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THE PARABLE OF ST, CHRISTOPHER.

By

To a king’s court a giant carne,—
“0O King, both far and near

l.seek,” he said, “ the greatest king;
And thou art he, | hear.

“If it picase thee, | will abide;
To thee my knee shall bend;
Only unto the greatest kings
Can giants condescend.”

Right glad the king the giant took
Into his Service then,

For since Goliath’s mighty days
No man so big was seen.

WeU pleased the giant, too. to serve
The greatest king on earth;

He served him well, in peace, in war,
In sorrow, and in mirth,

Till carne a wandering minstrel by,
®"e day> who Played and sang

\ild songs, through which the devil’s fiame
1 rofanely, loudly rang.

Astonished then the giant saw
The king look sore gfraid;
At mention of the devils fiame,
The crosss sign he made.

“How now, my master1 Why dost thou
Make on ay breast this sign?”

PHECiing—t B 8p8Riving? e

Vol. I11.—10.

H. H.

“ Which shall the devil circumvent,
And keep me safe and whole
From all the wicked arts he tries
To slay my precious soul.”

“Oh, ho, my master! then he is
More powerful than thou !
They lied who called thee greatest king;
| leave thy service now,

“ And seek the devil; him will |
My master cali henceforth,”
The giant cried, and strode away

Contemptuous and wroth.
He found the devil soon. | ween
The devil waited near
Well pieased to have this mighty man
W ithin Ins ranks appear.

They journeyed on full many a day,

And now the giant deemed
At last he had a master found,

Who was the king he seemed.

But lo! one day they carne apaCe
To where four road-vvays met,

And at the meeting of the road}
A cross of stone was set.

The devil trembled and fell back,
And said, “ VVe go around.”
tel' me” fierce the giant cried,
Why fcarest thou this ground?”

Crw
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The devil would not answer.
| leave thee, master mine,”

The giant said. “ Of something wrong
This mystery is sign.”

“ Then

Then answered him the fiend, ashamed :
“’Twas there Christ Jesus died;
W herever stands a cross like that,

I may not, daré not bidé.”

“ Ho, ho !'” the giant cricd again,
Surprised again, perplexed;

“Then JesUs is the greatest king,— .
| seek and serve him next.”

The king namcd Jesls, far and near,
The weary giant sought;

His flame was everywhere proclaimed,
His image sold and bought,

His power vaunted, and his laws
Upheld by svvord and fire;

But him the giant sought in vain,
Until he cried in iré,

One winter eve, as late he carne
Upon a hermit’s cell:

‘Novv by my troth, tell me, good saint,
W here doth thy master dwell?

“ For | have sought him far and wvvide,
By leagues of land and sea;
| seek to be his servant true,
In honest fealty.

“ | have such strength as kings desire,
State to their State to lend;
But only to the greatest king
Can giants condescend.”

Then said the hermit, palé and wan:

“ Oh, giant man! indeed

The King thou seekest doth all kings
In glorious power exceed;

“ But tliey who see him face to face,
In full communion clear,

Crowned with his kingdom’s splendor bright,

Must buy the vision dear.

“ Dwell here, O brother, and thy lot
W ith ours contented cast,
And first, that flesh be well subdued,
For days and nights thou It fast!”
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| fast!” the giant cried, amazed.

“ Good saint, I’ll no such thing.

My strength would fail; without that, |
W ere fit to serve no king!”

Then thou must pray,” the hermit said;

“We kneel on yonder stone,

And tell these beads, and for each bead
A prayer, one by one.”

The giant flung the beads away,
Laughing in scornful pride.

I will not wear my knees on stones;
I know no prayers,” he cried.

Then said the hermit: “ Giant, since
Thou canst not fast Aor pray,

I know not if our Master will
Save thee some other way.

But go down to yon river deep,
W here pilgrims daily sink,
And build for thee a little hut
Closé on the river’s brink,

And carry travelers back and forth
Across the raging stream;

Perchance this Service to our King
A worthy one will seem.”

Nowv that is good,” the giant cried ;

“That vvork | understand;

A joyous task 't will be to bear
Poor souls from land to land,

Who, but for me, would sink and drown.
Good saint, thou hast at length

Made mention of a vvork vvhich is
Fit for a giant’s strength.”

For many a year, in lowly hut,
The giant dwelt conteni

Upon the bank, and back and forth
Across the stream he went,

And on his giant shoulders bore
All travelers who carne,

By night, by day, or rich or poor,
All in King Jesls’ fiame.

But much he doubted if the King
His vvork would note or Icnovy,

And often with a weary heart
He vvaded to and fro.
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One night, as wrapped in sleep he lay, . .
He sudden heard a cali: Th:? Ch”STOp?iL fetIL_down afraid
“ Oh, Christopher, come carry me!” And dmarve do eh mIg, he f
He sprang, looked out, but all n rea.me r?ot t.at '_t was the face
Of Jestis Christ, his king,
W as dark and silent on the shore. il the inf K d id:
It must be that | dreamed,” UI:)“h tCeh |_n an; SPODGH a:z sala:
He said, and laid him dovvn again ; » Christopher, behold 1 ‘
But instantly there seemed | am the Lord whom thou hast served!
Rise up, be glad and bold!
Again the feeble, distant crv:
« . “ For | have seen and noted well
Oh, come and carry me ! .
. . Thy works of charity;
Again he sprang, and looked ; again
No living thing could see. And that thou art my servant good,
A token thou shalt see.
The third time carne the plaintive voice, « . .
Like mfant's soft and weak: Plfarnht flrmlly here :fpo? t.hIS bank
W ith lantern strode the giant forth, y stalwart staff of pine, i
More carefully to seek. And it shall blossom and bear fruit,
This very hour, in sign.”
Down on the bank a little child Th ishi he inf iled
He found,—a piteous sight,— en, vanishing, the infant smiled.
. i The giant, left alone,
W ho, weeping, earnestly implored X .
To cross that very night. Saw_on the b.ank, with luscious dates
His stout pine staff bent down.
W ith gruff good-will, he picked him up, hri h
And on his neck to ride, For ma(rj]y adye.ar, St. C,rllstoZ.er
He tossed him, as men play with babes, Served Go .m many a a.n '
And plunged into the tide. And.master_ painters drew his face,
W ith loving heart and hand,
But as the water closed around .
His knees, the infant’s weight On a(ljtar fronts anddchurchs walls ;
Grew heavier and heavier, And peasants used to s.ay,
Until it was so great To look on good St. Christopher
Brought luck for all the day.
The giant scarce could stand upright, . .
His staff shook in his hand, ! tThm: the Igtsson |sthas good
His mighty knees bent under him, A o Zy as | WTIS J eCnh_' )
He barely reached the land, $ good to us calle ristians
As to the heathen men :
And, staggering, set the infant down, .
And turned to sean his face: The lesson of S.t. Christopher,
When, lo! he saw a halo bright Who spent his strength for others,
Which lit up all the place. And saved his soul by. working hard
- To help and save his brothers 1
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THE LITTLE OLD MAN IN THE FOREST.
BY Hezekiah Butterworth.
The

New Year's story | am about to tell is

well known to German children, all of whom go
itapifie through fairyland in the .golden days of
childhood ifwas written by a good Gorman
barén Frederic de la Motte Fouque who wrote
S e S S | fairy-stori- mUndinj”

all of our readers have heard. It does not appea ,

however, in tbe popular translations of the works
of Ae délightful oid baré6n.

It is quite a romance
ta te orinal. tat -

to . reduced i. «0, V«y

brief and simple story.

The nobleman who wrote it, and who loves

good people and children almost as much as Hans
Christian Andersen loved them, declares that
S1S ? te..»W tob. .Cid. He do., ... -T
w hv he leaves his readers, young and oid, to
guess that by their own firesides. So, you see,
fhe story is something of a riddle-one must hve
in a particularway to find it out.

Berthold was a German merchant. He traveled
much from city to city. In Germany there are long,
dark forests, through which he often JO'n-ncye h

One evening, he became bewddered m one of
these forests. He was ridmg on horseback, and
istasthe far sunset was flammg over the tall tops
of the trees above him, he was startied to find he
had ridden out of his way. He carned grcat treas-
ure in his saddle-bags-jewels, ready money and
bilis of exchange. In the recesses of the forests
there were robbers. o, fil ffer

As he was proceeding along a lone defile, after
nightfall, he espied a man walkmg in the foot-patl
before him. He called to him, saying :

“ Who are you?”

“1 am a collier. 1 live with my family apart

Cofias lost his way

a"“?haven®"fght to refuse hospitality to a stran-
ger In God’s iame, you are welcome.”

Berthold followed the man t.ll theycametoa
little rotta®-e. The good wife met them at the
door with a famp, and a happy family of children

m* - te ..
told stories of his journeys, and soon felt at horae
among the children gathered lovingly around him.

At last itwes proposed that they should sinQ.
The sweet volees of the children were Just JOI™ |
in a merry roundelay, when a sudden and loud
knocking was heard at the door. The children

stopped singing, and the collier said firmly: “ In
the fiame of God, come in!”

Upon this, the door slowly opened, and a little
oid man, of gentle appearance and manners, carne
stealin”™ in, greeting the family courteously, and
taking the fofvest place at the table. His garments
were of some ancicnt pattern ; he seemed wan and.
woe-begone, as though reduced by disease. Ber-
thold gazed at him with a feeling of great cunosity
and surprise, but said nothing. He once ine his
eye; there was something in it so cleeply m>se
rious that he felt a chill creep.ng over him, and he
beean to be restless and ill at ease.

At last the little oid man folded his hands, and,
turning to the collier, said:

“ It is the hour of prayer.”

The collier at once began to sing Now all the
woods are sleeping,” in winch the Nvholc famiy
joined, filling the house with such dclightful music
that the merchant listened like one enchanted.
~ Presently a voice rose above the rest t startled
Berthold, and made the cottage tremble. It vas
the little oid man’s. ,

The family knelt down, and the collier praye .
Then they all rose tip with loving words, and the
little oid man glided out of the door, bowing
humbly as when he carne in.

But presently the door opened agam and t
little oid man once more appeared He threw a
look of fearful wildness upon Berthold, then dis
appeared, the door closing after him with viHence

“ He is a little touched in mind,
chant, nervously. . Veinl

“ He is perfectly harmless,’ said the collier.
have not seen any evil in him for a ong time.
But ” he added, “ the only chamber |
you'for the night has a door that does not
tightly ; he comes into it in the night, but do not
fcar him ; if you do not think any evil thought or
do any evil act, he will go out ofhis own a~°rd”

Bcrthold's heart was now far from tranquil He
nressed his portmanteau of treasures ciése to his
side as the collier lighted him up the narrow stair-
wav to his room. ,

He lay down, placing his portmanteau and
weapons beside him on the bed but he coud
not sleep He remembered what the colliei ha
sdd about the little oid man, that the safeguard

against himwas the absence of all evil thoughts
and acts.

said the mer

«r

can give

In this respect the collier’s family seemed
secure ; but the merchant knew how great was his
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own greed for gain; how it made him hard and
uncharitable, and he tried to put away all evil
thoughts and to think of the hymn, “ Now the
woods are all reposing,” lest the little oid man
should appear.

A little past midnight he fell into a troubled
sleep, and his mind began to wander over his
schemes for gain. He was dreaming of the good
bargain he had made, or expected to make, when
he was startled by a noise ciése by. He raised
himself in bed, and savv the little oid man in the

moonlight, moving aboutthe room. The merchant
at first looked upon him with a feeling of curiosity
rather than alarm or anger, and while he did so,
all was weil. But he at last became irritable under
the disturbance, and, when the little oid man at
last approached the bed, Berthold’s irritability kin-
dled into anger, and wicked thoughts began to fill
hismind, and he found it hard to restrain his lips
from wicked words.

At last, the little oid man touched the portman-
teau containing the merchant’s treasures. This
was too much. The merchant’s caution forsook
him, and he was filled with rage.

“ Back! youvile robber! back, from my bag-

OLD HAN
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gage !” he exclaimed, seizing his pistols. The little
ofd man started back, as in terror. He seemed

to be in an agony of prayer. A change seemed
coming over him. He appeared conscious of it,
and, going toward the door, disappeared.

Berthold gazed after him and then remembered
the collier’s admonition in regard to the danger of
evilthoughts. He wished thathe had acted differ-
ently, for he wished to bring no evil on the family.

There wasa sound at the latch; the door opened,
when an evil-looking giant, wearing a red mantle,

appeared. He laughed wildly, and said : “ I begin
to be free again. You have made megrmu!”

Berthold saw that the giant was none other than
the little oid man.

The merchant leaped from his bed and dis-
charged his pistol. The giant vanished, growing
taller and more fearful as he disappeared.

In a moment, the collier hurried up the stairs.

“In the flame of God,” said he, rushing into
the room, “ what have you been ,doing to our
house-spirit?”

“ House-spirit! ” said Berthold,
dream. “ Whatdo you mean?”

“ He has just gone out of the house,” said the

like one in a
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coliier, “ perfectly monstrous in his size, and
flamed with fury !'”

But the coliier saw that the merchant did not
understand him, and he entreated him to go down
into the common apartment where all of the family,
aroused by the report of the pistol, had now met.
The children shrunk away from him as he entered
the room, and the collier’s wife was in tears.

“ And now,” said the good woman, “ we must
live all those years over again.”

“ This may all seem strange to you,” said the
coliier to the merchant; “ but when my wife and
| first carne to the cottage to live, we found it
haunted by a terrible specter, such as | have just
seen disappear. But I said to myself, | will not fear
him, forif I am a truly Christian man no power of
evil can harm me. | will overedme him with a
good life, and he shall not overeéme me. So, in
the fiame of God, | remained. Red Mantle—for
such is his lame—appeared to us continually, but
we ceased to fear him. | brought up my little ones
to believe that nothing could harm thcm while they
trusted in God; and that any specter woulcl grow
less and less who dwelt in a family who had loving
hearts and livecl puré lives. So Red Mantle at
last became my little ones’ playmate. We re-
strained our dispositions, we guarded our thoughts,
we loved each other. We prayed together much,
and the specter began to grow more gentle and to
shrink in size, year by year, until he became the
dwarf you saw when he carne in the evening to
prayers. All evil disappeared from his face, and
we all loved him asa meek and liarmless house-

in-
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spirit, and expected that he would soon be released
from this troubled State and vanish forever.”

The next morning, the merchant left the cot-
tage. Years passed away; he traveled from city
to city, and into countries remoéte from Germany,
but he never forgot the experiences of that night.

One afternoon, near sunset, he found himself on
the borders of the same forest as before, and he
resolved again to strike down the defile and see
what had become of the good coliier family.

It was somewhat late when the cottage appeared
before him. He dismounted and entered. They
were singing, “ Now all the woods are sleeping.”
It was the hour of prayer!

The merchant knelt down beside the white-
haired oid man, expecting every moment the
house-spirit would re-appear. But the little oid
man did not come. Only a soft light was shed
abroad amid the shadows of the room, and a sweet,
low melody arése, like the touch of the most deli-
cate fingers on finely attuned musical-glasses.

It was all that remained of the house-spirit, for
the coliier and his family had all these years lived
puré and holy lives.

“ That was once our house-spirit,” said the
coliier, “ but it can only now make its presence
known to us as a gentle light and a strain of music,
sweet and low. We have subdued him by inno-
cence and prayer.”

O ye who read this untrue, true story by the
light of the winter fireside, cloes the new year open
with some specter in your hearts and homes?
Unriddle the tale of the coliier family.

PICCOLA.

By Celia

POOR, sweet Piccola!

Thaxter.

Did you hear

W hat happened to Piccola, children dear?
'Tis seldom Fortune such favor grants
As fell to this little maid of France.

'T was Christmas-time, and her parents poor
Could hardly drive the wolf from the door,
Striving with poverty’s patient pain

Only to live till summer again.

No gifts for Piccola !

Sad were they

W hen dawned the morning of Christmas-day ;
Their little darling no joy might stir,
St. Nicholas nothing would bring to her:
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But Piccola never doubted at all

That something beautiful must befall
Every child upon Christmas-day,

And so she slept till the dawn was gray.

And full of faith, when at last she woke,
She stole to her shoe as the morning broke:
buch sounds of gladness filled all the air
Twas plain St. Nicholas had been there!

In rushed Piccola sweet, half wild—
_Never was seen such a joyful child.

‘ See what the good saint brought!” she cried,
And mother and father must peep inside.

Now such a story who ever heard ?

A ere was a little shivering bird !

A sparrovv, that in at the window flew,
Had crept into Piccola's tiny shoe !

How good poor Piccola must have been !”

wie-icnt as h_appsy as an> queen>
hile the starving sparrow she fed and warmed,

/>nd danced with rapture, she was so charmed.

Children, this story | tell to you,
Of Piccola sweet and her bird, is true
In the far-off land of France, they say,
StiH do they live to this very day.
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THE BOY EMIGRANTS.

By Noah Brooks.

Chapter V.

NEW PARTNERS.

'he boys were a little shy
of Mr. Montague Morse.
He had the appearance
of “ a city chap,” Mirara
Fender said. He wore
a plaid velvetvest, a black frock-
coat (somewhat seedy, to be sure),
and his trousers, though tucked
into the tops of his calfskin boots,
were more suitable for Boston
streets than for the plains. Then
he was very precise in his language, and hada way
of saying “ good morning,” instead of “ mornin’to
yer,” which quite discomfited Hiram and Tom. The
latter took the earliest opportunity to declare that
“ that Boston feller was cranky.” It seemed very
odd, too, that he should be knocking about there
on the frontier, alone, and seeking a chance to get
in with sorae party bound across the continent.
To be sure, he said that his party had broken up
and had left a yoke o.f cattle on his hands; but
how did they know that he had not stolen tliese
oxen? Arthur fairly shuddered when this dark
suspicion crossed hismind ; and he looked involun-
tarily to see if their new acquaintance did not have
the “ game leg” by which Johnny had described a
missing adventurer. Morse, however, told a very
straightforward story, and his manner was so frank
and open that one of the party, at least, regarded
him with favor. Barnard said, after rnuch delibera-
tion, “ That fellow is clear grit.”
One afternoon, the boys, leaving Tom at home
to keep house,” crossed the river and hunted up
Morse, who was temporarily quartered at the camp
ofsome Illinois men. They saw his oxen quietly
grazing in the meadow hard by, and soon satisfied
themselves that he had honestly come into posses-
sion of them. The people at the Illinois camp
knew all the circumstances of the breaking up of
the Boston man’s party, and they incidentally told
the story all over again while gossiping about the
intended trade with our boys.

“ But if we take your cattle in with our team, we
shall have to trade off our horses, and get a yoke
of oxen for ourselves,” interposed Barnard.

“ Hosses ? have you got a hoss for sale?” asked
one of the Illinois party.

“

“ We have a pair,” replied Barnard, “ which
we shall not want if we go on with cattle. What
do you think are best for the plains—cattle or
horses ?”

“Well, some allow that hosses is best, because
they 're the fastest; then, agin, there’s them that
allows that cattle’s best, because they hold out
better in the long run. Then, agin, cattle can feed
where hosses would e’enamost starve to death.
Hosses is delicate critters, powerful delicate.
much do you allow you ’ll get for yer hoss ?”

Hiram brokc in with the information that they
had not made up their minds to sell. They were
only considering the matter. At this, a silent man,
who was mending his trousers in a cérner of the
tent, spolce up:

“ 1 know four chaps camped down by the creek.
They 've got a cheap yoke of cattle—a young cow
and a smart.little steer; jest the thing for a leadin’
yoke.”

Arthur laughed outright at the idea of driving a
cow in an ox-team.

“ Well, yer may laugli, young feller,” said the
man, as he shut one eye to thread his needle;
“butlet me tell ye that cows iscows in Californy—
one hundred and sixty or seventy dollars a head,
| 've heerd tell; and a good drivin’ cow will puli
like all possessed, if she ’s rightly yoked. Then
there’s yer milk all through, yer see, fur nothin’,
so to speak.” And he resumed his mending.

“ 1t would n’t do any harm to go and see that
team ofmixed critters,” suggested Hiram.

So the boys started up, and, getting directions
from the party in the tent, went off in search of the
camp by the creek. As they were moving away,
the spokesman of the Illinois men called after
them :

“1’ll trade with ye for that white hoss of your’n.
| seen him when we war comin’ through loway.
Say sixty-five dollars ?”

“He ’s wuth seventy-five,” called back Hiram ;
and the boys went on together, the Boston man
leading offat a great pace. They searched around
a long time before they found the camp ofthe men
who had a yoke of cattle to sell. At most of the
camps where theyjnquired, things seemed gloomy.
The latest news from California was unfavorable.
Many were talking about turning back ; but many
others were doggedly completing their preparations
for the final start. One man, standing on the wheel

How
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of his wagoén, with a marking-brush and pot of
paint, was printing on its canvas cover the words
‘eCalifornia or bust.” This was a sort of defiant
declaration that many men thought it necessary
to malee, considering how many people were en-
deavoring to discourage others. The sign was
common on the tents and wagon-covers of the
enngrants. Others had such inscriptions as, “ We
are bound to go through,” or “ Bound for the
Sacramento,” and one party had painted on their
wagon-cover, “ Root, hog, or die.”

It was a picturesque sight, this city of emigrants.
More people were here than on the east side of the
river. Most of them had completed their outfit at
Council Bluffs, and were fixing up the few odds
and ends that were needed before the final start
They already affected the rude ways and manners
of theplains. For the most part, the men wore
slouched hats and red or blue flannel shirts ; they
aiscarded coats and vests, and wore belts at the
waist. The weather was mild, for it was now early
May, and groups ofemigrants were cooking in the
open air, or carrying on a sort of outdoor house-
keeping, of which their wagons were the founda-
Here and there was a family of father

tion.
mother, and children. One wagén the boys saw
had No more jYlissoury for us” painted on its

dmagy red cover in black letters; a fiock of white-
haired children Arthur said there were sixteen

chmbed out and in, staring open-eyed at the
strangers. This populous group had no tent, but

e wholly in the wagén, an enormous affair with
a tall top, high at each end and lower in the
middle. The father of the family, a yellow-faced,
discouraged-looking man, wearing mud-colored
clothes of homespun, “ allowed ” that he was from

Arkansaw,” and was not quite sure whether he
should go to California or Oregon. He should go
by the North Platte route, and turn off to the north
by the Fort Hall road, if tfie gold news should

peter out” by the time he reached that point.

“ Gosh ! how that Boston feller do walk,” sighed
Hiram, who found it difficult to keep up with their
new comrade. Morse strode on ahead, talking
eagerly over his shoulder; the hard buds of the
e rosin-weed " plants that covered the meadow rat-
1 against his boot-legs as he measured off the
ground. Arthur trotted along somewhat labori-
ously, and wondered if all Boston people walked
like Mr. Montague Morse.

They found the rnen who had the ox and cow f6-
sale —four grcat hulking fellows who had four y6ke
ofcattle among them. They had had two wagons
one of which they had exchanged for provisionj
in the town of Council Bluffs, and the
They would sell the ox and
The cow was

and cash
other they retained.
cow together for sixty-five doliais.
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“ skittish and a little wild-like,” but a good milker
and was first-rate in the yoke. The steer—well,
there he was, a small black fellow, with one horf
crumpled down in the oddest sort of way.

“ StronS asa steam-ingine,” explained the owner.
‘ Strong as a steam-ingine and tame as a Kkitten
And, strannger, he’s just the knowingest critter
you ever see. ’'Pears like he was human, some-
times—hey, Tige !” and the man affectionately
patted the little black steer on his nose.

“ Is this all you Ve got to sell ?” asked Hiram
rather discontentedly.

“ Well, the fact is, strannger,” replied the man,

we don’t reely want to sell. ’Pon my word, we
don’t. Butwe Ve no need fur all these cattle, and
we do need the money. | just hate like pisén to
part with Oid Tige. (Hisname’ Tiger, you see
and we cali him Tige, for short.) But we Ve got
three other yoke and a light load ; and we allow to
go through right peart, without no trouble.”

The boys walked around the cattle two or three
times more, their owner entertaining them with
a long string of praises of his odd yoke, as he sat
on the wagon-tongue and talked fast.

“ Come now, say sixty dollars and it’s a trade.
| want the money powerful bad,” he concluded.

Arthur pulled Hiram’s sleeve and said :

“ Take him, Hi; take him. 1 like that little
black steer.”

Hiram spoke up : “ Give us the refusal of this
yer yoke of cattle until to-morrow ?”

“ We have not yet concluded whether we shall
buy any cattle here; or go on with our horses,”
explained Barnard.
Morse looked a lit-
tle disappointed, but
said nothing.

It was agreed that
the boysshould have
until next day to
make up theirminds
about buying the
cattle at sixty dol-
lars forthe yoke. As
they walked back,
L R Morse, thoughtfully
whipping off the weed-tops with his ox-goad. said:

“ You fellows take account of stock—wagédn
outfit, provisions, and team. I’ll put in my yoke
ofcattle and myshare'of provisions and outfit, or
money to buy them, and will pay you my propor--
tion of the costof the wagon. Partnership limited;
the concern to be sold out when wc get through «
share and share alike. How ’s that ?”

1 hat s fair,” said Barnard. But Hiram nudged
him, and he added: “ W e’ll talk itover. You come
acrossand see us the fustthing to-morrow morning.”

OLD TICE,
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It was agreed, and the boys went back to their
camp to discuss the proposition. Barnard and
Hiram were really the final authorities in the mat-
ter; but Arthur and Tom exercised the younger
brother’s privilege of saying what they thought
about it. Arthur thought the Boston man must be
a good fellow. He was bright and smart; and
Arthur had noticed that he spoke cheerily to the
white-headed children in the Arkansas wagdn.
Besides, he was always pleasant and full of jokes,
added the boy, with a feeling that that was not
conclusive, though he had formed his opimons
partly by it.

“ I suppose we have really made up our mmcls
to go with oxen. 1 like that Boston chap. We
can’t get another yoke of cattle—if we sell your
horse and buy the ox-and-cow yoke—any bettcr
than by taking this man into camp with us,”
argued Barnard.

“ But them store clothes !” said Hiram, with
some disgust. .

“Why, he can’t help itif he has to wear out hi
oid city clothes,” said Arthur, eagerly. “.He is not
foolish enough to throw them away. So he wears
’em out for common ones. Don’t you see?”

“And he’s a powerful walker,” added Hiram,
with an expression of admiration on his freckled
face “ Golly ! how that chap Icin walk, though !”
1 And this turned the scale. The Boston man was
solemnly voted into the partnership.

Tom once more objected that Morse was “ stuck
up,” and he was once more suppressed by his
brother, who reminded him that he talked too
much with his mouth. This frcquent rebuke hav-
ing silenced Tom, Hiram added :

“ A feller that knows as much about cattle as he
does, and km walk like he does, isn’t stuck up.
Besides, he ’lIl put in just about eighty dollars inter
the company’s mess.”

At this, little Johnny, who still clung to the boys,
startcd up. “ Eighty dollars ! Oh, | ve got eighty
dollars. Wont you take me through for that.

Hiram looked with some disdain on the little
fellow, who was trembling with excitement, and
said : “ You got eighty dollars, little kid !
W here ?” .

Johnny hastily slipped off his striped trousers,
and, turning out the lir.ing ofthe waistband, showed
eight fiat, round disks of something hard, carcfully
sewed in.

“Thems it! them’sit! Eighton’em ; eight
ten-dollar gold pieces, all sewed in.” And, slit-
ting little holes in the cloth, he showed the coins,
sure enough, each sewed in separately from the
other.

“ Poor little chap !

money,” said Barnard.

my

We don’t want to take your
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“ No,” added Hiram. *“ Besides, you haint got
no clothes wuth speaking about. You can’t go
across the plains in them clothes.”

“ They 're not 1store clothes,” though, Hiram,”
added Arthur, with a laugh. Arthur’s heart had
gone out to the poor little waif, and he reminded
his comrades that part of his money might be used
for an outfit, and it would be only fair to take part
as his share of the cost of the trip.

“ Besides, | 've got clothes,” said the waif; and,
unrolling hisbundle, he showed some coarse woolen
shirts, a pair of cowhide shoes, overalls, and a few
small articles of wearing apparel.

Barnard inspected these critically, and said:
“ No woman folks put these up ; but they’ll do
better than nothing.”

Arthur felt a touch of homesickness at this re-
mark, and his thoughts flew back to his mother as
he glanced over his own tidy suit, the work of his
mother’s hands. He saw her again at the garden-
gate, as he had seen her many a time while camp-
ing out in the lonely lowa prairies; and, with a
soft voice, he said:

“ Let’s take Johnny along, boys.
halfof my blankets.”

“What do you say, Barney?” asked Hiram,
with a little glow in his honest heart, though he
looked at the waif with an air of severe scrutiny.

“1’rn agreed, if you are,” replicd Barnard.
“ But | tell you what it is, Arty,—our tent is full,
and we can’t have any more passcngers mir lodgers.
The partnership is complete this time.”

At this, Johnny, who had rippcd out the gold
coins from his waistband, put them
hand, and said:

“ Am 1 going through with you?”

“Well, I allow you shall go through with us,
youngster. It’s share and share alike, you know.;
and you are to do your part of the work. That’s
all.  There’s nothin’” comin’ to ye when we get
through. Understand that?” And a hard look
fltted across the young man’s face as he jingled
the gold in his palm.

Johnny protested that he understood the bargain
perfectly. He was to have such clothes as they
thought necessary. The rest of his cash was to
pay for his share of the provisions needed for the
trip. .
Next day, Morse carne over early, with the 1in-
formation that the Illinois men would give seventy
dollars for Hiram’s white horse. Morse was in-
formed of the conclusién of the partnership dis-
cussion. The terms were once more gone over
and fairly understood on both sides, and the bar-

He shall have

into Hiram’s

gain was ratified. .
“ Novv, then,” said Barnard. “ This is Mister
Hiram Fender, late of Lee County, Illinois, known
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as Hi Fender, for short. This is Thomas Fender,
brother of the same, and 1la right peart boy,” as
he says; otherwise Tom. And this infant is my
brother, Arthur Adams Stevens, probably the best
boy that ever lived-except me ; and is known in
this camp as Arty. As for myself, I am Arty’s
brother, which is glory enough for me, and my
fiame is Barker Barnard Stevens; otherwise Bar-
nard, usually called Barney for short, and some-
tiales dubbed Barney Crogan by my small and
impertinent brother.”

The boys laughed heartily at this long speech.
Morse, not to be outdone in advancing into inti-
mate acquaintance, said :

“ Permit me, gcntiemen, to introduce myself—
Montague Perkins Morse, late of Hovey & Co s
Boston; now bound for California, or bust; and
generally known as Mont Morse, or, if you prefer
it, Mont,—and very much at your Service.”

W ith a great deal of enthusiasm, the boys cele-
brated this happy conclusiéon of affairs by -min?
ovcr the river and closing the two bargains. The
whitc horse was sold to the Illinois men for seventy
dollars; and they took Tige and Molly, for these
were the flames of the ox and cow, at the sum
agreed upon the day before.

'We will move over liere to-morrow.” said Hi-
ram, “ and we will take the cattle off your hands
then.”

“ But to-morrow is Sunday,” said Mont.
are not going to travel Sundays, are we ?”

Hiram looked a little troubled for a moment.
I hen Barney cheerily said :

“ Oh, no; we are not going to travel Sundays,
except in cases of great emergency. Are we, Hj ?”

“ Certainly not,” answered Hiram, bTriskly.

Never allow to travel on Sundays, not if we can
help it.”

“Then you’ll kecp the cattle until Mondav
wont you ?” asked Barnard.

“ Well, if you fcllers are too pious to come over
on Sunday, you nvay take ’em away now,” said the
man, grufflv.

“ All right,” rcplied Hiram. “ We ’ll take them
now, and be beholden to nobody for nothin”.”

So the cattle were taken across the ferry, and
the boys had milk with their corn-meal mush that
night.

“ A mean oid hunks,” growled Hiram.
us to smash Sunday all to pieces, did he ? Well
allow we made just two milkings out of him.”

Sunday here was not like the Sabbath at honre.
Labor was generally suspended throughout the
camps, however, except where somc impatient
party stole out with their teams, driving along with
a half-subdued air, as if afraid “ to smash Sunday
all to picces.” Generally, the emigrants, looking

* We

“ Wanted
|
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neat but uncasy in their particularly clean clothes
lounged about the wagons and “ traded ” in under-
tones, or discussed the latest news from California
by way of the States.

The bright May sun shone down upon a motley
mass of people scattercd among tents o» groupcd
around wagons. About noon, the blowing of a

n announced thata religious Service, of which
notice had been previously circulated, would begin.
There was a general sauntering in the direction of
a cluster of wagons, near which a preacher, stand-
ing on a feed-box, called the people about him.

Five or six women, wives of emigrants, aided by
twice as many men, formed a choir, and their
voiccs rose sweetly on the air with the familiar
hymns of Christian service. Then the minister
after devotional cxercises, preached a little sermén
from the text in Romans viii.,, 17. He talked about
heirs and heirship; he dwelt on the fact that they
were all seeking an inheritance, and while he
advised wisdom and prudence in this search, ad-
monishmg the people about him to seek the true
nches, he reminded them that they were joint

is; that their inheritance was mutual. He
taught them to forbear with one another; to be
patient, loving, and to go on in their journey of
1 ’,as across the continent, with unselfishness,
bearing each other’s burdens.

“ That’s aright smart chanceofa sermén,” said
Hiram, as they moved away after the last hymn
had been sung and the attcntive crowd had dis-
persed. “ A good sermén ; and just you remember
what the parson said about toting one another’s
burdens, you Tom, will ye?”

Tom rcceived this lesson with some show of in-
chgnation, and said : “ O yes, you 're the man that
nears sermons for some other feller, you are.”

But Arthur added, in the interest of peace :

“ Tige can’t carry the yoke alone. Molly must
bear up her cnd. So if you and | don’t wash the
dishes and get supper, Hi and Barnard can’t drive
the wagoén and get wood and water.”

“ Good for you, Arty,” said Hiram, heartily.

And even little Johnny here is goin’ to pitch in
and do his share. | know he is, for | seen him.
choppm’ wood this mornin’ like sixty.”

Johnny colored with pleasure at this rude praise,
and Arty declared that Johnny was one ofthe joint
heirs whom the preacher had talked about.

The debate about the sermén and their future
umted interests was a good end to a pleasant day.
Mont had taken up his abode with the party.
The tent was full, and the six young fellows were
paired off among the quilts and blankets that cov-
erecl their floor of grassy earth.

That night, Arthur felt Johnny stirring under
the blankets by his side.
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“ W hat is the matter, Johnny ?” he asked. n

The boy put his thin hand on his companions
shoulder, and whispered in his ear, “ I love you.”

Arty kissed the little waif and said, “ Itsa bar-
gain.” Then they slept again.

Chapter VI.
ADRIFT.

“W ell, now, Johnny, you do look right peart.’
This was Hiram’ opinién of the little lad when
he had been equipped with his new clothes. He
brought enough apparel with him for common
wear ; buthe needed a serviceable suit fora change.
This, with the necessary boots and shoes, a warm
jacket for coid weather, and some additional sup-
plics which his enlistment in the company required
to be bought, made quite a hole in the eighty dol-
lars which he had put into the common fund.

“ Nevermind, youngster,” said the good-natured
Hi. “ 1 allowwe’U have enough for all hands to
get through on ; so as you pitch in and do your
share of work, we sha’n’t find no fault.”

Johnny declared his willingness to do all he cotfld
for the benefitofthe company, whether it was pick-
ing up fuel, washing dishes, or driving the team.
He was quite a man now, he thought, though only
a little fellow. For wasn’t he bound for California
to make his fortune? And he was go.ng with his
own resources, too, and could earn his way. This
thought made the boy cheerful and happy; the
color carne again into his cheeks ; he grew merry
and froliesome ; and, before the last days of prep-

. aration were over, the poor outeast was, as Hi said,
“ right peart.”

They had delayed at the nver a long time.
There were many things to be disposed of, and
their places supplied with anieles which were more
needed. There were preventives against scurvy to
be bought, for they had heard that some emigrants
ahead of them had suffered from that dreadful
disease, just as sailors do on the ocean when their
vegetables and fresh provisions give out So the
boys laid in a supply of dried apples and vinegai,
and traded away some of the stuff of which they
had an excess. Then parts of the wagén had to be
changed for the oxen, as they were now to make
the voyage across the plains with cattle instead o
liorses. .o

One bright May morning, they took down then
tent, packed their bedding, loaded the wagon,
yoked up the cattle, and began their long, long
tramp across the continent. Numerous other emi-
grant trains were stretching their way over the
rolling prairies to the westward, and the undulating
road was dotted with the white-covered wagons of
their oid neighbors of the canvas settlements by
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the Missouri River. Looking behind, they saw,
with a little pang of regret, the well-beaten spot
where they had made theirhome so long. Around
that place still lingered a fcw emigrants, who waved
their hats to them by way of cheer, as the long
procession of adventurers wound its way over the
ridges. Beyond and behind them was the flowing
river; the bluffs which give their lame to the town
bounded the horizon, and still beyond was the past
life of these young fellows, with all their struggles;

there was home.
Before them

its mystcries,
tramped on

lay the heart of the continent with
difficulties, and dangers. They
right bravely, for beneath the blue
horizon that lured them forward were wealth, fame,
adventure, and—what these bright young spir.ts
most longed for—opportunities for making their
own way in the world. At any rate, they had
turned their backs on civilization and home.

Their fortitude was tested somewhat severely
during their very first week on the track across
the continent. They expected disagreeable things,
and they found them. They had been travcimg
through a rolling country, destitute of timber and
dotted with only a few bunches of brushwood by
the creeks. Barney, Arthur, and Tom took turns
at driving the team. Mont strode on ahead. Hi
and Johnny “ changcd off” with riding Oid Jim,
for whose baclc a saddle had been “ traded” for at
the Bluffs. The young emigrants were in first-rate
spirits. and when a light rain carne up at night,
they laughed blithely over the prospect of soon
getting used to the “ hardships” of which they had
been so often warned. It was discouragmg work,
however, cooking supper;- for, by the time they
had camped, the rain fell in torrents. They got
their camp-stove into the tent, and, by running out
its one joint of pipe through the open entrance,
they managed to start a firc. More smoke went
into the tcnt.than out of it, for the wind had veered
about and blew directly into it. Then they dec.ded
to strike the tent and change it around so as to face
to the leeward. This was a difficultjob to do whilc
the rain fell and wind blew. But the boys packcd
their camp stuff together as well as they could, and
took down the tent.

“Hold on tight, boys !” shouted Barnard, cheer-
ily, for the canvas was flapping wildly in the wind,
and threatened to fly away before it could be
sccured. Arty held up one pole and Barnard the
other, while Mont, Hi, and Tom ran around to
pin the canvas to the earth, Johnny following with
the bag of tent-pins. Just then a tremendous gust
carne, and away flew the tent like a huge balloon,
ierking Tom liead over heels as it went. | ooi
little Johnny clung to it desperatcly, having caught
hold of one of the ropes as it went whirlmg over
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hishead. Hewasdragged a shortdistance and gave
it up, his hands being cut and torn by the line.

“ Stop her! stop her!” yelled Hi, and away
they all ran after the-flying canvas. The cattle
were cowering under the lee ofa few bushes across
the road, and the apparition of the collapsed tent
coming over their heads, startled them so that they
ran wildly in all directions. The cow was caught
by the horns, a fold of the tent-cloth having been
entangled on them, and she set off, frantically bel-
lowing, across the prairie. The canvas by this

time was so wet and heavy that it could not be
dragged far, and, when the boys carne up, poor
Molly was a prisoner. They rescued their fugitive
house, and, in sorry plight, took it back to where
their camp was now cxposed to a pelting rain.

“ Aint this fun, Arty?” said Hi, grimly, when
they were oijce more under cover.

“Fun alive!” replied Arty; “ and so long as we
have a roofover us for the night, we are in great
luck. But how we are ever to get supper is more
than | know.”

“ Supper !” retorted Barnard. “1°d like to
know where we are going to sleep to-night. Every
inch of ground is sopping wet, and no fire that we
can build will dry it.”

MIGRANTS,

“We can get a good fire in'the stove,” said
Mont, sagaciously, “ and keep moving it about
until we dry the worst of it; and, when it stops
raining, it will drain off a great deai. But it does
not look much like holding up,” he added, as he
looked out at the sheets of rain. “ And if itdon’t
hold up, we may as well not go to bed at all.”

Indeed, the prospect was rather gloomy, and the
young emigrants began to think themselves early
introduced to the disagreeable part of their trip.
They managed to keep up a roaring fire in their

camp-stove, however, and the air in the tent was
dry and warm. They made tea, and fried their
meat, and, with dry crackcrs, secured a tolerable
meal. By midnight the rain abated and ceased
flowing under the canvas. They then lay down
on the damp blankets, and slept as best they might.
.Toward morning Arty awoke, and, hearing the rain
on the canvas roof, reached out his hand and found

the ground near by covered with water. W ater
was everywhere around him. He lay in a puddle
which had accumulated under him. At first, he

thought he would turn over and find a dry spot.
But he immediately discovered that that would not
be a good plan. He had warmed the water next
him with the natural heat of his body. To turn,
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over was to find a colder place. So he kept still
and slept again as soundly as if he were not lying
in a small pond.

They were wakened after sunrise by the sound
of wagons driving by. Jumping up from their
damp beds, the young emigrants found themselves
somewhat bedraggled and unkempt. But the rain
had ccascd, the sun was shining brightly, and what
discomfort can long withstand the influence of a
fair day, sunshine, and a warm wind ?

The cattle, fastened up the night before to the
wagon-wheels, were lowing for freedom; and the
boys were at once ready to begin preparationi for
another day’sjourney. They spread their bedding
and spare clothing in the sunshine, brought out
their camp-stove, built a fire, and had a jolly break-
fast with hot biscuits and some of the little luxuries
of camp fare.

All that day the boys traveled with their blankets
spread over the wagon-top, in order to dry them in
the hotsun; but not one of the party complained
of the discomforts of the previous night, for
showed any sign of being any worse for sleeping
in the rain.

“ It gets me, Mont,” said Hi Fender, “ thata
city feller, like you, should put up with such an
uncommon hard night without growling.”

“ Oh, that’s nothing when you get used to it,”
said Mont, lightly.

“ But you are getting used to it sooner than |
am,” replied Barnard, with admiration for the
young city fellow’s pluck.

“ There aint much such accommodations in Bos-
ton, | allow ?” said Hi. “ No sleepin’out in canvas
tenis, with the water creeping under your blankets,
in that village, is there?”

“Well, no; but we cannot bring city' ways out
on the plains, you know, Hi; and as long as we
have a canvas roofover us, we ought to be satisfied
and thankful. By the way, | wonder how those
Pike County fellows got on last night. They intend
to sleep in their wagén when they have reduced
their load, but they. sleep on the ground now.
Must have found it a little damp last night.”

Barnard thought that Bush, with his heifer and
go-cart, would be worse off than anybody they
knew. Bush was a jolly emigrant, traveling all
alone with a hand-cart fixed up with shafts, into
which was harnessed a young cow. He had quar-
reled with his partner at Council Bluffs, and had
gone off in a fit of disgust. His entire worldly
wealth was packed into the little cart, with one or
two sacks of flour, some “ side-meat,” beans, and
coffee. His cooking apparatus consisted ofa frying-
pan and a tin pot, in which latter useful utensil he
made his coffee and cookcd everything that could
not be cooked in his frying-pan.
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“ 1 don’t believe Bush put in much time sing-
ing last night,” said Tom. * If his fiddle wasn’t
drowned out, he was, | 1l just bet.”

“ There he is now !” said- Arty, and as lie spoke
they saw Bush’s tall form stalking beside his queer
little team, and rising over a swell of the prairie,
just altead.

At camping-tinte that night they overtook Bush,
who was as gay and light-spirited as ever. He
hailed the boys with heartiness and begged the
privilege of baking a cake ofdough in their camp-
stove.

“ The fact is, boys,” he explained, “ me and
Sukey had a rough time of it last night, and |
guess a hot corn-dodger will help us both mightily.
Héy, Suke !” he said lovingly, for Bush and his
vicious little cow were on very good terms.

“ Rain ?” he said in answer to the boys’inquiries.
“ Rain? Oh, no, | guess not. It did n’t rain at
all worth mentioning. It jest carne down on the
run.  Well, it did. | crawled under the go-cart,
where the water wa’n’t more than a foot deep. It
was n’t dry quarters; but I could have got along
as gay as you please only for my legs. They 're so
all-fired lengthy that théy stuck out and got wet.
When | pulled ’em in, my head stuck out, and
when | pulled my head in agin, my legs stuck out.
Pity about them legs, aint it, boys?” he added,

looking down at his canvas-covered limbs. “ How-
somever, | thought of you chaps. | ’m used to it,
but you Boston fellers aint seasoned yet. | was

camping by myselfover behind the divide, to keep
out of the wet, and when | saw your tent get up
and dust, | started to lend you a hand. But you
corraled the pesky thing before I could get to you.”

“ Much obleeged, |’'m sure,” said Hi. “ But
we caught her on the critter’s head afore she went
far.”

“ Yes, yes, a tent’s a mighty onhandy thing, |
do believe. Good enough for them that can’t get
along without it; but, as for me, as the revolu-
tionary feller said, gimme liberty or gimme death.
1 ’d rather sleep out o’ doors.”

“ Queer feller, that Bush,” said Hi, when they
were squatted about their camp-table at supper-
time. “ He’s tough as sole-leather and chipper 'n
a cricket. And he allows to go clean through to
Californy with that ’ere go-cart and heifer. Why
the Mormons will steal him, his cow and his cart,
and all, if he ever gets so far as S.alt Lake.”

* They ’ll be smart, then, for he sleeps with both
eyes open,” said Barnard, who admired Bush very
much.

They were camped in a low, flat bottom, by the
river Platte. Tall cotton-woods fringed thé river-
bank, on the north side of which the emigrant road
then ran. Here were wood, water, and grass in
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plenty; and at this generous camping-ground
many emigrants pitched their tents for the night.
After supper was over, the boys strolled out among
the camps and enjoyed the novel sight. The emi-
grants had now got into the vvays of the plains,
—were doing their own cooking and washing,
had put on their roughest manners and roughest
clothes, and were already beginning to talk about
the Lndians. The Cheyennes, it was said, were
very troublesome just beyond Fort Laramie ; and
it was reported that one party of emigrants had
been attacked near the Point of Rocks and all
hands Kkilled.

At one camp-fire where our boys lingered, Bush
was the center of a large party, to whom he was
singing his one great song, “ Lather and Shave.”
It was a famous song of many verses—ninety-nine,
Bush said; but he never had time to sing them all,
though often invited to give them. His violin had,
so far, survived all misadventures and furnished
lively music for the company. One handsome
young fellow, with a tremendous voice, sang a ditty
about emigrating to the gold mines, of which the
refrain was:

“Ho ! ho! and away wc go,
Digging up the gold on the Sacramento!”

All the by-standers and loungers joined in this
choras with spirit and emphasis, the last syllable of
Sacramento being shot out with a will—*“ Toe !

At another camp, they found a forlorn little
woman dandling a child on her knee, sitting on a
wagon-tongue, while her husband was trying to
get supper under her directions. The fire would
not burn, the man was awkward, and his patience
seemed clean gone as he finally squatted back on
the ground and caught his breath, after blowing at
the fire until he was red in the face.

“Yes, we've had a powerful bad streak o’
luck,” he complained. “ First, she took sick at
the Bluffs,” he said, jerking his head toward the
woman on the wagon-tongue. That kep’ us there
nigh onto a month ; and my pard, he got out of
patience and lit outand left us. Then the young
one up and had the cholery yesterday, and we
broke down in that thar slew just beyond Papes’s,
and we had to double up teams twicet that day.
And now then this ’ere blamed fire wont burn, and

we be agoin’ to Californy. We be,” he added,
with great sarcasm. “ | never could build a fire;
hit’s woman’s work, hit is! Oh, look at yer,

smolderin’and smudgin’ thar !” he continued, ad-
dressing the sulky fire. W ith a sudden burst of
rage, he kickcd the smoking embers to the right
and left with his heavy boot, and said, “ Blarst
Californy 1”7

“ Here, let me try,” said Tom. “ 1’m right
smart at fire-bildin’;” and the boy gathered the
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half-charred embers together, and deftly fanned a
flame from them by wafting his hat before the
coals, into which he poked some dry stems and
grass. The fire recovered itself cheerily, and the
man looked down on Tom’ stooping figure with a
sort of unwilling admiration. Arthur did not like
the looks of a husband who seemed so indifferent
to his wife and baby.

“ Here, give me the baby,” said he; “ I ’ll tend
it while you get your supper. And, Mister, you
had better look after your cattle. | see they ’'ve
got all snarled up with that ox-chain.”

“ Drat the cattle !” said the man; and he went
offto swear at the poor beasts which had managed
to turn their yokes and worry themselves generally
into a tangle, while waiting for their master to take
care of them for the night.

“ Don’t mind him,” sighed the woman, relin-
quishing the sick baby to his volunteer nurse.
“Don’t mind him. He’s got a right smart of a
temper, and he do get contrairywise when things
goes contrairywise, and the good Lord knows they
have gone contrairywise ever since we left the
States. Now trot the young one easy-like, if he
hollers, and 1 '11 just rattle up some supper for my
ole man.”

Arty held the baby as tenderly as he could, softly
moving up and down on his knee the unpleasant-
looking feather pillow on which it was laid. A tall
young girl carne around from behind the wagon;
looked at the emigrant’s wife, who was kneading
biscuit, kneeling on the ground ; looked at Arthur,
who was crooning a little song to the sick 'baby ;
and then she remarked: “ Goodness, graciousme!”

“ Nance !” said Arthur, looking up.

“ Yes, it’s Nance,” retorted the tall young girl,
with some asperity. “ Leastways, | 'm called sich
by folks that have n’t got no more manners than
they have room for.”

“ Beg pardon, Miss Nancy.
me so, you know.”

“ | supposc you don’t allow | 'm surprised. Oh,
no, not the leastest bit. You a-tending baby out
here on the perarie ! Howsomever, | like it, | like
it! | declare to gracious, 1do !” she added in a
milcler tone. “ It’s just what boys are fit for.
Hope you ve learned to malte bread by this time.
Scalded their flour, the ornery critters! Oh, my !’
and, overedéme by the recollection of that first great
experiment of the boys when in lowa, the tall
young girl sat down on the wagon-tongue and
doubled herself up again.

“ Never mind,” she said, disengaging herself
from herlaugh. “ Ifyou11 come overtoourcamp,
1 ’Il give you some yeast—real hop-yeast; brought
it all the way from loway myself. It’s good enough
to bust the cover of your camp-kettle off.”

But you surprised
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“ Yourcamp ! Are you going to California?”
asked Arthur, with surprise.

“ Goin’to Californy ! Ofcourse we be. W hat
else do you supposc we’d be campin’out here on
the Platte, miles and miles away from home, for?”

“ But how did you pass us ?”

“ Could n't say. Dad, he allowed he would n’t
stop at the Bluffs more 'n one day. Oh, he’s got
the gold fever just awful!”

“ Was he thinking of going to California when
we passed your place in lowa?”

“ Could n’t say. He seen the folks piling by on
the emigrant road, bound to the gold mines. He
used to set on the fence and swap lies with ’em by
the hour,’and ma just hollerin”at him from the
back-door all the while. Oh, my ! wasn’t she
mad, though !”

“Did n’t she want to come ?”

“ Not at first; but she got to talking with some
of the women-folks on the road, and then she and
dad talked gold night and day. They jest got wild.
So one day, dad, he let the place, picked up his
traps, bundled us into the wagon, and here we be.”

“ How do you find it, as far as you've got?”
asked Tom, who by this time had become very
much interested in Nance’s story.

“ Pretty tolerable-like. How ’s yerself?”

“ Oh, it’s pretty good fun, all but washing
dishes,” replied Tom, bashfully.

JO1(RNEYING THROUGH

[January,

THE DAY.

“ Washin’ dishes ! ” retorted the girl, with great
scorn. “ And you cali yer handful of tin plates
and things washin’ dishes. Don’t I wish you had
to do up the dishes | had at home in loway ! Oh,
it’s real persimmons, this,—just nothing to do.
Barefooted, you see,” and Nance put out a brown
foot, to show that she had left her shoes with
civilization.

“ W here’s your other fellers?” she asked,—
“ specially that one that scalded his flour ?”

Arthur explained thatthey were about the camps,
having tarried where Bush was playing his violin
fora “ stag dance,” as it was called, down by the
cotton-woods.

“ Well, you come over to our camp to-morrow,
early, and i ’ll give you some real hop-yeast. It’s
worth a hull raft of bakin” powder and self-risers.
W e’re offat sun-up. So long!” And Nance was
gone.

“ Right smart chance of a gal, that,” commentcd
the emigrant, whose anger had cooled, and who
was sitting on an ox-yoke contentedly smoking his
pipe.

“ So Miss Sunbonnet is going to California, is
she ?” said Barnard, when the boys related their
interview with that young woman.

“ Yes,” replied Arthur, remembering Nance’s
brown foot; “ she’s going a-digging up the gold
on th? Sacramen—toe !”

(To be continua/.)

JOURNEYING THROUGH THE DAY.

By George Paksons Lathrop.

come, children, come 1 we must hasten on,
For still it’s a long, long way;

A happy long way, ere our journey be done—
We are journeying through the day.

Think! here is another day begun,
So ci6se on the one that’s gone;

And to-morrow will be another one,
As soon as the east can dawn.

The day ! what a wonderful thing it is—
So full of love and delight,

From the time of the mother’s morning-kiss
Till the kiss that comes with “ Good-night!”

And it leads from the east, and goes to the west,
And follow it we will;

Though, whether we work, or whether we rest,
We stay in the same place still.

For here it begins, and here it ends,
All on the sun’s highway ;

We need not part from home and friends,
To journey through the day.
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HOW PLANTS COME FROM SEEDS.

By Annie J. Mackintosh.

Part Il

You remember that in ourlast paper we noticed
some of the differences between plants having their
origin in tvvo-lobed seeds and those growing from
undivided seeds. But there are other differences
just as great, and as strongly marked. If you ex-
amine a twig from any ordinary tree, you will find
that the outside covcring may be easily removed,
and seems to be quite distinct from the wood. |
need not tell you that this covering is called bark ;
and you know, too, that the trees that grow in
your neighborhood are all provided with this outer
coat.

But examine a piecc of straw. You would not
think fora moment of calling its covering bark ;
it is much more like a very thin skin or coating of
varnish.

Now, if there are leaves on the various stems
which we are examining, you will find that those
which are parallcl-veincd all bclong to the stems
which have no bark, while the net-veined leaves
are attached to the barlc-covercd branches.

YOL. ITT.—11.

Thus we have another difference between the
two great divisions of plants. Let us see if we can-
not discover still another. Take a portion of your
corn-stalk and split it lengthwise ; you find that it
is stringy or fibrous. Examine a piece of wood in
the same way, and you will see that it issolid. Now
take a cross-slice from the corn, and another from
one of the branches, and let us compare them. In
the corn you find nothing but the skin-covering,
and the ends of the fibers, like little specks, scat-
tered through a spongy substance called cellular
tissue (see Fig. 2, next page); while in the other
slice (Fig. 1) you see first the bark, then one or more
layers of solid wood; and in the middle you find
the heart-wood or pith, so that the slice presents
the appearance of a number of rings arranged
around the center. By counting these rings in
trees which have been cut down, you mayjudge
of the number of years which have elapsed since
they first showed thcmselves above ground, for the
tree adds a new ring or layer to its growth every
year. Such plants are called “ exogenous,” or
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outward-growing plants, because the new layer is
formed just within the bark, and outside those of
previous years. The fibrous plants grow by addi-
tions to their inward surface, thus pushing the

FIG ,,-M AGNIFIED SECTIONS, TRANSVERSE AND LONGITUDINAL,

OF OUTWARD-GROWING PLANT.

older parts outside. This class is entitled “ endo-
genous,” which means inward-growing.

Did you ever think that the plants notonly grow
but live? A very different life from ours, to be
sure, yet resembling it in some points, and m none
more than in the necessity for food. This food
consists of earthy matter, gases and moisture, and
these three combined constitute sap.
employed in providing food are the
leaves. The former take in earthy matter and
moisture from the earth, while the latter obtam
moisture and gases from the atmosphere \ ou
may see this earthy matter, which is the solid pait
of the plant, very easily, if you live wherc wood is
used as fuel. In the burning, the heat dnves into
the air both gas and moisture, leaving behind only
the earthy matter, which we cali ashes.

The stem of the plant is composed of minute
cells or cavlties, too small to be seen by the naked
eye. These cells may be compared to little boxes,
and you must try to imagine them piled one above
the other, the bottom of one cell forming the
top of the one just below. If you will remember
that these separations are thinner than the sides of
the cells, you will understand how the moisture,
taken up by the rootlets, is forced from the cells
below to those above, traveling thus until it reaches
the leaves.

These too, as | have already said, assist in pro-
viding for the support of the plant. If you examine
a common leaf undcr the microscope, you will
find that the whole surface, more especially that ol
the under part, is covered with small holes, or
breathing pores, which are said.to open or cidse,

The organs
roots and
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as the conditions of the atmosphere prove favorable
or otherwise, to the collection of food-material.

W hen the moisture and earthy matter, taken up
by the roots, have reached the leaves, they are
mixed with the air and moisture which the leaves
are constantly drawing in; thus mixed itformssap,
and passing back again through the plant, nounshcs
and builds up the parts which rcquire it. If the
supply be greater than 'the dernand, that which is
unused is carried down to the roots, where it mixes
with the new material and passes again to the
leaves. Thus a constant circulation is kept up
during the summer months; but as fall approaches,
the movement becomes slower and slower, until,
when winter has really come, the plant sleeps, like
the dormouse and hedgehog, until gentle showers
and warm sunshine whisper that it is time to wake;
then the sap begins again to flow, the buds expand
,and burst, and we know that spring has really
come.

Now we shall have something lo say of flowers.
Collect specimens of as many different varieties as
possible, but among them try to have alily ofsome
sort, as it isrnuch easier to examine the partsm a
large flower. In addition to these, we shall require
a knife, a strong pin, and the magnifying glass.

Take a lily, then. W hat gives it its beauty .
The leaves, of course. Well, these leaves taken
togetlier, just as they are on the flower, are called
the corolla, which means crown; if we speak of a
single leaf, it is called a petal. W ith your knife
rcmove the corolla, being careful not to injure the
heart inside. Having cut away the crown, you find
inside a circle of stems (Fig. 3>a>a)> surmounted

FIG. 2.— MAGNIFIED SECTIONS. TRANSVERSE AND LONGITUDINAL,

OF INWARD-GROWING PLANT

by oblong tips which are covcred with yellow pow-
der or dust. These stems are called stamens, and
consist of two parts; the filament, which is the
stalk, and the anther, the part which holds the
dust. Remove some of the latter and place it
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under the glass, when you will find that itis com-
posed of rounded grains; this dust is called pollen.
Now take a tip and examine it carefully through

FIG. 3.—STAMENS, I'ISTILS, AND SEED-VESSEL.

the glass, turning itround with the pin; you see
now that it is nota knob, but a little bag of slcin,
which seems to have been burst. This bag, or sac,
is called the anther, and its duty is to liold the
pollen until perfectly ripe, when it bursts, covering
itself with the dust.

You have now remaininga greenish steni, at the
end of which isa berry-like enlargement; thisstem
is called the pistil (Fig. 3, b), and the enlarged
portion is the ovary (Fig. 3. c), which holds the
seeds. If you will, without separating them, cut
the pistil and ovary lengthwise, and put them un-
der the glass, you will be able to see plainly the
seeds neatly packed in the ovary (Fig. 3, d); you
will also observe that the pistil is a hoilow tube
leading down to the ovary.

W e have now learned the fiames of the parts in
the flower which we have been examining, but the
lily is nota complete flower; it lacks one part which
you may find in some others of your specimens,
as the rose, pink, morning-glory, &c. We refer
to the green leaves outside of the corolla. This
circle is called the calyx (Fig. 4, a), which means
“ fiower-cup; ” though ordinarily green, it is some-
times bright-colored, as in the case of the fuchsia.

W e will make a list of the parts, so that you may
memorize them more easily:

1. Calyx. (Fig. 4, a.)

2. Corolla. (Fig. 4, b.)

3. Stamens; filament, anthers, pollen. (Fig. 3,
a, a.)

4. Pistil; ovary, seeds. (Fig. 3, b, c, d.)
A complete flower will present all of these sev-
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eral parts, but many are lacking in one or more of
them. Some, as the lily, have 110 calyx, others
have no corolla—mignonette for instance; in some
species the stamens are found in one flower and the
pistil in another, as in Indian corn. Others, still,
have all the stamen-bearing flowers on one plant,
while another of the same species produces flowers
contéining pistils only; of this class the red maple
is given by Prof. Gray as an illustration. There
are also flowers which produce neither stamens fior
pistils, of which the snow-ball will be a familiar ex-
ample.

You already know that the seeds (Fig. 3, d ), from
the beginning of the flower, are packed away in the
ovary (Fig. 3, c), but these seeds will be perfectly
useless unless a portion of the pollen is allowed to
come in contact with them; by useless we mean,
that if planted they would never grow. But how
is thisaccomplished ? Touch the pistil, it is sticky;
now, the pollen bcing very light, is dislodged by
every passing breeze, and some of it is sure to fall
upon the pistil, when it sends down through the
tube a root-like thread, which, touching the seeds,
makes them fertile, in some way which we do not
understand. From this you will learn that the
portions necessary to make the seeds productive
are the stamens and pistils. In flowers which con-
tain both you will observe that, if they are upright
upon their stems, the pistil is apt to be shorter
than the stamens, while if they droop, the reverse
is the case; this isto enable the pollen more readily
to reach the pistil. In cases where the stamens
and pistils are separated, Dame Nature sometimes
employs the wind and sometimes the insects which

crawl over the flowers as
her messengers; the pol-
len sticks to their legsand
bodies, and they carry it
very nicely for a short
distance. But for long
journeys the wind is much
better, and cases have
been mentioned of pollen
traveling in this way for
lhundreds of miles.

After the pollen has
reached the seeds, time
only isrequired to enable
them to ripen, so that we

have now completed the

F.G. 4— PARTS OF A FLOWER. . from {he» ba(;k

to it again. But do not imagine that you know all
about the subject. If, liowever, you have learned
enough to prompt you to notice and experiment
for yourselves, yourtime will nothave been wasted.
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BIRTHDAY OF SNIBBUGGLEDYBOOZLEDOM.
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WHAT THEY DID NOT DO ON THE BIRTHDAY

JACOB ABBOTT B,

FAMILIARLY CALLED

SNIBBUGGLEDYBOOZLEDOM.

(With illustrations by J. B.)

BY M. S. B.

| WONDER if anybody in this city remembered
that last Wednesday was Snibbuggledyboozledom’s
birthday. | guess
nobody thought a
word about it until
the next day, which
was a great pity,
for everybody ought
to have remember-
ed it and turned
out, and shouted
and fired guns, and
made speeches and
processions; and |
would write and tell
you all about what
they did. But as
they did n't cele-
Brate the day at all,
I can only write what they did n’t do.

In the first place then, we were not waked up be-
fore light by a crowd of thrce or four hundred boys
shoutifig and firing guns and fire-crackers and par-
lor-match pistols, and yelling, “ Hurrah for Abbott,
seven years oid !” “ Three cheers for Jakey, seven
yearsoid!” Then at sunrise the big bell in the
fire-tower did not strike seven times: “ Boo-oong!
boo-oong ! boo-oong! boo-oong! boo-oong! boo-
oong boo-oong!” and all the other bells in the
steeples did n't strike in
with a tremendous up-
roar: “ Ding-dong-ding !
ding-dong-ding ! ding-
dong-ding ! ” just as loud
as they ever could n't
sound. What a clatter
they did n't make !

And all the flags in the
city were not flying all day from sunrise till dark.
And the boys all over the city did n't keep at
work every minute of the day popping off fire-
crackers and torpedoes, and little toy cannon that
would shoot off a shot about as big as this:
and used a nail for a ramrod. Sometimes V
they would n't light the crackers and throw them
up in the air, to see them go off before they
carne down again; and sometimes they would n't
holcl them out in little iron pistols, to look like

the belt. in the fike-tower

THE OTHER STEERLES

shooting ; and sometimes they would n’t bury them
in the ground, and then touch them off, so as to
throw the dirt up all around like a mine; and
sometimes they would n’t put a fire-cracker on a lit-
tle chip (for a boat) and sail it offon the water, and
light the cracker to see it blow up the boat. | tell
you they did n’t have a splendid time, and every
boy’s father did n’t give him ten cents, all for his
own, to buy peanuts or candy, or anything elsc he
wanted. '

And then in the afternoon there wasn’t a grand
procession three miles long, with lots of soldiers in
bright-colored uniforms, and brass bands, each one
with a drum-major with a tall bearskin cap and a
gold-headed staff, and Masons with queer little
white aprons, and firemen with their engines and
hose-carts and ladder-trucks, and the mayor and
common council, and three traincd monkeys on as
many little ponies, and an elephantand two camels,
and a clumsy rhinoceros with his horn on his nose

(avery ugly nose too), and tinrteen

ministers in carriages. And they

did n’t go through all the streets

and up to the park, and then the

mayordid nt make a grand speech

two Itours long, telling how grati-
fied he wasn’t to assist in the celebration ofsuch
a day, and what an honor he did n’t consider it to
the city to be the residence of two such great folks
as himself and Snibbuggledyboozledom.

And then they did n’t have a grand display ot
fire-works—great rockcts that went s-s-s-izz away
up in the air and then sent down lots of red and
purple and green stars, and wheels that spun
around and around with a whiz-z-z and threw off
all manner of beautiful sparks, and Roman can-
dles that burned with sparks and threw up with a
“pop " brilliant white and colored balls. And at
the end they did n’t send up an cnormous firc-bal-
loon, thirty-five feet across, with red and winte and
blue stripes up and down it, and “ Smbbuggledy-
boozledom, 1875,” in large gold letters reaching all
around it. And it did n’t sail, sail, sail away, slnn-
ing at first like a greatbig moon, and sailing, sail-
ing, sailing further off till it looked no bigger than
a star, and then sailing, sailing, sailing away t.Uwe
could n’t see it atall.  And | don’t bclieve it ever
carne down at all, anywlicre. Because, you see,
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THE CROWD, THE FIRE-WORKS, THE MAYOR SPEAKING, THE ROCKETS, AND THE BALLOON

if it did n’t ever go up, it could n’t ever come
down !

And that was the end of the things that did n’t
happen on the boy’shirthday. Onlythe nextday the
papers did n’t have lots of news about it—how one
man did n’t have his hat knocked off by a rocket
that went along straight instead of going up in the
air, and fifteen boys and three girlsdid n’t get their
fingers and faces burned with the fire-crackers and
things, and ten horses were not frightened and

CHRISTMAS IN THE

By J.

W e were frozen in, within a bight of the coastin
Camden Bay; to the northward of all our northern
possessions; within the Arctic Circle, where there
is one long winter night for months, unbroken by
a rising sun.

W e had lingered too longon thatnorthern shore,
where we had been cruising through the short
summer season for whale-oil to feed the lamps at
home.

Home 1 Home! The full meaning of the word
carne to us, as we sat round our own dim-burning
lamps down in our well-protected quarters in the

did n’t run away, smashing nine wagons and bark-
irrg fifteen trees, and five houses were not set on
fire by sparks and crackers, and the usual number
of such mishaps did not take place. And there
were not about fifteen thousand pints of peanuts
sold, and five thousand glasses of soda water, and
a corresponding amount of other good things.

And then (thispartdid really happen) everybody
went to bed and wentlo sleep, just as if it had
been any common day.

ARCTIC REGIONS.

H. Wqgodbury.

steeragc and talked of the loved ones whom we had
left there. Should we ever return to them? Yes;
every one believed it, and we were still cheerful.
The sun had been long gonc, and it was Christ-
mas-time; and because it was Christmas-time we
thought the more of those we had left at home.
Santa Claus, too, and the stockings he used to fill
when we were there, carne to our minds ; and the
sleigh-rides, theskating, coasting—and the deargirls
who used to be such a help to us in enjoying it all—
we remembered them you may well believe —and
we talked of them as well. Every man—of course,
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we were all men, though some were a little under
age—told about his own particular girl; and if you
could have heard us, you would have thought each
one had an angel at home, sure! You can’t im-
agine how lovely the girls become, so far away!
Just go beyond the Arctic Circle and get frozen in,
and you Il know all about it.

The girls—the dear girls —we could only talk
about them; but that wassome comfort. W e were
all resolved to carry home something nice forthem,
at least, and to that end we hadbeen “ scrimshaw-
ing ” whalebone ever since the sun had set.

I don’t think you will find scrimshawing in the
dictionary, for the word isn’t used much on shore.
It means, cutting, etching, scratching, carving—
making all sorts of pretty things out of whalebone.
W e had made jagging-knives, and things to keep
the girls straight, and things which we had no
fiames for, and were still working away on our
whalebone “ fixins” when Christmas carne.

I will tell you how we were “ fixed.” The ship
lay not far from the shore, within a bight of the
coast, as | have said, so that there was a semicircle
of snow-covered hills in full view from our decks;
the nearest being hardly more than a mile distant.
Although we had no sun, the moon was with us,
round and full, at Christmas-time, and the snow-
covered hills glistened in its light. We often
walked as far as the hills, and sometimesover them,
to give our limbs the exercise they needed; but as
yet had never found anything very attractive in
that direction.

W e suffered less from the coid than you might
suppose. The ship was well provided with all sorts
of warm clothing, and the captain gave us all the
extra garments we needed, at the ship’s expense.
The quarters of the foremast hands had been
changed from the forecastle to the steerage—the
space in which had been sufficiently enlarged to
accommodate them as well as the boat-steerers
and all, but the officers in the cabin, now lived
there together. The cabin was separated from the
steerage only by a bulkhead.

The cabin contained a stove, in which a fire was
kept always going, giving that apartment a mod-
érate degree of warmth. The galley range had
been lowered into the steerage, where it stood a
little to one side of the hatchway, and having
plenty of fuel, consisting in part of whale-scraps,
a fire was kept constantly going in that also. Bc-
sides, the walls of our apartment were lined all
around with sails—ofwhich we had a large supply,
besides those we had unbent from the yards after
the ice had fastened upon us—and all around, out-
side, the ship had been banked with snow, almost
as high as the rail. Indeed, we did not suffer
much with coid; but the moisti e accumulated in

flanuarv,
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our ciése quarters to such an extent as to cause
some discomfort from that source.

The few light dudes we had to perform occupied
buta small portion of our time, and we were al-
lowed to pass the remainder of it pretty much in
our own way. It was almost worth while to be
frozenin, for one reason atleast: we werenotobliged
to turn out every four hours to stand a watch on
deck. Still we had regular hours for sleep, and
were called out at an appointed time. W e still felt
that we were under our captain’s control, though
his authority was much relaxed.

After all, it was not such a very bad thing to be
frozen in, except for its keeping us so much longer
from home, and from all the world besides our-
selves. On the whole, the time passed rather pleas-
antly. Having plenty of whalebone, both white
and black, and tools to-work it with—and withal a
turning-lathe—we passed more time in making
faney articles for home than in any other way.

But as Christmas drew near there was some talk
about a visit from Santa Claus. From certain in-
dications he might reasonably be expected, and it
was even proposed that we should all hang up our
stockings. Several of our number were making
caps, mittens, mufflers, and such things, with which
they were taking unusual pains; more than they
would be likely to if they were going to wéar the
articles themselves; and this was what suggested to
us that Santa Claus might possibly come.

Unele Jim, our oldest man, was inclined to laugh
at the idea, however. He was of the opinién that
Santa Claus would n’t come away up there just to
please a few lialf-frozen whalemcn ; but if he should
come, he would want something bigger than stock-
ings to put his nick-nacks in. He advised hanging

.up our lrousers, with the bottoms of the legs tied

together with rope-yarns.

“ Most likely," said he, “ if he brings anything,
it will be pickles, and oid cheese and whisky,”—
Unele Jim was a dry oid chap—*“ or something of
that sort.”

Having no sun, we could only tell by the moon,
and the captain’s chronometer, when Christmas
carne, but we were ready to usher it in. Every-
body was so wide awake that Santa Claus could
not possibly have got into the steerage without
being seen; and for that reason, as we supposed,
he did not come. But we were as merry, perhaps,
as though he had been there. We rang the fore-
castle bell for an hour, and ran up the stars and
stripes at the mizzen peak, and should have fired a
salute with the two oid guns on the quarter-deck,
had they not been so filled with frost that there
was danger of bursting them. While we were
making all the noise we could, the cook, with an-
other man and a boy to help him, began to getour
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Christmas dinner; to which we looked forward
with great expectations.

W e had running and leaping matches and other
games in the open air, till we were tired of them,
and then we went down again into the steerage,
and, while the dinner was cooking, we had songs,
speeches, and theatricals. Booth wasn’t there,
but we had Jack Short, probably the best star actor
at that time within the Arctic Circle. Short made
an awful Richard. Taking the first man he could
lay hands on for a horse, he made the rest of us fly
to our bunks for safety; and then we could n’t help
laughing to see the black cook’s eyes stick out as
he stood behind his coppers stabbing at Short with
his longest beef-fork to keep him off.

In the midst of our fun, a strange voice hailed
from on deck, and we all tumbled up to see who
was there and what was the matter.

Behold! there stood Santa Claus himself! It
could be no other; it was just like the pictures we
had all seen of him, and every one recognized him
at once. He spoke to Short, whom he seemed to
recognize as our leading man, in a voice that was
thick with frost.

“1’m a little late,” said he ; “ but | was sure of
getting here before sunrise, anyhow, so | thought

| ’d attend to all the others first. Mighty hard
driving up this way. Broke a trace, Crossing Win-
nipeg, and had to stop to mend it. Upsetall my

traps, too, coming down the Saddle-Back Mount-
ains. But I’'m here at last, all right, and if you *ve
got any oats I ’d like to give my team a feed before
| begin to unload.”

“ Haven’'tgotan oat,” says Short; “ butwhere’s
your team? Trotitup.”

The heads of the team were visible, and the next
moment four curious-looking animals carne up the
inclined snow-plane to the open gangway, drawing
a sledge (which looked very much like the one we
had built to use about the ship), and leaped upon
deck. The sledge was loaded with packages and
bundles, all labelcd, but the team was what at first
most interested us.

Those animals were not reindeer, fior dogs—un-
less they were a new species that we had not yet
heard of. They had only two legs, and they wore
boots. But their bodies and heads were covered
with fur, and something that looked like raveled-
out stocking yarn. Their heads looked somewhat
like dogs’ heads; but as none of them had their
tongues out, we suspected they were not dogs at
all. In some respeets, especially in height, they
resembled our four boat-steerers; and when we re-
membered that we had not seen the boat-steerers
below for an hour or more, we thought it just pos-
sible that they might have been transformed into
these strange animals.
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The captain, and the others who lived in the
cabin—all but the mate—carne up to look at Santa
Claus and his team. As for the sledge, we all felt
sure we had seen it before; but we were not going
to accuse Santa Claus of deception, or with steal-
ing, to begin with. Evidently he had brought us
presents, and we ought to be satisfied.

“No oats!” exclaimed he as if astonished, when
his team stood stamping and shaking themselves
on deck. “What have you been living on all
winter?”

“Nothing to brag of, as yet,” said Short.
“We 've been eating odds and ends, mostly. The
doctor ’s got some good beef in his coppers to-day,
though, and if your hounds are hungry enough to
eat that, they can have some.”

“Hungry! Haven’t stopped to eat fior drink,
till now, since we left Kamtchatka, almost twenty-
four hours ago! Been clear round, you know.
Guess they Il pick your beef-bones if you give ’em
a chance! And that reminds me, | ve got a few
fixin’s here that wont go bad with your Christmas
dinner, and | guess | may as well give 'em to ye

right away.” And at once Santa Claus began to
unpack.

' The packages he drew out first were labeled, in
very bold letters, “ For General Distribution.”

There was a keg of molasses, two whole hams,
frozen pickles, condensed milk, a package of cheese
(very oid chcese, that had been packed in brandy,
or something else that was strong enough to keep
it), pilot bread (a better quality of bread than we
got every day), a quantity of preserved bananas,
somewhat resembling figs, a box of mustard, vin-
egar, pickled potatoes, and a bag of dried apples.

All these Santa Clausunloaded, while we crowded
around him, and then carne articles of clothing,
each bearing in large letters the fiame of one of
the crew. A pair of boots for one, a fiannel shirt
for another, a Guernsey frock for a third, and so
on. Every man of us got something to cheer his
heart and show that he was not forgotten. Oid
Santa seemed to know us all, and handed to each
his particular package, accompanying it with some
appropriate remark.

We could not but admire the oid fellow while he
was doing this, but when it appeared that he had
brought us letters from home, our enthusiasm al-
most upset him. From out a deep pocket he drew
letter after letter, and, slowly reading the super-
scription, handed itto the one to whom it belonged.
To every one, even the cook, he brought a letter.

But it was too coid to read the letters on deck,
and we at once transferred all our presents to the
steerage. Then we invited oid Santa and his team
to go down with us and hear the news and getsome
dinner. But the dinner would not be ready for
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an liour, and the oid fellow thought he could n’t
waitr.  He had only an empty sledge now, he said,
and his spaniels would take him home in a jiffy.
Most likely his wife would have dinncr waiting.
So he cracked his long wliip, and away they went,
round the stern of the ship; and we all rushed
below.

Then such a time as we had—1 can- hardly tell!
Ofcourse, we read our letters first; but, after all, it
was evident they had not been written by those
from whom we most wished to hear. Yet there

IN THE
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taken Holland again. Unele Seth had shingledhis
barn. They were talking cf putting a new light-
ning-rod on the meeting-house. Ann Eliza had
sprained her ankle running after grasshoppers.
Sarah Jane had lost her waterfall, and all the other
girls were going to give up waterfalls because she
could n’t find it again. Such as these were the
items of news we got; and though, after all, there
wasnot a word that could be depended upon about
the dear ones at home, the letters helpecl to make
our Christmas merry. By the time they were read.

SANTA CLAUS APPEARS ON DECK.

was news in them, such as it was. For instance,
Sain Miller learned that Eliza, the girl he used to
talk about, had got three new beaux since he left
home, and was in an :-awful pucker ” because she
did n’t know which she liked best.

Another of the girls whom we had heard about
was married, and had moved to Kansas; and an-
other had started alone and on foot for the North
Pole to look for her sailor-man, and had not been
heard from since. But this was not half:

Grandmother Goose was dead. The Dutch had

our dinner was ready; and | venture to say that
never was there a more generous Christmas dinner
served up so near the North Pole, or a jollier crew
there to partake of it.

I will add, that we gotout of the ice at last, and
after a little more whaling returned to the Sandwich
Islands with a full ship. Our next Christmas was
passed at Bahia, only a few degrees south of the
Equator, in Brazil, beneath a blazing sun, in the
midst of tropic scenery, and surrounded with nearly
every kind of tropical production.
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MARJORIE'S BIRTHDAY GIFTS.

By Louisa

Marjorie sat on the door-step shelling peas,
quite unconscious what a pretty picture she made
with the roses peeping at her through the lattice-
work of the porch, the wind playing hide-and-seek
in her curly hair, while the sunshine with its silent
magic changed her faded gingham to a golden

gown, and shimmered on the bright tin pan as ifit «

weré a silver shield. Oid Rover lay at her feet, the
white Idtten purred on her shoulder, and friendly
robins hopped about her in the grass, chirping
“ A happy birthday, Marjorie !”

But the little maid neither saw fior heard, for her
eyes were fixed on the green.pods, and her thoughts
were far away. She was recalling the fairy-tale
granny told her last night, and wishing with all her
heart that such things happened nowadays. For
in this story, as a poor girl like lierselfsat spinning
before the door, a Brownie carne by, and gave the
child a good-luck penny; then a fairy passed, and
left a talismé&n which would keep her always happy;
and last of all, the prince rolled up in his chariot,
and took her away to reign with him over a lovely
kingdom, as a reward for her many kindnesses to
others.

W hen Marjorie imagined this part of the story,
it was impossible to help giving one little sigh,
and for a minute she forgot her work, so busy was
she thinking what beautifu! presents she would
give to all the poor children in herrealm when they
had birthdays. Five impatient young peas took
this opportunity to escape from the half-open pod
in her hand and skip down the steps, to be imme-
diately gobbled up by an audacious robin, who gave
thanks in such a shrill chirp that Marjorie woke
up, laughed, and fell to work again. She wasjust
finishing, when a voice called out from the lafie:

“ Hi, there ! come here a minute, child !'” and
looking up, she saw a little oid man in a queer little
carriage drawn by a fat little pony.

Running down to the gate, Marjorie dropped a
curtsey, saying pleasantly:

“W hat did you wish, sir?”

“ Just undo that check-rein for me. | am lame,
and Jack wants to drink at your brook,” answered
the ofd man, nodding at her till his spectacles
danced on his nose.

Marjorie was rather afraid of the fat pony, who
tossed his head, whisked his tail, and stamped his
feet as if he was of a peppery temper. But she
liked to be useful, and just then felt as if there
were few things she could notdo if she tried, be-

M. Alcott.

cause it was her birthday. So she proudly let
dowp the rein, and when Jack went splashing into
the brook, she stood on the bridge waiting to
check him up again after he had drank his fill of
the clear, cool water.

The oid gentleman satin his place looking up at
the little girl, who was smiling to lierself as she
watched the blue dragon-flies dance among the
ferns, a blackbird tilt on the alder-boughs, and
listened to the babble of the brook.

“ How oid are you, child ?” asked the oid man,
as if he rather envied the rosy creature her \outh
and heaith.

“ Twelve to-day, sir;” and Marjorie stood up
straight and tall, as if mindful of her years.

“ Had any presents ?” asked the oid man, peer-
ing up with an odd smile.

“ One, sir—here it is; ” and she pullcd out of
her pocket a tin savings bank in the shapc of a
desirable family mansién painted red, with a green
door and black chimney. Proudly displaying iton
the rude railing of the bridge, she added, with a
happy face :

“ Granny gave it to me, and all the money in it
is going to be mine.”

“ How much have you got?” asked the oid gen-
tleman, who appeared to like to sit there in the
middle of the brook, while Jack bathed his feet
and leisurcly gurgled and sncezed.

“Not a penny yet, but |I’'m going to earn
some,” answered Marjorie, patting the little bank
with an air of resolution pretty to see.

“ How will you do it?” continued the inquisitive
oid man.

“ Oh, I.'m going to pick berries and dig dande-
lions, and weed, and drive cows, and do chores. It
is vacation, and | can work all the time, and earn
ever so much.”

“ But vacation is play-time—how about that ?”

“ W hy, that sort of work is play, and | get bits
of fun all along. | always have a good swing when
I go for the cows,"and pick flowers with the dande-
lions. Weeding isn’t so nice, but berrying is very
pleasant, and we have good times all together.”

“ W hat shall you do with your money when you
getit?”

“ Oh, lots of things! Buy books and clothes
for school, and if | geta great deal, give some to
granny. |°d love to do that, for she takes care of
me, and | ’d be so proud to help her!”

“ Good little lass ! ” said the oid gentleman, as

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



162

marjorie’s

he put his hand in his pocket. “ Would you
now ?” he added, apparently addressing himselfto
a large frog who sat upon a stone looking so wise
and grandfatherly, that it really did seem quite
proper to consult him. At all events, he gave his
opinién in the most decided manner, for, with a
loud croak, he turned an undignified somersault
into the brook, splashing up the water at a great
rate. “ Well, perhaps it wouldn’t be best on the
whole. Industry is a good teacher, and money
cannot buy happiness, as | know to my sorrow.”

The oid gentleman still seemed to be talking to
the. frog, and as he spoke he took his hand out
of his pocket with less in it than he had at first
intended.

“ What a very queer person 1” thought Marjo-
rie, for she had not heard a word, and wondered
what he was thinking about down there.

Jack walked out of the brook just then, and she
ran to check him up; not an easy task for little
hands, as he preferred to nibble the grass on the
bank. Butshe did it cleverly, smoothed the ruffled
mane, and, dropping another curtsey, stood aside
to let the little carriage pass.

“ Thank you, child—thank you. Here is some-
thing for your bank, and good luck to it.”

As he spoke, the oid man laid a bright gold dol-
larin her hand, patted the rosy cheek, and vanished
in a cloud of dust, leaving Marjorie so astonished
at the grandeur of the gift, that she stood looking
at it as if it had been a fortune. It was to her,
and visions of pink calic6 gowns, new grammars,
and fresh hat-ribbons danced through her head in
delightful confusién, as her eyes rested on the shin-
ing coin in her palm.

Then, with a solemn air, she invested her first
money by popping it down the chimney of the
scarlet mansién, and peeping in with one eye to
see if it landed safely on the ground-floor. This
done, she took a long breath, and looked over the
railing, to be sure it was not all a dream. No, the
wheel-marks were still there, the brown water was
not yet clear, and if a witness was needed, there
sat the big frog again, looking so like the oid gen-
tleman, with his bottle-green coat, speckled trou-
sers, and twinkling eyes, that Marjorie burst out
laughing, and clapped her hands, saying aloud :

“ 111 play he was the Brovvnié, and this is the
good-luck penny he gave me. Oh, what fun !”
and away she skipped, rattling the dear new bank
like a castanet.

W hen she had told granny all about it, she got
knife and basket, and went out to dig dandelions;
for the desire to increase her fortune was so strong,
she could not rest a minute. Up and down she
went, so busily peering and digging, that she never
liftcd up her eyes till something like a great
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white bird skimmed by so low, she could not help
seeing it. A pleasant laugh sounded behind her
as she started up, and looking round, she nearly
sat down again in sheer surprise, for there ciése by
was a slender little lady, comfortably established
under a big umbrella.

“ If there were any fairies, | 'd be sure that was
one,” thought Marjorie, staring with all her might,
for her mind was still full of the oid story; and cu-
rious things do happen on birthdays, as every one
knows.

It really did seem rather elfish to look up sud-
denly and see a lovely lady all in white, with shin-
ing hair and awand in herhand, sitting under what
looked very like a large yellow mushroom in the
middle of a meadow, where, till now, nothing but
cows and grasshoppers had been seen. Before
Marjorie could decide the question, the pleasant
laugh carne again, and the stranger said, pointing
to the white thing that was still fluttering over the
grass like a little cloud :

“ Would you kindly catch my hat for me, before
il blows quite away ?”

Down went basket and knife, and away ran Mar-
jorie, entirely satisfied now that there was no magic
about the new-comer; for if she had been an elf,
could n’t she have got her hat without any help
from a mortal child? Presently, however, it did
begin to seem as if that hat was bewitched, for it
led the nimble-footed Marjorie such a cliase that
the cows stopped feeding to look on in placid won-
der; the grasshoppers vainly tried to keep up, and
every ox-eyed daisy did its bestto catch the run-
away, but failed entirely, for the wind liked a game
of romps, and had it that day. As she ran, Mar-
jorie heard the lady singing like the princess in
the story ofthe Goose-Girl:

“ Blow, brcczcs, blow !
Let Curdkin’s hat go!
Blow, breezes, blow,
Let him after it go!
O'er hills, dales and rocks,
Away be it whirled,

Till the silvery locks
Are all combed and curled.”

This made her laugh so, that she tumbled into a
clover-bed, and lay there a minute to get her
breath. Just then, as if the playful wind repented
of its frolic, the long veil fastened to the hatcaught
in a blackberry-vine near by, and held the truant
fast till Marjorie secured it.

“ Now come and see what | am doing,” said the
lady, when she had thanked the child.

Marjorie drew near confidingly, and looked down
at the wide-spread book before her. She gave a
start, and laughed out with surprise and delight;
for there was a lovely picture of her own little
home and her own little self on the door-step, all
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so delicate, and beautiful, and true, it seemed as
ifdone by magic.

“ Oh, how pretty ! There is Rover, and Kitty,
and the robins, and me! How could you ever
do it, ma’am ?” said Marjorie, with a wondering
glance at the long paint-brush, which had wrought
what seemed a miracle to her childish eyes.

“ 1’1l show you presently; but tell me, first, if
it looks quite right and natural to you. Children
sometimes spy out faults that no one else can see,”
answered the lady, evidently pleased with the art-
less praise her work received.

“ It looks just like our house, only more beauti-
ful. Perhaps that is because | know how shabby
it really is. That moss looks lovely on the shin-
gles, but the roof leaks. The porch is broken,
only the roses hide the place ; and my gown is all
faded, though it once was as bright as you have
made it. | wish the house and everything would
stay pretty forever as they will in the picture.”

W hile Marjorie spoke, the lady had been adding
more color to the sketch,
up, something warmcr and brighter than sunshine
shone in her face, as she said, so cheerily, it was
like a bird’s song to hear her :

“ It can’t be summer always, dear, but we can
make fair weather for ourselves if we try. The
moss, the roses, and soft shadows show the little
house and the little girl at their best, and that is
what we all should do; for it isamazing how lovely
common things become, if one only knows how to
look at them.”

“ 1 wish / did,” said Marjorie, half to herself,
remembering how often she was discontented, and
how hard it was to get on, sometimes.

“ So do I,” said the lady, in her happy voice.
“ Just believe that there is a sunny side to every-
thing, and try to find it, and you will be surprised
to see how bright the world will seem, and how
cheerfu! you will be able to keep your little self.”

“ 1 guess granny has found that out, for she
never frets. | do, but I 'm going to stop it, be-
cause | 'm twelve to-day, and that is too oid for
such things,” said Marjorie, recollecting the good
resolutions she had made that morning when she
woke.

“ I am twice twelve, and not entirely cured yet;
but | try, and don’t mean to wear blue spectacles
if 1 can help it,” answered the lady, laughing so
blithely that Marjorie was sure she would not have
to try much longer. “ Birthdays were made for
prcsents, and | should like to give you one.
Would it please you to have this little picture ?”
she added, lifting it out of the book.

“ Truly my own? Oh, yes, indeed!” cried
Marjorie, coloring with pleasure, for she had never
owned so beautiful a thing before.

and when she looked.
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“ Then you shall have it, dear. Hang it where
you can see it often, and when you look, remember
that it is the sunny side of home, and help to keep
it so.”

Marjorie had nothing but a kiss to offer by way
of thanks, as the lovely sketch was put into her
hand ; but the giver seemed quite satisfied, for it
was a very grateful little kiss. Then the child took
up her basket and went away, not dancing and
singing now, but slowly and silently ; for this gift
made her thoughtful as well as glad. As she
climbed the wall, she looked back to nod good-
bye to the pretty lady; but the meadovv was emp-
ty, and all she saw was the grass blowing in the
wind.

“ Now, deary, run out and play, for birthdays
come but once a year, and we must make them as
merry as we can,” said granny, as she settled her-
self for her afternoon nap, when the Saturday
cleaning was all done, and the little house as neat
as wax.

So Marjorie put on a white apronin honor of
the occasion, and, taking kitty in’her arms, went
out to enjoy herself. Three swings on the gate
seemed to be a good way of beginning the festivi-
ties; but she only got two, for when the gate
creaked back the second time, it stayed shut, and
Marjorie hung over the pickets, arrested by the
sound of music.

“ It ’s soldiers,” she said, as the fife anddrum
drew nearer, and flags were seen waving over the
barberry-bushes at the cdrner.

“ No, it s a picnic,” she added in a moment;
for she saw hats with wreaths about them bobbing
up and down, as a gayly trimmed hay-cart full of
children carne rumbling down the lafie.

“ What a nice time they are going to have!”
thought Marjorie, sadly contrasting that merry-
making with the quiet party she was having all by
herself.

Suddenly her face shone, and Kkitty was waved
over her head like a banner, as she flew out of the
gate, crying rapturously:

“ It’s Billy 1 and | know he ’s come for me ! ”

It certainly was Billy, proudly driving the oid
horse, and beaming at his little friend from the
bower of flags and chestnut-boughs, where he sat
in state, with a crown of daisies on his sailor-hat
and a spray of blooming sweetbrier in his hand.
W aving his rustic scepter, he Icd off the shout of
“ Happy birthday, Marjorie!” which was set up
as the wagon stopped at the gate, and the green
boughs suddenly blossomed with familiar faces, all
smiling on the little damsel, who stood in the lafie
quite overpowered with delight.

“It’s a s’prise party !'” cried one small lad,
tumbling out behind.
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“ We are going up the mountain to have fun !”
added a chorus of voices, as a dozen hands beck-
oned wildly.

“ We got it up on purpose for you, so tie your
hat and come away,” said a pretty girl, leaning
down to kiss Marjorie, who had dropped kitty, and
stood ready for any splendid enterprise.

A word to granny, and away went the happy
child, sitting up beside Billy, under the flags that
waved over a happier load than any royal chariot
ever bore.

It would be vain to try and tell all the plays and
pleasures of happy children on a Saturday after-
noon, but we may briefly say that Marjorie found
a mossy stone all ready for her throne, and Billy
crowned her with a garland like his own. Thata
fine banquet was spread and caten with a relish
many a Lord Mayor’s feast has lacked. Then how
the whole court danced and played together after-
ward: The lords climbed trees and turned somer-
saults, the ladics gathered flowers and told secrets
under the sweetfern-bushes, the queen lost her
shoe jumping over the waterfall, and the king
paddled into the pool below and rescued it. A
happy little kingdom, full of summer sunshine,
innocent delights and loyal hearts ; for love ruled,
and the only war that disturbed the peaceful land
was waged by the mosquitoes as night carne on.

Marjorie stood on her throne watching the sun-
set while her maids of honor packed up the remains
ofthe banquet, and her knights prepared the char-
iot. All the sky was gold and purple, all the
world bathed in a soft, red light, and the little girl
was very happy as she looked down at the subjects
who had served her so faithfully that day.

“ Have -ou had a good time, Marjy ?” asked
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King William, who stood below with his royal nose
on a level with her majesty’s two dusty little shoes.

“ Oh, Billy, it has been just splendid ! But |
don’t see why you should all be so kind to me,”
answered Marjorie, with such a look of innocent
wonder, that Billy laughed to see it.

“ Because you are so sweet and good, we can’t
help loving you—that’s why," he said, as if this
simple fact was reason enough.

“1’m going to be the best girl that ever was,
and love everybody in the world,” cried the child,
stretching out her arms as if ready, in the fullness
of her happy heart, to embrace all creation.

“Don’t turn into an angel and fly away just yet,
but come home, or granny will never lend you to
us any more.”

W ith that, Billy jumped her down, and away
they ran, to ride gayly back through the twilight,
singing like a flock of nightingales.

As she went to bed that night, Marjorie looked
at the red bank, the pretty picture, and the daisy

.crown, saying to herself:

“Ithasbeenavery nicebirthday,and | am some-
thing like the girl in the story, after all, for the
oid man gave me a good-luck penny, the kind
lady told me how to keep happy, and Billy carne
for me like the prince. The girl did n’t go back
to the poor house again, but I 'm glad | did, for
my granny isn’t a cross one, and my little home
is the dearest in the world.”

Then she tied her night-cap, said her prayers,
and fell asleep ; but the moon, looking in to Kiss
the blooming face upon the pillow, knew that three
good spirits had come to help little Marjorie from
that day forth, and their fiames were Industry,
Cheerfulness, and Love.

TROUBLE AI-IEAD.

BY A. D. W.

Merry Christmas! girls and boys.
Santa Claus with team and toys
Now is starting on his way,

W ith his overladen sleigh,—
Never heeding coid or wetting,
Not a single town forgetting.

But a puzzled look he bears

As jie moves among his wares;

And | doubt if ever yet

W as Santa Claus in such a pet.
Now he purses up his lips,
Snaps his rosy finger-tips;

All in vain he scans his store,
Names the children o’er and o’er,
Just one boy deserves a switch,
And he has forgotten which.
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IN . THE FAR EAST.

By Fannie Roper Feudge.

Christmas in the East!—in a land where it
never snows, and where the houses do not even
have chimneys, as fires are not needed to sit by,
and the cooking is done in little shanties built
apart from the dwellings. But then it is always
warm enough to leave doors and windows wide
open, and dear oid Santa Claus may take his

THE LITTLE PRINCE

choice of entering by either of these instead of a
chimney, thus escaping the chance of gctting
burned or begrimed with soot.

The Orientdis themselves do not know much
about Christmas, either as a holiday, or the blessed
anniversary that commemorates the birth of our
dear, loving Saviour, who was born as a babe in
Bethlehem, and who died for us on Calvary. But
we who went from pleasant homcs and happy fire-
sides in this fair land did not forget the good oid
fashion of “ Christmas-keeping,” fior fail to tell

our little ones of the “ trees” and “ stockings,” or
the feasting and presents, and the “ good times”
generally that belong to this cheery season. We
had in our beautiful Eastern home, embowered in
its wonderful tropic flowers so fragrant and so fair,
a blue-eyed boy, with fair, rosy cheeks, and soft,
wavy hair like a cloud of golden sunlight; and

AND HIS PLAYMATE

there was another who carne often to play with
him—a little prince, of slight, graceful figure, with
the rich, bronze complexion of that sunny clime,
and beautiful dark eyes that flashed like diamonds.
His glossy black hair was worn very curiously,—at
the back cut ciése to the head, and in front, where
it was almost a-foot long, coiled in a smooth knot
on the top of the forehead, and confined by a long,
golden pin set with very costly diamonds. Around
this knot of hair was always twined a wreath of
jessamines or tuberoses that were held in place by

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



i66 CHRISTMAS IN

jeweled pins. His simple costume consisted of
only two flowing garments of silk or embroidered
muslin, but the deficiency was more than made up
by jewelry, of which he wore incredible quantities,
in the varied forms of rings, chains, anklets and
bracelets. There were half-a-dozen or more gold
necklaces around his throat, and an equal number
of chains across the left shoulder, passing under
the rightarm; ajeweled girdle of very great valué
was clasped about his waist; heavy gold bracelets,
one above another, filled nearly the entire space
between his wrist and elbow, and méany more, just
as massive and costly, were around the brown
ankles, while every finger was literally loaded with
rings.

But the most curiousofall was a tiny talisméan of
quaint workmanship, suspended by a slender chain
about the childs neck, and designed, so his mother
told me, to keep off witches and evil spirits. The
head nurse had placed this “ charm” on the baby’s
neck at his birth, and, sleeping or waking, it was
never removed. On his visits to my house, the
little prince was ahvays attended by thirty or forty
servants, who crouched down about the halls and
verandas, ready to wait on their little lord and
see that he was kept out of harm’s way. On first
entering, the wee prince would step gravely for-
ward and hold up his sweet face to me for the
usual kiss, and then, seating himself on a low otto-
man, would beckon one of his servants to come
and remove his cumbrous ornaments, that he
might the better enjoy a romp with my little son.
So one costly decoration after another would be
taken off, and as they w-ere laid all together in one
glittering pile there seemed almost enough to
stock a small jewelry store. Thus relieved, the
little prince would bound away with the joyous
exclamation: “ Now | can play ever so nice!”
The two playfellOws loved each othervery dearly,
and seemed never to weary of being together; yet
they would look into each other’s faces with ques-
tioning wonder, as if to' ask why they were so
different. The little prince would stroke fondly
the soft, golden curls of his companion, and then
run to a mirror and stand for minutes together,
feeling and scrutinizing his own glossy locks of
raven blackness; while my own fair boy would pat
lovingly the bronze-tinted cheek of the liandsome
little prince, and then look at his own tiny,
dimpled hand, white almost as a snow-flake, to
see if the color had been transferred by touching.
As different as possible they were in everything,
yet both so very lovely and charming, one never
knew which most to admire. One was round,
chubby and dimpled, with cheeks like a fresh rose,
and eyes blue; the other, palé, dark, slender and
graceful—one all roguishness and fun ; the other
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noting everything about him, and strangely wise
and dignified for his years.

They were very near of an age, the little prince
being the sénior by only a few months; and when
the Christmas after their fifth birthday carne round,
| determined to give them a celebration—such an
one as they had never seen in all their five-year
lives. That they might enjoy to the full the
pleasant surprise, | kept my own counsel and told
them nothing, except that the young prince was to
come and spend the day with me, and bring his
little sister. My boy knew there was to be com-
pany, as usual, on Christmas-day, and that was
all.  On Christmas Eve, Santa Claus arrived with
mysterious-looking pareéis—enough to set Master
Harry half crazy with curiosity, and render it ex-
tremely difficult to get him off to bed at his usual
early hour. When relieved of his presence, we
set to work in good earnest and soon had all
things arranged to sur minds.

At six o’clock on Christmas morning, our merry
prattler was aroused by a bombardmentof Chinese
fire-crackers against the nursery door; and, be-
fore he could be arrayed in his simple dress of
white muslin, more than half of the twenty little
guests who had been invited were already in the
reception-room. A few moments more brought
the remainder, the little prince and his sister
among them; and then the folding-doors that
led to papa’s study were thrown open, and Santa
Claus stood revealed to the astonished group!
Yes, there stood “ His Excellency ” dressed in
fantastic garb of green and gold Chinese “ Icneé
breeches,” and huge, glittering buckles on his
white-soled shoes; while over all, as if the ther-
mometer had been standing at zero instead of
102°, was thrown.a bright crimson cloak, and his
cap was surmounted by a crest of what seemed to
be real, genuine jcicles. From the capacious
pockets of his fantastic cloak, Santa Claus scat-
tered bonbons and fire-works profusely around,
standing guard meanwhile over the beautiful tree
that adorned the center of the apartment and
towered in majestic height almost to the ceiling.

Not one of the children had ever seen Santa
Claus before, and they were lost in wonder as to
where he could have sprung from, with his long,
white beard and frosty hair, so strangely opposed
to his merry voice and froliesome pranks. There
is no telling how long the disguise would have been
keptup, but in romping with one of the little ones,
the false mustache dropped off, and could not be
replaced, and the merry peal of laughter that fol-
lowcd betrayed the imposture, as with a scream of
delight little Harry exclaimed: “ Papa! my own
papal!”

So cloak and crown were thrown aside, and
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“ papa” in his own person no longer guarded the
tree, but invited all to approach and partake of its
precious fruits. It was a gracefully formed orange-
tree, alive and growing in a huge tub, every twig
and branch loaded with the fragrant blossoms, and
green and ripe fruit in the various stages. Among
the branches were tiny Chinese lanterns of oiled
silk, painted in fantastic pictures of angels and
dragons, winged women and flying fish, and all
the other impossible things that Chinese artists
love to paint. The gifts and toys that decorated
the tree were just as wonderful, but in quite a
different way. There were toy sets of furniture
ofexquisitely carved ivory instead of wood; minia-
ture steamboats and chariots that could be wound
up like a clock, and made to run for half an hour;
magic tumblers and jugglers acting like things of
life ; artificial basins of water with fish and ducks
swimming in them, which by means of a magnetic
needle could be made to gather around a pretty
little maiden, whose cali was expressed by raising
her hands; miniature tea-sets of beautiful por-
celain ; curious ivory balls cut within balls, and
various other things that | have not time here to
describe, besides puzzles, games.and bonbons in
seemingly endless variety. On the topmost sum-
mit of the tree hung the American and Siamese
flags with blended folds. The national banner of
Siam is a white elephant on a crimson ground.
The top ofa light and graceful tree seemed a queer
place for an elephant, but, I have no doubt, our
youngsters thought the gay colors floating over
the green leaves and golden fruit looked very
handsome. Upon tiny twigs, that could support
nothing more weighty, were hung small crystallized
fruits, and among them floated a tiny, silken flag,
on which were written these lines:

“ Though niighty deeds by right,
From oldcr folks are duc,
Y ct little ones should try
Some good, at least, to do.

The gentle child, though small,
May little favors show;

And loving words to all
From infant lips may flow.”

The tree, with all it contained, was given up to

the little ones to be disposed of just as they
wished; and that they found in its fruits bound-
less stores of enjoyment no one would have

doubted, after hearing their glad shouts of joy
during all the hours of that happy Christmas-
day. So busy and so merry were they over their
treat that they could scarcely be persuaded to
stop at nine o’tlock long enough for breakfast;
but when dinner carne at four p. M. both curiosity

IN THE
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and the spirit of frolic were somewhat abated, and
they sat down to the feast, prepared to do full jus-
tice to the good things set before them. Twenty
high chairs had been collected from the neighbor-
ing families for the use of the little guests, and
they sat around that long table, as beautiful a
group of laughing, rosy cherubs as ever were
collected under a roof. The eldest of the com-
pany was less than six, and the youngest—dainty,
flaxen-haired little Blanche—scarcely three. Right
merrily they chatted and joked, and talked baby
nonsense—sometimes in English, more frequently
in Siamese or Malay—for three-year-old linguists
who talk half-a-dozen languages are often found
in the East. But never a discord was heard, a
word of impatience, or an angry retort from all
that happy group.

At six (which is twilight within the Tropics), we
had a grand display of fire-works: rockets, squibs
and fire-wheels, tokas and Roméan candles; and
then the merry party broke up, to return to their
several homes. Among all my tiny guests not
one was more delighted than the little prince, as
wonderingly he inspected all the arrangements of
thisJirst Christmas in which he had ever, really,
taken any part. Santa Claus and the tree were
very prodigies of beauty and skill in the eyes of
the little fellow, and over and over again, as his
parents told me, were all the details of that cheery
Christmas festival reenacted within the broad halls
of the grand palace royal, of which this beautiful
boy was the most cherished ornament. He decked
out one of his attendants as Santa Claus, and a
dozen little half-brothers and sisters, all near his
own age, served as guests. Not an important
item of the celebration he so much enjoyed was
omitted; and it shows the wonderful aptitude of
the royal child, that after witnessing only for a
single time these varied details he-should be able
to reproduce them with such accuracy. Now, in
his young manhood, it isstill the same intelligent
aptitude applied to the introduction from other
countries of many of the inventions and improve-
ments of the day, that has given to Siam such a
wonderful impetus in progress, and to the two
youthful sovereigns of that fair land, the first place
among Oriental monarchs. For that little head
now wears a crown; the tiny, dimpled fingere so
busy in plucking the fruits of the Christmas-tree,
to-day grasp a jeweled scepter, and the boy folded
so lovingly in my arms on that happy Christmas-
day, now occupies the glittering throne of the
“ Sacred and great kingdom of Siam,” and re-
ceives the loving homage of its ten millions of
inhabitants.
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HOW WILLIE COASTED BY MOONLIGHT.

By C. P. Cranch.

Come, Willie! | would n’t be toasting
My shins at the fire all night,

When the snow is so splendid for coasting,
And the full moon is shining so bright.

I would n’t be such a young napper,
For anything under the Sun.

Come ! on with your fur cap and wrapper!
We are sure to have capital fun.

Dobb’s Hill is the place. You must hurry!
The boys all are out in the snow !

And tell your mamvna not to worry;
W e’ll be back by ten—as you know.”

So Willie got up and bestirred him ;
But David had gone ere he woke.
Said Willie : “ | certainly heard him—
Yes, surely 'twas David that spoke.”

Then off Willie started to find him,
W ith his cap, and his mittcns, and sled.
Stop, David !” he shouted behind him ;
But David heard nothing he said.

“He’s gone to Dobb’s Hill, where the coasting
Is best—for the hill’s very high ;
And David has always been boasting
He could run his sled farthcr than 1!~
Then up to Dobb’s Hill Willie floundered,
But lo ! not a boy to be seen;
And he stood in the snow there, and pondered,
And wondered what David could mean.

'T was almost as clear as the noon-light—
The trees towered tall overhead;
He stood in the silence and moonlight,
And mournfully looked at his sled.

“ 1’d better go back, then,” said Willie ;
“There’s little fun coasting alone.
But then, it seems stupid and silly
Not having some fun of my own.”

Now while he took time for deciding,
And this way and that turned his head,
He saw a small figure come riding
Straight up the hill-side, on a sled.

“

“

“

Ho, David !” cricd Will, “ you ve been hiding;
But this is as strange as a dream,—

For how in the world are you riding
Up hill without horses or steam ?”

But never an answer got Willie—
The figure sat still as a gnome;

He began to feel solemn and chilly,
And wished he had never left home.

But slowly and slowly the figure
Moved up o’er the snow and the ice;
Then suddenly seemed to grow bigger,
And leapt from his sled in a trice.

Come, W illie!” he cried, “ we’ll together
Coast down on my sled to the lake;

There was never such glorious weather
For a journey like that we shall take.”

Butyou are not David!” said Willie;
W ith strangers like you Il not go.”
Said the man: “ You must go, willy-nilly,
For | am your Gnele, you know,—

Your Unele, Cadwallader Biornson,
From Lapland. It can’t be denied:
Your mother's half-brother, Luke Johnson,
W as mine—on your grandmother’s side.

I was coming this evening to see you ;
But am glad that | rnet you just here.

I was n’t quite sure it could be you,
Until | could see you quite near.

It’s a wonderful sled that | carry—
T will take you wherever you will;
So get on behind me—don’t tarry;
W e’ll take such a ride down the hill!”

Here he loosened his cap and his wrappers,
And showed him an honest oid face.

W hat a pity he told him such whappers,
And talked with so winning a grace!

For Willie was coaxed to believe him,—
He was sure such a twinkling eye

Could never betray or deceive him,
And yet he could hardly tell why.
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“ He loolcs like oid Santa Claus, clearly !
Perhaps he will take me to see
W here he keeps all the toys that he yearl;
Ilangs up on the Christmas-tree!” Faster and faster and faster!
Far down on their slippery track;
And Will, he stuck on like a plaster
Behind the oid gentleman’s back.

And Wi illie was gay and light-hearted,
As downward they flew like the wind.

So off in the moonlight they started,—
“ His Gnele” before, he behind,—*

VOL. Ill.—12.
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But soon it grew colder and colder,
No end to the hill anywhere,

And he saw o’er the Laplander's shoulder
That they seemed to be flying through air.

And round them the stars were all flashing,
Auroras waved wild overhead,

Till at last carne a terrible crashing
That shook him all over with drcad.

DE
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CINQ CANARDS.

And a blue flying meteor shot by him—
He shrank from the glare and the heat,
For it flamed and it thundered so nigh him,
He started and fell from his seat!

He fell from his seat—and it woke him—
Still there by the fire, it would seem !

And David w ill tease him and joke him,
Because he once told him his dream.

LES AVENTURES DE CINQ CANARDS.

C’était une bellc matinée de printemps ; le soleil
brillait, les oiseaux chantaient, I’herbe était toute
couverte d’une fraiche rosee. Dans le ruisseau qui
longe le jardin, un joli petit ruisseau qui coule
doucement & travers des prairies émaillées de fleurs,
Maman Cafie donnait des legons de natation & ses
petits; vous savez bien que le premier devoir d’un
canard est de bien apprendre a nager, et naturelle-
ment, Madame Cafie soignait beaucoup cette
branche de I’6ducation de ses petits. Elle les cor-
rigeait quand ils ne nageaient pas bien, leur faisait
tefiir la téte droite, et enseignait en outre aux deux
ainés & plonger. Les canetons n’en étaient pas &
leur premiére legdén et faisaient déja bonne figure
dans leau. Aussi,aprésavoirétudié quelque temps,
les jeunes écoliers demandent & leur maitresse la
permission d’aller faire une petite promenade a la
nage ; elle le leur permet, et voild nos canetons qui
s’élancent gaiement avec le courant. Les deuce
ainés ouvraient la marche et servaient d’avant-
garde ; ensuite venaient les trois autres; c’était la
premiére fois qu’ils s’en allaient seuls, et ils regar-
daient tous & droite et & gauche, parceque tout leur
était nouveau et étrange. A mesure qu’ils na-
geaient, le ruisseau s’élargissait; de gais papillons
voltigeaient parmi les fleurs, et de jolis oiseaux
chantaient sur les buissons. Ils nageaient déjé de-
puis quelque temps, lorsque tout & coup un grand
bruit se fit entendre ; I'eau fut agitée; les canards
effrayés, se retournérent juste & temps pour voir les
pattes de derriére d’un gros vieux crapaud dispa-
raftre sous I’eau.

“ Ce n’étaitvraiement pas lapeine de nous effrayer
pour si peu de chose,” dit le plus grand des ca-
nards, qui s’appellait Neptune ; mais lui aussi avait
bien eu peur. lls rirent de leur frayeur, et con-
tinuérent leur cliemin ; 4 ce moment, leur attention
fut attirée par des cris piteux poussés par un des
trois petits canards; il avait vu quelque chose au
boYd du ruisseau qu’il croyait étre bon & rnanger et
il était alié se fourrer le bec entre deux pierres et
ne pouvait plus le retirer. 1l se débattait comme
un furieux quand les autres arrivérent; les deux
grands le saisirent, chacun par une aile, les deux

autres petits le prirent par la queue, et ils tirérent
tant qu’ils purent. Enfin, & forcé de tirer, ils fini-
rent par dégager leur petit frére, le bec & moitié
disloqué, et en proie & un mal de dents horrible.
Il pleurait & chaudes larmes mais ses camarades
réussirent & le consoler, et il les suivit & quelque
distance, mais sans rire et sans jouer avec eux.
Tout en nageant, ils arrivérent devant une maison
oll il y avait un petit chien ; aussitét que celui-ci
les apergut, il fondit droit sur eux en aboyant de
toutes ses forces, comme s’il et voulu en gober au
moins deux & la fois. Mais en arrivant au bord de
I’eau, il s’arréta, indécis, sans avoir le courage d’y
entrer. Quand les canetons virent combien il était
lache, ils s’arrétérent, le regardérent avec mépris,
et joignirent leurs couacs de défi & ses aboiements
furieux. Au bruit qu’ils firent, la porte de la maison
s’ouvrit, un petit gargon sortit, et vint en courant
vers nos canetons. Il n’avait pas l’air bien gentil,
et quand, au lieu de chasser le petit chien, il se mit
& ramasser des pier-res, les canards commencérent
4 se douter de ses intentions. L’avant-garde donna
le signal de la fuite, et, tournant bec, ils filérent &
toutes pattes. Il était temps, car le petit gargon
était déja en train de leur jeter des pierres. Mais
heureusement, plus il jetait de pierres, moins il
réussissait & les atteindre. Quand ils furent hors
de portée de ses attaques, ils se retournérent pour
voir ce qu’il allait faire. Le petit gamin pleurait
presque de rage, et courait le long du ruisseau pour
arriver plus prés d’eux ; mais sa colére Pcmpéchait
de voir ott il mettait les pieds; il fitun faux pas,
poufl—Ile voilad dans I'eau. En entendant ses cris
de détresse, sa mere accourut, le retira de I'eau, et
lui donnant deux bons soufflcts, 'emmena dans la
maison se sécher. La chute du petit emporté ex-
cita un rire fou chez les canards, mais ils pensérent
qu’il était plus prudent de ne pas continuer leur
promenade ce jour-la, et se mirent en route pour
aller retrouver la maman.

En riivenant, il ne leur arriva rien qui vaille la
peine d’étre raconté, et ils passérent le reste de la
journée & causer de leurs aventures, et & les dé-
tailler & la Maman Cafie.

(Translations of tliis little story will he received until’ February isth.)

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



iS76.]

TOINETTE

AND THE

ELVES. 171

FOINETTE AND THE ELVES.

(A Christmas Story.)

By Susan

HE Wnter SUn WaS nearjng
the horizon’s edSe- Each
mom'ent the tree-shadows
Srew longér in the forest; each mo-
ment the crimson hght on the upper
boughs became more red and bright.
U Was Christmas Eve> or would be
>n half-an-hour, when the sun should

f& fk be fairly set: but il did not feel like
" (IA, Christmas, forthe afternoon was mild
A, and sweet, and the wind in the leaf-
\Y% less boughs sang, as it moved about,

as though to imitate the vanished
birds. Soft trills and whistles, odd little shakes
and twitters;— it was astonishing what pretty noises
the wind made, for it was in good humor, as winds
should be on the Blessed Night; all its storm-
tones and bass-notes were for the moment laid
aside, and gently, as though hushing a baby
to sleep, it cooed and rustled and brushed to and
fro in the leafless woods.
Toinette stood, pitcher in hand, beside the well.
“ Wishing Well” the people called it, for they
believed that if any one standing there, bowed to
the East, repeated a certain rhyme and wished a

wisli, the wish would certainly come true. Un-
luckily, nobody knew exactly what the rhyme
should be. Toinette did not; she was wishing

that she did, as she stood with her eyes fixed on
the bubbling water. How nice it would be ! she

thought. W hat beautiful things should be hers,
if it were only to wish and to have! She would
be beautiful, rich, good—oh, so good ! The chil-

dren should love her dearly, and never be disa-
greeable. Mother should not work so hard—they
should all go back to France—which mother said
was si belle. Oh, dear, how nice it would be !
Mcantime, the sun sank lower, and mother at
home was waiting for the water, but Toinette for-
got that.

Suddenly she started. A low sound of crying
met her ear, and something like a tiny moan. It
seemed cidse by, but she saw nothing.

Hastily she filled her pitcher, and turned to go.
But again the sound carne, an unmistakable sob,
right under her feet. Toinette stopped short.

“ W hat is the matter ?” she called out bravely.
“ Is anybody there; and if there is, why don’t |
see you ?”

A third sob—and all down on the

at once,

Coolidge.

Sround beside her, a tiny figure became visible, so
sma» that Toinette had to kneel and stoop her
head to see it plainly. The figure was that of an

odd little man. He wore a garb of green, bright
and glancing asthe scales ofa beetle.® In his mite
of a hand was a cap, out of which stuck a long-
pointed fcather. Two specks of tears stood on his
cheeks, and he fixed on Toinette a glance so sharp
and so sad, that it made her fecl sorry and fright-
ened and confused all at once.

“ Why, how funny this is1” she said, speaking
to herselfout loud.

“ Not at all,” replied the little man, in a voice
as dry and crisp as the chirr of a grasshopper.
“ Anything but funny. | wish you would n’t use
such words. It hurts my feelings, Toinette.”

“ Do you know my flame, then?” cried Toi-
nette, astonished. *“ That’s strange! But what
is the matter? Why are you crying so, little
man ?”

“1’m not a little man. | ’m an elf,” responded
the dry voice ; “ and | think you ’d cry if you had
an engagement out to tea, and found yourself
spiked on a great bayonet, so that you could n't
move an inch. Look!” He turned a little as he
spoke, and Toinette saw a long rose-thorn stick-
ing through th<*back of the green robe. The little
man could by no means reach the thorn, and it
held him fast prisoner to the place.

“Is that all? I ’Il take it out for you,” she
said.

“ Be careful—oh, be careful!” entreated the
little man. “ This is my new dress, you know—
my Christmas suit, and it’s got to last a year.
If there is a holc in it, Peascod will ticklc me, and
Bean Blossom tease till | shall wish myself dead.”
He stamped with vexation at the thought.

“ Now, you mustn’t do that,” said Toinette, in
a motherly tone, “ else you ’ll tear it yourself, you
know.” She broke offthe thorn as she spoke, and
gently drew it out. The elf anxiously examined
the stuff. A tiny puncture only was visible, and
his face brightened.

“YouTe.a good child,” he said.
much for you some day, perhaps.”

“ 1 would have come before if | had seen you,”
remarked Toinette, timidly. “ But | did n’t see
you a bit.”

“ No, because | had my cap 011" replied the
elf. He placed it 011 his head as he spoke, and,

“1°Il do as
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hey, presto ! nobody was there, only a voice which

laughed and said: “ Well—don’t stare so. Lay
your finger on me now.”

“Oh!” said Toinette, with a gasp. “ How
wonderfull W hat fun it must be to do that! The

children wouldn’t see me. | should steal in and
surprise them; they would go on talking, and
never guess that | was there ! | should so like it!
Do elves ever lend their caps to anybody ? | wvish
you 'd lend me yours. It must be so nice to be
invisible 1

“ Ho !” cried the elf, appearing suddenly again.
“ Lend my cap, indeed! Why, it wouldn’t stay
on the very tip of your ear, it’s so small. As for
nice, that depends. Sometimes it is, and some-
times it isn’t. No, the only way for mortal peo-
plc to be invisible is to gather the fern-seed and
putitin their shoes.”

“ Gatherit? Where? | neversaw any seed to
the ferns,” said Toinette, staring about her.

“ Of course not—we elves take care of that,”
replied the little man. “ Nobody finds the fern-
seed but ourselves. I’II' tell you what, though.
You were such a nice child to take out the thorn
so cleverly, that 1 11 give you a little of the seed.
Then you can try the fun of being invisible to your
heart’s content.”

“ Will you really?
have it now ?”

“ Bless me ! do you think | carry my pocket
stuffed with it?” said the elf. “ Not at all. Go
home, say not a word to anybody, but leave your
bedroom window open to-night, and you '11 see
what you ’ll see.”

He laid his finger on his nose as he spoke, gave
a jump like a grasshopper, clapping on his cap as
he went, and vanished. Toinette lingered a mo-
ment, in hopes that he might come back, then
took her pitcher and hurried home. The woods
were very dusky by this time; but, full of her
strange adventure, she did not remember to feel
afraid.

“ How long you have been !” said her mother.

It ’s late for a little maid like you to be up. You
must make bettcr speed another time, my child.”

Toinette pouted, as she was apt to do when re-
proved. The children clamored to know what had
kept her, and she spoke pettishly and crossly; so
that they too became cross, and presently went
away into the outer kitchen to play by themselves.
The children were apt to creep away when Toi-
nette carne. It made her angry and unhappy at
times that they should do so, but she did not real-
ize that it was in great part her own fault, and so
did not set herself to mend it.

“ Tell me a 'tory,” said baby Jeanneton, creep-
ing to her knee a little later. But Toinette’s head

How delightful !' May |

THE ELVES.

[JANUABY,

was full of the elf; she had no time to spare for
Jeanneton.

“ Oh, not to-night!” she replied.
to tell you one.”

“ Mother ’s busy,” said Jeanneton, wistfully.

Toinette took no notice, and the little one crept
away disconsolately.

Bed-time at last. Toinette set the casement
open, and lay a long time waiting and watching;
then she fell asleep. She waked with a sneeze and
jump, and sat up in bed. Behold, on the coverlet
stood her elfin friend, with a long train ofother elves
beside him, all ciad in the beetle-wing green, and
wearing little pointed caps! More were coming in
at the window ; outside a few were drifting about in
the moon-rays, which lit their sparkling robes till
they glittered like so many fire-flies. The odd
thing was, that though the caps were on, Toinette
could see the elves distinctly, and this surprised
her so much, that again she thought out loud, and
said :

“ How funny !'”

“ You mean about the caps,” replied her special
elf, who seemed to have the power of reading

“ Ask mother

thoughts. “ Yes, you can see us to-night, caps
and all. Spells lose their valué on Christmas Eve
ahvays. Pcascod, where is the box ? Do you

still wish to try the experiment of being invisible,
Toinette ?”

“ Oh, yes—indeed | do ! ”

“ Very well—so let itbhe !”

As he spoke he beckoned, and two'elves, puffing
and panting like men with a heavy load, dragged
forward a droll little box about the size of a pump-
kin-sced. One of them lifted the cover.

“ Pay the porter, please ma’am,” he said, giving
Toinette’s ear a mischievous tweak with his sharp
fingers.

“ Hands off, you bad Peascod!” cried Toinette’s
elf. “This is my girl. She sha’n’t be pinched."”
He dealt Peascod a blow with his tiny hand as he
spoke, and looked so brave and warlike, that he
seemed at least an inch taller than he had before.
Toinette admired him very much; and Peascod
slunk away with an abashed giggle, muttering that
Thistle need n’t be so ready with his fist.

Thistle—for thus, it seemed, Toinette’s friend
was named—dipped his fingers in the box, which
was full of fine brown seeds, and shook a handful
into each of Toinette’s shoes, as they stood, toes
together, by the bedside.

“ Now you have your wish,” he said, “ and can
go about and do what you like, no-one seeing. The
charm will end at sunset. Make the most of it
while you can; but if you want to end it sooner,
shake the seeds from the shoes, and then you are
just as usual.”
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“ Oh, I sha’n’t want to,” protested Toinette;
“1’m sure | sha’n’t.”

“ Good-byc,” said Thistle, with a mocking little
laugh.

“ Good-bye, and thank you ever so much,” re-
plied Toinette.

“ Good-bye, good-bye,” replied the other elves,
in shrill chorus. They clustered together, as if in
consultation; then straight out of the window they

THE ELVES vis

flew like a swarm of gauzy-winged bees, and melt-
ed into the moonlight. Toinette jumped up and
ran to watch them; but the little men were gone
—not a trace of them was to be seen; so she shut
the window, went back to bed, and presently, in
the midst of her amazed and excited thoughts, fell
asleep.

She waked in the morning with a queer, doubt-
ful feeling. Had she dreamed, or had it really

TIIE ELVES.

happened? She put on her best petticoat, and
laced her blue bodice; for she thought the mother
would perhapstake them across the wood to the little
chapel for the Christmas Service. Her long hair
smoothed and tied, her shoes trimly fastened, down-
stairs she ran. The mother was stirring porridge
over the fire. Toinette went cidse to her, but she
did not rnove or turn her head.

“ How late the children are !” she said at last,

IT TOINETTE.

the boiling pot on the hob. Then she
went to the stair-foot, and called, “ Marc, Jeanne-
ton, Pierre, Marie! Breakfast is ready, my chil-
dren. Toinette—but where, then, is Toinette?
She is used to be down long befo're this.”

“ Toinette is n’t upstairs,” said Marie, from
above. “ Her door is wide open, and she isn’t
there.”

“ That is strange 1” said the mother.

lifting

“ | have
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been here an hour, and she has not passed this
way since.” She went to the outer door and
called, “ Toinette! Toinette ! ”—passing ciése to
Toinette as she did so, and looking straight at
her with unseeing eyes. Toinette, half-frightened,
half-pleased, giggled low to herself. She really
was invisible then! How strange it seemed, and
what fun it was going to be!

The children sat down to breakfast, little Jean-
neton, as the youngest, saying grace. The mother
distributed the hot porridge, and gave each a
spoon, but she looked anxious.

“ Where can Toinette have gone?” she said to
herself.

Toinette was conscience-pricked. She was half
inclined to dispel the charm on the spot. Butjust
then she caught a whisper from Picrre to Marc,
which so surprised her as to put the idea out of
her head.

“ Perhaps a wolf has eaten her up—a great big
wolf, like the ‘ Capuchén Rouge,” you know.”
This was what Pierre said; and Marc answered,
unfeelingly:

“1f he has, | shall ask mother to let me have
herroom for my own!”

Poor Toinette! her cheeks burnt and her eyes
filled with tcars at this. Did n’t the boys love her
a bit, then? Nextshe grew angry, and longed to
box Marc’s ears, only she recollected in time that
she was invisible. W hat a bad boy he was! she
thought.

The smoking porridge reminded her that she
was hungry; so brushing away the tears, she slip-
ped a spoon off the table, and whenever she found
the chance, dipped it into the bowl for a mouthful.
The porridge disappeared rapidly.

“| want some more,” said Jeanneton.

“ Bless me, how fast you have eaten !” said the
mother, turning to the bowl.

This made Toinette laugh, which shook her
spoon, and a drop of the hot mixture fell right on
the tip of Marie’s nose, as she sat with up-turned
face waiting her turn for a second helping. Marie
gave a little scream.

“ What is it?” said the mother.

“Hot water! Right in my face!” spluttered
Marie.

“ W ater!” cried Marc. “ It’s porridge.”

“ You spattered with your spoon. Eat more
carefully, my child,” said the mother; and Toi-
nette laughed again as she heard her. After all,
there was some fun in being invisible !

The morning went by. Constantly the mother
went to the door, and, shading her eyes with
her hand, looked out, in hopes of seeing a little
figure come down the wood-path, for she thought,
perhaps, the child went to the spring after water,

AND THE

ELVES.

[January.

and fell asleep there. The children played happily,
meanwhile. They were used to doing without Toi-
nette, and did not seem to miss her, except that
now and then baby Jeanneton said: “ Poor Toi-
nette gone—not here—all gone !”

“Well, what if she has?” said Marc at last,
looking up from the wooden cup he was carving
for Marie’s doli. “ We can play all the better.”

Marc was a bold, outspoken boy, who ahvays
told his whole mind about things.

“ If she were here,” he went on, “she’d only

scold and interfere. Toinette almost always
scolds. | like to have her go away. It makes it
pleasanter.”

“ It is rather pleasanter,” admitted Marie, “ only
1’d like her to be having a nice time somewhere
clse.”

“ Bother about Toinette 1” cried Pierre.
play ‘My godmother has cabbage to sell.””

I don’t think Toinette had ever felt so unhappy
in her life, as when she stood by unseen, and heard
the children say these words. She had never meant
to be unkind to them, butshe was quick-tempered,
dreamy, wrapped up in herself. She did not like
being interrupted by them, it put her out, and then
she spoke sharply and was cross. She had taken
it for granted that the others must love her, by a
sort of right, and the knowledge that they did not
grieved her very much. Creeping away, she hid
herself in the woods. It was a sparkling day, but
the sun did not look so bright as usual. Cuddled
down under a rose-bush, Toinette sat, sobbing as if
her heart would break at the recollection of the
speeches she had overheard.

By and by a little voice within her woke up
and began to make itself audible. All of us know
this little voice. W e cali it conscience.

“ Jeanneton missed me,” she thought. “ And,
oh dear! | pushed her away only last night and
would n't tell her a story. And Marie hoped | was
having a pleasant time somewhere. | wish I had n’t
slapped Marie last Friday. And | wish | had n’t
thrown Marc’s ball into the tire that day 1 was
angry with him. How unkind he was to say
that—but | wasn’t always kind to him. And once
I said that 1 wished a bear would eat Pierre up.
That was because he broke my cup. Oh dear, oh
dear! What a bad girl |1’ve been to them all 1”

“ But you could be better and kinder if you tried,
could n’t you ?” said the inward voice. “ | think

“Let’s

you could.” And Toinette clasped her hands
tight and said out loud : “ I could. Yes—and |
will.”

The first thing to be done was to get rid of the
fern-seed, which she now regarded as a hateful
thing. She untied her shoes and shook it out in
the grass. It dropped and seemed to irielt into the
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air, for it instantly vanished. A mischievous laugh
sounded ciése behind, and a beetle-green coat-tail
was visible, whisking under a tuft of rushes. But
Toinette had had enough of the elves, and tying
her shoes, took the road tovvard home, running
with all her might.

“Where have you been all day, Toinette?”
cried the children, as, breathless and panting, she
flew in at the gate. But Toinette could not speak.
She made slowly for her mother, who stood in the
door-way, flung herself into her arms, and burst
into a passion of tears.

“ Machérie, what isit, whence hastthou come ?”
asked the good mother, alarmcd. She lifted Toi-
nette into her arms as she spoke, and hastened
indoors. The other children followed, whispering
and peeping, but the mother sent them away, and,
sitting down by the fire with Toinette in her lap,
she rocked and hushed and comforted, as though
Toinette had been again a little baby. Gradualiy
the sobs ceased. For awhile Toinette lay quiet,
with her head on her mother’s breast. Then she
wiped her wet eyes, put her arms around her
mother’s neck, and told her all from the very be-

ginning, keeping not a single thing back. The
dame listened with alarm.
“ Saints protect us,” she muttered. Then feel-

ing Toinette’s hands and head, “ Thou hast a
fever,” she said. “ | will make thee atisane, my
darling, and thou must at once go to bed.” Toi-
nette vainly protested; to bed she went, and per-
haps it was the wisest thing, for the warm drink
threw her into a long, sound sleep, and when she
woke she was herself again, bright and well, hun-
gry for dinner, and ready to do her usual tasks.
Herself,—but not quite the same Toinette that
she had been before. Nobody changes from bad
to better in a minute. It takes time for that, time
and cffort and a long struggle with evil habits and
tempers. But there issometimes a certain minute
or day in which people hegin to change, and thus
it was with Toinette. The fairy lesson was not
lost upon her. She began to fight with herself, to
watch her faults and try to conquer them. It was
hard work; often she fclt discouraged, butshe kept
on. Wcek after week and month after month, she
grew less selfish, kinder, more obliging than she
used to be. W hen she failed, and her oid fractious
temper got the better of her, she was sorry, and
begged every one’s pardon so humbly, that they
could not but forgive. The mother began to think
that the elvés really had bewitched herchild. As for
the children, they learned to love Toinette as never
before, and carne to her with all their pains and
pleasurcs, as children should to a kind older sister.
Each fresh proofof this, each kiss from Jeanneton,
each confidence from Marc, was a comfort to
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Toinette, for she never forgot Christmas-day, and
felt that no trouble was too much to wipe out that
unhappy rccollection.  “ I think they like me bet-
ter than they did then,” she would say, but then
the thought carne, “ Perhaps if | were invisible
again, if they did not know | was there, | might
hear something to make me feel as badly as |
did that morning.” These sad thoughts were part
of the bitter fruit of the fairy fern-seed.

So with doubts and fears the year went by, and
again it was Christmas Eve. Toinette had been
asleep some hours, when she was roused by a sharp
tapping at the window pane. Startled and only
half-awake, she sat up in bed, and saw by the
moonlight, a tiny figure outside, which she recog-

nized. It was Thistle, drumming with his knuckles
on the glass.
“ Let me in,” cried the dry little voice. So

Toinette opened the casement, and Thistle flew in
and perched-, as before, on the coverlet.

“ Merry Christmas, my girl,” he said, “ and a
Happy New Year when it comes! 1’ve brought
you a present;” and, dipping into a pouch tied
round his waist, he pulled out a handful of some-

thing brown. Toinette knew what it was in a
moment.
“ Oh, no!” she cried, shrinking back. “ Don’t

give me any fern-seeds. They frighten me. |
don’t like them.”

“ Now, don’t be silly,” said Thistle, his voice
sounding kind this time, and earnest. “ It wasn't

pleasant being invisible last year, but perhaps this

year it will be. Take my advicc and try it. You 'll
not be sorry.”
“Sha'n’t 1 ?” said Toinette, brightening. “ Very

well then, | will.” She leaned out of bed, and
watched Thistle strew the fine, dust-like grains in
each shoe. ,

“ 1’ drop in to-morrow night, and just see how
you like it,” he said. Then, with a nod, he was
gone.

The oid fear carne back when she woke in the
morning, and she tied on her shoes with a tremble
at her heart. Down-stairs she stole. The first
thing she saw was a wooden ship standing on her
piate. Marc had made the ship, but Toinette had
no idea that it was for hér.

The little ones sat round the table with their eyes
on the door, watching till Toinette should come
in, and be surprised.

“ | wish she ’d hurry,” said Pierre, drumming on
his bowl with a spoon.

“ We all want Toinette, don’t we?” said the
mother, smiling as she poured the hot porridge.

“ 1t will be fun to see her stare,” declared Marc.
“Toinette is jolly when she stares. Her eyes look
big, and her cheeks grow pink. Andre Brugen
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thinks his sister Alifie is prettiest, but | don’t.
Our Toinette isever so pretty.”

“ She is ever so nice, too,” said Pierre. “ She'’s
as good to play with as—as—a boy !” he finished,
triumphantly.

“ Oh, | wish my Toinette would come !” said
Jeanneton.

Toinette waited no longer,
with glad tears in her eyes.

but sped upstairs
Two minutes, and

down she carne again, visible this time. Her heart
was light as a feather.

“ Merry Christmas!” clamored the children. The
ship was presented, Toinette was duly surprised,
and so the happy day began.

That night Toinette left the window open, and
lay down in her clothes; forshe felt, as Thistle had
been so kind, she ought to receive him politely.

AND THE
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He carne at midnight, and with him all the other
little men in green.

“Well, how was it ?” asked Thistle.

“ Oh, | liked it this time,” declared Toinette,
with shining eyes. “ And | thank you so much !~

“1’'m glad you did,” said the elf. “ And |I’'m
glad you are thankful, for we want you to do some-
thing for us.”

“ W hat can it be ?” inquired Toinette, wonder-
ing.

“You must know,” wenton Thistle, “ that there
is no dainty in the world which we elves enjoy like
a bowl of fern-seed broth. But it has to be cooked
over a real fire, and we daré not go near fire, you
know, lcst our wings scorch. So we seldom get any
fern-seed broth. Now, Toinette—will you make
us some?”

“ Indeed I will,” cried Toinette, “ only you must
tell me how.”

“ It is very simple,” said Peascod; “ only seed
and honey dew, stirred from leftto right with asprig
of fennel. Here’s the seed and the fennel, and
here s the dew. Be sure and stir from the left; if
youdon’t, itcurdles, and the flavor will be spoiled.”

Down into the kitchen they went, and Toinette,
moving very softly, quickened the fire, set on the
smallest bowl she could find, and spread the doll’s
table with the wooden saucerswhich Marc had made
for Jeanneton to play with. Then she mixed and
stirred as the elves bade, and when the soup was
done, served it to them smoking hot. How they
feasted! No bumble-bee, dipping into a flower-
cup, ever sipped and twinkled more rapturously
than they.

W hen the last drop was eaten, they made ready
to go. Each, in tura, kissed Toinette’s hand, and
said a little word of farewell. Thistle brushed his
feathered cap over the door-post as he passed.

“ Be lucky, liouse,” he said, “ for you have re-
ceived and entertained the luck-bringers. And be
lucky, Toinette. Good temper is good luck, and
sweet words and kind looks and peace in the heart
are the fairest of fortunes. See that you never lose
them again, my girl.” W th this, he, too, kissed
Toinette’s hand, waved his feathered cap and—
whirr! they all were gone, while Toinette, cover-
ing the fire with ashes, and putting aside the
little cups, stole up to her bed a happy child.
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GOOD NEWS ON CHRIST
MAS MORNING.

G ood news on Christmas morning,
Good news, O children dear!

For Christ, once born in Bethlehem,
Is living now, and here !

Good news on Christmas morning,
Good news, O children sweet!

The way to find the Holy Child
Is lighted for your feet.

Good news on Christmas morning,
Good news, O children glad!

Rare gifts are yours to give the Lord
As ever Wise Men had.

Good news on Christmas morning,
Good news, O children fair!

Still doth the one Good Shepherd hold
The feeblest in his care.

Thank God on Christmas morning,
Thank God, O children dear!
That Christ who carne to Bethlehem

Is living now, and here.
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By Bayard Taylor.

Chapter |

The boys of Icelancl must_be conteni with very
few acquaintances or playmates. The valleys which
produce grassenough forthe farmer’s ponies, cattle
and sheep, are generally scattered widely apart,
divided by ridges of lava so hard and coid that
only a few wild flowers succecd in growing in their
cracks and hollows. Then, since the farms must
be all the larger, because the grass is short and
grows slowly in such a severe northern climate, the
dwellings are rarely nearer than four or five miles
apart; and were it not for their swift and nimble
ponies, the people would see very little of each
other except on Sundays, when they ride long dis-
tances to attend worship in their little wooden
churches.

But of all boys in the island, not one was so
lonely in his situation as Jon Sigurdson. His father
lived many miles beyond that broad, grassy plain
which stretches from the Geysers to the sea, on the
banks of the swift river Thiorvda. On each side
there were mountains so black and bare that they
looked like gigantic piles of coal; but the valley
opened to the southward as if to let the sun in,
and far away, when the weather was clear, the
snowy top of Mount Hecla shone against the sky.
The farmer Sigurd, Jon’s father, was a poor man,
or he-would not have settled so far away from any
neighbors; for he was of a cheerful and social
nature, and there were few at Kyrkedal who could
vie with him in knowledge of the ancient history
and literature of Iceland.

The house was built on a knoll, under a cliff
which sheltered it from the violent west and north-
west winds. The walls, of lava stones and turf,
were low and broad; and the roofs over dwelling,
storeliouses, and stables were covered deep with
earth, upon which grew such excellent grass that
the ponies were fond of climbing up the sloping
corners of the wall in order to get at it. Some-
times they might be seen, cunningly balanced on
the steep sides of the roof, grazing along the ver/
ridge-poles, or looking over the end of the gable
when some member of the family carne out of the
door, as much as to say, “ Get me down if you
can !” Around the buildings there was a square
wall of inclosure, giving the place the appearance
of a little fortress.

On one side of the knoll a hot spring bubbled
up. In the morning or evening, when the air was

cool, quite a little column of steam arése from it,
whirling and broadening as it melted away ; but
the water was puré and wholesome as soon as it
became coid enough for use. In front of the house,
where the sun shone warmest, Sigurd had laid out
a small garden. It was a great labor for him to
remove the huge stones and roll them into a pro-
tecting wall, to carry good soil from the places
where the mountain lilis had gradually washed it
down from above, and to arrange itso that frosts
and coid rains should do the least harm; and the
whole family thought tlicmselves suddenly rich,
one summer, when they pulled their first radishes,
saw the little bed of potatoes coming into blossom,
and the cabbages rolling up their leaves, in order
to make, at least, baby-hcads before the winter

came.
W ithin the house, all was low, and dark, and
dismal. The air was very ciése and bad, for the

stables were only separated from the dwelling-room
by a narrow passage, and bunches of dry, salt fish
hung on the walls. Besides, it was usually full
ofsmoke from the fire of peat, and, after a rain, of
steam from Sigurd’s and Jon’s heavy woolen coats.
But to the boy it was a delightful, a comfortablc
home, for within it he found shelter, warmtli, food
afid instruction. The room for visitors seemed to
him the most splendid place in the world, because
it had a wooden floor, a window with six panes of
glass, a color'cd print of the King of Denmark, and
a geranium in a pot. This was so precious a plant
that Jon and his sister Gudrid hardly dared to
touch its leaves. They were almost afraid to smell
it, for fcar of sniffing away some of its lifc; and
Gudrid, after seeing a leaf of it laid on her dead
sister’s bosom, insisted that some angel, many liun-
dred years ago, had brought the seed straight down
from heaven.

These were Sigurd’s only children. There had
been several more, but they had died in infaney,
from the w-ant of light and puré air, and the great
distance from help when sickness carne. Gudrid
was still palé and slender, exceptin summer, when
her mild, friendly face took color from the sun;
but Jon, who was now fourteen, was a sturdy,
broad-breasted boy, who promised to be as strong
as his father in a few years more. He had thick
yellow hair, curling a little around his forehead ;
large, bright blue eyes; and a mouth rather too
broad for beauty, if the lips had not been so rosy
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and the teeth so white and firm. He had a serious
look, but it was only because he smiled with his
eyes oftener than with hismouth. He was naturally
true and good, for he hardly knew what evil was.
Except his parents and his sister, he saw no one
for weeks at a time; and when he met other boys

JON OF
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the cows were warmly stabled and content with
their medis of boiled hay; when the needful work
of the day could be done in an hour or two, and
then Sigurd sat down to teach his children, while
their mother spun or knit beside them, and from
time to time took part in the instruction. Jon

JON'S HOME

after church at Kyrkedal, so much time always was
lost in shyly looking at each other and shrinking
from the talle which each wanted to begin, that no
very intimate acquairttance followed.

But, in spite of his lonely life, Jon was far
from being ignorant. There were the long win-
ter months, when the ponies—and sometimes the
sheep—pawcd holes in the snow in order to reach
the grass on the bottoms beside the river; when

could already read and write so well that the pastor
at Kyrkedal lent him many an oid Icelandic legend
to copy; he knew the history of the island, as well
as that of Norway and Denmark, and could answer
(with a good deal of blushing) when he was ad-
dressed in Latin. He also knew something of the
world, and its different countries and climates;
but this knowledge seemed to him like a strange
dream, or like something that happened long ago
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and never could happen again. He was accus-
tomed to liear a little birch-bush, four or five .feet
high, called “ a tree,” and he could not imagine
how any tree could be a hundred feet high, or bear
flowers and fruit. Once, a trader from Rejkiavik—
the chief seaport of Iceland—brought a few oranges
to Kyrkedal, and Sigurd purchased one for Jon
and Gudrid. The children kept it, day after day,
never tired of enjoying the splendid color and
strange, delightful perfume; so that when they
decided to cut the rind at last, the pulp was dried
up and tasteless. A city was something of which
Jon could form no conception, for he had never
even seen Rejkiavik; he imagined that palaces and
cathedrals were like large Icelandic farm-houses,
with very few Windows, and turf growing on the
roofs.

Chapter Il

SIGURD'S wealth, if it could be called so, was in
a small flock of sheep, the pasture for which was
scattered in patches for miles up and down the
river. The care of these sheep had been intrusted
chiefly to Jon, ever since he was eight years oid,
and he had leamed their natures and ways—their
simple animal virtues and silly animal vices—so
thoroughly, that they acquired a great respect for
him, and very rarely tried to be disobedient. Even
Thor, the ram, although he sometimes snorted and
tossed his horns in protest, or stamped impatiently
with his fore-feet, heeded his master’s voice. In
fact, the sheep became Jon’s companions, in the
absence of human ones; he talked to them so
much during the lonely days, that it finally seemcd
as if they understood a great deal of his specch.

There was a rough bridle-path leading up the
valley of the Thidrva; but it was rarely traveled,
for it struck northward into the coid, windy, stony
desert which filis all the central part of Iceland.
For a hundred and fifty miles there was no dwell-
ing, no shelter from the fierce and sudden storms,
and so little grass that the travelers who sometimes
crossed the regién ran the risk of losing their
ponies from starvation. There were lofty plains
of black rock, as hard as iron; groups of bare,
snowy-headed mountains; and often, at night, you
could see a pillar of fire in the distance, showing
that one of the many volcanoes was in action.
Beyond this terrible wilderness the grassy valleys
began again, and there were houses and herds,
increasing as you carne down to the bright bays
along the northern shore of the island.

More than once, a trader or Government mes-
senger, after Crossing the desert, had rested for a
night under Sigurd’s roof; and many were the
tales of their adventures which Jon had treasured
up in his memory. Sometimes they spoke of the
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irolls, 01- mischievous fairies, who carne over with
the first settlers from Norway, and were still sup-
posed by many persons to lurk among the dark
glens of Iceland. Both Sigurd and the pastor at
Kyrkedal had declared that there were no such
creatures, and Jon believed them faithfully; yet he
could not help wondering, as he sat upon some
rocky knolloverlooking his sheep,whetherastrange
little figure might not come outofthe chasm oppo-
site, and speak to him. The more he heard of the
terrors and dangers of the desert to the northward,
the more he longed to see them with his own eyes
and know them through his own experience. He
was not the least afraid ; but he knew that his
father would never allow him to go alone, and to
disobey a father was something of which he had
never heard, and could not have believed to be
possible.

W hen he was in his fifteenth year, however (it
was summer, and he was fourteen in April), there
carne several weeks when no rain fell in the valley.
It was a lovely season for the garden; even the
geranium in the window put forth twice as many
scarlet blossoms as ever before. Only the sheep
began to hunger; for the best patch of grass in
front of the house was carefully kept for hay, and
the next best, further down the river, for the ponies.
Beyond tlie latter, the land belonged to another.
So Jon was obliged to lead his flock to a narrow
little dell, which carne down to the Thi6rvéa, three
or four miles to the northward. Here, for a week,
they nibbled diligently wherever anything green
showed itself at the foot of the black rocks; and
when the pasture grcw scanty again, they began
to stare at Jon in a way which many persons might
have thought stupid. He understood them ; they
mcant to say: “ W e’ve nearly finished this; find
us something more !”

That evening, as he was leading his flock into
the little jnclosure beside the dwelling, he heard
his father and mother talking. He thought it no
harm to listen, for they had never said anything
that was not kind and friendly. It seemed, how-
ever, that they were speaking of him, and the very
first words he heard made his heart beat more
rapidly.

“ Two days’journey away,” said Sigurd ; “ and
excellent pastures that belong to nobody. There
isno sign of rain yet, and if we could send Jon with
the sheep ”

“ Are you sure of it?” his wife asked.

“ Eyvindur stopped to talk with me,” he an-
swered ; “ and he saw the place this mmorning. He
says there were rains in the desert, and, indeed,
| 've thought so myself, because the river has not
fallen ; and he never knew as pleasant a season to
cross the country.”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



1876.) THE STORY OF

“ Jon might have to stay out a weelc or two;
but, as you say, Sigurd, we should save our flock.
The boy may be trusted, I ’'m sure; only, if any-
thing should happen to him ?”

“ 1 don’t think he s fearsome,” said Sigurd ;
“ and what should happen to him there, that might
not happen nearer home ?”

They moved away, while Jon clasped the palms
of his hands hard against each other, and stood
still fora minute to repeat to himself-all he had
heard. He knew Eyvindur, the tall, strong man
with the dark curling hair, who rodé the swift
cream-colored pony, with black mane and tail. He
knew what his father meant—nothing else than
that he, Jon, should take the sheep two days’jour-
ney away, to the very edge of the terrible wilder-
ness, and pasture them there, alone, probably, for
many days! Why, Columbus, when he set sail
from Palos, could not have had a brighter dream
ofunknown lands ! Jon wentin to supper in such
a state of cxcitement that he hardly touched the
dried fish and hard oaten bread ; but he drank two
huge bowls of milk and still felt thirsty. When,
at last, Sigurd opened his lips and spake, and the
mother sat silent with her eyes fixed upon her son’s
face, and Gudrid looked frightened, Jon straight-
ened himself as if he were already a man, and
quietly said : “ I ’ll do it !'"

He wantcd to shout aloud for jov; but Gudrid
began to cry.

However, when a thing had once been decided
in the family, that was the end of any question or
remonstrance, and even Gudrid forgot her fears in
the interest of preparing a supply of food for Jon
during his absence. They slept soundly for a few
hours; and then, at two o’clock in the morning,
when the sun was already shining on the snowy
tops of the Arne Mountains, Jon hung the bag of
provisions over his shoulder, kissed his parents and
sister, and started northward, driving the sheep
before him.

Chaptkr IlI.

In a couple of hours he reached the farthest
point of the valley which he had ever visited, and
all beyoncl was an unknown regidn. But the
scenery, as he went onward, was similar in charac-
ter. The mountains were higher and more abrupt,
the river more rapid and foamy, and the patches
of grass more scanty—that was all the difference.
It was the Arctic summer, and the night brought
no darkness ; yet he knew when the time for rest
carne, by watching the direction of the light 011
the black mountains above. When the sheep lay
down, he sought a sheltered place under a rock,
and slept also.

Next day, the country grew wilder and more for-

JON
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bidding. Sometimes there was hardly a blade of
grass to be seen for miles, and he drove the sheep
at full speed, running and shouting behind them,
in his eagerness to reach the distant pasture which
Eyvindur had described. In the afternoon, the
valley appeared to come suddenly to an end. The
river rushed out ofa deep cleft between the rocks,
only a few feet wide, on the right hand; in front
there was a long stony slope, reaching so high that
the clouds brushed along its summit. In the bot-
tom there was some little grass, but hardly enough
to feed the flock for two days.

Jon was disappointed, but not much discouraged.
He tethered Thor securely to a rock, knowing that
the other sheep would remain near him, and set
out to climb the slope. Up and up he toiled; the
air grew sharp and coid ; there was snow and ice
in the shaded hollows on either side, and the dark,
strange scenery of Iceland grew broader below him.
Finally, he gained the top; and now, for the first
time, felt that he had found a new world. In front,
toward the north, there was a plain stretching as
far as he could see; on the right and left there
were groups ofdark, frightful, inaccessible mount-
ains, between the sharp peaks of which sheets of
blue ice plunged downward like cataracts, only
they were silent and motionless. The valley be-
hind him was a mere cleft in the stony, lifeless
world ; his sheep were little white dots, no bigger,
apparently, than flowers of life-everlasting. He
could only guess, beyond the dim ranges in the
distance, where his father’s dwelling lay; and, fora
single inoment, the thought carne into his mind and
made him tremble—should he ever see it again ?

The pasture, he reflected, must be sought for in
the direction from which the river carne. Follow-
ing the ridge to the eastward, itwasnot long before
he saw a deep basin, a mile in diameter, opening
among the hills. The bottom was quite green, and
there was a sparkle here and there, where the river
wound its way through it. This was surely the
place, and Jon felt proud that he had so readily
discovered it. There were several glens which fur-
nished easy paths down from the table-land, and
he had no difficulty, the next morning, in leading
his flock over the great ridge. In fact, they skipped
up the rocks as ifthey knew what was coming, and
did not wait for Jon to show them the way into the
valley.

The first thing the boy did, after satisfying him-
self that the sheep were not likely to stray away
from such excellent pasturage, was to seek for a
cave or hollow among the rocks, where he could
find shelter from storms. There were several such
places; he selected the most convenient, which
had a natural shelf for his store of provisions, and,
having dried enough grass to make a warm, soft
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bed, he found himselfvery comfortably established.
For three or four days, he was too busy to feel his
lonetiness. The valley belonged to nobody; so
he considered it his own property, and called it
Gudridsdale, after his sister. Then, in order to
determine the boundaries of this new estate, he
climbed the heights in all directions, and fixed the
forms of every crag and hollow firmly in his mem-
ory. He was not without the secret hope that lie
might come upon some strange and remarkable
object,—a cleserted house, a high tree, or a hot
fountain shooting up jets like the Great Geyser,—
but there was nothing. Only the black and stony
wilderness near at hand, and a multitude of snowy
peaks in the distance.

Thus ten days passed. The grass was not yet
exhausted, the sheep grew fat and lazy, and Jon
had so thoroughly explored the neighborhood of
the valley that he could have found his way in the
dark. He knew that there were only barren, un-
inhabitable regions to the right and left; but the
great, bare table-land stretching to the northward
was a continual temptation, for there were human
settlements beyond. As he wandered farther and
farther in that direction, he found it harder to re-
turn; there was always a ridge in advance, the
appearance of a mountain pass, the sparkle of a
little lake—some promise of sotnething to be seen
by going just a little beyond his turning-point.
He was so careful to notice every slight feature of
the scenery,—a jutting rock here, a crevice there,
—in case mist orrain should overtake him 011 the
way, that the whole regién soon became strangely
familiar.

Jon’s desire to explore the road leading to the
northward grew so strong, that he at last yielded
to it. But first he made every arrangement for
the safety of the sheep during his absence. He
secured the ram Thor by a long tether and an
abundance of cut grass, concealed the rest of his
diminishing supply of provisions ; climbed the near-
est heights and overlooked the country on all sides
without discovering a sign of life, and then, after a
rest which was more like a waking dream than a
slumber, began his strange and solitary journey.

The sun had just become visible again, low in
the north-east, when he reached the level of the
table-land. There were few clouds in the sky, and
but little wind blowing; yet a singular brownish
haze filled the air, and spots of strong light soon
appeared on either side of the sun. Jon had often
seen these “ rnock suns” before ; they are frequent
in northern latitudes, and are supposed to denote
a change in the weather. This phenomenon, and
a feeling of heaviness in 'the air, led him to study
the landmarks very keenly and cautiously as he
advanced. In two or three hours he had passed
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the limits of his former excursions; and novv, ifa
storm should arise, his very life might depend 011
‘his being able to find the way back.

During the day, however, there was no change
in the weather. The lonely, rugged mountains,
the dark little lakes of melted snow lying at their
feet, the stony plain, with its great irregular fissurcs
where the lava had cracked in cooling,—all these
features of the great central desert of Iceland lay
hard and clear before his eyes. Like all persons
who are obliged to measure time without a watch
or dock, he had a very correct sense of the hours
of the day, and of the distances he walked from
point to point. Where there was no large or
striking object near at hand, he took the trouble to
arrange several stones in aline pointing to the next
landmark behind him, as a guide in case of fog.

It was an exciting, a wonderful day in his life,
and Jon never forgotit. He never once thought
of the certain danger which he incurred. Instead
of fear, he was full bf a joyous, inspiring courage ;
he sang and shouted aloud, as some new peak or
ridge of hills arése farin front, or some other peak,
already familiar, went out of sight far behind him.
He scarcely paused to eat or rest, until nearly twelve
hours had passed, and he had walked fully thirty
miles. By that time the sun was low in the west,
and barely visible through the gathering haze.
The wind moaned around the rocks with a dreary,
mclancholy sound, and only the cry ofa wild swan
was heard in the distance. To the north the
mountains seemed higher, but they were divided
by deep gaps which indicated the commencement
of valleys. There, perhaps, there might be run-
ning streams, pastures, and the dwellings of men 1

Jon had intended to return to, his flock on the
morrow, but now the temptation to press onward
for another day became very great. His limbs,
however, young and strong as they were, needed
some rest; and he speedily decidcd what to do
next. A lighter streak in the rocky fioor of the
plain led his eye toward a low, broken peak—in
reality, the crater of a srriall, extinct volcano—some
five miles off, and lying to the right of what he
imagined to be the true course. On the left there
were other peaks, but immediately in front nothing
which would serve as a landmark. The crater,
therefore, besides offering him some shelter in its
crevices, was decidedly the best starting-point,
either for going on or returning. The lighter color
of the rock carne from some different mixture in
the lava of an oid eruption, and could easily be
traced throughout the whole intervening distance.
He followed it rapidly, now that the bearings were
laid down, and reached the ruins of the volcano a
little after sunset.

There was no better bed to be found than the
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bottom of a narrow cleft, where the winds, after
blowing for many centuries, had deposited a thin
layer of sand. Before he lay down, Jon arranged
a line of stones, pointing toward the light streak
across the plain, and another line giving the direc-
tion of the valleys to the northward. To the latter
he added two short, slanting lines at the end, form-
ing a figure like an arrow-head, and then, highly
satisfied with his ingenuity, lay down in the crevice
to sleep. But his brain was so excited that fora

SOUTHERN CHRISTMAS

EVE.

long time he could do nothing else than go over,
in memory, the day’s journey. The wind seemed
to be rising, for it whistled like a tremendous fife
through the rocky crevice ; father and mother and
Gudrid seemed to be far, far away, in a different
land; he wondered, at last, whether he was the
same Jon Sigurdson who drove the flock of sheep
up the valley of the Thiérvd—and then, all at once,
he stopped wondering and thinking, for he was too
soundly asleep to dream even of a roasted potato.

(To be coritinued.)

A SOUTHERN CHRISTMAS EVE.

By E.

T was Christmas in a Southern town,
The air was soft and sweet;

And the sinking sun looked brightly down
On the gay and crowded street,

W hile roses and violets blooming near

Made my little girl say, “ Is it Christmas here?

At home the snow is on the ground,
The air is coid and clear,

And greens and holly are hung around,
To help the Christmas cheer.

How can St. Nicholas come in his sleigh,

If all the snow is melted away ?

W hat will he do with his big fur coat,
The jcicles on his hair?
The tinkling bells wont sound a note,
W ith no Jack Frost in the air.
T would just be folly, O mother dear!
To hang up my stocking—no Christmas here !”

M. S.

But I said, “ | see the Christmas star
High in these Southern skies,

And the Christmas light is streaming far,
And shines in the people’s eyes.

I 'm sure St. Nick will find the way

W ithout Jack Frost and the reindeer sleigh.”

Early my little girl went to bed,
That the night might shorter seem;
And scarce had she pillowed her curly head,
Than she dreamed a beautiful dream,
And wondrous music seemed to bear
A message of joy on the balmy air.

Nearer and nearer it seemed to come,
Sweeter and sweeter it grew,

Till the Christmas light was in the room,
And the Christmas glory too;

W hile the angels’ song rang from the sky,—

“ All glory be to God on high !”

“ All glory be to God on high,
And peace, good-will on earth I'”
Thus joyous rose the angels’ cry,
To hail Our Saviour’ birth;—
And ere the radiance passed away,
The light had dawncd on Christmas-day.
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BOBBY AND THE KEY-HOLE.

(A Hoosier Faity Story.)

By Edward Egglfston.

OU think tliat folks in
fine clothes are the only
folks that ever see fair-
ies, and that poor folks
can't afford them. But
in the days of the real
old-fashioned *“ Green
Jacket and White Owl’s
Feather” fairies, it was
the poor boy carrying
faggots to thecabin of
hiswidowed motherwho
saw vvonders of all sorts
wrought by the little
people; and it was the
poor girlwho had a fairy
godmother. It must
be confessed that the
mystery-working, dew-
drop dancing, wand-
waving, pumpkin-met-

amorphosing little rascals have been spoiled of late
years by being admitted into fine houses. Having
their pictures painted by artists, their praises sung
by poets, their adventures told in gilt-edge books,
and, above all, getting into the delicious leaves of
ST. Nicholas, has made them “ stuck up,” so that
it is not the poor girl in the cindcrs, fior the boy
with a bundle of faggots now, but girls who wear
button boots and tie-back skirts, and boys with
fancy waists and striped stockings, that are be-
friended by fairies whom they do not need.

But away off from the cities there still live a race
of unflattered fairies u'ho are not snobbish, and who
love little girls and boys in pinafores and ragged
jackets. These spritesare not very handsomc, and
so the artists do not draw their pictures, and they
do not get into gilt-edge Christmas books. Dear,
ugly, good fairies! | hope they will not be spoiled
by my telling you something about them.

Little Bobby Towpate saw some ofthem; and it’s
about Bobby, and the fairies he saw, that | want
to speak. Bobby wasthe thirteenth child ina rather
large family—there were three younger than he.
He lived in a log cabin on the banks of a stream,
the right fiame of which is “ Indian Kcntucky
Creek.” | suppose it was named *“ Indian Ken-
tucky” because it is not in Kcntucky, but in Indi-
ana; and as for Indians, they have been gone many
a day. The people always cali it “ The Injun

Kaintuck.”
shorter.

Bobby was only four y.ears and three-quarters
oid, but he had been in pantaloons forthree years
and a half, for the people in the Indian Kaintuck
put their little boys into breeches as soon as they
can walk—perhaps a little before. And- such
breeches! The little white-headed fellows look
like dwarf grandfathers, thirteen hundred years of
age. They go toddling about like oid men who
have grown little again, and forgotten everything
they ever knew.

But Bobby Towpate was not ugly. Under his
white hair, which “ looked every way for Sunday,”
were blue eyes and ruddy cheeks, and a mouth as
pretty as it was solemn. The comical little fellow
wore an unbleached cotton shirt, and tattered pant-
aloons, with liome-made suspenders or *“gallowses.”
The pantaloons had always been oid, | think, for
they were made out of a pair of his father’s—his
“ daddy’s,” as he would have told you—and no-
body ever knew his father to have a new pair, so
they must have been oid from the beginning. For
in the Indian Kaintuck country nothing ever seems
to be new. Bobby Towpate himself was born
looking about a thousand years okl, and had aged
some centuries already. As for hat, he wore one
of his daddy’ oid hats when he wore any, and it
would have answered well for an umbrella if it had
not been ragged.

Bobby’s play-ground was anywhere along the
creek in the woods. There were so many children
that there was nobody to look after him ; so he just
kept a careful eye on himself, and that made it all
right. As he was not a very energetic child, there
was no danger of his running into mischicf.
deed, he never ran at all. He was given to sitting
down on the ground and listening to the crazy
singing of the loons—birds whose favorite amuse-
ment consists in trying to see which can make the
most hideous noise. Then, too, he would watch
the stake-drivcrs flying along the creek, with their
long, ugly necks sticking out in front of them, and
their long, ugly legs sticking out behind them, and
their long, ugly wings sticking out on each side of
them. They never seemed to have any bodies at
all. People cali them stake-drivers because their
musical voices sound like the driving of a stakc :
“ Ke-wack ! ke-wack !” They also calithem “ Fly-
up-the-creeks,” and plenty of ugly fiames besides.

They tuck up the flame to make it

In-
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It was one sleepy summer afternoon that Bobby
sat on the root of a beech-tree, watching a stake-
driver who stood in the water as if looking for his
dinner of tadpoles, when what should the homely
bird do but walk right out on the land and up to
Bobby. Bobby then saw that it was not a stake-
driver, but a long-legged, long-necked, short-bodied
gentleman, in a black bob-tail coat. And yet his
long, straight nose did look like a stake-driver’s
beak, to be sure. He was one of the stake-driver
fairies, who live in the dark and lonesome places
along the creeks in the Hoosier country. They
make the noise that you hear, “ Ke-whack! ke-
whack 1” It is the driving of stakes for the pro-
tection of the nests of their friends the cat-fish.

“ Good-morning, Bobby, ke-whack !” said the
long, slim gentleman, nodding his head. He said
ke-whack after his words because that is the polite
thing to do among the stake-driver fairies.

“ My fiame haint Bobby Ke-whack, nur nothin’,”
answered Bobby. The people on Indian Kaintuck
say “ fior nothing” without meaning anything by
itt. “ My fiame haint on'y jeth Bob, an’ nothin’
clth.”

Butthe slender Mr. Fly-up-the-creek only nodded
and said ke-whack two or three times, by way of
clearing his throat.

“ Maybeyou 'd like to see the folksunderground,
ke-whack,” he added presently. “ If you would,
| can show you the doorand how to unlock it. It’s
right under the next cliff, ke-whack! If you get
the door open, you may go in and find the Sleepy-
headed People, the Invisible People, and all the
rest, ke-whack 1”

“ Ke-whack!” said Bob, mimicking, and grin-
ning till he showed his row of white milk-teeth.
But the gentleman stake-driver must have been
offended, for he walked away into the water and
disappeared among the willows, saying, “ Ke-
whack ! ke-whack !'” in an indignant way at every
step.

W hen once the stake-driver fairy had gone, Bob
was troubled. He was lonesome. He had always
been lonesome, because the family was so large.
There is never any company for a body where
there are so many. Now Bob wished that “ Ole
Ke-whack,” as he called him, had not walked off
into the willows in such a huff. He would like to
see who lived under the ground, you know. After
awhile, he thought he would go and look for the
door under the cliff. Bobby called it “ clift,” after
the manner of the people on the Indian Kaintuck.

Once under the cliff, he was a long time searching
around for a door. At last, he found a something
that looked like a door in the rock. He looked to
see if there was a latch-string, for the houses in the
Indian Kaintuck are opened with latcn-strings.
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But he could not find one. Then he said to him-
self (for Bobby, being a lonesome boy, talked to
himselfa great deal) words like these:

“ Ole Ke-whack thed he knowed wharabout the
key mout be. The time | went down to Madison,
to market with mammy, | theed a feller dretht up
to kill come along and open hith door with a iron
thing. That mout be a key. Wonder ef | can’t
find it mythelf! There, | come acrost the hole
what it goeth into.”

He had no trouble in “ coming acrost” the key
itself, for he found it lying on the ground. He
took it up, looked at it curiously, and said: “ Thith
thing muth be a key.” So he tried to put it into
the key-hole, but an unexpected difficulty met him.
Every time he tried to putin the key, the key-hole,
which before was in easy reach, ran up so far that
he could not get to if. He picked up some loose
stones and piled them up against the door, and

THE KEY-HOLE HOYES UP.

stood on them on his tip-toes, but still the key-hole
shot up out of his reach. At last, he got down
exhausted, and sat down on the pile of stones he
had made, with his back to the door. On looking
round, he saw that the key-hole was back in its oid
place, and within a few inches of his head. He
turned round suddenly and made a dive at it, with
the key held in both hands, but the key-hole shot
up like a rocket, until it was just out of his reach.
After trying to trap this key-hole in every way
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he could, he sat down on a stone and looked at it
a minute, and then said very slowly : “ Well, |
never! Thatbeats me all holler! What a funny
thing a key-hole muth be.”

At last, he noticed another key-hole in the rock,
not far away, and concluded to try the key in that.
The key went in without trouble, and Bob turned
it round several times, until the iron key had turned
to brass in his liands.

“The blamed thing ith turnin’ yaller!” cried
little Towpate. You must excuse Bob’s language.
You might have talkcd in the same way if you had
been so lucky as to be born on the Indian Kain-
tuck

Seeing that he could not open anything by turn-
ing the key round in this key-hole, since there was
no door here, he thought he would now try what
luck he might have with the “ yaller” key in open-
ing the door. The key-hole might admit a brass
key. Butwhat was his amazement to find on try-
ing, that the key-hole which had run upward from
an iron key, now ran down toward the bottom of
the door. He pulled away the stones and stooped
down till his head was near the ground, but the
key-hole disappeared off the bottom of the door.
W hen he gave up the cliase it returned as before.
Bobby worked himself into a great heat trying to
catch it, but it was ofno use.

Then he sat down again and stared at the door,
and again he said slowly: “ Well, | never, in all
my born’d days! That beats me all holler! W hat
a thing a key-hole ith ! But that feller in town
didn’t have no trouble.”

After thinking awhile he looked at the key, and
carne to the conclusiéon that, as the key-hole went
up from an iron key, and down from a brass one,
that if he had one half-way between, he should
have no trouble. “ Thith key ith too aw ful yaller,”
he said. “ I’ll put it back and turn it half-way
black, and then we’ll thee.”

So he stuck it into the key-hole and tried to turn
it in the opposite direction tothe way he had turned
it before. But it would not turn to the left at all.
So he let go and stood off looking at it awhile,
when, to his surprise, the key began turning to the
right of its own accord. And as it turned it grew
whiter, until it was a key of puré silver.

“ Purtv good for you, ole hoss,” said Bob, as he
pulled out the bright silver key. “ W e’ll thee if
you’re any better’'n the black one and the yaller
one.”

But neither would the silver one open the door;
for the key-hole was as much afraid of it as of the
brass one and the iron one. Only now it neither
went up Aor down, but first toward one side of the
door and then toward the other, according to the
way in which the key approached it. Bobby, after
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awhile, went at it straight from the front, where-
upon the key-hole divided into two parts-the one
half running off the door to the right, the other to
the left.

“ Well, that’th ahead of my time, said Bob.
But lie was by this time so much amused by the
changes in the kcy and the antics of the mmble
key-hole, that he did not care much whether the
door opened or not. He waited wunt.lhe had seen
the truant key-hole take its place again, and then
he took the silver key back to the other- key-hole.
As soon as he approached it the key leapecl out of
his hand, took its place in the key-hole, and began
to turn swiftly round. When itstoppedthe silver
had become gold.

“Yaller again, by hokey,” said Bob. And he
took the gold key and went back, wondermg what

BOBBY

the key-hole would do now. But there was now
no key-hole. It had disappeared entirely.

Bob stood off and looked at the place where it
had been, let his jaw drop a little in surprise and
disappointment, and carne out slowly with this:
“ Well, I never, in all my born ’d days !”

He thought best now to take the key back and
have it changed once more. But the other key-
hole was gone too. Not knowing what to do, he
returned to the door and put the key up where
the nimble key-hole had been, whereupon it re-
appeared, the gold key inserted itself, and the door
opened of its own accord.

Bob eagerly tried to enter, but there stood some-
body in the door, blocking the passage.

“ Helio !” said Bob. “ You here, Ole Ke-whack!
How did you getin? By the back door, 1 ’low.”
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“ Put my yellow waistcoat back where you got
it, ke-whack !” said the stake-driver, shivering.
“ 1t’s coid in here, and how shall | go to the party
without it, ke-whack ! »

Your yaller wescut? said Bob. “ I haint
no wescut, ke-whack orno ke-whack.”

“You must put that away !» said the fly-up-the-
creek, peckmg his long nose at the gold key. “ Ke-
whack ! ke-whack !”

“ Oh !”said Towpate, “whydid n’t you say so?”
Then he tossed the gold key down on the ground,
where he had found the iron one, but the key stood
straight up, waving itself to and fro, while Bobby
carne out with his drawling: “ Well, | never !”

Pickitup ! Pick itup 1l Ke-whack! You've
pitchedmy yellow waistcoatinto the dirt, ke-whack,
ke" [ .

Oh You cali that a wescut, do you. Well, |
never.” And Bobby picked up the key, and since
he could think of no place else to put it, he put it
into the key-hole, upon which it unwound itself to
the left till it was silver. Bobby, seeing that the
key had ceased to move, pulled it out and turned
toward the open door to see the stake-driver wear-
ing a yellow vest, which he was examining with
care, saying, “ Ke-whack, ke-whack,” as he did so.
« 1 knew you’d get spots 011 it, ke-whack, throwing
it on the ground that way.”

Poor Bobby was too much mystified by this con-
fusiéon between the gold key and the yellow vest, or
“ wescut,” as they cali it on the Indian Kaintuck,
to say anything.

Now, my white coat, putthat back, ke-whack,”
said the fly-up-the-creek fairy. “ 1 can’t go to the
party 1 my shirt sleeves, ke-whack.”

1 haint got your coat, Ole Daddy Longlegs,”
said Bobby, “ ’less you mean this key.”

On this suspicion he put the key back, upon
which it again unwound itself to the left and be-
carne brass. As soon as Bobby had pulled out the
brass key and turned round, he saw théat the fairy
was ciad in a white coat, which, with his stunning
yellow vest, made him cut quite a figure.

“ Now, my yellow cap,” said
addmg a cheerful ke-whack or
guessed that he was to put the
key-hole, whereupon it was immediately turned
round by some unseen power until it became iron,
and then thrown out on the ground where Bobby
Towpate had found it at first. Sure enough, the
fairy now wore a yellow cap, and, quickas thought,
he stepped out to where the key was lying, and
struck it twice with his nose, whereupon it changed
to a pairof three-toed boots, which he quickly drew
on. Then he turned and bowed to Bobby, and

sait* ' ,
Ke-whack 1Y ou ’ve ironed my coat and vest,

got
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and brushed my cap and blackcd my boots. Good-
day, ke-whack, I 'm going to the party. You can

go in if you want to.”

Bobby stood for some time, looking after him as
he flew away along the creek, crying “ ke-whack
ke-whack, ke-whack!» And Bobby said once
again: “ Well, I never, in all my born ’d days ”
and then added, “ Haint Daddy Longlegs peart?
Thinks he ’s some in his yaller wescut, | ’low ”

W hen once the fly-up-the-creek had gone out of
sigln and out of hearing, Bobby started on his
search for the Sleepy-headed People. He traveled
along a sortof underground gallery or cave until
he carne to a round basin-like place. Here he
found people who looked like fat little boys and
girls, rather than men and women. They were
lolling round in a ring, while one of the num-
ber read drowsily from a big book which was lying
on a bowlder in the middle of this Sleepy-hollow
All seemed to be looking and listening intently.
But as soon as those who sat facin- Bobby cau-ht
sight of him, they gave a long yawn and fell into a
deep sleep. One after another they looked at him,
and one after another the little round, lazy fellows
gaped, until it seemed their heads would split open,
then fell over and slept soundly, snoring like little
pigs. Bobby stood still with astonishment. He
did not even find breath to say, “ Well, I never'”
For presently every one of the listeners had gone
off to sleep. The reader, whose back was toward
the new-comer, did not see him. He was the only
one ieft awake, and Bobby looked to see him drop
over at any moment. But the little fat man read
right along in a drawling, sleepy mumble, some-
thing about the Athenians until Bob cried out:

“ Helio, Ole Puddin-bag, everybody’th -one to
thleep; you’d jeth ath well hole up yer readin’
awhile.”

The little man rolled his eyes round upon Bob
and said: “ Oh, my ! |’'m gone offa-ain 1” And
then he stretched his fat cheeks in an awful yawn

“Hey ! You’ll never get that mouth of your’n
shet, cf you don’t be mighty keerful,” cried'Bob ¢
but the fellow was fast asleep before he could get

“ Wellnow, that’th a purtylookin’crowd, haint
it?” said Bob, looking round upon the sleepers.

Just at that moment they began to wake up, one
after another, but as soon as they saw Bob, they
sighed and said: “ Hc’ so curious,” or, “ He’s
so interesting,” or something of the sort, and fell
away into a deep slumber again. At last, Bob un-
dertook to wake some of them up by hallooing, but
the more noise he made, the more soundly they
slept. Then he gave over shaking them and shout-

>ng at them, and sat down. As soon as he was
quiet, they began to wake up again.
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“ Helio !” cried Bob, when he saw two or three
ofthem open their eyes.

“If you'd only keep still till I get awake," said
one of them, and then they all went to sleep again.

By keeping quite still, he got them pretty well
waked up. Then they all fell to counting their
toes, to keep from becoming too much interested
in Bobby, for just so sure as they get interested or
excited, the Sleepy-headed People fall asleep.
Presently the reader awoke, and began to mumble

KEY-HOLE.

(January,

“1 know a better thtory than that air!” said
Bobby, growing tired of the long, mumbling read-
ing of the dull book.

“ Do you? Tellit,” said the reader.

So Bobby began to tell them some of his advent-
ures, upon which they all grew interested and fell
asleep.

“ Don’t tell any more like that,” said the little
reader, when he awoke.

“ W hat'th the matter weth

it? Heap better

THE SLEEPY-HEADED PEOPLE.

a lot of stuffout of the big book, about Epaminon-
das, and Sesostris, and Cyaxeres, and Clearchus,
and the rest, and they all grew a little more wake-
ful. When he carne to an account of a battle,
Bobby began to be interested a little in the story,
but all the others yawned and cried out, “ Read
across, read across!” and the reader straightway
read clear across the page, mixing the two columns
into hopeless nonsense, so as to destroy the interest.
Then they all waked up again.

thtory than that big book that you’re a mumblin’
over, Mr. Puddin’.”

“We don’t like interesting stories,”
sleepy reader. “They put us to sleep. This is
the best book in the world. It’s Rollin’s Ancient
History, and it hasn’t got but a few interesting
spots in the whole ofit. Those we keep sewed up,
so that we can’t read them. The restis all so nice
and dull, that it keeps us awake all day.”

Bobby stared, but said nothing.

said the
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“ Can you sing?” said oneof the plump little oid
women.

“Yeth, | can thing Dandy Jim.”

“Let’s have it, | do love singing; it soothes me
and keeps me awake.”

Thus entreated, little Bobby stood up and sang
one verse ofa negrosong he had heard, whichran:

“When de preacher took his tex’
He look so bcrry much perplex’,
Fur nothin’ come acrost his mine
But Dandy Jim from Caroline!”

Bobby shut his eyes tight, and threw his head
back and sang through his nose, as he had seen
big folks do. He put the whole of his little soul
into these impressive words. W hen he had finished
and opened his eyes to discover what effect his
vocal exertions had produced, his audience was of
course fast asleep.

“Well, | never,” said Bob.

“ The tune’s too awful lively,” said the little oid
woman, when she woke up. “ You ought to be
ashamed of yourself. Now, hear me sing.” And
she began, in a slow, solemn movement, the most
drawling tune you ever heard, and they all joined
in the same fashion :

“Poor ofd Pidy,
She died last Friday;
Poor oid creetur,
The turkey-buzzards

But before they could finish the line, while they
were yet hanging to the tails of the turkey-buzzards,
so to speak, Bobby burst out with:

“ Lal! that'th the toon the oid cow died on. |
would n’t thing that.”

“ You wouldn’t, hey ?” said the woman, getting
mad.

“No, | would n’t, little dumplin’.”

W hereupon the little woman got so mad that she
went fast asleep, and the reader, growing interested
and falling into a doze, tumbled off his chair on his
head, but as his head was quite soft and puttyish,
it did him no particular harm, except that the fall
made him sleep more soundly than ever.

W hen they had waked up again Bobby thought
it time to move on, but as soon as he offered to
move, the slcepy-hcads surrounded him and began
to sing a drawling song, which made Bobby sleepy.
He soon found that they meant to make him one
of themselves, and this was not at all to his taste.
He struggled to get away, but something held him
about the feet. W hatshould he do?

Suddenly a bright thought carne to his relief.
The sleepy-heads were now all standing in a ring
around him. He began to tell a story at the top
of his voice:

“ My grian’pappy, he fitweth a red Injun. An’

BOBBY AND THE
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the Injun he chopped my gran’pappy’s finger off
weth his tomahawk, and ”

But at this pointall the little people gotintensely
excited over Bobby’s gran’pappy’s fight, and so, of
course, fell asleep and fell forward into a pile on
top of Bobby, who had an awful time getting out
from under the heap. Just as he emerged, the
people began to wake up and to lay hold of his
feet, but Bobby screamed out:

“And my gran’pappy, he up weth his hatchet
andhe splitthe nasty olered Injun’shead open ”

They were all fast asleep again.

Bobby now ran off toward the door, not caring
to go any further underground at present, though
he knew there were other wonders beyond. He
reached the door at last, but it was closed. There
was no key-hole even.

After looking around a long time he found the
Fly-up-the-creek fairy, not far from the door, sitting
by a fire, with a large, ofd owl sitting over against
him.

“ Give me the key to the door, Ole Ke-whack !”

said Bobby.
“Oh, no! | will not give you my clothes, ke-
whack 1 Do you think | would give you my party

clothes ? If you hadn’t sung so loud, the door
would n’t have shut. You scared it. Now, | can’t
give you my fine clothes, and so you ’ll have to stay
here.”

Poor Bobby sat down by the fire, not knowing
what to do.

“Tell him about the Sleepy-headed People,"
said the owl to Bobby, solemnly.

“ Shut up, oid man, or I ’ll bite your head off!”
said the Fly-up-the creek to the owl.

“ Do as | say,” said the owl. “ If you stay here,
you’ll turn to an owl or a bat. Be quick. The
Sleepy-heads are his cousins—he doesn’t like to
hear about them.”

“Don’t mind a word the oid man says,
whack 17

“ Give me the key, then,” said Bobby.

“ Do as | say,” said the owl.

The Fly-up-the-creek tried to bite off the owl’s
head, but the “ oid man ” hopped out of his way.
Bobby began to tell the story of his adventures
among the Sleepy-heads, and the stake-driver
began to cry, “ Ke-whack, ke-whack!” to drown
his words, but as Bobby went on, the stake-driver’s
voice became weaker and weaker. Bobby was so
amazed that he stopped.

“ Go on 1” cried the owl, “ or you'll never get
out, or | either.”

So Bobby kept up his talk until the stake-driver
was lying senseless on the floor.

“ Put the key in the lock, quick,” cried the owl.

“W here is the key ?”

ke-
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“ His fine clothes. Take them off, quick ! Cap
first 1”

Bobby began with the cap, then stripped off the
coat and vest and boots.

“ Put them in the key-hole, quick !” said the
owl, for the stake-driver was reviving.

“ Where is the key-hole? ”

“ There! There!” cried the owl, pointing to
the fire. By this time the Fly-up-the-creek had
already begun to reach out for his clothes, which
Bobby hastily threw into the fire. The fire went

out, the great door near by swung open, and the

OF
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big-eyed owl, followed by Bobby, walked out, say-
ing, “1’'m free at last.”

Somehow, in the day-light, he was notany longer
an owl, but an oid man in gray clothes, who hob-
bled off down the road.

And Bobby looked after him until he saw the
stake-driver, shom of his fine clothes, sweep over
his head and go flying up the creek again. Then
he turned toward his father’s cabin, saying:

“Well, | never! Ef that haint the beatinest
thing | ever did see in all my born’d days.”

And | think it was.

BASS COVE SKETCHES.—A COUPLE OF CRUSOES.

By J.

The seawas inspiring to Mr. Augustus Bonwig’s
poetical feelings; and he began to declaim again,
as he and Joe descended the ledges on the seaward
side of the island.

“ *The breaking waves dashcd high, on a
stern—’" But here a chasm in the rocks occa-
sioned a hiatus in the verse.

“ On the stern of a ship? ” Joe asked.

“ No; ‘ona stern and rock-bound coast,”” said
Mr. Bonwig, as he stepped over the chasm.

But here, again, he was interrupted ; this time
by Joe, who cautioned him against scaring the
ducks with his poetry.

“ Now, look a here, Mister! You notice, we're
comin’ to a sort of clift” (Joe meant cliff). “ We
can crawl right to the edge on’t, and look right

T. Trowbridgk.

down into a little inlet, where we’ll be purty sure
to see suthin™.”

“ Crawl, is it?” said the portly Mr. Bonwig,
wincing. “ I'm not built for crawling. But no
matter. Go ahcad. | ’ll sacrifice the rest of my

buttons in a good cause, if necessary.”

Joe advanced to make an observation. He
reached the edge of the cliff; and presently looked
back at his companion with a laugh, and beckoned
to him. Augustus carne up with him, scratching
the rocks with his remaining buttons, and looked
over.

“ Here’s a splendid shot!” said Joe.
wives cidse in shore!”

Bonwig saw with dclightthe pairofducks, riding
on the swells that poured into the inlet, or tipping

“ Two oid
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up and plunging their bilis down among the cool,
dark sea-moss, as the bright wavesreceded, leaving
it half exposed and glistening in the early sunlight.

“ Novv,” said Joe, “ I ’'m goin’to let you have all
the chance this time. 1sha’n’t fire at all, till you
do. Don’t show yourself, ior make a noise, but
take aim right through this notch.”

Bonwig obeyed; resting his ponderous stomach
on the ledge, and thrusting his gun over it, he
cocked both barréis, and took as delibérate aim as
it was possible for a highly nervous sportsman to
do, under the circumstances.

“ Plenty of time,” said Joe.

“ l— know— it; but, bless my heart! how they
do— bob up and down !”

The ducks were, in fact, constantly in motion,
tossing 011 the swells, or tipping up and darting
their bilis hither and thither. Moreover, the light
on the water was very deceptive. One has to get
used to shooting at objects afloat, as Joe very’justly
observed afterward.

“ l— I— rather think 1°d better fire ! ” said Au-
gustus, in a trembling voice.

“ Seems to me, | would; I don’t see what you’'re
waitin’ for,” Joe replied.

Mr. Bonwig fired both barréis in quick succes-
sion. The startled ducks rose quickly and quietly
from the water, as if to show a due respect for his
salute; not a feather of either being injured.

* Bless my heart 1” said Mr. Bonwig.

“ You ve had your chance; now it’s my turn,”
said Joe.

He took aim with his oid “ Queen’ arm,” fired
instantly, and brought down a bird. Then he fired
his other gun, and the other duck whirled and fell
into the sea.

“ Now, | am—1 am surprised! ” said Augustus.

“It’s all a knack, as your father said; and you
have got the knack1 1 am surprised 1”
“ 1l go down after 'em,” said Joe, “ while you

go back and see if there aintsome more ducks over
t’other side, by this time. And haul the dory a
little further up on the beach,” he added, “ for I'm
afraid the tide will gitit; it’s comin”in fast.”

Bonwig went, and returned.in a short time, say-
ing that he had left the dory safe, and that he had
seen 110 game.

“Where are your oid wives?” he asked.
“ Haven’t you been down after them yet?”
“No,” said Joe; “ I ’'m watchin’ them loons,”

“ 1f you’ll do jest what I tell
Sure ye left the dory

pointing out to sea.
ye, | guess we can git 'em.
all right?”

“ Oh, yes! The tide wont reach it this hour.
I don’t see your loons, though,” said Augustus.
“Yes, | do! Halfa mile offf How do you expect
ever to get them ?”

OF CRUSOES.
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“1’Il git down on to that ledge that runs out
into the water, and hide. Then Il holler like a
loon, and purty soon you’ll see ’em steerin’right
in toward me. But if they come near enough to
find out | aint a loon, they ’ll stop. So, soon as
you see ’'em comin’, you jest wave this ’ere hanker-
cher on yer ramrod, so ’s to take theireye. | carry
it 'most a purpose for loons.” Joe pulled a flam-
ing bandanna from his pocket, and showed Mr.
Bonwig how to manage it. “ Loonsisbirds,” he
said, “ thathas lots of curiosity in their dispositions,
and they Il 'most gener’lly allus come in nigh
enough to seewhata wavin’red hankercher means,
so’s’t a feller can git a shot at ’em. Only,” said
Joe, eying his friend’s gun wistfully, “ it’s hard
carryin’ two long, heavy guns down a steep clift,
like this here; and now, if you don’t care to go
down and do the shootin’—for you ’ll be too fur off
up here—"

“ Bless my heart!” said Augustus, looking over
the precipice, “ | never could get down these rocks
alive, in the world ! |I—I—must think of my wife
and children !”

“Then if you would jest lend me the loan of
your gun once,” said Joe.

“Why yes—certainly,” said Augustus.

“ Then you wont be shootin’ me, ye know,”
grinned Joe.

Leaving his companion on the top of the cliff,
he dropped over the edge of it, and, taking advan-
tage of the loons diving, slipped down from crevice
to crevice, and from shelf to shelf, until he had
made his way in safety to the bottom, and con-
cealed himself on the point of rock he had men-
tioned. Then he began to halloo like a loon, with
his hands behind his mouth to throw his voice out
to sea—uttering a wild, lonesome cry, which soon
attracted the birds’ attention. They ceased their
diving, and presently began to swim toward him.

Bonwig now waved the handkerchiefon the cliff,
remaining himselfunseen; and the loons, tacking
and turning occasionally, and rising and falling on
the swells, continued to approach the shore, even
after Joe had stopped calling.

Nearer and nearer they carne, until Augustus
grew impatient. “ Why don’t he fire? W hy
don’t the fellow fire?” he kept saying to himself.
But Joe knew what he was about. Aware of the
difficulty of penetrating the loons' breast-feathers
with bird-shot, he wished to get them as near as
possible, and ci6se together, or their two heads in
range, in order to double his chances. At last,
just as one was darting by the other on the top of
a wave, he fired one of Bonwig’s barréis. The
nearest bird immediately went over on his side,
and began to flop and turn on the water in a way
that showed he had got a fatal hurt. His mate
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was less severely wounded. Slie tried to dive, but
could not remain beneath the surface, and a second
shot dispatched her.

Then Joe climbed back up the rock.

“Why don’t you get the ofd wives?” Augustus
called to him. “ They ’re tossing aboutin the cove
there.”

“We muStbring the dory around to pick up the
loons, anyhow,” said Joe, handing the gun over the
edge of the cliff, “ and we can get the oid wives
then.”

“Why didn’t you shoot sooner?” Mr. Bonwig
asked.

“ Don’t you see?” said Joe. “ If I hadn’t
wounded ’em both at once, soon as | fired at one,
t’other’d have dove quick as wink, and most likely
I should n’t have gotanother shotat her. They re
a terrible quick bird! They ’ll dodge the flash of
a gun, without you 're perty near 'em.”

“Well, well! youhave gotthe knack, | declare!”
said Mr. Bonwig. “ I don’t know but I shall have
to give in to you, after all!”

“This is a splendid gun of yourn!” said Joe,
covetously. “ If I could only have this with me
alluz, then | might do suthin’! But | must go for
the dory now. You stay here and watch the loons,
and perty soon you ’ll see me come rowin’ around
the island.”

“ Now, why can’t | shoot like that boy?’ Bon-
wig said to himself after Joe had gone. “ Inthe
city, he was so green everybody laughed at him.
But, bless my hearts1 if I don’t find him my supe-
rior down here! | 'm afraid, if anybody deserves
to be laughed at to-day, he isn’t the fellow, any-
way !”

Mr. Augustus was beginning to be sick of duck-
shooting.

Hearing a cry in the direction Joe had gone, Mr.
Bonwig ardse and listened. Another cry, full of
anger and distress. Augustus started to find his
young friend, whom he presently saw hurrying
back to meet him.

“ You critter, you !” shrieked Joe, forgetting all
deference due to his companion in the rage and
perplexity of the moment; “ you oid fat fool,
you !”

“ Bless my heart!”
“what’s the matter?”

“ Matter, you lazy lummox! don’t you know
nothin’?” And Joe turned back again with gest-
ures of fury and despair.

“Why 1 what on earth have | done?” cried Mr.
Bonwig, follovving him, more alarmed than angry.

“ The dory !” said Joe, chokingly.

“ Hey? what’s happened to the dory?” said
Bonwig, turning palé. “ | left it safe!”

“You didn’t! You said you’d haul it up out

said Augustus, aghast,
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of reach of the tide, and you never touched it1l
Now look a there 1”

They had reached a commanding point of the
island, from which Augustus had the satisfaction
of seeing the little skiffafloat, and drifting quietly
and steadily out to sea.

“ Bless my k------ ” gasped the astounded candy-
maker. “ Can’t ye swim and get it?”

“ Swim?” echoed Joe, with wrathful contempt.
“1°d like to see any man swim for that! The
wind has got into the north-west, and it’s carryin’
on her away faster '’n anybody can swim i1 Why
did n’t ye haul her up, as | told ye?”

“ I—really—1 could n’t see any necessity for it 1”
said poor Mr. Bonwig. “ The waves did n’t touch
her.”

“But | told you the tide was comin’in 1 And
could n’t you see yourselfthat once in a while there
was a big swell, bigger 'n the rest 1 'Twas one o’
them that started her off, and then the wind took
her 1”

“ 1 am surprised 1” said the palé Mr. Bonwig.
“1 don’t see how we are going to get off this

island 1 And I—1 promised my wife—she ’ll cer-
tainly be looking for me to-night. I mustgetback
to-night 1”

“ If you do, you’ll have to swim.” And Joe sat
down sulkily on the ledge and watched the depart-
ing dory.

“What1youdon’t mean ?2”

“You1 have enough of Robinson Crusoe ’fore
you get through 1 That dory costmy father fifteen
doliais 1”

“ It aint possible we shall have to stay here,”
faltered Augustus, casting his eyes about him,
and feeling not a bit like spouting poetry just then,
“and live on what we kill?”

“ A feller could n’t live very long on whatyou
kill!””said Joe. “ I don’t care for sleepin’ in the
hut, 1°d jest as lieve do thatas not; and | can eat
fish and wild ducks and hard bread as long as the
next chap. But, by sixty 1+ that dory! Dad’ll
skin me alive if 1 don’t bring her back. See her
go 1 see her go1” And Joe whipped his legs with
his hands despairingly. “ The coots are in her,
too !” with a fresh wail. “ And we can’t get the
loons without her; and mabby we can’t get the
oid wives now.”

“Then if no more ducks come around, what
shall we do?” said Augustus, who was a man of
excellent appetite, never careless about his dinner.

“ 1 guess you’ll have a chance to grow a little
mite less pussy 'n you be now,” said Joe, beginning
to see the humor of the situation, and to get the
better of his despair.

* Can’t we make a signal of distress?”

“You can try it, if you want to. But dad is
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huskin’corn to-day; and even if he should see it,
he ’d think it was for loons. Besides, there aint
another dory to the Cove, since Oid Wansey’s got
stove up by the last gale; and dad could n’t come
off for us if he wanted to.”

“Then,” said Augustus, “ | don’t see but that
we are in a fix!”

“ Jes’so,” said Joe. “ But now, if you want to
make a signal, 1’ll show you. It must be on the
highest spot, where it can be seen from shore, as
well as by fishin’ boats outside.”

THE SIGNAL

The thought of something to be done put Joe
into a good humor.

“Here’s where you was monarch of all you sur-
veyed,” he said, with a grin, as they walked over
theledges; adding, “ I guess the deep and darle
blue ocean will roll on fast enough for you now,
without waitin’ to be told ! Here’s the place !”

“We never can make ourselves seen from this
distance,” said Bonwig, with a lieavy heart.

“We can try.”

“ Butwhat can we make a signal of? A hand-
kerchief is nothing !”
“ Take my shirt,—1 can spare that better than |

OF
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can my coat, in this wind,” said Joe ; and he pro-
ceeded to divest himselfof that useful, but not in-
dispensable garment.

He thrust a gun-barrel into one of the sleeves at
the vvrist, and thence through the shoulders of the
shirt into the other sleeve, which he tied into a
knot over the muzzle.

“ Now, there’s your banner!” said he, waving
it aloft.

“Well, | declare!” said Augustus, “ you 've
done it1 Long may it wave!” as Joe flourished

OF DISTRESS.

the palé ensign in the breeze. “ Though there’s a
prospect of its waving long enough, without rush-
ing it particularly. But, as a signal of distress, it

seems to me there’s something not quite right.
Don’t they usually have the unién down?”
“ Shirts ha’n’t got no unién,” said Joe. And

he began to sing: “ 'Tis the star-spangled banner,"
in a cheerful and enlivening manner.

Being one of those brave-hearted lads whose
spirits always rise in the presence of danger and
difficulty, and having recovered from the chagrin
of losing the dory, he was now in a merrier mood
than he had been at any time that morning.
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“ It wont take long for this wind to whip a shirt
into ravelin’s !” said he. “ After it has flopped
mine all to pieces, then we’ll take your’n. Then,
when that’s gone, we’ll run up our jackets, and
then our trouse’s, for we re bound to keep the sig-
nal flyin’1”

Mr. Bonwig could not see the fun of the thing,
butkepta dismal countenance, thinking of his wife
and children.

“ You needn’t be so anxious about suthin’ to
eat,” remarked Joe. “ It’ll take you a good while
longer to starve than it would most people. My
Gnele was in a ship that was lost once, and was
three weeks on a raft in the Pacific Ocean, with
seven other men, and he said three of the men
died, and all the rest come within one of it; only
there was a fat man with ’'em,—weighed about two
hundred and fifty when they took to the raft,—he
stood it; he kept growing lighter an’ lighter, and
fresher and fresher; he weighed about a hundred,
and was spry as a cricket when a vessel finally
picked 'em up. He had livecl all the while on his
own fat; like a bear in winter.”

This pleasant anecdote did not seem to afford
Mr. Bonwig very much comfort. The idea of liv-
ing on his fat for any length of time was not
cheering. He had nodoubt whatever of growing
lighter and lighter on that diet; but as for growing
fresher and fresher, that did not appear to him to
be among the probabilities. No,—Mr. Augustus
Bonwig could not indulge a hope of everbecoming
spry as a cricket, in that way.

“ Your father must grow anxious about you, if
you don’t come home ; and he can find a dory
somewhere,” said he.

“ My father never’s anxious about me when
I ’'m off duck-shootin’,” replied Joe. “ Once | got
lost in a fog, rowin’ from Pippin P’int. | got
turned about somehow. | kept rowin’and rowin’,
but could n’t find no land ; and night come on,
dark as Egypt—and there | was! No supper, no
north star, no compass, no overcoat,—discouragin’,
| tell you ! | rowed all night, to keep warm, and
in hopes of touchin’ land somewheres;—and it
was n’t half so comf’table as we’ll find it in that
house to-night, burnin’the Humane Society’s wood
and eatin’ the Humane Society’s crackers, and
tellin’ stories,—not half! Wal, mornin’come, but
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the fog did n’t lift, and | did n’t know where | was
any more 'n | did before; but | kept on rowin’and
rowin’, only when | stopped to rest, which was
perty often now,— 1| was gittin’ used up. No sup-
per, and no breakfast! The sea was calm ; the
fog was so heavy it seemed to press it right down
flat. 1 could n’t see more 'n an oar’s length or two
ahead of me. So the forenoon wore on. By-m-by
| give up,—no supper, no breakfast, no dinner,—
it was beginnin’to tell on me. You've no idee
how a feller’ll shrink, without eatin’ or sleepin’ for
twenty-four hours ! It seemed tome |’d got dad’s
clo’eson. 1°d hollered myselfhoarse; butin that
fog, it was like a man’s hollerin’in his grave. You
need n’t look so sorry ; why,” said Joe, “ this here
island, in fine weather, is paradise to an open boat
in a fog !”

“ How did you
Augustus.

“ Wind changed, and fog lifted all ofa sudden,
jest afore sundown. And where do ye s’pose |
was? Almost within gunshot o’ the Cove ! 1 jest
rowed ashore, hauled up the dory, and walked into
the house. There sot dad, a-smokin’, comfortable
as could be. “Where’s yer ducks, boy ?’says he
the fust thing. ‘Did n’t git none,” says . ‘Why,
where ye been all this time ?’says he; “and ha’nt
got nary duck !” ‘O, paddlin’round in the fog,’
says . *“A’ntye hungry ?’says my mother,—she
was gittin’ supper. ‘Wal, | be some hungry,’
says I. And supper did taste mighty good that
night, I tell ye !”

“Was n’t your family concerned about you?”
said Mr. Bonwig.

“ W hat was the use ofbein’consarned ? There
was no gale; and they knowed |’d come home
agin some time,” said Joe. “ Idid come home, and
| brought the dory. Dad ’ll be dreadful worked,
if 1 don’t bring it this time ! Look ! it’s most out
ofsight!”

“ That seems to be all you care about !”

“ W hy should n’t itbe ? We ’ll do,well enough.
It wontbe many days before somebody ’ll be comin’
off here a-fishin’, and see us.”

“ Many days !” groaned Augustus.
ting hungry already !”

“ W al,” said Joe, “ you keep the flag a-wavin’,
and 111 go and see what | can do for dinner.”

finally get ashore?” asked

“1’m get-

( Concluded in next ttuviber.)
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IN THE WORLD.

By Abby Morton Diaz.

“Mother, do butterflies remember when they
were worms and caterpillars ?” inquired Natty.

“ W hat puzzling questions you children do ask !”
said hisemother. “ The idea never entered my
head. You must ask your Unele Joe.”

“ Unele Joe,” asked Natty, again, “ do butter-
flies remember when they were worms and cater-
pillars ?”

“Why, no,” said Unele Joe.
if all stories are true.”

“ W hat stories?”

“ | happened to be reading one the other day
which—but stay, just hand me that book, please;
the thin, square, prettily bound one. That’s it
Now we ’ll look for the story. | forget the fiame.
Ah, here we have it. It’s nota long story. Read-
ing it will hardly take ten minutes. Listen.”

A poor little worm was one day crawling slowly
along the ground, seeking for food, while above
her happy inseets darted through the air, their
bright wings flashing in the sunlight.

“ Alas!” sighed the little worm. “ What a
toilsome lifeisours! We move only by greatlabor,
and even with that can never travel far. Kept
near the damp ground, liable at any moment to be
crushed, toiling up and down rough stalks, eating
tough leaves— for it is only now and then we find a
flower. Oh, itis truly a wearisome life.

“Yet none seem to pity our sorrows. Those
proud inseets flitting over head, the miller, the
butterfly, the dragon-fly, the golden bumble-bee,
they never notice us! Oh, but life goes well with
them ! Flying is so easy! Even easier than rest.
W herever they wish to be, they have only to spread
their wings and the summer wind bears them on.
Dressed out so gayly, at home with all the flowers,
living on sweets, seeing fine sights, hearing all that
is to be heard, what care they for us poor plodders?
Selfish creatures ! 1 hey think only of themselves.
Now, for my part, if I had wings and could move
about so easily, I would think, sometimes, of the
poor worms down below, who could not fly. |
would bring them, now and then, a sip of honey,
or a taste of something nice from the flower gar-
dens, far away. | would come down and speak a
kind word, tell them something good to hear—in
short, be friendly. Oh, ifone only had wings, how
much good one might do. But these selfish crea-
tures never think of that!”

Not long afterward this
was changed into a butterfly.

“ 1 should say not,

complaining worm
Spreading her light

wings, she passed the happy hours in flitting from
field to field, rocking in the flower-cups, idling
about where the sunshine was brightest, sipping
where the honey was sweetest. Oh, a right gay
butterfly was she, and no summer day ever seemed
too long!

Onemorning, while resting upon an openingrose-
bud, she saw below her a couple ofworms, making
their slow way over the ground.

“ Poor creatures!” she said. “ Life goes hard
with them. Dull things, how little they know! It
must be stupid enough down there. No doubt
their lives could be brightened up a trifle. Some
few pleasures or comforts might be given them, and
| hope this will be done. If | were not so busy—
but really I haven’ta moment to spare. To-day
there is a rose party, and all the butterflies are
going there. To-morrow the sweet-pea party comes
off, and all the butterflies are going there. Next
day the grasshoppers givea grand hop, and at sun-
down there will be a serenade by the crickets. Every
hour is occupied. The bumble-bees and liornets
are getting up a concert. Then there is a new
flowerblossoming in a garden far away, and all are
flying to see it. The two rich butterflies, Lady
Golden Spot, and Madame Royal Purple, have ar-
rived in great state, and expect great attentions.
The bees have had a lucky summer, and, in honor
of these new arrivals, are to give a grand honey
festival, at which the queen herself will preside.
The wasps are on the pélice, and will, I trust, keep
out the vulgar. The gnats and mosquitoes have
formed a military company, called the flying militia,
and will serve, if needed. It is to be hoped that
no low creatures, like the two creeping along below,
will intrude themselves. Poor things! If | had
the time, | really would try to do something for
them, but every sunny day is taken up, and stirring
out in the wet is not to be thought of.

“ Besides, one meets with so much that is not
pleasant in mixing with low people ! Their homes
are not always cleanly. | might soil my wings.
And if once taken notice of, they will always ex-

pect it. Why make them dissatisfied? They are
well enough off, as they are. Perhaps, after all, it
is my duty not to meddle with them. In fact, |

have no doubt of it.

“ Here comes Miss Gossamer !
Gossamcr! All ready for the rose party ? How
sweetly you look ! Wait one moment till 1 have
washed my face in this dew-drop. The sun has

Welcome, Miss
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nearly dried it up while I have been pitying those
mean worms below there. Folly, I know, to thus
waste the time. But my feelings are so tender! |
actually thought of calling! W hat would Lady
Golden Spot think, or Madame Royal Purple!

WAITING FOR

By D.

nly two daysbefore New Year’s!
It should be a happy time forme;
but when I think of all the good
resolutions made this time last
year, and so few of them kept, |
can only feel sorry, and think |1
have wasted much precious time.
One resolution was to help the
poor, not only with kind words,
but with substantial acts of boun-
ty. And how little I have really
done !

All this | thought, sitting in my
easy-chair, before one of the most
cheerful and comfortable of fires

—an open grate, the coals all red hot. | had been
very busy all day, but was only waiting for the
sleigh, to go out and finish some holiday shopping.
| had written for some little children to come and
spend a week with me at this time, and had asked
my aunt also to make one of the party, knowing
.how delighted the children would be to find her
here to meet them, for she is an especial favorite
of the little ones. The cliairand the fire were both
so luxurious, the heat of the room so delightful, and
the coid wind and the snowboth so uninviting, that
| hesitated about venturing out. But, then, the
toys and the lastthings—that lovely doli for Addie,
that little set of doll’s jewelry for little Effie, and
quantities of other things—all fnust be bought.
Then some good warm clothing for poor Mrs.
Rooney, with her five children.

“ If you please, ma’am, the sleigh isat the door.”
My wrappings wereon inamoment, and | was soon
gliding along, wrapped up well inthe warm robes,
and listening to the merry bells, jingling as we liur-
ried along.

As we were driving through one of the poorer
parts of the town, John the coachman said to me:
“ You told me, ma’am, to let you know ofany very

FOR THE
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SLEIGH.

Have you seen them pass? They are sure to be

there. Do you suppose they will take notice of
us? If they don’t, | shall be perfectly wretched.
Come, dear Miss Gossamer, one more sip, and

then away 1”

THE SLEIGH.

F. H.

poor people I might hear of. There is a poor
woman they told me about to-day, and if you wish
to see her, | know where she lives—not far from
here.”

| was liurried, having put off going out until
late in the day; but here was a chance of doing a
little good during this blessed lioliday-time; so |
asked John to drive to the woman’s house.

How busy every one seemed to be1 So many
happy-looking people, all eager about something,
which I could not help thinking was shopping. As
we drove along, we passed groups of happy chil-
dren, and, thank Heaven! | saw very few who
looked poor. W e were leaving the better class of
even poor-looking houses, and at last carne to a
miserable-looking Street or alley—for John could
notdrive near the door of the house he pointed out
to me as the one | was looking for.

I should not have said house—that implies com-
fort, or at least shelter. The shanty—for it was
nothing more— seemed almost to be tumbling
down. It had a really ragged appearance. The
window was very small, and several panes were
out; and in these places were bits of oid cloth,
paper, or anything that could be found to keep out
some of the bitterly coid wind.

| knocked, and hardly heard the feeble “ Come
in.” My heart sank at what | saw. A poor wo-
man, looking like the house—ragged—sitting on a
broken stool before an oid stove. Poor thing 1 1
suppose she thought there was a little heat there;
but indeed, when | went nearit, | could not feel
the least. She was leaning over, her elbows on
her knees, and her head in her hands; and when
she looked up at me, | saw she had been crying.
There seemed to be nothing in the room but the
woman, the stove, an oid broken chair, the stool
upon which she sat, and a bed in the cérner. She
did not speak, and | hardly knew what to say;
but at last | told her | had heard she was in need,
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and | carne to do anything | could for her. Her
looks of gratitude | can never forget.

“You needn’t think of me—only do something,
ifyou can, for Tom ; that’s all | ask.”

“ForTom,” | said—*“ your husband?”

“ No, ma’am—my boy there, in bed.”

| went to the comer where the bed was, and
there saw this sad sight : A little boy, about seven
or eight years oid, was lying there, asleep; 'but
such a look of suffering in his poor white face— |
could hardly look at him.

“ W hat is the matter? Is he ill ?” 1 asked.

“Yes, ma’am, he is ill—he has a fever; but
that is not the worst—he is lame. His father died
when Tom was a little baby. 1 did very well for a
time. | took in sewing, and some ladies were very
kind to me. But at last one day, when Tom was
six years oid, playing with some rough boys, he
was thrown down, and his hip put out of place.
They brought him to me helpless, and so he has
beeneversince. |hada little money, which kept us
for a few months from want. A doctor, who carne,
sentby one of the ladies who had helped me, did
all he could for him, but at lasthe told me Tom
could not be cured. God forgive me ! but | could
not help thinking, if I could only pay him well,
he might have done something for him.”

Here was a most pitiful State of things. The
poor woman went on to tell me that she was com-
pletely discouraged. She had tried everything.
She' could not leave the poor boy for any length
of time, so could not go out by the day to work.
And now she was utterly without food or work,
and almost in despair.

W hat should | do first? Where so much was
to be done, what was the most important thing to
do? “ We musthave a fire at once.” So giving
her a little money, | told herto go and get some
wood, promising to sitby Tom until she returned.
I placed the stool by his bed, and the woman went
out. My mind seemed almost paralyzed. | looked
at the poor little face before me, so wan and worn,
in all the rags and dirt (for everything -was dirty,
but | could not blame the woman). He looked as
though he really was a pretty child.

I was thinking very intently, when all at once a
light seemed to fill the room. | turned toward the
door, expecting to see the mother returning, but
the door was not open—only it seemed there was
no need of its being open ; for coming through it,
there were quantities of the tiniest people I ever
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saw. And how busy they all were! They did not
seem to glance at me; they were tugging some-
thing in with which they were having a great deal
of trouble.

W hat can it be? A stove! Inamoment the
oid one is gone, and a nice new one in its place.
The window is mended, and the glass looks new
and clean. The floor is mopped, and actually
looks white; and yet | saw no mopping, only |
know it has been done. Chairs are placed about
the room, a good table by the window, and, most
wonderful of all, without waking Tom, a sweet
clean bed is in the comer, instead of the oid one,
and he isclean and sweettoo; and his sleep seems
very happy, for he is smiling.

W hat pretty little creatures these are ! Bless
me! | am on anew chair—how in the world could
they have done that? W hat are they doing now ?
They are at a dresser—putting cups and saucers,
plates, and other dishes in their places. They
have forgotten nothing—not even a wood-box be-
hind the door, filled with wood. They are cer-
tainly most thorough housekeepers. What will
the poorwoman think when she comes back? She
has been away a long time. How much they have
done (I knew them by this time to be fairies), while
| have been sitting thinking what | should do'!

Tom is waking. He looks at me with large blue
eyes, and does not seem to wonder at the change
around him, or at me, a stranger, sitting by him.
Here is his mother. Before | can speak to him,

she is opening the door. Why does she not
come in?

“ Ma’am, the sleigh is ready.”

W hat! Why! Where is Tom? And where
am 17?

In my easy-chair, by my comfortable fire, and
have had thisdream—nothing more than a dream.
This time the sleigh is really waiting for me, and
| do go to get the toys and presents for the chil-
dren.

And novv, my little friends who read this, | must
tell you, my dream did some good; for that very
day, | did find out some very poor people, who
needed a helping hand very much, and whose
New Year’s day | could make happy, by making
them comfortable, and showing them they were
thought of, and that their Father in Heaven had
touched human hearts in their behalf, and that the
fresh year would not be without hope and good
cheer.
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Christmas is coming—and then, a brand-new
year! Now a year is the greatest, most beautiful,
most wonderful of Christmas presents, my darlings,
and you ’'re each to have one—a brand-new year!
think ofit. Soon itwill lie fresh, white and shining
before you, not a dark spot upon it—not a wrong
thought, not a harsh word, fior a neglected duty.
It seems to me that the best way to thank God for
such a presentas that is to take good care of it and
keep it fair and shining to its very last moment.

But I 'm only Jack-in-the-pulpit, so | "Il just give
my love to you all, and talk about

A SENSATION AMONG THE FLOWERS.

“Dear Jack,” writes a little maid, who signs
herself“ Riderhood,” “ may | tell whatl am almost
sure happened last Summer?”

“ Certainly you may,” answers your Jack.

But the little maid, without waiting to hear this
gracious permission, goes on:

The roses in the pretty schoolmistress’s garden blushed deeply at
their own insignificance; the vioiets, sorrowing, hung their heads;
and the snow-white lilics trcmbled with despair on the day the gar-
denersowed the new sccd with the big fiames.

“Oh, dear, dear!” said the rose, “ the gentle schoolmistress will
notcare for us plain, old-fashioncd flowers any more, after the agros-
temma coeli-rosea and the miiabilisjalapa bloom.”

“The gardener often writes their flames with capitals, while he
bcgins mine with a little said the lily.

“He mightat least Frenchify yours with an ie.” replied the wall-
flower; “ but | suppose we must just be preparcd to accept the un-
enviable position of neglected flowers; no doubt we shall henceforth
‘waste our swcetness on the desertair.””

But Summer carne, and with it the blossoms of the fcarfully and
wonderfully named agrostemma coeli-rosea and the mirabilis jalapa
grandiflora.

And when the schoolmistress walked in the garden, she said:

“ These weeds are so troublcsomc; | will puli them up, so that
my dear vioiets may have more room to grow,” and she threw the
agrostemma coeli-rosea superbum over the fence!

Nextshe saw the mirabilisjalapa grandiflora in full bloom.

“Dear me,” she exclaimed, “ 1 wonder what Ilans planted more
fouro’clocks for! | had plenty in the back part of the garden al-
ready. Butthey are sweet, old-fashioned flowers, and 1 will let them

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
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grow here, if they don’t overrun my jecwcls—the roses, lilics, vioiets
and the dear oid wall-flowers.”

Then the rose smiled, and the wall-flower sent forth its swcetest
fragrancc, the violet peeped out shyly from its green leaves, and the
snow-white lily shone like silverin the setting sun.

THE WINK OF TIME.

You never heard of such a thing? Why, Il
warrant you’ve alluded to it often and often, without
knowing it. Didn’t you ever speak of such or
such a matter coming, going, or happening just in
“ the nick of time ?” Very' well. The little School-
ma’arn says that nick comes from the Germéan word
Nicken, to nod or wink. So the nick of time, is
the wink of time, or my fiame is not Jack.

WHY SLED?

Talking of words, and what the little School-
ma’am says about them, it may interest my chicks
to know that the sled that is to rush down hill with
them so often during thiswinter, gets its flame from
its nature—that is, from ever so many queer foreign
words, all signifying to slide. In Germany a sled
is a schlitten ; in Holland, the land of the Dutch,
it’s a slede; in Denmark, the country of Hans
Christian Andersen, it is known as a slaede; but
in Iceland, where the long-continued snow makes
a boy familiar with his sledge, he very naturally
calis it sledi, which | 'm sure is quite proper and
sociable.

FINGER NAILS SIX INCHES LONG.

At first | could n’t and would n’t believe it, but
when | heard the little fellow say that he read the
statement in Governor Setvard’s book, I gave in,
forofcourse a governoris expected to tell the exact
truth on all occasions.

W hat was it ?

O, didn’t | tell you? Why the little chap said
that ricli Chincse mandarins wear long finger-nails,
sometimes as long as six or eight inches, as a sign
that they do not have to work. W hen nails are as
long as this, they are protected by cases ofbamboo
or of gold. The nails are polished and stained like
tortoise-shell.

This is good news for lazy boys. All they have
to do is to work their way to China, make their
fortune there, and let their nails grow.

THE NAMELESS TERRORA.

The Nameless Ter-
rora is not set down in
thebooks,buthe isa ter-
rible creature, of small
size—so small that you
can’t see him at all, un-
less you ’re frightened,
and then he is prodig-
ious. Timid little boys

of vivid imagination see him very often, especially
when they 're caught out after nightfall. Brave
little boys never see him. It must be a dreadful
thing to go through life in constant dread of the
Nameless Terrora.
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THE SOUND BEARERS.

The birds make great fun of human music. Do
you know why ? Because it has laws! Now, their
music has laws, too, but the dear little things don’t
know it. A robin friend of mine, sitting on a
window-sill lately, heard a music-master giving a
little girl her music lesson. He thinks it the fun-
niest thing in the world, and assures me, on
the authority of the music-master, that human
music is made entirely by little hobgoblins, who
carry the sounds up and down the musical scale or

Demi-semi-quaver.

ladder, slowly or rapidly, according to orders. Mr.
Semibreve, he says, isthe slowest of them all. Next
comes Mr. Minim, who is only lialf as slow as
Semibreve; then Mr. Crotchet, who is half as slow
as Minim; then little Quaver, who is half as slow
as Crotchet; then Semi-Quaver, half as slow as
Quaver, and finally, Demi-Semi-Quaver, the liveliest
little chap of them all, who can run up and down
the whole flight, while slow oid Semibreve is rolling
to the next step.

HOPPERS AND WALKERS.

Well, welll Little did | think when | asked
some of you to find out the four mistakes in my
absurd story, on page 54 of the November number
of St. Nicholas,/'hatatremendous uprising there
would be among the observing young folks of this
great country. Letters have poured in upon your
Jack by hundreds and hundreds, and hundreds
again. Even the little Schoolma’am savs she never
saw anything like it. It is delightful." Stacks of
letters from East, West, North and South, and the
jumping-off place. A prize book, you remember,
was offered for the first letter received which should
correctly point out the four mistakes. Well, on
the 2ist of October, by same post, carne two that
were right, and cqually good—one from W. M. K.
Olcott, and another from Mamie A. Johnson.
Consequently, to each of these, the little School-
ma’am will send a book. But here comes the
trouble: The answers of many other children
who live faraway from New York, were just as good
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as those of W. M. K. Olcott and Mamie, who live
ciése by, but of course they could not possibly be
so early. This bothers your Jack, for he wishes to
be very fair. Henceforth, the little Schoolma’am
says some other plan of award must be adopted.
Meantime she decides to send a book to the very
best and earliest letter that carne from a distance.
So, Master Willie L. Brooks, of Sacramento, Cal.,
you are to have a book also. Special mention must
be made of correct answers and fine letters from
the following boys and girls:

Annie Gardiner, Susan H. Welles,

May G. Holmcs, Josic M. Brown,

Neliic Breck, A. P. Folwell, Susie
Garfield, WillieWw . Ames, Edith Fos-

ter. Bessie Blair, Marion W. Losee,

“ Louise,” Frank D. Russcll, Silas

B. Adams, Willie B. Jones, Annic

T. Bridges, W. E. Graham, H. W.

Lung, ira U. Ingram, Frank O.

Wclcome, Mary Donaldson, Garrie

W. Bailey, Frcd. A. Walpole, Fred

Collins, Bessie Plimpton, Nelly D.

Marshall, F. F. Hildrcth, Salhc B.

Griggs, Edwin F. Walker, Mamie

Hodges, Emily I. Smith, Harry N.

Paul, Nellie Simpson,Jas. I. Weston,

Philip S. Rust, Hester Dorsey, M.

W. Collet, John C. Wi illiams, Louise

Oroteliet. E. Gleim, Harry Bennctt, Julia
Emma Boyd, Annic Goodman, Lena
Warren, I. Buford Hendrick, Willie
Shattuek, Jennie E. Woodrow, Ada
May Seely, Katie Pyle, Anne B.
Wecbb, Mrs. N. H. Parker, Mary E.
W alker, Bessie Thomas Lily Taylor,
Carric A. Abbott, R. E. Withers, Jr.,
Charles T. Thomas, Ida Graham,
G. M. H., Sammy Chubb, Mamie
T. Sturgis, Frank Tumer, Alicc Hol-
brook, Carne French, Harry New-
comb, W. E. Taylor, Hattie M.
Daniels, Mabel F. Hule, C. G. Helfelstein, Frank T. Chapman,
R. K. Eastman, Simie Stcin, Jr., Floy N. Markham. Herbert T.
Bardwell, Helen W. Rice, Julia D. Huntcr, Johnnie Kmght, Johnnie
Bachman, Alicc M. Rowe, Wm. N. Tolman, Lucy V. Kerr, Etta

Quaver.

Semi—guaver.

C. Burt, N. Brcwer,Jr., Mary L. Alien, Sarah Gallctt, Gertie May
Pcrry, “Atlanta Boy,” Lucy Annie Whitcomb, Helen Paul, and
Annic Todd.

Many others sentadmirable answers; indeed, out
ofthe great number of letters received, only about
one hundred failed to be correct; but St. Nicho-
1as cannot give room to any more fiames. Jack
thanks the writers, one and all, and hopes to hear
from them again. Here is the first correct reply
that was opened:

New York, Oct. 2oth, 1875.
Dear Jack-in-thk-Pulpit:

In all my cxpcricnce in the country, | think | have never seen
crows or pigeons hop, for robins and sparrows walk, but vice
versa. | therefore concludc that the four mistakes in your story in
the November numberof St. Nicholas, are the statements that the
crow and pigcon hopped, and the sparrow and robin walked.— Yours
truly, W. M. R. Olcott, aged 13 years.

And here is an extract from Helen D s
letter—a “ big” girl, who does not compete for
the prize:

Hearing thatyou were interested in “ hoppers and walkers,” | rc-
membered thatjust a few days ago we carne acrosssomething on that
subjcct, in “ Wake Robin, ’ by John Burroughs. That ciése and
loving observer of Nature says, page 222: “ By far the greater num-
berofour land birds are hoppers. The sparrows, thrushcs, warblers,
woodpeckers, buntings, &c., are all hoppers.” On page 215 he says:
“ Robins bclong to the thrush family. . . . See the robin hopsalong
upon the — — 1 —i— - -
Among the 1
blackbirds, v
feetat all, but very awkwardly.”
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FOR VERY LITTLE FOLKS.

MY UNCLE JEHOSHAPHAT.

My Unele Jehoshaphat had a pig,
A pig of high degree;

And it always wore a brown scratch wig,
Most beautiful for to see.

My Unele Jehoshaphat loved that pig,
And the piggy-wig he loved him ;

And they both jumped into the lake one day,
To see which best could swim.
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My Unele Jehoshaphat he swam up,
And the piggy-wig he swam down ;

And so they both did win the prize,
Which the same was a velvet gown.

My Unele Jehoshaphat wore one-half,
And the piggy-wig wore the other;

And they both rodé to town on the brindled
To carry it home to its mother.

BABY BO.

Fi1y away, fiy away, Birdie oh!

Bring something home to my Baby Bo;
Bring her a feather and bring her a song,
And sing to her sweetly all the day long.

Hoppety, kickety, Grasshopper oh !

Bring something home to my Baby Bo;
Bring her a thistle and bring her a thorn,
Hop over her head and then begone.

Howlibus, growlibus, Doggibus oh !

Bring something home to my Baby Bo;
Bring her a snarl and bring her a snap,
And bring her a posy to put in her cap.

Twinkily, winkily, Firefly oh !

Bring something home to my Baby Bo;
Bring her a moonbeam and bring her a star,
Then, Twinkily Winkily, fly away far!

Ayuntamiento de Madrid
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS'

DEPARTMENT.

[Banuary,

YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS’ DEPARTMENT.

(Henceforth we hope to be able to give spacc every month lo a Young Contributors’ Department, the ardeles in which are to be signed with

their writers’ initials only, though we inust requirc in each instance the real iame, age, and address of the author.

W e shall be happy to

hear from our young friends, and shall be guided in sclecting manuscripts by their individual merit, the relative age of the author, and

the interest of the matter for the greatest number of our readers.)

THE CURRENT OF DEATH.

Nearer and nearer we draw to thy side,

Closer and closer as time gocs by,

Alas, that men dread thee and know not why,
O wonderful River of shadowy ride !

How silendy past us thou glidest along,
Onward, still onward, thro’ days and years;
Thy current, O River, is swollcn with tears,
On thy bosom thou bearest the weak and the strong.

The aged and hoary, the young and fair,
Thou bearest away from this sphere of pain;
Care may exist but for them in vain,

Woe and aflliction are things that were.

Unending the peace of thinc unseen wave,
Unccasing thy journey to That from This;
A glimpse of thy waters, O River, is bliss,
Alike for the hoary, the young, and the brave.
c. D. D.

A NEW WAY TO ROW A BOAT.

Our boy readers, we think, will be specially jnterested in the
following personal account ofa cruise on the Adirondack lakes,
written by one of our young friends, who says he likcs to see
where he isgoing. “ Be sureyou 'rcrightasyou go ahead,”
is evidently his motto; for he rowed himself over the lakes with oars
ofhis own invention that cnabled him to face the bow.

THE EXCURSION

This summer | spenta month in the Adirondacks. | had twice
been there before, and was suflicicntly acquainted with the woods to
make my way through the lakes withouta guide. 1 entered from
Boonville, ana went into camp with two friends on Se enth Lake
of the Fulton chain. Afterseveral days of fishing and hunting, we
went on to Long Lake, where | bought a new boat, to which 1 at-
tached my rowing-gcar.

This rowing-gear isa contrivance for rowing a boat which allows
the boatman to face the bow, pulling in the same inanner as with the
ordinary oars. The reverse movement is obtained by dividing the

THE ROWING GEAR
oarin two parts, each parthaving a ball and socket-joint fastened on
the gunwale of the boat.

The arrangementis such that the oarsman applics his strength to
the best mechanical advantage, and cnablcs him to row fasterand more
casily than with the ordinary oar.

The oars can also be closed up out of the way, alongside of the

MY BOAT AND OARS (FROM A I'HOTOGRAPII).

gunwale, without detaching them from the boat. While rowing,
there is no noise from the bearings.

W ith these oars, the boatman makesno more effort in steering than
in dirccting his course while walking, and this lesscns greatly the
eflort of rowing. He sccs the blacle of his oar in front of him,
and can casily avoid obstacles, while, if he chooses to floatalong lazily
for awhilc, the oars can be closed out of the way of the gunwale,
without detaching them from the boat.

My boat is a doublc-bowcd pine shell, fourteen feet long, and
weighs 75 Ibs., without the oars. For so short a boat. it is quite fast.
Afterit was all ready to fioat, 1 took it down to the landing, accom-
panied by a curious crowd, and pulled olTin fine stylc, as the rowing-
gear workcd much to my satisfaction. The guides, in their tum, all
‘tried it and liked it

| spenta few days at the village on Long Lake before beginning
my cruise. One windy morning | starled down the lake, in company
with two other boats, on my way to the Saranacs. We made fine
progress, as the wind was in our favor, and very soon crossed the
sand-bar into the Raquctte River. Here | fully rcalized how con-
venient it was to see wncrc | was going without twisting my neck.
Veiysoon we got to Johnson’s Portage, commonly called “curry,”
which | crossed twice, first to carry my boat, and then to carry my
two gunsand bag. This was no casy matter, as the “ carry” wasa
mile and a quarter long, and very muddy from the recent rains.
After dinner | rowedon down the river, changing my course at Stony
Creek Brook, and that everiing crossed Spectacle Lakes to Indian
“ Carry.” At thelanding, the people who saw me silently and swiftly
approaching the shore, were quite astonished to see my posilion in
the boat. | was now on the Upper Saranac, one of the finest lakes
of the woods. The nextday | rowed down to Bartlctt’s Hotel, and
then on to Martin’s. As | often rowed in company with other boats,
my oar was well tested with theirs. | soon found that for hunting,
this oar would take the place of the paddle in mostcases. | went to
Paul Smith’s by way of the lakes, and the day | left St. Rige’s was
very plcasant, being neither too hotfior too coid; the lake was smooth
as glass and nearly as clear. After spending a few days on Lake
Tuppecr, I setout alone for the Thousand Isles, by way of Potsdam
and Ogdcnsburg, running the rapids of the Raquétte Riveras faras
possible, and several times narrowly escaping a capsize.

Fortwodays | ran rapids and “ carricd ” around falls. Often before
losing the sound of the rapid above, | would hear the roar of waters
below, and in a few minutes be gliding swiftly down, the noise of the
waters drowning all other sounds, and the boat being envelopcd in
a cloud of spray. The intense excitcment ofa run down the rapids
cannot be dcscribed.

On tlic St. Lawrence, while rowing through a heavy swcll, my oars
worked well, convincing me that they are well adapted forrowing in
a heavy sea.

| staycd among the Thousand Tslands for several days, and the
boatmen all liked my oars.

I left Alexandria Bay for Montreal on a day boat, taking my canoe
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The Big Brother. By Georgc Cary Eggleston. G.P. Puinam's
Sons, New York.—This is a story of Indian war in the early partof
this century It is full of the adventuresof bravo whites—boys as
well as men— with savage red men, and nbounds in stirring seenes of
frontier warfare. But the book will do more than give the boys pic-
tures of Indian fights. It relates a history of a very importan! part
ofourcountry’'s experiencc, and will* tell many a youngster a great

deal thathe neverknew before.

The Rose Library. (PopularLiterature of all Countrics.) New
York: Pcribncr, Welford & Armstrong.—These very tasteful little
volumes, all illustratcd, and only 50 cents each, will meet the needs
of many young folk who wish to own standard story-books, yet can-
not afford to buy expensive volumes. The works of thisseries, now
before us, are: Undine and the Two Captains, by De La Motte
Fottqué (a néw translation).
by X. B. Saintine; The Four Gold Pieces, a Story of Brittany,
byjulie Gourand: Robert's Holidays, by N. Danvers (founded
on the French ofZ. Flcuriot; The Houseon Wheels,by Madamc
de Stolz, and Sea Gui.l R ock, by M, Jules Sandcau.

Picciola, or T he Prison Flower,

Frisk and his Flock, by Mrs. D. P. Sanford, is a bright
accounl of a llock of girls and boys ata country school, and of the
wise and funny way the dog Frisk helped Miss Agalha, the teachcr,
to manage her scholars. Itisa large, handsome book, with pictures

that will delight the young folks. E. P. Dutton & Co., N. Y.

From American Tract Society, New York:

Proud Little Dodv. By Sarah F.. Chcster,—This is a story
that little girls will read over and over again with ever fresh inlercst.
Dody is a comical, lovable little crcaturc, and there are so many
portraitsof her, from tile time shelocks herselfjutohermamma's room
to the day stic dimbs the tree to show Tom what girls can do, that
she sccms like an oid friend at the last.

SILENDID Times is a liandsomc volunte, and its pages are crowded
with fute pictures. Its author, Mrs. Margaret Sangstcr, knows well
how to tell tales that children like.

We have also received from the same publishers, Hapi'V
Weeks, by Mrs. Sangstcr; The Birthday Pkesent, Grandpafa's
The Prize Medai. by S. Annie
The R ivSrside by Mrs. M. F.. Miller;
Bolght With a by A. 1.. 0. F,.; Good Angels, and
Other Stories: How T iptoe by Cathannc Williams:
The Holly Boy: Burdocks and Daisies, and Other Stories.

Fia)y Lindsley and Her Friends, by the author of“ A Sum-
mer in a Forest,”' is inteildcd for older children than any of the
above. Itisan interesting sequelto thatpleasantbook, “* A Summer
in a Forest,” and here we meet again with the Llindsleys, and the
Round Point people—Abriatha, Dorfic. Cusli, and all the rest. But

Five

Home,
Frost:

and Other Stories,
Farm-Hol'se,
Price,

Grew,

Dear St. Nicholas: Can you tell me the best thing lo huid
card-houscs togetherin the Chnstmas City, as gum-arabic mucilagc
does not hold them ftrmly ? ~ W. F. Bridge, Jr.

If you buy good nuicilage, you will find it satisfactory.
made the mucilage yourself, perhaps you made it too thin.

If you

Lausanne, Suisse, Oct. 17, 1875.
Dear St. Nicholas: | have been taking your Magazinc ever
sincc it cante out, but | never wrote but one letter to yon, and that
was about crystallizing flowers. .
| do love your book so much, | took itwhen 1 hved in \\ashing-
ton, D. C.; and when we started for Europe, 1thought | would have
to give it up, but mamma said | might have it sent to me; so now it

is sent to l.ondon, and from Ivondon to Lausanne, where | am ata
French boarding-school; and I like itvery much.
Picase tell Miss Alcott | liked the “ Eight Cousins very much

I cannot think ofany more to say, so good-byc.
I remain your loving and constant reader,
Gertrude Curner.
Your book is such a plcasure to me!

Dear St. Nicholas: | want toask some of the boys and girls,

through you, why it is “ darkestjust before dawn.” Ifyou will ask
them, you will very much oblige

Your friend, Florf.ncf. Gardinkr.

KTTEK- BOX.

those who have notread the previous volunte will find the story com-
plete in itself.

T he Siiining River. From Olivcr Ditson & Co., Boston.—A
collection of New Music for Sunday-schoois—by H. S. & W. O.
Perkins—and a good collection. we should say. Although it contains
many new picces never before published, familiar and favorite hymns
are notdiscarded. We wonder anew, at sight of this, why, with all
due regard to cconomy, the covers of the Sunday-school song-books
cannotbe made just a little less ugly and uninviting.

Practica!. Hints on the Selection and Use op the Micro-
By John Phin. Industrial Publication Society, New York.
The Taxidermistas By Capt. Thomas Brown. G.

scope.
Manual.
P. Pntnam’s Sons, New York.

These are two exccllent books, and though somewhat advanced
for little people, will doubtless prove of interest and use to some of
our oldcr readers who care for microscopical investigations, or who
sluffand prepare birds, squirrcls, &c.

History of My Friends. From the French of Einile Achard.
G. P. Putnam's Sons.—This is a seriesof exccllent stories aboutani-
mais. Some of them are exceedjngly interesting.

Mice AT Play. By Neil Forest. Roberts Brothers.—A story
which is not only interesting, but teaclies some good lessons to oid
people as well as young ones.

Six TOSixteen. Byluliana Horatia Ewing Roberts Brothers.—
Thisisan English story, which may proveofinteresttoolder readers.

Captain H atteras. By Jules Vernc. Osgootl & Co.—Jules
Verne is always astonishing, sometimes too muchso; but this book
of adventuro at the Norlh Polo isone of his best works.

Jolly Good Times, by I. Thorne, is a fresh, livcly narrativo
of child-life on a farm. The varied experienccs that eluster around
that existence are portraycd very faithfully in thisncat little volume.
The book contains several capital illustrations by Addic Ledyard.
Roberts Bros., Boston.

Family Records, published by Hcnry Holt ivi Co.,, N. Y., is a
large and handsome volume, with blank pages for all sorts of family
records—accounts of births, weddings, tooth-cuttings, and various
noteworthy cvents in the carccr of each member of the family. Such
a book, when filled, will be a most valuablc family trcasurc.

Silvek Threads of Song.—By H. Millard.
good music book, with many cxcellent songs, &c., suitablc for
schools and familics. At the end of the book is a “ Musical Char-
ade,” which ouglit lo be interesting to children who can sing.

Gordon & Co.—A

A littlic boy, with original ideas, sends us a pocm on Labor,

which he says is of his “ own composion.” Here are two of the
verses: -
Even in Edén there was toil,

And paticncc. Adain had to wait,
And cultivate the fruitful soil,

And labor for his mate.

And now there's labor in the world,
To keep the world a-going:

Each person has his proper share—
Some rcaping, and some sowing.

“A Reader.”—H. H. was mistaken, and Jack is right. The

Rcv. Charles Ludwig Dodgson, of England, wrote “ Alice in Won-
dcrland.”

Stuttgart, Oct. 17.
We were all greatly interested in “ Eight
Cousins.” Rosc's “Icaming bones” reminds me of one of our
studies at school. A physician comes into one of the higher elasses
once a wcck, and speaks of the construction of the human body,
and of its various parts. He brings bones and pictures along to
make it more casy for us to understand. He has models of the
heart, lungs, and hrains, of gypsum, fashioned so that they canl be
taken apart. They have the colors of the natural organs, and | find
them very interesting. Rcccntly, he brought an eye of “ papier
maché,” which he says is a truc work of art. Of course itis much

Dear St. Nicholas:
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Iargerthan a natural eye, butall the small ncrvcs and musclcs are
given. | think such modelsgive us a bctteridea of ourselves than
pxctures do.

The school was founded in 1818, by Qucen Catharlne of Wiirtem-
bcrg and « bcarsherfiame. About ninc hundred girls go in and
outdaily. 1 here are cightclasses, each with two or three divisions
iwoyears ago a higher school for the educating of teachcrs was
added to the Calharinenstift. Every winter an afternoon course
of study is opened Wlwhich is taughtthatwhich the eightli class
learns dunng the whole year. Twice a week lecturas are licld by a
profesor on the history of arts. Last year we had the history of
painting; this winter it will be the history of architccture, French
£ f¢* ?hi nrY Ihoroughly, and almost daily, in all the classes:

len t8 Sa sermon '? it reclfgy wgex\fgryhlg—hgng(njgéll ‘Gloewhnave t(?
preaches upon the text ofthe following Sunday. | don't see the

1 1'i s@mons. fpr the girlsdon’t pay much attention to them.
oh™ o tf rector Itved, they were obhged to write composltions
about the sermona; but the present rector, although very strict in
some things, takes this easy.

general rule, Stuttgart lias very good schools, although the
method of teaching is exccedingly slow.  One girl counted up all

™ ng "
ang H)]L”\d Ihal two wlh%fe yea¥g@ha e% SgF%aaytsthe Catharinenstift,
Hoping to see your dear magazlne soon, | remain your friend,

Anna Helmke.

M. E. A.—Jack will printyour elever story.

Mamie A. Johnson.—Picase send post-oflicc address again to
Little Schoolma’am, care of St. Nicholas inagazlne, so that she
may send you a book. (See “ Hoppers and Walkcre,” page 199.)

Dear S-r. Nicholas: Hiram G asks jfthere are any other of
your readerswho have seen live potato-bugswashed up on the becacli.
| hvc about mne miles from the Atlantic Ucean ; and on Fire Island
last summer 1saw, you m.ghlalmostsay, hills of them, the greater
partahve, washed up by the surf.—One ofyourconsta» readersand

admilrers’ Willard P. Reid.

Mv Deak St. Nicholas: Mamma says'iol'ask'yonVyét tiunk

aq
Nlcholafs aslsoo(n' gsq YISE and dunng a it rtr?ybslgay htgiirrggd the St

h I‘s the best kinH u[f'p?lg'yﬂrqnseo—" 6'?13[ %dl“?cr“t L it, that / tirink
wlU subsc lib@ for »“ of "le Abbaott’s Histories for me. if |
w Inottoase my hule sistcr; but you don’t know what futi itis. |

ifj'™ beyf lv‘Ilbe b°ys: 8>" | tHink | have improved a Hule.
Mamma says, to puta big strokc under the “ little
Please wntc my flame down among the Bird- defenders. We have
nrds in largo numbers 111 the traes in front of our house— Yours
y* Frank C. Higgins.

James E. W. writes: “ Mamma thinks the Information 1 get
.rom St. Nicholas isa good partofmy education.”

..V Sef,mS tbat Sarab 1" Wils,m's riddle was also publishcd in
Ouryoung Folks” for Deccmber, .872, and the answers then

ehetted are substantially those that have been sentto SV. Nicholas.
V e print the following as a conciso statcmc.it of the two answers
generally given:

Nichotas: I"nddlc'sent'by Sral*B. V~ison
lheprincipaldificrences betwcen it and the
cotrect one are near the end lhe tenth line should read, “ The

nddm parso.ds ducs’ and in lhe next 10 the last,

Editors of St

o 2|"Ickrly bc sho":""  The "'as written
VI| io f cward, an° English” authoress, who left (50 in her
urvLTrr)? ';°uldsIlv@“e, Al>answerto jtwas published in

Ai fr M2;ch, 1873, page 190. Itwas as follows:
Apollo Belvidere; nght Evidcnce; X, the cross; Agricultura-
Nuncupatory; Daystar (Venus); Redcmption; Ingots; and Alter-

T he first letters ofthese make Alcxandria. In the

agf, oraltarage.
page 315, was another answer,

?;ay liamber’,of Ib®same volume,

irersk i3 eme’i lhat r motheihad iven hIS alnswer
oversixty years ago. 1he words were: Laocoon ;
CornucopiajHope; Fldcllty; Idalis, or Venus; Iase Lucre:

Dure—the initials spclhng Litchfield, the birthplacc of Dr. Johnson!

ihcreimilm 11m®of Ih®R0mans | have_not known whether

the rcward was ciatmed or not Frank H. Burt.
One orboth of the answers given in Frank’s lotterhave also been

Mnt " by " lile N’ Fusscll” " Con.us,” A. E. Johnson,
Mary W. Calkms,J. D. Early, “ Winfricd," SamuelWlIIIston Dalsy

*11, and “ Speca.” Charles HartPayne sends similar answers, and
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expiaras that Altarage is“an cmolument of priests arising from obla-
"onsthrough the meansofan altar,” and alterage js“ the fostering of
Jdclnid. The following three answers are inserted in full as being
new and original. The first comes fromJ. P. B .:

ApolloBelvidere, fair work ofart;

Diamond, bright gem that natura doth impart

Ketamer, needful tn the lawycr’s case;

Iris, fair rainbow, signal is ofpeace.

A cheerful «ir the plowman’s stops attcnds;

-ri , thful seldter, fiame with honor bicnds;

lile lovers vow may in the very fiame

A promiseofa sure “ rcmembrance” claim;

lhe orb ofnightshines "twlixt the earth and sun ;

lardonis granted, though jtbe notwon ;

Eucre the mtser loves, as do the Jews,

Nor wits,_nor parsons, eulogies refuse.
.10initials of these words is shown

Adrianople,” city ofrenown.

W. T. Prescottsends this:
/-}Jpollo Belvidere.
enius.

HG) jf1?bj’@t in, ibf worlisofan
Ir @ L”g tin i rlisof
Retainmgfee.

tést gem which naturc can jmpart,
| he point essenbal in the lawyer’s case,

lhe well-known signal in the time of peace, llcrense.
lhe plowmans prompter when he dnves the

wE m\ . . J o, Grain.

I he soldiers duty and the lover’s vow, Engaeement.
lhe planetseen hetiyeen the earth and sun, New Moou.
1lie prize whtch ntentnever yet lias tvon, Throne.

Ih® miscrs treasure and the badge ofJews, Usuro,
Incwitsambitton and the parson’s dues. Money.

Now- ifyour noble spirit can divine

A corresponding word for eveiy line,

By thcjfirstletters quickly will be shown
An ancientcity ofno small renown.

By taking the first letter of each corresponding word, we have
Agrigcntum, "an anctentcity of Sicily.

And, finally, here isan answergiving a new authorship and inter-
pretauon to lhe riddle:

Kditors St. Nicholas: The riddle sent by your corresponde»
concerningan anctentcuy, was written by the Rev. Solyinan Brown,
tormerly of your city, and a Swedenborglan, also a dentist. The
fottnd m a yolume of his poems at leastas far back as

os mil

L3 ,*hc a"s«<r is " lerosolyma," the ancle»* fiame for Jcrusa-
' 1llcav®y°urreaders the rest ofthe solution. Wm. W ard.

'Y -'; 6" ! \- M South Branch, N. J., Qctober 29, 1875.

']JF St- Nichotas—D ear Fr.end: You haveprintS in
\our \aluable magazincalmosteverything that will amuse or instruct

miir.Co y°Ur*many Cnds* Among my acquaintances there is
ud!. 1 mania just now to see who can write the most wordson a

il{ "L dleof ‘JlllsI month 1s®t a posKllcard °n

whh
fAneJrtf wolds:J tllI° LBbt was full, but since then have written

3RE Qo 11» thidk Tt can be exdeblednCad °f oné 81se >hat 1 know,

S I,™ I mea little Iollger and | will describe a plan I have fol-
owcd for some years that is often of much valué to me, and | think
erice “'terest to others. 11 is keeping an account ofcorrespond-

°°.LmC-,Ced ‘c 1863’ when. 1 s@nt lcn lettersand receivednine;
silice then it has been tncreasmg steadily, till last year (1874) | sent

making a toral for the twelve years of 1008
This expiaras the No. at the top ofslicet.

Iltiring tile year several letters were lost and detained by being
zZ i pT y po ftd"s- % my book | have been able to
lumish i o. Deparlmemwnh exact date ofsendingthe letter,rcceipt

. ° non*re@@,pt’ antldate ofevery letter se » in referencc to the
same to any postmaster 011 the route. Have found itvery valuable

se» on'd r@c@'vei,
sentand 913 reccived

aiile 3 t0 recover som® of thes@ le“ ers which "'8r® qn«@ valul
s . ™ boSk sif mcbes "idn by seven and a halflong; it lias live
C(?nd* nnmbcr sent; third, fiame; fotirth,
date and flflh numberrecelved See as follo
R letters sent. received.
JUNL Y. Tract Society Feb. 23, 1
2 Jones, Brother & Co Sept. q,
6 Blglow & Main........... Apr. 20,
*ov- §.J. Tilden. . july 14, 5
Z * 1j. C.Brya».. May 26, 3
Wiltcox & Gibbs June 28, 4
: 5 First Asst. P. M. General.. Aug. 5, 6
1 inch wide. in. i in. wide. \tin,
fi,IK-"v<mray 0" ,eCCIVC Ibis wlth favor’ 1 « jr . most respect-
mos Morse.
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A MYTHOILOGICAIL ENIGMA.

| AM composea of 14 letters. My 6,2, 1, 2,4, 7.
the goddess oforchardsand fru.t My L 10,8, .«,* -

toe" My L 2,'l'S H,was'the ; d_ of wit and gay

\|lv a jo Q,was considered as the m-

%ara,ttJS& "W N " o
avorite liaunt of Pegasus.

BEHEADED RHYMES.

DICK Dobbin was mightily given to— ;

His tongue ran along at a terrible

And e’en all the time that his victuals he—
He chatted away just the same.

His father would scold, and his mother would-

And vow that their son was an dl-man"er®,, _

But Dick would not stop till he d had Ins talk
And that time, alas | never carne.

a- > e
ELLIPSES.

Fittr the first blank with a certain word, and the

second blank with the same word decapitated.
,-pcnlted in 2. A boy made a toy m our
i~ id yoqp@ne .0— for tce—  ? 4- Can,the-_eat
5. The belongs to this - This-

. CYRI DEANE.
is full of -

ACROSTICAL ENIGMA.

THE birthplace of a famous conqueror; the name of
another who died 323 years before the anstian Fra®
and whose coffin, composed of a single block ot L&@rpn@’
brercia is still preserved in the British Museum; a re-

SOUARE-WORD.

eOre' The first you do to shun a stonc

F'lunsi at you in a passion;

The next, for brilliant sights and sounds,
Is sought by folks of fashion;

The third, a friend will s-trive to do
When your intent is wrong;

But of the fourth there are but lew
Who to the fifth belong.

EXCEPTIONS.
FROM the fiame of a tree except the middle letter

coid. 3. From a heavy piece of wood, a noted r’ th>
be formed by excepting the letter m. 4- P hu(
central letter from a wreath, and lea'[ s t jéave
5. Drop the middle letter from a carousal, and

what often succeeds it. 6. Except the middleletterfrom

a division of a poem, and you will see a

7 Except the middle letter from a small white cord and
leave an adjective indicatmg its use. 8. Lxcept the
middle letter from the Mexican cherry, and leave a
s-ecies of fish. 9. By excepling the central letter from
alfavorito confection, a sacred mountain is left; from
this except the third letter, and leave an animal which

Uves near it. to. From a deep rav.ne except the fourth

letter, and leave a law. CHARL.

SQUARE REMAINDEISS.

Behead and curtail words having the f°U°'vj“ E.defi-
nitions, and leave a complete word sq”~re - Wounds.
2. Packages. 3-Encourages. cyrii. deane.

DIAMOND PUZZLE.

READING downward and across alike. 1. A" a>;
2. A boy's nickname. 3- A claw. 4- A number. 5.
Damp. 6. A negative. 7- A consonant. c. D.

METAGRAM.

WHOLE, | am to strike a blow;
Beheaded once, a coach | go.

Change my new head, and 1 pass
For an ensign or an ass.

Alter head, and | 'm a need;

And again, a load indeed.

Once more change, and | 1l a fiame,
Still again, | 'm a surname.

Head anew, and | 'm to hold ;

Yet again (if you re so bold),

Make of me a bag, or wine,

Or a garment neat and Ime.

Flead anew, and |’'m behind;

Still again, a nickname find.

Off my head and give me two,

X'Il look wise and wear a queue.
Give others two instead of these,

And | 'm as dexterous as you pleasc. »

EASY SQUARE-WORD.

A GRACEFUL bird. 2 Crockery. 3. Partslof the
human body. 4. A bird’s habitat,on. RURY SEAL.
TRANSPOSITIONS.
, NAPOLEON thOUght it— could

notwell have been— 3- A f>u>r said,« Will_you

take dollar when you have so mucli_____ "
4.1 am — in d~ssing her hairm .enouncethe
and braid the rest. 5. She made He
world long before she entered with work. 7.

They obcylds', -fd to S
aj-o”~ot~i-not tobe ?2 7 n
a through rust. 10. fmmun.ty from mice was
HOUR-GLASS PUZZLE.
TRACKERS. 2. To divide.

3. A contemptible per-

body. Vseef inje”n
ward, liame an officer.
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1.13.10.15. 10.17.9-19 «14,

V. 13.15. 5.13.6.7.11. 3.16.17.6.7.

(Tlieanswecr te.abuve conuiins nmetcen letters, and is to be obtained from the pictures and munbers given.)

ItIAM O N 1) KKIHAINJUJIK.K. ITIAHABK.
Behead and curtail words having the following sig- I Am a word of three syllables. My first and second
nifications, and leave a complete diamond: i. A united, form what we all have been, what mostof us

beverage. 2. Thrusts from a pointed weapon._ 3. love, yet what nobodv likes to be called; my third has
Workmen 011 slates. 4. Encourages. 5. A time. The been always an important part of the great city oi
following letters and words form the diamond: 1. A London; and my whole is the fiame of an anclent
consonant. 2. A border. 3. Afterward. 4. A wager. city in which the first astronomical observations were
5. A consonant. cyrii. deanh. made. f. R. F
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