VOL. Il1.

ST. NICHOLAS.

MAY,

THE PALACE OF GONDOFORUS.

(A Lcgetid 0/ St. Thomas.)

W hen King Gondoforus desired

To have a palace built that should
Be finer than all palaces

Which in the Roman Empire stood,

He sent his provost Abanes
To search the countries far and wide
For builders and for architects,

Whose skill and knowledge had been tried.

Then God unto St. Thomas said:

* Go, Thomas, now, and tell this king

That thou wilt build a palace which
Immortal fame to him shall bring.”

Then to the saint, Gondoforus
Gave stores of silver and of gold,
And precious stones and jewels rich;
Nought did the eager king withhold.

Now see thou build, O saint,” he cried,
All proud and arrogant of mien—

Now see thou build right speedily
Such palace as was never seen !”

Then to far countries journeyed he—
Two years and more he staid away;
At other sovereigns’ palaces
All scornful gazing, he would say:

Vol. Ill.—28.

By H. H.

“ St. Thomas, sent from God, doth build
For me a palace. God hath said
Its splendor an immortal fame
Upon my fiame and reign shall shed.”

Gondoforus returned and sought
With eager haste his palace site;
The field was bare as when he went,
The sod with peaceful daisies white!

‘Wiiat has the man called Thomas done
With all my gold ?” he hotly cried.

“ Given it all unto the poor,”
The courtiers sneeringly replied.

The king, in rage no words could tell,
St. Thomas into prison threw,

And racked his brains to think what he
For fitting punishment could do.

That very day, his brother died;

His vengeance now must cool and wait;
uUntil a royal tomb was built,

The royal corpse must lie in state.

Lo ! on the fourth day, sat erect
The royal corpse, and cried aloud,
While all the mourners and the guards
Fled terror-stricken in a crowd:
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O king! O brother! listen now.
These four days | in Paradise

Have wander'd, and return to tell
Thee what | saw with my own eyes.

This man whom thou wouldst torture is
God’s servant, dear to God’s own heart.
Behold, the angels showed to me
A palace wrought with wondrous art,

Of silver, gold, and precious stones:
Most marvelously it did shine;

And when | asked whose fiame it bore,
O brother! then they told me thine!

“ *St. Thomas this hath built,” they said,
‘For one Gondoforus, a king.’

‘It is my brother!” | exclaimed,
And fled to thee the news to bring.”

Then fell the royal corpse again
Back, silent, solemn in its State;
until the royal tomb was built,
The royal corpse must lie and wait.

Oh ! swift the king the prison doors,
With his own hands, did open wide.
“ Come forth ! come forth! O worthy saint!”
He, kneeling on the threshold, cried.

“ The dead from heaven this day hath come,
To tell me how in Paradise
The palace thou has built for me
Shines beautiful in angels’ eyes.

“ Come forth ! come forth! O noble saint!
And graciously forgive my sin.
As honored guest, my palace gates
Oh condescend to enter in!”

THE PALACE OF GONDOFORUS.
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Then, smiling, said St. Thomas, calm
And gracious as an angel might:
O king! didst thou not know that we
Build not God’'s palaces in sight

Of men, for from the things of earth ?
All heaven lieth full and fair

With palaces which charity
Alone can build, alone can share.

Before the world began, were laid

Their bright foundations by God’s hand,
For Charity to build upon,

As God and his son Christ had planned.

No other palaces endure ;
No other riches can remain;
No other kingdoms are secure;
No other kings eternal reign.”

Henceforth the king, Gondoforus,
Went on his way, triumphant, glad,

Remembering what a palace he
Already in the heavens had.

No more the Roman emperors

With envy could his bosom move.
How poor their palaces by side

Of one not made with hands, above!

His treasures in the good saint’s hands
He poured, and left for him to use,
In adding to that palace fair
Such courts and towers as he might choose.

And there to-day they dwell, | ween,
With other saints and other kings;

And roam with hosts of angels bright,
From place to place, on shining wings.
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THE CAT AND THE COUNTESS.
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THE CAT AND THE COUNTESS.

(Translatedfrotn the Frettch 0/ M.

Bédollierre.)

By T. B. Aldrich.

[Last winter, when . m
to accord the translation

pages WCre in

?nsSn. ™Mo NT eleven years ago, my
“ RNV L reare Ljgow ﬁwf how RRRY Vansl@y@ms of the * lliag."
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are not too

epared to ...uon*” me

des==T. B. Aldrich.]

Chapter |.

HOW MOTHER MICHEL MADE THE ACQUAINT-
ANCE OF HER CAT.

lived in Paris, un-

der the reign of King

Louis XV., a very rich

oid countess named

Yolande de la Gren-

ouillére. She was a

worthy and charitable

lady, who distributed

alms not only to the

poor of her own parish,

Saint-Germain - TAux-

errois, but to the unfor-

tunate of other quar-

ters. Her husband,

Roch -Eustache-Jérémie, Count of Grenouillére,
had fallen gloriously at the battle of Fontenoy,

THE APE FATALLY EXPOSES H1MSEIF.

on the nth of May, 1745. The .noble widow had
long mourned for him, and even now at times wept

|m ulse was to supp

‘h fi tettfied'tie SkTon/\flndlng thli tfS u S K
press mv own versién; but, on reflcction 1 decidcd

Now, the cat MeHmBuUth is @y@ry inch a5 fine a fellow in his way
A‘rmc the W nf Tro., I, “ti. kA. LWUAYIi

over his death. Left without children, and almost
entirely alone in the world, she gave herself up to
a strange faney,— a faney, it is true, which in no
manner detracted from her real virtues and admira-
ble qualities: she had a passion for animals. And
an unhappy passion it was, since all those she had
possessed had died in her arms.

The first, in date, in her affections had been a

THE COUNTESS DISTRtBUTES ALMS.

green parrot, which, having been so imprudent as
to eat some parsley, fell a victim to frightful colics.
An indigestion, caused bysweet biscuits, had taken
from Madam de la Grenouillére a pug-dog of the
most brilliant promise. A third favorite, an ape
of a very jnteresting species, having broken his
chain one night, went clambering over the trees in
the garden, where, during a shower, he caught a
coid in the head, which conducted liim to the
tomb.

Following these, the Countess had birds of divers
kinds; but some of them had flown away, and the
others had died of the pip. Cast down by such
continuous disasters, Madam de la Grenouillére
shed many tears. Seeing her inconsolable, the
friends of the Countess proposed successively squir-
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THE CAT AND THE COUNTESS.
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THE BOYS AFTER THE CAT.

reis, learned canaries, white mice, cockatoos; but
she would not listen to them ; she even refused a
superb spaniel who played domindes, danced to
music, ate salad, and translated Greek.

“ No, no,” she said, “ | do not want any more
animals ; the air of my house is death to them.”

She had ended by believing in fatality.

One day, as the Countess was leaving the church,
she saw a crowd ofboys hustling and elbowing each
other, and giving vent to pedais of joyous laughter.
When, seated in her carriage, she was
able to overlook the throng, she dis-
covered that the cause of this tumult
was a poor cat to whose tail the little
wretches had tied a tin saucepan.

The unfortunate cat had evidently
been runningalongtime, forhe seemed
overedme with fatigue. Seeing that he
slackened his speed, his tormentors
formed a circle around him, and began
pelting him with stones. The luckless
creature bowed his head, and, recognizing that he
was surrounded by none but enemies, resigned
himself to his hard fate with the heroism of a
Romé&n senator. S.everal stones had already
reached him, when Madam de la Grenouillére,
seized with deep compassion, descended from her

carriage, and, pushing the crowd aside, exclaimed:
“ 1 will give a louis to whoever will save that ani-
mal !”

These words produced a magical effect; they
transformed the persecutors into liberators; the
poor cat carne near being suffocated by those who
now disputed the honor of rescuing him safe and
sound. Finallyasortofyoung Hercules overthrew
his rivals, brought off the cat, and presented it
half dead to the Countess.

HER FKIENDS PROPOSE SQUIRRELS, CANARIES, MICE, ETC.

“ Very well,” she said; “ here, my brave little
man, is the reward | promised.” She gave him a
bright golden louis just out of the mint, and then
added, “ Relieve this poor animal of his incon-
venient burden.”

W hile the young Hercules obeyed, Madam de la
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,S PHESENTED' —
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Dear me, how homelv

tosay:

“ You have obcyed a generous
impulse; you saw me feeble, suffer-
>ng, oppressed, and you took pity on
me. Now that your benevolence is
satisfied, my deformity inspires you
with contempt. | thought you were
good but you are not good; you
have the rnstinct of kindness, but you

Ehantabie Ny Wodlia” (YR GE Y
"iterest yourself in me for the very
rcason thatiamhomdy; youwouM

that my miSfortunes are owing
o my ugly appcarance, and that the
same cause,— should you leave me
there m the Street, at the mcrcy of
the wicked boys,-the same cause, |
say, would produce the same effects.

sair? ,

= TO THE COUNTESS.
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THE CAT AND THE COUNTESS.

with the same zeal and affection you show to my-
self.”

“ Madam shall be obeyed.”

“ That is well,—and now for home !”

Chapter Il

HOW THE CAT WAS INSTALLED WITH MADAM
DE LA GRENOUILLERE, AND CONFIDED TO THE
CARE OF MOTHER MICHEL.

Madam de la Grenouillére inhabited a magnifi-
cent mansién situated on the cérner of the streets
Saint-Thomas-du-Louvre and Orties-Saint-Louis ;
there she led a very retired life,
on almost intimate terms with
her two principal domestics—
Madam Michel, her maid and
companion, and M. Lustucru,
the steward. These servants be-
ing elderly persons, the Count-
ess, who was possessed of a
pleasant humor, had christened
them Mother Michel and Fatlier
Lustucru.

The features of Mother Michel
bore the imprint of her amiable
disposition ; she was as open and
candid as Father Lustucru was
sly and dissimulating. The
plausible air of the steward
might deceive persons without
much experience ; but ciése ob-
servers could easily discover the
most perverse inclinations under

mother michel

his false mask of good nature.
in his great blue eyes, anger concentrated
nostrils, something wily in the end of his tapering
nose, and malice in the shape of his lips.
Hovvever, this man had never, in appearance at
least, done anything to forfeit his honor; he had
been able to guard an outside air
very carefully the blackness of his nature.
wickedness was like a mine to which one has not
yet applied the match— it waited only for an occa-
sion to flash out.
Lustucru detested animals, but, in order to flat-

FATHER LUSTUCRU.
ter the taste of his mistress, he pretended to idolize
them. On seeing Mother Michel bearing in her
arms the rescued cat, he said to himself:
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“oh, THE BEAUTIFUL CAT!"

| .
What, another beast! As if there were not

enough ofus in the house !«
atiheTw " Ot helPjhrowin lance of antipathv
at the new-comer; then, c'utgn?ngg himself qu cakly

he cned, with an affected admiration :
Oh the beautiful cat! the pretty cat! that cat

n s hS he ditinthe-

Rut’ tllen’ he llas charming

eyes
ngFs.Seql'f nq him woulg chre{%%té%imy" lIr interesting

~Ri,?20? ~

THE CAT IS WASHED.

THE CAT AND THE COUNTESS.
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“ He displeased me at first.”

“ The beings who displease
at first are those one loves the
most after awhile,” replied
Father Lustucru, sententiously.

They proceeded at once to
make the toilet of the cat, who,
in spite of his instinctive hor-
ror of water, submitted with
touching resignation to being
washed; he seemed to under-
stand that it improved his per-
sonal appearance. After giv-
mghim adish of broken meat,
which he ate with great relish,
they arranged the hours for
his nieals, the employment of
I'is days, and the place where
he was to sleep.

They thought also to give
him a fiame. Mother Michel
and Father Lustucru proposed
several that were quite happy,
such as Mistigris, Tristepatte,
cve.; but the Countess rejected
them all successively. She de-
sired a flame that would recall

A:;:h” ™ « » c«.ia which th.
scholar, whom she con-
sulted the next day, su°®--
gested that of Moumouth,
composed of two Hebrew
vvords which signify saved
from saucepans.

At the end ofa fewdays,
Moumouth was unreco”™-
mzable.  His fur was pol-
ished with care ; nourish-
mg food had filled out his
form; his mustaches stood

cat was

up likc those

of a swords-

man Of the THE OLD SCHOLAR LOOKS
seventeenth FOR A NAME.

century ; his eyes shone as emeralds.
He was a living proof of the influ-
ence of good fare upon the race. He
°wed bis excellent condition chiefly
to Mother Michel, whom he held
in affectionate consideration; he
sliowed, on the otherhand, forFather
Lustucru a very marked dislikc. As
if he had divined that here he had
to do with an encmy, he refused to
accept anything presented by the

steward. However, they saw but lit-
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tle of each other. The days passed very happily
with Moumouth, and everything promised a smiling
future for him; but, like the sword of Damocles,
troubles are ever sus-
pended above the heads
of men and ofcats. On
the 24th of January,
1753;an unusual sadness
was observed in Mou-
mouth; he scarcely re-
sponded to the caresses
which Madam de la Grenouillére lavished upon
him ; he ate nothing, and spent the day crouched
on a comer of the hearth, gazing mournfully into
the fire. He had a presentiment of some misfor-
tune, and the misfortune carne.

That night a messenger, sent from the Chateau

THE CAT GROWS FAT.

HE WILL TAKE NOTHING FROM THE STEWARD.

de la Gingeole in Normandy, brought a letter to
the Countess from her younger sister, who, having
broken a leg in getting out of her carriage, begged
the Countess, her only relative, to come to her at
once. Madam de la Grenouillére was too sympa-
thetic and kind-hearted to hesitate an instant.

“ | depart to-morrow,” said she.

At these words, Moumouth, who followed his
benefactress with his eyes, gave a melancholy miau.

HE CROUCHES IN A CORNER OF THE HEARTH.

“ Poor cat!” resumed the lady, with emotion,
“ it is necessary that we should be separated! |
cannot bring you with me, for my sister has the
weakness to hate animals of your species ; she pre-
tends they are treacherous. What slander! In
her youth, she caressed a kitten, who, too much
excited by marks ofaffection, scratched her involun-

THE CAT AND THE COUNTESS.

May,

tarily. Was it from wickedness?
from sensibility.
ter has sworn an
etcrnal hatred for
cats.”

Moumouth re-
gardecl his mistress
with an air which
seemed to say:

“ But you, at
least, you do us
justice, truly supe-
rior woman 1”

After a moment
ofsilence and med-
itation, the Count-
ess added:

“ Mother Michel, I confide my cat to you.”

“ We will take good care of him, madam,” said
Father Lustucru.

“ Don’t you trouble yourself about him, | pray
you,” interruptcd the Countess. “ You know that
he has taken a dislike to you ; your presence merely
is sufficient to irritate him. Why, I don't know;
but you are insupportable to him.”

“ That is true,” said Father Lustucru, with con-
trition; “ but the cat is unjust, for I love him and
he does n’t love me.”

“ My sister is also unjust. Cats, perhaps, love
her, and she does not love them. | respect her
Opinién. Respect that of Mou-
mouth.”

Having pronounced thesewords
in a firm tone, Madam de la
Grenouillére addressed herself to
Mother Michel.

“ It is to you, Mother Michel,
and to you alone, that | confide
him. Return him to me safe and
sound, and | will cover you with benefits. | am
sixty-five years of age, you are ten years younger;
it is probable that you will live to ciése my
eyes "

“ Ah, madam ! why such sorrowful ideas?”

No, it was
However, since that day my sis-

'l DEPART TO-MORROW !'

"in her youth
SHE CARESSED A
KITTEN.”

MOTHER MICHEL, | CONFIDE MY CAT TO YOU.
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to which cats are liable, she procured various books
on that important subject; she even went so far in
her devotion as to read the “ History of Cats,” by
Frangois-Auguste Paradis de Moncrif, a member
of the French Academy.

The conduct of Mother Michel liad no low mo-
tive of personal interest. She gave scarcely a

thought to herself, the
good oid soul! Con-
teni with little, she
would always have
enough to live on;
she required nothing
but a small room,
brown bread, a supply
of wood in winter, and
a spinning-wheel. But
she had nephews and nieces, god-children, whom
she hoped to be able to help ; it was to them that
she destined in advance the gifts of Madam de la
Grenouillére.

The continually increasing prosperity of Mou-
mouth exasperated Father Lustucru. He savwv with
a sort of dread the approach of the hour when the
faithful guardidan would be rewarded; he dreamt
day and night of the means to prevent it— to carry
off her four-footed pupil, and bring down on her
the wrath of their mistress. By dint of indulging
his hatred and envy in solitary reflections, he ceased
at last to draw back at the prospect of committing
a crime.

“ How,” he said—“ how rid the house of that

THE I'ORTER.

THE STEWARD SE1ZES MOUMOUTH.

miserable cat? What arms shall | use against
him ? Fire, poison, or water? | will try water!”
This resolution taken, he thought of nothing but

[May,

to put it into execution. It was difficult to get
possession of Moumouth, of whom Mother Michel

THE CAT IS PLUNGED INTO THE BASKET.

rarely lost sight; and Moumouth too, not having
the slightest confidence in the steward, was always
on the defensive. Lustucru watched during several
days for a favorable occasion.

One night, after making an excellent supper,
Moumouth curled himself up near the fire in the
parior, at the feet of Mother Michel, and slept the

sleep of the just with good
digestion. In the midst
of thiS' Father LuStuCru
carne into the room.

J K E E “ Good!” he thought.
e “ The cat slecps. Lotus

- o HIC puardian out of

How amiable of you
to come and keep me

THE STEWARD HURRIES AWAY.

company !” said Mother Michel, politely. “ You
are quite well this evening ?”
“ Perfectly ; but everybody is not like me. Our

porter, for example, is in a deplorable state ; he is
suffering excessively from his rheumatism, and
would be very happy tosee youa moment. You have
gentle words to con-
solé the afflicted, and
excellent receipts to
cure them. Go, then,
and pay a little visit
to our friend Kraut-
man ; | am persuad-
ed that your presence
will help him.”

Mother Michel got
up at once and de-
scended to the apart-
ment of the porter,
who was, indeed, suffering from a violent rheu-
matic pain.

“ Now for us two!” cried Father Lustucru to
himself.

He went stealthily into an adjoining room, walk-

*5-

HE DANCES WITH DELIGHT
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ing upon the tips of his toes, and took a covered
basket which he had hidden in the bottom of a
closet. Then he returned to Moumouth, whom he
seized roughly by the neck. The unfortunate ani-
mal awoke with a start, and found himself sus-
pended in the air face to face with Father Lustucru,
his enemy. In that horrible situation he would
have cried, and struggled, and called for assist-
ance, but he had no time.
The odious steward plunged
the poor cat into the basket,
quickly clapped down the
solid cover, and ran rapidly
to the staircase, his eyes hag-
gard and his hair standing
on end, like a man who com-
mits a crime.

It was a beautiful night in
February, with a clear sky
and a dry, coid atmosphere.
The moon shone with all her
brightness ; but, at intervals,
great clouds drifted over her
face and rendered the obscu-
rity complete. Father Lus-
tucru was obliged to cross the
garden, in order to pass out
by a small door, of which he
had taken the key. He glided
from bush to bush, carefully
avoiding the paths, except
wlien the clouds veiled the
moon. He had half-opened
the door, when he heard a
sound of footsteps and voices
outside. He started back in-
voluntarily, then stood still
and listened.

“ What foolishness!” he
said, after a moment of silent
observation. “ I had forgot-
ten that it was carnival-'time;
those are masqueraders pass-
ing.”

It was, in effect, a band of
masqueraders from the Palais

— Royal. Lustucru waited until
they were gone ; then he hur-
ried out. When he reached
the quay, in the joy of suc-
cess, he began to whistle a
dancing-tune and cut capers;
his transports resembled those
ofa cannibal who dances around his victim.

He went up the Seine as far as the bridge of
Notre Dame, in the middle of which he halted, rnd
holding the basket over the parapet, turned it

THE CAT 1S THKOWN
INTO THE RIVER.
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MOTHER MICHRL 1.OOKS FOR THE CAT

suddenly upside down, and launched the luckless
Moumouth into the icy waters of the river. The
cat, in dropping through space, gave a cry that
seemed to come from a human voice. The assassin
shuddered, but his cmotion did not last long. He
thrust his hands into his pockets and said, in a tone
of bitter mockery:

“ Pleasant voyage to you, dear Moumouth ; en-
deavor to arrive all right! By the way,” added he,
“ | think cats know how to swim ; that brigand is
capable of getting himself out of this business.
Bah ! it is a long distance from the bridge of Notre
Dame to Saint-Thomas-du-Louvre!”

Re-assured by this reflection, Lustucru continued
on his way home, re-entered by the door of the
garden, climbed cautiously up to his room, and
held himself in readiness to enjoy the lamentations
of Mother Michel.

Mother Michel was detained some time by the
porter; finally, she left him, to give her cat the
cup of milk and sugar with which she regaled him
every night.

She ascended to the parlor with measured steps,
calmly, not anticipating any catastrophe. Failing
to see Moumouth in the place he had occupied, she
simply believed that he had smuggled himself be-
bind the cushions of the sofa. She looked there,
and beneath the sofa, and searched under the other

SHE KNOCKS AT THE STEWARd's DOOR.

pieces of furniture. Then, running to the stair-
case, she called: “ Moumouth ! Moumouth !'”
“ He does n't answer me,” said she. “ Butwhen
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[May

EVERY NOOK AND CORNER IS RANSACKED.

| went down-stairs, Lustucru was hcre ; may be he
can tell me what has become of the cat.”

She knocked without delay at the door of the
steward, who pretended to rouse himself from a
deep slumber, and, in a gruff voice, demanded
what was wanted.

“ Isn't Moumouth with you ?”

“ Does your cat ever come where | am?
know very well that he can’'t bear me.”

“ Alas ! where is he? | left him in the parlor,
near the fire, and | cannot find him.”

“ Can he be lost?” said Father Lustucru, feign-
ing the mést lively anxiety.

“ Lost! Oh, no, it is impossible!
where in the house.”

“ He ought to be found,” said the villain, gravely.
“ He ought to be searched for this very instant.
Moumouth is a precious animal, whose merit makes
it well worth while to wake up the servants.”

All the inmates of the house were soon on foot,
each armed with a candle. They ransacked the
nooks and comers, from the cellar to the garret,
from the court to the garden. Lustucru directed
the operations with apparent zeal. After ineffec-
tual searches, Mother Michel, exhausted by emo-
tion and fatigue, threw herself helplessly into an
arm-chair.

“ Alas !” said she, “ | left him only an instant,
and it was to do a good action.”

You

He is some-

“ | begin to believe that your cat is really lost,”
replied Lustucru, in a severe tone. *“ Itis a great
misfortune for you! What will Madam de la
Grenouillére say when she comes back? She is
capable of turning you out of doors ! ”

“ Turn me out of doors!” cried Mother Miche ,
suddenly drawing herself up to her full height.

THE SHOCK IS TOO MUCH FOR MOTHER MICHEL.

Then she sunk down again, her face grew pallid,
her eyes closed, and she fell back without con-
sciousness.

Father Lustucru regarded her with a dry eye,
and without feeling the slightest remorse. He
laughed, the infamous man !

(To be continued.)
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WHAT THEY SAY.

By Susan

W hat does the brook say, flashing its feet
Under the lilies’ blue, brimming bowls,
Brightening the shades with its tender song,
Cheering all drooping and sorrowful souls ?
It says not, “ Be merry!” but, deep in the
vvood,
Rings back, “ Little maiden, be good, be good !”

What does the wind say, pushing slow sails
Over the great, troubled path of the sea;
Whirling the mili on the breezy height,
Shaking the fruit from the orchard tree?
It breathes not, “ Be liappy!” but sings, loud
and long,
“ O bright little maiden, be strong, be strong!”

Hartley.

What says the river, gliding along,

To its home on far-off Ocean’s breast;
Fretted by rushes, hindered by bars,

Ever weary, but singing of rest?
It says not, “ Be bright!” but, in whisperings grave,
“ Dear little maiden, be patient, be brave!”

What do the stars say, keeping their watch
Over our slumbers, the long, lone night;
Never closing their bonnie bright eyes,
Though great storms blind them, and tempests
fright ?
They say not, “ Be splendid !” but write on the
blue,
In clear silver letters, “ Maiden, be truel”

THE POSTMAN'S BOY.
(A Germéan Gantefor the Little Folks.)

By Julia Stendwick Tutwiler.

You have all heard a great deal about kinder-
gartens, and if you live in a city you have perhaps
visited one. But | am not going to take you into
one of these, but into an old-fashioned Mein Mnder-
schule, or infant school, much older than any of the
kindergartens; in fact, the latter have drawn a great
many things in their System from this—so far as
| can learn, the first school ever established in
Prussia for children too young to go to the public
schools. The story of its origin, more than forty
years ago, is very interesting; but I must make it
here very short. When the good Pastor Fliedner,
of Kaiserswertz, savv how hard it was for the poor
laboringwomen to go away in the morning to their
work, leaving their little ones exposed to all the
dangers that can befall the careless, meddlesome
little bodies, he opened a knitting-school and play-
ing-school in a little stone summer-house in his
garden, which | see every day; there the younger
children were amused and taken care of all day,
and the eider ones, iu the evenings, taught to knit
their own stockings, like true little Germans, sing-
ing all the time they worked, the merriest little

knitting songs written, or selected, for them by the
good pastor. Aunt Hetty, as the children called
the good young woman who took charge of them,
showed such skill in her work, that first one and
then another young girl carne to stay with her and
learn from hej; how to take care ofa similar school.
The busy pastor, who found time for everything,
took great interest both in the little scholars and
the grown ones; for the former he invented all
sorts of pretty games, and set them to music with
suitable words.

I want to tell children outside of Germany how
to play some of these games. Somebody once said
that there are two great lieaps in the world, one of
human happiness, and the other of human misery;
and that everybody in the world is busily engaged
all day long in taking something from one heap
and carrying it to the other; also that each of us
should strive every day to let it be the heap of
misery we are diminishing and the heap of happi-
ness we are increasing, if only by one little grain.
What a large armful that man added to the heap
of human happiness who invented blindman’s
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buff, or puss in the cornei ! | do not know but
that I, for my own part, would have preferred to be
that benefactor of humanity, rather than the man
who invented the steam-engine. But the flames
of the inventors of thcse time-honored pastimes are
forever lost to the world; however, in Pastor Flied-
ner we can honor the representative of their class—
the grown-up man who really went to work and
invented all sorts of gantes which the German chil-
dren will play as long as the language lasts.

I live in Germany, and when | am tired, even of
interesting lectures on German literature, | slip
away into the klein kinderschule for an hour of
play; the school grew too large for the summer-
house long years ago, and the children have now
three comfortable rooms. I'come back so refreshed
and pleased from these visits that | want to let oth-
ers share them with me. | think the children who
speak another language would enjoy playing these
games, and singing these songs, just as much as lit-
tle Germans do; so | have written some of them
out in English; and | want American boys and
girls to try them with a party of their younger
brothers and sisters and their playmates.

Here is one, music and all: this game is called
“ The Postman’s Boy;” the players must provide
beforehand a military cap for the postman’s boy, a
satchel for him to hang over his shoulder, in which
to carry the letters, and a tin or paper horn. Also
quite a number of letters and packages must be
made up beforehand, their number depending on
that of the little players, or the number of times
the game is to be repeated. If the postman’s boy
isvery young a stick horse, if possible with a stuffed
head, will be an improvement.

All the children clasp hands in a circle, except
the postman’s boy; he puts on his official cap,
swings his satchel over his shoulder, takes his
horn in his hand, and comes running or riding post-
ilaste into their circle, round and round, on this
side and on that, singing:

“ Good folks, | wish yon joy!
| am the postman’s boy!
| ride post-haste from moming light
TiU fall the dews of night;
I bring you valentines, «
Letters and magazines;
Or packages of books and rings,
And lovely Christmas things.
That you may 'hear,
When | am near
always blow my horn! tra-ra! tra-ra! tra-ra!
am the postman’'s boy! tra-ra!
am the little postman’s boy,

am the little postman’s boy,
Tra-ra! tra-ra! tra-ra!"

Every time he sings “ tra-ra,” he raises his horn
to hislips, and pretends that the note comes through
that. | have made the translation exactly in the
measure of the Germéan song, and send the music

THE POSTMAN'S BOY.

[May,

with it; so that, if the editor will be so good as to
print the music for us, a little American postboy,
with help from sister or mamma, can sing it quite
as well as the young Germans do.

Then the circle of players sing the next verse,
extending their arms toward the postman’s boy and
keeping time to their music with bows and waving
hands. They sing only the last twelve bars of the
music; and whenever “ tra-ra” comes, raise both
hands, hold them before them, and move the fin-
gers as if they were using the keys on a ilute or

horn:
“ What brings
What brings
What brings
What brings

the postman’s boy ? Tra-ra!

the little postman’sboy?

the little postman’sboy?

the little postman’sboy?
Tra-ra! tra-ra! tra-ra!”

Then the little postman’s boy opens his satchel,
and gallops round the circle on his gallant steed,
distributing his mail, singing as he goes:

m'A lc,cr-f m&am Jfor3ou-
1 bring for you a magazine;

I bring for you a valcntinc,

I bring for you a vnlentinc.
Tra-ra! tra-ra! tra-ra!

Tra-ra!

in

Then all the circle, with polite gestures, sing
rcply:
“ Wec thank you, postman’s boy; tra-ra!
We thank you, trusty postman’s boy;
We thank you, trusty postman’s boy;
We thank you, trusty postman’'s boy;
Tra-ra! tra-ra! tra-ra!

“ Adicu,
Adieu,
Adicu,
Adieu,

now, postman’s boy; tra-ra!
now, trusty postman's boy;
now, trusty postman’s boy;
now, trusty postman’s boy;
Tra-ra! tra-ra! tra-ra!”

And the postman’s boy gallops off on his steed.
Does it all seem too simple to be pretty? Try it!
| assure you when thirty little folks play it together
with spirit, it is quite as prettyas the prettiest dance
you know. Only try it with half a dozen or more
little sisters, and cousins, and brothers, at the next
children’s party, and | think all other young folks
present will soon be glad to join the game.

If the children are quite young it will do just to
read the superscriptions of the letters to them, and
then give them back to the postman for the next
time, and if they are large enough to enjoy it, you
can prepare beforehand comical letters, with corni-
cal addresses, complimentary or otherwise: “ For
little Miss Muffet, who saton a tuffet;” “ For Lord
BlueBeard;” “ For little BlueEyes;” “ For Lady
Bird;” “ For Mrs. Scroggins, of Nubbin Ridge;”
“ For Mr. Squeers, of Do-the-boys Hall.” (This
last one for the teacher, if he has condescended to
play with you.) RNames from fairy tales will always
be pretty for the children ; and ifany of the grown
folks have enough of the child left in them to enjoy
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taking part in these games as much as | have done,
there will be no end of suitable addresses to be
found.

One of the letters should be a large envelope,
resembling exactly a numberof others; and that it
may be used over and over again, not sealed. In
this must be placed a pasteboard badge, as gay as
possible, with the words “ Postman’s Boy” in bright
letters upon it; the one who receives this envelope
puts on the badge, and becomes the second post-

Good folks, | wish you joy! | am

fall the dews of night. |

ANIMATED SHOT-GUNS.

the Post-man’s Boy ; |

bring you Val - en - tifies,

423

man’s boy; and so on until the game has been
played as often as the little folks wish.

A pretty way to ciése it, will be for the last post-
man’s boy to hand to every one of the circle a pack-
age containing a cake, bonbons, or whatever else
mamma has provided for refreshments.

An accompaniment to the song, played on the
piano, or violin, or both together, will add very
much to it. In fact, the game will be nothing at
all without the ntusic— so here it is:

ride post liaste from mom-ing light Till

let - ters, and mag- a - rifies, And pack - a - ges of

books and rings, And love - ly Cllristmas things; That you may hear, when 1 am near, | al - ways blow
hom, Tra-ra! Tra-ra! Tra-ral! | am the Post-man's Boy! Tra-ra! | am the Postman'sBoyl Tra-
ral | am the it - tle Postman’s Boy! | am the it - tle Postman's Boy 1Tra-ral Tra-ra! Tra-ra!

ANIMATED SHOT-GUNS.

Animated, not because they kick, like so many
of the guns our readers are familiar with, but be-
cause they swim; because they shoot themselves
off, not accidentally, like ordinary guns, but pur-
posely; because they shoot to kill, and to eat what
they shoot; more remarkable still, because they
load themselves with water, which they live in,
and shoot their game in the air, which they can’t
live in.

They are about six inches long, and the natural-
ists cali them Toxotes jaculator. You will see on
the next page a picture of one in the act of shoot-
ing a fly that is resting on a leaf. They look very
much like perch, only more beautiful. Their.gen-
eral color is greenish above, and greenish silvery-
gray below. Across the back are four short dark
brown stripes, shaded with green. Those who
have seen them fiashing through the water, speak
"ith enthusiasm of their lovely and ever-changing
hues. No wonder they are a favorite with the pet-

loving Chinese, who keep them in jars, as we do
gold-fish, and amuse themselves by tempting the
fish to display their skill by dangling a fly over the
water.

The Toxotes are natives of the waters of Java,
but have been widely distributed throughout the
East as an ornamental fish. It is said that their
aim is so accurate that they can bring down an
insect from the height of three or four feet above
the water.

This fish has a near relative, Chcetodon rostratas
by fiame, which inhabits the Chinese seas and
rivers,— a beautifully colored fish, which may be
called an animated rifle, from the fact that it shoots,
not a shower of drops, like the Toxotes, but a
single drop, bringing down its game with wonder-
ful certainty and precisién. 111 this fish the jaws
are prolonged into a sort of beak, which serves as
a rifle barrel. In other respeets it resembles the
scaly shot-gun above described, although we may
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AN ANIMATED SHOT-GUN.

suppose that a fish furnished with a rifle is able to a longer range than one which is obligcd to shoot
bring down its game with greater accuracy and at with a shot-gun, and a single-barreled one at that.
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PEACHES.

PEACHES.

Bv Ellen Bertha Bradley.

One day last summer our peaches were found to
be decaytng so fast, that | excuscd my nieces from
their morning lessons, to have their help in pre-
panng a quantity of the fruit for preserving.

We weresitting on the piazza working when my
brother Ned carne home from his office, somewhat
earlier than usual.

I should think you were having a parino- bee
said he.

“ So we are,” | answered. “ Will youjoin us?”

With pleasurc, if you will let me do my part
by cating,” he r.plied, sitting down on the steps
and help.ng himself liberall'y from Susic’s plato.

It seems to me there is a good deal of com-
bustiéon going on here,” he added, presently.

ii ~ombusdon «” said Annie, inquiringly.

“ Yes,” he answered, “ look at that dish of
burning peaches,” and he pointed to a pan into
which we were throwing such as were too much
spoiled for use.

‘“Burning!” exclaimed Susic.
oiwy decaying.”

“ W hat is that but burning ?” asked Fred.

“ Decaytng is slovw combustién, Susie.” said I.

“ And so is starving,” said he; and then we both
laughed at the girls’ look of astonishment.

Unele Ned,” said Susie slowly, aftér'amoment’s
ihought, “ what do you mean? Was that kitten |
ound starving on theroad the other day burning?

did n't see any tire, and grandmother was n't afraid
of its burning the carpet, for she ler me take it
nght into the sitting-room.”

“ Susie, what are you talking about?” asked

rry, joimng us and beginning to help in the
same way as his Unele.

“ About fire,” -said Ned.

“ But what has that to do with Susie’s forlorn
kitten ?” asked the boy. “ It has n’t died of spon-
taneous combustion, has it?”

“ No,” said | ; “ but it would if Susie had not put
out the tire with meat and milk.”

“ Rather,” said Ned, “ she keeps it regularly sup-
P wlth fuel>so that it may not burn itself out ”

*Quite true,” said I, and the children looked
more than ever puzzied.

“ I don't believe you know what fire is, children ”
said Ned.

»

“ Why, they are

) -es’ we dp’'” sa'ti Annie, indignantly.
"It s something burning.”
does n't like to have her knowledge ques-

VOL. 1Il.— 29.

‘“But when is a thing burning?” asked Ned.
a0" fire’” Said Annie; but the instant

the
£ p“ “ *her lips * « '«e bl“lhi"s «
m, ' rd° see that y°u have told us what fire

laughed oinright &Pr°\°king Smile’ a"d Har>'

“ I don’t believe we, any of us, know. Tell us
piease said Susie, coming to the assistance of hci
cliscomforted sister.

“ It is oxidation,” answered he.
rap.d that we can perceive the heat and light. we
cali it fire; and when itis so slow that neither is
noticeable, we speak of it as rust, decay, or starva-
hon, as the case may be; but the Chemical process
is always the same.” 1

“ Now; Unele Ned,” said Susie, “ voumusf
us what oxidation means.”

“ Do you know what oxygen is ?” he aske

“ You do, Annie,” said I, seeing that hr
discomforture piade her hesitate to s'pea’

Susie did not know.

" Yes,” she answered. “ Itisa 9
one-fifth of the air we breathe and
the water we drink.”

“ Good,” exclaimed Ned.
it was first called, and why ?”

“ It was called vitalair, becai
to life,” she answered, trying
words in one of her recent less

“ But can an animal live i
asked.

“ Not long,” .she replied.
stimulant that it soon cause

“ Capital,” said he.

.Oxygen makes life possib
lo destroy it. It is co
elements of organic bo
and setting free such a
whether slow or rapid, i
oxygen has been com
clasping the world in i
every living thing to

“ There was much
given by the oid alch
in none more than i
invisible forces with v

“ No,” said Ned,
ghost or spirit, and
superstitious should
and poisonous vapo

“If it is so

« B
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marshes, and to the invisible forces that burst
the strongest vessels, in their experiments in al-
chemy.”

“ And tliey called their vessels crucibles, because
they marked upon them the sign of the cross, to
keep the evil spirits from breaking them,” 1 added,
by way of helping Unele Ned.

“ But, Unele Ned,” said Susie, “ | don't tinder-
stand yet why starving is burning.”

“ No, pet,” he answered, “ | do not suppose you
do, but 1'll try to make it plain to you. But, first,
are you sure you know vvhat fire is?”

“ You said it was oxidation,” she replied.

“ And what did | mean by that?”

Susie hesitated, and Unele Ned answered for
her: “ That when a thing is burned, the oxygen
from the air unités with such of its elements as it
can, and sets the rest free.”

“ Now,” said he, “ what makes a fire quick or
slow? To make the stove give out more heat, what
would you do ?”

“ Open the drafts,” said Harr.y.

1Exactly,” replied Ned, *“ You would give the

more air, and, of course, more oxygen. The
depends upon the amount of oxygen

in a min-ute, The difference between

piece of jron in a flame and consummg

intime. The same quantity

eacli case, but in the one

produced are easily perceived

other they are not. The jron

birned in one instance as in the

of vegetable matter?”
to be much interested.
pcaches into

if 1 do not
Chemical process and

Is that it? ”
answered Ned. “ When

a supply of nutriment
will continué until every-

[May,

PEACHES.

thing combustible is used up; and it is the same
with animals.”

“ Now he iscoming back to your kitten, Susie,”
said |I.

“ Yes,” said he. * Kitty, when she was eating
nothing, was supplying no fuel to the fire that was
constantly burning within her.”

“ You don’t mean thatwe are all burning all the
time !'” cried Susie, in a horrified tone.

“ Yes, | do,” he replied. *“ Our bodies are fur-
naces in which continual fire is kept. The oxygen
is supplied by the air we breathe, and the other
elements by what we eat and drink ; so you see if
either supply is cut off the fire goes out, and death

is the result. That is what | meant by saying that
starvation was burning. Do you understand now,
Susie ?”

She did, and so did Annie and Harry, who, being
several years older, and knowing something about
chemistry, had comprehended what their Unele
meant with much less difficulty.

“ Ned,” said I, when he had eaten a few peaches
in silence, “ 1 do not like a term you used several

times. You spoke of substances being destroyed
by being burned. They are not destroyed, only
made over.”

“ You are right,” said he. “ Nothing is cver
lost or wasted in this world. Nature is too thrifty
a houSewife for that. Whenever changes take
place the elements are re-arranged in some new
and useful form. Gas and vapors, poisonous to
animals, are eagerly taken up by vegetables, and
niade over into forms suited toour use. A constant
interchange is thus kept up; the vegetable world
supplying the animal with food, and the animal
returning it to the vegetable in a form to be again
used by it, each serving the other.”

“ And teaching us a lesson, that you and Harry
will picase to obey, by throwing this rubbish to the
hens, while the girls and | clear up here,” said I,
stoning the last peach and beginning to scrape the
skins together.
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LUCK.

THE DOTTERELS’ LUCK.

Bv John

It is a very queer story, that about the way the
Dotterels found gold. The Dotterels, you must
knowv, were not all men whose flames were Dotterel.
They went to California, in early times, from a
small town in Missouri, and that town was Dot-
terel, in Pike County. You need not look on the
map for it; it is too small to be put on any map,
unless it might be a county map. But Peletiah

Riverside.

gold. How hungry everybody was for gold ! You
would have supposed that gold was the only thing
that could save the lives of these excited men.
From morning until night, itwas nothing but gold!
gold ! gold! in the talk of everybody.

The Dotterels would not have been human if
they had not been stirred up by all these stories.
Obe Murch could scarcely eat, he was so excited

THE VISITORS AT THE DOTTEREI-S' CAMP.

Persimmons, Sam Handy, Obed Murch, and Sol
Taggart were from that town, and thatis why they
«ere called “ The Dotterels.” In those earlv days
it seems almost nobody was known by his right
flame. Men had nicknames given them before
they had traveled half way across the continent.

Fnrinsiance, Sam Handy wore a suit of buckskin
>that he had bought of a Winnebago Indian, so
j emigrants whorn they met on the road called him
“ Buckskin Sam,” and Buckskin he is to this day,
forall I know to the contrary.

When the Dotterels, who were a pretty jolly
party, hadcrossed Honey LakeValley and got into
the tliick forests that cover the Sierra Nevada, they
hegan to be very much interested in the stories of
gold-digging brought to them by men who were
wandering about everywhere, hunting, hunting for

now, although he and the rest of the Dotterels had
expected to hear just such tales when they first
started from home.

“ Tell yer what,” said Buckskin Sam, “ this yer
gold business aint near so fillin’ as corn-dodgers
and side-meat.” For Sam liked his “ regular
rations” of corn-bread and bacon, even if he was
hunting for gold.

So when they had climbed to the dividing ridge
of the Sierra, and had begun to go down on the
other side, Sam was more intent on shooting game
than he was about anything else. Somehow the
Dotterels began to grow suspicious of each other,
and while one was “ prospecting,” or trying the
creeks and rivufets for gold, the others would watch
as if afraid that he would keep his findings to him-
selfifhe discovered anything.
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One evening, as they were s.tt.ng about their
camp-fire, eating their scanty supper, a par y of
men carne up from an adjo.nmg camp, and
N erfboys, we’d like to chip in with you
on supper: tf you ve no objectiom W e Ve >ostour
coolcing outfit down by Dry Creek ford.

The Doliereis said that they had no object.on to
the strangers sharing their meal tf they
had anything to put into the common n

EI@VeII, we allow we've got a nght
smart show of bread left over yet, and
here’s a bunch of ducks one of our fel-
lers brought in to-day. How s that.

It was agreed upon, and the stran-
gers sat down, helped dress the ducks
and prepare the supper, which was all
made over by this welcome addition.
The Doliereis liked game, especially
Buckskin Sam, who went into the work
of dressing the ducks with a great deal

mp f gusto. r

Cutting through the craw of one ol
the birds, Sam's knife struck some-
thing hard and gritty. “ Gravel stones
most likelv,” thought Sam, as lie turncd
the contents of the thing to the light.

Gravel it was to be sure, but in the
midst of the pebbles shone a bit of
bright yellow gold!

“ What makes yer liand tremble so,
stranger ?” asked one.of the visitors, as
Sam hurriedly dropped the whole mass
into his pocket. Sam muttered somc-
thing that meant nothing, and went
on with his work, his heart thumping
against his ribs.

It was the first piece of gold he had
ever found. He had noidea how much
it might be worth. But itwas the gen-
uine metal, he was sure, although he
had no real knowledge of the ore. He
felt it almost burning in his pocket, as
he sat by the fire with his supper a
little later.

“ 'Pears like you are off youi feed,

Sam ” said Persimmons, who noticed
fhat Sam cat almost nothing. The fact was that
he could not enjoy even stewed w.ld duck wh.le

1 E . — r.
* * orthe ttot.h forh o, the
Feather,” said he. “ And there’s as good shootin
around lhose parts as you 'll fihd in all Cahforny.
“ Ponds? ” queried Sam.

DOTTERELS’

LUCK.

Mostly; that is, mostly ponds where the ducks
flock in; but the Feather’s a right good stream
for trout. And it was trout | was after when |
knocked over them yer ducks ?”

“ Any gold over there?” spoke up So. Tagg

That was just what Sam wanted to ask, but
dared not.

“ No, none so high up as this.

PERSIMMONS' DISCOVERY.

digmngs lower down, but no color up this way.’
Sam made a mental calculation as to how fa
from camp the ducks had been shot
-rold had been in the bird’s craw, and he ~gan
speculate on Ote neotnes. of the place tvher. the
golden ore had been picked up.
He thought the strangers would nevei g ,
lounged about the fire so long aftei supp -
gathering up their blankets, they went oflf to their

1
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own camp, and left the Dotterels to themselves.
Sam got up, followed them stealthily untu sure
they were out of sight and hearlng, carne back
softly, and, putting his hand into his pocket, took
out the little wad of sand and gravel, and said:
“ Boys, we've struck it!”

“ Gold 1" everybody excla'imed. Yes, there it
was, shining in the fire-light, about the size and
shape of a good-sized bean. Gold at last! and
Sam was the hero.

He told his story, and beforc they went to sleep
—onty to sink into uneasy golden dreams—they
resolved to strike over to the south fork of the
north fork of the Feather River next morning.

Bright and early they were up and away. Cross-
ing a sharp ridgc, they descended into a narrow
valley filled with enormous trees and tangled with
undergrowth. A charming stream, foaming and
fretting, ran down in the midst; and as they
scramblcd over the mossy rocks, a flock of black
ducks whirred away from a pool where the dimpling
water softly flowed round and round.

“ The very spot!” shoutcd Persimmons. They
divided, Sol Taggart and Persimmons going up
the spring, and Murch and Sam going down.
These latter took the *“ prospecting pan” for
washing out the dirt for gold, while Persimmons
and Murch took the “ eradle,” a rttde but usefut
contrivance for the same purpose. For hours they

pannecl out” the dirt, but without finding any-
thing.

“ W e're too far up, | say. Thosechaps allowed
gold was riever found up heré away,” said Taggart,
who was nearly discouraged after all. “ Besides,”

WITHOUT
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he added, “ my back aches powerful,” and he
straightened himself up as he spoke.

Just then Persimmons dropped his pick, leaped
into the air like a wlld man, and yelled: “ Struck
it! struck it! struck itl”

Sol stooped down and saw, just in the edge of
the stream, a yellow mass which Persimmons was
too excited to do more than look at. He picked it
up. It was alump ofgold as big as a hickory-nut,
with a small bit of stravv-colored quartz sticking to it.

Persimmons moderated his raptures and sud-
denly said: “ Shall we keep it to ourselves?” Sol
Taggart put his two hands by his mouth, trumpet-
fashion, and bawled, “ Ho! Dotterels!” until the
forest rang again, and a flock of ducks passing
over sharply turned their course from east to south,
as if alarmed by the din. In answer to the cali,
Buckskin Sam and Murch carne hurrying up the
stream, crashing t'nrough the brushwood like mad.

“ There she is, boys!” said Persimmons, with
great dignity, for he had, by this time, laid bare
quite a streak ofore and “ pay-dirt.”

“ That was a lucky duck for us, boys,” said Sam
excitedly, and much relieved to find that his mates
had been fair with him.

There they camped, built a cabin, and mined all
summer. How much they dug | never knew.
They all went back with money, in a few vears.
Buckskin Sam lives in Pike County, in a big house
full ofchildren. On the top of his cupola is a large
gilt duck that serves for a weather-vane. Sam
regards it every day with great pride and affection,
“ for that there bird,” he says, “ brought luck to
the Dotterels.”

”

A NEST WITHOUT EGGS.

By Howard Glyndon.

So.ME crushcd shells lie, 'neath the tree, in the grass—
And there’s so much room in a rifled nest!

And ah ! for the poor little, brown little mother,
With no eggs under her loncly breast!

Oh, there-'s too much room

in a rifled nest |

Just to think how hard, in the still, black night,
When in dreams she cuddles them closer and closer,
To wake and to find they are all gone quite 1

The poor little drooping, limp-winged mother!

She countcd those blue speckled eggs too soon'!
Now nothing is left but some broken shells,

That gleam on the grass, in the light of the moon !
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WINDSOR CASTLE.

By Mrs. Oliphant.

Chapter Il
THE CAPTIVE PRINCE.

W e willmake alcap over more than halfa century
ofhistory, to come to the next incident in the long
story of our great Castle, which I think will interest
you. During that half century a great many
stirring events took place; and if you are as fond
of Shakespeare’s historical plays as | used to be
at your age, you will remember how, with inore
power and vividness than any historian, our great
poet brings before us the gay and thoughtless
Richard I1., beginning with so much light-hearted
folly and va'nity, and ending in such sad and utter
downfall; and how Bolingbroke, his cousin, took
the crown from him, and became Henry IV. ; to
be followed in due time by Henry V., one of those
bold, generous, open-hearted men whom the Eng-
lish people are fond of taking as types of the race.
All this, however, you will find in your Shakespeare
and in your histories; in which latter you will also
read that the young Prince of Scotland, who was
afterward James |. of Scotland, was taken a prisoner
by the English during the reign of Henry IV. of
England, and kept in confinement for many years
—some of which, and the most imporlant, were
spent in Windsor. | must tell you first, however,
who Prince James of Scotland was, and how he
got thereinto the hands of the hereditary enemies
of his family and kingdom.

You have all heard of the Stuarts, one of the fated
races of kings who have done more mischief and

suffered more misery in their day than ever falls to
the lot of families in a less distinguished position.
There is scarcely one of them who is not more or
less interesting— brave, beautiful, accomplished,
wicked, wrong-headed, unhappy people !

King Robert I11. of Scotland was one of the mild-
est and weakest of the race; and he had, like his
contemporary, Henry 1V. of England, a mad-cap
son, the Duke of Rothesay, as wild and wayward
as Prince Hal himself, but without the strength
of mind to reform and amend— or perhaps only
it was the time this poor young fellow wanted;
for he did not live long enough, even if he had
possessed the higher impulse, to turn into a great
soldier, and noble, honest, chivalrous king, as
Henry V. did, who began as foolishly.

King Robert’'s brother, the Duke of Albany,
was the able man of the family, and, unfortu-
nately, he was bad as well as clever, and took ad-
vantage of the foolish young Rothesay, and was
believed to have murdered him in the cruelest way
by starvation. When the poor, sickly Scotch king
heard that his heir had been killed, he hurriedly
sent away his younger son, James, a boy of eleven
or twclve, to France, to be educatcd there, and
kept in safety out of the reach of cruel Gneles and
all the dangers of the time. Butalas! King Rob-
ert had not reckoned on the dangers of the way.
Before the rude little ship in which the Prince was
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had got beyond the rugged coast of Northumber-
land, an English vessel coming up with it, though
there was peace between the two countries, took
the boy prisoner, with his attendants. He was the
only remaining hope of his father, who, helpless
heart-broken, and aged, had taken a little comfort
from the thought that his child was safe. When
he heard of this new calamity, poor oid Kin®
Robert botoed his head and died of it; for though
those times were so different and so distant, love
and gnef were the same then as they are now.

'g Robert died, and little James in his English
Pnson became King of Scotland, though it was
but an empty tille, for nineteen weary years.

This young prisoner grew up to be not only a
brave and able man, but a poet; which is the rea-
son why we know a great deal more of him than
we do of most kings; for writers, though they are
o en not very highly esteemed in their life-time
are much more easy to remember than the great
people who have no power of expressing them-
selves. The King of England, perhaps, was not
very kmd to the boy, but he had a sense of what
was due to his rank, and gave him a good educa-
non, so far as was attainable in that age. But the
early days of James’s captivity seem to have been
dreary enough. He has left a poem called “ The
kmg’s Quhair,” which many writers think might
almost have been written by Chaucer himself, who
was still hvmg when the little Scottish prince carne
to England. In this poem he tells us how his
days were passed “ in strait ward and in strong
pnson and how he would often question with
hnnself and with his imprisoned companions what
he had done to be thus deprived ofeverything that
made life sweet to others.

" Th= bir'j. ".c beast, tl.c fish eke in the sea,
lhcy hve in freedom, each one in his kind.
And 1 a man, and lackcth liberty!

What shalt | say—what reason shall | find
Why fortune should do so 2"

lhis question the young prisoner would argue
with his “ folk,” the little band who had been
taken along with him, and who now, no doubt, in
the hngermg days of captivity, made many a beau-

MR Ses PP i Sw e umeRs 22T AGY
must have had hard work sometimes to answer the
' ;vhO was shut >'P now in the gloomy Tower of
London, where so many prisoners have languished,
nowin other strong castles, at the age when nature
ost longs for movement and freedom. He writes
i A\ had bSen Shut OUCfrom the natural pleas-
res of his early age; and if you will think of it.
ha a dreary time it must have been for him, and
'‘bat a dismal thing to grow up in a prison1-
rse than being merely imprisoned in mature
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years,— though even that is bad enough. How

sorry you are, you vigorous boys, for the invalid
who cannot go out with you— cannot know anv-
thrng of your games and your delights! Young
King James, though he was well and strong, must
have been like an invalid. No breezy rush across
country on foot or on horseback for him— no wan-
denngs by river-bank or sea-shore. The paved
court-yards and strong battlements of the Tower,
the dark and stony rooms, already with inscrip-
tions on the walls made by other prisoners—and
all the while the oid father dying broken-hearted,
and poor Scotland, which we Scots love next to
°ur mothers, pining under the bloody hands of the
cruel Unele who was supremo, and longing for her
And the boy must have been a

young monarch !
So his lot

patnot-boy, as he was a patriot-man.
was a hard one, as you will perceive.

However, after awhile, brighter days dawned for
James Stuart. Oid King Henry IV. died, and a
new King Henry carne to the throne, whom no one
understood as yet,— whom some people were afraid
of, and many people doubted, but who turned
out to be the king whom we know as Henry V.,—
one of the bravest, most popular, and most gener-
ous of monarchs. The first thought of the youn”
King was of the Scottish prince in the Tower of
London, whose boyhood had been so melancholy.
Eight long years had he languished there in
pnson, getting to be a man. He was somewhere
about twenty at the time of the other young man’s
accession, and you may faney that Henry had been
sorry for him many a day, when he himself was
playing his pranks in London or at Windsor— his
cousin, as kings cali each other, a palé, sad pris-
oner, while he, young Henry, was making all that
commotion.

So one of the first things that the new kiiig did
was to send for the prisoner, to change his con-
fmement in the Tower for at least a much lighter
confincment in one of the towers of Windsor look-
ing out upon the fresh, green woods, and the
s.lvery windings of the river. His life, too, was
changed, as well as his locality. What was then a
princely allowance, seven hundred pounds a year,
was set apart for his expenses; and such pleas-
ures and splendors as were going on at Windsor,
you may be sure young James had now his share
of. Henry took him with him to France even
when he invaded it. The historiaos say this was
because the King of France had many Scots in his
army, and Henry believed these brave soldiers
would not fight against the invader when once
they were aware that the King of Scots was with
him, although as a prisoner. We may hopo,
however, that bold King Henry, who was not of
the calculadng kind, had less cunning and more
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kindncss in his meaning; and that he wtshed the
palé prisoner to know something of the largei
excitements and commotions of life, the manage-
ment of fighting men, and of war itself, and to get
accustomed to the clang of arms and battle, which

NORMAN GATE-WAY

in those days were so much more frequently en-
countered, and more neccssary, than now.

How the captlve acquitted himself, or if he was
allowed to fight, we have no information; but
are only told that he accompanied Henry through
at least one of his brilliant campaigns. And he
was present at the coronation of Hcnry’s queen,
Katherine of France, and had a place of honor at
her Iéft hand at the feast afterward. So that he
had his share both in the battlcs and banquets.
and was allowed to enter into the life of the
gay, triumphant young court, full of succcss and
merry-making and prosperity. For Henry, you
remember, had carried everything before him in
Franee and was, as foolish people supposed, to be
the king of that conquered country, and his chil-
dren after him, for ever and ever; and all wars
between France and England were henceforward
to cease.

It docs not seem, however, that young King
James was quite liappy, notwithstandihg all the
pleasures around him. You can faney that to be
kept out of your rights and away from your home,
and obliged to spend your time doing nothing,
when in your own place there are a great many
things that ought to be done, is too great a mis-
fortune to be made up for by feasts and merry-
makings ; and when James was in his turret-prison

WINDSOR CASTLE.
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at Windsor, though he was better off than before,
his heart was very heavy still. He knew that poor
Scotland was suffering sadly: the common people
oppressed, the great people spending their time
in feuds and quarrels among themselves, and the
whole country bleeding and torn asunder, with no
governmcnt to speak of, no just laws, fior tirm
authority. Did you ever see some one else doing
very badly what you could do well, but were not
allowed to do? This is a thing which is always
very hard to bear. James felt that he had it in
him to be a good king, and his heart bled for his
people, who were being crushed and ruined by
ruléis who were not good, and who never thought
of the people, but only of themselves. When he
went to his window, as prisoners are always fond
of doing, he could see nothing but the flat, rich
English plain, waving with green woods and golden
corn, happy and rich and peaceful; and, no doubt,
his heart ached for the blue hills which appearetl
more beautiful to him in recollection than any land-
scape ever is in reality— “ a wocful wretch that to
no wight may speed” (/. e. that could come to
no strength or heroic use), he calis himself. But
while he “ bewailed his fortune in this wisc,” some-
thing happened to him of which I am going to tell
you now.

There is a tower cidse by the foot of the great
Round Tower of Windsor, which you have already
been told about, overlooking the steep slope of
turfand the oid garden which occupies what might
once have been the moat around the donjon. 1 his
tower forms part of what is called the Norman
gate, and 1 think this Norman tower is the very
place where James Stuart was languisliing when
the event, of which you shall now liear, happened.
The lady who at present lives in the house adjoin-
ing— one of the ladies of Queen Victoria’s court—
has latelv cleared out the ancient rooms, and pene-
trated, through partitions and false roofs and layers
of oid paper-hangings, to the real walls of the oid
prison, and its vaulted roof and curious Windows ;
one of which, reached by a high step from the
(loor, was covered up altogetlier, and its very exist-
ence unknown. The small window with two lights
in the front of the Norman tower, given in the
accompanying picture, answers exactly to the de-
scription which King James gives of his prison. It
looks down upon the oid garden, deep below the
level of the road, narrow and rich and warm be-
twecn the oid gray walls on one side, and the steep
sunny mound of the Round Tower on the other,
which is still a wildemess of sweets in summer-
time.

If you were there now, and were wakened by
the sweet sunshine on a May morning, no doubt
you would do as James did, and rush. if not so
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early as he, to the deep recess raised from the floor
in which this little window shines— from which you
would see, low at your feet, the greenness and the
sweetncss of the garden, all fragrant with old-
fashioned ftéwers, nestling under gray walls so
thickly covered with green net-work of jessamine
and flush of early roses that you scarcely can see the
stonc; and beyond, a great soft plain losing itself
in haze of distance, the Thames winding through
it, the trees waving, the red roofs of Windsor town
burning in the sunshine.

Thus the royal prisoner, James Stuart, one
summer morning, got up to look out,—*“ as early
as day,” he says, “ to see the world and folk that
went forby,”—trying to forgct his drearv thoughts
a little. He l.ad been “ despairing of all joy and
remedy "—with nothing to cheer him, yet feeling
that “ to look, it did me good,” for he was not
churlish, poor captive prince ! but glad, if he could,
to be distracted from his heavy thoughts and made
for a .little to forgct his trouble. The description
of the garden which he gives in his poem is too
long to be quoted, and you might find it difficult
to understand the oid English in its quaint spelling.

CASTLE.

consecrat of luvis use ;” that the walls rang with
the “ sweet harmony.” When he saw nature so
joyful, and all the birds singing and flitting about
among the branches, the heart of the prisoner grew
full.  “ Ah ! what have | done,” he cried, “ that |
am thrall, and the birds so free?” But lo ! sud-
denly, while he was thinking these melancholy
thoughts, a beautiful vision appeared to him. Corn-
ing through the shady alleys toward his prison, he
saw walking under the tower a lady— “ the fairest
or the freshest yoting flower” that he had ever

seen.
“In my liead 1drew right hastily,
And oftsoons | Icaned it out again,
And saw her walk that very womanly,
With no wight more, but only woraen twain
Then 'gan | study in myself and saync:
“ Oh, sweet! are ye a worldly creature,
Or heavenly thing in likeness of nature?”

What a thing it is to be a poet, greater than to
be a king 1 Cannot you see the young man at his
window drawing in his head in his surprise at this
sudden apparition, yet quickly looking out again,
dazzled and eager to see all he can of her in her
fresh beauty, wofidering if she can be “ a worldly

SCENE IN WINDSOR FOREST.

He tells us that it was “ fast by the tower’'s wall,”
closed round with hawthorn hedgeda, with green
bowers, and thick boughs and leaves which “ be-
shaded all the alleys that there were ;” and how
on the branches sat “ the littel swete nyghtingalc
and song so loud and clere the ympnis (hymns)

creature” or some dream-lady out of heaven ?
Then he tells us how she looked, and how she was
dressed, and how lightly she passed, walking “ so
womanly,” underneath the green shadows, while
he stood bolding his breath, in the early quiet of
the morning. Her hair was like gold ; “ there was

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



434 WINDSOR

no token in her sweet face” of pride or haughtiness.
Her dress made of “ white tissue” was rich with
pearls, twisted “ fretwise” over it, and adorned
with other jewels, one “ great balas (ruby?) lowing
like the fire,” fastened the feather, let us suppose,
in her velvet cap ; another ruby, in the form of a
heart, hung by a little gold chain “ burning upon
her white throat” like “ a spark of lowe ” or fiame.
This wonderful dress, so rich and splendid, was
“ halflyng loose for liaste,” held but by one clasp
this early morning, too early for any one to see her.
Is not this a beautiful picturc? When young ladies
walk out in the morning nowadays they do not wear
such magnificent robes. You might see our young
Princess Bcatrice, the only royal maiden left to
England, from King James’s window often enougli
if you were fortinate, but never brushing the dew
from the grass in such a royal gown. The fret-ivork
of pearls and the great balas rubies, red like fiame,
never meet the sunshine now except on very splen-
did occasions indeed. Fashions change, but nature
does not change, and what so natural as that the
young prisoner should forgct all his troublcs as he
gazed breathless at this beautiful creature ?

“ On whom to rest mine eye, so much good
It did my woful heart. | you assurc
That it was to me joy without measure.”

The young lady in her flowing white robes, upon
whom the imprisoned King looked down from his
window, was of royal blood like himself, and a very
fit partner for him. She was not called Princess,
but only the Lady Jane, niece of the late King,
cousin-german to Henry, the very woman of all the
world whom James Stuart ought to have married.
So you perccive it was very unusual good fortune
on his part that it was she and not any one else
who happened to be in’ the garden on that “ fresh
May’s morrow,” and thus decided the happiness
of his life.

Those of you who may have got so far on in
literature as to read Chaucer, will find a story
very like this of King James and the Lady Jane in
the Knight's Tale, wliere Palemén in prison sees
Emily walking in the garden and forgets all his
troubles in so sweet a sight. Chaucer had been
clerk of the works at Windsor Castle not so many
years before the true romance happened, and per-
haps the very same narrow prison window and
low-lying dewy garden were in the greater poet’s
thoughts. And if you carne there this very year,
“ on a fresh May’s morrow,” with the lilies-of-the-
valley like a white sweet carpet in all the angles of
the oid walls, and every spring flower bursting out
of the husk, ar.d the liawthorns white upon the
slope, and perhaps in the early morning here and
there a belated nightingale forgetting in the fullness
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of her song that the day had broken, you would
find the oid prison wundoxvas fit a place as ever for
a romantic lover, and the oid garden as beautiful a
setting for the lady of his dreams.

This gentle pair were married in the year 1424,
when James was freed from his long captivity, after
nineteen years of prison and exile. He was then
just overthirty, having spent the whole of his youth
in England. But sorrowful things had happened
before this conclusiéon carne to the love-story.
Henry V. had died in France, and poor little Henry
V1. had been born in Windsor— a helpless, wailing
little king in his eradle. Poor child of woe! |
will try to tcll you sometliing in the next number
about the baby-king.

In the meantime, you will like to hear that our
present King James, after his long triais, turned
out the best king that Scotland had known since
Robert Bruce recovercd her independcnce. It
was he who set in order the confused system of
Scotch law, reformed the ancient parliament, im-
proved arms and modes of war, and took ener-
getic measures to checlc the private strife of feud
and family quarrel which kept the country in
trouble.

But he was too patriotic for his age, and after a
reign of twelve years, on a coid February night,
when he lingered unarmed over the fire with his
wife and her ladies, a mad party of infuriated rebels
poured in and killed the royal poet and patriot.
To keep them back for a moment, when they were
heard approaching, Catharine Douglas, one of the
Queen’s ladies, thrust her arm through the Staples
of the great door, from which traitorous hands had
removed the bolt. You may faney that delicate
bar did not keep off the murderers for more than a
minute or two, but long enough to win for this
brave girl a place of honor in the history of her
country. And | am surc many an American girl
when she reads this, will feel with a swelling heart,
as many an English and Scotch girl has felt, that
she, too, would have done the same.

So you see that the first James Stuart, notvvith-
standing the beautiful romance that crowned his
youth, had but a tragic life, accompanicd from
beginning to end with sorrow. Nineteen years a
captive, twelve years a king, and then death,
bloody and violent— his body pierced with many
stabs; his heart, no doubt, with one sharp sword of
anguish, to think of the work he left incomplete,
with only an infant heir to take it up after a long
interval. He was the first remarkable Stuart, and
almost the only entircly noble one— blameless,
brave, and true, but beginning with a tradition of
misfortune, which was never broken, the story of
his race.

This ending, however, of King James’s life has
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nothing to do with our Windsor, where he saw
that beautiful vision at his window. “ Thanked
be thee, fair castle wall, where as | whilom looked
forth,” he says, and so goes on thanking the
green branclies, and the sweet nightingale, and
the goddess of love,—

CLOUGH'’S

By Sarah W inter

There was once a little boy who had no brother
or sister; but he did have a white pullet, and the
white pullet had a top-knot,— after awhile. She
had been given to the little boy, Clough, when slie
was in pinafores; that is to say, she would have
been in them if chickens wore pinafores. But they
don’t, you see. They are so neat that they don’t
need bibs and napkins at al!.

Clough had proposed, immediately on the pul-
let’s arrival, to cali it Toppy.

“ T°PPy ’'ssuch apretty Aiame for a little chicken
what ’'s going to have a top-knot!” he said.
“ Mamma, when do you think the top-knot'll be
along ?”

“ By and by,” said mamma, in an absent-minded
way. She was trying to write out a muffin-recipe
for Mrs." Podhammer.

“When will by’'n’ by be, mamma?” Clough

top-knot 435

“ That has me given wholly mine asking,
Which has my hcart forever set above
In perfect joy that never may remove.”

I hus he had great and perfect happiness given
him by God, to make up for the tedious, sad be-
ginning, and the tragical end of his life.

TOP-KNOT.

Kellogg.

asked, with a puzzled look in his face. “ When will
by 'n’ by be, mamma ?” repeated Clough, when his
mother did not answer. “ To-morrow, mamma ?
Wiill it be this week ? When will the top-knot get
growed, mamma?”

“ When you have beaten it fifteen minutes,”
said mamma, intent on getting Mrs. Podhammer’s
recipe just right, and unconscious, except in the
vaguest, dreamiest way, that Clough was speaking
to her.

You must know that Mrs. Podhammer was very
particular about her recipes.

“ Be sure,” she had said to Clough’s mother,
“ that you tell me c.xactly how you make muffins,
—just how long you beat the eggs and the batter ;
how long you bake; what kind of an oven, and all
about it. And please don’t leave anything to the
judgment; | never cook byjudgment; | go by
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mathematics; figures can’'t he, you know. | do
hate a recipe with ‘a pinch of salt;’ a spnnkle

of pcpper;’ la handful of flour;’ a stick of cm-
namon ;' as if all sticks were exactly the same size
A handful of flour ! | daré say there 'd be a dif-
ference of the cighth of a pound between my
handful and Mrs. Pollock’s. What tremendous
hands she has! Her pinch of salt I could n t lift
between my five fingers. Such recipes are the
cause of the poor cooking, and the dyspepsia, and
the heart-burn, and the liver complaints that are
depopulating the country. A woman who cares
anything for the interests of humamty will never
send out one of these liit-or-miss recipes.”

So with the fear of Mrs. Podhammer before her
eves Mrs. Spitts was writing the muffin-recipe
She had written “ beatwell,” and then “ beat til
light 7 and had successively drawn her pencil
through both, sure that Mrs. Podhammer would
obiect to either as indcfinite, and come flying over
to demand the exact time in minutes and sec-
onds. And Mrs. Podhammer made such endless
talks and stays when she flew over, especially if
she claimed to be in a great hurry, as she seemed

ge"eOh,y mamma!” said Clough, sorely bewil-
dered and distressed, “ must I beat it fifteen min-
utes? | can’t; | love Toppy too much. Wont it
grow till I beat it, mamma?

Clough fairly shouted these last words, with a
desperate determination to get his mothers atten-

t10" Beat what?” asked his mother, with a look in
her face as though she had just got back from
somewhere. “ What are you talking about.

“ Oh, mammal!” said Clough, with an accen
of despair, “ did n't you hear? Have | got to tell
it all over again? |It's so far back to the begm-

"'AYou poor little Clough !” said mamma, laugh-
ing, when she at last comprehended the situation,
“1'm such an absent-minded body that I m not
fit for a mother.”

But Clough declared that she was fitter for a
mother than anybody that ever was Mamma
laid down her portfolio. Clough climbed on her
knee, and soon cverything between them was ex-

P'Oniwould have thougl.t that the only chicken
of an only child, as in the case of Toppy and
Clough, was destined to be handled, petted,
spoiled; and cook was “ certain sure” that Toppy
would becomc a nuisance-* all round the house
under everybody’s heels.” She just kncw it would
be getting at her shelled peas, and that not a dish
or a pan could ever be

left uncovered on the
kitchen dresser.

Papa said it would spo.l the gar-
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den j mamma feared it would scratch up the flower-
beds for its dust-batlis ; Clough was sure it would
be good. .

But Toppy disappointed all prophecies. i he
very first afternoon, she escapcd from the coop
to the vineyard. Day after day, Clough’s fat legs
ran up and down between the latticed rows of
grape-vines, trying to overtake the runaway. But
Toppy made a good fight for her liberty. She
ran ; she spluttered and fluttered with her stubbed
tail 'and unfinished wings; she darted in and out
among the vines, h,id in the weeds, and altogether
wearied Clough out, body and spirit. Finally, he
tried coaxing. He went to the vineyard, bis
pocket filled with corn. He threw this at Toppy
exactly as he would have thrown stones at her if he
had meant to kill her. Perhaps Toppy thought he
did mean to, for she ran away as fast as her two
legs could carry her, which was very fast, mdeed,
considering their size. Clough pursued her bravcly,
sWimittimgy “ Chickey ! chickey ! chickey!” in a des-
perate way, all the while dashing the corn at her.
This he thought was coaxing.

Soon the corn was exhausted. Then he went
to the barn and climbed into a corn-bin. He
found a basket there, which he filled with loose
corn that had fallen from the cobs. The basket
was too heavy for one arm, so he took both hands
to it. If you ever carried a heavy basket with two
hands, you know it’'s an awkward thing to do. 1
don’t suppose the boy expected Toppy to eat all
that grain, but before he got through with his race
Clough had sown that vineyard with corn.  There
was forage enough there for one little pullet for
weeks. Toppy doubtless decided that her quarters
could not be bettered, for she did not leave the
vineyard that summer. In the mean time, Clough
might have been often seen, walking up and down
between the grape-rows, peering through the vines
with eager, expectant eyes, trying to be cautious,
but making a great deal of noise. And very occa-
sionally he would catch sight of a white pullet with
a top-knot, that would stretch up her graceful neck,
and tura her neat tufted head to one side m a list-
ening attitude, and then with a frightened cackle
would start off on a wild run, like some bird oi
the woods, and not at all like a civilized chicken, as
she was supposed to be. ..

In the fall, anybody who listened at the nght
seasons might have heard from the vineyard as
exultant “ kut-a-kut-dah-kuts” as the boldest, sau-
ciest hen ever uttered. There is never a lady-
chicken so youthful, or so shy, that she can for-
bear telling it to the world when she has laid an

C'loor Clough! He was as proud of Toppy’'s
achievemcnts as Toppy herself. Every time he
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heard that “ kut-a-kut-dah-kut,” he 'd rush to the
vineyard, calling out, “ Toppy's laid an egg!”
You would have thought, from his eagerness, that
he was going to bring back a golden egg; but he
never brought back any. Toppy’s nest could n't
be found.

After awhile, Toppy's kut-a-kut-dah-kuts ceased
to ring out O11 the air, and for days Clough did not
get sigkt of her top-knot. He thought she must
be dead; but his mother suggested that she was
probably sétting. One day, Toppy showed her-
self about the kitchen door-steps, the crossest-
looking bird that Clough ever saw, or lioped to see.
She clucked as though she was quarreling with the
whole world. She seemed to be frowning all over.
Her tail was spread out, and turned back toward
her head, and so was every other feather on her
body. She looked as though somebody had been
rubbing her backward, and she appeared ready to
fly in the face of the whole world. Ifshe had pos-
sessed the gift of speech instead of simply the gift
of cluck, she would have probably said :

“1'm no longer a giddy, harum-scarum pullet.
1'm a matron,— a hen, with life’'s responsibilities
on me. | have rights,—a great many of them,—
and 1’ll scratch anybody’s eyes out who dares
meddle with them.”

Clough seemed to read this threat in her ne\v
aspect. He was mortally afraid of her, in her
changed character, though proud of his property,
and very glad to see her. Through a crack in the
kitchen door, he threw out crumbs and pop-corn
to her. Cook went out and set a basin of water
for her refreshment. Toppy ate and drank in a
fretful, ungrateful manner, and then went away,
warning everybody, by her scolding cluck, not to
follow her.

You are doubtless cxpecting to hear that shortly
after this, Toppy appeared, the proud head of a
magnificent brood of chickens. Can’t you see
them in your mind's eye?—red, white, black,
speckled, gray. Now listen:

One morning there was heard about the kitchen
door an important, defiant cluck! cluck! accom-
panied by the appealing peep | peep | of a baby
chicken. Cook looked out. There was Toppy,
striding and strutting over the earth, and running
after her, with twinkling little feet, was a solitary
chick,—a downy-white little thing, that seemed
draggled and coid. How lonely it looked I Cook
called Clough to come and see, saying: “ Here’s
your white pullet come ag’in, and it’s got the home-
sickest-looking chick at its heels that ever | set
eyes on.” But Clough thought it was a beauty,
and acted as proud over it as though it had been
his grand-baby, cook said.

Mamma suggested that Toppy, in her vanity
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and inexperience, had left her nest with the first
chicken that showed its head, abandoning all the
unhatched young to perish; that if this favored
chick could be taken from the foolish mother, she
might return to her nest and save the rest of the
brood. So Clough undertook to abduct Toppy’s
baby. My patience | you ought to have seen the
outraged mother fly at him. Clough thought he
was murdered. He ran trembling and crying to
his mother, “ Toppy’s the hatefulest top-knot
chicken 1 ever saw I” he dcclared, with tears in his
astonished eyes. “ I wish | did not have her!”

Mamma and cook and Clough went out to the
vineyard, and found Toppy’s nest in a basket that
somebody had left hanging on a grape-post. The
eggs were coid; the little chickens in them prob-
ably dead. But they concluded to make an effort
to save the dozen lives, if possible. Toppy’s chicken
was taken from her, and she was put back on her
nest, over which a piece of mosquito-netting had
been stretched. But Toppy would not cover the
eggs. She paced back and forth in the vacant
part of the basket, clucking and looking askance
at the eggs. All the folks went away, hoping that
Toppy’s nervousness would be sooner allayed if
she were unwatched. An hour later, the net
showed a most ghastly sight. Every egg except
two had been picked and tora open by the ruth-
less young mother. She was released from her
prison ; the two unbroken eggs were taken to the
kitchen and kept warm. In the evening, one of
them began to peep. Clough was wild with delight
when he heard the little voice shut up in the egg,
as he said. Cook carcfully pecked a little hole in
the shell, and Clough saw that the chick had a red
head.

He was so interested that they could n't get him
off to bed, and after awhile he had the satisfaction
of seeing a little blotched chicken staggering about,
and cheeping as though it was lost in a great
strange world. As it waswithout its mother’s brood-
ing wing, it was put with the white chicken in a
basket lined with light, fleécy wool. Some more
fleece covered them; a cloth was spread over the
whole basket, and it set behind the kitchen stove,
which never got coid. Papa said the two chickens
were as much trouble as a pair of twin babies.

The next morning the little things seemed well
and bright, and were put with their mother. But,
shocking to relate, Toppy pecked both of the inno-
cents to death. Clough cried, and said he knew
Toppy was crazy; she’d always acted like “ a
raving-go-stracted idiot.”

Mamma thought she was wanting in the mater-
nal instinets; that she 'd never make a good mother,
yet she'd be forever attempting the part of mother,
and so would be a perpetual aggravation.
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“ We 'd better make a Thanksgiving chicleen pie
of her,” papa suggested.

“ No,” said Clough, stoutly; “ she belongs to
me, and | must have the good of her.”

“ There isn’'t any good of her; she’s bad from
her top-knot to her toe-nails. Clear case of total
depravity,” said papa, who was a funny man.
“ Besides, you may eat all the chicken pie at
Thanksgiving.”

“ | can't eat a whole chicken pie to onct,” said

MR. MERRYMAN IS EXCITKD

Clough, pouting slightly. “ ’Sides, | could n't eat
anyofToppy. | love her so.”

“ After all herwicketfinffawnances?” said papa,
imitating black Judy's pronunciation.

“ Mamma loves me when |'m naughty as well
as when |1’'m good; but she doesn’t love my
naughty ways,” Clough argued. “ That'’s the way
| feel about Toppy.”

“ Sell her for aspring chicken,” said papa, snap-
ping his brown eyés at the happy suggestion.

[May,

Clough was delighted with the solution of the
difficulty. He'’'d thus get the good of her, and
he'd get rid of the bother of her, and yet do no
violence to his feeling. He wanted to start right
off to market with her, but papa said she was so
worn by her family cares that she needed to be fat-
tened.

So Clough rushed to the bread-box and crumbed
up three biscuits, a rusk, and two ginger-shaps for
Toppy’'s dinner. For the next few weeks he was

ABOUT HIS GOL!) DOLI.AR.

very jndustrious in throwing slielled corn at Toppy,
and in scattering it under her nose, if she had one.
Mamma said more was wasted on the pullet than
it was worth, but papa suggested, “ For every
grain Toppy gets, she gives a peck.” | don’t
think this was original with papa, but it pleased
Clough very much when it was explained to him.
At length Toppy was pronounced in good con-
dition, and the impatient Clough had permission
to put her on the market. The Spitts family lived
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in a village where a weekly paper was published.
Clough wanted to advertise a splendid fat top-knot
pullet for sale; but this, he was shown, would
delay matters. Then he proposed posters with a
life-size likeness of Toppy. That would be irre-
sistible. But he finally decided that it would be
jolly to go from door to door among the villagers
until he sliould find a purchascr. As most of the
villagers kept chickens, Clough had a weary tramp
before he found even a bid. One carne at length,
from oid Mr. Merryman, whose character did not
harmonize with his fiame. He was an oid bachelor
who lived all alone in a shanty of two rooms, and
did his own work. He was rich,—had thousands
of dollars in bank, and might have lived in comfort
if he had n’t loved his money too well to part with
it. When he examined Toppy, he found she was
very fat, and would make him many nice gravies.

* She’s awful fat,” said Clough. “ | most know
she’s et a hundred bushels of corn in two or
three weeks, ’'sides biscuits, cakcs, and things.”

“ Don't tell lies, boy,” said Mr. Merryman, se-
verely. “ How much do you want for your
chicken ?”

Thirty-five cents,” said Clough, remembering
what his mother had told him to ask for Toppy.

“ Too much!” grunted the miser. “ I'll give
you twenty-five cents for it; and that.’s enotrgh,
because 1'll have to dress it myself.”

By this time Tony Simpson had come up. He
was a big boy who liked Clough, and who did not
like Mr. Merryman. The oid man had beaten
Tony’s dog Trip, one day. Indeed, none of the
boys liked Mr. Merryman. He was hard on them,
as well as on the village dogs and cats.

No,” said Clough, “ I charge thirty-five cents
for Toppy. Mamma said | must.”

“ And she’'s worth it,” said Tony Simpson, de-
termined to stand by Clough.

“ 1 wont give thirty-five cents if | never eat
another hite of chicken in my life,” the miser de-
clared. “ Take a quarter, and be done with it"—
and he opened his purse.

“ Don’'t you do it,” said Tony.

Just then a gold dollar from Mr. Merryman'’s
purse fell into Toppy’s basket. 1 have no doubt
but that Toppy thought the coin was a grain of
yellow corn, such as Clough had been in the habit
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of throwing to her so lavishly. At all events, she
snapped it up instantly, and swallowed it.

“ She’s swallowed my dollar!” cried the miser,
excitedly. “ I’ll wring her neck. 1'11 have my
dollar ”—and he roughly seized poor Toppy.

“No you don't, though,” said Tony Simpson,
with determination. “ You dar’ n’'t harm a feather
of her body till you pay for her. [1’ll cali the
judge, and the constable, and every lawyer in
town”—and Tony forthwilh began to shout to one
and another passer-by to bring this and that officer
of the lajv, till quite a crowd was assembled, when
there was much laughing and chuckling at Mr.
Merryman’s expense.

“ Of course he’s got to pay for the chicken to
get his dollar,” said one.

“ He's no right to the chicken’s life till he pays
for it,” another remarked.

“ The chicken’s worth a dollar and thirty-five
cents now. Make him pay a dollar for it,” Pete
Martin advised.

Go for him!” cried Mr. Walters, who owed
the miser a grudge.

In the mean time, Mr. Merryman was raving
and whining by turns. The spectators were a
pack of thieves who meant to rob him, a poor lone
man. They wanted to bring him, their neighbor
and fellow-citizen, to the poor-house;sthey 'd like
to see his gray hairs in a pauper’s grave; he’'d
never harmed a living thing.

“ 'Cept dogs, and cats, and boys,” put in a lad
of twelve.

The crowd laughed and hooted at the miser’s
remalles, while some continued to urge Clough to
demand a dollar for the pullet. Young as he was,
the child saw that he had the advantage of the oid
man. But he also saw, in a vague way, that it
would n't be noble to make use of his advantage.
Besides, he meant to “ mind his mamma.” She
had told him to ask thirty-five cents for Toppy.
So he said resolutely, he did n't want a dollar; he
wanted thirty-five cents. He got it, 'mid the
cheers of the crowd. Then he started home,
escorted by a squad of boys, such as ahvays follow
a small boy who has money of his own, as flies
follow a honey-jug. At the first candy-shop Clough
stopped and treated. He got home with a one-
cent piece and two peppermint-drops.
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THE KING OF THE HOBBLEDYGOBLINS.

By Laura E. Richards.

His eyes are green and his nose is brown,

His feet go up and his head gocs down,

And so he goes galloping through the town,
The King of the Hobbledygoblins'!

His heels stick out and his toes stick in,

He wears a calabash on his chin,

And he glares about with a horrible grin,
The King of the Hobbledygoblins!

Now, Johnny and Tommy, you 'd better look out!
All day you 've done nothing but quarrel and pout,
And nobody knows what it’s all about,
But it gives me a great deal of pain, dears.
So, Johnny and Tommy, be good, | pray!
Or the king will come after you some fine day,
And off to his castle he’ll whisk you away,
And we never shall see you again, dears!
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READY FOR EUROPE.

By Susan

A GOOD many ofyou girls who read S'r. NICHO-
LAS will go to Europe some day or other. Just
now, perhaps, you don’t think or care much about
it: but by and bv, when you are older, and liear
people who have been there talk of their doings
and seeings, the desire to go will strengthen, and
you will wish it very much indeed. There are
some persons who will tell you that this désire is
foolish and wrong; that going to Europe is just
now the fashion, and silly folks who like to follow
the fashions go for that reason. But | think this a
mistake. To travel anywhere, intelligently, has a
great deal of education in it, and for an American
to go to Europe, where is so much we cannot as
yet have in our own country, is education of the
very best sort.

1 want, therefore, to talk about this journey which
some of you are to take, and the way in which to
get the greatest good and plcasure out of it. This
is not to make any one discontcnted who cannot
go. That would be a pity, indeed. But nobody
knows beforehand what their chances are going to
be; and as business, or sickness, or unforeseen
changes of various kinds may bring the opportu-
nity to any of you when it is least looked for, it
will not be lost time to get ready to take advantage
ofit should it come. Then, ifit never comes, you
will at least have had the improvement of getting
ready, which in itselfis a very good thing.

First, then, let us decide what it is that makes it
worth while to go at all. To be amused, to buy
pretty things, and have what you girls cali “ a good
lime,” is not enough. Good times and shopping
and amusement are to be had in America; itwould
scarcely pay to cross the Atlantic in search of them,
though they are nice things to catch at by the
way. A great many do go with no other wish or
idea in their minds; but something higlier there
must be, or the wise would not follow their ex-
ample.

To begin with, then: there are better chances for
study in certain branches than we can have at
liome. The most famous masters for music and
painting live in Europe, and languages can be
acquired there more readily and perfectly than
with us. To pick up French or Germéan by the
ear as a little child does, is indeed learning made
casy. It is thus that children on the Continent
aretaught. It is nothing uncommon to find a girl
of eighteen who speaks and thinks equally well in
four or five tongues. She has had a French nurse,
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and a Germé&n and an Italian ; or has gone to school
in the different countries; and as people about her
are using the languages continually, her chance
for practice is perpetual, and a good accent comes
without trotible. Each little Russian boy, when
admitted to the Government schools, is required to
speak French and Germaéan; and Russian parents
often carry their families to spend a year or two in
France and Gennany, so thatthey may absorb lan-
guages, as it were, without knowing that there is
any difficulty in the matter.

But apart from actual study,— for some of you
will not have time for that,— there is great and
constant instruction to be gained by what you see.
We read in books about wonderful things, such as
cathedrals, temples, Alpine scenery, Raphael’s
Madonnas; but, however hard we try, we cannot
distinctly picture them until we see. One hour
spent in a real cathedral teaches more of the true
meaning and glory of architccture than weeks spent
over books. One glance at a snow-peak sets an
image in our brain which never could have been
there without that glance. | once heard alady say
that she was sure she knew just how Mont Bianc
must look, because it was just twice and a half as
high as Mount Washington, and she could easily
imagine two and & half Mount Washingtons pilcd
on top of one another, and covered with snow !
But when she carne to see the actual Mont Blanc,
she found that none of her imaginary pilings-up
had in the least prepared her for the look of the
real thing.

Then, it is not only certain great objects which
are made real to us by seeing them, but also every-
thing, however small, which we have learned about
or been told of. We read Hume and Gibbon, and
that this or that happened in such a year or
such a reign, but it is all dim and fabulous, and
must be, so long as it is merely a statement on a
printed page. One visit to the Tower or the Forum
makes a sudden change. The fabulous becomes
distinct. It is like sunlight flashing into a dusky
comer. And the best of all is, that the sunlight
stays; and faets never go off again into the vague
distance where they were before, but remain near
and clear forever to your mind.

I want to warn you of one disagreeable thing
sure to happen, which is, that the minute you visit
any of these celebrated places, a sharp and morti-
fying sense of ignorance will take possession of
you. “ Dear me, who ivas Guy, Earl of War-
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wick?” you will ask yourself. “ And Lady Jane
Grey’s father,— | ean’t recollect his fiame at all,—
and why was it that they cut off her head ?” Then
the guide will lead the vvay into a dark cell, and
tell you it was Sir Walter Raleigh’s bed-chamber
during his long imprisonment, and you will con-
jure up a vague recollection of the great Sir Walter,
as a young man flinging his cloak down before the
Queen, and will long to know more, except that
the party is moving on, and you are ashamed to
ask. Or, if it is in Rome that you happen to be
sight-seeing, you will trip down the long steps
which lead into the great Forum, and look at the
beautiful groups of columns and the broken arches,
and all at once it will come to you with a shock
that you know r.othing at all about the Forum;
that up to this time it has only been a fiame in
your memory. In a general way, you have gath-
ered that it was the place where the Roméan Sena-
tors and people met to discuss public matters, but
it does n't look in the least as you had expected it
would; and besides, you hear of other Forums,
many others, in different parts of the city, and
instead of enjoying intelligently, you stand bewil-
dered and confused, and listen hclplessly while some
one reads a few bald pages of Murray’s guide-book;
and the guide explains what he doesn’t know, in
Italian which you don’t understand. You long to
go straight home, hunt up the proper books, study
the subject well, and then come back and see the
Forum again. But, alas! the books are in the
home book-case in America, and the Romaéan Cir-
culating Library seems to have nothing in it but
novéis; and even if it had, what time could you
find to read where there is so much to be seen and
done ? All that is left is for you to put the matter
aside, with a dull, unsatisfied feeling, and resolve
to find out about it when you can; but before that
time comes, the full, fresh interest will have worn
off. And, oh 1what a pity it was that you could
not have been prepared before you went there!

Every traveler feels this want at times, even the
best-educated ones, for no education is so complete
as to prepare its owner on all points and against
all surprises. What the ill-educated ones lose can-
not be calculated! It is like voyaging with one
eye blinded and the other half shut. You see,
hear, feel only a little piece of things, impressions
enter your brain only part way, and what with the
puzzle and vexation at your own ignorance and
the sting of a missed opportunity, you go about
with so much annoyance in your mind that you
but halfenjoy the delightful chance which perhaps
will never be yours to enjoy again.

So, dear girls, take my advice, and while you
have libraries and leisure, and people ready to
explain things, and a mind free to receive the
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explanations, get yourselves ready to profit by
what may come. You will be very glad afterward.
Every subject carefully looked into, every bit of
history tucked away into its proper place in your
memory, every little interesting fact, every cell
made ready for the reception of mental lioney, will
prove, when the right moment comes, a thing to
be thankful for. Each scrap of French, or Italian,
or Germéan will find its place; each hard word
which seems so dry now, will be useful then; every
fragment of scientific knowledge— nothing will be
lost or valueless, and the most casual and unlikelv
thing may turn out to be a friend at need and a
friend indeed.

If you go in Rome to see the mosaic works
belonging to the Government, you will find that
the great pictures which you have admired on the
walls of St. Peter’s are made Gp of an immense
number of small bits of stone and marble, chosen
for their color, and fitted, each into exactly its pre-
pared place. The mosaic workers who make the
pictures would never think of beginning till the
bits of marble were all ready, polished and sorted
out. Itwould be awkward indeed to stop in the
middle of the work, because there was no blue left
with which to finish the Madonna’s eye, or to
leave a hole in the Saint's robe for the lack of half
a dozen little red stones.

| want you to imitate their carefulness, and get
ready these precious small bits of knowledge before
the time comes to work them into the beautiful
whole. Then, when the great chance arrives, your
material will be ready, and fitting one with another,
a valuable thing will grow of them, which will be
yours for life. But don’t let the pattern be spoiled
for lack of a tiny scrap of this or that which you
have not had the forethought lo prepare in time.

And just one thing more. Let your minds grow
as fast as they will, but let your souls grow too.
Don’'t go about regarding the nations of the earth
in general as “ queer foreigners,” who must be
undervalued and scorned because their ways are
not like our own. To us our own ways seem best,
but there is good everywhere, and things are not
neccssarily ridiculous because they differ from thosc
which we are accustomed to. And then, though
you must n’t think | want to preach, God has made
all men of one family, and, in spite of varieties
of complexiéon, tastes and habits, all have the
same needs, the same human nature, the same
death to die, the same Everlasting Father, and so
all, in a sense, are brothers and sisters to each
other. This thought going along with you, char-
ity, patience, and kindliness will go too, blessed
fellow-travelers these, and good helpers on the road.
Your mind will widen, your sympathies grow big,
and all the world become wonderful and delightful,
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as it must always be to people vwhose hearts are
large enough to take it in. After a journey made
in this spirit, you will come back, as American
girls should come, not merely with Paris bonnets
and Genoese filigree, but sweeter and stronger than
when you went away; wiser, too, and better fitted
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to see the meanings of things at home, and take
your place as dwellers in a free land. For, beauti-
ful, and instructive, and full of charm as Europe is,
to be an American in the true sense of the word is
better yet; and 1 hope you will all continué to feel
that, however many times you go abroad.

THE BOY EMIGRANTS.

By Noah

Chapter XIII.
LAUGHTER AND TEARS.

“ Waugh ! how | hate hog-meat!” exclaimed
Barnard, looking into his piate of fried bacon, with
an expression of extreme disgust.

“ And no game since week before last,” added
Arthur, dolefully.

“ When you can’'t get butter, you must make
salt pork do, my oid grandmother used to say,”
was Mont Morse’s wise comment on this outbreak
of discontent. “ We enlisted for the campaign
with hog-meat, boys, and you wont back out now,
will you ?”

“ But we did reckon on more game, you know,”
argued Barney ; “ and we have had precious little
since we got out of the antelope country.”

“ You disremember the dogs and frogs,” said
Hi, with a grimace.

Both the Stevens boys laughed. When they
were in the prairie-dog regién, they had killed and
caten all of those animals they could get at. But
Hi had steadfastly refuscd to “ eat dog,” as he ex-
pressed it, and his brother Tom had thought it
nccessary to follow his example. It was in vain
that Mont had urged that “ prairie-dogs ” were not
dogs at all, but a species of marmot; that they fed
0l roots and vegetables, and that their meat was as
sweet and wholesome as that of rabbits.

“You need n't tell me,” was Hi’s constant reply.
“ They set up on end, and bark just like dogs.
They live with rattlesnakes and owls, and they 're
not fit for a white man to eat. General Fremont
may eat dogs, but I wont, until I 'm starvi.ng.”

His refusal to partake of this strange food, as he
considered it, gave the others a larger share. The
prairie-dogs, numerous though they were, were
never plenty in the camp. They sat up cunningly
on their haunches and barked at the hunters, very
much in the squeaky fashion of toy-dogs; but,
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when shot at, they tumbled into their holes and
were seldom recovered, even though severely
wounded. They posted themselves by the open-
ing of their dens, each one a sentinel to warn of
danger. When they fell over, their comrades be-
low dragged them into the burrow, where the
young hunters could hear them whining and cry-
ing, in a half-human fashion, over their wounds.
They were good to eat, but tender-hearted Arthur,
much as he desired a change from their diet of
“ side-meat,” never could take pleasure in killing
the pretty little creatures.

As for frogs, when the party occasionally reached
a poncl of melted snow-water, warmed by the sum-
mer sun and musical with frogs, Mont rolled up his
trousers, and, armed with a thick stick, waded in
and slew them, right and left.

“ But Boston folks consider them a great luxury,”
he remonstrated, when Hiand Tom expressed their
profound disgust at such proceedings. “ Takeoff
the hind-legs, skin them and fry them—what can
you want better ?”

“ Hog-meat,” replied Hi, sententiously.

But it must be confessed that Hi looked on with
interest while Mont and Barnard daintily nibbled at
the delicate bones of the frogs’ legs, nicely browned
and having all the appearance of fried chicken.

“ Stands to reason,” muttered Hi, with his mouth
watering, “ that frogs is vermin, and vermin aint
fit to eat.”

“ Frogs is toads, and toads is insex,” sneerecl
Tom. “ Dad told me so. Think yer know more’n
dad, do yer?”

They were drawing near Salt Lake City now,
and even the small game which Hi and Tom
despised was no longer to be had. Occasionally,
they shot a haré,— one of the long-eared, long-
legged kind known as the jackass-rabbit. Sage-
hens, too, had been plentiful in some localities,
and, though the flesli of these was dark and bitter
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with the wild sage on which they fed, the addition
of a brace of them to their daily fare was a great
event. Now, however, they were reduced to their
staple of smoked “ hog-meat" once more.

They had been lying by for a few days, hoping
that they miglit find some game whiie they rested
their stock. John Rose and Mont had scoured
the country with their rifles, but they brought
back nothing to show for their long tramps. Flour
biscuit, fried salt meat and coffee without milk
formed their regular bili of fare now. The cows
in the drove had ccased to give mtlk, and the boys
were reduccd to the * short commons® which tliey
had been taught to expect.

Neverthcless, they were better provided th
many emigrants whom they met on the way.~f A
company of Germans, with whom they travélcd,
had nothing in their stores but smoked sausages,
flour and coffee.

“ No sugar?” asked Arty, in amazement
Nein,” civilly replied the genial German.

No baking-powclers? no salt?”
Nein. No kraut,” responded the traveler, with
gloom in his face.

Nevertheless, the light-hearted Germans had a
merry camp. And, when they marchéd Oll by
day, they lockcd arms over each other,'4 shbulders,
and kept step to the music of their town songs,
chanting as they weht. /

“ Queerchaps, those singing Dutchmen,” mused
Hi, as he watched them, day by day striding along
and singing the marching songs of their nativo
land. The boys heard one of their favorite pieces
so often that Mont caught the words and wrote
them down. So one day, to the astonishment of
the rest of thc party, Mont and Arty locked arms
and marched down the trail, singing thus :

Wohlauf iivGottes sclione Wclt!
Adc! adc! ade!

Die l.uft istiblau, und griin das Feld—
Adejadc! ade!

Die Bergc gliih'n wie Edelstcin :

Ich wandre mit dem Sonnenschcin

In's weite Land hincin.
Ade! adct

Du traute Siadt am

Adc! ade! adc!
Du hohcr Thurm, da Glockcitklang,
Ade! adc! adc! /

Ilhr Hauscr alie, wohl bekrfnnt,
Noch cinmal wink’ ich mit der Hand,
Und nun scitab gewandl!

Adc! ade!

An meincm Wegc lliesst der Bacb—
Ade! ade! ade!

Decr ruft den letzten Gruss mir nach—
Ade! adc! ade!

Ach, Gott! da wird so eigen mir.

So mildc weh'n dic Liifte hier.

Ais war’s cin Gruss von dir—

THE BOY EMIGRANTS.

Ein Gruss von dir, du schlankes Kind—
Ade! adc! ade!

Doch nun den Berg hinab gcschwind—
Ade! adc! ade!

Wer wandcrn will, dcr darf nicht stch'n,

Dcr darf niemals zuriicke sch'n,

Musz immer, weitcr gch'n.
Ade! adc!

:that’sDutch !'” exclaimed Hi. “ Give us

'thé'English of

‘ : ,” said Arty, laughing at his
AN “as a <Singin"Dutchman.”

«what ,s thc odds>" replied Hi. It's as

itch as Dutch kin be. J don’t see no difference
ietween Dutch and Germs
Well,” said Mont, “ we'will give you the Eng-
lish of it some day.” And wben, not long after,
Mont read his translation of the Verses by the night
camp-fire, the whole party were loddm their praises
of their marching-song. y
u -4 great thing to be a scholar, ksighed Hi,
glance of envy at the rude verdes of the
tung “ Boston feller.” And he murmured, with
a thriil of honest admiration m* And that lhai-
folien kin set a wagon-tire with 'any man on thc
plains. It do bcat all how\some folks is gifted 1”
tk the “ Singing Dutchmen,” one
bright’day soon after this, arid great wa'sthe delight
of, those sturdy trampcrs to see our boydsmarching
by, sedately singing as they went Mont's frec trans-
lation of their own song, somethjng like this

Forward in God's beautiful wornj
Farewell! farewell' farewell!

The sky is blue, and grecn the fiel)
Farewell! farewell! farewell!

The mountains glcam like jewels bright\

| wander in the warm sunlight,

Far into distant lands.
Farewell! farewell!

Dear villagc by the mountain-side,
Farewell! farewell! farewell!
Thou lofty tower, ye chiming bells,
Farewell! farewell! farewell!
Ye happy homes, wcll-known to me,
Toward you once more | wave my hand,
But turn away mine eyes!
Farewell! farewell!

Beside my pathway flows the brook—
Farewell! farewell! farewell!

Which calis to me a last farewell—
Farewell! farewell! farewell!

Ah, Hcaven above, so sad am |!

The zephyrs float so softly by,

As if they brought from thee a sigh—
Farewell! farewell!

From thee a sigh, thou fairest maid!
Farewell! farewell! farewell!

But down the hill-side now | specd—
Farewell! farewell! farewell!

For he who wanders must not pause,

Nor once behind him cast his glance,

But forward, forward march.
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“Ach! it is better as never was,” cried the
honest Germans.

“ Where get you so much good song, mine
friendt ?” asked one of the party, his eyes sparkling
with pleasure.

“ W e borrowed it from you,” said Mont, mod-
estly. “ I hope you don’t think us rude.”

“ Rudt? It is a what you cali a gompliment,
and we to you are much obliged,” was the hearty
reply.

“ He did it, all by himself,)"said Hi, proudly.
“ He turned it into Engli'sh/Trom Dutch, and he
sings it both ways like ja/eg’lar medder-lark—so
he does.”

| ” d the Gar migrant, gs if
in dlél%?r\’/m\eﬁrﬁ?e di/ erstﬁc\)cngm expljinat'li;ns.

Barnard, not to be /outdone, drilled Arthur and
Tom in a marching sqng of his own, and one day
produced this novelty.1

“ When we lived jin Vermont,” said BhmeV,
“ there was a militafy company in 6ur village.
There were not men jenough \to make twoi com-
panics, the place was so small. .So the same mefi
appeared as an infantrv company one nionth, and
as an artillery company the next. They liad a
snare drum and a bass drum when they tarned out
as infantry; but when they paraded as artillery,
with one cannon, they liad a spare man, so they
used to carry two bass drums and the snare drum.

A FAMILY WAGON.

ihis is the way the infantry band went.” And
Barney got up and marched around the camp-fire,
Arty and Tom following with—
“ Boomer lacker! boomer lackcr!
Boom! boom! boom!

Boomer lacker! boomer lacker!
Boom! boom! boom!"

Everybody laughed uproariously at the whimsical
sight of the lads, who were half-undressed for the
night, as they paraded about and about, chanting
the odd melody of the village drum-corps. Then.
"ith solemn step and slow, they changed their
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marching tune to the statelier music of the artil-
lery band.
“ Here go the two bass drums and the tenor,”
cried Arty.”
“ Boom dum dardy! Boom dum dardy!
How 's your marm ?
Boom dum dardy! Boom dum dardy!
How's your marm ?
Oh, she’s boozy, boozy, boozy, boozy!
Boom dum dardy! Boom dum dardy!”

&c., &c.
“ Ho! ho! what nonsense !” roared Hi. « Byt
it’s just like a couple of bass drums. | think |

hear 'em now”—and, lying back on his pile of
blankets, Hi laughed again, Mont and the rest
joining in the chorus.

The boys practiccd this marching song as they
had the others, and their fellow-travelers were often
thereafter edified with the rough music which the
party made as they stepped out with alacrity, chant-
ing—

* Boomer lacker! boomer lacker!
Boom! boom! boom!”

Or they assumed a more funereal gait as they

walked, and sung—,

\ i' /
“ Boom dum dardy! Boom dum dardy!
How's your marm?”

ughter was hushed when Nance, whose
id come up with them lately, marched up
to their tent one night with the
solemn announcement of “ The

baby’'s dead !”

“ What baby?” they asked,
with a startled air.

“ Just like stoopid men-folks,
you air!” replied the girl. But
she added, with a softened tone:
“ Why, it’s the Messer folkses
baby. Them that was upsot in
Dry Creek and had a lovely
bonnit along.”

“ It was the sick baby that we
tended down there just this side
of Papeses, yer know, Arty,”
said Tom, with solemnity.

Oid Mrs. Rose, Captain John’s mother, who sat
near by, said: “ | knowed she’d never raise that
there child. It allus was a weakly thing. It'sa
marey it's took away now”— and the good oid
woman knocked the ashes out of her pipe, and
sighed.

* Death in the camp,” thought Barney to him-
self, and he looked around and wondered how it
would seern if death was in their camp as it was in
their neighbor’s. His eyes rested lovingly on his
brother’s golden head, and he asked: “ Can we be
of any service, do you think, Nance?”
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“ I reckon. The baby's to be buried at sun-up
to-morrow; and dad said if one of you fellers would
go down to the mouth of the canon with him
to-night, he'd help dig a little grave.” And the
girl turned away to hide her tears as she uttered
the word so full of sadness to all ears.

The boys eagerly volunteered to assist in every-
thing that was to be done; and by the edge ofa
dry ravine, under a lone tree, they hollowed a little
cell before they slept.

Next day, before the camps were broken up, all
of the emigrants on the ground gathered about the

bush's go-cart.

wagén of the Messers, where a little white bundle
was lying on a square pile of yokes, covered smooth-
ly with a blanket. On this white shape was laid a
poor little knot of stunted cactus-flowers, the only
blooming thing which the arid plains produced.
Near by sat the mother, crouched on the ground
and moaning to herself, “ Such a little thing!—
such a little thing !”

“ It’s powerful rough to have to bury the baby
out yer in the wilderness-like,” complained the
father. “ 1 wished | had n't a-come.”

“ Don’t take on so, ole man,” said his wife.
“ He's better on 't— he’s better on’t.”

The youngest boys raised the burden at a signal
from Captain Rose. They bore it to the open
grave, all the company following with uncovered
heads. Then the little white bundle was lowered
tenderly into the earth. The tearful mother picked
up the yellow cactus-flowers, which had fallen to
the ground, kissed them and cast them in. Then
stout branches of sage-brush were laid over the
figure beneath, forming a shelter from the soil.

Now a white-haired oid man, the patriarch of
one of the companies, lifted up his hands and
prayed by the open grave. There was a stifled
sigh liere and there in the little assemblage when
he spoke of “ the loved ones left behind,” and of
others “ who had gone on before.” Then he said
a few pleasant and cheery words to the mourning
parents, who were leaving their only child hete
alone in the heart of the continent.
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“ And yet,” he said, “ not here, but up yonder,”
and he pointed upward, where Nance, whose won-
dering eye involuntarily followed the speaker’s, saw
a little bird cheerily winging its solitary way across
the rosy sky. She plucked her mother’s sleeve and
whispered : “ 1'm so glad | picked them posies !”

The grave was filled up, the simple ceremony
was over, and each party betook itself to preparing
for another day’s journey.

“ Poor little thing ! ” said Mont. “ His journey
is done early; and he rests just as well here as

anywhere.”
“ I'm glad they buried itin the morning,” added
Arthur. “ It is not nearly so sorrowful as itisin the

evening, when the shadows creep and creep, just
as if they would never stop creeping. Seems to
me it’s a good thing to bury children at sunrise.
| don’t know why, though.”

“ Neither do I, Arty,” said Hi;
is a solemn thing, for all that. 1 allow it’'s the
solemnest thing agoin’. | was a-thinkin’ just now,
when we was takin’ down the tent, of a hymn my
sister Pamcly Ann used to sing. By gum, now !
I've forgot the words, but they’'re powerful nice,”
added Hi, looking rather foolish. “ Something
about pitching your tent, anyhow.”

“ Oh, yes! | remember,” said Arty, brightly;
“ it is this:

“ but a buryin’

*Here in the body pent,
Absent from thee | roam,

Yet nightly pitch my moving tent
A day’s march nearer home.'”

“ That'’s it! that's it! Good boy, Arty !'” said
Hi, with shining eyes. “ Now, d’yer know, | often
have them thar words a-buzzin’ through my head
when we set up the tent, nights, all along this yere
trail ?”

“ So do I, Hi,” answered Mont. “ And so I do
when we take it down next day, because, somehow,
the place where we have spent even one night
seems like home when we leave it out ofdoors, as
it were, and go on, knowing we shall never see it
again.”

“ Well, we Te getting really sentimental, Mont,”
said Barnard, “ and all along of that little funeral.”

“ | allow that a funeral, big or little, is the sol-
emnest thing out. Whoa haw! Star! whar in
thunder are yer goin’ ter?” And Hi drove onin
the train that moved out of camp.

Nance trudged along in the dust behind the
Missourians’ wagén, holding on by one hand to the
tail-board, by way of speechless sympathy. The
poor mother sat looking out from the wagon-cover
as the team moved slowly away. She saw the de-
serted camping-ground, where a few dying fires
were smoldering in ashes. She even marked the
lame and worn-out steer that some emigrant had
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left behind, and which now stood looking wistfully
after the departing train. But most she noted the
little mound, fresh with yellow earth, and decently
fenced about with broken wagon-tires, by the lone
tree. The morning sun gilded the small heap of
disturbed soil and deluged all the plain with un-
supportable brightness. She shaded her eyes with
her hand and moaned : “ Such a little thing !'—
such a little thing !”

Nance’'s brown hand closed tenderly on the
woman’s gown, and a few gracious tears dropped
in the dust as she walked.

Chapter XIV.
IN MORMONDOM.

The way now grew more and more crowded. It
seemed as if the teams sprang out of the earth,
they were so numerous, and they collected on the
trail so suddenly, day by day. Desperate charac-
ters, too, became more frequent as the tide of
emigration drew near the city of the Great Salt
Lake. There was much talle about hostile Indians.
The boys had heard this before, when passing
through the Rocky Mountains. Once or twice,
they knew of Indian attacks before or behind them ;
and one day they had overtaken a party of emi-
grants who had lost three of their party during one
of these attacks. They saw, with their own eyes,
the bullet-holes in the wagons of this company,
and they had helped to bury the men left dead on
the ground, after the firing was over and the cow-
ardly Indians were gone.

During that exciting and alarming time, they
had mounted guard every night with the full con-
sciousness that they might be fired upon before
morning. The cattle were kept near the camp,
and the wagons were placed ciése together, so that,
in case of an attack, they could be arranged in the
form of a circle, like a fort. In those days, while
in a hostile country, they had plenty of company
for mutual assistance, however, and they almost
lost the pleasant little privacy of their own camp.
They traveled with a crowd ; they camped with
a crowd. Nance's father, Philo Dobbs, and her
mother, and Nance herself, formed one small party;
and they were glad to keep along with the Roses
and our boys, for the sake of better security from
danger.

Now there were rumors of the Goshoots being
about, and as the Goshoots were a marauding tribe
of Indians, though notso warlike as the Cheyennes,
then very unfriendly, the emigrants were uneasy.
Between Fort Bridger and Salt Lake City, was a
very bad section of roacl. The country was sandy
and dry. Here and there were poisonous springs
of water, and the undulating surface of the ground
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was dotted with clumps of grease-weed and sage-
brush ; there was nothing for the animals to feed
on, and no water fit to drink. To get through this
desoiate region, the emigrants traveled night and
day, or, rather, one day and one night.

The moon was nearly at the full, and the night
was pleasant and cool. As they drove on through
the shadowy hollows and over the ghostlv ridges,
in the moonlight, utterly in the wilderness, even
the cattle seemed to think something unusual was
going forward. Tige turned his head, every now
and then, and looked at Arthur, as much as to say,
“ Queer doings these, my boy.” And Pete, who
never barked except on great occasions, stalked
along by the side of the team, growiing with sup-
pressed excitement. Everybody fclt nervous and
“ scary,” as Bush expressed it, but very little was
said, and the company swept on, wagén after
wagoén, bands of cattle, men on foot and men on
horseback, silently pressing on in the night, in the
midst ofa wild, strange country, with danger lurk-
ing near and an unknown and untrodden space
before them.

About midnight, when the men were beginning
to feel drowsy, when the women had climbed into
the wagons to sleep, and the oxen sliowed their
fatigue by lagging, a suelden panic seized the whole
line. Instantly, and as if all agreed to scatter, the
droves of loose cattle darted off in all directions, to
the right and left of the road, scampering among
the bushes, with their tails in the air. The yoked
cattle followed them, jolting and bouncing the
wagons over the hillocks and rough ground, and
shaking the women and children, who fell out
screaming and terrified. All along the line was

AN EARLY SETTLER

confusién and dismay. The men yelled at their
cattle, but in vain. The animals ran like mad
buffaloes, and careered through the sage-brush
pursuecl by their drivers, who could neither stop
fior turn them.
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The ground was speedily strewn with camp-stuff,
loose garments, and mining “ traps.” Here and
there, a wagén was overturned, and the frantic
oxen dragged it a little way and then stopped
in sullen despair. Tige and Molly joined in the
general stampede, and Arthur and Hi breathlessly
pursued, Barnard having tumbled out of the rear
end of the wagoén, where he had been taking a nap.
As Arty caught up with the team, and ran around
their heads to turn them back, he suddenly saw a
dusky figure rise up from behind a wild-sage bush,
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was now broken and scattered in all dircctions.
Some of the loose cattle had disappeared in the
night, and not a few wagons lay overturned and
half-wrccked among the bushes. People went wan-
dering around seeking for their comrades or gather-
ing up their goods and animals. But the panic was
over.

“ It was only a stampede, after all, Arty,” said
Hi, cheerily.

“ Well, if that's a stampede, I aliow I don’t want
any more of 'em,” said Tom, with his teeth still

THE STAMPEDE.

within a few feet of him. He felt his hair rising on
his head, and he instinctively reached behind him
for his revolver. It was gone'!

Just then, the figure stumbled and fell,
again, and said :

“ 1 just allow this yer is the ornerest, toughest
piece of ground | ever traveled.”

It was Messer, whose team had disappeared in
the struggling masswhich had now gathered at the
foot of a rise of ground. Arty breathed freer, and,
with Mont's help, he and Hi quieted their oxen,
stopped them, and began to look about.

The long procession, which had been moving
along so quictlv and steadily a few minutes before,

rose

chattering. “ | own up that | was orful scared.
Wha'— wha's that?” he exclaimed, starting back
as he spoke.

“ Nothin’, nothin’; ye're scart of yer own shad-
der,” replied Hi, who looked in the direction of
Tom's fears, but with a little shake in his voice.

It was only Johnny, who was hunting about in
the brush for Arty’s pistol.

“ Come out ol that thar brush, you young one,”
remonstrated Hi, with some asperity, as he began
to straighten out the team before driving back to
the road. *“ 'Spos’'n’ yer’'d be ketched by the
Goshools, who'd hev yer sharc of the outfit, 1'd
like to know ? I-law there, you Tige !”
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“D'yer’spose there’'s Injuns about, 11i?” said
Tom.

“ Could n’t say—could n’t say, Tom. Mont here
allo'vs that Injuns hev a way of stampedin’ a train
like that, and then firing into the crowd and pickin’
off the heft o f'em.”

“ Yes,” exclaimed Mont, “ they say that the
Indians will sometimes scare cattle and make them
stampede in that way, and then fall on the clis-
ordered train and destroy the people and capture
the property. But we have seen no Indians.
They had a chance to attack us just now, if they
wanted to.”

“ Well, then, why did the cattle all run like
that ?” demanded Arthur. “ They must have been
scared by something.”

“ 1 just allow it was shadders. The cattle were
skittish and scary-like,” said Hi. “ And | must
say | was sorter panicky myself, before the stam-
pede began. Shadders creeping along side of the
road, shadders stealing along behind in the moon-
lightt: Ouch ! what's that ?”

Everybody started, and then everybody laughed.
It was Pete who carne bounding in from the sage-
brush with Barney’s cap, which he had picked up
somewhere. Barney had not missed his cap, he
had been so taken by surprise when he was shaken
out of the wagon. Arty picked up his pistol near
where the stampede began, and, after recovering
the other things scattered along the path of their
sudden flight, they went back to the road. Many
hands make light work; the overturned wagons
were righted, the cattle were gathered in, and the
train moved on once more. As usual, however,
the panic-stricken oxen did not easily recover their
peace of mind. Once again in the course of the
night, terrified by the weird shadows, perhaps, they
bolted from the track; but they were soon recov-
ered, and they plodded on until daybreak.

In a short time after this great scare, the young
emigrants passed into Echo Canon, then a famous
resting-place for the gold-seekers. High walls of
red, yellow, and cream-colored rock rose on either
side. These walls were topped out with pinnacles,
towers, and steeples. It was like a fairy scene.
Below were charming groves, overshadowing a
winding stream. Above were fantastic rocky shapes
resembling castles, donjon-keeps, cathedral spircs,
battlements, and massive walls. Trailing vines
grew in the high crevices of the precipices and
swung in the breeze. The cafibn was rich with
grass and wild berries, and here the boys camped
for several days, trying curious experiments in
cooking thc fruit which grew so abundantly about
them. “ Sass,” as Hi called it, was the easiest to
manage. They made a few pies, too; but the
pastry was made with bacon-fat and lard, and Bar-
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nard turned up his nose at it, with the remark that
“ it was hog-meat in another shape."

They attempted a berry pudding, and Nance
lent them a cloth to boil it in. Arty would not
permit the cover of the camp-kettle to be taken off,
as that would “ make the pudding heavy.” Nance
had said so. When the hungry company gathered
about the kettle, at dinner-time, to see that famous
pudding taken out, Arthur poked around in a thin
purple broth with a long stick, only to fish out an
unpleasant-looking cloth. The bag had been tied
too tight. The pudding had burst, and was now
a porridge of flour, water, and “ sarvice-berries.”

“ 1 allow the proof of that pudd’'n’ aint in the
eatin’ of it,” solemnly remarked Hi.

But Nance consoled Arty by informing him that
this was an accident which happened to the very
smartest folks, sometimes.

“ Itaint nigh so bad as scaldin’yer bread, Arty,”
said the girl, with a sly laugli.

When they reached the mouth of Emigrant
Canon, a few days later, one fine August morning,
they gazed with admiration upon the city in the
wilderncss— Great Salt Lake City. The cafién
oponed to the west, high up among the mountains.
Below stretched the broad valley, north and south.
Above their heads rose snowy peaks ; beneath, was
a vast plain, belted with winding streams, and green
and gold with grass, orchards, and grain-fields. In
thc midst of this lovely panorama shone the City
of the Saints. It was like a fairy city, or like a
dream. Nearly three months had passed since
they had seen a town, and here was a great,
well-built, and beautifui city. The houses were
gray-tinted or white-washed, the roofs were red,
and innumerable trees embowered the whole. The
plain, in thc midst of which the city was set like a
jewel, rolled far to the westward, where it was
bounded by the shining waters of Great Salt Lake.
Beyond this towered a range of purple mountains,
their sharp peaks flecked with silvery snow.

“ This isa view from the Delectable Mountains I’
murmured Mont, as he sat down.

“ Putty as a picter,” said honest Hi, leaning on
his whip-stock, and gazing at the wonderful pano-
rama. “ Butit minds me of the hymn—

mWhere cvcry prospcct picases.
And only man is vile.’

They do say them Mormons will steal like all pos-
sessed.”

It was a difficult and a zigzag road down the
mountain-side. Many a wrecked emigrant-wagon
lay by the side of the descent, now continually
crowded with the trains of the gold-seekers. At
one place, looking over a low natural parapet, they
saw a wagon and four oxen, lying ina heap of ruin,
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just where they had fallen from the dizzy height
above. So, with much trembling and anxiety, they
crept down by rocky slopes, beetling precipices,
and foamy mountain-torrents, and reached the
grassy plain at last. Here was comfort-an easy
road, plenty of feed and water for the cattle, and
fruit and vegetables growing in the neat farms by
which they passed. It was like paradise.

Driving into the city, which was only a huge
village, with orchards and grain-fields all about,
they were directed to an open square where enu-
grants were allowed to camp. Frcsh meat, vege-
tables, and new flour were to be had here, and in
these unaccustomed luxuries the boys reveled with
great delight. It seemed as if they were near their
journey’s end. The mishaps, discomforts, and
perils through which they had passed, were far
away now. Here were flower-gardens, people liv-
ido- in houses,- and here were families abiding, not
camping out for a night. Their tent, which had
become their home, almost beloved as such, ap-
peared frail and shadowy by the side of these sub-
stantial and comfortable houses, in which people
actually lived.

“ We must get up and dust out of this.
homesick,” was Hi’'s plaintive remark.

“ Lor!” said Nance, whose family was 011 the
spot when they drove into town. “ Lor ! the wim-
men is orful ornery. So old-fashioned, you can’t
think ! Nothin'but sun-bunmts and caliker gownds.
| aint seen a sunshade since | 've bin here. Ugh !
such a place, | want to git.”

The bovs thought that they never could git
when they woke up one fine morning and found
their cattle gone. They had been chained to the
wheels of the wagén when they “ turned in” to
slcep the night before. Mont had waked in the
night and heard Star, who was a restless creature,
chafing with his chain. Now they were gone !

They looked in blank amazement, wondermg
how the thieves could have taken them away with-
out disturbing anybody. It was useless to look for
tracks. The turfwas trodden by numerous hoofs,
coming and going.

“ Where's that rascal Pete that he did n t bark .
If there had been a chipmunk about the camp,
he 'd have wakened up everybody,” stormed Bar-
nard, with great anger.

“ Sure enough, where’s Pete?” asked Arthur.
He was not to be seen. The boy whistled for his
oid friend, but had no responso. Pete had dis-
appeared.

This was a great calamity, and, leaving the
younger ones to get brcakfast and watch the camp,
Mont, Hi, and Barnard went out to look for the
stolen cattle. They carne back, late in the morn-
ing, one after another, without tidings. Everybody
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had told them that the Monnons would steal the
tires off the wagon-wheels; that it was more dan-
gerous here than in the Indian country ; and then,
there were dreadful rumors of emigrants— “ Gen-
tiles,” the Mormons called them— disappearing
suddenlv and never being heard of again. If
strangers made trouble about being robbed, they
were quietly “ put out of the way,” nobody knew
how.

The boys looked at the useless yokes, lelt piled
on each other by the wagén, thought of their stolen
cattle, and sat down to a very gloomy breakfast.
Sympathizing friends and acquaintances from neigh-
boring camps carne in with offers of help, but they
could not give up all hope of finding their own
again. Arty confessed to himself that he ratlier
enjoyed the celebrity which the affair gave his
party, thougli he was not plcased when some rough
stranger laughed at “ the youngsters who had their
cattle stolen from under their blankets while they
slept.” But next day, after they had spent one
whole day in hunting for their stock, they heard
that another party, Oll the west side of the citv,
had been robbed of a horse and three yoke Ol
cattle.

Mont went to a Mormon justice of the peace and
stated his case. He was received with great grirn-
ness, and a constable was sent down to the camp.
This official looked at the wagén, tent, and camp-
stove, asked if they had any tea to sell, and went
away. They never saw him again.

On the third day, Mont, Hi, and Arthur were
prowling about on the outskirts of the city, where
the denser settlement melted away into small farms.
The boy had strayed away from his compamons,
and was attracted by a neat little cottagc built of
adobe, or sun-dried brick. The roofwas of thatch,
and in the trim door-yard bloomed marigolds, hollv-
hocks, larkspur, and other old-fashioned flowers.
A cat purred in the sun, and a flock of white-liaired
children played 011 the. low door-step.

“ This seems like home,” murmured the poor,
dispirited and lonesome boy.

A sad-looking, sallow-faced woman, coming to
the door, said : “ Would you like to come in among
the posies, my lad ?”

“No, I thankyou, ma’am,” civilly replied Arthur.
“ But'l should like a sprig of that lavender, if you
can spare it.”

As the boy spoke, a short, sharp bark, strangely
like Pete’s, sounded from the héuse. He heard a
man’s voice, then a whine, and, as the woman
gave him the spray of lavender, a low-browed,
dark-faced man put his head out of the window,
and said:

“ What are you tolling these tramps about tne
place for? Getout of that!’
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Two more sad-looking and sallow-faced women
now appeared in the door-way, and Arthur walked
away, half-angry, but muttering to himself:

“ Thatman’sa Mormon ! Those are his wives!”

This discovery aroused the boy from his gloomy
thoughts, and his curiosity was stirred to find out
how a man with at least three wives could live.
Loitering down a lafie by the side of the cottage,
he passed by a neat heclge which inclosed a pad-
dock behind the house. He stooped in an aimless
way and peered through an opening in the bottom
of the hedge. The inclosure was about fifty feet
long and twenty-five wide. The upper end was
boundcd by a paling which separated the Mormon’s
garden from the paddock. The lower end opened,
by a pair of bars, covered with cut boughs, on a
common uninclosed space. In the middle of this
cattle-yard, quietly chewing their cuds, were eight
or ten cattle. Among them, to his amazement,
Arthur recognized Tige, Molly, Star, and his mate.

Scarcely believing his eyes, Arty looked once
more, and then dashed away across the fields
and over the ditches, to find Hi and Mont. They
were sitting disconsolately by some wild raspberry
bushes, making a poor pretense of picking the
fruit, when Arty rushed up, his eyes sparkling, his
face all in a glow, and his breath coming and going
fast.

“What luck ?” exclaimed Mont, whose quick
cye saw that something had happened.

“ Found ’'em !— found 'em !” panted the boy.
“ The whole lot are together in that corral with
the hedge around it!"

“ Gosh all Friday !” said Hi.

The three boys now walked rapidly back in the
direction of the adobe house, which was about a
mile off, but in plain sight. Arriving at the open-
ing in the rear of the paddock, they reconnoitered
through the brush which was ingeniously twisted
into the bars, so that the hedge, from the outside,
seemed unbroken.

“ There 's Tige, and Molly, and all
whispered Hi, with glistening eyes.

“We 've two pistols among us. Let’'s march
boldly in and drive them out,” said Mont.

Without a word, Hi tore out the screen ofboughs,
Ict down the bars, and strodc in. Just then, the
back-door of the house opened and the dark-faccd
man appeared.

hands,”

“ Get out of that corral, or 1'll shoot you !” he
cried, and he raised a fowling-piece to his shoulder
as he spoke.

“ Don’t be afeard, boys; it aint loaded !” called
one of the sad-looking women, who suddenly carne
around the coérner of the house. The man mut-
tercd an oath, and pursued her as she disappeared
among the hollyhocks.

THE BOY EMIGRANTS.
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The boys hastily separated their cattle from the
rest, and drove them down the paddock. Just
then, the man, who had run around the hedge,
appeared at the opening and began to put up the
bars.

“ Leave those cattle alone,” said he, savagely.

“ They 're our cattle, and we are goin’ to take
'em,” was Hi's dogged reply.

The man went on putting up the bars. Then
Mont drew his pistol,— a wicked-looking little ma-
chine,— and, pointing it directly at the fellow’s

head, said:
“ Put down those bars, or |'ll shoot you! Now
then: One — two !—three !”

The man turned and fled.

Arty ran down, dropped the bars, and the cattle
passed out. The opening was closed behind them,
and the little party, triumphant, but not without
fears, took their way back to town. They were
received at the camp with great acclamations, Bar-
nard having returned in the worst possible spirits.
The neighboring emigrants gathered in to con-
gratulate them on their good luck, as well as their
pluck.

“ But suppose that chap takes it into his head
to come down on us with legal documents, con-
stables and things !” said Barnard.

Captain John Rose took up his favorite rifle,
which was lying in the sun, and remarked:

“ If thar’'s Mormons enough in this yer city to
capture the gang of Gentiles lyin’ around loose in
this yer squar’, let’'em come on. No better fun
than that fur me !

As amatter of precaution, however, it was thought
best to get out of town as soon as possible. The
few necessary purchases had been made. Letters
were written home ; and, yoking up their recovered
team, they hastily departed out of the city.

The affair had been noised about, and several
Mormons carne around them as they drove away,
threatening dreadful things. The dark-faced man
did not appear. “ If he wants his property, let
him come and take it,” said Hi. Strange to say,
he did not come. The emigrants were numerous,
lawless, and angry.

The boys drove out to the north-west, their
road leading them by a cluster of boiling hot-
springs, across the Weber, and so on to Box Eider.
The first part of their way was through broad fields
thick with grass and yellow with wild flowers.
Across these they saw behind them the City of the
Saints, now no longer attractive, as they drove away.
Something carne bounding toward them across the
grassy plain, now lost in the tall growth, and now
springing into the streams which laced the plain.
It seemed an animal, and yet it appeared like a
man running on all fours with marvelous swiftness.
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It carne from the direction of an adobe house, on
the edge of the city, in the midst of the fields. As
it leaped nearer and nearer, it gave ajoyful bark.

“it’s Pete! it's Pete!” cried Arthur, and his
tears must needs flow. In another instant, Pete,
with a ragged rope about his neck, was in Arty s

arms, on Hi's back, on Barnard’'s neck, and
knocking little Johnny over in his paroxysm of
delight.

“ Whar hev yer b’en, oid fellcr?” asked Hi.
“ What a powerful shame it is that yer can’t talk!”

[May,

“ | just believe that the man who stole the cattle
took Pete away,” said Arthur. “ | was sure | heard
him in that house. He heard me outside talking
with the woman, and he barked.”

“ But how could he get Pete away without poison-
ing him ?” demanded Mont.

“ Drugged him,” suggested Hi.

“ There’s that knowing 'oid Tige,” said Arthur,
playfully. “ He looks around as if he could tell all
about it.”

But he never did.

"To be continden.)

“ NONE BUT THE BRAVE DESERVE THE FA1K."
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MAY-DAY.

By Alfred Nelson.

Said Mr. Sparrow to his wife,
One morning in the'early spring:
* Dear Mrs. S , upon my life,
1’'ve come across the grandest thing—

A brand-new house, with floors to let,
A mansard roof, and all complete !

We'll take a floor to-day, my pet,
And you must keep it nice and neat.

The situation is tip-top—

None better wheresoe’'r you hop,

And quite within the reach of all

The Windows where the crumbs do fall.”

So off they flew in liaste, to see

The brand-new house ; and, deary me !
Did n't they flutter in and out,

Scarce knowing what they were about !

Good Mrs. S., with straw in mouth,
Picked out a room that faced the south;
For, very prudently, thought she :

“ The sun will warm both eggs and me.”

But Mr. Sparrow did declare

The sun would surely scorch her there;
And as the room was very higli,

Their little ones would fall and die.

At .ast they settled with each other
The first floor front to be the best;

A .d how they did help one another
To build a cozy little nest!

They both flew up, they both flew down,
With threads, and rags, and bits ofstraw;
They were the busiest birds in town,
And each day busier than before.

At last, the nest is all complete,
And Mrs. Sparrow stays inside,

And keeps the house so nice and neat,
That Mr. S. looks on with pride.

And when the little birds appear,
Wont Mr. Sparrow hop and sing,
And sa - to Mrs. S.: “ My dear,
Our jrand-new house is just the thing !”

ROBIN AND CROCUS.

By Emma Burt.

Crocus peepcd out of the earth, in the chill
April weather. The sky was gray, and not a spear
of grass was to be seen, fior a single green leaf;
a fewoid ones clung to the vines and trees, with-
ered and brown.

But Crocus, brave and sweet, lifted its cup’of
gold out of the earth, ciése beside a patch of
snow, and looked shyly about, contented and glad,
though so quite— quite alone, and so coid

“ Forward thing !” said a voice. Crocus started
and shuddered— it was not alone.

“Forward thing!” repeated the voice, dis-
tnally. “ It would be more becoming were you to
"ait until your betters had come— not flaunt out
your prettiness uninvited.”

Now, poor Crocus knew that the Pine-tree was

near, and had rebuked
and oid and great.

Just then Robin carne hopping blithely along.

“ How do you do, little Crocus? Well met
again!” said he. *“ Hey-dey! What is the mat-
ter? Why so sorrowful, dear?” he gently added.

But Crocus was so very cast-down, it could
scarcely reply. At last it told Robin how it carne
out of the dark earth so early, because the world
was so very lonesome; and that by and by, when
the fast company of grand and lovely flowers ap-
peared, so simple a flower as itself would not be
needed.

“ And when one means to do right, it is very
bad to be thought wrong by those who are great
and wise,” added Crocus, sadly.

it; and the Pine was tall,
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And Robin answered, he felt so sorry he hardly North, to tell them the spring is coming— for fear

knew what to do : they will all be discouraged.
“ Those who are cruel are never great, though “ And is it not something to make people glad,
they reach to the very skies! But never mind, even if we must be chided?”
little Crocus. Let me tell you. Whenever | plume Just then-Claribel carne down the path, and saw
“oh! THE FIRST ROBIN! I SHALL HAVE MY WISH!"

myself ready to fiit away from the sunny South, the Robin and Crocus together. She sang out:

every one says to me: “ Oh'! the first Robin! | shall have my wish!"
“ *Foolish bird ! Foolish bird! 'T is chilly and Then she paused with lifted hand, thinking which

drear up there. Wait a little. You will find noof all the delightful things in the world she now

leaves to hide away'your nest.” But the more they most wanted.

say the merrier | sing; and away | fly to the chilly “ It shall be a hat with blue ribbons, and a
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PEEP AT

flower like Crocus in the blue, for me to wear at
Easter.”

So Robin, when he heard this, soared away well
pleased. And Claribel tenderly picked the flower,

oLD
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saying: “ Dearest blossom of all the year, you are
like a drop from the sun, after the winter days. |
will put you very near my heart.” So she fastened
the flower on her dress, and Crocus was comforted.

A PEEP AT OLD LOMBARDY.

By Emma D.

As the traveler enters Italy from the north, he
finds himself in the midst ofa rich and fruitful val-
ley, where olives, mulberries, and grapes abound,
and the peasantry seem industrious, and most of
them free from want. But as he passes along,
although he finds large cities, in which the people
seem as full of life as in ours, he notices continually
evidences of great antiquity in their churches,
public buildings, bridges, and monuments, and
naturally wishes to know something of their his-
tory. But no doubt he is surprised, as you will be,
tolcarn that the cities of Northern Italy are many
of them older than Rome, some being so ancient
that nothing is known of their foundation. Among
them, Cremona is the most important, it having
been taken by the Tuscans in the fifth century,
«lio found it a great and powerful city. Then it
ras overrun and destroyed by the Gauls, after
which it lay a ruin for two hundred years. Later,
there carne down from about the Danube a horde
of Teutonic people, called Longobardi (or Long-
beards), who swept over and took possession of
Northern Italy, their king making Pavia his capital
and giving their Aiame to the country, which they
held one hundred and fifty-seven years. Then,
when Lindprand, their greatest king, tried to
extend his territory too near Rome, the Pope,
Gregory I1., called upon the French to aid him,
and, Crossing the Alps twice, they conquered Lind-
prand, and placed his kingdom under control of
the Pope, who ruled by exarchs (or governors).

The cathedral, of which we have a view, was
begun in 1107, just after a sharp struggle with a
ncighboring city ; but soon after, the Normans,
under Hastings, crossed the Alps, and the Hunga-
nans carne over from the east, so that between
their conflicts the Cremonese only finished the
nave and aisles ninety-seven years later, when it
«as consecrated. Then carne the German emperor
Frederick Barbarossa, or “ Redbeard,” claiming
these cities as his; and as some of them joined

Southwick.

him, and others adhered to the Pope, a new war
broke out, which lastcd until he had destroyed so
many cities that the people formed a league against
him while he was gone to Rome, and on his return
he was stopped by a new fortified city— which,
although he called it a town of straw,, was strong
enough to keep him in check— and an army before
the gates of Milan sufficient to entirely defeat him.
The “ Lombard League” was formed in 1167, but
it was eighty years before there was a lasting peace,
which the tower beside the church was built to
commemorate. Being thc highest in any city of
Northern Italy, it was called the Great Tower, and
all the cities joined in paying forit. The Cremo-
nese are so proud of it, that an oid Latin rhyme is
repeated by them to this day, which says:

Rome has the st. Peter’s,
Cremona the tower.”

It is three hundred and ninety-six feet high, and
in two years was carried up to where thc square
portion terminates, while the top was not added
until 1518, when it was needed to cover the great
bells; and the enormous clock was placed in the
third story in 1594. It is of brick, and has a stair-
way of four hundred and ninety-eight steps leading
to the highest cupola; and the oid watchman who
lives away up in some of the dark nooks, is always
ready to point out the beauties of the landscape to
any visitor who has the courage to mount to his
eyrie.

A story is told that, in 1414, the Emperor Sigis-
mund and the Pope carne to Cremona to consult
with its ruler—a cruel, treacherous man, but wise
and crafty, who, after gaining all he desired, invited
his guests to mount to the top of the tower, to see
the magnificent prospect. He went up alone with
them, and they all carne down in safety. But a few
years later, when brought to the scaffold at Milan,
he said the one thing he regretted mostofall in his
life was, that he had not had courage enough to
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push the Pope and Emperor over the battlements
of the tower at Cremona, which he had then
planned to do, and make himselfemperor.

But to go back to the church. After the tower

was raised, and an arched loggia connected it with

the cathedral, the front, as you see it here, was

oLD

(M ay,
LOMBARDY.

time; and the pillars in the arched door-way are
supported on the backs of lions and gnffins, while
all about on the sides are sculptured strange figures
all of which were peculiar to the Lombards, and
belong especially to their churches. But the
glory of gilding and painting in the interior makes

THE CATHEDRAL OF CREMONA.

commenced, butwas not finished for three hundred
and thirty years; and although all of marble, is,
ofcourse, of many different styles, accordmg to the
tastes of those who carried it forward. lhe grea
rose window is surrounded by a rich mold.ng, with
delicately carved vine, executed in 1274 by Porata
ofComo, one of the most famous workmen of that

up for all the dimness and want of beautiful exte-
rior. To perfect it cost one hundred and thirty-
five years of labor, and it has long been con-
sidered a rival of the Sistine Chapet at Rome in
magnificence, being very lofty and almost coverct
with frcscoes by great artists, most of them
senting Bible scenes.

reprc-
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The dome of the choir is especially beautiful,
illustrating the lifc of Christ from the manger to
the cross; and the south transept fairly glows
with pictures from the Oid Testament, painted by
Giorgio Caselli in 1383. The beautiful wood-work
in the choir, too, which all visitors admire, was
executed nearly three hundred years ago ; and all
about are fine pieces of ancient sculpture.

The baptistery is very interesting also, having
been built about 800. It is octagonal, and has
high small Windows, like those ofa Norman castle.
The great font in the center is a curiosity, being
formed of a single block of marble.

Besides these, there are all about the city inter-
esting buildings, affording perfect specimens of
middle-age architecture, and highly ornamented
with térra cotta statues, vases, and plant,. The
municipal palace, begun in 1206, is supported on
lofty arches, has two fire-towers, and is even now
occupied by the government. The market, as you
see, is held in the great square in front of the
cathedral, and although it seems rather a strange

YACOB AND
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place for it, we find the same custom in most of
the citiesof Europe. And if one risesearly cnough
to see the peasants as they come in from the coun-
try, | assure you he is fully repaid by novel sights.
Their carts, of the rudest pattern, are drawn by
—what shall I say?— sometimos a pair of oxen,
sometimes one ox, then by a cow and donkey, and
again by a cow or donkey and a woman; in such
cases, one is fastened between the shafts and the
other pulis at the side. Dogs, too, are used, but
not so much as in the north of Europe ; and it is
not uncommon to see a man or woman hauling
into town a very large load. There are no booths,
but the produce is arranged on tables or in baskets,
and large umbrellas keep off either the sun or rain.
The articles for sale are wonderfully like those in
our markets, excepting silkworms, figs, olives, and
flax ; and the climate is so warrn that our summer
vegetables abound there in winter.

Thus there isat Cremona, as everywhere in Italy,
a mingling of ancient and modern things, and
every spot is full of interest for oid and young.

HIS DONKEY.

By Albert Rhodes.

Yacob was the fiame of an Arab boy in the
Oriental city of Cairo. He was poor, and, like
most of the poor boys of that city, his chief am-
bition was to own a donkey and hire him out to the
travelers to go to the pyramids and other places of
interest in the neighborhood of Cairo. As it was,
hewas only the driver of another man’s donkey;
that is, when the animal was mounted by the
traveler, he ran behind, poking the quadruped
with a sharp stick to keep him in a brisk trot.

One day, while Yacob was standing in front of
Shepherd’'s Hotel in Cairo, wishing he had a
donkey of his own, an English traveler on the
veranda beckoned to him and asked him why he
looked so wistful, and Yacob answered that he was
unhappy because he had no donkey.

And when the Englishman heard his story, he
rallcd his servant and told him to bring up Mafish,
«hich was an oid sleepy donkey. Then he said to
Yacob:

1Would you be happy if you owned that donkey,
mylad?”

“ Oh, master, | would be happy with any don-

«y 1" said Yacob.

YolI. I11.—31.

“ Then,” said the Englishman, “ he is yours— |
make him a present to you.”

When he said this, the other travelers gathered
around, with smiles on their faces, for it appeared
that the Englishman was a man much given to
making fun. He told Yacob to get on the donkey
and ride him up and down in front of the hotel a
few times, to show his gait. Yacob got astride of
him, and found that he was stiff in the legs and
moved slowly, notwithstanding the sharp pokes he
gave him with his stick.

“ 1 shall give the donkey a fiame that will draw
custom for you,” said the Englishman as the lad
rodé up to the veranda.

Yacob was much pleased that his benefactor,
should give the donkey a fiame, for he had seen
some of his companions who hired their donkeys
more easily than others, on account of fortunate
fiames given to them by travelers.

" | shall be much glad to cali him what my
master pleases,” said Yacob.

“ Then his fiame shall be Lightning,” said the
Englishman, and the other travelers laughed.

Yacob did not know what Lightning meant, and
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he continued to cali his donkey by that fiame after
the Englishman went away. He did not have
much difficulty in hiring his donkey; but when the
travelers started on their journey, they told Yacob
he was a humbug, and that he had imposed on
them with his animal. So that they only kept
Lightning for a few minutes, and the same people
never hired him twice.

One day, as he led his oid donkey toward the
hotel veranda, after being called a little humbug
by an angry traveler, who refused to pay him for
hire of half an hour, he was spoken to by a fat
man in a long black coat, who told him he ought
to cali his donkey Slow-coach.

After that, Yacob called him Slow-coach, not
knowing any more about that fiame than he did
about Lightning. But this change of fiame, in-
stead of mending matters, made them worse. In
short, no one would hire his donkey any more on
any condition, and Yacob and Slow-coach were a
rueful pair, as they stood idly before the hotel.

One day, as he stood thus, the Prince of Wales
carne out from the veranda (the Prince was then
on his way to the East Indies), mounted Slow-

SNOW-FLAKES.
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coach, and rodé him two or three yards, and then
got off and took another donkey. Thereupon
Yacob bemoaned his bad luck in hearing of an
American sitting on a tilted chair on the veranda.

“ Yacob,” said the American, “ your donkey
shall be hired as much as any other, but hereafter
his Aiame must be the Prince of Wales.”

The American had a certificate drawn up and
sworn to before the American Cénsul in Cairo, to
show that the Prince of Wales had, without any
doubt, mounted Yacob’s donkey; and when the
lad wanted to hire the animal to any man, woman
or child from England, all he had to do was to
show this certificate, and they straightway engaged
him, notwithstanding his moping gait and stiff
legs. They engaged him for whole days, fondled
him, and begged Yacob not to poke him up too
sharp from behind. They fed him with whatever
he would eat, and the only drawback to the don-
key’'s pleasant life was that his tail was plucked a
good deal for mementos.

Yacob said, and says still, that the luckiest day
of his life was when he was spoken to by the
American gentleman on a tilted chair.

SNOW-FLAKES.

By M. M. D.

W henever a snow-flake leaves the sky,
It turns and turns to say “ Good-bye!
Good-bye, dear cloud, so cool and gray !”
Then liglitly travels on its way.

And when a snow-flake finds a tree,
Good-day !” it says— “ Good-day to thee!
Thou art so bare and lonely, dear,

1’1l rest and cali my comrades here.”

But when a snow-flake, brave and meek,
Lights on a rosy maiden’s cheek,
It starts—*“ How warm and soft the day!

'T is summer!

and it melts away.
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FAMILY'S

rehearsal.
(For Home Representation.)

MAY-DAY INDOORS;
By
CHARACTERS.
ifuctyrant....... tfd | SO (R 12
@If@ﬂf!i!?@ May Party.: . Ca rche Lucy, oy WAL

é Ts are dressed in w"nte W|t|1 bright sashes, and have Hittle flags
George has a larger flag. ) g

5 GENE.

PoUy [earnestly], Oh, don'tyou think the clouds
will blow over ?

Ned. The whole sky will have to blow over.
all load color 1

Polly [sighing], O dear, dear, dear/

It’s

m m t Mic new-comers. 3%

George [throwingdown a long cmlofevergreen]
Here we come 1

Lucy [almostouto fbreath, and sfeaking fast],
Ves, here we come, pell-mell 1 It-s going to pour!

Carohne [speakingbefore Lucyfm ishes]. Oh, how
*ihave hurned! | felt a great drop fall on my

Alna [speaking before Carolinefinishes], And
think of our dresses! Spand-clean, white dresses?
Aate [speaking before Anua fnis/ies]. No pro-
cession to-day ! No dancing around the May-pole !
[Arthur throws up his hatand catches it. Geome
does the same. ;e

They Sot 3,1 evergreen to trim the

).P e+ and George brought his fla°-1

George. If it had only been pleasant to-dav,
nave let it ram a week afterward !

George [stepping to the windowl There'
Pours! It’s lucky we hurried.

Polly Now all of you stay here and keep May-
ay with us [clapping hands]. Do! Dol

Caroline. Will your mother like it?

PoUy. 1'U g0 ask her [runs out.
[walking to the window],

1d

It

Anyway vou

-W
rant gO tdl it holds up. [Girlsgo to the window.
4 i'L 2at"ayno' |I' ,or " 'k- <m*~

Lys" myd bat - »b»

Mrs. Abby Morton Diaz.

A’ed. The last time we made
found some in his slipper-toes.

it, father said he

oihcrs rcmain standing.J * SOme con”sion.

Now what shall we do with ourselves >

Arthur.
-\ed. Let s get up an entertainment. Tickets
ten cents ; grown folks, double price.
Aate. So / say. And cali ourselves a “ troupe ”
p

ora “ family,” or something.
George. Something that has a foreign sound.
Arthur. How would “ Yotopski ” do ?
Caroline, Lucy and Adna. Splendid !

ily ,nna' Let’S Call ourselves “ The Yotopski Fam-

n N n for °Ur entertajn-

mentT

Polly. 1 think tab/eaux are perfectly splendid !

windsTp! "L,ilte,ly°U!l Have the kind that

uP when

th .y '»d,™ y' =

,LT"éW“L“ h ™ "d.» *
eans Mrs- Jarley’'s Waxworks.
We 'll have the winding kind !

iT:-nSenm
Ned All rlght
.ve have >

Carohne. What Waxworks shal

Ned We might have William Tell shooting the
apple, for one.

Tommy | Ve seen that!
that. Mr. Tell, and his son, and the

George. And the apple makes four.

Anua. Who 'll be Mr. Tell? \,u, Ned?

'T will take three to do
,SS tyrant

Ned. No. 1'd rather be the cross tyrant; | feel
just nght for that. Arthur’ll be Mr Tell
V Llbe Mr-Tell’ an omm{
e door

J Oh’

“n Ee the boy. y[Tommy moves toward t

Where you going, Tommy? !
Tommy [going out]. After my bow 'n’ arrow '

aPplefrom herbasket], Here's

Mr

r Nno*

th e a S

Caroline. What shall we do for a feather ?
lell s hat must have a feather.

Arthur T'1Sti‘P* PICCC °f newsPaPer- [Tums
1 Up,d OHe side and fastens it with a

tw istofpaper-,/eft opon at the top.] There you
wim gg for a turne. y'S S3Ck’ tUrned "'ronS side out,

«.0r- SaCk iS K'Cd ~ bright
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Polly. tle ought to have a wide sash.
Lucy [takingoffhers). Here, take mine!

Polly, Anna, (Not that kin<l of a sash !

and Caroline. 1 0h’ tllat won,t do !
' Funny sash for a man !

Ned [tying sash, at ihe side, around Arthur's
waist]. Oh, never mind. W e’re only rehearsing.

Lucy. How must the cross tyrant be dressed ?
Who knows ?

Anna. The tyrant | sawhad a cape hungon one
shoulder. A shawlwill do for that. [Brings shawl,
which Ned hangs over his left shoulder.] Now
what must he wear on his head ?

Lucy. | should think a tyrant ought to wear a
iall hat.
Polly [going\. I'll get father’s.

Anna [lo Polly], And something bright to put
on it. | remember that part, plainly.

George [calling after Polly]. And something
long, for a sword ! [E xitPolly.

Caroline. If the boys do that, can’t we girls make
ourselves into wax-works ?

Anna. Let’s be a May-day wax-work, singing
and dancing round a May-pole.

George. |'ll be the pole.

Caroline. But you 're not long enough.

George [mounting a chair]. Now | am !

Girls [laughing and clapping], Oh, yes! Oh,

yes! He’'lldo! Trim himup! Trim him up
Ned [lo George]. Yes. Come down and be
trimmed up !

[George steps down, stands erect, armscidse to his body. Girls
hand garlands. Ned winds them around George.)

Kate. Shall we hoist the flag ?

Ned. Oh, yes! bring the flag! And here’s a
string [taking ball o fstringoutofpocket] to fasten
it on with. [Nedfastens the flag-stick to George's
head by winding the string around, then helps him
mountthechair.] Threecheers forthe flag! Now,
one, two, three! [Allcheerand clap.

[Enter Polly with an oid hatand apaper.

Polly. Won't this hat do? Mother can’'t have
father's good one banged about.

George. Oh that's good enough. W e're only
rehearsing. Did you get something bright ?

[Ned puts Qll hat)

Polly [taking outyellow bandanna handkerchief]
Mother said this was quite bright.

Atina. Why, | meant something shiny, like a
clasp, or a buckle.

Kate. No matter, we're only rehearsing.

[Ned tics handkcrcllicf round the hat so that thc comers hane
down.)

Polly [hands the poker], Here's your sword.
That'’s the longest thing | could find.

[All laugh. Ned seizes poker and strikes a military attitude.
h-nter Tommy, with bow and arrow.]

INDOORS.

[May,

Tommy. Where shall I stand up ?

Arthur. Come this way [leads Tommy to one
side the stage; Nedfol/ows]. Ned, you must scowl
and look fierce. Tommy, fold your arms and stand
still as a post.

[Puts apj)le QL Tommy’'s head, and takes aim with bow ar.d
arrow.

Tommy. Oh, I'm afraid! Look out for my
eyes ! The arrow might go off!
Arthur. Tura your back, then.

[Tommy turns around with apple on his head; Arthur aims at
apple. Ned stands by with drawn sword; then all three
resume their former positions.]

Kate. Now, we girls, muststand around the May-
pole [they galher around the po/e]. Who 'll wind ?

Thegirls. You! You! You!

Polly. What a little circle ! | wish we had more
girls !

Kate. So do I!
up the waxworks ?

Anna. The ones | saw all stood on a string, and
the string led to a box, and when the box was
wound up, the waxworks began to act their parts.
A door-key will do to wind with.

Kate. We'll manage in the same way.

[Lays a long string on the floor, passes it under the feet of the
W%)I(W(J)rks, and drops the end of it in a work-box upon the
tablc.

Arthur. Don’t you think you girls ought to be
holding your posies, and your flags, and your flow-
er-baskets, and wearing your wreaths? They’ll
make your waxwork look liandsomer.

Caroline. So they will.

[Girls gﬁt their posies, little flags and kets, take wreaths
irom hats and put them on their heads.

[To Anua] How shall I wind

Anna. You must take a key and pretend to wind
up the machinery. What song shall we sing ?

Lucy. “ The merry month of May ” is perfectly
splendid !

Caroline. | wonder if we know the words? Let’'s
try. [Theysing a May song.

Kate. That’s a good song. Now then! All
ready ! Stand in your places [gets the door-key].
Arms folded, Tommy 1 When |'ve done winding
up, Arthur will begin to take aim, Ned will begin
to scowl and to hold up his sword, and you girls
will begin to sing and dance around. Can’t you
hold your hands high, so the flowers and flags will
show ? [Girls raise their hands.] That's prettier.
Now all stand just as still as real waxworks, till thc
machinery is wound up, then begin. We'll play
that when | throw up my handkerchief, the curtain
falls. Now!

[Kate winds the machinery, theactorsrcmaining quict. When
the winding stops they begin to perform their parts When
thc danccrs have danced twice around the circle Kate
throws up her handkerchief.)

[Curtain Falls.)

[1f dcsirabie, more singing and dancing can be introduccd under
pretenso of practicmg.)
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Another month here? Well, well; they use
themselves up so fast, these months, that, if they
don’t take care, they'll not last the year out. A
pretty piece of business that would be— and a cen-
tennial year, too!

Hurrah for Deacon Green! | hear he iscoming
out handsomely this month in behalfof centennials,
and youngsters, and so on. I knew he would,
sooner or later. You can't do better, my chicks,
than to stand by the Deacon.

MUD PIES.

T here is great sport in making mud pies, |I'm
informed. Well, let me tell you that Jack has heard
of a city— St. Petersburg it is called—where thc
principal ingredient of that sort of pastry is regu-
larly prepared in great piles in the public parks,
and all the children of the city are invited to
come, with pails and shovels, and dig and play
and make mud pies all day. At night, thc clean
sand is carefully swept up again into high, smooth
piles, ready for another day’s sport.

Sensible city fathers those—eh ?

MAY BASKETS.

I SUPPOSE the children of the red school-house
will be bringing May baskets to the little school-
ma’am and to each other this year as they did last
season. It's a pretty custom, but the birds tell me
it isnotsocommon as it should be. A May basket
is the sweetest and freshest thing I know of, always
excepting the little schoolma’am. Sometimes it is
hardly more than a tiny white paper box with rib-
bon handles, filled with violets, but it is always
lovely, with its white or blue ribbon streamers, and
its moss and early wild ilowers. | hope all little
lame children, who can’t go out and play, and
children in hospitals, will have May baskets sent

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

(May,

them this year. May baskets are such simple lit-
tle things, they can be made and filled in any way
one picases—and, what is more, they grow like a
flower, right out of loving hearts !

EATING INSECTS.

Have you heard the shocking story that Mr.
Darwin and Mrs. Treat have been telling about
certain plant-relatives of mine—the sundew and
others— that they actually catch and eat inseets?

Between ourselves, your Jack is very much con-
cerned about this, and I intend to ask the rice-birds
— who are well acquainted in North Carolina, where
that naughty plant lives—what they know about it.
The proofs are very complete, to be sure; but
we 'll see what the birds say.

CRYING TREES.

“ Yes, sirs,” said the Deacon to the little boys,
“ 1 've seen them often— crying trees: that is, trees
that shed tears. The tears are not salt like yours,
but they are very respectable tears, and the poor
tree weeps from morning till night, and from night
till morning. It's called the miningo-tree, and
you can find out all about it if you look into your
encyclopedia.

AN UNHAPPY TRAVELER.

Dear Jack-in-the-Pulpit: Did you ever hcar ofa quail living
for three days and nights without food or dnnkV A few days ago,
my father, who is in thc produce coinmission busmess in this city,
rcceived a box of quails (supposcd to be dead, of coursc) from Whitcs-
burg,Tcnn. The time taken in transporting them was about seventv-
two hours. When the porter opened the box, you may imagine lus
surprise when one of the quailsjumped outand made a wcak attempt
to escape. The bird was taken and put into a basket and supphcd
with rye and water. These quails had been trapped, and their nccks
then wrung; but, in some way, this little iellow had cscaped injury,
for he was in pcrfect condition, and soon revived.

Yours truly, Jno. C.W ., New \ ork city.

THE GREATEST TOOTHACHE EVER KNOWN-

If ever any of you should have a toothache, my
poor children, and it's very likely that you will,
just look into the brook, or any other mirror, with
your tear-dimmed eyes, and notice how small is thc
little white tormentar that is causing so much pain.
Then, by way of comfort, | want you to reflect how
much worse"it would be if this tiny white thing
were an elephant’s great tusk, with toothache all
through it.

Perhaps you will say that elepliants can t have
toothache ? Then listen to the sad story of Chunee,
the elephant of Exeter Change.

At Exeter Change, in the great city of London,
there was, many years ago, a menagerie in thc
second story of a building. Here the elephant,
Chunee by fiame,— a very quiet, well-trained beast,
—was confined in a cage, under which thc floor
had been strengthened to support his weight. Clm-
nee never carne out, but seemed very happy, for
all that. Suddenly he became raving mad, and
screamed and trumpeted, and endeavored vigor-
ously to tear away the iron bars of his cage.

Now, if he had succeeded in getting out upon
the floor, Mr. Chunee would have immediately
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dropped through _into an apotheca_ry shop belpw. part of the story is that the eggs are not alike; in
If he had fallen into the scales, his exact vveight fact, it would be almost impossible, among thou-
_might have been ascertained, after a fashion ; bUt,’ sands of them, to find a single pair that matched
n olt:ehr respl))eets,fa mad eler[]Jhantbm”a_drug-rs]Fore m color. They are brown, green, white, blue, or
wou ave been far worse than a bull in a china- . ! ' X
shop. If he had been sane, he might have had a gray, as the case may be, with streaks Ol- spots of
Lo . . o blue, black, green, olive, G-brown. But all these
nice time, eating tf_]e liquorice and cough-lozenges faney styles are only shell deep. The little murres
and sugar-coated pillsand candy; but as he was n't that come out of the eggs are all after the same

sar\]/\e;, ItlheCar::(:Ident was not to be SES'rEd' id d pattern, and in time they take after their parents
q ell, “”‘:_el grte‘f tm"trhe %T‘B mf‘”etw' C a?] in a way that is beautifufto behold.
angerous, until, at last, € eef-eaters,” who If you want to see them, go to the Farallone

arlel ghe keeperz of theh Tower gf Lond_l?rr:, Wj_re Islands, in the Pacific Ocean. Climb the first cliff
called upon to destroythe poor east._ ey dis- y5y come to, and turn to the right.
charged many balls from their old-fashioncd musk-

ets into his body, but loss of blood seemed to HOSPITAL FOR ANIMALS
increase his fury, and not lessen his strength. ’

There were no rifle teams in those days, to reach Well, now! Here's news for the birds and
Ins brain with a single shot, so a piece of artillery poasts and inseets! 1 wish they all could go to

was actually brought up, and poor Chunee, obey- |ngia to live, though I should lie lonely enough
ing Ins keeper's voice, even in his rage, kneeled yjthout them. In India there is a religious sect
down, and was shet to death with a cannon-ball. whose members make it their peculiar business to
Then the surg-ons discovered that the elephant care for and nurse wounded and sick animals, from
had been su.ffering from the gre_atest toothache ever gyen down to flies. Hospitals have been built in
known. His tusk, preserved in the warehouse of Bompay, and are full of disabled cattle, dogs, cats,
the East India Company, shows this.. ) birds, rats, and sparrows sent there for treatment.
Now just think of what an awful thing six feet of |t myst be an odd sighf to see cows with their eyes
toothache must have been, and pity poor Chunee 1 bandaged, and fowls strutting around with one
wooden leg, and men feeding and waiting on them.

CLEANING FLOORS WITH ORANGES. But it is much pleasanter than to see boys teasing

That's shocking, isn't it? But, then, thev a cat, O- throwing stones at a bird. 1 wish a few

have more of them than we do, for it is in Jamaica dozen of those pious Jains would come to America
—don’t you ?

that they make scrubbing brushes of oranges, and
you may be sure it's true, because Mr. Gosse saw
them do it. The floor was of hard, polished wood,
and, before the family were out of bed, two or . . .
three colored servants scrubbed over the whole of AT Mumford, in Napa County, California, there
it with sour oranges, cut in halves. When the 1San unfinished church, 1'm told, which is built of
juicc was rubbed out of one piece, they would take Petrified wood (all of you who do not !(now what
another, and so they used up a big trayful of them. Petrified means, may have five minutes’ recess for
A polish was put on by rubbing with cocoanut hunting up the word in your dictionaries). Already
husk, and the floor looked as if it had been vvaxed. it has become famous, and strangers from various
parts flock to see it. | am told that in the stone of
its walls and tower various objeets may be clearly
. . . traced. Besides different kinds of wood showing
The murre is a queer bircl. - It is of about the the grain perfectly, there are leaves, ferns, twigs
size of a small duck? and it sits on only onc egg at " dg'l b Pe! ya I £ 't d’b gt"
a time. If her nest is robbed, the mother murre enarils, berries, and mosses, all perfect an eauti-
h d si . h ful in form, and grouped together in wonderful

ys another egg and sits again. The strangest ygpety.

A CHURCH BUILT OF PETRIFIED WOOD.

MURRE EGGS.

THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE.

Twenty Prizes offered by Deacon Green.

L2 R e pllcasure o S&,Tn’\é’ %8'5‘050{1 whgdear linio, scl.oolm: ﬁ-,"g‘ next best five bv children from ten to thirteen years of age, and five
ﬁiaes for the same,and Now St Nicholas says | may take my turo. pnzc books to the next best five to those from fourteen to twenty years
cef..re be .. understood that I, Silas Green, hereby request all boy 7Ty WiL . co_ng ! °or "W , which isa capital
and girl readersof st. Nicholas, oflwenty years and under, to send il safffaction f)utsﬂé%h%ﬁ?@"ls{ " ) )
ne cleanly wntten copies of thc Declaralion of 7,jdefiende,mof the Now, my young friends, these are thc conditions which are required
United States of Amcnca as finally adopted and signetl (the same to  ©f @ll co.npet.tors: All "Dccbra.jo,s” to be sent j, bv June «L
nd Plamly writtcn, word for word (tio jllc.-lblc

to the Work Of theirown hands), with Aames am! S/alcs ofall y "T 1 bl nentl> i
i copy will be exnmmc&), and thc full fiame, age. and Posl-ofiice' ad-

i«€sIgners.  lo the best five, copies sem in by children from ten to N
hirteen years ofi age, | shall award and deliver five beautiful ink- fs nmOI, MW rrm"St be,?,ven both IhI' * Dcclaration” and on
siands modeled after thc Oid Liberty Bell, crack and all. Also, to pn -rne n f- P, _P'lperi . "'rlc,lcrsa"d " D'datations " to
to bvc best copies sent in by young folk from fourteen to twenty ° “ 7,nnercfcn 2ardot 8t. N|c¥l<olas, 7% Broa way, N.'Y. Be
yrars Ofage, five beautiful mksiands as above described. These ink- iee’E Hi! ' 1o make "°,"I's! in c"P%"'S— A curacy, cor-
1 "™ * >3 fine lustonc mementos of this ccmennial year. sonable  €Ct SPClimg, neatness, pcnmanshipand promp S5 all’shall be°taken
f'tany library or parlor, and | wisli 1 could afford to offer a hundred PR ADN TA a P
0 them. Besides these, | hereby offer second piiZes of five Swiss miuee of fivej'indudfng _P z WUCha_ be decid” " by a
vniages in miniature (card-board modcls of Swiss architecture), to thc Your friend and well-wishcr to command,

Silas Green.
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THE FATE OF A GINGER-BREAD MAN.

Here ’'s a nice brown ginger-bread man,
Freshly baked in the baker’s pan,

Spiced and sugared, and spick and span ;
Cloves for his eyes and paste for his tie—
Oh, what a nice sweet man to buy!

Here are Félix and Mary Ann

Looking in at the ginger-bread man
(Spiced and sugared, and spick and span,
Cloves for his eyes and paste for his tie),
Wondering whether the price is high.

Here are Félix and Mary Ann
Going home with the ginger-bread man
That was baked in the baker’'s pan.

“ Far too nice to be eaten,” they said;

“ Keep the man for a dolly, instead.”

Here behold the ginger-bread man,
That was baked in the baker’'s pan,

In the doll-house of Mary Ann.

See him stand, with his round, fat face,
Among the dolls in silk and lace !

Here are Félix and Mary Ann
Sleeping sound as ever they can,
Dreaming about the ginger-bread man
Left in the doll-house, set away,

Till they wake in the morn to play.

See this rat; since the night began
He has prowled to get what he can.
Ah, he smells the ginger-bread man !
There 's the doll-house under the shelf,
Just where the rat can climb himself!
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Every rat will get what he can.

Ah, the poor, sweet ginger-bread man !
Wake, O Félix and Mary Ann!

There'’s a patter, a jump, a squeak—

Ah, if the ginger-bread man could speak !

See the rat, as quick as he can,
Climbing up for the ginger-bread man
In the doll-house of Mary Ann!

Ah, if the ginger-bread man could run!
Oh, to see what the rat has done!

Here are Félix and Mary Ann

Come to play with the ginger-bread man,
Spiced and sugared, and spick and span.
Ah, behold, where he stood before,

Only crumbs on the doll-house floor!
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AWARD OF PRIZES.

Again the children have come out supcrbly in bchalfof st. Nich-
oLAas work ! 1 ilis time only girls and boys of thirteea years of age
or younger have competed for the prizes, and yet two thousand and
nine of these, from all parts of our contincnc and from England, have
sent corrected copies of this “ Short Tale” (published in February
numberofst. page 260).

So very many sent in absolutely correct renderings, that wc must
have a very long Roll of Honor to do themjusticc. Not one whose
version containcd a single mistake in spelling is admitted upon this
list; thereforc, those who did not win prizes may be well contcnt to
find their Aiames on the Roll of Honor.

As for the prizes, it was so jmpossible, taking all the conditions into
account, to pick outthe best twelvc correct versions without doing
injustice to two or three, that finally wc, the committce, were con-
strained to award fiftecn prizes, as follows:

Nichoi.as,

PRIZE LIST.

Fanny Binswanger, Philadelphia, Pa.

Mary Sloan, St. Paul, Minn.

Wm. Proctor Gould Harding, Tuskaloosa, Ala.

Hcnry S. Redfield, Hartford, Conn.

Charlotte Ethcl Brown, Yarmouth, N. S.

Glenn R. Gardner, New Oxford, Pa.

Robert B. Adam, Bufialo, N. Y.

Lizzie Shepherd Pitman, Fair Haven, Ci

Nellie Collins, Dallas, Oregon.

Frcd. M. Pcasc, Rockland, Maine.

Alice Maud Thackray, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Maggie Cady, Nichols, N. Y.

Katharinc Gibbs, Gillwcll Park, Scwardstone,
Essex, England.

Frank ©. Kemp, South Hadlcy. Mass.

Carrie W. Mitchell, Daytona, Florida.

Our hcarty congratulations to you, young friends! The prizes
already are on their way, and we shall be glad to hear of their safe
arrival. Two large cnvclopcs containing, in all, sixteen colored
pictures with sixteen stories by Aunt Fanny, author of “ Night-cap
Stories,” go to each prizc-winner. These stories were writtcn ex-
pressly for Scribner & Co., and have never been published in any
other form.

THE STORY CORRECTED.

One day last week, | set forth to roam o'er the plains and
through the vales. The sky was fair and bluc, and the low sun
threw his palé rays o’er the sccne. Deer, cwcs, and liares were gani-
boling on one side, while on my right rose long, straight rows of maize,
mght fect high or so, and asfresh as rains and dewscould make them.

h,” said I, raising one of the sweet kcrnels to my nosc, “ surely
this plant lias no peer among the cercais! See the ricli hue of its
waving leaf—its flower like a lock of silken liair—its golden seed in
rows of kemcls, which, made into flour and then into dough or bread,
charm our palatcs. It feeds not man alone, but the fowl of the air
and fish of the seas.”

1 might have continucd in this style an hour, but | saw the sun had
set and the night was coming fast, and it began to rain. My way
lay through a lonc wood of firs, yews, and bcechcs. The clouds rose
higher, the lightning shene, and the thunder pealcd aloud, till my
wholc soul was faint with fear. | flew on my coursc, though my fect
hardly could hear my weiglit, till my toe was caught by a dccayed
limb and | was ihrown down, striking my heel on a rock, which was
the cause of a great pain. | had 110sense left. | heard something
in my head like the ringing of a knell, or like the thrill of the air after
a bcll is tolled. It took some time to climb back to the road, but
then the rain was done, and the stars shone forth. | kncw theway,
and soon reached home. My aunt was at the gatc, waiting, and she
liicd tomcct me. She led me in, took off my wet wraps, gave me
hot teas and a supper of fried soles, with ncw rye bread, so sweet
that it needed 10praisc. | soon rctired to my pallet, glad to lie down
in peacc and rest.

Before giving the Roll of Honor, let me say a few words to all who
sent in corrected versions of this “ Short Tale.”

In the first place, my boys and girls, every single answer, whether
correct or not, has been read with interest, and its points carcfully
noted. Some ol you have workcd under disadvantages which would

THE LITTLE SCLIOOLMA'am’'S REI'ORT.

[May,

LITTLE SCHOOLMA'AM’'S REPORT
“A SHORT TALE.”

have discouraged many older heads, and all of you have shown a zeal
and intelligence which make me the proudest and happiest little
schoolma’am in the world  Wholc schoois have sent in answers, and
budgets have been forwarded by families ofbrothers and sisters, from
the big boy of thirtccn years, who can write like a book-kccper, to
the little tot who can only print. Some who have tried very, very
hard to be correct, have made one or two mistakes, which, though
exeluding them from the prizes and Roll of Honor, need not by any
means discourage them from futuro eflort. | am not sure that 1 do
not at hcart think most of the dear little folks who have tried and
failed. The succcssful ones, you see, can take caro of themsclves.

Now | shall point out the most common errors, so that you all may
avoid them in futuro. Many have writtcn the plural of nouns with
an apostrophc, as though they were meant to be in the possessive
singular, as dCiU's, teas ; others have divided words of one syllable,
such asfai-iit, thril-l, di-mbt placing part on one line and part on
the next; others, in copying, have accidcntally left out words and
phrases, and many have tripped on the following words: V\avemg,
Ilghtenlng (for lightning), gatnbliug (for gamboling), cerials and
SEriais (for cereals), Strait (for straight), O're (for o’er), Waive (for
wave). Spelling according to eithcr Worccstcr or Webster was, of
course, allowed; but when the wrong word was used, as Strait for
straight, we could not letit pass. As agreat many gave the inter-
jection “ O ! when they should have written “ Oh!" | cali altention
to the proper distinction between these cxclamations as given Il
Worcester's Unabridged

In conclusién, with a full heart | thank you, one and all, parents
and children, for your good letters and the hearty lovc you show for
dear St. Nicholas. And now for the grand

ROLL OF HONOR!

Jcanie J. Sprunt Kittie H. Hoytc
Jessie M. Meekcr Sarah W. Learned
Augustus P. Murdoch Cally Comstock
Howard G. Tuthill Silas H. Elliot
Glovcr E. Sanford Lillie H. Vandegrift
Nellie Divelbiss Mabcl Wildcr Baldwin
Annie May Christian May P. Elden

Minnic H. Bridgmaji
Annie Gracc Allyn
Mamie A. Morse
Mary Lillie Keyes
Philo P. Safford
Alma Bertram

Alice Bartow Moore

Julia C. Perry Hattie T. Rcmington E. W. Grabil

Max Ulrich Wm. H. Hollister Harvey B. Dale
Alfred E. Forstall Jack S. Sturtcvant Winnic Louisc Bryant
Daisy Hunt Maudc Merriam Sophie C. Johnson

Mina Adams

Charles D Rhodes

Alida Mitchell Duzen

Amos Russcl Wells Fanny Eliz. Cushing

Katharinc Nash Noble Laurie 'r. Sandcrs

Clara L. Monroe Bessie Bccbe

Jennic F. Drapcr Eugenia B. Knight

Annie C. Ray Louise Rankin Albcc

Birdic Lodgc Bessie Israel

Susie H. Coopcr Nellie A. Merrill

Annie Louisc Wright Gracc Ellcry Channing

Tommy W. Fry Eddie H. Eckel

Lilian Graves Martha S. Davis Haldanc Williams

Maggie C. ElImcr Anna P. Coifin Clara Louisa Thayer

Annie DeWasleHanks Gertrude H. Abbcy  Hclen Ristan

Ethcl Carmalt Lucile Gex Freeman Grace M. Ncwhall

Albin P. Ingram Louisc Vrceland Edward H. Towcr

Sanford Norris Knapp Josic W. Mycrs Jessie Baldwin

Hattie Frazicr Walter G. Hanks Lucy F. Soule

Thornton M. Ware liclen W. Clarkson  Alien Hastings

Susan Eliz. Murray, Frank andChas. Alex- Grace L. Furness
England ander Bessie R. Vroom

Georgc F. D. Trask Annie May Kcith Morton L. Barkcr

Edward S. Anderson Jas. E. Whitncy, Jr. Willard G. Lake

Gertic B. Adams Lucy E. Maxwell Mary Bowditch Whit-

Cora M. Lundy Ida E. Decker ncy

Florcnce Graham Mary B. Sands Maribcll Woolman

Jennic B. Priestley Lucy Amelia Barbour Allic Anthony

Ethel A. Reynolds Mary Chase L oiiic Mc.Mynn

Lulu Thorburn
Hclcn Baldwin
Alice Steger

Ethcl Mcrington
Annie Laurie Adams
Willie T. Jenncy
Wm. P. lllensworth
Sadic E. Prcscott *
Julia Bradbury
Mary Alice Rciff
Emma Howard
Nellie P. Harris

May T. Worccstcr
Gertrude Francés Van
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Mattie Esthcr Cobb
Lilian May ticath
Nettie Cobb

Frank D. Russell
George G. Bradford
Hclen H. Morris
E. A. Law

Dorsey Ash

Nellie H. Suplcc
May Roycr

Jennic M. Acklcy
Arthur Edwin Smith

Eugenc L. Lockwood

J. Aug. Gaylord
Edward A. George
Minnie E. Tibbals
Louis H. Watt
Carne J. Graves
Cora Nafies

Mattic O. M. Carcr

Frederick H. Wolcott

Lizzie S. Wills
Willie Lighton
Clara B Prcsbry
Lucic Gardner
Lucy M. Spcakmati
Eva Cox

Mary C. Crcswcll
Philip liavens
Kate Tranchot
Herbert Sweetzer
Charlie C. Johnson
Hattie A. Thomas
Ruthie B. Franklin
Agnes Kennedy
Frank A. Hutchins

Edith Emily Edwards

Nellie T. Sevmour
\largaret Millcr
Kdwin R. Furncss
Belle Hyde

Hattie D. Hoppin

THE L

Maggie Lyons
Lucy Hoyt

ITTLE

Violct Crane
Julia 13 Ashlcy

JennyAmidon Seaman Freddie S. Goodrich

Fanny T. Bachman
Willie Henry Fraler
James N. Ballantine
Mark W. Collct

Nellie C. Beckwith
Florence Stockstill
Idas D. Schenncrhorn
Hubbard K. Hall

LunetteE. Humphrey Emcst J. Messmore

Jenny Spencc
Julia Etta Frisbie
Virginia Bagby
Hattie C._ Fcrnald
Henry J. Warren
Nellie L. Green
Miriam Kellogg
Hclcn W. Rice
Alice Brown
Mary B. Stebbins
Willie V. A. Catron
Nettie M. Stevens
Lillie B. Todd
Montie liorton
Anna Hulmes

S. Lizzie Dole
Lulu E. Danforth
Walter S. Burdett

Roland Lconard

Fred Kerr

Lulu and ArchicWood
rulT

Mary Albert

Henriettc Vallet

Nelson C. Haskcll

Bcssie M. Rutherford

Minnie H. Huntlcy

Carrie Broadus

Mary L. Feathcrston

Fred L. Blodgctt

Bcssie Head

Louisc F. March

Mary O. Hammond

Agnes Vail

Fred A. Very

Lottic Overacker

James Suydam Strang Mary H. Swords

Maria M. Parker
Sarah Gray Marshall
Adclma S. Ward
Addie W Proctor
Marian E. Griswold
Emma M. Sawycr
Agnes May Lewis
Fanny Rose Calhoun

Ida E. Bay
Mary F. Knox
Ethcl Todd

Evelyn M. Gili

Jacob S. Robeson
Pcrice R. Bennctt
Harry C. Powers
Maggie Hays

Ellen F. Whitelsy
Hattie L. Hamilton
Mamie Fariss
Minnie Eliz. Clinton
Millén R. Hall
Bellc Ross Andrews
Kittie H. Blair
Mamie Newell

Win. Bates Grccnough Albert E. Putnam

Mary S. Corsee
Walter Cheney

Mary Virginia Millcr Louisa S. Patterson

Nellie F. Jenkins
Mary S. Kennedy
Fannie Bell Peck
Philip S. Taylor
Lilian E. Baldwin
Nelly Chase

Mary L. Fiint
Charlie C. Gibson
Lcila M. Crandon
Anna Ward

Grace M‘N. Siilwell
Bailey Brown
I'lOrence M. Easton
Grace S. Dewcy

Fannie Edith Blake
Alice P. Doughty
Bcrtha H. Vaughan
Harr>' C. Wood
Frederic Eastman
Gcertie L Huntington
Jcannie S. McCrccry
Emma L. ICnowlton
Willard Placide Reid
Beirnc Lay
Isabella McIntosh
Einily N. Titus
Mary Eliz. Banning
Celia Frederica Hill

Anna Kate Barldey
Tracey L. Newton
George L. Richardson
Abbie E. Bcmis
Carrie E. Olds
Berdia L. Kirby
Martha C. Rockwell
Nellie T. Kitchell
Wm. L. Ireiand
Nellie Goodhue
Lizzie S.Warren
Flavius M. Crocker
Belle C. French
Mamie E. Koons
Mary Galbraith
Marién Peers
Charlie C. Smilh

Mary Alice Liltefield Isaac W. Van Buskirk Maggie B. Boardman

Harry L. Ford
Rnbt. H. Birdsall

Minnie W. Garfield
Charlotle M. Wayland

Charles Lewls Grimn Alice McClure Plan

Ned Jones

Charles Lawrence

| oule and Allie SmithMary Emerson

Laura B. Tryslnger
Albert T. Bixby
Ircderic Davis
Tilomas W. Ross
Louic E. Brown
Warren H. Frantz
Hattie R. Rockwell
Sallie Wilson

Mary Shaw Grinnell
Willard R. Douglass

Cora Clare Enos
Cari R. Hinklc
Lizzie K. Shelby

Willie C. De Witt
Edith Wigin

Florence G. Yeomans
Clara Ellen Holloway
Norman W. Dederick
Willie E. Dederick
Harriet Eames

Louic M. Wilson

EmcstAndrewThearlc Carrie Biyant

Florence V. Hughes
Annie Pryor

Rosic B. Granger
Alice P. Baker

Clara Louisa Shattuck Harry W. Hoguc

Harry Chapman
Anne J. Thomas
Gcorgie Bates

Launcelot M. Berkclcy Nellie Kellogg

Eachcl E. Hutchins
Annie Dean Stratton

Lilian M. Chambers
Mamie Grasselli

Ldward K. Butlcr, Jr. Fanny Ellenwood

Annie R. Estill
Sarah F. Worthington
Bella B. Tuthill

Alice Maud White
Fannie Eaton
Emma J. Smith
Rollin N. Larrabee

SCHOOLJtla’am 's

J. Willie Hart
Mary H. Wilson
Lizzie Aikcns Stonc
Ernest F. Tabor
Geo. Wallcr, Jr.
Mariquita Serrano
Arthur Boswell
Mina Snow

Stella T. Pabodie
Chas. G. Macarda
Millic J. Hcroy
Edward A. Pagc
E. May Stcdman
Bcssie Hampson
Grace B. Stearns
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Alice Austm Eagcr
Lucia D. Lafie
Annie Isabella Earlc
Addie S. Ketchum
Walter Lyon Jenks
Alice E. Clark
Martin F. Bartlctt
Lucy Sherman
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Gracie H. Grcene
Arthur Mitchell
Bertic Seager
Fannie F. Buck
Libbic Thomas
Clara Woodbury
Hattie C. Alien
Mamie E. Gibson

Austin E. Buckminsler Eliz. B. Leggett
Rcbekah G. Henshaw N. F. Pierce

Abbie 1. Fairfield
Edward G. Kcen
Anna S. Catlin
Sarah Ashley

Geo. Emcst West

Frank Mabel Webber Alice Maud King

Fanny R. Fearon
Marién Taylor
Jamic S. Safiord
Fannie H. Smith
Mary Fitzgerald
Daisy L. White
Leiferts Knox
Hamet L. Lagowitz
Fanny Chilcott
Elsie Louisc Shaw
Annie C. Stearns
Harry H. Bcnnett
Katie T. Hughes
Wm. Russell Fearon
Norman Hascall
Ethcl A. Littlcfield
Emily Ray Gregory
Marshall R. Pugh
Florence E. Benedict
Mary J. Wellington
Cora Mabcl Wesley
Grace Lee Williams
Fanny Eliza Conner
Florence Wicklin
Alma L. Dunlap
Lizzie Meredith
Mary G. Blanchard
E. B. Hart, Jr.
Francis Dana
Charles P. Topping
Josic M. Taft

Lilian W. Lcwis
Gertrudc Howe
Kittie L. Campbell
Mamie H. Smith
Edith Wisc

Walter D. Spaulding

Ella M. Stangcr
Ralph Blaisdell
Fred Wilson

Mary Forrar

Eddie E. Slosson

Josic Sloan

Harry C. Howland

Hannie and Jimime
Humphrey

Nellie J. French

Esthcr Hazard Clift

Mary E. Hale

Edgar Stiles Eldridge Julia C. Cutler

Lizzie Ncuhaus
Annie S. C. Bcan
Aurelius E. Mestro

Geo. M'Cauley Reese
Lulu D. Greenc
Gertrude D. Savage

Harriet B. Townsend Thcodore H. Bartlett

Rufus Story Paret
Susy Dunton Rice
Aldcn H. Alvord
Keyes Bccker
Mary O. Gliddon
Edith Carpenter
Lemucl C. Willard
Amold G. Cameron
Edward F. Weld
Carrie W. Bailey
Ida Wcaver

Frank D. Leffingwell

Virgie Castleman

Nellie Fairbaim
Willie W. Earnest
Bcrtha Colt

Lilian Hyde

Lucy W. Spaulding
Lillie Sherman
Edith N. Spear
Gcorgina Curtis
Lottic M. Sharpc
Ehncr G. Furbush
John W. Potter
Hannah J. Powell
Charlie G. Gawthrop

Nannie F. Richardson Gertrude Ross

Alfred Mitchell
Charles E. Smith
David C. Gilmore
E. Gertrude Moore
Thos. H. Curtis
John H. Curtis
Hattie F. Ford
Addie B. Smith
Fannie B. Johnston
Kate Friend

Grace Williamson
John P. Jarvis
Sarah Gallett

J. Couch Flanders
Emily Isabel Wadc

Marién F. Manchester Morrison Swanwick

Anna Ford

“ Allic*

Lucia D. Leffingwecll
Ida Diserens

Edith S. Warner
Howard Vandcrbilt
Willie S. Brazclton
Nellie G. Du Puy
Martha G. Barr
Gcertrude E. Tyler
Charles Losee
George Webster
May Brown

H. Rebecca Ashburn
Dollie W. Kirk
Gracie A. Tripp

A. Bradford Wallace
Aggie H. Smith

Emma Rhodes
Evelyn Matz
Lulu B. Monroc

1-3. Spcncer
Oliver Field

Lydia Buckingham
Charles F. Bradbury
Margic A. Brewcr
Carrie Thompson
Willa Hays

Geo. Arthur Alien
S. B Smith

Minnie E. Blass
Charles C. Rice
Emma C. Tiyon
Katharine L. Green
Wm. Alien Chapin
Jerusha M. Coult
Maggie Belville
Mamie L. Rowland

Klyda Richards
Lucy lluntin
Clarence A. Kemp
Lunettc E. Lamprey
Howard G. Thompson
Willie W. Young
Hattie Bryant
Arthur H. Brown
Clarence A. Fowlcr
Amy Dextcr Sharpe
Alice Pcpoon

Hclcn P. Clark
Agnes E. Deane
Jennic B. Cumming
Francis A. Gould
Lizzie M. Conc
Harry W. Weeks
Bertha L. Deanc
Mary A. Brush
Lucia Lee Bates

E. K. Ballard
Harry H. Bcmis
Etta Bcckman
Mamie N. Parsley
Marién W. Woodrow
Annie H. Escott
Winnifred Mitchell
Ned C. Fellowcs

“ Titan”

James Alcxander, Jr.
Julia C. Walsh
Mabcl Shippie
Francés Julia Parker

Robt. S. La Mottc, Jr. Alice P. Winchester
Edward E. Rushmore Pcrcy S. King
Oliver Clark Kingsley Robt. H. Laird

Grace E. Young
Mary Deering Davis

Elsie Maud McLaurin Minnie May Curtis
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Ethel Willits
Mina Hayes Goddard
Laura G. Jones



Johnnic P. Montross
Minnie J. Conrad
James H. Skinner
Alice Robinson
Chas. H. Green
Harold B. Wood
Clara L Welles Lucy Kittrcdge
Georgia M. Neal Mynna Thurston
H. Rcbecca Ashbumc Edward H. Lee
Maggie L. Hunt Clairc Bcach

May L. Hersey Willie W. Jones
Julia Lockc Dcnnett  Frankic Maxwell

Willie L. Macauley
Minnie Warner
Mary R. Boardman
Carne E. Bartlctt
Philip S. Rust
Willie F. Bailey
Nellie Eichholtz
Wm. A. Henry
John C. Chandler
Percy Chase
Minnie Mosher
Fred B. Murphy

Susie S. Brayton
Clara A. Sawyer
Walter D. Loring
Annie C. Lufburrow
Ida M. Chase

Ida Lee Hill

Isabel H. P.cnd Ellic Stilwell Mamic L. Lafie
Kittie R. Bcach Ed. H. Smith Willie A. Brown
Kate . Arnout Fred Faville David H. Shipman

Charlotte C. B. Hatch
Annie F. Popham
Katie Hayncs
Mariéon G. Lee
Louisa Anderson
Hattie F. Robcrts
Louise D. Ferriss
Howard F. Boardman
Mary K. Mctcalf

Minnie C. Adams
Fred M. Jones
Gracc D. Baldwin
Alice W. Bailey
Ella Lawrencc
F.llen Sabina Howie
Jennie A. Smith
Olive B. Morrison
Katie A. Howc

Anna C. Fclton
Fannie Waterhouse
Hclen H. Galloupe
Bessie M'Elhinny
Ncwcomb G. Halsey
Laura E. Bcnjamin
May Finlcy

Annie Gibbons
Carric W. Fellowes

Emily Getty Herbert W. Shutc Hannah B. Rollins
May H. Rogers Virginia Lee Bcnson G.  Eustis Potts
Sallic Fox Alice L. Hull Josic Hartman

l.ester A. Boycc Naomi Carter Marion L. Works

Arthur L. Giblin Annie R. Paul Kittie L. Brainerd
Herbert A. Howland John B. Townscnd Edith L. Robinson
Charles D. Pickard Cora A. Lock Alice T. Learncd
Arthur Rcmington Helen Marshall Fred H. Day

Hattie T. Bush Carne Chancellor
Nannic Day Mccch Sadie W. Alvord
Clarade RussyNichols Belle B Roberts
Hiram B. Morse James Laubri

Kate L. Dana Alice M. Gctchell
Nannic G. Coultcr Virginia Macmurphy

John W. Wells
Eleazar B. Homer
Hattie Winficld
Amy H. Franklin
Bertha Lee

Mary Grenville

Alice Victoria Blake  Arthur Stockin Crayson G. Knapp
Mary A. Manley Nellie Washbume Minnie Howard
Mary C. Smith Freddie Buell May C. Burtscll

Arthur P. Hosmer
Hclen H  Cérter
Laura Lyon

Herbert F. Rising
Herbert R. Palmer
Hclcn A. Greelcy
May Denman

Wm. L. Clark
Claudine G. Rowan
Mary Morgan Smith

Marién De Forcst
Tilomas Neal Pace
Emmelinc A. Mac-
Knight
Evie C. Richardson
Harry H. Newcomb
Tazie Tuppcr
Emma Hanford
Lulu M. Frcnch
Arthur E. Gazelcy

Mary Shattuck
Edmund D. Howc
Louise H. Norton
Katie E. Gilligan
Susan E. Suthcrland
Lizzie A. Milligan
Fred R. Kimball
Abbe Bailey James
Bcttic Chancellor
Frank H. Wells

Harry P. King Leila Beare Fred H. Adams
Willie Alrich Mary C. Dcane Emma Elliott

Anna C. West L. D. Gastén William B. & Courte-
Anna M. Rccd Kittie G. Brewster nay H. Fenn
Mabel S. Fay John Scott Sayre Constance Fumian
Louisa B. Ycomans Mattie Waync Sidney M. Powcll
Fred Erburn Keay Willie Carter Leslic L. Ashley

A. Blanchc Nichols
J. Florence Holdcn
Emily D. Garretson
Lulu Clinton
James D. Davis
Alice C. Vose

Anna J. Conkling

Amic Chubb

Arthur F. Stone

Clara Louisa Beesley,
England

Carric Drey

Clara Morehouse
Madge Reynolds
Abba L. Briggs
Henry Dakin
Constance Hallett
Wm. O. Hand

THE LETTER-BOX.

Our frontispicce this month will, we think, be sure to interest you.
All of these queer hcad-dresses are worn at the present day. When
you travcl about among the oid cities and towns of Europe, you will
find just such as these in the market-placcs, where the oid women,
who still cling to oid fashions, assemble on market-days from all parts
of the country with their vegetables and poultry. Or, when you step
into some grand cathedral you may see praying in dark corncrs peas-
ants with strange, high caps, such as that in the middle of the page.
This woman was at prayer in the Cathedral of Coutancc, little
dreaming that our artist was taking her coiffure. Then, on the.Cor-
nice road, you will see hats like that at the top of the picturc worn by
all the brown, dark-eyed girls. The four or five queerest of all (ex-
cept the one that looks like an inverted flower-basket, which is seen
in Mayon) are to be met in Brittany in those little towns near the
sea. There the fashions never change, and the same high, starched
cap may be worn by many generations.

Do you see the two German women on the right hand side of our
page? These country women have on their holiday clothes, and
are from the dcpths of the Black Forcst. How difFerent they look
from the smiling Spanish lady at the bottom of the page! She nceds
no hat. The graceful black mantilla fastened to her comb, and the
red rose coquettishly placedin herblack hair, are quite enough for her.

St. Helena, Cal.
Dear St. Nicholas: | will send you some violets from my gar-
den. This is a new home, and much pleasantcr than my oid home 1.
Massachusctts, but | miss my little friends very much. We have
many pretty flowers in our garden; the wild flowers here are begin-
nin - to bloom, too. | wish all the ministers prcached as mtcresting
sermons as Jack-in-the-Pulpit does.—Your loving valentinc,
Bessif. M. Rutherkokd.

Chclsca, London, Great Britain.
Dear Little Schoolma’am : Will you allow a little English girl,
eleven years of age, to try for one of your prizes offcrcd m the
February magazine? Papa takes the magazine iI1for Amy and me,

and baby is very fond of looking at the pictures. Papa saysit is the
best book for little girls in the world. Amy is nine years oid, and
goes with me to Whitelands College School, where there are over 200
scholars, all girls. Papa goes to the city every day. In summer lie
goes by steamer down the Thamcs, and in winter he goes by the
Underground Railway. He comes home very late at night now,
because he goes to the House of Commons and writes down the
speeches of members of Parliament. But papa writes books as
well, and he gives us children a copy of every book of his pub-
lishcd. The last was callcd “ Dick Whittington;” it was such a
thick book, with plenty of pictures! We Uve not far from the great
Thomas Carlyle, and | often see him. One day | was wheeling
baby in the perambulator, and Amy was with me, and we met Car-
lyle. He stopped us, patted baby Q11 her cheeks, and said, ‘ Well,
Tommy, how are you?” So we cali her “ Tommy " now, although
she is a little girl, named Lena. Mr. Carlyle looks such an oid
man! he stoops as he walks, and his hair is ncarly white.— | remain.
dear st. Nicholas, your loving child, Lily Vernon Marsh.

Dear St. Nicholas:
the Bird-dcfcndcrs.

I want to put a question through you to
It is this. Would you see the army oi Bird-
defenders thinned in numbers and yet stand by without raising a
finger to help it? P— . T— . acted basely and trcachcrously in
this matter, and | think St. Nicholas did quite right in not giving
him an answer. Long live the Bird-dcfcndcrs, and down with those
who oppose them!— Yours truly, J. B. Thompson.

Dear St.Nicholas : | sendyou a copy (writtcn with my “ type-
writer”) ofsome “ Home Rules,” which | saw in a western paper.
| am trying to follow these rules myself, and | have not violated one
of them asyet. | intcnd to keep them as long as | can, and | think
that if the readersof St. Nicholas were to do the same, everybody
would regard them as very wcll-behaved children.—Yours respect-
fully, Charles A. R. (aged 12).

HOME RULES.

t. Shutevery door after you, and without slamming it.

Never cali to persons upstairs, or in the next room; ifyou wish

to speak to them, go quietly to them.
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3. Always spcak kindly and polltely to the scrvants, if you would
have them'do the same to you.

4. Tell of your OUMfaults and misdoings, not those ofyour broth-
ersand sisters.

5. Carefully clcan the mud or snowoff your boots before enterine
the house.

6. Be prompt at every raeal hour.

7. Never sil down at the tablé, or jn the parlor, with dirty hands
or tumbled hair.

S Never interrupt any conversation, but wait your tum to speak.

a Never reserve your good manners for company,
pohte at home and abroad.

10. Let yourfirst, a8/, and best confidant be your mother.

Dear St. Nicholas: In your description of the Fivhthur Flrct
fire them 0 i?' dCCk ab°VC'he S"" S: y0“ rCa’h tlle/ " 1'?

It is not necessary to reach the gunson the ship, as theyare mcrcly
little sticks, and cannot be fired. ~Each stick represents two camion,
when passed through the vessel from port-hole to port-holc, and it
would not do to have them above the deck, where ihcy would be
seen. The firing isdone by the guns desenbed in the first part of
the article.

v c w _ Washington, D. C.
Dear St. Nicholas: 1 send you a Latin sentence for thé boys
and girls to transiate: “ sator arepo tenet opera rotas " AS
?/pu can see, it spells backward and forward the same; and, besides.
ie first letters of each word spell the first word, the second letters
tlie second, and so on.—Yours respcctfully,
Fannie B. Johnston.

Dear St. Nicholas : Tell the Little Schoolma’am I wish she\vas
my truly schoolma am. We take the st. Nicholas,and | like it verv
much. | was seven years oid the 8th of last January. My fiame is
Lizzie Kmgslcy Jones. | go to school in the warm weather. | can
print some, but my mamma has to write for me. | can spcll all the
nords 1M that funny “ Short Tale,” and mamma has writtcn it froni
my pnnting, and | send it to you. | live in a white house, on
ahi |, and we have a great, big elm-trce in our yard. | have one
brotner and two sistcrs My papa is a minister, and he reads the st.
Nicholas, too. | can tthink ofanything more to say—so, good by.

Lizzie K. Jones.

~A pPRACTICAL reader thus rebukcs Dr. Egglejton’s faney touchcs in

the Hoosier Fairy story in our January number:

. Portland, Maine,

In reading in your January number

Ejiward Frﬂglcs_l;on, 1 should Iik%_to
im

i’ ">
mrrcct as[ig'ht mistakc. 1 fir%i the commodn names given by
Samuels' " Birds

(accordmg to Samuels) belong to difieren! birds,
of New England gives, p. 405, %otaumsumglmsus, the bittern—

itthhTZ’ , cajSr Bvcs',on PaSe 406, Butorides virescens, the
. h ! 1 have In mgf coll ctionsénou”ted

specimens of each. IThegrccn heron measures 1.11 by 1.32 melles-

the bittern measures 1.51 by 2.10 jnchcs. R. R. Longfellow

» o
i{ ‘'WTORSI 1 v Nicholas:

Dear St. N icholas: | like your book, and I like “ Eig'htCouSns"

4ttt B ice aliT R redt BV dicctittes fédded, don'i tike Tom

Daisy Hillard.

IVe are sure that all our rcaders, young 01 oid, will welcome with
delight our new serial, translated by Mr. T. B. Aldrich, and its fas-
cmating illustrations by Mr. Hopkins, The latter, jndeed, are such
gems 11 their way, and show so clcarly to what wonderlul expressive-
Hess the art of sdhouette drawing may be brought, that a word or
;v"vo about the lustory and meaning of the tenn will probably jnterest

Theword SiUiouette is rcal ly a proper fiame.  Etienuc de SUhouettc
was the Frcnch Minister of Finance in ,759- He managed affhirs
with the stnctest economy, and, as the people followed Ins examplc
“II the fashions became plain and simple. All adomments and trim-
mmgs that could possibly be spared were given up, and to dress
cheaply was the approvcd “ style." As the system of ccunomy pro-
gressed, it soon included portraits, drawn in outline, and filled up
with India ink, jnstead of being palnted in deiail. And as fashions
must have flames, lhesc new ones were called ,i la ﬂJI’Kl,K—)ttC, in
nonor of the economic minister. But the tenn lias narrowed, as the
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fashions have changed, since that time, and is-not now applied to any-
thing but the little black picturcs with which we are familiar, and of
which Mr. Hopkins has given us exccllent and beautiful specimens.

Dear St. Nicholas: | am an “ oid boy,* but, for all that, verv
fond of you and of little folks; and. as | have often interested myself
in their queshons addrcssed to you, | want now to ask those same
little Tolks to help me.

but be cquallv The other day a friend carne to me and asked where he could find

the une— <Consistcncy, thou art ajcwel!

*if°,d €T’ in $hakeNxare? but he said he could n’'tfind it there;
so then | looked myself, and finally consulted Clark’s Concordance,

gesupung inyray Keing convineed {hat Shakespeare ReVer wrpte the
sentence. r\ﬁ'nsn.b[e IEE?@FFEH IBAWB‘&WXE Dictianary, %m% to Iigml ar
£ Wl F_veryl?oc]—y tRat 1 as&H!i&ﬁb(’?tkga%‘ e scd Q’/j&ﬁ%
speare. and passes on, with contempt for my jgnorance; but it
10n t there, fior in Pope, fior Byron, fior—fior—anywhere, | begin to
think, andyet | hcarit used as a quotaiion so often, that it seems
as,jl, e< ,nust be authority for it somcwhcre.

KO e dSETY R Kelsoums Ry briht little frigadgwill

A. L. R's drawings are very good indeed for a glrl of twelvc, but
the young artist must practice for some timo yet before she can draw
well enough to have her pictures engraved. But if she studics and

practica, she will be surprised to see how she will improve, as she

grows older.

Agency City, Wapcllo Co., lowa.
“ul ~ b ody answer

« X
thc~Molloiving quéries?'0, AS' ~

°f tb° AdrialiC *° Vvcni*

2* _ the same ring used on each occasion ?
3. Did the Pope fumish the ring?

formedby

gg]ven“‘t wri{ndS" " TJ“- YolmS Sul'veyor,” and “ The Story of

boen ave been read m my school to” eager listencrs— Respect-
y Sours- G. G. Sampson
t-, ,. London, Eng., 27 Ovington Square, Brompton, S. W.

1 endose you "a short tale” corrected,
and liope that you will find thatit js rcally corred. It has been an
amusement lo me this dreadfully foggy aftemoon. It is what the
English people cali beastly. We tried to go out this morning, but
found we could liardly see our hands before our faces, and the smoke
ncarly strangled us. You could not see people unlil they were cidse
upon you, and every passer by had on a resplrator, or was holding
a nandkerchicf to his moutli. Men had to get out of their cabs and
wagonsand load their horses, shouting all the time to let cacti other
know where theywhere. This evening the house is full of the smoke
and fog | assurcyou that | shall beglad to get back to the blue
skies of my native ladd.—1 remain, yours truly,

Philip Richardson.

Dear St. Nicholas:

Our readers will excuse the absence of the “ Young Contributom’
Department” this month when they learn that it was omitted to make
room for Mrs. Dlaz’s llvely parlor-play, “ May-Day Indoors."

Dear St. Bichélas: We had a lien once with a brood of young
chickens ; and one day a hawk got hold of one of the chickens, and

1 1Sot?" , before he could fly away, and pecked him
so hard that he had to let the chicken go. “Arthur S. Hoijgps.

r, »e . . Fort Riplcy, Minn.

Dear St. Bichoi.as: | have just stnughtcned your misspeilcd
story. Mamma excused me from my other lessons to give me time
townte it. Shesays it has been an excellent spclling and writing
lesson for me. Vou have come to our house every month since you
were bom, and we like you betteras you grow older.

My papa is an ofilcer in the regular army, and so we live in a fort,
and seldom see any ciuzens. | do not think that many of your read-
ers would hkeit, as there is no school to attend. It isvery coid here
in the wmter, but in the summer the woods and proiries abound in
beautilul fiowcrs and the lakes, which are numerous, are filled with
hsh. | apa keeps a hunting dog ofwhom | am very fond : his fiame
is Dash: he isjust splendid to point piairic chickens, which are verv
mee 10 eat.

When we go out to any place from the fort, we ride after four mules
IMa big, clumsy, canvas-covered wagon.

, ,J.wnte no more at present, but perhapswill tell you more about
the soldiers another time if you would like to hcar it.
Mary A. Manlev.
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New Orleans.

Dear St. Nicholas: | have never writtcn to you or sent you any
answers to your pleasant riddics, although | have found out a good.
many of them: so | thought 1would send you answers to some of
those in the February number, | think our St. NICHOLAS is splen-
did, and 1am not the only one who thinks so. | read all thc stones,
and | like Jack-in-the-Pulpit, and Mas Alcott s stones best of all.
Long lifeand success to dearoid St. Nicholas.— Yourjovmgreader,

Bloomftcld, lowa.
like thc St. Nicholas so much | can
| have a parrot my Unele brought me
She talks Portuguese.— | ani seven years oid.
Mary Eichelberger.

Dear St. Nicholas: |
scarcely wait till it comes.
from South America.

30W. 53th Street, N. Y.

Dear St. Nicholas: | am going towritc and thank you for the
pleasant entertainment you afford me every month. | think it would
interest some of thc girls and bovs if | told them about thc jewcl-box
of Catharinc de Mcdicis, which is nowin the Hotel de Cluny in Paris,
and interested me a great deai. It isa large, square, stccl box about
the si-c of a common trunk; the sides are beautifully carved, but thc
carving on the lid is thc most wonderful, reprcsentmg a bed of roses,
each Icaf and pctal being distinct. In the middle of this ted, under
a tiny rose Icaf, is a hidden spring: when this leafis pressed it slowly
moves aside, disclosinga lock which has to be opened with two cun-
ously carved keys. All the oid plates which Pallissy made, with
curious figures on them, are to be seen in this same Hotel de Uuny.
also thc golden rosewhich the Pope presented to Cathannc de Medi-
éis (when a French King was crowncd the Pope almost always sent
a Bolden rose), and a great many other in&e;ﬁ]tmg thing

S.
arine D. Schaus.

Jolon, Monterey Co.
Dear St. Nicholas: | am a girl fourteen years oid: | weigh
only seventy-one pounds, soyou can see by that | amvery small lor
one of myage. | five one mile from the Post-officc. My papa has a
ranch of cight hundred acres: he has a thousand head ot sheep., 1
like very much to go in thc evemng with mamma and watch thc little
lambs play. | do notgo to schooi; it is three miles to the school-
house. 1do not like to live in the country: | like best to uve in the

citv | have two brothers, but no sister.—From your friend,
izzie W agner.

Sandwich, m

Dear St. Nicholas: A few evenings ago, at thc tea-tablc, my
papa told me that he would continué to take St. Nicholas for me
onlv on one condition, and that is that | should wnte a letter wluch
thc editor of St. Nicholas will think good enough to pnnt in thc
“ Letter-Box.” The idea of losing St. Nicholas almost took my
breath away, and quite took my appetite, although | was so hungry
a minute before. | have taken St. Nicholas from the very hrst.
The first piece | ever spoke at a Sabbath-school conccrt was sclected
from St. N icholas, called “ A Cloud Picture.’

Mv papa says he will do anything m his power that will
mv mind, he is so anxious to have me educated. | have Rhymes
and Tingles,” by thc dear editor of St. Nicholas.. | am studying
Latin, and hope soon to be ablc to transiate the intcrcstmg Latin
stories in St. N icl-llol

Now | anxiousl
Nicholas or not.

improve

as. . Yy e, ri ni c*
y await your decision whether 1 shan keep st.
Willie Reynolds.

Sacramento, Cal.
Dear St. Nicholas: In a late number | find a communica-
tion from E. S. and A. M. F., asking how to keep cats away from
birds. | have acanary. One day ray pet cat was found trying to
ect on the table where thc bird was. My mother caught the cat be-
fore it could get away, and rubbed its nose against thc bars of thc
cage. Since then it has kept away from the cages. It will even run
if you take thc cage and go toward it. | have taken the St. Nicho-
1as since it began and tlunkit is splendid. | take it of a book-store.

-Yours truly, Willie L. Brooks.

Waupun, Wisconsin.

Dear St. Nicholas: Maggie and | take the St. Nicholas, and
like it very much.  We have just received our March number. e
Uve in a different place from most little girls. My father is thc
Warden of thc Wisconsin State Prison, which is m thc town ot
Waupun, 63 miles from Milwaukec, the largest cuy m Wisconsin.
Wc have our privale rooms, which are very pleasant 1 would like
to describe thc prison better, but | cannot. There is one thing
which is very pleasant for thc prisoners. Papa has two or three
times liad concerts, or something of that kind, for them. ihe
people of Waupun have given them two or three concerts. bo thc
prisoners have organized a conccrt club for singing.  1licrc are some
verv filie singers here; two or three play the violin very mcely, and
one plays the llute, and two thc organ. They sing some very pretty
songs. One of their solosis “ Homeless and Motherlcss. Itis an
oid song, but it issung sosweetly; and a great many of theirother

LETTER-BOX.

[May,

songs are very nice. There is one man here who is a splendid
singer: his volee seems loud enough to lili two or three halla of that
size, but it does not sound harsh. He can sing Negro songs mcely,
and then sings beautifully when he sings a sad song. Isn't that
queer for prisoners1 They have a chapel for the prisoners, and a
chaplain officiatcs cvery Sunday, and that is where they practice.
Some other time | will try and describe the prison as well as a girl
of twelve can.

Please publish this in thc Letter-Box, and tell me whether girls can
be Bird-dcfcnders. Laura G. Smith.

Yes, indeed, girls can be Bird-dcfcnders.
dreds of them in our ranks already.

There are many hun-

Fishkill-on-Hudson.
Dear St. Nicholas: There are two things | would like to tell
you about. One is beef-tea. | read your recipe in thc March num-
ber of the St. Nicholas, and, as my mamma makes beef-tea in ii
different way, | thought, perhaps, thc girls would like to have her
recipe too. We have a very dear friend staying with us, who has
been very sick, and lias needed a great deal of beef-tea, and this is
the way we make it for her: Wc cut the mcat in small pieccs, put it
in an carthcn bowl, cover »ith water, and let it stand two hours and
a half. Then set it on the stove, aiid let it boil gcntly until the
mcat looks like rags. Then remove it, and let it cool; when cool,
strain through a fine siraincr. Salt to tasto. We warm it as the patient
needs it. A very pleasant change can be made by putung m a little
celery or parsley, while the tea is boiling. My mamma says it is
very important to use an earthen vessel. Our friend, who has tasted
beef-tea made in both ways, says she prefers ours, as she does not

tire ofit so quickly.—Yours truly, M. G. Y oung.

Dear St. Nicholas: A dear friend of ours has two birds, and |
think thev are the pretticst canarios | ever saw. One of them (Dot
bv fiame)'is a ernss bctween a goldfinch and a canary, and he sings
beautifully; besides which, he is the clcanest lude fellow imaginable.
He lovcs his balh. and splashes the water about at a great rate, much
lo the disgust of little Goldie, who is a puré ycllow canary, and
whose cage standsjust below Dot’s. It is about Goldie | wish espe-
ciallv to askefour help. . i o

We cannot make him take a bath. Once, in a long while, lie vill
stand on the edge of his tub, shut his eyes, dip his bilil into the water,
and make a tremendous fluttering; but not a drop of water gets on
him, cxcepton the tip end of hisbeak. The conscquence is that Ins
feet are all elogeed and look hombly, and his nails are so long that
he often tumbies off his perch, and gets his feet caughtm thc w.rcs
of his cage; and, too, his fcathers, mstead of looking*smooth and
bright, like Dot's, are rough-lookmg. We consulted a book on
canarios, which said wc must “ catch the bird and hold him .11 tepid
water: " but, when we trled to catch him, the poor little fellow near,y
died offright, and jt was pitlful to scc his terror and to hear him cry;
and Dot was so afraid we were going to hurt his little comp.inton,
that he got terribly cxcited too. . d...

ow, will you please ask if any of the Bird-dcfcnders, or other
readers of the St. Nicholas, can tell us what to do for our hule
pet? Wc have not the heart to terrify him again by trying to catch
him, and we don't like to see him looking so quccr. He is a sweet
singer, but we are afraid lie is %ettin some diseasc.

¢ would be very much obliged for any suggeslions on the sub-
ject, and. also, toour dear St. Nicholas, for obtaimng them for us.
-Your sincere admirer, and devoted reader, &

Amboy, m

Dear St. Nicholas : | have taken you ever since you have been
published, and | think | love you better than almost anythmg dlsc.
And my father and mother are just as interested in you as 1am.

| heard mother say to a lady that she “ could utihzc cvery woid
in the magazinc." | looked in the dictionary to see what uliliM
meant: and | guess she can, for she always says thc readmg mat-
ter isfirst-c/ass; not only mstructive to young folks, but 100id lolKs
too; and the illustrations are also vetyflne. 1was tlurteen yearsola
last Monday. | likeJ. T Trowbnéages stonesbest, butlam par-
ricularlyinterested in “ The Young Emigrants, as | live 10l Lee
County, Illinois, and only three miles from Lee Cerner. My nollier
said “ there was no sugargrove near there, but | wentto one,ol
the oid settlers and found out that thcrcwas. | have tned to corrcct
the “ Sliort Tail,” and send it with this leller, and liope to be oneci
thc lucky ones.  Our family are all Bird-defenders, a so cat and dog
defenders. My mother picks up and cares for all the stray cats 1L
thc neighborhood, so our house js quite an asylum for cats. 1l u»
is worth printing, 1hopcy0u w. lput.tm | he Letter-Box. -Ever
your admirer, v*

The promised account o f* A Frog and his Neighbors" was u+
avoidably crowded out of this number, but will appear next month.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



tell
um-
in a
her
is is
ut it
| the
:00l,
tient
little
it is
istcd
» not

e will
"ater,
ts on
at his
; that
wires
land
k on
tepid
icnrly
LCry;
inion,

other
little
catch

sweet

THE RIDDLE-BOX

THE RIDDLE-BOX

DOUBLE ACROSTIC. DECAPITATIONS.

T he initials form the flame of an American general, and the finais 1 Beneaa @ mocker, and Icavc a money-chest; again, and leave
that of an English general, of the Revolutionary war. i. A low, topresent. 2 Bchcad an act of making ready, and leave atonement.
dwarftree. 2 A cap, or other hcad-covering. 3. A domestic animal. 3 * Behead a word meaning to weary or vcx, and leave a mineral. 4.
4. A lake in the Eastcrn States. 5. An Oriental city. 6. A beautiful Behead a boy's fiame, and leave part of the body. c. D
flower. 7. A flag or banner. 8. A kind ofgun. isola.

ILL TRATED PROVEItB.
LOGOGRIPH. us ° t

Whote, | aman animal. Change my hcad, and | am what wc
often step on in entering a house. Change again, 1 am what boys
often use Change once more, and | am the past tense of a verb.
Change again to a nicknamc. Change again to an article of apparel.
Change again to a plump condition. And, finally, change my head
and make a light, quick blow. NIMDLE dick.

EASV BEHEADED RHYMES.

(Fill the first blank with a certain word, and the second with the same
word, beheaded.)

Oh, what pretty little—-

Every one about three-----
Long;

Every one rich music-----

With a throat full of sweet---- .
Song. I

NOVEL PUZZLE.

Each scntencc refers to aword of two syllables. Find the first
word, drop the first syllable and add one to the second, to form the
second word. Then drop the first syllable of the word thus made,
and add another, to form the third word, and so keep on until you
have al| the required words.

1 To enrage. >2. A kingdom of Europe. 3. A placeofsale. 4. A
volcanic mountain. 5. Relating to ships. 6. A vale. 7. A cityof
the Netlicrlands. 8. Relating to the teeth. 9. A claw. 10. An

assault. 11. A kind o f seat. cyril deane.
P1CTURE-PUZZLE, SYNCOPATIONS.

(Good advicc.) 1. Syncopate a bird, and Icavc a domestic animal. 2. Syncopate
an article of food, and leave an article of furniture. 3. Syncopate a

vehicle, and leave a domestic animal. 4. Syncopate acoin, andlcavc

Rife a stamp. 5. Syncopatedistress, and Icavc a houscholdutensil. 6.
Syncopate a water-craft, and leave a stnall animal. 7. Syncopate
- 1 a burden, and leave a boy. 8. Syncopate an article of food, and leave

an ornament. 9. Syncopate a machine for measuring time, and leave
a fowl. 10. Syncopate an article of clothing, and leave a dwelling.

ISOLA.
DOUBLE CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.
1 In time, notin day;
2. In earn, notin pay;
3. In leg, not inarm;
4. In kill, not in harm:
5. In Ada, not in Sue;
6. In Nancy, not in Lou;
7. In Druid, not in Jew.
These, two countrics bring to view.
c. D.
CONCEALED DOUBLE ACROSTIC.
1 It was real armor | saw. 2. It isso long to wait for a letter. 3.

Otto led Oliver through the woods. 4. Did you crave Nora's par-
don ? 5. | hope rash feelings will not oceur. 6. Mcct me in the lafie
at nine o’clock. 7. Come, gather the fruit at once. 8. This applc is
fromarare tree. 9. | miss Jane very much. 10. It is a poor oar, |
imagine. Concealed in the above sentenccs are words having the
following significations: 1. To frighten. 2. A song by one person.
3. A place famousfor sword-blades. 4. A bird. 5Musical dramas.
6. Clean. 7. The last 8. Toinjurc. 9. A girl's fiame. 10. A
loud noise. These words, written down in order, will form a doublc
acrostic, the initials of which fiame a person who “ looks aloft.” The
finais form an appropriatc anagram of the same. cyril deane.

NUMERICAL ENIGMA.
Adoy put the 10, ix, 12, 130f the fruit 4 6 his 1, 2,3, 4,9, 7, 0

hewould not 8, 5, 15it against a stone, as he wanted to show it to
et wisc little fellow, 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8,9, 10, 11, 12, 13, 14, 15.
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DIAMOND PUZZLE.

2. A covcring for the hcad.
5. A consonant.

i. A consonant.

3. A country. 4.
A uscful article. .

C.G. b
DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

Initials and finais form the fiames of two of Scotland’s most famous
men. 1 A periodical issued by Dr. Johnson. 2. The flame of sev-
eral Germéan kings. 3. A strait in Asia. 4. One of England’'s noted
advocatcs. 5. A famous Dutch admiral. 6. One of the early govem-
ors of Connccticut. 7. A hollow jron ball. 8. The man who pur-
chased Maine for Massachusetts. 9. A French cardinal. 10. Initial
letters of one of the United States. 11. A humorous American poet.

L. w. H

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

Diamond Remainders.—
A—

o
|

I — E
o —s
\Y S
EA —L
R

—-T

p
LO
T

i
M-

>
|

Charade.— Fire-fly.
Diamond Puzzle.— h
boy
HOME R
YES
R
Beheaded Rhymes. - Clover, lovcr, over. Glowing, lowing,
owing. Spinning, pinning, inning. Flashes, lashes, ashes. Women,

ornen, men. Smother, mother, other.
Easy Square-Word.— tea
E AR

ARE

Rebus.— “ Let us, then, be up and doing,
With a hcart for any faic;
Still achieving, still pursuing,

Learn to labor and to wait."

Musical Anecdote.—1. Note. 2. Crotchct. 3. Staff. 4. Sharp.
5. Turn. 6. Bar. 7. Mensure. 8 Chord (cord).

11. Fiat. 12. Time. 13. Sharp. 14. Scale. 75. Run.

9. Bracc. 10. Hold.
16.'Natural.

CONNECTED D1A1UONDS.

T he central words of the two puzzles,
word.

First diamond: 1 In bread and butter. 2. Wickcd. 3. A kind
of staif or truncheon. 4. An animal. 5. In morning and cvcning.

Second diamond : 1. In fairies and spirits. 2. Always on foot. 3
A word meaning red. 4. An edible. 5. In pies and eakes.

Connected: A town in Louisiana cyril deane.

read together, make one

SQUARE-WORD.

1. A singing bird. 2. A tropical plant.

4. Part ofa ship.

3. A beautiful flower.

isola.
IN APRIL NUMBER
17. Tic. 18. Slur. 19. Bass (base). 20. Bar. 21. Hold. 22. Shake.
23. Rest. 24. Closc. 25. Signature.
Charade.—Pcn.
Concealed Double Acrostic.—
B —ei— M
E - A
H —ill— s
E -lee- T
M —ari— O
O —d— D
T—omat—O
H —ele— N

Picture Puzzle.—If incxccllency you cxccl,

And any envy you,

Be easy, and essay to be
Benign and honest, too.

Oh, essay to extenuate,
Oh, essay to excuse,

Oh, pause before you deviate,
Oh, naught save kindness use!

Square-Word.— robin
opera
BEGEM
LRENE
NAMES

Easy Enigma.—Miscr—able. iserable.

Answers to Puzzles in Mahch Number were received, previous to Mmarch =8, from Silas H. Elliott, Eugcnc Lockwood, Lillie M
lleath, Charlie James, W. H. P., Edgar G. Miller, Jr., John Haseltine, William Henry Rowc, Ray Marsh, Louie E. Hill, Brainerd P~
Emcry, “ Cadiz,” R. H. Downman, Jr., Daisy Hillard, Howard S. Williams, Francis H. Williams, Arthur Stuart Walcott, Marién Abbot,
Maudic Paddon, Henry L. Bailey, Sargcnt P. Maslin, “ Golden Eagle,” Violet Graham, Prentiss Maslin, Willie Dibblee, Arthur Hodgcs,
Agncs Hodgcs, Cora Hodges, Harry Dikc, Mary S. Henry, “ Tom Collins,” .Mary C. Goodwin, L. D. Schaeffer, Emma Elliott, John Hink-
ley, Henry O. Fetter, Florencc Dow, C. W. Homor, Jr., “ Rodcrick,” Edward Roome, G. Brady, Robcrt S. Parsons, “ Lulie,” John C

Robertson, Elcanor N. Hughes.
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