very much 1 But I can't
bear the thought of your lugging water from the
spring for me.”

“ Why, Lillie 17 said Cecie, softly, “ you should
have offered it to him first.”

“ | thought I did right to offer it to my sick sister
first,” replied Lili, with a tender glance at thc
lounge.

“ You did right, my good little girl 1” exclaimed
Jack, giving back the cup. He looked from one
to the other of the big boys, and wondered how
they could witness this scene and not be fouchcd
by it. But he only said :

“ Have these young men too much Betterson
blood in them to dress the favvn, if | leave it with
you ?”

“We'll fall back on our Dalton blood, long
enough for that,” said Wad, taking the sarcasm in
good part.

“ A little young venison will do Cecie so much
good 1” said Mrs. Betterson. “ You are very kind.
But don’t infer that we consider the Dalton blood
inferior. | was pleased with what you said of La-
vinia’'s native refinement. | feel as if, after all, she
was a sister to be proud of.”

“ You should
with another
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At this last display of pitiful vanity, Jack turned
away.

“ The idea ofsuch a woman concluding that she
may be proud of a sister like Vinnie !” thought he.

But he spoke only to say good-by; for just then
Link carne riding the mare to the door.

She was quickly harnessed to the buggy, while
Link, at his mother’s entreaty, put on a coat, and
made himself look as decent as possible. Then
Jack drove away, promising that Link, who accom-
panied him, should bring the mare back in the
morning.

“Mother,” said the thoughtful Lili, “ we ought
tohave got him some supper.”

“1 thought of it,” said the sick woman, “ but
you know we have nothing fit to set before him.”

“ He won’t famish,” said Rufe,— “ with the large
stipply of sauce which he keeps on hand ! Mother,
I wish you would n’t ever speak of our Betterson
blood again; it only makes us ridiculous.”

Thereupon Mrs. Betterson burst into tears, com-
plaining that her own children turned against her.

“ 0, bah !” exclaimed Rufe, with disgust, stalk-
ing out of the room, banging a milk-pail, and
waking the baby. “ Be sharpening the knives,
Wad, while I milk; then we'll dress that fawn ina
hurry. Wish the fellow had left us the doe instead.”

Chapter VIII.
HOW VINNIE MADE A JOURNEY.

Leaving Jack to drive homc the borrowed mare
inthe harness of the stolen horse, and to take such
measures as he could for the pursuit of the thief
and the recovery of his property, we have now
tosay a few words of Mrs. Betterson’s younger
sister.

Vinnie had perhaps thriven quite as well in the
plain Presbit household as she would have done in
the home of the ambitious Caroline. The tasks
early put upon her, instead of hardening and em-
bittering her, had made her self-reliant, helpful and
strong, with a grace like that acquired by girls who
rarry burdens on their heads. For itis thus that
labors cheerfuliy performed, and tridis borne with
good-will and lightness of heart, give a power and
acharm to body and mind.

Itwas now more than a year since George Green-
"ood, who had been brought up with her in his
ttncle’s family, had left the farm, and gone to seck
J's fortune in the city. A great change in the
. use>and a very unhappy change for Vinnie, had
«en the result. It was not that she missed her

ster-brother so much; but his going out had oc-*
tasioned the coming in of another nephew, who
Moughta young wife with him. The nephew filled

e’rge’s place on the farm, and the young wife
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showed a strong determination to take Vinnie's
place in the household.

As long as she was conscious of being useful, in
however humble a sphere, Vinnie was contented.
She did her daily outward duty, and fed her heart
with secret aspirations, and kept a brave, bright
spirit through all. But now nothing was left to her
but to contend for her rights with the new-comer,
or to act the submissive part of drudge where she
had almost ruled before. Strife was hateful to her;
and why should she remain where her Services were
now scarcely needed ?

So Vinnie lapsed into an unsettled State of mind,
common enough to a certain class of girls of her
age, as well as to a larger class of boys, when the
great questions of practical life confront them:
“Whatam | to be? What shall I do for a living?”

How ardcntly she wished she had money, so that
she could spend two Ol- three entire years atschool!
How eagerly she would have used those advantages
for obtaining an education which so many, who
have them, carelessly throw away! But Vinnie
had nothing— could expect nothing— which she did
not earn.

At one time she resolved to go to work in a fac-
tory; at another, to try teaching a district school;
and again, to leam some trade, like that of dress-
maker or milliner. Often she wished for the free-
dom to go out into the world and gain her livelihood
like a boy.

In this mood of mind she received two letters.
One was from Jack, describing his accidental visit
to her sister’s family. The other was from Caroline
herself, who made that visit the occasion of writing
a plaintive letter to her “ dear, neglected Lavinia.”

Many tears she shed over these letters. The
touching picture Jack drew of the invalid Cecie, and
the brave little Lilian, and of the sick mother and
baby, with Caroline’s sad confession of distress, and
ofher need of sympathy and help, wakened springs
of love and pity in the young girl’'s heart. She
forgot that she had anything to forgive. All her
half-formed schemes for self-help and self-culture
were at once discarded, and she formed a Coura-
geous resolution.

“ 1 will go to lllinois,” she said,
of my poor sister and her sick children.”

Such a journey, from Western New York, was
no small undertaking in those days. But she did
not shrink from it.

“ W hat!” said Mrs. Presbhit, when Vinnie's de-
termination wasannounced to her, “ you will go and
work for a sister who has treated you so shamefully
all these years? Only a half-sister, at that! 1'm
astonished at you ! | thought you had more sperit.”

“ For anything she may have done wrong, | am
surc she is sorry enough now,” Vinnie replied.

“ and take care
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“ Yes, now she has need of you !” sneered Mrs.
Presbit.

“ Besides,” Vinnie continued, “ | ought to go,
for the children’s sake, if not for hers. Think of
Cecie and the poor baby; and Lilian, notten years
oid, trying to do the housework! 1 can do so
much for them !~

“ No doubt of that; for | must say you are as
handy and willing a girl as ever | see. But there’s
the Betterson side to the family,— two great, lubberly
boys, according to your friend's account; a proud,
domineering set, | warrantye! The idee of mak-
ing a slave of yourself for them ! You'll find it a
mighty uncom f’table place, mark my word 1”

“ 1 hope no more so than the place I am in now,
— excuse me for saying it, Aunt Presbit,” added
Vinnie, in a trembling voice. “ 1t isn’t your
fault. Butyou know how things are.”

“ 0, la, yes ! she wants to go ahead, and order
everything; and | think it's as well to let her,—
though she’ll find she can’t run over me! But I
don’'t blame you the least mite, Vinnie, for fceling
sensitive; and if you 've made up your mind to go,
I sha’n’t hender ye,— | ’ll help ye all I can.”

So it happened that, only four days after the re-
ceipt of her sister’s letter, Vinnie, with all her
worldly possessions contained in one not very large
trunk, bade her friends good-by, and, not without
misgivings, set out alone on her long journey.

She took a packet-boat on the canal for Buffalo.
At Buffalo, with the assistance of friends she had
made on board the boat, she found the captain of
a schooner, who agreed to give her a passage
around the lakes to Chicago, for four dollars.
There were no railroads through Northern Ohio
and across Michigan and Indiana, in those days;
and, although there were steamboats on the lakes,
Vinnie found that a passage on one of them would
cost more money than she could afford. So she
was glad to go in the schooner.

The weather was fine, the winds favored, and
the “ Heron” made a quick trip. Vinnie, after
two or three days of sea-sickness, cnjoyed the voy-
age, \Vhich was made all the more pleasant to her
by the friendship ofthe captain and his wife.

She was interested in all she saw,— in watching
the waves, the sailors hauling the ropes, the swell-
ing of the great sails; in the vessels they met or
passed, the ports at which they touched, the fort,
the Indians, and the wonderfully clear depth of the
water at Mackinaw. But the voyage grew tiresome
toward the ciése, and her heart bounded with joy
when the captain carne into the cabin early one
morning, and announced that they had reached
Chicago.

The great Western metrépolis was then a town
ofno more than eight or ten thousand inhabitants,
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hastily and shabbily built on the low level of the
plain stretching for miles back from the lake shore.
In a short walk with the captain’s wife, Vinnie saw
about all of the place she cared to; noting particu-
larly a load of hay “ slewed,” or mired, in the
mud-holes of one of the principal streets; the sight
of which made her wonder if a great and flourish-
ing city could ever be built there !

Meanwhile the captain, by inquiry in the resorts
of market-men, found a farmer who was going to
drive out to the Long Woods setilement that after-
noon, and who engaged to come with his wagoén to
the wharf where the “ Heron” lay, and take off
Vinnie and her trunk.

“ 0O, how fortinate!” she exclaimed.
good everybody is to me 1l Only think,
reach my sister’s house to-night!”

“ How
1 shall

Chapter IX.

VINNIE'S ADVENTURE.

In due time a rough farm-wagon was backcd
down upon the wharf, and a swarthy man, with a
high, hooked nose, like the inverted prow of a ship,
boarded the schooner, and scratched his head,
through its shock of stiff, coarse hair, by way of
salutation to Vinnie, who carne on deck to meet
him.

“ Do’ no’s you'll like ridin’ with me, in a lumber-
wagon, on a stiffboard seat.”

“ 0, I sha’n't mind,” said Vinnie, who was only
too glad to go.

“ What part of the settlement are you goin’ to?”
he asked, as he lifted one end of the trunk, while
the captain took up the other.

“ To Mr. Betterson’s house;
my sister,” said Vinnie.

The man dropped his end of the trunk, and
turned and glared at her.

“ You've got holt o’ the wrong man this time!"
he said. “ I don’'t take nobody in my wagén to
the house of no sich a man as Lord Betterson. Ye
may tell him as much.”

“ Will you take me to any house near by ?” said
the astonished Vinnie.

“ Not if you're a connection of the Bettersons’
I won't for no money! |'ve nothin’ to do with
that family, but to hate and despise 'em. Tell 'em
that too. But they know it a'ready. My fiame’s
Dudley Peakslow.”

And, in spite of the captain’s remonstrance, the
angry man turned his back upon the schooner, and
drove offin his wagon.

It took Vinnie a minute to recover from the shock
his rude conduct gave her. Then she smiled faintly
and said:

“It’'s too bad

Mrs. Betterson is

I could n't have a ride in his oid
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ivagon! But he wouldn’t be very agreeable com-
pany, would he?”

So she tried to consolé herself for'the disappoint-
ment. She had thought all along: “ If I cando
no better, I will take the stage to North Mills;
Jack will help me get over to my sister’'s from
there.” And it now seemed as if she might have
to take that route.

The schooner was dischanging her miscellaneous
freight of Eastern merchandise,— dry goods, gro-
ceries, hardware, boots and shoes,— and the captain

SURVEYOR
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could be, inquiring your way to Betterson’s; but
I never dreamed— excuse me, | would n't have
played such a jokc, if I had known !”

“ Whatjoke?” Vinnie demanded.

“ Why, there’s no Jenkins— Judkins— what did
I cali their iames? | just wanted to have a little
fun, and find you out.”

Vinnie trembled with indignation.
to go.

“ But you haven’'t found me out,” he said, with
an impudent chuckle.

“ 1’'ve found out all I wish to know of you,” said
Vinnie, ready to cry with vexation. *“ I’'ve come
alone all the way from my home in Western New
York, and met nobody who wasn't kind and re-
spcctful to me, till I reached Chicago to-day.”

The wrctch seemed sliglitly touched by this re-
buke; but he laughed again as he finished his
glass.

“ Well, it was a low trick.

She started

But 't was all in fun,

I tell ye. Come, drink your wine, and make up;
we’ll be friends yet. Wont drink? Here goes,
then !”

And he tossed off the contents of the second
glass.

VALENTINES

[Febeuasv,

*

“ Now we'll take a little walk, and talk over our
Betterson friends by the way.”

She was already out of the room. He hastened
to her side; she walked faster still, and he carne
tripping lightly after her down the stairs.

Betwixt anger and alarm, she was wondering
wlietlier she should try to run away from him, or
ask the protcction of the first person she met, when,
looking eagcrly from the door-way as she hurried
out, she saw, across the Street, a face she knew,
and uttered a cry ofjoy.

“ Jack! O, Jack!”

It seemed almost like a dream, that it should in-
deedbe Jack, then and there. He paused, glanced
up and down, then across at the girlish figure start-
ing toward him, and rushed over to her, reaching
out both hands, and exclaiming:

“ Vinnie Dalton ! is it you?”

In the surprise and pleasure of this unexpected
meeting, she forgot all about the slim youth she
was so eager to avoid a moment before. When
she thought of him again, and looked about her,
he had disappeared, having slipped behind her,
and skipped back up the stairs with amazing agility
at sight of Jack.

( To be coutinued)

FASHIONS I'N

By Alexander

There was a time when Valentines were simply
love-letters written on very faney note-paper, with
some poetry and a bunch of forget-me-nots at the
head. Years ago my dear oid grandmother made
me happy by sending one of these, which | have
still, and very prettyitis, although the ink is faded
to a yellow. The poetry is especially nice, but the
punctuation marks are left out, as they did n’t care
about these troublcsome little things in the good
oid days. | think itsaid:

“ When the sunshinc is around thee
In the dark and silent night
In the cottagc and the palace
May thy way be always bright!”

Ofcourse | couldn’t imagine who sent it, —nobody
who gets a valentine ever can,— but | strongly sus-
pected Sally Lawton, and she had a bite out of all
my apples until | found out my mistake. Tommy
Jones was her valentine, and | gave him a punching

VALENTINES.

W ainwright.

for it, too, as he v*is mean, and pretended ali the
while that he did n’'t like her.

However, the oid fashion has passed away, and
Valentines are now very elabérate things, employing
thousands of skillful workmen in their manufacture.
They serve as the covers of all sorts of costly
presents, and some of them are real works ol
art. Clever designers are constantly cmployed in
the invention of new combinations, plcasing cffects
of grouping or color, and whimsical surprises. The
most careful labors of draughtsmen, lithographers,
wood-engravers, painters, color-printers, card-board,
artificial flower and feather makers are spent upon
them, to say nothing of the assistance given by
workers in silk, silver and glass. Even the tropical
forests of Brazil and the depths of the sea are ran-
sacked for fresh materials.

There is one firra in London which has three
hundred and sixty-eight different kinds of valen-
tines. The cheapest are two cents each, and the
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fincst cost nearly sixty dollars. All are pretty, and
some are magnificent. One is called “ Love’s
Photograph.” A tiny mirror is hidden beneath a
bunch of rlowcrs, and some dear girl finds that the
reflection of her own face is your love’s photograph.
There are true lovcrs’ knots painted on the softcst
satin; birds of bright plumage under gauze ; girls
in silver frames; paper flovvers which bloom when
the valentine is opened and ciése when itis shut;
more paper flovvers hidden behind screens of silver
and in little vvicker baskefs, with exotic flowers
painted by hand on the finest silk and framed in
silver lace.

No florist ever succeeded better than the mod-
em valentine-maker does in putting together
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More than this, marine flowers gathered from the
bottom of the Mediterranean Sea are used in val-
entines, and real birds are quite common. As Lucy
opens the box that comes for her with a whole
string of postage-stamps upon it, it is possible that
she will find the cunningest of humming-birds in a
little nest, holding a message in its beak. Not the
picture of one, mind you, but a real one, that has
been caught and stuffed for the valentine-maker.
The latest fashion in valentinos is to combine
them with useful articles. A lace or pearl-handled
fan, costing sixty dollars, is secreted beneath
flowers and mottoes and Cupids. A fine silk
necktie, for a gentleman or boy, is wrapped in
white gauze, with the tender sentiment: “ Through

NL'NS MAKING FEATHER FLOWERS.

the prettiest colors. Blush roses and forget-me-
nots; camelias, with rich dark green leaves; lilies
of the valley, water lilies, ferns and pansies are
combined with a wondrous degree of taste and skill.
Sometimes the valentine is the miniature of a
transfonnation scene in a theater. It is folded and
unfolded by an ingenious arrangement, which re-
vedisa garden, with a flock of birds flying over it,
and a jalce of mirror-glass, with a swan upon its
shining surface.

Sometimes, too, the flowers are neither painted
fior made of paper or muslin.

Far away in Brazil, there is a large convent, in
which the sedate nuns make gay artificial flowers
«ntirelyout ofthe feathers ofthe gorgeous birds that
aunt the forests of South America. | cannot give
fon an idea of how rich and lustrous they are.

cloud and sunshine | am thine.” Articles of dress
orjewelry often are enclosed. Sometimes a smok-
ing-cap or a pair of embroidered slippers. The
descriptive catalogue of Mr. Rimmel, the London
perfumer, includes Valentines containing Japanese
ornamental hair-pins, cravats, pin-cushions, chate-
laine bottles, brooches, gold watch trinkets, lockets,
turquoise and garnet rings, silver filigree brooches,
car-rings and bracelets, head-dresses and double
smelling-bottles. Then, too, there are musical
Valentines in the form of glove and handkerchicf
or jewel-cases. One magnificent affair costs forty
dollars. Itis made of palé blue silk, and trimmed
with gilt. At one side isa compartment for gloves,
and at the other a place for handkerchiefs, with
two beautiful smelling-bottles in the middle. As
the lid is raised, a musical-box, hidden underneath,
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plays a favorito air, such as, “ Then youTIl remem-
ber me,” or an air from an opera.

I am not sure that the new custom of making ex-
pensive presents is better than the oid one of
writing a love-letter, and it certainly is not a proof
of greater affection in the senders.

A plcasant improvement might be made upon
both the oid and new customs without sacrificing
the observance of the day. Let the boys and girls
make their own Valentines, during the long winter
evenings. All the necessary materials may be
purchased for twenty-five or thirty cents at a sta-
tioner's store. Suitable designs are to be found in
many books, and some tinsel, crayons, water-colors,
and lace-paper would enable clever young fingers
to produce very pretty things. There might, for
instance, be a simple Grecian border around a
sheet of lace-paper, and, inclosed within this, a
lily, a rose, or some illuminated verses. Decal-

THE LITTLE

TORN PRIMER.

[Febkuary,

comanie would do very well, in case the valentine-
maker could not draw; or, better still, pressed
leaves might be called to the Service. A red
autumn waif or two, carefully dried, pressed, and
mounted on tinted paper, and surrounded by a
wreath of ivy, would be pretty. Or one might
make something lovely out of very delicate grasses,
mosses, and lichens, arranging them at the head
of the paper, leaving space for a letter beneath.
This would cali for a tasteful box-envelope. A
little care, taste and patience would work wonders
with the simplest materials.

Valentines of this kind would be more highly
prized by a sincere friend, too, than the finest pro-
ductions of the professional valentine-maker. At
the same time, their preparation would afford you
many hours of amusement, and exercise in thc use
of color and form that would be profitable to you
in countless ways.

TORN PRIMER.

By Margaret Eytinge.

Millie ran into the dining-room and threw her
books down on the dining-table.

“ 1 knew all my lessons to-day,” she said, “ and
I want my dinner; and oh! did you have black-
berry pie ?”

But what I am going to tell is not about Millie
or blackberry pie, but about the books after Millie
and her mamma had gone out of the room and left
them to themselves.

“ Millie is a very clever little girl,” said the
Grammar, “ and talks very well. 1 take great
credit to myself for teaching her to speak so cor-
rectly.”

“ Yes,” said the Arithmetic, “ she is bright, and
can’'t be beat in Addition, Subtraction, Multiplica*
tion and Divisién. Really bright children always
understand my rules; I make them so clear and
plain.”

“ She should be very much obliged to us,” joincd
in the Geography, “ for without us she could not
be clever at all. For instance, see how much /
tell her. | describe all countries, including her
own ; all bodies of water, all mountains, the differ-
ent kinds of people— thousands of things. In fact,
/think the information /im part” (uost books use

big words) “ the most interesting and valuable she’
obtains.”

“ Pshaw !” sneered the History. “ You 're alone
in that opinién. Where does she learn all the par-
ticulars about different countries, including her
own, as you say ? ‘ChristopherColumbus, a native
of Genoa, Italy, discovered America in the year
1492. He set sail with three small

“ Oh, do stop that,” interrupted the other
books; “ we’'ve heard that until we are sick of
it.”

“ Sometimes | wish he had never set sail,” added
the Geography.

“ Where does she learn about the great battles,
— the lives of the kings, queens, and emperors?"
continued the History, waving its cover triumph-
antly; “ about the illustrious Father of his Country,
George Washington, who never ”

“ Don’t believe it!” interrupted the books.

“ And if he never did, History does,” said the
Arithmetic— “ many a one. It is onlyfigures that
never lie.”

“ From what does our Millie gain knowlcdge”—
here spoke the Natural History— “ of beasts and
birds and fish ? All things that walk, or fly, or

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



i85

creep, or swim, or stop still and only breathe ?
The wonderful habits of the insects, the traits of
the massive elephant, and the capers of the mis-
chievous monkey ?”

“My friends”— here joined in a tiny voice for
the first time, causing the books to stand up on
their edges and look over at the comer of the room
where lay the little torn Primer, from which it pro-
ceeded— “ my friends, | know you all help to make
Millie wise and learned ; but of what use would be

THE
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all you can tell if she could not read it? You would
be nothing without me !”

“ You !” cried the others, in a scornful voice.

“ Yes, me,” answered the little torn Primer. “ I
taught her her letters. Without knowing them,
what good would any book be to her?”

“ How tiresome small books are,” said the His-
tory.

“ 1 guess I'll take a nap,” yawned the Geogra-
phy. And so the conversation ended.

MARMOSETS.

[ SEE FRONTISPIECE-]

MARMOSETS are cunning little monkcys from
South America, and are often very tame and gentle.
These little creatures are about the size of squirrels,
but they have very oid and wise faces. Some of
them look as if they knew as much as anybody.
But the two in our frontispiece, which is copied

BLUE

AND

from a beautiful picture by Sir Edwin Landseer, do
not seem to know what sort of an insect it is that
has alighted on the leaves of the pine-apple. So
they have jumped up to examine it. If they come
too ci6se and get its little sting in one of their noses,
they may find out more than they want to know.

PINK.

(A Valentine Story.)

By Susan

WO Valentines lay together in
the pillar post-box. One was
pink and one was blue. Pink
lay a-top, and they crackled to
each other softly in the paper-
language, invented long since
by Papyrus, the father of

Manuscjipt, and used by all written and printed
sheets unto this day. Listen hard, next time you
visit the reading-room at the Public Library, and
you will hear the newspapers exchanging remarks
across the table in this language.

Said the pink valentine: “ I am prettier than
you, much prettier, Miss Blue.”

Blue was modester. “ That may be true, my
dear Miss Pink; still, some folks like blue best, |
think,” she replied.

“ 1 wonder they should,” wenton Pink, talking in
prose now, for Valentines can speak in prose and in
rhyme equally well. “ You are such a chilly color.
Now/ warm people. They smile when they see

me- | like that. It is sweet to give pleasure.”

Coolidge.

| like to give pleasure, too,” said Blue, mod-
estly. “ And | hope | may, for something beauti-
ful is written inside me.”

“ What? oh 1what?” cried Pink.

“ 1 cannot say,” sighed Blue. “ How can one

tell what is inside one? But | know it is some-
thing sweet, because
She who sent me here,
Is so very fair and dear.”
Blue was running into rhyme again, as Valen-

tines will.

“ 1 don’'t believe a word of it,” said Pink, dig-
ging her sharp elbow into Blue’'s smooth side.
“ Nothing is written inside me, and |’'m glad of it.
I am too beautiful to be written on. In the middle
of my page is a picture, Cupid, with roses and
doves. Oh, so finel There is a border too,
wreaths of flowers, flowers of all colors, and a
motto, ‘ Be mine.” Be mine 1 W hat can be better
than that? Have you got flowers and 1Be mine’
inside, you conceited thing? If not, say so, and
be ashamed, as you deserve to be.”
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Again the pink elbow dented Blue’'s smooth en-
velope.

But Blue only shook her head softly, and made
no answer. Pink grew angry at this. She caught
Blue with her little teeth of mucilage and shook
her viciously.

“ Speak,” she said. “ 1
shut-up people. Speak!”

But Blue only smiled, and again shook her head.

Just then, the pillar-post opened with a click.
The postinan was come. He scooped up Pink,
Blue, and all the other letters, and threw them into
his wallet. A fat yellow envelope of law-papers
separated the two Valentines, and they had no
further talle.

Half-an-hour later, Pink was left at the door of
a grand house, almost the finest in the town.
Charles, the waiter, carried her into the parlor,
and Pink said to herself: “ What a thing it is to
have a mission. My mission is to give plcasure 1”

“ A letter for you, Miss Eva,” said Charles. He
did not smile. Well-behaved waiters never smile ;
besides, Charles did not like Eva.

“ Where is your tray? ” demanded Eva, crossly.
“ You are always forgetting what mamma told you.
Go and get it. But when she saw Pink in her
beautiful envelope, unmistakably a valentine, she
decided not to wait. “ Never mind this time,” she
said; “ but don’'t let it happen again.”

“Who 's your letter from, Evy ?” asked grand-
mamma.

“ 1 have n't opened it yet, and | wish you
would n't cali me Evy ; it sounds so back-woodsy,”
replied Eva, who, for some mysterious reason, had
waked that morning very much out of temper.

“ Eva 1” said her father, sternly.

Eva had forgotten that papa was there. To
hide her confusién, she opened the pink envelope
so hastily as to tear it all across.

“ O dear 1” she complained.
wrong.”

Then she unfolded the valentine. Pink, who
had felt as if a sword were thrust through her heart
when her envelope was tora, brightened up.

“ Now,” she thought, “ when she sees the
flowers, Cupid and doves, she will be pleased.”

But it was not pleasure which shone on Eva’s
countenance.

“ W hat's the matter ?” asked papa, seeing her
face swell and angry tears filling her eyes.

“ That horrid Jim Slack!” cried Eva. “ He
said he’'d send me a valentine just like Pauline’s,
and he hasn't. Hers was all birds and butterflies,
and had verses ”

“ Yours seems pretty enough,” said papa, con-
solingly.

“ It's not pretty enough,” responded Eva, pas-

hate your stuck-up,

“ Everything goes

BLUE AND

PINK.

[February,

sionately. “ It’s a stupid, ugly thing. | hate it
I wont have it.”

And, horrible to State, she fiung Pink, actually
flung her, into the middle of the fire. There was
time for but one crackling gasp; then the yellow
fiame seized and devoured all— Cupid, doves,
flowers 1  Another second, they were gone. A
black scroll edged with fiery sparkles reared itself
up in the midst of the glow ; then an air-current
seized it, it rose, and the soul of Pink flew up the
chimney.

Blue, meantime, was lying on the lap of a little
girl of twelve, a mile or more from this scene of
tragedy. Two plump hands caressed her softly.

“ Sister, may | read it to you just once more?"
begged a coaxing voice.

“ Yes, Pet, once more. That'll make five times,
and they say there is luck in odd numbers,” said
another voice, kind and gay.

So Pet read :

“ My dear is like a dewy rése
All in the carly morn:
But never on her stem there gvows
A single wounding thom.

My dear is like a violet shy,
W ho hides her in the grass.
And holds a fragrant cup on high
To blessall men who pass.

My dear is like a merry bird,
My dearis like a rill,

Like all sweet things or seen or heard,
Only she’s swcctcr still.

And while shc blooms beside my door,
Or sings beneath my sky,

My heartwith happiness runs o’er,
Content and glad am |I.

So, sweethcart, read me as | run,
Smile on this simple rhyme,
And choose me out to be your one

And only Valentine.”

“Isn’t itlovely ?” said Pet, her blue eyes dancing
as she looked up.

“ Yes, it’s very nice,” replied sister.

“ 1 wish everybody in the world had such a nice
valentine,” went on Pet. “ How pleased they’d
be. Do you suppose anybody has sent Lotty one?
Only that about the bird would n’t be true, because
Lotty’s so sick, you know, and always stays in
bed.”

“ But Lotty sings,” said sister. “ Shc’s always
singing and cheerful, so she ’s like a bird in that."

“ Birdics with broken wings
Hide from each other;
But babies in trouble
Can run home to mother,”

hummed Pet, who knew the St. N icho1as jingles
by heart. “ But poor Lotty has n'tany mamma to
run to,” shc added, softly.
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“No; and that's a reason why it would be so
specially nice to give her the pleasure ofa valentine
like yours.”

“ 1 wish somebody had sent her one,” said Pet,
thoughtfully.

“1don’t suppose there is another in the world
just like yours,” said sister, smiling at Pet.

“ Then she can’'t have one. What a pity.”

“ She might have thisof yours," suggested sister.

“ But— then— | should n’'t have any,” cried Pet.

“ 0O yes, you would, and I'll tell you how,” said
sister. “ You 've had all the pleasure of getting it,
and openingand reading it, already. T/iat's yours
to keep. Now, if I copy the verses for you on
plain white paper, you can read them over as
often as you like, till, by and by, you learn them
by heart. W hen you have done that they will be
yours for always ; and, meanwhile, Lotty will have
the pleasure of getting the valentine, opening,
reading, learning, just as you have done— so you
will get a double pleasure instead of one. Don’t
you see ?”

“ That will be splendid,” cried Pet, joyously.
“ Poor Lotty, how glad she will be ! And I shall
have two pleasures instead of one, sha’n’t 1 ?”

“How nice,” thought Blue, “ to have given two
pleasures already ! ”

Sister copied the verses, a fresh envelope was
found, and Blue was sent on her way. When she
was carried upstairs to Lotty’s room, she thought it
the pleasantest place she had ever seen. Sunshine
was there—on the wall, on the plants in the win-
dow, most of all in Lotty’s face, as she sat up in
bed, knitting with red worsted and big needles.
When Blue was put into her hands, she laughed
with astonishment.

“For me !” she cried. “ Who could have sent
it? How pretty it is— how pretty! A great deal
too pretty for me. Oh, what a kind, dear some-
body there is in the world !”

Evcrybody in the house was glad because Lotty
wasglad. Grandmamma carne in to hear the valen-
tine; so did papa, and Jack, Lotty’s big brother,
and Fred, her little one. Even the cook made up
anexcuse about the pudding, and stole upstairs to
hear the “ fine verses which somebody had sint to
Miss Lotty. It’s swate as roses she is, any day,”
saidcook ; “ and good luck to him for sinding it,
whoiver he is.”

Byand by, Lotty’s tender heart began to busy
itselfwith a new plan.

“ Grandma,” she said, “ I'm thinking about
‘Ille Mary Riley. She works so hard, and she
hardly ever has anything nice happen to her.

D°n't you think I might send her my valentine—
">a different envelope, you know, with her fiame
°nitand all ? She 'd be so pleased.”

PINK. 247

“ But | thought you liked it so much yourself,
dear,” replied grandmamma, unwilling to have her
darling spare one bit of brightness out of her sick-
room life.

“ Oh, I do; that’s the reason | want to give it
away,” said Lotty, simply, and stroking Blue, who,
had she known how, would gladly have purred
under the soft touch. “ But I shall go on liking it
all the same if Mary has it, and she’ll like it too.
Don’t you see, grandmamma? | ’'ve copied the
verses in my book, so that I can keep them.”

Grandmamma consented. The new envelope
was found, Mary’s address was written upon it, and
away went happy Blue to give pleasure to a fresh
friend.

“ This is best of all,” she said to herself, as Mary
laid aside her weary sewing to read over and over
again the wonderful verses, which seemed to have
dropped out of fairy-land. She almost cried with
pleasure that they should be sent to her.

“ 1 wish I could buy a frame for 'em— a beautiful
gold frame,” she whispered to herself.

' Pink would have been vain had she heard this;
but Blue glowed with a purer feeling— the happi-
ness of giving happiness.

Mary read the verses over a dozen times at least
before putting them aside; but she did put them
aside, for she had work to finish, and daylight was
precious. The work was a birthday frock. When
the last stitch was set, she folded it carefully, put
on cloak and bonnet, and prepared to carry the
frock home, Last ofall, she dropped Blue into her
pocket. She did not like to leave it behind. Some-
thing might happen, she thought.

It was quite a grand house to which the birthday
frock went. In fact, it was next door but one to
the house in which Pink met with her melancholy
fate. The little girl who was to wear the frock was
very glad to see Mary, and her mamma carne up-
stairs to pay for the work.

‘* Have you any change?” she said. “ Come
nearer to the fire. It is coid to-night."
Mary was confused by this kindness. Her fingers

trembled as she searched for her porte-monnaie,
which was at the bottom of her pockct, underneath
her liandkerchief. She twitched out the handker-
chief hastily, and with it, alas ! carne Blue. They
were ciése to thc grate, and Blue was ilung into the
fire. Mary gave a scream and made a snatch. It
was too late ! Already the llames had seized it;
her beloved valentine was gone, vanished into
ashes !

* Was it anything valuable ?” asked the lady, as
Mary gave a little sob.

“ Oh, n-o— yes, ma’am ; that is, it was verses.
I never had any before. And they were s-o beauti-
ful !” replied poor Mary, half-crying.
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The lady gave her an extra dollar for the sewing,
but this did not consolé Mary.

Meantime, the ghost of Blue flew up the chim-
ney. Upon the roofhovered a dim gray shade. It
was the ghost of Pink, wind-blown for a little space.

“ How sad life is!” sighed Pink’s ghost—

“ .
I was young, | was fair,

And now | 'm in the air.
As ugly gray ashcs as cver were.”

“ How sweet life
Blue—

is!” murmured the ghost of

“1ve only lived a little while,

But | have made three people smile.”

A chickadee who heard the two ghosts discours-

THE PICTURE I N THE
By Mary A.
When | was a little girl, and went to visit

grandma Lewis, | always slept in the “ fire-place
bedroom.” 1 don't know why it was so called, for
almost all the rooms had fire-piaces; perhaps be-
cause this room was so small and the fire-place so
big. It was just across the hall from grandma'’s
room; the doors were opposite, only my room,
being in the wing, was two steps lowcr than the
hall. It had one window openingon an oid woodcn
balcony’, so overgrown with trumpet-creeper that
the railing was quite hidden. Two or three slats
were nailed across the lower part of the window,
and grandma often warned me never to climb over
them or set foot on the balcony, for a carpentcr,
who had been making repairs on the house a year
or two before, had told her it was unsafe.

“ When | was a little girl,” said she, “ | used to
lean over that railing and pick cherries from a big
trec that grew so ciése to the house, its branches
almost touched the windows; thatwas a good while
ago, my dear; there’s nothing left of the cherry-
tree now but that oid stump where | set my box of
geraniums.”

“ Was that picture here when you were a little
girl, grandma,” | said, pointing to one which hung
over the mantel— the only picture in the room.

“ No, mydear. Your Unele Henry brought that
from England when he was a young man. He
could tell you all about it if he were here. |
believe he bought it at an auction sale of oid books,
pictures and furniture. It was labeled, ‘ Portrait—

FIRE-PEACE BEDROOM.

[Februarv,

ing now flew down from the roof-peak. He
gathered Blue’s ashes up into his beak, flew down
into the garden, and strewed them about the root
of a rose-tree.

“ In the spring you ’'ll be a rose,” he said.

Then he flew back, took up Pink’s ashes, bore
them into another garden, and laid them in the
midst ofa bed ofchickweed.

“ Make that chickweed crop a little richer, if you
can,” he chirped. “ All the better for the dicky-
birds if you do; and a good thing for you too, to
be of use for once in your life.”

Then the chickadee flew away.
get accustomed to plain speaking.

This.was the end of Blue and Pink.

Ghosts have to

FIRE-PLACE BEDROOM.

Hallock.

supposed to be two children ofthe Bourhope fam-
ily— (painter unknown).” If your Unele were here
he could tell you about it.”

Grandma went out of the room in her still way
and left me musing before the picture. Itwasa
boy and girl sitting together in a deep window-seat
reading from the same book. The boy might have
been fifteen; he looked tall and slim; his tliick
brown hair was tied back with a ribbon ; he seemed
to be reading very intently, leaning forward with
his head resting on his hand. The girl looked
younger than her brother. She was fair and round,
dressed in a quaint, close-fitting gown of crcarny-
white satin, with facings and petticoat of blue; her
light hair was drawn up and fastened in a knot with
loops on the top of her head ; there were white
frills round her neck and sleeves, and a broad band
of black velvet round her fair throat. She leaned
back, one little foot in its quaint, high-lieeled slip-
per, pushed out; one arrn round the neck ofa dog
which had pressed ciése to her, resting his head
against her lap. The window-seat was paneled in
dark carved wood, and great bars of sunlight
streaming in, made a glow of light and color
through the picture.

I had spent hours gazing at these two readers so
silently intent on the great book spread open before
them; they filled a good sharc of my daily thought.
I had made up a dozen different stories about them,
and it was with great interest | discovered that they
had once really lived. It seemed to me dreadful
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that they should have been labeled like oid rub-
bish and sold at auction. What had become of
that “ Bourhope family,” tvhose pictures had wan-
dered into such strangc places? . All that afternoon
I was turmng over in my mind a list of pretty
fiames that would “ go” with Bourhope— Lionel

‘N THE
nd Amy, Geoffry and Agnesi philip and £
, Marjone or Elsie, or ; itwas a difficult mat-
r to dec.de, and | was still thinking about it that

'y room after gtandma had lighted my

nL ‘n

downn“ i g Ven her g°od-niSht kjss- | sat
another | le footof thc bed. half undressed, to take

h : I‘QrO d m ¢
Iunirtam candk—ﬁng){u they aigok ly rearr'
i 110St f:incy 1 saw t,le g‘rlI’'s drooped eye-

fomn 3S if She werc about to look UP at last
er book- How tired they must be. reading

vol. 11.— 17.

heroinc-
ed strange

iids

FIRE-PLACE BEDROOM.

all those years. | must have sat there a long time.
had come back to the question of a fiame, and said,
halfaloud, to myself: “ What shall I cali her?”
‘ Calime Dorothy, please,” a soft voice answered.
Yes, it certainly carne from the picture, for, look-
ing up, | saw that my girl had turned her face and

FIRE-PLACE DEDROOM.

was smiling down at 'me, while a faint color cam
to her cheek.’

It seemed quite natural to hcar her speak at last
but could it be possible that her fiame was jus
plain Dorothy? “ You don’t really mean it,”
said. “ Itsounds socommon ; why, it’s like a dairv
maid’s iame!”

Here the boy looked up and said haughtily:

“ Many ladies of our family have been callee
Dorothy; itis my mother’s flame, and she does n’i
look like a dairy-maid.”
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“ Nobody said she did, stupid ! The little girl
does not think my fiame pretty— no moredo I. 1'd
far rather be called Clara or Isabel.”

“ It is your fiame, and mamma’s, and | like it,”
said the boy with a half-smile and half-frown.
“Well, I'm glad you do; only you needn’t be

cross about it.”

Here 1 offered some apology for having spoken
slightingly of Dorothy’s iame, but Dorothy’s broth-
er begged | would n’'t mention it— he was always
“ too quick;” then he leaned across his sister’s lap
and began pulling the dog’s ears, while she said:
“’'Tis not for yourselfyou are quick, W alter; you
speak up always for others.”

He laughed at that, and sprang up, shutting the
big book with a bang.

“ You should go to court, Dolly, with your fine
little speeches. 1 'm going to feed my spaniel pups.
W ill you come, too? They are such beauties—as
like as the peas in a pod.”

“ And all like their mother, | suppose. No,
thank you; she killed my pet kitten last spring,
and | don’t care to see her horrid little pups1”

“ Why, Dorothy, surely you would nit blame
the puppies for what their mother did before they
were born ?”

“ 1 don’t blame them; only I don't like them.”

“ Well, girls are queer. Next, you wont like
me, because | 'm Juno’s master. Come Vik.” He
whistled to the dog, and they botli went away out
ofsight down a long hall, the dog’s quick feet rat-
tling beside the boy’s echoing tramp.

Dorothy leaned back against the wainscot and
threw up one arm behind her head. “ Walter is
vexed with me, but he wont stay vexed long; he
never does; he always gives up first whenever we
quarrel. | shouldn’t wonder if we soon heard him
calling under the window.”

She smiled down at me half triumphantly under
her drooped eyelids, and | thought to myself that,
for all she was so pretty, perhaps she was a little
spoiled; but I only said: “ What can you see from
that window ?”

“ Oh, thc terrace, and the yew-tree walk, and
perhaps W alter with his dogs.

if he has gone.”
“ 1 wish I could,” 1

Let uslook and see

began to say, and then |

FIRE-PLACE BEDROOM.

[February,

found myself beside Dorothy in the window-seat.
She pushed open the casement, and we both leaned
out. Below was the terrace, with its broad stone
railing, and the yew-tree walk beyond, crossed with
dark lines of shadow. It was all very still in the
low afternoon sunlight. W alter was not to be seen,
and while we listened for him, another sound carne
softly from a distant chamber.

“ Ah,” said Dorothy, “ that is mamma’s harp.
She will begin to sing by and by; shall we go down
and hear her?”

I was eager to go at once, when |
remembered that | was half undressed.

“ Never mind,” Dorothy said, “ you can wait
here a moment and | will fetch you something to
put on.”

W e went together down a long hall, with many
dim oid pictures hung high above the wainscoting,
and a row of deep windows, like the one we liad
just left, throwing broad bars of light across the
floor. Each time we crossed the shadow into the
light, Dorothy, with her fair hair and shining dress,
looked more and more unreal in her beauty. At
the end of the hall hung a curtain of tapestry. |
did not see any door, but Dorothy lifted one end
of the curtain, and, looking back, said: *“ Wait
here a moment.” Then she dropped the heavy
curtain between us, and | heard her footsteps going
on a little way, then down a short flight of steps.
A door seemed to open, for suddenly the music
sounded very loud and sweet; then died away

suddenly

again.

| waited a long time for Dorothy, but she did not
come. It grew dark and coid in the hall, awind
waved the curtain a little now and then, and letin
a gleam of lamp-light that shot a long reflecto
across the polished floor. I thought I would just
raise the curtain a little and cali Dorothy, but1l
never did, for | suddenly found myselflying across
the foot of the bed in my own little room. A shut-
ter had blown open, my candle was flaring wildly,
and there, in the picture over the fire-place, sat
W alter and Dorothy Bourhope reading astheyhad
always been.

I felt very stiff and coid, and somehow disap-
pointed.

If 1 had only raised that curtain a little sooner.
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By Mary a.

XE bliown mother-bird sat in her nest
mthjour sleepy birdlings tucked wunder hér

j. ™

And herqueru 10]]50hirrup fell ceaselessand lew,

and fro d r°Cked thc ]j,ac-tre< »«t t6
. A
r angs! lie smwhje 1
Your ni r f°ry' 3 thing that befell
AmonthlL t-.]R‘°ther,°nC m*Asumrner morn,
«go, birdies— before you were born.

‘ler °nigi* inS and drea“ ini the long sum

the

through
8

TiJl the dawn flushed its pink

Wh moonlight;
them 7 feliShyOU cC°U,d hCar £ once < faintly

A" ar°’Und me the silvery sound of a bell.

“Trena chorus of ke])s, S~ noA
U % Gireads OF%RMEThWARY SNase LVTER §198° v

Lthrce Ittle rollicking midgets below.

FAIRY

FAIRY WEDDING.

WEDDING.

Lathbury.

17 ngsT " r WaS aSdr 35leh humm'ng-birds’
And a cioud of the tiniest, daintiest things
°nC dreamed °f “ me ~tittering

L ei

A cluster of trumpct-flowers swayed in the air.

*As | sat all a-tremble, my heart in my bili—
I~ stayby the nest, thought I , ~ en

S°fair,SaW With ‘heSC 6X63 by that trumpet-vine

A whole fairy bridal train poised in the air.

“ Such a bit of a bride! Such a mantel of grace '
In a shimmer of rambows and gossamer lace ¢

Nt ;, the goom dgyed ws denfro

Which a little elf-usher justcaught with his wing.

t™n‘Pet-flower glided the train,

(

CAndVTn

n

“

brain, CrCpt Over mY

A me! 'UCked ",y hCad Under wing) ‘ Deary

W hat a sight for a plain little mother like me I’ ”
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By C. A.

W hen | was a boy I lived in one of those rustic

neighborhoods 011 the outskirts of the great “ Maine
woods.” Foxes were plenty, for about all those
sunny pioneer clearings birch-partridges breed by
thousands, as also field-mice and squirrcls, making
plenty of game for Reynard.

There were red foxes, “ cross-grays,” and “ sil-
ver-grays;” even black foxes were reported. These
animals were the pests of the farm-yards, and made
havoc with the geese, cats, turkeys,-and chickens.
In the fall of the year, particularly after the frosts,
the clearings were overrun by them night and
morning. Their sharp, cur-like barks used often
to rouse us, and of a dark evening we would liear
them out in thc fields, “ mousing” around the
stone-heaps, making a queer, squeaking sound
like a mouse, to cali the real mice out of their grass
nests inside the stone-heaps. This, indeed,
favorite trick of Reynard.

At the time of my story, my friend Tom Edwards
(ten years of age) and myself were in the turkey
business, equal partners. We owned a flock of
thirty-one turkeys. These roosted by night in a
large butternut tree in frontof Tom’'s house in the
very top of it, and by day they wandered about the
edges of the clearings in quest of beech-nuts, which
were very plenty that fall.

All went well till the last week in Octobcr, when,
on taking the census one morning, a turkey was
found to be missing; the thirty-one had become
thirty since nightfall the previous evening.
the first one we had lost.

W e proceeded to look for traces.
were divided. Tom thought itwas “ the Twombly
boys,” nefarious Sam in particular. | thought it
might have been an owl. But under the tree, in
the soft dirt, where the potatocs had reccntly been
dug, we found fox-tracks, and two or three ominous
little wads of feathers, with one long tail feather
adrift. Thereupon we concluded that the turkey
had accidentally fallen down out of the butternut—
had a fit, perhaps— and that its flutterings had at-
tracted the attention of some passing fox, which
had, forthwith, taken it in charge. It was, as we
regarded it, one of those unfortunate occurrences
which no care on our part could have well foreseen,
and a casualty such as turkey-raisers are unavoid-
ably heirs to, and we bore our loss with rcsignation.
We were glad to remember that turkeys did not
often fall off their roosts.

This thcory received something of a check when

is a

It was

Our suspicions

FOX-TRAP.

[February,

FOX-TRAP.
Stephens.

our flock counted only twenty-nine the next morn-
ing. There were more fox-tracks, and a great many
more feathers under the tree. This put a new and
altogether ugly aspect on the matter. No algebra
was needed to figure the outeome of the turkey
business at this rate, together with our prospeclive
profits, in the light of this new fact. It was clear
that something must be done, and at once, too, or
ruin would swallow up the poultry firm.

Rightly or wrongly, we attributed the mischief
to a certain *“ silver-gray ” fox that had several
times been seen in the neighborhood that Autumn.

It would take far too much space to relate in de-
tail the plans we laid and put in execution to catch
that fox during the next two weeks. | rccollcct
that we set three traps for him to no purpose, and
that we borrowed a fox-hound to hunt him with,
but merely succeeded in running him tohisburrow
in a neighboring rocky hill-side, whcnce we found it
quite impossible to dislodge the wily fellow.

Meanwhile the fox (or foxes) had succeeded in
getting two more of the turkeys.

Heroes, it is said, are born of great crises.
dilemma of ours developed Tom's genius.

“ 1Tl have tliat fox,” he said, when the traps
failed; and when the hound proved of no avail, he
still said: “ I’ll have him yet.” N

“ But how ?” | asked. Tom said he would show
me. He brought a two-bushel basket and went
out into the fields. In the stone-heaps, and beside
thc oid logs and stumps, there were dozens of de-
serted mouse-nests, each a wad of fine dry grass as
large as a quart box. These he gathered up, an
filled the great basket.

“ There,” said he, triumphantly, “ don’t them
smell mousey ?"

They did, certainly; they savored as strongly
of mice as Tom'’s question, of bad grammar.

“ And don’'t foxes catch mice ?” demanded Tom,
confidently. _

“ Yes, but | don’t see how that’s going to cate
the fox,” | said.

“Well, look here, then, I’'U show ye,
“ Play you's the fox;

This

said he.
and play’twas night, an

you was prowling around the fields. Go oit no»
out there by that stump.”
Full of wonder and curiosity, | retired to

stump. Tom, meantime, turned out the mass

nests, and with it completely covered hnnseit.
pile now resembled an enormous mouse-nest,
rather a small hay-cock.

n

Pretty soon | hear
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low, high-keyed, squeaking noise, accompanied by
a slight rustle inside the nest. Evidently there
were mice in it; and, feeling my charactcr as fox
at stake, I at once trotted fonvard, then crept up,
and, as the rustling and squeaking continued,
made a pounce into the grass—as | had heard it
said that foxes did when mousing. Instantly two
spry brown hands from out the nest ciutched me
with a most vengeful grip. As a fox, I strugglcd
tremendously. But Tom overcame me fortlnvith,
choked me nearly black in the face, then, in dumb
show, knocked my head with a stone.

“ D ’ye see, now!” he demanded.

I saw.

“ But a fox would bite you,” | objected.

“ Let him bite,” said Tom. “ 1 'll resk him
when once | get these two bread-hooks on him.
And he can’t smell me through the mouse-nests
either.”

That night we set ourselves to put the stratagem
inoperation. With the dusk we stole out into the
field where the stone-heaps were, and where we
had oftenest heard foxes bark. Selecting a nook
in the edge of a clump of raspberry briars which
grew about a great pine-stump, Tom lay down,
and | covered him up completely with the contents
of the big basket. He then practiced squeaking
and rustling several times to be sure that all was
ingood trim. His squeaks were perfect successes
-made by sucking the air sharply betwixt his
teeth.

“ Now be off,” said Tom, “ and don’t come
poking round, for get in sight, till you hear me
holler.”

Thus exhortcd, | went into the barn and estab-
ished myself at a crack on the back side, which
looked out upon the field where Tom was am-
bushed.

Tom, meanwhile, as he aftenvard told me,
waitecl till it had grown dark, then began squeak-
'ng ancl rustling at intervals, to draw the attention
0 1. fox when first he should come out into the
clearing, for foxes have ears so wonderfully acute,
lat they are able to hear a mouse squeak twenty
rodsaway, it is said.

Tom must have grown pretty

It was a moonless evening,
could see objects at a

An hour passed.
mired of squeaking.
nough not very dark. |

e distar>ce through the crack, but could notsee
» kr as the stump. It got rather dull, watching
"=re; and being amidst nice cozy straw, | pres-

went to sleep, quite unintentionally. | must
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have slept some time, though it seemed to me
but a very few minutes.

W hat woke me was a noise— a sharp suppressed
yelp. It took me a moment to understand where |
was, and why | was there. A sound of scuffling
and tumbling on the ground at some distance
assisted my wandcring wits, and | rushed out of
the barn and ran toward the field. As I ran, two
or three dull whacks carne to my ear.

“ Got him, Tom?” | shoutcd, rushing up.

Tom was holding and squeezing one of his hands
with the other and shaking it violently. He said
not a word, and left me to poke about and stumble
on the limp warm carcass of a large fox that lay
near.

“ Bite ye?” | exclaimed, after satisfying myself
that the fox was dead.

“ Some,” said Tom ; and that was all | could get
from him that night.

W e took the fox to the house and
candle. It was the “ silver-gray.”

Tom washed his bite in coid water and went to
bed. Next morning he was in a sorry and a very
sore plight. His left hand was bitten through the
palm, and badly swollen. There was also a deep
bite in the flesliy part of his right arm, just below
the elbow, several minor nips in his left leg above
the knee, and a ragged “grab” in the chin.
These numerous bifes, however, were followed by
no serious ill effects.

The next day, Tom told me that the fox had sud-
denly plunged into the grass, that he had caught
hold of one of its hind legs, and that they had
rolled over and over in the grass together. He
owned to me that when the fox bit him on the chin,
he let go of the brute, and would have given up
the fight, but that the fox had then actually at-
tacked him. “ Upon that,” said Tom, “ | just
determined to have it out with him.”

Considering the fact that a fox is a very active,
sharp-biting animal, and that this was an unusually
large male, | have always thought Tom got off very
well. 1 do not think that he ever cared to make a
fox-trap of himselfagain, however.

W e sold the fox-skin in the village, and received
thirteen dollars for it, whereas a common red fox-
skin is worth no more than three dollars.

How, or by what wiles that fox got the turkeys
out of the high butternut, is a secret—one that
perished with him. It would seem that he must
either have climbed the tree, or else have practiced
sorcery to make the turkey come down.

lighted a
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VAMBERY AND HIS DONKEY.
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TRAVELER.

By John Levvees.

It would be very natural in any of us to suppose
that no man who depended for his conveyance upon
sosmall a donkey as that one on the opposite page,
would be likely to go far enough to gain a reputa-
don as a great traveler. But although a small
donkey is not to be despised, when it comes to
pulling and carrying and bearing hardships, still
the man in the picture did not depend upon a
donkey.

Indeed, with the exception of his own legs, he
did not really depend upon any of the ordinary
methods of traveling, for he seemed to be able to
go pretty much where he pleased, whether people
ingeneral were able to get there or not.

This man— Arminius Vambery— was born in
Hungary in 1832, and very early in life became
noted for his knowledge of languages, especially
those of Eastern countries. The first use that h'e
made of his knowledge of these difficult tongues
waes to teach them to other people.

Heset up at Pestli as a teacher oflanguages; but
asthe Austrian authorities expelled him from the
city for political reasons, he concluded to travel,
and put his acquirements to a practical use. So he
went to Constantinople, and thence to many parts
ofthe East, never before reached by a European
traveler.

Some of the places which he visited were con-
sidered to be sacred, and no unbeliever was allowed
10come near them, under penalty of instant death
"ere he discovered. But Vambery disguised him-
sellas a dervish, and traveled, sometimes alone and
sometimes with pilgrims and caravans, through the
deserts of Tartary to the city of Khiva. From here
nemade his way to Bokhara, a celebrated city of
Gential Asia, one of the great seats of Mahometan
learnmg. It ought to be a learned place as well
IS a religious one, for there are said to be one
wndred and three colleges and three hundred and
S y m°sques within its walls. A good Mahom-

, n >nBokhara might go to a different mosciuc
almost every day in the year.

j\hcn Vambery had satisfied his curiosity in

okhara, as far as was possible, he pushed on to

eamarcand, an important city about one hundred

ti» " rt5 miles tO tlle east’ Samarcand possesses
omb of Timur, and used to be the capital of

one of the greatest empires ever known, and the
center of Asiatic learning and commerce. But it
has dwindled away very much since that time; and
when Vambery visited it, it was full of interest, of
course, but bereft of much of its ancient magnifi-
cence and splendor.

We cannot follow Vambery in his various wan-
derings. Sometimes he bestrode his little donkey,
and sometimes he sailed in curious vessels on the
Caspian Sea. He lived in Turcoman tents; hunted
wild beasts; traveled with caravans; rodé alone on
his camel at night through the solitary desert; met
with escapcd murderers who lived in caves; carne
across a whole army of wild and savage asses, who
offered battle to him and his party; attended grand
festivals, where all the guests plunged their hands
into the dishes; went to fairs where everybody,
buyers and sellers, was on horseback.

Atone time, he carnevery near being discovered
by a sharp young prince, who declared that he
believed he was an Englishman in disguise. But
the good dervish, Vambery, seemed so offended
and shocked at such a speech, that after awhile the
prince was very sorry that he had hurt the poor
man’s feelings.

At last our traveler, liaving reached the borders
of Persia, on his homeward journey, threw off his
disguise, and jnounted on a good horse and at-
tended by a faithful servant, soon reached Teheréan,
where he was cordially welcomed by both the
English and the native citizens. Even the Persian
King thought so well of his exploits that lie made
him a member of the Order of the Lion and the
sun. I don't know what particular advantage
this was to Vambery, but it wasa conipliment, and
| suppose he liked it.

Vambery has written a book called “ Travels and
Adventures in Central Asia,” and also several other
books about Persia and Asia.

When | last heard of him he was Professor of
Oriental languages at the University of Pesth.

It isa very fine thing to travel and see strange
countries and strange people, but when you are
obliged to make believe that you are a strange
person yourself, and run the risk of being killed if
you are found out, itwould, in most cases, be better
to stay at home.
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THE RIDE TO SCHOOL.

“Thou shalt have a ride to school on my sled,” said Cari to his chub-by

lit-tle sis-ter Ka-ren; and Gretch-en and | will be the horses.”

“ Oh, that is beau-ti-ful!” cried Ka-ren, with bright, beam-ing eyes;
and she danced a-round in her lit-tle red shoes.
They were three Ger-man chil-dren who lived with their fath-er and
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moth-er in the far a-way West-ern State of Min-ne-so-ta, where it is so
coid in win-ter that the snow lasts a long while.

Ilien Cari pulled his sled out ol the barn, and Ka-ren was seat-ed in
the mid-dle of it, with her lit-tle bask-et, which held three round cakes
and a ro-sy ap-ple. Gretch-en pinned a large vvarm shawl o-ver her hood,
put on her nice wool-en mit-tens, and, kiss-ing her sweet lit-tle face, said:
ILook, how ro-sy she is;” and Ka-ren smilecl back on her, say-ing:
“Yes, that is fine, dear sis-ter.”

Then Gretch-en put her lunch bask-et on the sled; but Cari had his
lunch in a nap-kin, which he slung o-ver his sho.ul-ders; and, tuck-ing his
trou-sers in-to his boots, a-way they all went, laugh-ing and sing-ing.

I he lit-tle rob-ins scratched in the snow, cry-ing “Tweet, tweet, we

want some-thing to eat.” The pig-eons strutt-ed up and down the roofs
of the hous-es, or flew a-way to the barn, say-ing, soft-ly, “ Coo, coo, coo,
come to the barn, ver-y good eat-ing there—coo, coo, coo!” The pus-sy

cat sneezed, and lift-ed her paws ver-y high, for she ha-ted the snow, and
wished it were al ways sum-mer.

But the lit-tle Ger-man chil-dren liked win-ter as well as sum-mer.
They were the ver-y best chil-dren in school that day; and, when schoo!
was o-ver, Cari and Gretch-en gave Ka-ren an-oth-er de-light-ful ride.

|l gave my puss a mac-a-roon,
And bade her eat with a sil-ver spoon ;
I brought a glass of spark-ling wine,
And bade the pret-ty creat-ure difie.

But see what carne of it, a-lack !

That naught-y pus-sy turned her back ;
Now was n’t it a dread-ful sight

To see a puss so im-po-lite ?
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GOOD-MORROW, my boysand girls! What shall
Jack tell you about this time? Something about
something, eh? That's easily done. W hat sav
you to

CROWS' NESTS MADE OF FISH BONES?

The crows who live near my wood always build
their nests of interwoven sticks and twigs, and they
are strong enough to last year after year, if they
are not as handsome as those of some other birds.
But one of my crow-neighbors tells me that he has
cousins who live on far-away islands where there
are neither trces fior shrubs, and these crows build
their nests, and very good-looking ones too, of the
dried and bleached bones of large fish that have
been thrown up on the shore.

Queer nests, | should think, but they show the
ingenuity and perseverance of the birds. How
much better than to sit down and caw sulkily that
they will not build any nests at all, because they
can’'t getjust the material they prefer for the pur-
pose.

TUMBLE-WEEDS.

My Eastern children will say, “ What are tumble-
weeds ?” when they first see this paragram; but

the little Western folk will shout, “ Ho! ho!
we 'vc seen them ! The funniest things that ever
were !

All 1 know about them is that they belong to

the Western prairics, but don’t make their appear-
ance until the land has been broken by the plow.
Then they start up and take possession for a year
or two, and after that they slowly disappear.

They have great big heads, formed ofa nct-work
of stiff little branchcs, and their roots are like
slender young beets. Late in the season, when
they get dry, the wind tears them up, roots and
all, and off they go, skipping, flying and tumbling
over the country like good fellows. They look, in

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

[Febr,arv,

the distance, like some sort of lively animals, and
what is more, it would take a lively animal to catch
them ; for sometimes, in a high wind, they can out-
run a galloping horse.

I wish some of the well-behaved children here-
about would take a hint from the tumble-weeds
and be a little more nimble in their ways. One of
these days a good run will be set down among the
lost arts— see if itis n't—if the children don’t°play
more. There is a teacher in a gricky green gown
who walks through our meadow sometimes with
her girls, making the poor .things all march ina
double row like soldiers. Don’t | wish she 'd take
a hint from the tumble-weeds !

THE SUMMER-SURGEON.

Such news ! The strangest little surgeon ! But
you shall hear all about him. He always carriesa
small case of the queerest, sharpest jnstruments
that were ever made. Pie is the tiniest little fellow,
and his wonderful instruments can only be seen
when they are placed under a glass called a micro-
scope, which magnifies them, or makes them large
enough to be seen.

In this surgeon’s case there are two cutting-
blades, or lancets, two tiny saws, one hollow tube,
and one sharp-pointed instrument, which is also
hollow, like a tube. Now, when he thinks it worth
while to bleed any one, he opens his little case, and
first pierces the skin with the sharp blades; then
he cuts the flesh with the two little saws to make
the blood flow fast, and then he pours through one
tube a fluid into the wound to make the blood thin
enough to flow easily, after which he draws up the
blood through the other tube into the vessel pre-
pared for it, until he thinks that he has bled the
poor patient enough.

Now what do you suppose this surgeon’s fiame
is? He is called Mr. Gnat, and he is nonc other
than the troublesome little inscct that stings one
so often in summer. He uses all these wonderful
instruments just to get a sip of blood from some
tempting boy or girl— the rascal!

SAILORS’ LANGUAGE.

I AM always in my pulpit, but not always preach-
ing. | spend the most of my time in listening to
all sorts of strange and wonderful things, in order
to tell them to my children. But sometimes | hear
things that puzzle me very much. The other day
two sailors were talking together, and it took more
than my wit to find outwhat they meant. One said
he had just come from the “ roaring forties," where
he had many times “ sailed in the teeth of the
wind,” and had been “ caught in the eyc of the
storm.” You would have believed his observation,
that his companion was as “ deafas a coal-bunker,”
if you had heard the tone in which he shouted out
his remarles.

Then the other sailor began to talk. He said
that he too had just returned from a voyage. The
sea had been as “ smooth as blubber ” most of the
time, but one night when there was “ just a capful
of wind,” and “ all s’ls” were “ set” to catch it,
and *“ everything was as quiet as a night dog-
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watch,” down carne a brig and struck her right
“amidships.” “ An’, sir, the cap’n only had time
tosing out toman the gig, thejollyboat and dingy,
when in the water we were! Indeed,” the sailor
wenton to say, “ | s’pose we'’'d ha’ gone to Davy
Jones’ locker if the brig had n’t sent along her dory
and yawl to pick us up.”

Now what do you suppose any sober-minded
Jack could make of all that? | can’t describe to
you how it béthered me to carry all these queer ex-
pressions in my head till my traveled bird-friends
should come along. Some of them had taken lon°-
voyagesin ships, and so could understand the terms
my sailors had used.

Well, the end of it all is, I know now that the
“roaring forties” means the distance on the At-
lantic Ocean between the fortieth and fiftieth
parallels of latitude; thatthe sailors gave the fiame
lo that space because the ocean is so stormy
there. To sail in the “ teeth of the wind ” means
toproceed in the direction from which the wind
comes, and to be “ caught in the eye of the storm”
isto be right in the center of it, which isa very
dangerous thing. “ A capful of wind” turns out
to be a nice brisk wind, not a gale, for even a
spanking breeze— which last, by the way, is a wind
that blows quite strongly, but steadily, and is just
what a sailor likes best.

As for 1's’ls,” that is only the sailor-sound for sails.

When | heard that a “ dog-watch” means a
watch that is two hours long, I could n't imagine
what sort of a watch it could be; but it appears
that when a ship is at sea there must ahvays be
some one to keep watch night and day, in order to
avoid acciclents. So onc officer will watch from
six oclock till ten, another from ten o’'clock till
twelve, a third from twelvc o’clock till two, and a
fourth from two o’clock till six. The two short
penods between ten o’clock and two in the day-
time, and the same in the night, are called dosr-
watches. °

Upon hearing this, I was going to remark that
thiswas a very queer iame, but remembering that
all the other iames and terms were queer too |
said nothing about it.

As for hitting “ amidships,” that only means
ihat one vessel struck the other in the center.

Yawl” and “ dory,” and many of the other words
are plain enough, now that | understand them ;
trLut wc have had sailor-talk long enough for this

ne.

A LETTER TO JACK.

Here is a letter just received from my kinsman,
breen Dragén:

Din» r,,-,,, T, Chinquepin Island, Mississippi River.

Cittnf IL T w U I'ii: am 5ure Y?" remember your cousin
f>hmitofs?andreaPerereW * gMiu*,Ccd “ the
ma”™H tnOU PreaQllcr yo" ?re getting to be, my dear cousin!

days be-

«te acrii« ;' pu,P,ter >he la"d ~ quoted as vou. Your famc has
fisiinriw T KUnCS = f3y Isand homc 11l * e midst of thc Mis-
fa& ."i~ hibrators . dam. happily situated mere, at the head of

' oo ight of ofd * . ortm KT
aft for 2 k- g g Mormon [°'™ Nauvoo,
fgghk%ﬁfgﬁg—s‘r_x tl?”ﬁ(a {fﬂ'”i H@ H{ FCh"O'f"CiViﬁZaﬂngl.f[ 1 don't
Just@iirskPk e givilization. | 'mm sure it means A6 good to us flowers.

i time tis i T d ourswcet Roscl. Yo" aHd 1 remember
nrm,k ePem-igcedisimple-hearted wood-

ﬂl‘%ﬁﬂtificia? mageigp%wgm\(c died for- Now see what a

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
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But titere 's one flower here civillzation has not corrupteti. Jack

C “y tlpr cousut, dtd you ever see her-the great American
lotus,— the Indian Quccn ? She is like a dream of the Tropics

vn m Ile ynd“ the solemn waters, is the tone, snake-like
root; up through the wave rtses the sinevvy stem; on the river's
bosom spread out Itkc a kntghtly shicld, frccly lloats the teaf-a vard
and a-ha» wtde, Jack. Bravety uplifted ahove the flood, in herye!-
low robes and glistcnmg amberjetvcls, sits the regal lotus, swecten-
tng the brccze with her warm, spicy, almond-navored breath.

i here are strange stones told o f this Quecn Lotus-of how pricsts
and sages of oid made pilgnmagcs to her homc in the Nile: of how
she playee! bo-peep with Moses in the bttlruslies. Pharaoh’s
daughter, it is said, was making her periodical visit to the lotus when
she discoyered the handsome boy. Between oursctves, Jack, | don’t
behetc this lotus ofmine, here on the Mississippi, is the same as the
anclent lotus of the Nile. 1 heard a scientific gentleman say that the
Nile lotus is purpte. My lotus is a delicatc, creatny yellow.

ihe children along the Mississippi like lotus-nuts, and cali them
water-chinquepins. 1he German children cali them Yankec-nuts.
h,,rwif£ “C":atcr-hlIT.ar™ v e lo my lotus, issometimesseen here;
but her homc is the lake. Flowers and folks are both better olT at
homc. Here the lily draggles; she can’t lift herself above the re-
tinng waters. Yourcousin, Green Dragon.

STARVING CHILDREN.

It’s a terrible thing to say, but 1'm told that
some children are starving this winter. Find them
and feed them, my darlings. Ask your parents to
help. Good warm clothes that you never wear
should not be stowed away in your homes now.
Somebody needs them.

BLRGMEAL.

A Norwegian boy, with eyes as blue as wood-
violets and hair of the palé gold color of a daffy
that has grown in the shade, lately told a young
lady, in my hearing, about a very queer sort of
nour that he had seen at home, and in a few other
countries— Tuscany, in Italy, for instance. It is
called bergmeal, he said (or bergmehl, from the
Germéan berg, mountain, and mehl, meal). To
give a loaf of bread made from this flour, would be
almost literally to give a stone for bread; for thc
bergmehl, our boy said, is not made from grain,
but from a very fine white or cream-colored pow-
der, mainly composed of flinty shells, so very small
that one square inch of the powder is said to con-
tam millions of them.

“ Is this bread good, and can one live upon it?”
the young lady asked the Norwegian lad.

He shook his head rather sadly, and said, “ No,
itis not good, and one could not live upon italone;
but in hard times when grain-flour isvery scarceand
costly, the poor people go out upon the mountains
and gather this powder to mix with grain-flour, to
make it last longer.”

Hc said that therewas something else in the berg-
mehl besides thc particles of flinty shells, and that
this something had a little nourishment in it; but
the main thing is that the mountain-flour increases
the bulk of the food, and even that is an advantage
in times of famine.

I was glad that the poor people of Norway could
get this bergmehl when they could not get good
grain-flour; but | would much rather we should
send them a few shiploads of wheat, or rye, or
buckwheat, or Indian-corn. Would n't you mv
dears ? r

Don’'t forget the birds this coid weather. geat-
ter crumbs for them, my children.
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Here is a lettcr from a little girl, printcd word for word as it was
written:

Orland, Octobcr u, 1874.

St. Nicholas : Sceing that a good many have written for this
book, I thought I would see what | could do about writing a story,
although I am but a little girl, nine years oid. You cannot expect
much from me.

Dear boys and girls, I am going to tell you a story about my little
pig. You may think this rather beneath thc notice ofa little girl, but
I do notagree with you. Any little boy or girl who did not have

for a little mothcricss lame pig, does not have any heart.

ncday, as my grandpa was out in the bam-yard, he saw a little
lame pig faying down on thcground. Itcouldnotwalk; butgrandpa
broughtit in the yard and fed it some milk for two or three days, and
then | asked pa if I could have it, and he said | might, and then 1|
took itand fed it, and you may think it funny bccausc | took the
dish that | fed it with and washed it. It was in thc suinmer. | took
coid water and washed the pig, and wiped it, and it licld just as still
while I did it. Itgot over being lame, and grew, till all at once it
llegan to refuse its food; and one morning when I went out to feed
111 found it missing. | looked all over for it, but could not find it.
binally we found it in thc wood-pilc; we took it out and buried it.

I read in my last magazinc about a little girl who had a cat, who
would ring at the hall-door. Now my grandpa (the same grandpa
that helped me take care of my little pig) had a cat that would open
the door, and not wait for any one to open it Birdie.

We gladly print three verses from a poem by E. B., entitled,

The Cooky with a Hole in lt.

Little man ! did you ever see
A gooky as nice as this?

Spiciness, ycllowncss, richness,
All to be bought for a kiss!

And see, it is made with a hole, sir,
Framed in for the middlc, so;

To hang it upon your finger,
Or even peep through, you know.

Spoke thc little man then, “ O yes, ma'am !"
Still a small doubt stirred his soul.
“ Yes,” again said little man, softly,

« But how doyou eat t/u hole ?

Jennie F. V. writes: “ | would like to tell other girls ofa way of
putting coal on thc fire so as_not to make a noisc. It is useful to
know about it, in case anyone is sick, or thereis a little baby aslcep
in the room, or you are helping to take care ofyour poorgrandfather,
sick with rheumatism. The last is my case. Grandpa cannotbear
thc noisc made by putting coal on the fire, so | was glad to learn ofa
good way of doing it softly. | put the coal in little paper groccry-
bags that the cook saves for me (but | suppose pieccs of newspapcr
would do to wrap them in). Then, when 1 get a scutticful of these
bags ofcoal, 1 wash my hands, and Mary carnes the scuttle up to
grandpa’s room for me. It is very handy. | can then lay these
little bags ofcoal on the fire so softly thata mousc could n't hearit;
and it is easicr, too, than lifting the scuttle. Jiesides, jt does n't soil
my hands. Somctimes when thc fire isn't-good | break thc bag just
a little, so that thc paperwill catch fire more casily.”

Brooklyn, Novecmbecr 23, 1874.

You told us last May how to make a
“ Christmas City,” so | have made one. It is on a board three
feet long, and two wide. There are fifty houses in all. It is laid out
with streets, and green yards with fences around them, and gravcl
walks and flowcr-beds, and trecs and shrubbcry. Two of the yards
have croquet sets, and two have artificial ponds. There isa riverin
one part of thc city, and a park in the ccntcr. No two housesare
exactly alike. There is a cathedral, with a chapel, a bishop’s palacc,
and a nunnery. There are two churchcs with parsonages; a collcgc
with a chapel and library; and three houses for the Prcsident and
Profcssors, all cnclosed in one yard, which | cali College Square.
There are three farm-houses and twelve cottagcs and a school-house;
two hotcls, two stores, a thcater, a bank, cight mansion-houses, four
barns, and two little summer arbors beside thc river. | was nine
years oid when | commenccd my city, but did not finish it till after |
was ten. But | fear | am writing too long a lettcr for your time and
paticncc. | willonly add that I sentmy City to the county fair, and
ot five dollars premium for it | am thinking some of making a

ohday Harbor, butdo not know as | can make the ships. | hopc
St Nicholas will have a good big turkey for hisThanksgiving dinner;
I think he deserves one for making me so happy.— From yourfriend,

Lizzie M. Bennett.

Dear St. Nicholas:

LETTER-BOX.

[February,

LETTER-BOX.

The Letter-Box asks why lhe mark in

Il is so callcd because made by thc wirc

is drained from the pulp of which ih»
Arnold Guyot Cambrén.

Dear St. Nicholas :
iscallcd a water-mark."
through which thc water
paperis made.

¢c-V.T.— We do not wonder that“ The Hidden Hand" in thc
conundrum picture puzzled you. We jntended that it should do so.
You could not, it is true, “ find” thc hidden hand in the picture ina
literal sense, but surcly the expression, “ find,”” is quite allowablein
this case, Ourswas a riddlc,orconundrum picture, and we cxpected
that all who undertook to interpret it would let their faney shed light
upon their wits.

Long ago, we said to a dear oid negro :

“ Eliza, here’'s a conundrum for you.
rheumatism like a church window?”
“You'll hab to tell ole 'Liza dat, I'sc

W hy is a person with thc

“ Dunno, chile,” said she.
thinkin'.”

“ W hy, Eliza, don'tyou know ? It’'s because it's full of pains.”

“ G'’'long,” cried Eliza, higlily indignanL “ Done come tcllin’
'Liza no sich stuff; 'taint nosich thing. Dey’s diff'rcnt kindsof
pains, dem is. Don’'t s’pose dey rubs limimcnt on church winder-
panes, doesyer? Ole 'Liza aint gwinc to believe no sich stuffas dat,
no how.”

It has been a surprisc and a pleasure tousto note that out of all thc
nine hundred and more who sent answcrs to our conundrum picture,
only SEVEN have since expressed any dissatisfaction whatever, and,
strange to say, thc things that they find faultwith are tire very answcrs
(printcd in December St. Nicholas) thata Very large juajority of
thechildren sent in without hesitation.

Y ou have so many fine stories about animals in
St. Nicholas, that I want you to picase put this onein. A lady
who carne to see my mother told it to us last night She said thatin
the house right back of hers in Brooklyn, they have a pet parrot.
On week-day mornings this parrot always has a good deal tosay
aboutwanting this and that; but 011 Sunday mornings last Summer
it would rousc the neighbors by shouting, “ Mary Elizabeth, get
ready for Sunday-school! Mary Elizabeth, get ready for Sunday-
school!” over and over again. The lady said that thc bird wasin
itscage hanging out of an upper window, where no one could talk to
itand tell it what to say without being seen or heard, and it never
said this on any morning but Sunday. Do you suppose the parrot
could count?— Your rcspectful friend, Lafe M. West.

Dear Editor:

Boston.
Deau St. Nicholas: Do you consider the expression, “ can’t see
it,” as slang? | like that socicty of “ Non-askers,” mentioned by
John Gregg in thc Letter-Box for lastJune. Don’'t you think the
girls ought tojoin ? Do you think ita good plan to learn poetry?
Can you tell me who wrotc that poem on “ The Burial of Moscs,”
beginning:
“By Nebqg's loncly mountain,

On thisside Jordan’s wave;

In a vale jll the land of Moah,

There liesa lonely grave?”

Yours respectiully, Minnie Thomas.

The expression, “ can’t see it,” is not ncccssarily slang, but it may
be used as slang, and is then disagrecablc to refined persons.
W hether it is slang or not depends entirely on thc motive of the per-
son using it.

W e wish that cvcry one of our girls would join thc Non-askers.

There can be no doubt that, for many rcasons, committing poetry—
good poetry— to memory is an excellent practice.

The poem you speak of was written, we believe, by a Mrs. Alex-
ander, and appeared first jl1a small monthly publication, the Chis
tiati Miscellauy, isstrcd by the Wesleyan Methodist Confcrence Pub-
lication Office in London.

Carril Maire and Louise Quintard —The anny of Bird-dc-
fenders has adopted a preamblc and resolutions, which fully explain
“whatit has to do.” You will find them in Mr. Haskins’ article,
“ For the Birds,” in St. Nicholas for December, 1873, orin Letter-
Box of the number for May, 1874.
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Charlwrites: “ Noticing tliat another contributor to your Riddlc-
Box is usine the NOW deplutne‘Charl,' | suggest that it would be
well for the latcst Charl to selecta dilTercnt fiame."

Ednvin S. Belknap wants to know how to make a sun-dial. Who

can tell him ?

oswego Boy, Who asksto be told « how to turn one's hand into
anoid tuoman— As other young folks also may wish to see or
exhibit this oid woinan during the firesidc season, we will answer

your query by two picturcs. The first will show you the markings

of India-ink, or burnt cork, to be made on one hand (the left, not the

nght; our artist has made a mistakc there) ;

the sccond will show you how to doublc

the same hand so as to form the oid woman’s

face. You then put a little kerchief on her

head, tying it under her chin, and Mrs.

McGrundy is complete. By moving the

hended thumb slowly the lady will appcar

tobe opening and closing her mouth. A

little practico will cnable you to accompany

this lip motion with appropriate speech, so

that Mrs. McGrundy may say a few words to her admiring friends.
By way of variéty, a small frillcd cap with a black band can be

made for the oid lady’s use, and a sort of stuffed gown can be held

upcloscly to the head by means of a cord sccured to the gown and

held tightly bctwecn the second and third fingers of the doublcd fist.

Bird-Defenders.

Thearmy of Bird-defenders hasreceived a large number o frecruits
since our last issue.

William J. F.t.DRIDGE (who writes that he is kccping an alphabet-
tcal listof the Bird-defenders) srnds, besides his own, the fiames of
JohnJ. Eldridgc, Lizzie H. Eldridgc, Alicc G. Troth and Lilian S.
Troth.

Bertha J. Rickoff, of Cleveland, Ohio, sends the following list:
Fauny Beckwith, Alice Burrows, Annic Burrows, Maud Hanna,
Anna Shipherd, Ncllic Runcy, l.illian Harwood, Florencc Hydc,
Mabel Alien, Tilly Huntington, Maggie Huntington, Annie Smithi
Albina Sanders, Willic RickolT, Bell J. Wattcrson and Bertha J.
Rickoff.

Libbie M. Butler sends her own and the following flames :
Minnie Clements, Ella Van Paiten, Gertic Layner and Jennie Butler.

Clinton B. Poe sends this list: Sam IC. Poe, Robcrt A Gregory,
Arthur Kimecrly, Carne Johnson, Waldo Morgan, Jennie Lawrencc
and Clinton B. Poe.

Charlie J. Bigelow joins the army, and sends other fiames, as
lolows: Frank Dingman, Willic Randall, Charlie Randall, Willie
blberhe, Nellic Burton, Sarah Pompenclla and Hattic Sullivan.

ltorence B. Lockwood asks to he cnrolled in company with a
twrcecrmts: Katic Radford, Conchita Cisncros, Clemencia Mestrc,

J. liemann, M. C. Murray and Benoni Lockwood.

Lit-v F. Conkey sends her sccond list: Cornelia W. Smith, Min-
« Adams, Nellic Wilkinson, lielen Kellogg, Willie Dafie, Minnie
nshley, Flora Page, Sclina Steinitz, N. J. Spurr and Frank L.

LETTER-EOX. )

o x

Besides the above, the following new fiames have been cnrolled:
John C. Howard, Sallic F. Bailey, Fred N. Luther, Mamic Bcach
and Lillie McGrcgor, Will E. Brayton, F. Grecen, George S. Brown,
S. Weaver, Minnie L. Shcrman, RobR. Sherman, KatieT. Hughes,
Ollie Hughes, Harry Winn, Lizzie M. Bcnnett, Hecnry K. Gilman,
Ruth and Mabel Davison, George F. Pease, Frankie L. Jones,
Mabel W. Baldwin, Henry O. Riddell, Harry N. Covell, A. R.
Diamond, Willie G. Foote and Lincoln Righter.

“Machen.”
Translation o f German Sketch in Dccember Number.

Earlty, when daylight appcars, the peasant gets out of bed. He
opens the chamber door and shuts it again, to go to his day’s work,
of which the beginning consists in lighting a ftre, in order first ofall
to prepare the coffee. His wife meanwhile elcans the room, puts
things in order, and arranges her hair. |If shcislong about it, her
husband gives her a cross look. Shc docs notreally caro much about
that; butitisnotvery chccring to have the rcmark constantly made
toyou: “ See that you hurrynow; | am so worried, | can do noth-
ing.” At last, as hesets outto go to the fair, there is so bad a snow-
storm that he hardly knows what to do, &c., &c.

Translations have been received from Corydon P. Karr, Fred W.
McKee and S. A. Ammon, Joseph Jastrow, Sigismund Dormitzer,
Carrie Hcsse, Mary B. McCoy, Emily Schumann, Lizzie Bradford,
James Espy, Edith W., Clara M. Gcarhart, Willie E. Mayer and
O. Smith.

I h e question, “ Who Was He?” in the paragraph of the Decent-
ber Lctter-Box concerning a certain noted man, has been corrcctly
answered by the following-named boys and girls, who send word that
Dr. Samuel Johnson is the person referred to: Tilomas Noel, Clara
Lee, Libbic M. Butler, Mamic Wagner, T. C. Merrcl, Gcorgie L.
Blood, Nettie E. Williams, A. R. Diamond, Olive Pratt, Mamie
Beach and Lillie McGrcgor, John O. C. Ellis, Laura A. Wilson, C.
W . and M. P., Clifton B. Daré, Lizzie Johnson, May Ogden, Stella
M. Luce, Edith W ., five membersofthercading-dassof Mrs. E.P.T.,
Lillie F. Conkey and NellicS. Colby.

will receive attention next month.

Our “ Word-makcrs”

Books R eceived.

Nursery Noonings. By Gail Hamilton. Harper & Bros., New
York. (A good strong book for parents.)
The Man in the Moon, and Other People. By R. w. Ray-

mond. J. B. Ford & Co., New York. (A collection ofvery enter-
(aining stories.)

F. Grant Co. ; or, Partnerships. By George L. Chaney.
Robcrts Bros., Boston. (A good book for boys.)

Children's Stories. By Eleven Harvard Sophomorcs. Roberts

Brothers, Boston. (Capital for the little folks.)

A Practical and Critical Grammar o f the English Languagc.
By Noble Butler. John I> Morton & Co., Louisvillc, Ky.

Twilight Stories, by Miss B. c. Rogcers: Twenty Stories and
Twenty Poems, hy Mrs. ¢. E. R. Parker; Bob Tinkcr and His
Friends, by Mary E. ¢. wyeth; Bessie Kirkland, by mMrs. M. E.
Miller; Lillie; or, The Little Christian's Toilet, by Mrs. H. E.
Brown; JoeandSally; or, A Good Dccd and Its Fruits; Little
Folks' Picture Book; Four " Dot” Books. Publishcd by the
American Tract Society, New York.

Little Storiesfor Little People.
folk, Va.

By James Barron Hope. Nor-

Mustc Received.

Friendship's Gift. A collection of popular pieces, simplified by
E. Mark. S.T. Gordon & Son, New York.

Fusionen IValtz. strauss.

Students’ Ball Waltzes.

The Happy Children. six easy dances for the piano.
Rummel. S. T. Gordon & Son, New York.

Songs of Lapland and Finland. Translatcd and adapted to the
music by Selma Borg and Marie A. Brown. Philadelphia.

Strauss.
By Jos.
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NICHOLAS! ST. NICHOLAS!

The “Ice-Boat Song,"from “Hans Brinkcr."

George J. Huss.

1and of children!Don-ble cinim have we As in youth-fiil joy we'resailing O’er a fro-zen sea!

2 air we're rushing.As our voic-cs h'e.”d,’ Are yon near us?do yon hear us. Nich-o - las, our friend 1

2 bltr)lvg»?nt bef?g:-:osn theasse- t?:yna%/ ;23 Cloel(?- Hcarts where sunny Ihoughts are welcome, Never can grow oid.
9 ’ glee. Bid lis thank thee as we're sailing O’er the froz-en sea.

Let us sing to thee.
Love can nev-er end.

Nev - er can grow oid.
So we singto thee!
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o -las | Saint Nich-o-las1
o -las ! Saint Nich-o-las i
o-las I Saint Nich-o-las |
o -lasi Saint Nich-o-las |

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

Let us sing to thee. Nich -
Love can nev-er end. Nicli -
Nev-er cangrow oid. Nich -

So we sing to thee.
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o-las! SaintNich-o -las!
o-las I Saint Nich-o-las!
o-las! Saint Nich-o-las1

Let us sing to
Love can nev -er
Nev-er can grow

THE

REVERSALS.

1. Take a word meaning to sepéarate, reverse it, and
liiiil a snare for vermin. 2. Belonging to animals ofa
certain kind; reversed, to barter. 3. A pest to society;
reversed, a kind of bird. 4. A nocturnal animal; re-
versed, an appendage to a cap. 5. A modern means of
divination ; reversed, a mineral. 6. To treat with con-
lempt; reversed, small sweet-cakes. 7. An ancientpoet
orrainstrel; reversed, a color. 8. Departed in liaste;
reversed, a kind of ware. r.g.

HIDDEN ACROSTIC.

At the foot of a bed,

And the base of the stair;
In the night, and the light,
In the back of a chair;
On the oid marble mantel,
In the edge of the door;
At the head of the table,
And inside a store.

Now place me together,
And, like the lost geese,
The whole you 'll find never,

For I 'm only a piece. aldebaran.

DROP-LETTER PUZZLE.

~Every other letter is omitted. N-v-r-o-d-m-w-a-y-u-
yo-n-d-r-t-n.(A bit of proverbial advice worth heed-
“ RUTHVEN.

Nich - o-las!Saint Nich-o-las1 So we sing to

rilan/.

4 thee.

RIDDLE-BOX.

CHARADE.

My second wakes when by my first
The birds are set a-singing,

And with the echo of their joy
The forest deep is ringing.

My whole, a dainty, fragile thing,
Braved wind and wave and tide,
And now enshrined in history’s page

It lives, a nation’s pride.

RIDDLE.

In my first, or my fourth, or it may be my third, yoia

will find my second lier whom you have been so long;
seeking, for she may become my whole.
get the money.

Marry her and.
p. V.

CROSS-WORD.

My first is in crow, but not in hawk;

My second is in landing, but not in dock;

My third is in horse, and also in mulé;

My fourth is in govern, but not in rule;

My fifth is in patch, but not in mend;

My sixth is in tear, but not in rend;

My seventh is in trouble, but not in grief;

My eighth is in robber, but not in thief;

My nintli is in saw, but not in seen;

My whole is the fiame of a wicked queen.
T. w. MG.
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REBUGS.
(The solution is a stanzafrom Tennyson’s ** In Mcmoriam.") NUMERICAS ENIGJ
The answer conbdt
eleven letters, and isfc
fiame of a river of il
4 United States. The 14
11, 5 is a médium. Ts
S, 2 is an exclamado.
The 10,7, 6,2, 4,3, 5
body of water.
ROTHVEN,
'
el Y-~
SQUARE-WORD.
1. A SEIfVANT. 2.1
sacred shield. 3. liare.
4. A Hindoo chief. 5.1
governor of a castle. i
Looked obliquely.
RUTH t
TRIPLE ACROSTIC,
The priméis, cefiré,
and finais form the nanr
of three musical instn-
M h ments. I. Smooth. t
wmmi Concord. 3. A soldier.
3 4. To environ. R
*ilfe
PUZZLE. REVERSIBLE DIAMOND PUZZLE.
One hundred and one by fifty divide, 1. A consonant. 2. To marry. 3. A mechanical
And then if a cipher be rightly applied, power. 4. A cave. 5. A consonant. Reversed: LA
And your computation agree with mine, consonant. 2. A boy’s fiame. 3. A feast. 4. Moistuit
The answer will be one taken from nine. x. 5. A consonant. J.s.R
COMBINED SQUAIIE-WOIID AND DIAGONAL. STAR PUZZLE.

Square-word : 1. Partof every carpet. 2. An open 1. Stang for companion. 2. Deceased. 3. A odor,
-space. 3. Used in guiding horses. 4. A short breath- 4. To make certain kinds of liquors. 5. To twist.
ing. Diagonals : A writing— a glimpse. M. c. AL M

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JANUARY NUMBER.

A Pilum Pudding.—i. Mace (M-acc). a. Flour (Flower). 3. A Picture Puzzle.—The inscription on the sign:

Clovce (Q—iove). 4. CurranlLs (currents). 5. India.n—meal. 6. Alispice Rove not from pole to pole. The man in here
(avyls-p-lcc). 7. Molas-ses' (Mq. lasses). 8. Candied Icmon-peel (can- W ill shave you ciése and smoodi, from ear to ear;
mdid-lcmon peal). 9. Citréon (sit run). 10. Suct (Suc ate). And that without a scratch to mar your beauty.

Enigma.— Do notjudge thcfcelings ofothersby your own. Your hair he'!l cut to suit you in a trice.

Double Acrostic.— Rainbow, Sunbeam.— Riddles, Adieu, In- And when 'tis done, you di marvcl at the pricc.
dian, Nab, Believe, Opera, Wisdom. Then let your wanderings stop.

Reversible Diamond Puzzle.—L, Wen, Repel, Ned, R. And enter in this shop.

Riddle — Camel, Carmel, Caramel. An En(.ertainment.— | rented.ncat, entertained,.gntere.d in

Geographical Acrostic.— St. Nicholas.— Saratoga, Tanganika, esll’m.ate, time seat, | set meat— SI,X}een on. extensmn—s}de—tat—
Nanking, lceland, China, Himalaya, Obi, Lapland, America, Scot- blcstidca, lest | hade— seveyal, reveais— megts, steam — Keais, late
dand steak, skatc—is grave, gravics— | on no, onjon— Arago sat, Sarauf*

' — gets veal be, vegetables— conversalion, tin covcrs on a—amu**

Beheaded R hymes.— Spin, pin,in. Charmed, harmed, armed. am used, made us— separate, ate pears— a speech, peaches— apncctt

Easy Diamond Puzzle— E, Ear, Eascl, Red, L. to a crisp—rice carne, icc-crcam— sinew, wines, swine— left, foiL

Answers to Puzzles in December Number were received previous to Dccember i8th, from James E. W hitncy, Jr., FlorcnccB
Lockwood, James Alexandcr, Jr., Milly I. Smith, Lizzie M. Park, M. E. and G. Bessic T.rﬁ. Bcncedict, “ M ayB., Not," Susic A
4 e ~E K K kek a It [ OSSR SR i? . e a’ “t. . irHR

. &1 DUIMULL, I/uiu ItidUCl IWCUIIiUN, A/GLIIIC ItICIVII, AVEIC 1. IIURUth, »»1IIIC i HUIIL, 11UTIK O. XXUI&Cy, JWMC I1ICIO, Jainvo J- - -
F. B. James, Agnes Stevens, Hattie Bcccher Scoville, Ella Condie, Maggic T., Lizzie C. Brown, Eugenia C. Pratt, Eddic L. Hcydcact
RobcrtVan Voorhis, Jr., Arthur M. Little, Willie Boucher Jones, John C. Howard, Sophie Winslow, Rachel Hutchins, Carleton "ia," .t
‘Gertie Bradlcy, Katie Walsh and Bessic Shubrick, Julia Dean Hunter, Amold Guyot Cameron? Emily Bodstein, Arthur E. Smith, Stcl»J'
Luce, Howard G. Nott, D. W. McCullough, Rosa M. Raymond, Arthur C. Bumham, Nccnah M. Dunn, Florcncc B. Lockwood, MaO*
"Wilcox, O. Smith, Lily F. Conkey, Frcddy Forehand, Nellic S. Colby, John Rugglcs Slack, M. L. Palmer, May Trumbull, Lucy BarM™
«Grace Nunemacher, George H. Smith, Jr., Lizzie C. Wells, and C. D. Eenedict
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