
ST. NICHOLAS.

- ^ 2  A U G U S T ' » > &  N o .  ií>.

J E A N N E T T E  A N D  J O .  

B y  m . m . d .

I'w o g ¡r,s 1 knovv— Jeannette and Jo,
A n d  one is alvvays m oping;

T h e other lassie, com e what may,
Is evcr bravely hoping.

Beauty o f face and girlish grace 
A re theirs, for jo y  or sorrovv;

Jeannette takes brightly cvery day,
A nd Jo dreads each to-morroiv.

One early morn tliey watched the dawn—  
,saw t,lcm  stand togeth er;

Their wlióle day’s sport, ’t was very plain, 
Uepended on the vveather.

"  'Jv ¡U St, ° rm  ' ”  Cr¡ed J o - J e a n n e tte  s p o k c  l o w : 
V e s , b u t ’ t w ill so o n  b e  o v e r .”

And, as she spoke, the sudden shovver 
Carne, beating dovvn the clover.

" j told yon so ! ”  cried angry J o ;
“  It alvvays is  a-rainlng ! ”
Then hld her face in dire despair,

Lam enting and complaining.

But svveei Jeannette, quite hopeful yet,—  
I tell it to her honor,—

Looked up and vvaited till the sun 
Carne stream ing in upon her ;

T h e  broken clouds sailed off in crovvds, 
Across a  sea o f  glory.

Jeannette and Jo ran, laughing, i n -  
W hich ends m y  simple story.

Joy is divine. Com e storm, come shine,
I lie hopeful are the gladdest •

AndI doubt and dread, dear girís, believe 
Ut all things are the saddest.

In  morning’s light, let youth be bright: 
Take in the sunshine tender;

T hen, at the cióse, shall lifc’s decline 
Be full o f sunset-splendor.

A nd ye vvlio fret, try, like Jeannette,
T o  shun all vveak com plaining;

A nd not, like Jo, cry out too soon—
“  It alvvays is  a-raining ! ”
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T H E  B E A R  A T  A P P L E D O R E .  

B y  C e l i a  T h a x t e r .

M r . B r e t  H a r t e  o n c e  to ld  y o u  ¡n S 'r . N i c h - 
O LAS s o  c h a r m in g  a  s to r y  a b o u t  a  b e a r ,  d e a r  ch il-  
d rc n , th a t  I h e s ita te  a b o u t g iv in g  y o u  m in e — w h ic h , 
in d e e d , is  h a r d ly  a  s to ry  a t  a l l ; b u t  p e rh a p s  yo u  
m a y  l ik e  to  h e a r  w h a t  I h a v e  to  te ll.

Our bear carne from G eorgia vvhen he was a tiny 
baby-bear ; but he was n’t  nice and soft and silky 
like Mr. Harte’s bear,— he was rusty and brown 
and shaggy and rough, and lie  looked askance at 
everybody out o f  his little eyes, that were as black 
as bcads. I daré say he did not find it at all ágree- 
able to come all the way from G eorgia to the Isles 
o f Shoals ; and I ’m  sure he did not find it pleasant 
after he arrived at his destination. H e was tethered 
to a stick in a grassy spacc in front o f the house, 
and the children played with him, morning, noon 
and eve, one whole long summer. A las ! I fearhe 
was often weary o f his brief Iife, and would have 
been glad never to have been born. For, I am 
sorry to say, there were many naughty and thought- 
less children am ong those who played with him—  
unkind boys who poked at him with sticks and 
rolled him over and over in his helplessness, and 
teased and tormented him till it was almost too 
much to be borne. T h e  little girls were k in d e r; 
one especially I rcmember, who used to hold him 
in her arms as ¡f he had been a b ig  kitten, and lay 
his dusky liead on her shoulder, and put her cheek 
down against his shaggy crown so tenderly, and sit 
rocking to and fro on the grass with him hours at 
a time. A n d  often after she went to b ed  at night, 
I would hear her sighing out o f the fullness o f her 
heart, “  Oh, that dear, dear bear 1 ”

W ell, the poor little creature endured llis cap- 
tivity till the eighth day o f  Septem ber, when there 
carne a tremendous storm, with a wind from the 
south, which was neither more ñor less than a 
hurricane. W indows were blown in, buildings 
blown down, shingles ripped o ff roofs in flying 
flocks— there was a fine tempest 1 A  great copper- 
colored arch spanned the black sky at eight o ’clock 
in the cv en in g ; the sea lifted itself up and flung 
itself, w-hite with fury, all over the islan d ; and in 
the midst o f  the tum ult the little bear disappeared. 
N obody thought o f him , there was such a  con­
fusión, everybody trying to save thcmselves from 
the fearful wind that had smashed the Windows 
and broken into the houses and was destroying 
everything, in spite o f all we could do. T error 
probably gave the baby-bear strength ; he tugged 
wildly at his chain, it broke, and he fled away

through the darle, and when the morning carne we 
could not find him anywhere. Fortunately, the 
gale only lasted a  few hours, and at sunrise next 
day the sea was calm , except just about the rocks. 
where it rolled in tremendous breakers and casi 
clouds o f diamond drops up toward the sky. A 
fishing-schooner had been wrecked at the souih 
side o f the islan d ; I went over to look at her. h 
was not cheerful to see her crushed hull heaving 
helplessly up and down, and the poor fishermen 
sadly picking up here and there fragm ents oí 
ropes, rigging, and fishing-gear which the awful 
sea had spared th e m ; so I wandered aw ay along 
the shore, and at last sat down on the edge of a 
high cliff and admired the great gleam ing, spark- 
ling floor o f the ocean and the wonderful billows 
that shattered themselves in splendor between me 
and the sun. I pushed with m y foot a  bit o f stonc 
over the brink o f the crag, and heard it fall below; 
but, at the same time, I heard another and quite 
an unexpected sound— a  noise hardly to be de- 
scribed, som ething between a hiss and a  whistle, 
which carne up to me from the gorge below. 1 
knew at once it could be nothing but the bear, and 
leaned over and looked down. Sure enough, there 
he was, a b lack heap curled up on a  shelf o f rock 
just below me, a  few feet out o f reach. He looked 
so comfortable, for it was the sunniest, cosiest nook, 
and little vines o f scarlet pimpernel trailed about 
him, and plumes o f golden-rod waved out of clefts 
in the rock, and a  tall mullein stood up still and 
straight beside him , its head heavy with thick-set 
sced-vessels. I was surprised to see him, and ver; 
glad, as you m ay im agine; so I called out, in the 
most engagin g tones, “  G ood morning, my dear;
I ’m very glad  to see you ! ”  I am  pained to say, 
he looked up at me with an expression o f intensi 
cunning and unlim ited defiance, and uttered agair 
that shrill, suspicious half hiss, h a lf whistle, whiel 
being interpreted m ight signify “  Malediction !’ 
So fierce he looked and savage, with that distrust 
ful sidelong leer out o f his black eyes, he was fa 
from being an agreeable object to look a t ; and a 
I could not carry him home alone, o r even captur 
him, I was obliged to leave him alone in his glor; 
B u t I made a  little speech to him over the cliff edg 
before goin g away, in which I sympathized with I" 
sorrowful state. “  I f  I only could have had you fe 
my own, poor little bear, you should not havebee 
teased and plagued and had your temper spoile 
D on’t cherish resentment against me, I beg of yot
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If you.11 only stay Itere till I come back, I -11 bring 
you som ething to cat, and lumps o f sugar, my 
dear. And so I went away and left him snarling. 
But when I went back he had disappeared, and, 
though we sought for him everywhere, we did not 
see him agam for nearly seven months. I was snre 
he was al.ve all the time, snugly stowed away in

whTch ,C' CVÍCC’ Sl,cking his Paws> perhaps,"hlch I had been told was a favorite pursuit o f\n thf  'v,nter seas°n. But my belief was

» w h i t  --",1 ed, by  the rest ° f  the famil>-W h a  ! t h e y  c n e d ,  “ y o u  th in k  th a t  lit t le  creat-
ure could hve m this zero weather so many weeks
so many months, with nothing to eat ? O f coursc
h e .s f r o z e n  to  d c a tli lo n g  a g o  ! -  B u t  I b e lie v e d

,° btí a l ,v e  a]1 th e  s a m e ; and. I w a s  n o t  sur- 
p n se d  w h e n , o n e  e v e n in g  in A p r ii ,  w h ile  th e  s k y  
« as w a r m  a n d  e n m s o n  w ith  su n se t, títe re  ro se  á 
cry o u ts .d e  th e  h o u s e , “  T h e  b e a r ! th e  b e a r ! ”  an d  
from th e  w m d o w  I s a w  h im , g r o w n  tw ice  a s  la r * e  
as h e  h a d  b e e n  in  th e  a u tu m n , c lu m s ilv  c lim b in g

i  a  S!0ne "fali near by. All the men about the 
house gave citase; but he plunged bravely over 
the rocks and suddenly disappeared, as a  drop of 
water soaks into the ground, in a la.ge seani i„ the 
sitie o f  the h.ll. Títere they found his cave, all 
su cwn with bones and the feathers of fowls. They 
could not d.slodge him that n igh t; but in the 
morn.ng they made a business o f it, and at last 
brought him down to the house with a ropc around 
his neck a most reluctant and indignant quacl- 
ruped A s there were no children tl.en to tease

5 3  £ '°d a P“ “ M  ^  fe'’ two months, and"  
i d by the most persevering kindness and atten- 

hon to make his days less unhappy. I ]ed him 
about from place to place, selectifg  new spots h 

ich to fasten  h.m, and feeding him with every- 
hmg I knew he l.ked. I even brought him into

íand dnp0' T ‘g  *!? <1S 'argC aS a  N e"-fo>'nd-la d dog, and spread a mat for him in the córner;
bu h,s temper had rcally been hopelessly soured 
n h.s youth, and though I knew he was delighted 

° f ,h!s heart rwhen he saw Corning
refrtin fmm Vft ”lpS. SUgar> he never could 
th- 1  nal [  ng ;,p the corners o f «¡s mouth in 
¡ill M • an Uttenng Ilis distrustful hiss

became quite d.scouraged. A t last he broke
A» Q aga‘n’ ,and disappeared a second time 
Al summer he kept him self hidden by day, but

S o r  o f  ni ri SUnSe.t’ f° ,agÍng; and he " as the 
and the i -i i mothers who came to Appledore,
« d  the ch.ldren were watched and guarded with

e greatest care, lest he should find one and rmt

^  sow,i ; h  " : r erT r Po i rebt yr any reason 

í o n t afraid ° f  h u m a n  b e i n g 3 a s

i SUT ,,'ler  passed and " 'inter came again, and he 
buned him self once more in the cave on the hill- 
s.de and slept t.ll spring. But when he emerged 
for the second ..m e, behold, he had waxed m ighty 
and tem blé to see 1 W ith  difficulty he was secured 
and it was dec.ded that now he was really danger- 
ous and m ust.be disposed o f in some w ay A bout 
a m.le a,,d a  h alffrom  Appledore lies a little island

bu k  uno tnerS’  0Wned b y a n  Irishman> "'«o had bu.lt upon .t a cottage and fish-house, and lived
te.e with lns fannly. This man was found willing

to take care o f  the bear; a price was agreed upon
fox his care and kcep, and he was tied and p ut into
a boat and rowed over to his new home one pleas-
ant day m  early summer, and there left and for-
gotten b y  the mhabitants o f Appledore. But in
A ugust I went over to Londoners, one delicious

th  t- g a t h e r  t h e  w i ld  PiIlk morning-glories
that giow  there in great abundanae. I found theni 
ninn.ng all over the rocks and bushes, up eider 
and thistle stalks, and I carefully untwisted their 
st.ong stenis and hu.tg one vine after another over 
m y shoulders till they fell down like a beautiful 
green cloak to m y heels, for by  carrying tltem in 
that way there was no danger o f  crushing or iniur- 
ing the buds and rosy bells that still were open 
though it was afternoon. T h e  cool sea air prevenís

l md W‘ / 7 . n g  a,nd Cl0S¡ng as they d0 o» the main- 
and, and they keep open all day. I was going 

toward the beach with my burden, when suddenly 
cante upon the bear. O h, but he was a monster!

He: gave a  savage growl when he saw me, an inde-

rfo  H T UIK ° f  hatred and wrath- and his eyes
b Íc k  o „teo M  a n gKy - Y0U m ay be sure 1 started back out o f  h.s reach m a flash ! H e was fastened

a heavy cha.n to a strong stake ; he had worn
lie green grass dry and dead as far as he could

p ace; he was huge, heavy, horrid. I cante away

e l i t . l e ^ r t  q aS 1 C° Uld- AS 1 paSscd neat 
s í n í  V ’  ran 0Ut fr0m the door- and stood d.rectly m m y path, the most astonishing
apparition m y eyes liad ever beheld 

It was a  little girl o f  about six or seven years 
oíd ; but she  was a little monster. Site was dressed 
in a flam ing p.nk calicó gown, and over her sltoul-

which l ^  í  a  lfh-ÍCket ° f  dul1’  caiT°t-rcd hair, 
wh.ch looked as ,f  .t had never seen a c o .„ b ,- s ó
dry, so ro u g h , so knotted and tangled, it was hid-
eous. H er flat yellovv.sh face was smeared with

tolasses, and íts ugly dough color mottled with
arge shapeless freckles. She had the eyes o f a
, P'° ’ s!nal1 Pale-blue orbs, with red rims ; and

she opened her broad, expressionless mouth and

stand Which 1 Vain’y  stro'’c  to under-
stand. St.Il she kept repeating her incantation,
over and over, w.th the sam e monotonous tone.
till I really began to wonder i f  she were not some
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dreadful little gnome sprung up out o f the earth 
at m y feet. I looked a b o u t; behind me crouched 
the dark bulle o f  the angry bear, before me in the 
distance I saw m y friends pushing o ff the boat and 
m aking ready to depart. Suddenly, m y ears hav- 
in g  grown accustomed to the savage syllables of 
the strange being, it (lashed on me that she vvas

large pink toad than a human being. G reat was 
everybodv’s amusement at the idea o f taxing the 
public for “  looking at the bear.”  A ll who landed 
at Londoners, it secmed, were obligcd to pay five 
cents for that privilege !

B ut the huge fellow was brought back to Apple- 
dore in Septem ber, and then his enormous strength

H E  W A S  F A S T E N B D  B Y  A  H E A V Y  C H A I N  T O  A  S T B O N G  S T A K E .

saying, “  F ive cents for looking at the bear ! five 
cents for looking at the bear ! ”  precisely as if she 
were a  machine that could do nothing else ; and 
she never stopped saying it till I broke into mex- 
tinguishable laughter, and answered her, My 
dear Miss Caliban, I have seen the bear before ! I 
did not com e to look at the bear; and beside, I 
have n’t brought any money with me, 01-1 would 
give you som e,”  upon which she turned and hopped 
back with a  motion and clumsiness more like a

and enormous appetite made him  anything but an 
agreeable addition to the family. Every night 
when it was quite dark and still, and all the m- 
mates o f the house asleep, lie  prowled about, seek- 
ing what he m ight devour. Bolts and bars were 
nothing to h im ; such little impediments as Windows 
he minded not in the lcast, but calm ly lumbered 
through them , taking sash, glass and all as lie 
carne. T hen  he made off with everythm g h e could 
find in the w ay o f  provender, and kept himselt
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hidden all day, safely out o f sight o f men. One 
night the fam ily had retired early, and all were 
wrapped in dreams. It was between ten and eleven 
o’clock, and dark and moonless, when he stole 
softly beneath the Windows o f the lower store- 
í'oom, where were kept barréis o f beef, porlc and 
lard, and molasses, &c. H e clim bed to one o f the 
low Windows and set his m ighty shoulder against 
it. Crash ! it gave way, and down he plunged, 
making noise enough to wake the dead. Two 
women were sleeping above in that part o f  the 
house, but they were too frightened to leave their 
rooms and cali assistance ; so they lay and trembled 
while our four-footed friend made him self quite at 
home below. O h, but he had a  splendid time of 
it ! He extricated great wedges o f pork to carry 
off to his den ; he wallowed into the top o f the 
hogshead o f lard till he must have been a  melting 
spectacle ; he worried the faucet out o f the molasses 
cask and set the thick, sweet stream running all 
over the floor, and then rolled in it till he must have 
been a  sugar-coated quadrupcd indeed. N ever was 
a bear in such a  paradise ! He made expeditions 
to bis den through the broken window, carrying off 
nearly a  barrel o f pork, and spent the greater part

o f the night in that blissful lake o f molasses. But 
when the m orning dawned and the state o f things 
below was investigated, great was the wrath and 
consternation in Appledore. W h at was to be 
done ? Evidently this was too expensive a  pet to 
be kept on a desert island; at this rate, he would 
soon dispose o f all the provisions, and most likely 
finish off with the inhabitants in default o f  anything 
b e tte r! A  dreadful decree went forth— that bear 
must die ! He was, indeed, too dangerous in his 
fearful strength to be allowed to live. But to find 
him— there was a  difficulty ! One o f the m en was 
shingling on the highest ro o f; he looked about 
him, and afar off, curled in a green, turfy hollow, 
he saw the large dark mass o f  Bruin’s body lying, 
like the Sybarite he was, steeping him self in sun- 
shine, after his night’s orgy  in the store-room. 
Som ebody was sent out with a  rifle-pistol, and 
before he knew that danger was near, the sun had 
ceased to shine for that poor bear. It was so 
instantaneous he hardly felt his death, and I was 
glad  to know that, at last, all his troubles were 
over ; but I was sorry he had ever left the wilds o f 
G eorgia to take up his abode with us at the Isles 
o f Shoals.

T H E  P E T E R K I N S ’ P I C N I C .  

B y  L u c r e t i a  P . H a l e .

h e r e  was some doubt about 
the weather. Solomon John 

looked at the “  Probabilities ; ”  there 
were to be “ areas”  o f rain in the New 
England States.

Agam em non thought ¡f they could 
only know where were to be the areas 
o f rain, they m ight go to the others. 
Mr. Peterkin proposcd w alking round 
the house in a procession, to examine 
the sky. A s  they returned, they met 
A nn M aria Brom wich, who was to go, 

much surprised not to find them ready.
Mr. and Mrs. Peterkin were to go in the carry- 

all, and take up the lady from Philadelphia, and 
Ann Maria, with the rest, was to follow in a wagón, 
and to stop for the daughters o f the lady from 
Philadelphia. T h e  wagón arrived, and so Mr. 
1‘etcrkin had the liorse put into the carry-all.

A basket had been kept on the back piazza for 
sonie days, where anybody could put anything that 
"'otrld be needed for the picnic, as soon as it was

thought of. Agam em non had already decided to 
take a thermometer. Som ebody was always com- 
plaining o f being too hot or too coid at a  picnic, 
and it would be a  great convenience to see if she 
really were so. H e thought now he m ight take a 
barometer, as “  Probabilities ”  was so uncertain. 
T hen, if it went down in a  threatening way, they 
could all come back.

T h e little boys had tied their kites to the basket. 
T h ey  had never tried them at h om e; it m ight be 
a good chance on the hills. Solomon John had 
put in some fisliing-poles; Elizabeth Eliza a  book 
of poetry. Mr. Peterkin did not like sitting on 
the ground, and proposed taking two chairs, one 
fot-himself and one for anybody else. T h e  little 
boys were perfectly happy; they jum ped in and 
out o f  the wagón a dozen times, with new India- 
rubber boots bought for the occasion.

Before they started, Mrs. Peterkin began to 
think she had already had enough o f the picnic, 
w hat with goin g and com ing, and trying to revnem- 
ber things. So m any mistakes were made. T h e
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things that were to go in the wagón were put in 
the carry-all, and the things in the carry-all had to 
be taken out for the wagón ! Elizabeth Eliza forgot 
her water-proof, and had to go back for her veil, 
and Mr. Peterkin cante near forgetting his um- 

brella.
M rs. Peterkin sat on the piazza and tried to think. 

She felt as if she rnust have forgotten- som ething; 
she knew she must. W h y  could not she think of 
it noy», before it was too late ? It seems hard any 
day to think what to have for dinner, but how 
m uch easier now it would be to stay at hom e quietly 
and order the dinner,— and there was the butcher’s 
c a r t ! B u t now they must think o f everything.

A t  last she was put into the carry-all, and Mr. 
Peterkin in front to drive. Tw ice they started, 
and twice they found som ething was left behind,—  
the loaf o f fresh brown bread on the back piazza, 
and a  basket o f  sandwiches on the front porch. 
A n d  just as the wagón was leaving, the little boys 
shrieked, “  T h e  basket o f things was left b eh in d !” 

Everybody got out o f the wagón. Agam em non 
went back into the house, to see i f  anything else 
were left. H e looked into the closets; he shut the 
front door, and was so busy that he forgot to get 
into the wagón himself. It started o ff and went 
down the Street without him  !

H e was wondering what he should do i f  he were 
left behind (why had they not thought to arrange 
a telegraph wire to the back wheel o f the wagón, 
so that he m ight have sent a  message in such a 
case?), when the Bromwichs drove out o f  their 
yard in their b u g gy, and took him in.

T h ey  joined the rest o f the party at Tathan 
Corners, whcre they were all to m eet and consult 
where they were to go. Mrs. Peterkin called to 
Agam em non, as soon as he appeared. She had 
been holding the barom eter and the thermometer, 
and they w aggled so that it troubled her. It was 
hard keeping the thermometer out o f  the sun, 
which would m ake it so warm. It really took away 
h er pleasure, holding the things. Agam em non de- 
cided to get into the carry-all, on the seat with his 
father, and take the barom eter and thermometer.

T h e  consultation went on. Should they go to 
C h erry Swam p, or Lonetown H ill? Y o u  had the 
view if you went to Lonetown H ill, but may be 
the drive to C herry Swam p was prettier.

Som ebody suggested asking the lady from Phil- 
adelphia, as the picnic was got up for her.

B ut where was she?
“ I declare,”  said Mr. Peterkin, “ I forgot to 

stop for her ! ”  T h e  whole picnic there, and no 
lady from Philadelphia!

I t  seemed the horse had twitched his head in a 
threatening m anner as they passed the house, and 
M r. Peterkin had forgotten to stop, and Mrs. Peter­

kin had been so busy m anaging the thermometers 
that she had not noticed, and the wagón had fol- 
lovved on behind.

Mrs. Peterkin was in despair. She did not like 
to have Mr. Peterkin m ake a short turn, and it 
was getting late, and what would the lady from 
Philadelphia think o f it, and had they not better 
give it all up ?

But everybody said “ N o ! ”  and M r. Peterkin 
said he could make a wide turn round the Lovejoy _ 
barn. So they m ade the turn, and took up the 
lady from Philadelphia, and the wagón followed 
behind and took up her daughters, for there was a 
driver in the wagón besides Solomon John.

A nn  Maria Brom wich said it was so late b y  this 
time, they m igh t as well stop and have the picnic 
on the Common ! B u t the question was put again, 
W here should they go ?

T h e  lady from Philadelphia decided for Straw- 
berry N ook— it sounded inviting. There were no 
strawberries, and there was no nook, it was said, 
but there was a good place to tie the horses.

Mrs. Peterkin was feeling a little nervous, for 
she did not know what the lady from Philadelphia 
would think o f their having forgotten her, and 
the more she tried to explain it, the worse it 
seemed to make it. Site supposed they never did 
such things in Philadelphia; she knew they had 
invited all the world to a party, but she was sure 
she would never want to invite anybody again. 
There was no fun about it, till it was all over. 
Such a  m istakc to have a party for. a person, and 
then go without h e r ;  but she knew  they would 
forget som ething 1 She wished they had not called 
it their picnic 1

There was another bother 1 Mr. Peterkin stop- 
ped. “ W a s anything b ro k e? ”  exclaim ed Mrs. 
Peterkin. “ W a s som ething fo rgo tten ?” asked 
the lady from Philadelphia.

N o ! But Mr. Peterkin did n ’t know the way; 
and here he was leading all the party, and a long 
row o f carriages following.

T h e y  all stopped, and it seemed nobody knew 
the way to Strawberry N ook, unless it was the Gib- 
bons boys, who were far behind. T h e y  were made 
to drive up, and said that Strawberry Nook was in 
quite a different direction, but they could bring the 
party round to it through the meadows.

T h e  lady from Philadelphia thought they might 
stop anywhere, such a pleasant day, but Mr. Peter­
kin said they were started for Strawberry Nook, 
and had better keep on.

So they kept on. It proved to be an excellcnt 
place where they could tie the horses to a  fencc. 
Mrs. Peterkin did not like their all heading different 
w ays; it seemed as if any o f them m ight come at 
her, and tear up the fence. especially as the little
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boys had their hites flapping round. T h e  Trern- 
letts insisted upon the whole party goin g up on 
the h i l l ; it was too damp below. So the. Gibbons 
boys, and the little boys and Agam em non, and 
Solomon John, and all the party had to carry every- 
thing up to the rocks. T h e  large basket o f  “  things”  
was very  heavy. It had been difficult to lift it into 
the w agón, and it was harder to take it out. But 
with the lielp o f the driver, and Mr. Peterkin, and 
oid M r. Brom wich, it was got up the hill.

A nd at last all was arranged. Mr. Peterkin was 
scated in his chair. T h e other was offered to the 
lady from Philadelphia, but she preferred the car- 
ringe cushions; so did oíd Mr. Bromwich. And 
the table-cloth was spread,-— for they did bring a 
table-cloth,— and the baskets were opened, and 
the picnic really began. T h e  pickles had tumbled 
into the butter, and the spoons had been forgotten, 
and the Trem letts’ basket had been left on their 
front door-step. But nobody seetned to mind. 
Everybody was hungry, and everything they ate 
seemed o f the best. T h e  little boys were perfectly 
happy, and ate  o f all the kinds o f calce. T w o  of 
the Trem letts would stand while they were eating, 
because they were afraid o f the ants and the spiders 
that seemed to b e  crawling round. A n d  Elizabeth 
Eliza had to keep poking with a  fern lea f to keep 
ilie inseets out o f the plates. T h e  lady from Phila­
delphia was made comfortable with the cushions 
and shawls, leaning against a  rock. Mrs. Peterkin 
wondered i f  she forgot she had been forgotten.

John Osborne said it was time for conundrums, 
and asked: “ YVhyis a pastoral musical play better 
than the m usic we have here ? Because one is a 
grass-hopper, and the other is a  grass-opera ! ”

Elizabeth Eliza said she knevv a  conundrum, a very 
funny one, one o f her friends in Boston had told
her. It was, “ w hy i s  ”  It began, “ w hy is
something lik e  ”  N o, “ w hy are they differ-
ent?”  It was som ething about an oíd woman, or 
else it was som ething about a young one. It was 
very funny, if she could only think what it was 
about, or whether it was alike or different 1

The lady from Philadelphia was proposing they 
should guess Elizabeth Eliza’s conundrum, first 
the question, and then the answer, when one of 
the Trem letts carne running down the hill, and 
declared she had just discovered a very threatening 
cloud, and she was sure it was going to rain down 
directly. E verybody started up, though 110 cloud 
'vas to be seen.

There was a  great looking for umbrellas and 
water-proofs. T hen  it appeared that Elizabeth

Eliza had left hers after all, though she had gone 
back for it twice. Mr. Peterkin knew he had not 
forgotten his umbrella, because he had put the 
whole umbrella-stand into the w agón, and it had 
been brought up the hill, but it proved to hold only 
the family canes !

T h ere  was a  great cry for the “  em ergeney bas­
ket,”  that had not been opened yet. Mrs. Peter­
kin explained how for days the family had been 
putting into it what m ight be needed, as soon as 
anything was thought of. Everybody stopped to 
see its contents. It was carefully covered with 
newspapers. First carne out a backgammon- 
board. “  T h at would be awful,”  said A nn  Maria, 
“  i f  we have t<i spend the afternoon in anybody’s 
barn.”  N ext, a  pair o f andirons. “  W h a t were 
they f o r ? ”  “ In case o f  needing a  fire in the 
woods,”  explained Solomon John. T h en  carne a 
volume o f the Encyclopedia. B u t it was the first 
volum e, Agam em non now regretted, and contained 
only A  and a part o f B , and nothing about rain or 
showers. N ext, a bag o f pea-nuts, put in by  the 
little boys, and Elizabeth Eliza’s b o o k o f poetry, and 
a change o f boots for Mr. Peterkin; a  small foot-rug 
in case the ground should be dam p; some paint- 
boxes o f the little b o y s; a  box o f fish-hooks for Sol­
omon Joh n ; an ink-bottle, carefully done up in a 
great deal o f newspaper, which w as fortúnate, as the 
ink was oozing o u t; some oíd magazines, and a 
blacking-bottle ; and at the bottom , a  sun-dial. It 
was all very entertaining, and there seemed to be 
som ething for every occasion but the prcsent. Oíd 
Mr. Brom wich did not wonder the basket was so 
heavy. It was all so interesting that nobody but 
the Trem letts went down to the carritigcs.

T h e  sun was shining brighter than ever, and 
A nn M aria insisted on setting up the sun-dial. 
Certainly there was 110 danger o f a  shower, and 
they m ight as well go  on with the picnic. But 
when Solomon John and Ann M aria had arranged 
the sun-dial, they asked everybody to look at their 
watches, so that they m ight see if it was right. 
A nd then carne a  great exclamation at the h o u r: 
“  It was time they were all going home 1 ”

T h e  lady from Philadelphia had been wrapping 
her shawl about her, as she felt the sun was low. 
But nobody had any idea it was so late! W ell, 
th e y  had left late, and went back a  great many 
times, had stopped sometimes to consult, and had 
been long on the road, and it had taken a  long 
tim e to fetch up the things, so it was no wonder it 
was time to go  away. But it had been a delightful 
picnic, after all.
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M I D S U M M E R  A N D  T H E  P O E T S .

B v L u c y  L a r c o m .

N  our northern climate, the poetry of 
spring has to be sung or repeated with 
a  coid in the head, too often to make 
it quite enjoyable. But June with us 
answers to the M ay o f European poets, 
and this carly summer-time is the sweet- 
est and freshest o f the year. Then all 
the buds are blossoming, all the birds 
are singing, and the air’ is full o f  name-

"  U p ,  u p ,  m y  h c a r t ! a n d  w a lk  a b r o a d ;  f l in g  c a r k  a n d  c a r c  a s id c  • 
S e c k  s l l c n t  b il is , o r  r c s t  i h y s c l f  w h e r e  p e a c e fu l  w a te r s  g lid c .

“  T h e  d a i s y  a n d  i h e  b u t l e r c u p  a r e  n o d d i n g  c o u r te o u s l y ;
I t  s t i r s  t h e i r  b lo o d  w i th  k i n d e s t  lo v c ,  to  b lc s s  a n d  w e lc o m e 

t h e e .”

T h e twenty-fourth day o f June, given in the 
Calendar as the birthday o f St. John, is Midsum- 
m er D ay, and used to be superstítiously observed. 
On M idsumm er Eve people brought grecn bougli-

less deíicious scents from orchard and l *le  wo°ds to embower their doors, expecting
forest and m eadow ; from the young 

Vi grass springing under foot, and the 
youn g leaves shaken out overhead.

O ne o f  the earliest specimens o f English poetry 
is a little snatch o f song b eg in n in g :

“  S u m m e r  ¡s  y - c u m e n  in  ;
L o u d  s in g  c u c k o o  ! ”

It sounds like a-cliild’s voice calling to its mates in 
the meadows o f the Past, and rings as clear to-day 
as on the unknown m orning when it was first sung, 
— for Nature and Poetry never grow oíd.

T h e  “  M idsumm er N igh t’s Dream ”  o f  Shak- 
speare is founded upon the oíd faith in fairies, and 
it sparkles throughout with dew-drops and moon- 
beams. T h is  great master o f poetry saw the deli- 
cate tints and shadowings o f  beauty in Nature, as 
well as her splendors and her wonders ; and with 
the com ing on o f  summer, we are ready to follow 
his “ dainty spirit”  A riel, singing

“  M e r r i ly ,  m e r r i ly  s h a l l  w e  l iv e  n o w ,
U n d e r  t h e  b lo s s o m  t h a t  h a n g s  o n  th e  b o u g h .”

Perhaps the finest thing ever written about the 
month o f  June, is the well-known passage in Lowell’s 
“  S ir L aun fal: ”

“ A n d  w h a t  i s  so  r a r e  a s  a  d a y  in  J u n e ?
T h e n ,  i f  e v e r ,  c o m e  p e r f e c t  d a y s :

T h e n  H  c a v e n  t r i e s  t h e  e a r th  i f  i t  b e  in  tu n e ,
A n d  o v e r  i t  s o f t ly  h e r  w a r m  c a r  la y s .

W h e th e r  w e  lo o k , o r  w h e th e r  w e  lis te n ,
W e  l ie a r  l ife  m u r m u r ,  o r  s e e  i t  g l i s t e n .”

“ T h e  l i t t l e  b i r d  s i ts  a t  h i s  d o o r  in  t h e  s u n ,
A - ti l t  l ik e  a  b lo s so m  a m o n g  th e  le a v e s ,

A n d  le t s  h i s  i l lu m in e d  b e in g  o ’c r ru n
W ith  t h e  d e lu g e  o f  s u m m e r  i t  r c c c iv c s .”

T h ere  is a very pretty song b y  Motherwell, an 
English poet, beginning :

“  T h e y  c o m e , t h e  m e r r y  s u m m e r  m o n th s ,  o f  b e a u ty ,  s o n g ,  a n d  
f lo w e rs :

T h e y  c o m e , t h e  g la d s o m c  m o n th s ,  t h a t  b r in g  th ic k  Ic a f in e ss  to  
b o w e rs .

to be protected from thunderstorms and other 
evils. T hen  they would go  out and gather plañís 
which were supposed to possess m agical properties; 
am ong them, vervain, rué, St. John’s wort, and 
trefoil. T h ere  is a  Spanish song referring to this 
custom, a  verse or two o f which runs thus :

“  C o m e  fo r th ,  c o m e  fo r th ,  m y  m a id e n s  1 ’t  i s  t h e  d a y  o f  g o o d  St. 
J o h n ;

I t  i s  t h e  B a p t i s i 's  m o r n in g  t h a t  b r e a k s  t h e  h i l ls  u p o n :
A n d  le t  u s  a l l  g o  fo r th  t o g e th e r ,  w h i lc  t h e  b lc s s e d  d a y  is  ncw , 
T o  d r e s s  w i th  f lo w e rs  t h e  s n o w - w h ite  w e th e r ,  e r e  t h e  s u n  has 

d r ie d  t h e  d e w .

“  C o m e  fo r th , c o m e  f o r th ,  m y  m a id e n s ,  a n d  s lu m b c r  n o t  a w a y  
T h e  b le s s e d , b le s s e d  m o r n in g  o f  t h e  h o ly  B a p t i s t 's  d a y  1 
T h e r e ’s  tre fo il  in  t h e  m e a d o w , a n d  l ib e s  o n  th e  le a ,
A n d  h a w th o r n  b lo s s o m s  o n  t h e  b u s h ,  w h ic h  y o u  m u s t  p luck 

w ith  m e .”

And M ary Howitt has a pretty bailad about “  Little 
M abel,”  who went to wait upon her grandmother 
on Midsummer D ay,

how she

“  W h e n  a l l  t h e  fa ir y  p e o p le  
F ro m  c lf - la n d  c o m e  a w a y ; ”

“  S w c p t  t h e  h e a r th  u p  c lc a n ,
A n d  th e n  th e  ta b lc  s p r e a d ;

A n d  n e x t  s h e  fe d  t h e  d o g  a n d  b ird ,
A n d  th e n  s h e  m a d e  th e  b e d : ”

and how she went down the dell ten paces, to bring 
water from the Lady-well, and there at first saw 
nothing

“  E x c c p t  a  b i r d ,  a  s k y - b lu c  b ird ,
' I h a t  s a t  u p o n  a  t r e c .”

But the second time, she saw

“  I íe s id e  I h c  w e ll  a  l a d y  sm a ll ,
A l l  e lo th e d  in  g r e e n  a n d  w h i t e ,”

who gave her a  fairy blessing, telling her that she 
should

“  H a v e  th e  w ill a n d  p o w e r  to  p ic a s e ,
A n d  s h o u ld  b e  io v e d  a l w a y .”

T h e  brownies, too, looked kindly on little Mabel 
as she passed through the wood to gather dry sticks 
for her grandm other’s fire, and they dropped a 
silver luck-penny in her path.
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W H E R E  P E A C E P U L  W A T E R S  G L I D E .”

T hen, at dew-fall, her grandm other sent her “  to 
m ilk the mother-ewe : ”
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‘‘ ’T  i s  g o o d  t o  m a k c  a l l  d u t y  s w e e t ;
T o  b e  a l e r t  a n d  k i n d  ;

’T  i s  g o o d ,  l ik e  l i t t l e  M a b e l,
T o  h a v e  a  w i l l in g  m in d .”

No wonder the poets have loved to sing o f the 
carly summer. How the cheerfulness with which 
it inspires ns rings through these lines of B ry a n t.

•• I s  t h i s  a  t im e  to  b e  c lo u d y  a n d  s a d ,
W h e n  o t i r  m o t h e r  N a tu r e  l a u g h s  a r o u n d ,

W h e n  c v e n  t h e  d e e p  b lu e  h e a v e n s  l o o k  g la d ,
A n d  g l a d n e s s  b r e a th e s  f ro m  t h e  b lo s s o m tn g  g r o u l id  .

“ T h e r e  a r e  n o t e s  o f  j o y  f ro m  t h e  h a n g - b ir d  a n d  a r e n ,
A n d  th e  g o s s ip  o f  s w a llo w s  t h r o u g h  a l l  t h e  s k y ,

T h e  g r o u n d - s q u ir r c l  g a y l y  c h i r p s  b y  h i s  d e n .
A n d  t h e  w i ld in g  b e e  h u m s  m c r n ly  b y .

“  T h e r e ' s  a  d a n c e  o f  l e a v e s  i n  t h a t  a s p e n  b o w c r :
T h e r e  ' s  a  t i t t e r  o f  tv in d s  i n  t h a t  b e c c h e n  t r e e ;

T h e r e ’s  a  s m ile  o n  t h e  f r u i t  a n d  a  s m ile  in  t h e  f lo w e r,
A n d  a  l a u g h  f ro m  th e  b r o o k  t h a t  r u n s  to  t h e  s e a .

T h e  breezes o f June seem to blow through these 
verses; but you m ay h ear the “ titter o f w inds”  m 
the poplar and birch all summer. T h ere  is nothmg

som. T h ere  is a shimmer o f heat over the land- 
scape, and the bilis put on a  veil o f mist. Nearly 
all the birds have stopped s in g in g ; but the wood- 
thrush keeps up his hcavenly music in the deep 
forests; the song-sparrow warbles on, happy in 
any w eather; and the little pasture-sparrow, hid 
am ong the berry-bushes, pours out his tiny tnck- 
üng melody, w hich seems like a  drop o f summer 
sunshine m elted into a  song. O ver the mown 
meadows comes the shrill, hot twang o f the har- 
vest-fly, which. m ight be the very voicc o f the 
August noon, com plaining o f its own heat.

T h e  violets, and almost all the roses, are gone 
before midsummer comes, and flowers as well as 
birds are fewer than in June. But you will find 
the fragrant white pyrola in the shade of the pine 
w oods; the ycllow St. Jolm’s wort stars the grass 
here and there, and the meadow-sweet waves its 
pink and white tufts along the dry road-side ; w hik 
the red lily glows out am ong the brakes and bav-

that will fill you more com pletely with the spint 
o f midsummer than to loiter on a  July afternoon 
through a pasture in which the young birches have 
come up where ver they liked, and listen to them 
as they whisper am ong themselves in the sultry

weather. .
T h e signs o f  midsumm er are almost entirely 

sights and sounds o f repose. June is like the 
breaking o f the waves of beauty upon the shores 
o f earth. But have you ever observed, after watch- 
ing the waves on the beach until the tide has come 
in”  and the last ripple has ceased, what a  hush 
comes upon the m ighty bosom o f the sea? It is 
profound stillness and perfect rest, that almost 
m akes you hold your breath, as Nature is holding

hers. , ,
M idsumm er is the flood-tide o f the y e a r ; and 

just such a calm settles down upon the heart o f the 
earth, after surging into ligh t and song and blos-

T H E  F L O O D .

berry-clumps, a fiante kindled by the A u gu st sun. 
T h e  snowy water-lily, the purest and coolest aiu 
freshest of all the flowers, is the child o f the mid­
summer months, and is a refreshment wherever 
seen, floating in its water-eradle, kissed by sun- 
beams and rocked by every passing breeze.

Coolncss and shade are now the desire o f every

living creature.
T h e  poet Thom son, who has written oi all tne 

seasons, has this picture of the cattle seeking shcl- 
ter from the heat o f a sultry noon :

“  A r o u n d  t h e  a d jo in in g  b r o o k  t h a t  p u r l s  a lo n g  
T h e  v o c a l  g r o v e ,  n o w  f r e t t ln g  o ’e r  a  r o c k ,
N o w  s c a r c c ly  m o v in g  th r o u g h  a  r e e d y  p o o l,
N o w  s t a r t i n g  t o  a  s u d d e n  s t r e a m  a n d  n o w  
G e n t ly  d if fu s c d  in to  a  l im p id  p la in ,
A  v a r io u s  g r o u p  t h e  f lo c k s  a n d  h e r d s  c o m p o s c .
R u r a l  c o n f u s ió n  1 O n  t h e  g r a s s y  b a n k  
S o m e  r u m in a t in g  l i e ;  w h i le  o t l ie r s  s t a n d  
H a l f  in  t h e  f lo o d , a n d ,  o f te n  b e n d in g ,  s ip  
T h e  c i r e l in g  s u r f a c c ,"
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T h e poets sometimes make us feel the stifling 
glow o f midsummer in their verses, as in these of 
Dr. H olm es:

“  T h e r e ! s w e e p  th e s e  fo o lish  le a v e s  a w a y !
I  w i l l  n o t  c r u s h  m y  b r a in s  to -d a y .
L o o k ! a r e  t h e  s o u t h c m  c u r ta in s  d r a w n  ?
F e t c h  m e  a  f a n ,  a n d  s o  b e g o n e !

“  R a i n  m e  s w e e t  o d o r s  o n  th e  a i r ;
A n d  w h e e l  m e  u p  m y  I n d ia n  c h a ir ,
A n d  s p r c a d  s o m c  b o o k  n o t  o v e rw is e  
F i a t  o u t  b e f o re  m y  s le e p y  e y e s ! ”

A nd W h ittier thus vividly describes the out-door 
heat:

“  W h i t c  w i th  i t s  s u n - b lc a c h c d  d u s t ,  t h e  p a t h w a y  w m d s  
B e fo re  m e ; d u s t  is  o n  th e  s h r u n k e n  g ra s s ,
A n d  o n  th e  t r e c s  b c n c a t h  w h o s c  b o u g h s  I  p a s s .
B e tw c c n  m e  a n d  t h e  h o t  f ie ld s  o f  t h e  S o u th  
A  t r e m u lo u s  g lo w , a s  f ro m  a  f u r n a c e -m o u th ,
G lim in c rs  a n d  s w im s  b e f o re  m y  d a z z lc d  s i g h t . ”

The conclusión o f the poem from which these 
lines are taken, refreshes one by  contrast, just as a 
brcezc would, springing up on a  hot, still d a y :

** Y e t o n  m y  c h c c k  I  fe e l t h e  w e s te rn  w in d ,
A n d  h e a r  i t  te l l in g  to  t h e  o r c h a r d  tre c s ,
A n d  to  t h e  f a in t  a n d  f lo w e r- fo rs a k e n  b e e s ,

T a l e s  o f  f a i r  m e a d o w s ,  g r e e n  w i th  c o n s t a n t  s t r e a in s ,
A n d  m o u n ta in s  r i s i n g  b lu e  a n d  c o o l b e h in d ,

W h e r e  in  m o is t  d e l ls  t h e  p u r p l c  o rc h is  g le a m s .
A n d ,  s t a r r e d  w i t h  w h i tc ,  t h e  v irg in ’s  b o w e r  i s  tw in e d .

e l  S o  t h e  o ’c r - w c a r ie d  p i lg r im ,  a s  h e  fa re s
A lo n g  life ’s  s u m m e r  w a s te ,  a t  t im e s  i s  fa n n e d ,

E v c n  a t  n o o n t id e ,  b y  th e  c o o l, s w e e t  a irs  
O f  a  s e r e n e r  a n d  a  h o l ic r  l a n d ,
F r e s h  a s  t h e  m o r n ,  a n d  a s  t h e  d e w -fa ll  b la n d .

B r c a th  o f  t h e  b le s s e d  h c a v c n  fo r  w h ic h  w e  p ra y ,
B lo w  f ro m  t h e  e te r n a l  b i l is  ! m a k e  g l a d  o u r  e a r th ly  w a y  ! ”

l f  you are in a mountain región in midsummer, 
you will see how all the summits sink into a liazy 
outline, and how  all the rough precipiccs are hid- 
den— buried in a  soft, dream-like mist. T h en  you 
will feel the beauty of the “  Sum m er by the Lake- 
side ”  poems, by  the sam e author. One o f them, 
“  Noon,”  begins in this way :

“  W h i t e  c lo u d s ,  w h o s c  s h a d o w s  h a u n t  t h e  d e e p ;
L i g h t  m is t s ,  w h o s c  s o f t  e m b r a c e s  k e e p  
T h e  s u n s h in e  o n  th e  b il is  a s l c e p !

*• O  s h a p e s  a n d  h u e s ,  d im  b c c k o n in g  th r o u g h  
Y o n  m o u n ta in  g a p s ,  m y  l o n g in g  v ie w  
B e y o n d  th e  p u r p l c  a n d  t h e  b lu e ,

“  T o  s t i l lc r  s e a  a n d  g r e e n e r  la n d ,
A n d  s o f te r  l i g h t ,  a n d  a i r s  m o re  b la n d ,
A n d  s k ie s ,  t h e  h o l lo w  o f  G o d ’s  h a n d  ! ”

There is som ething in the air o f a  midsummer 
day in the country that soothcs us, as if Mother 
Nature were falling into a noontide sleep, and in- 
vited us, her children, to lay' our heads upon her 
lap and slum ber too. T h e  little brooks slip over 
their rocks with a lullaby song, and the bee liums 
drowsily, as he journeys from flower to flower.

Midsummer has certainly a  poetry o f its own, 
and no lovelier specimen o f it can be given than 
these verses o f Bryant’s, from a  poem called ‘ ‘  A  
Sum m er Ram ble ” :

“  T h e  q u ic t  A u g u s t  n o o n  h a s  c o m e :
A  s lu m b e ro u s  s i le n c c  f ilis  t h e  s k y :

T h e  f ie ld s  a r e  s t il l ,  t h e  w o o d s  a r e  d u m b ;
I n  g l a s s y  s lc c p  th e  w a te r s  lie .

“  A n d  m a r k  y o n  s o f t  w h i te  c lo u d s  t h a t  r e s t  
A b o v e  o u r  v a le ,  a  m o v e le s s  t h r o n g :

T h e  c a t t l c  o n  th e  m o u n ta in ’s  b r e a s t  
F .n jo y  th e  g r a te f u l  s h a d o w  lo n g .

“  O h ,  h o w  u n l ik e  th o s c  m e r r y  h o u r s
I n  c a r ly  J u n e ,  w h e n  E a r t h  l a u g h s  o u t ;

W h e n  th e  f r e s h  w in d s  m a k e  lo v e  to  f lo w e rs .
A n d  w o o d la n d s  s i n g ,  a n d  w a te r s  s h o u t ;

“  W h e n  in  t h e  g r a s s  s w e e t  v o ic c s  ta lk ,
A n d  s t r a in s  o f  t i n y  m u s ic  sw e ll 

F r o m  e v e r y  m o s s -c u p  o f  t h e  ro c k ,
F r o m  e v e r y  n a m e le s s  b lo s s o m ’s  b e ll .

•* B u t  n o w  a  j o y  to o  d e e p  f o r  s o u n d ,
A  p e a c e  n o  o th e r  s e a s o n  k n o w s ,

H u s h e s  t h e  h e a v e n s  a n d  w r a p s  t h e  g r o u n d ,—
T h e  b lc s s in g  o f  s u p r e m o  re p o s e .”

T h e poetry o f Bryant is like  the beauty o f the 
seasons themselves. It contains them all, with 
their varyin g tints o f cloud and leaf, their different 
skies and their ever-changing blossoms. In  how 
m any ways the summer wind breathes on you 
through his verses !

“ H e  c o m e s !
L o  w h e r e  t h e  g r a s s y  m e a d o w  r u n s  in  w a v e s !

“  H e  i s  c o m e !
S h a k in g  a  s h o w e r  o f  b lo s s o m s  fro m  th e  s h ru b s ,
A n d  b e a r in g  o n  th e i r  f r a g ra n c c .

“  A  th o u s a n d  f lo w e rs ,
B y  th e  r o a d -s id e  a n d  th e  b o r d e r s  o f  t h e  b ro o k ,
N o d  g a y ly  to  c a c h  o th e r .”

Bryant’s poem  “ T o  the E ven ing W in d ” has 
kept freshncss in the hearts o f m any o f us men and 
women, ever since we loved and learned it in the 
breezy days o f childhood. D o the children o f to- 
day delight, as we did, in repeating—

“  S p ir i t  t h a t  b r e a th e s t  t h r o u g h  m y  J a tü c c , th o u
T h a t  c o o l’s t  t h e  tw i l ig h t  o f  t h e  s u l tr y  d a y ,— "

“  G o  f o r th  in to  t h e  g a t h e r i n g  s h a d e ,  g o  fo r th ,
G o d ’s  b le s s in g  b r e a t h e d  u p o n  th e  f a in t i n g  e a r th  ! ”

“  G o , ro c k  th e  l i t t l e  w o o d - b ir d  in  h i s  n e s t ! ”

T h e  poetry o f  rain in summer every child must 
have felt. T h ere  are summer rain songs that drop 
down into tired and suffocated lives as the showers 
glide to the roots o f the grass in time o f drought. 
Longfellow has one, beginning—

“  H o w  b e a u t if u l  i s  t h e  r a i n !
A f te r  t h e  d u s t  a n d  h e a t,
In  t h e  b ro a d  a n d  f ie ry  S t r e e t ,

I n  t h e  n a r r o w  la ñ e ,
H o w  b e a u t if u l  i s  t h e  r a i n ! ”
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A n d  there is an exquisite little poem by Aldrich, 
called “  Before the R a in ”  :

“  W e  k n e w  i t  w o u ld  r a in ,  fo r  a l l  t h e  m o rii 
A  s p i r i t  o n  s l c n d e r  r o p e s  o f  m is t  

W a s  lo w e r in g  i t s  g o ld e n  b u c k e t s  d o w n  
I n t o  t h e  v a p o r y  a m e th y s t  

O f  m a rs h e s  a n d  s w a m p s  a n d  d is m a l  fc n s ,—
S c o o p in g  t h e  d e w  t h a t  l a y  in  t h e  flo w e rs ,

D i p p i n g  th e  jc w c ls  o u t  o f  t h e  s e a ,
T o  s p r in k lc  th e m  o v e r  t h e  l a n d  i n  s h o w e rs .

“  W e  k n e w  i t  w o u ld  r a in ,  fo r  t h e  p o p la r s  sh o w e d  
T h e  w h i t e  o f  th e i r  l c a v c s ; t h e  a m b e r  g ra in  

S h r u n k  in  t h e  w i n d ;  a n d  t h e  l i g h tn i n g  n o w  
I s  t a n g l e d  i n  t r e m u lo u s  s k e in s  o f  ra in .

M idsumm er is the time to enjoy the woods, tu 
stroll b y  the brook, or to follow its em pty bed up 
the mountain-side, where the ferns lian g moist and 
green, and the moss is like velvet under your foot. 
It is the tim e for the free, happy holidays which
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everybody needs, and which the good G od meant 
us all Jo have. Longfellow has written o f  one of 
these:

“  O  g i f t  o f  G o d  ! O  p c r f c c t  d a y  !
W h e r e o n  s l ia l l  n o  m a n  w o r k , b u t  p l a y ! ”

G o with the poets, and they will show you how 
beautiful and wonderful are the common objeets 
that belong to wild, neglected spots, and also 
those which lie unnoticed about your own dwelling- 
places. F or the poets find nothing new ; they only 
point out to you what you m ight have seen your- 
sclf had your sight been keen and olear as theirs.

One o f them (Leigh Hunt) writes o f the grass- 
liopper, calling him a

“  O r e e n  l i t t le  v a u l t e r  in  t h e  s u m m e r  g r a s s ; ”

and another (Keats), listening to the same insect, 
will tell you that

“  T h e  p o e t r y  o f  e a r th  i s  n e v e r  d e a d .
W h e n  a l l  t h e  b i r d s  a r e  f a in t  w i th  t h e  h o t  s u n ,
A n d  h id e  i n  c o o l in g  t r e c s ,  a  v o ic e  w ill ru n  

F r o m  h e d g e  to  h e d g e  a b o u t  t h e  n c w -m o w n  m e a d  :
T h a t  i s  t h e  g r a s s h o p p e r ’s ;— h e  ta k e s  t h e  lc a d  

I n  s u m m e r  l u x u r y ;  h e  h a s  n e v e r  d o n e  
W i th  h i s  d e l i g h t s ; fo r ,  w h e n  t i r e d  o u t  w i th  fu n ,

H e  r e s ts  a t  c a s e  b e n e a th  s o m e  p l e a s a n t  w e e d .”

Still another poet (Em erson), addressing “  T h e 
Humble-Bee,”  say's:

“  I  w ill fo llo w  th e e  a lo n e ,
T h o u  a n im a te d  to r r id  z o n c !

“  H o t  m id s u m m c r 's  p e t t e d  c r o n c ,
S w e e t  t o  m e  t h y  d r o w s y  to n e ,
T h a t  te l l s  o f  c o u n t l e s s  s u n u y  h o u rs ,
L o n g  d a y s ,  a n d  s o l id  b a n k s  o f  f lo w e rs . '’

And well it is to follow a wise guide like the bee — 
one that has the faculty of

“  S*fcing  o n ly  w h a t  i s  fa ir,
S ip p in g  o n ly  w h a t  is  s w e e t . ’1

Go, then, with the poets,— no, come, with them, 
rather, for they invite us. Children especially they 
love ; and those of us who have anything o f our 
child-heart léft within us, w ill not be counted in- 
Iruders i f  we join  the pleasant company. I.iving 
out of doors with poets who are poets, and children 
who are real children, we m ight feel as i f  it were 
always summer-time in the world.

Mary Iiow itt is especially a  poet o f summer and 
of childhood. She say s:

“  T h e y  m a y  b o a s t  o f  i h c  s p r in g - t im e ,  w h e n  f lo w e rs  a r e  t h e  fn ire s t, 
A n d  b i r d s  s in g  b y  t h o u s a n d s  o n  e v e r y  g r e e n  t r c c ;

r i i c y  m a y  c a l i  i t  t h e  lo v e l ic s t ,  g r c c n c s t ,  a n d  ra re s t ,
B u t t h e  s u m m e r ’s  t h e  s c a s o n  t h a t ’s  d c a r e s t  to  m e .”

And who can refuse this delightful cali o f hers 
into the leafy forest ?

“  C o m e  y e  in to  t h e  s u m m e r  w o o d s !
'r h e r e  e n t e r c th  n o  a n n o y :

A ll g r e e n ly  w a v e  t h e  c h e s tn u t- le a v e s ,
A n d  t h e  e a r th  is  fu ll o f  jo y .

“  I  c a n n o t  te l l  y o u  h a l f  t h e  s ig h ts  
O f  b e a u ty  y o u  m a y  s c c ,—

T h e  b u r s t s  o f  g o ld e n  s u n s h in e ,
A n d  m a n y  a  s h a d y  trc c .

“  A n d  m a n y  a  m e r r y  bircl is  th e re ,
U n s c a r e d  b y  la w lc s s  m e n :

T h e  b lu e - w in g e d  j a y ,  t h e  w o o d p c c k c r ,
A n d  th e  g o ld e n - c r c s tc d  w re n .

“  C o m e  d o w n ,  a n d  y e  s h a l l  s e c  th e m  a ll ,
T h e  t im id  a n d  t h e  b o l d ;

F o r  t h e i r  s w e e t  life  o f  p le a s a n tn e s s ,
I t  i s  n o t  to  b e  to ld .

“  A n d  f a r  w i th in  t h a t  s h a d y  w o o d ,
A m o n g  th e  le a v e s  so  g r e e n ,

T h e r e  f lo w s  a  l i t t le  g u r g l i n g  b ro o k ,
T h e  b r ig h t e s t  c ’c r  w a s  scc n .

“  T h e r e  c o m e  t h e  l i t t le  g e n  t i c  b ird s ,
W i t h o u t  a  f c a r  o f  ill,

D o w n  t o  t h e  m u r m u r in g  w a te r ’s  e d g e ,
A n d  fre e ly  d r i n k  th e i r  f i l l ;

“  A n d  d a s h  a b o u t  a n d  s p l a s h  a b o u t ,
T h e  m e r r y  l i t t l e  t h i n g s !

A n d  lo o k  a s k a n c c  w i th  b r i g h t  b la c k  e y e s .
A n d  flirt  th e i r  d r ip p in g  w in g s .

“  I  ’v e  s c c n  t h e  f r e a k is h  s q u i r r c ls  d ro p  
D o w n  fro m  t h e i r  le a fy  t r e e ,—

T h e  l i t t l e  s q u ir rc ls  w i th  t h e  o íd ,—
G r e a t  j o y  i t  w a s  t o  m e !

“  A n d  d o w n  u n to  t h e  r u n u i n g  b ro o k  
I  ’v e  s e e n  th e m  n im b ly  g o ;

A n d  th e  b r i g h t  w a te r s  s e e m e d  t o  s p e a k  
A  w e lc o m e  k in d  a n d  lo w .

“  T h e  n o d d in g  p l a n t s ,  t h e y  b o w c d  th e i r  h e a d s .
A s  i f  in  h e a r i s o m c  c h e e r ;

T h e y  s p a k e  u n to  th e s e  l i t t l e  t h i n g s :
* ’T  is  m e r r y  l iv in g  h e r e ! ’

“  O h ,  h o w  m y  h c a r t  r a n  o ’c r  w i th  j o y !
I  s a w  t h a t  a l l  w a s  g o o d ;

A n d  h o w  w e  m ig h t  g le a n  u p  d e l ig h t  
A l l  r o u n d  u s ,  i f  w e  w o u ld .”

So many beautiful things have been written about 
midsummer, it would be difficult even tó ñame 
them all.

“  L ittle B e ll,”  by  W estwood, is one o f the sweet- 
est child-pictures ever drawn with pen and ink. 
Little Bell, and the squirrel, and the blackbird, and 
the lights and shadows o f the woodland in July or 
August days— here they a r e ; but you must find 
the poem , and make the whole o f it your own.

“  P ip c d  t h e  b la c k b ir d  o n  t h e  b c c c h w o o d  s p r a y ,—
‘ P r e t t y  m a id ,  s lo w  w a n d e r in g  th i s  w a y ,

W h a t  ’s  y o u r  ñ a m e  ? ’ q u o th  l ie  ;
‘ W h a t  ’s  y o u r  ñ a m e  ?  O h  s to p ,  a n d  s t r a i g h t  u n fo ld ,

P r e t t y  m a id ,  w i th  s h o w c r y  c u r ls  o f  g o ld  ! '
* L i t t l e  B e l l ,’ s a id  s h e .

“  L i t t l e  B e ll  s a t  d o w n  b e n e a th  t h e  ro c k s ,
T o s s e d  a s id e  h e r  g le a m in g , g o ld e n  lo c k s ,—

‘ B o n n y  b i r d ,’ q u o th  s h e ,
* S in g  m e  y o u r  b e s t  s o n g  b e fo re  I g o . ’
* H e r e ’s  t h e  v e r y  f ln e s t  s o n g  I  k n o w ,

L i t t l e  B e l l ,’ s a id  he.
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D ear children, some things'go under the title o f  who see less clear-
poetry which are incomprehensible to young and ly ,— o r  o fte n e r ,
oíd, to wise and foolish alike. But the way to who merely have
understand true poetry,— that o f nature, at least,—  less power to ex-
is to love the beauty o f which it is the picture and press themselves.
the song. T h e  best poetry is simple and natural Every child who
as life its e lf; and by listening to the sweet voices ca n  s p e a k  the
which are always floating unheeded on the air, you gladness he feels
will feel w hat it is, through all your being. O nly in the wonderful
keep eye and heart open, and never let it be pos- works o f G od is a
sible for you to scorn or neglect the least thing that little poet, sing-
G od has made. ingw ith thebrook

Look for poetry, and you will find it everywhere, and the breeze a
— in the fairy-cup moss under your feet in the song which he does not always know the meaning
woodland footpaths, in the song o f the robin at o f  himself, but which makcs the world a  happier
your window in the m orning, in the patter o f the place for those who listen.
rain on the roof, in the first rosy cloud on the Now we are turning over the leaves in Nature’s
horizon at dawn, and the last that fades otit in the Midsummer Book o f P o e try ; and we sliall find
west at sunset. F o r poetry is written all over the there, i f  we are heedful, a thousand things wc
earth b y  a Divine hand, bcfore it can get into books. never saw before. It is a book in which the most

 7 ---------------------------- ‘— :-------------------
“  D o w n  t h e  d c l l  s h e  t r ip p e d ,  a n d  th r o u g h  th e  g l a d e ;

P c e p e d  th e  s q u i r r e l  f ro m  th e  h a z e l-s h a d e ,
A n d  f ro m  o u t  t h e  t r e c  

S w u n g  a n d  Ic a p c d  a n d  f r o lic k e d , v o id  o f  f c a r :
W h i le  b o ld  B la c k b i r d  p ip e d ,  t h a t  a l l  m ig h t  h c a r ,—

‘ L i t t l e  B e l l ! ’ p ip e d  h e . "

Sometimes a boy or girl says, “  I should like to 
understand p o etry ; I do like to read it and repeat 
it, but I cannot always tell what it means.”

6 1 4  M I D S U M M E R  A N D T H E  P O E T S .  ( A u g u s t ,

T h e Creator is the great poet. A ll that is beau- 
tiful to eye or car o r heart is His handwriting. 
W herever a bud opens, a rivulet slips along its 
pebbly path, o r a  leaf-shadow dances in the sun- 
shine, there He has written a  pocm  which H e meant 
should be read with delight by every passer-by.

W h at the true poets do, is only to transíate so 
much o f His writing as they understand, for others
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thorough reader will always discover som ething 
new, because the thoughts o f  its A uthor are infi­
nite.

W e who are far apart, who have never seen one 
another, can be readm g this beautiful book to- 
gether; and it is a  pleasure to most o f  us older folk 
to have the children turn the pages for us. And 
cluldhood we are thankful that it is so -su rro u n d s 
us everywhere, like the birds and flowers.

Little wafts o f  song from children’s lips come to 
us wherever we are, for vacation is one o f  the 
poems o f  child-life. A n d  so we cióse our midsum­
mer talk with this “  Boy’s S o n g ” o f the “ Ettrick 
Shepherd — a  song overflowing with the spirit of 
vacation joys and summer weather :

“  W h e r e  t h e  p o o ls  a r e  b r i g h t  a n d  d e e p ,
VV h e r e  t h e  g r a y  t r o u t  l i e s  a s le e p ,
U p  t h e  r i v e r  a n d  o v e r  t h e  lea ,
T h a t  ' s  t h e  w a y  f o r  B tl ly  a n d  m e .

6 I 5

“  W h e r e  t h e  b la e ltb i rd  s i n g s  t h e  la te s t ,  
W h e r e  t h e  h a w th o r n  b lo o m s  t h e  s w e e te s t ,  
W h e r e  t h e  n e s t l in g s  c h i r p  a n d  flee ,
T h a t  ' s  t h e  w a y  f o r  I ü l l y  a n d  m e.

"  W h e r e  t h e  m o w e r s  m o w  t h e  c le a n e s t ,  
W h e r e  t h e  h a y  l i e s  t h i c k  a n d  g r e c n e s t ,  
l h e r o  to  trac fc  t h e  h o m e w a rd  b c e ,

T h a t ' s  t h e  w a y  fo r  Iü l ly  a n d  m e.’

'•  W h e r e  t h e  h a z e l  b a n h  is  s te e p e s t ,
W h e r e  t h e  s h a d o w  fa lls  t h e  d e e p e s t ,
W h e r e  t h e  c h i s t e r in g  n u t s  f a l l  f r e e , ’
T h a t  's  t h e  w a y  f o r  B illy  a n d  m e .

“  W hy- t h e  b o y s  s h o u ld  d r iv e  a w a y  
L i t t l e  s w e e t  m a id e n s  f ro m  t h e  p la y ,
O r  lo v e  t o  b a n t e r  a n d  l i g h t  s o  w e ll,
T h a t  's  t h e  t h i n g  I  n e v e r  c o u ld  te ll.

“  B u t  th i s  I  k n o w , I  lo v e  t o  p la y  
T h r o u g h  t h e  m e a d o w , a m o n g  th e  h a y ;
U p  th e  w a te r  a n d  o v e r  t h e  le a ,
T h a t  ' s  t h e  w a y  fo r  B il ly  a n d  m e ."

T H E  Q U E E N  O F  T H E  M O L E S .  

B y  H i í n r y  l .  W i l l i a m s .

On c e  upon a time, in one o f the outlying coun- 
tnes which border the Fairy Kingdom , there lived 
a good and beautiful maiden called A lixe, who had 
two lovers. T heir ñames were Hyacinth and Tom 
the Piper.

Hyacinth was a  handsome youth, and always 
well dressed. He had a  riel, únele, and owned 
xside a  large field o f his own which was supposed 
'o be worth a  good deal, though he nelther planted 

' " ° r reaped anyth>ng  from it. Tom  was less 
handsome, and a  great deal shabbier. He, too 
ouned a field, but it was very small, and scarcely 
produced cnough potatocs and kale to keep him 
».ve; Indeed, i f  it had not been for his pipe- 
piaying, he would sometimes have almost starved 
" , lhe w!nterf- F o r oH this, T o m  was so swcet- 

kmpered and bright, and loved her so truly, that

sheXhk°i' í  "  a hk‘ n g  hím in return i but as 
I hkcd handsome H yacinth «oo, it became so

hard to choose between them that at last she fixcd
pon t us plan, an entirely original o n e ,- a t  least I
' ,  hc‘ lrd o f any  g 'r l who tried it before.
■ he asked the two young men to tea one night,

o kít "so'” 0 í 6,,garden’ and’ Prodllc¡u g  from her 
C  H °me b ',lbs- . sa'cF “ Look here, you two 
J  ’  . thls 15 a  hyacinth-bulb, and this a tulip. I

gomg to plant them in two tubs. T h e  hya­

cinth shall stand for Hyacinth, and the tulip for 
you, Tom, because your ñam e begins with a  T  
W ln ch evero f the two first shows a  flower, hyacinth 
or tulip, I shall take him  whom it represents for 
m y husband, for I cannot bear doubt and disputes 
A n d  as it is not possible for me to tell which of 
you I like best, I will let the fiites and the flowers 
decide W ill you agree that this shall be so ? ” 

N either o f the youths was pleased with the 
plan, but neither o f  them dared to say so, for A lixe 
looked so earnest, and so very pretty in her red 
petticoat and blue kirtle, with the surishine glisten- 
m g 111 her liair, that they feared to lose her favor 

they  both ugreed; and every day after that they 
carne, morning, noon and night, to watch the 
growth o f the bulbs. N ever were plants so care- 
fully tended, watered, shaded from the sun and 

om wind, and the conscquence was that never 
Plants grew  so fast before. D ay by day saw them 
greener and taller, keepm g along exactly in their 
growth, so that there seemed danger that both 
would flower at one and the sam e moment, and 
the ridale o f the lovers be as far from answcr as 
ever.

H yacinth, however, who was not the good and 
honest fellow that A lixe supposed him to be felt
secretly enraged at this condition o f things. ’ o n e
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evening, as he crossed the fields, he spied a  corn 
mouse, who, having lamed him self in some way, 
was lim ping toward its home in a  hay-stack. Seiz- 
in g  it, in spite o f its struggles to escape, Hyacinth 
excla im ed:

“  Com e along, you little b ru te ; you ’re just the 
creature I want. You shall eat up that tiresome 
tulip for me, and so I shall get rid o f that rogue, 
T om  the Pipcr.”

“  But it will be very unfair,”  said the mouse— in 
a  fine, squeaking voice, it is true, but as distinctly 
as possible.

Hyacinth stared with round eyes, as indeed he 
had reason to do.

“  D on’t be alarm ed,”  continued the m ouse; “  I 
am the kin g o f  the field-mice, it is true, but I 
should disdain to hurt you or anybody else. I re- 
peat, it would be unfair for you to set me to destroy 
your rival’s plant. A lixe would cast you off forever 
i f  she guessed that you were capable o f such a 
thought. ”

“  I ’ll take extrem ely good care that she sha’ n’t 
guess,”  observed H yacinth, recovering from his 
first surprise. “  Just come along with m e; and I 
say, M aster Prig, i f  you don’t  chew that tulip up, 
you '11 catch it to-roorrow. 1 ’ll break every bone 
in your body.”

He shook his stick fiercely as he spoke, and the 
mouse, k in g  though he was, trembled with fright. 
Hyacinth carried his prisoner to the garden, popped 
him  into the tub, and covered both mouse and 
tulip with a glass bell.

“ N ow ,”  he said, “ I shall come at five to- 
morrow m orning to see how your majesty has 
got on. I f  your m ajesty has n ’t disposed o f the 
tulip, remember, 1 shall carry out m y th re a t! 
Every bone in your m ajesty’s body 1 Good-night, 
K in g Mouse.”

W ith  these words Hyacinth went away, walking 
on tiptoe lest A lixe should hear him.

T h a t night, for some reason, T om  was unable to 
sleep. H e tossed and tumbled, till at last, dressing 
himself, he took his pipe and went forth for the 
refreshmcnt o f a  wa'.k, and to play a tune beneath 
A lixe ’s window. T o m ’s pipe was one o f the sweetest 
ever heard, and he managed it so skillfully that its 
notes would now deepen and roar like a drum, and 
again breathe so softly that you would imagine 
only fairy lips could m ake such delicate notes.

T h e  meon was shining fttll as he stood to play 
outside the garden wall, for a  sentiment o f respect 
forbade him to enter the garden at a tim e when 
A lixe was not there to bid him welcome. A s  he 
finished a plaintive air, he saw in the smooth gravel 
at his feet a m ole, the largest ever seen, which, as 
the m usic ended, sat up on its hind legsan d clapped 
its paws together as if in applause.

“  Capital ! Beautiful 1 Encoré 1 ”  cried the 
mole, in a  queer sort o f under-ground voice. “ I 
don’t know when I have had such a  treat before. 
I shall come up from m y paláce oftener i f  I am to 
have concerts like this.”

“ From  your p-p-palace?”  stammered Tom, 
amazed beyond words at hearing a mole speak.

“  Y es, T hom as,”  rejoined the mole, loftily, “ my 
palace, for in me you behold Clawdia Digabus, the 
ninth Queen o f the Moles 1 M y power is immense. 
It extends over thousands o f a cre s ; the wrong 
side o f  them , it is true, but what o f that ? Now, 
hear what I will do for you in return for your 
music. I will burrow under the tub where your 
rival’s hyacinth is planted, and will bite off the 
bulb as clean as a  knife could do it. T h at will 
rather settle the point in dispute, I faney.”

“  N ot with m y consent,”  said T om . “ I would n’t 
lift m y finger to hurt his flower. T h at would be 
too mean, even though by means o f it he carries 
away my A lixe and breaks my heart. Better lose 
her than do a dishonorable thing.”

“ l io !  h o n o r !”  said the Q ueen o f the Moles, 
blinking her tiny eyes spitefully. “  E ven  now 
Hyacinth has a  field-mouse on top o f your tulip, 
the biggest and hungriest field-mouse he could 
find 1 Y o u  know what mice are. There wont be 
enough o f  your tulip left by  daylight to make a 
rneal for a  m idge.”

“ O h, the shabby traitor, has he re a lly ? ”  cried 
T om , flushing with anger.

“  Y o u  can easily revenge yourself, you know,” 
suggested Clawdia D igab u s; “ all you have to do 
is to give me a lift over the wall, and good-bve to 
his hopes o f a hyacinth blossom 1 T h e  gam e will 
be equal then, at all events.”

“  O h, you little black-coated wretch !” exclaimed 
T om , “ how daré you tem pt me thus? A n d  the 
worst is, I want to do i t ! But I wont 1 I ’d  rather 
lose m y chance with her I love, than b e  guilty of 
such baseness. Be off with you to the dirty place 
where you belong, you horrid creature, and put no 
more o f  your evil ideas in m y head.”

Queen M ole sat up on her hind legs again, and 
chuckled audiblv.

“  Bravo, T om  ! ”  said she, “  I guessed that would 
b e  your answer. Y o u  deserve to win A lixe, and I 
faney you will. Heaven has ways and means for 
rewarding honesty. Y o u r remarles to me, person- 
ally, are not over polite ; still, I will do you a  favor 
all the same. T h a t favor is a  bit o f advice. It is 
to stay here till five o ’clock, and you will see somc- 
thing interesting.”

W ith these words the mole dived suddenly under- 
ground. T o m  was puzzled, but for all that, he 
decided to stay. T h e night was still and warin, 
and he looked a-t A lixe ’s window, and thought of
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her sleeping within, which was enough o f  itself to 
malte the time pass pleasantly.

Just a t  daybreak carne a sound o f  footsteps, and 
presently a  dark figure crept a lon g the road and 
bogan to climb the wall o f  the garden. It was 
hyacm th, come according to promise, to see how 
the mouse had spcd with the tulip-bulb.

Just as he reached the top, and stood on the 
coping, T om , who could restrain him self no longer, 
called out, in a deep voice : “  Sham e ! ”

Hyacinth started, gave a  jum p, lost his footing,

him out o f the briars. H yacinth, whose coat was 
full ofthorns, and whose face was severely scratched 
was neither glad ñor grateful for this assistance ’ 

‘ ‘ W h a t are you  doing h e re ? ” he said, crossly. 
borne mischief, no doubt, or you ’d  not be out of 

your bed at this early hour.”
 ̂ “ W hatever else I am doin g,”  retorted Tom , 

I m not puttiiig  field-mice on top o f your hya­
cinth to eat it up.”

“  O h, hush, hush ! ”  entreated the terrified Hva- 
cinth. “  H e r e ’s A lixe  ! ”

—  « I M M . Y  F R O M  T H E  T H R O N E . "  [ S E E  f ’ A G E  6 » . ]

and tumbled o ff the w all into the garden. One 
«the coping-stones, dislodged b y th e  fall, tumbled 
«» also, struck the glass bell over the tulip, and 
smashed it to atoms. Out jum ped the monarch 
¡ ‘ he m ,ce> ar|d vanished under a  gooscbcrry- 

. ’ w h'le H yacinth, who had dropped into the 
midst o f a  briar-rose, rolled to and fro, swearing 
« the pnckles, and trying in vain to extricate him-

Good-natured Tom , fearing that his rival was 
"ously Imrt, jum ped the wall also, and helped 

VOL. III.— 42.

In truth it was A lixe, who, rising with the birds, 
as was her wont, and hearing voices in the garden, 
had come out to leam  what was the matter.

“ W e ll!  I must say you are early visitors,”  
she cried, running down the walk, with a  white 
kerchief tied coquettishly over her curls. “ See 
there ’s the sun, only ju st getting out o f bed at 
this moment. H ow  are the plants to-day ? ”

“  Oh, I ’m  come for som ething quite different 
this tim e,”  said the ready-witted H yacinth, who 
had quite recovered his presence o f m in d ; “  I

med 
the 

ither 
y of 
ilace 
it no
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wished to ge th ere  beforc th e c a r n e r - - - -  A h  l 
hear his horse’s bells now, not far off. Now , oe 
lovcd A lix e ! 1 ntuch mistakc if he does not bn n 0

was this p o sv :

H y a c in th  s e n t í s , - f o r b i d  h im  n o t , -  
S e n d s  A l ix e  t h i s  l l o w c r - p o t :
I f  h i s  h a p p y  p l a n t  s h a l l  w in ,^
’T  i s  t o  p l a n t  a  h y a c in th  in .

A lixe was enchanted with the gift and the rhyme 
and thanked Hyacinth with smiles and blushes

longcr, A lixej carelessly, but

^  a'nswer, so absorbed was she in 

th e  flower-pot and in H yacinth, and poor Tom

. "  t t l i S s W i t h  tears that h e scarcely heeded 
w liichw ay he went, until suddenly som ethm g round

s s s » -
p .fd .n ,”  - U  a fai». v .icc , " I  

p S Ü  » , =  dosel,. The thing that .p.h=

,  . J  « p .  W h a t "s more, I 'm  , » n  » h p , < * »
the tub in the gard en ! ”  . ,

“  O h m e re y ! ”  groaned poor Tom .
-ti,.?  T h e v e ’s the end o f it, then.

“ í i L  S  m ean,”  rejoined the

“ i
rnrer .he U  » d  phm.ed in my s«ad  th e h u l^ o f 

i „  sm d h „g nB t t a u g h

í h e *  till I h it yon SO sharply, and i .  was h.s t a l .

thí  J ,“  Sr d ' w Z “ ' L u  i .  eaidT om  di,
consolately; “  I don’t care who h.ts me, or wher . 

° h¿  Y o u w o u ld b é tte r  have taken the advice o f  the
Q ueen o f the Moles,”  remarked the bulU

“ N o ,” persisted T o m , m anfully, better lose

MI than do a b a se  thing. But this I w ill do,^[’ll 
iust run back and tell A lixe  the truth of the mal­
te,-. T h a t m ay change the course o f events in my

faV“ Stop,”  cried the tulip. “  A lixe is just now 
full o f the flower-pot. She will thm k you a tell- 
tale, and only half believe you I ’l l  s h o w jo u  
better thing than that to do. F ind a  gift that sne 
wUl like better than the flower-pot, and then  tell

hC“  I can’t. I am not rich like H yacinth.”
“  P o o h ! ”  said the tulip, openm g its eyes,

W r f t i l l a g e ,  DO»’.  <» m e abou tH yacm .h  s
riches. H e  is poorer than you, Tom  

“  A lixe does n’t think so, said Tom .
“ N ot yet, but s h e ’ll find it out in tim e,”  sard

' ' ‘ “ H o w k in d  vou a r e ! ”  said T o m , stooping to 
study the odd face o f the bulb, with its moveles,

£> “  W e l t T e Í  "m ea n  to b e  kind. A ll we o f the 
vegetable world are much indebted to you, T o  , 
for your invariable goodness to our race^ Look 
h o w  well we are cared for in your little patch oí
ground. N o stones, no weeds, no destruc ive: \
L „ ,  though o f late, I co n fa s , y » t t o * *
„= a little in your passion tor A l i x e .  i c  
good fellow, T o m , and not a  potato am ong us bu 
would lend you a  helpm g tuber ,f  tt w e.e n 
nower So I ’U tell you w hat, you must go to 
Queen o f the Moles, and get the seven great gems. 
Thosc will picad your cause with Alixe.
ThS h o ^  « „  I go to the Q ueen o f  the M *
I am ncither a  snake or an angle-worm . repita

T °™ E at me. T h a t ’s the first thing to do. Then 
y o u ’ll see how to m anage,”  replied theMul.Fh
y “ E a t a friend like y o u ! N e ve r! cned

h° “t f h l r °  about friendship,”  rep.ied the tu,fc
impatiently. “  Just do a s !  say, o r else good-by

10 Í S  S l w o r d s  nerved T om  to the desperate 
deed. H e seized the bulb, put it to his P > 
swallowed it in b ig  mouthfuls, scarcely g m n g  
self time to notice the flavor which v ^  (
one, a little rooty, a little sandy and a  hUle 
ery, all at once, and quite unlike anythm D

haScarcelyaShad tí^ T a st  morsel gone down his 
throat when he found him self in the mole-hole,

and rolling alone like a  ba\ ¿¡  cr. 
“  U pon m y word,’ thought fo n  ,
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] don’t  feel like m yself at all. I feel like a tulip- himself, and then finished the sentence with—  
bulb. I wonder i f  I am  one. I half believe I am .”  “  darkness and n ig h t! ”

Still his rolling through the tunnel continued. A s  the voice was T o m  the Piper’s, and not the
As his eyes gradually grew accustomed to the place, tulip’s, Queen Clawdia recognized it at once, 
gray shapes becam e visible; shapes o f countless “  Oh ho ! ”  she exclaimed, for queens when taken 
roots, some thick and bulky, others fine as threads, by  surprise sometimes speak like other pcople. 
all dropping from the earth above his head, or “ Oh ho 1 It is you, is it?  W ell, what brings
piercing it on either side. T h e  floor over which he you here ? Do you want to use me as a queen or
revolved was sandy and soft. Now and then a as a liyacinth-gobbler ? ”
light becam e visible, set to show the windings o f “ A s a  queen, m ay it pleasc your highness,”
the path. These lights shone from the lamps o f answered T om . “  M y visit has nothing to do with 
glow-worms, all dressed alike, and wearing num- hyacinths— or rather, it h a s ; but not the sort of 
bers on their caps, in the language o f the m oles,— a hyacinths that grow  in tubs. I am  come to ask a 
language which, unluckily, our friend T om  did not favor,— nothing less than the seven great gems. I
understand. 1 am not sure wliat t,le seven Sreat Sems may  ^e>

On he rolled, for, being round, and without but I am  quite sure that I want them .” 
üntbs, there was no stopping himself. Every now “  Indeed ! ”  said the Oueen o f the Moles, satiri- 
and then he passed through a  village or settlcment c a lly ; “  and pray what return will you make if I
of moles, and caught glimpses o f little moles play- grant your request ?"
ing on door-steps, mama-moles pairing potatoes “ Y o u r majesty, what return c an I make ? It is 
orshelling peas with their sharp claws, and grave not a  bargain I ask for, but a boon. G rant it me, 
papa-moles, who looked up from their newspapers because you are rich and I poor ; because you are 
and glared at T o m  as he whirled by. Som e in- powerful and I am w eak; because you have, and I 
stinct kept him in the right path, and on he went. want. In return, I will give m y gratcful thanks,

After a time he becam e aware that he had com- and furthermore, not a  mole am ong your subjeets
panions on his journey,— apples, potatoes, filberts, shall ever be killcd upon any ground which I
rolling along like himself. E very  minute or two, own.”
a gro u p o f these would sepárate themselves from “ T h a t promisc w ouldn ’t mean much if made
the rest, wheel into corners and s to p ; whereupon by some people I know, T om , but it is different
certain official moles, with gold stripes on their with you. D o you remember a  little frightened
ivaistcoats, evidently policemen, would catch them creature whom you released one day from Farm er 
bv the collars, so tó speak, and send them flying A xel’s trap, because it squeaked so pitifully and 
onagain. L ooking more closely, T om  perceived seemed so lerrified ? T h a t was m y tlnrd son, 
that these provisions were labeled each with a little Prince Grainem. I have not forgotten that day, 
ticket, and now and then somebody would stop, Tom , and because I recollect it so well I grant 
first one an d  next another, and trundle away into your wish. G o, Treasurer, and fetch the seven 
largo holes, which T om  guessed to be hotels, from gems. Meanwhile, T om , i f  you have you. pipe 
the large numbers o f moles who stoocl on the door- in your pocket, supposc you give us a tune. W e 
steps, picking their teeth leisurely, and having the moles are fond o f  music, but we seldom hear any 
air of tlióse who have just eaten a  dinner. in this under-ground retrcat o f ours.”

At last he carne to the capital city, much larger T o m  bowed,— that is to say, he rolled over and 
than any he had passed before. T h e  burrows were over, having no feet to stand upon. 
more ornamented, the glow-worms bigger, and the “ Y o u r m ajesty,”  he said, “  I regret to say that
moles more numerous and lively. I have not m y pipe about me. Since I becam e a

On, on, till sucldenly he bounded into the midst tulip I have dispensed with pockets.”
oí a circle o f gorgeous, high-bred looking moles, “ T h at is a  pity. But at all cvcnts you can 
who wore collars o f silver, and on their fore paws whistle to us. A nd pray make the whistle sound 
rings set with precious stones. It was evidently the as much like your pipe as you possibly can.” 
court circle, for there, on a  throne o f  white mouse- So T o m , puckering to the best o f a  two-lips 
skin, sat the great Claw dia D igabus hcrself. She ability, whistled a  dancing measure. So clear and 
was distinguished from the other moles b y  the fact shrill and lively was it, that all the moles clapped 
hat she alone wore an eye-glass and g lo v es; her their paws, and then began dancing like mad, 
claivs beneath bein g neatly trimmed so that they whirling each other about in circlcs, the Oueen in 
hould not tear the kid. the midst, enjoying it as much as anybody. Sud-

“  All hail to your majesty 1”  cried T om , who felt denly, as the fun was at its highest, in walked the 
hat he must say something. “  M ay you live long Lord H igh Treasurer, bearing on his head a won- 

  W h at do moles e n jo y ? ”  he asked derful casket o f crystal, through whose transpar-
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ent sities could be seen the seven great gem s, ar- 
rangcd in an oval circle. T h e y  shone, each like a 
little sun, and so intense and dazzling was the light 
they sent forth, that the courtiers stopped dancing 
and gathered round, blinking with admiration at 
the wonderful sight.

T h e Queen jum ped nim bly from the throne.
“  Here they are,”  she said.

T o m  rolled over and over, in his attempts to 
reach the casket. How was h e to carry it?— he had 

no h an d s1
“  D o you know any m arching a irs ? ”  asked the 

Queen, seeing his difficulty.
“  Several,”  answered T om  the Tulip.
“  Strike up then, and we ’ ll all escort you out of 

our kingdom ,”  said Clawdia Digabus. “  Fall in, 
m y subjects,— fall in, two by two. Burrower and
Ji¡p  ”  w aving her claws toward a couple ol
tall life-guardsmen, “  push m y tulip-friend along, 
and keep him rolling. Treasurer, carry that casket 
carefully. If you scratch it I '11 have you skinned 
alivc ! N ow , Tilom as, strike up, and,— forward, 

moles 1 ”
So, with light-running footmen ahead to keep 

the road clear, and all the court following, Tom  
was set rolling, and, to the tune o f the R ogue’s 
M arch, the procession o f a thousand scampered 
toward daylight. T h e  cut they took was a  short 
one; but for all that, T o m ’s list o f marches was 
quite cxhausted before, at last, they emerged into
the open air. . „

“  There, T o m , there are your diamonds,”  said 
the M ole-queen, taking the gems from their casket.
“  Count them  over when we are all gone, and five 
minutes after, you will cease to be a tulip and be- 
come a  m an again. D on’t forget your promises, 
when you have the largest farm in the country.” 

W ith  that she dived into the ground, and all 
her subjects after her.

T o m , bein g a  tulip, had forgotten how to co u n t; 
but one o f his roots, which was a  cube-root, 
prompted him , and no sooner did he pronounce 
the word “  seven” than he sprang from the ground, 
a bulb no longer, but T om  the Piper in proper per- 
son. O ne minute later he m et Hyacinth hurrying 
across the field.

“  W retch , im postor! ”  he called after Tom . “  I 
was looking for you. M y hyacinth is dcad, and 
you are at the bottom  o f it, I am  sure. Just wait 
a  minute, and I will give you such a beating as you 
wont forget.”

“ T w o  can pláy at that gam e,”  replied Tom , 
stoutly. H e took off his coat as he spoke, laid it 
carefully aside, rolled up his sleeves, and waited 
for Hyacinth to come on. But Hyacinth was star- 
ing at the diamonds which had fallen from the 
coat-pocket.

“  W h -at are th e y ? ” gasped he.
“  Diam onds,”  said T o m , shortly.
“  Diamonds ! B u t who ever saw such diamonds? 

T h ey  are worth a  kingdom ,— or would be, i f  real. 
These are cxcellent imitations.”

“  Y o u  ought to b e  a good judge o f imitations,” 
said Tom , “ but you happen to b e  w rong this time. 
T h e  diamonds are real. T h e y  will look beautifully 
in A lixe ’s hair, don’t you think so ? ”

“  A lixe ! G ive such stones as those to that coun- 
trified little th in g ! Y o u  are mad. O h, i f  they 
were mine ! I should know what to do with them. 
Say, will you sell them to m e? I '11 give a quarter 
o f m y farm for them .”

“ A  farm, all weeds and stones! N o, thank 

you.”
“  Half, then.”
“  O h dear, no.”
“  Com e, the whole of it. Y o u  must confess 

that to be a  handsome offer.”
“  V ery  w ell,”  said T o m , considering, “  I ’ll scll 

for the whole. W e  will go at once to the lawyer 
and have the deed o f gift drawn.”

“  On the contrary. W e  will go at once to the 
jeweler, and see if the stones are real,”  said Hya­
cinth.

“ T h e y  are real as m y love for A lixe ,”  declared 
T om , but he went with H yacinth. T h e  diamonds 
were pronounced o f great valué. T h e  deed was 
signed. H yacinth elutehed his prize, seized his 
hat, dashed out of the door, and flew to the coach 
office to take passage for the capital. On the road 
he met A lixe, who called him to stop, but he took 
no notice o f  her, and h a lf an hour later he liad 
left his native town forever.

I m ay as w ell finish here, in a  few words, the 
history o f H yacinth. T h e  coach only carried him 
a  few miles toward the capital, and set him  down 
to w alk the remainder o f  the way. T w o  days after, 
h alf dead with fatigue, he m et a  nobleman travel- 
ing alone who, for one o f the diamonds, consented 
to” give him a  place in his chariot. On the way 
they talkcd together, H yacinth’s ambition was fired, 
and he gave his new friend a  second diamond with 
which to buy him  a  title like  his own. T hus he 
forgot his ñame. A  third diamond was squandered 
in the purchase o f  fine clothes, in which he forgot 
his father and mother. A  fourth w ent in the pur­
chase o f a  palace, which made him forget his oíd 
lióme. T h e  fifth diamond he presented to a  lady 
o f the court, who becam e his wife, and made him 
forget Alixe. T h e  sixth filled his larder with luxu- 
ries, o f w hich he ate so m any that he fcll i l l ; and 
the seventh paid for a  splendid m onument over his 
otherwise disregarded grave. T h u s the seven gieat 
gems bought little beside disappointment, vexation 
and early death, and for all the good they did,
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might as w ell have rem ained underground in the 
prívate treasury o f the Queen o f the Moles.

F ar different was it with T o m  the Piper. A fter 
Hyacinth’s departure, he went to look at his new 
pinchase. It was a  sorry sight. T h e  field was 
large, but had been neglected so long that it was 
rnn wild with weeds and brush, and covered thickly 
bcside with moss-grown stones.

Tom  for a  moment felt dismayed. Then his 
courage rose again, and seizing a  stake, he began 
id loosen and dig up the stones. T h e  very first one 
lie turned over revealed a  nest o f  field-mice,— soft, 
tiny things, with closed eyes, and skins fine as 
silk.

“  Poor little souls, 1 wont disturb them ,”  said 
kind-hearted T o m  to him self; “  I ’ll just leave this 
córner for the mice. T h ey  are troublesome, it is' 
true, but what is to be done ?— all the world must
Uve.”

“  W ell reasoned, T o m ,” squeaked a  voice cióse 
by.

Tom ju m p ed ! There, on a  neighboring stone, 
sat the K in g  o f the Field-m ice, with his leg  in a 
sling, but looking bright and cheerful.

"M uch obliged to you for not waking up my 
babies,”  he went o n ; “  those small balls don’t look 
like princes and princesses, but they are for all 
that, and a  fine tim e we should have had i f  you 
liad roused them. W h at ’s your grief now, T om  ?”

"  Cart-loads o f stones to clean away, and no cart 
to do it with,”  replied Tom .

'■ U m  ! I see. Y o u  said, I thirík, that you would 
leave us this com er o f the field ? ”

“  Y e s, I did, and I w ill.”
•"W ill you throw in the stones? Stones are 

valuable building material, you know.”
“  You ’re  welcome, I am  sure. But it will take 

adozen men three weeks to move them .”
“ W e ’ll  do the moving. I t ’s a bargain, oíd 

fellow.”
With this he gave a com m anding squcak. A t 

the signal up jum ped an arm y o f field-mice, and, 
first bowing to their monarch, fell to work as busily 
as bees, gnawing shrubs, rolling stones to one side, 
and digging up the weeds with their sharp little 
claivs.

“ Give us a  look to-morrow,”  said the K in g  to 
rom, “ and you ’ ll see what you will see.”

Sure enough, when T om  carne next morning, 
the field was clear o f stones, which were all neatly

piled on one side. T h e brush-wood was stacked 
ready for burning, and not a weed was anywhere 
visible.

“  T h is  is w onderful! ”  said Tom . “  T h e ground 
is ready for tilling ; but how am  1 to till it without 
either spade, plow or harrow ? ”

A s he spoke, up through the ground, at his very 
feet, carne the Mole-queen.

“  If you ’ll m ake m y subjects a  present o f all the 
worms, grubs and insects that are in the earth,”  
she said, “  w e ’ll till the ground for you, Thom as.”  

“ W ill you, re a lly ? ”  cried Tom , overjoyed. 
“  T ak e the grubs and welcome, though how you 
can want the nasty things, I cannot imagine. 
Meanwhile I will go  to the village, play m y pipe, 
and buy seed with the pence it earns m e.”

W h en  he returned with his bag  o f  corn, the 
field was burrowed all over, and the soil reduced 
to the finest powder. W hile he was planting the 
corn, A lixe  carne by. H er blue eyes opened with 
wonder when she saw what was doing.

“ W h y , this is Hyacinth’s field,”  she said.
“  M ine now ,”  replied Tom . “ A n d y o u rs, dear 

Alixe, if you will have it.”
“  I am puzzled to know what to do,”  said Alixe, 

shyly. “  M y plants have both failed me. T h e 
hyacinth is quite dead, and the tulip looks very 
green indeed— certainly different. I should almost 
think it was an onion.”

“  It is  an onion,” said Tom . “  Som ebody pulled 
the tulip up, threw it aw ay, and put an onion-bulb 
in its place.”

“ O h ! ” criedA lixe, “ and that som ebody ?”
“  W as Hyacinth 1 ”
“  Siiabby, dishonest fellow ! But what is to be 

done now ? ”
“  I can tell you,”  said Tom , seizing her hand, 

“  Marry m e ! ”
I suppose this plan struck A lixe as a  good one, 

for when last I heard from that country,— which, as 
I said, is on the confines o f Fairy-land,— T om  was 
living in a  cottage covered with roses and eglantine, 
and built in the rniddle o f the field once Hyacinth’s, 
which the moles and the field-mice had helped 
to cultivate. There were bee-hives, and a  garden 
full o f tulips. A n d  T o m ’s wife, m y informant 
said, had golden hair, blue eyes, and the sweetest 
face in the world. O f her narne, lie was not sure, 
but he thought it began with an A . Don’t you 
think it must have been A lixe ?

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



L I T T L E  S N O W - D R O P .

L I T T L E  S N O W - D R O P .  

B y  M a r y  E .  B r a d l e y .

O n c e , in the tim e o f childhood’s sweet romances,
I watched a snow-storm gathering in the sky,

A nd pleased m yself with idle dreams and fancies 
A bout the airy flakes that fluttered by.

“  T h e y  are not snow-flakes, they are winter faines 
T h a t fly about to see what children do;

I m ean tó make a wish,”  I cried, “ and there is 
T h e  very one to make my wish come tru c ! ”

It floated down, a  delicate snow-feathcr,
A n d  on the window-coping lightly la y :

I laughed with glce, and clapped m y hands together- 
“  It grants m y w ish; it does n’t fly a w a y !”
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So through the night m y fairies, trooping lightly, 
T h eir curling wreaths and dainty fleeces piled,

A nd when the next day's sun shone on them brightly, 
It shone novvhere upon a happier child.

F o r vvhile I slept, without a dream for warning,
T h e  wish I wished had come exactly true,

A nd in m y mother’s arms I found that morning 
A  baby sister with her eyes o f blue.

I had not guessed there could be such a turning 
O f childish fancy to the actual thing;

T hough m any a  time, with unacknowledged yearning, 
I pictured all the sweetness it would bring.

A n d  yet not all,— there are no words for showing 
H er sweetness, ñor the jo y  it brought to m e ;

A  little snow-drop o f the winter’s growing,
N o sum m er blossom was as fair as she.

H er cheeks had such a  color, faint and tender,
A s  brier-roses in the hedges w ea r;

A n d  as she grew, a  soft, sunshiny splendor 
Seem ed always floating from her golden hair.

It was as if an ángel, not a sister,
Looked out at me from her clear, shining eyes;

A las 1 it was not long before they missed her,
T h e  angels she resembled in the skies 1

O ne summer night, like sudden moonlight streaming 
Across the threshold o f  the door, they carn e;

I saw their faces, and I was not dreaming,
I heard them cali the baby by her ñame.

T h e y  gathered swiftly round m y little sister,
A nd one flew downward, with out-reaching h a n d :

“  Com e, little Snow-drop 1 ”— and he softly kissed her—
“  T h e  Father wants you in the happy land ! ”

M y mother said I dreamed, for I was lying 
U pon the floor, her cradle-bed beside;

T ired  out with watching and with bitter crying,
She would not wake me when the baby died.

It was- not dream ing, though; I saw them clearly; 
Som e day, perhaps, it m ay be mine to see

T h e  baby sister that I loved so dearly 
Leading the angels down to look for me 1
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W I N D S O R  C A S T L E .

C h a p t e r  IV.

' h e  English kings I 
have told you of 
hitherto have all been 
Plantagenets, a  race 
which retains, or 

seems to retain across the long 
distance, som ething o f chivalrv 
and oíd-world grace— knights 
as well as kings. But I must 
now tell you o f the reign of 
the Tudors at W indsor, who 
were a  different family, and of 
a very different kind. W hen 
you are older you will learn to 
know how the tem per o f an 
age works upon its rulers, and 

„  how the rulers, on the other
hand, influence the age, which is such a very Ínter- 
esting question, that it will tax all your powers to 
fathom it ;  but I will not attem pt to talk to, you 
about this now. But one histoncal question 1 think 
1 must give you to find out at your leisure, and that 
is how the Tudors carne to the throne, and what 
right they had to b e  kings and queens of Eng-

I will not say much o f H enry V II ., because—  
which is an excellent reason, though one which 
writers do not always pay very great attention to 
there is not much to say ; that is, concernm g our 
immediate subject. He was a great and wise and 
powerful king, very thrifty, not to say miserly and 
left England in greater subjection to the throne 
than almost any previous kin g had done, besides 
enriching the royal family and filhng the royai 
purse. B u t yet he did some magmficent things 
though he was so careful o f his m oney, and bu.lt 
him self one o f the m ost glorious tombs thatt ever 
kin v h a d - t h e  beautiful chapelcalled H enry V II . s 
Cha peí in W estm inster A bbey. There are a g.cat 
man y pcople who are extrcm ely economical where 
otheis are concerned, but who w ill cheerfully spend 
a  great deal o f m oney to glorify themselves. Hen. > 
the Seventh must have been this kind o f m an , for 
though he scraped and screwcd during h.s whole 
lifc, he was evidently determmed to have a mag- 
nificent resting-place, and had begun to bu. d  a 
beautiful chapel at W indsor before he thought o 
W estm inster. W e , however (whom H enry, you

B y  M r s . O l i p h a n t . /

may be sure, never thought o f), are the chief 
gainers now, for we have two lovely chapéis m 

THE TUDORS. COnscqucnce, the most perfect which the age could 
produce. T h e  latter, the one at W indsor, was fin- 
ished by Cardinal W olsey, who also had the inten- 
tion o f being buried there. But you remember 
(you will find it all in Shakspeare) how the Cardinal 
fell, and died at Leicester, where the monks “  gave 
him a little earth for charity.”  T h e  chapel, after 
standing desoíate for a  long time, and being used 
for somewhat profane uses at royal weddings and 
such like, has been wonderfully dccorated by pict- 
ures in eolored marbles by her present Majesty, 
and is now called the A lbert Memorial Chapel. I 
do not m yself admire these p ictures; but if you 
ever come to W indsor, you w ill see that the oíd 
chapel which Henry began for h.s tomb, and 
which W olsey finished for a like purpose, though 
neither of them was buried there, has been .nade 
into the most costly and splendid shnne to the 
mem ory o f that good Prince who was our Queen s 
husband and hero, though he, too, lies elsewhere 
in another g r a v e - a  curious little bit o f arch.tect-

ural history.
However, to return to the Tudors. W hen we 

speak o f this dynasty we mean one family, all the
members o f which reigned in succession— Henry 
the E ighth and his children. O f these children, 
the poor, pious boy who is known as Edward \ I., 
and who died at fifteen, chilled by  s.ckness and 
sadness, and the lonely grandeur which neither 
mother ñor father protected, and which even las 
sisters did not warm with any glow of affect.on, 
may be left out of the record. H enry, with lus 
daughters M ary and Elizabeth, are all we think ol 
when we ñame this ñam e; though there was a 
hot-blooded Queen Margaret of Scotland, who con- 
veycd that same imperious strain to her grnnii- 
daughter, M ary Stuart— who, though a  Stuart, «as 
a Tudor too. T h e Tudors, however, mean to us, 
— Henry, with his full face and stan ng eyes, ik  
Royal Bluebeard, whose poor wives lost their heaos 
without even such a  plausible excuse as that dread- 
ful cham ber you know o f ; and M ary, who has 
the terrible fortune to be called Bloody Mary, 
most frightful title in h isto ry; and Elizabeth, 
greatcst and most fortúnate o f the race, One ol t *
most famous s o v e r c i g n s  that ever reigned. l  oo-
not pretend to tell you the histories o f those thret 
very rem arkablc people, which would carry us . 
awav from our scene, and take more space than
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your magazine can afford ; but I shall try to show 
you how they lived when they carne to W indsor, 
and a  few scenes that happened here ¡n their time.

No doubt you have heard a  great deal about 
Henry V III. H is reign was so important in the 
history o f E ngland that some people try to think 
better o f  him  than he deserved; and his prívate 
history was so wicked and cruel that some people, 
perhaps, think worse o f  him than he deserved; 
but few rem em ber that he was about forty before 
he began his speciai career o f wickedness, and that 
before that time he was a  popular m onarch, very 
splendid, and fond o f pageants, and doing nothing 
worse than other great people had been accustomed 
to do. W h en  he carne to the throne he was but 
eighteen ; so you see that very young people, not 
much older than yourselves, have been put into 
very powerful and important positions in the oíd 
times, and have had to learn to b e  men and princes, 
and to be flattered and obeyed when they ought 
still to have been under masters and teachcrs, which 
will perhaps make you envy them, and perhaps 
make you sorry for them. W hich ? I think it 
should be the last. W hen this splendid, hand­
some youn g prince (for he was handsome when he 
was young, with his bright hair and b ig  blue eyes) 
carne to the throne after his oíd curmudgeon o f a 
father, the people were delighted, for young princes 
are almost always popular. H e carne to W indsor 
in the first ycar o f  his reign, and built the great 
gate-way by which we now enter the Castle, and 
which is called b y  his ñ am e; and here is a little 
account o f  how this fine young kin g o f eighteen 
bchaved himself, which I do not doubt you will be 
plcased to see : J

"  H e  e x e rc is e d  h im s e l f  d a i ly  i n  s h o o t in g ,  s i n g in g ,  d a n c in g ,  w rc s t l in g ,  
c a s tin g  o f  t h e  b a r ,  p l a y in g  o n  th e  r c c o rd e r s ,  ñ u t e ,  v irg in a ls ,  in  s e t t in g  
o í so n g s  a n d  m a k in g  o f  b a l la d s  ; h e  d id  s e t  tw o  fu ll  m a s s e s ,  e v e r y  o f  
them  five  p a r t s ,  w h ic h  w e re  s u n g  o f te n t i in e s  in  h i s  c h a p c l ,  a n d  a f te r- 
w ard  in  d iv e r s  p la c e s .  A n d  w h e n  h e  c a rn e  to  O k i n g  (o n  t h e  w a y  to  
W m d so r) th e r e  w e re  k e p t  b o th  jo u s ts  a n d  t o u r n a y s ;  t h e  r e s t  o f  th is  
p ro g ress  w a s  s p e n t  i n  h u n t i n g ,  h a w k in g ,  a n d  s h o o t in g ."

W hat is called a  “ progress”  here is sim ply á jour- 
11 cy— a  splendid and m erry journey made on horse- 
back; his ga y  youn g companions about the young 
King riding across the beautiful sum m er country 
through Richm ond and by the w inding T h a m e s; 
visiting the great houses o f the nobles on their 
way, where feasts were spread for them , where 
there was here a masque to be playee!, and there a 
tournament to be held. G a y  music and splendid 
dresses, such velvets and brocades and cloth-of- 
gold as we never see nowadays, made a glitter and 
tlnzzle o f brightness wherever the Court passed, 
and their progress was nothing but a succession of 
pageants and merry-makings. Though he was so 
young, H enry was married, and no doubt there

were ladies too in his train ; and thus they went, 
singing and glittering beneath the sunshine, horses 
prancing, youn g voices chattering, hounds baying, 
the gayest company ! A ll along the road as they 
went by, how the village people must have come 
out to gaze at them, shouting their hurrahs for 
young K in g Harry ! A nd when he got to the gray 
oíd Castle, where so m any other K ing Harrys had 
been before him, then what sports there were, 
and great dances in the Hall, and masques and 
feasts o f  all kinds ; yet sometimes serious moments 
in which— perhaps after service at St. G eorge’s, 
with the religious music still sounding solemn in 
his ears— the young K in g  woulcl retire to some 
prívate cham ber looking out upon the woods, and 
note down a new chant for his choristers, proud o f 
him self and them. How the courtiers must have 
praised those new chants o f his, and thought them 
sweeter than the granel Gregorian tones !— for you 
know there had been few composers o f music in 
those ancient days, and your Handels and Mozarts 
were not yet born.

Som e years after this, a  young poet, the EarI of 
Surrey, passed a great m any pleasant boyish years 
in W indsor, o f  which he has left a record in a poem 
written when he was a  prisoner in the same castle, 
which will show you what were the occupations of 
the gay young nobles in H enry V II I .’s reign. The 
prisoner, a young man, arrested when life was 
sweetest, pined and sorrowed in his tower,— no 
doubt seated at his window like the Scotch K ing 
James o f whom I told you, for he tells us that

“  W in d s o r  w a lls  s u s t a in e d  m y  w c a r ic d  a r m :
M y  h a n d  m y  c h in ,  to  c a s e  m y  r e s tle s s  l i c a d ," —

and sent his thoughts back to the cheerful days 
which he used to spend there in “  the large, green 
courts,”

“ W i th  e y e s  c a s t  u p  u n t o  t h e  m a id e n 's  to w c r .”

T h e maiden’s tower was where the ladies used to 
sit out upon the roof looking down at the games 
below ; and there the youths “  cast up their eyes,”  
with “  easy sighs such as folk draw in love.”  
Here is how young Surrey spent this sweet time 
o f his yoitth. T h e palme-play (jete de paúm e)  of 
which he speaks is now, I believe, called tennis; 
the “ sleeves tied on the helm ” refers to the ladies’ 
favors worn on their helmets by  the youn g knights, 
distinguishing them am ong their visored oppo- 
nents, so that each lady could follow her own vassal 
through the mimic f ig h t; for by  this time tourna- 
ments had ceased to be anything more than pa­
geants and sportive encountcrs o f arms :

“  T h e  p a lm c - p la y , w h e n  d e s p o i le d  fo r  t h e  g a m o  
W i th  d a z e d  e y e s ,  o f t  w e  b y .g l c a m s  o f  lo v e  

H a v e  m is s e d  th e  h a l l ,  a n d  g o t  s i g h t  o f  o u r  d a m e  
T o  b a i t  h e r  e y e s  w h ic h  k e p t  t h e  le a d s  a b o v e .
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T h e  g m v c le d  g r o u n d ,  w i th  s le e v e s  u e d  o n  t h e  h e lm .
O n  f o a m m g  h o r s e ,  w i th  s w o r d s  a n d  f r te n d ly  h e a r t* ,

W i th  c h e r e  a s  t h o u g h  o n e  s h o u ld  a n o t h e r  w h e lm  .
W h e n  w e  h a v e  f o u g h t  a n d  c h a s e d  o f t  w i t h  d a r ts ,

W i t h  s i lv e r  d r o p s  t h e  m e a d s  y e t  s p r e a d  fo r  m ir t ti  
I n  a c t iv e  g a r a c s  o f  n i tn b le n c s s  a n d  s t r c n g th  ;

W h e n  w e  d id  s t r a in ,  t r a i n e d  w i t h  s w a r m s  o f  y o u th  
O u r  t e n d e r  l im b s  t h a t  y e t  s h o t  u p  in  le n g th .

T h e  s c c r c t  g r o v e s  w h ic h  o f t  w e  m a d e  re s o u n d  
O f  p l e a s a n t  p l a i n t  a n d  o f  o u r  la d ic s - p r a is c ,

R e c o r d i n g  o f t  w h a t  g r a c e  c a c h  o n e  h a d  
W h a t  h o p e  o f  s p e e d ,  w h a t  d r c a d  o f  I o n *  d e l a j s ,

T h e  w ild  fo r e s t s ,  t h e  c lo th e d  h o l t s  w i th  g re e n ,
W i th  r e in s  a v a i le d  a n d  s w i f t  y - b r c a th e d  h o rs e ,

W i th  c r y  o f  h o u n d s  a n d  m e r r y  b l a s t s  b e tw c e n  
W h e n  w e  d id  c h a s c  t h e  f c a r f u l  h a n  o f  fo rcé- 

T h e  v o id  w a l l s  e k e  w h ic h  h a r b o r e d  u s  c a c h  n i g h t ,  
W h e r e w ith ,  a l a s !  r c v iv e th  in  m y  b r c a s t  

T h e  s w e e t  a c c o r d ,  s u c h  s l e e p s  a s  y e t  d e l i g h t ,
T h e  p l e a s a n t  d re a m s , t h e  q u ie t  b e d  o t  t e s t ;

T h e  s w e e t  t h o u g h t s  im p a r t e d  w i th  s u c h  t ru s t ,
T h e  w a n to n  t a l k ,  t h e  d iv e r s  c h a n g o  o f  p l a y ,

T h e  f r ie n d s h ip  s w o m , e a c h  p r o m .s e  k e p t  s o  j u s t ,
W h e r e w ith  w e  p a s t  t h e  w i n t e r  n i g h t  a w a y .

Y o u  see how little hum an nature changes m 
three hundred years. Y o u  boys and gtrls ,ri the 
nineteenth century tell your “ sweet thoughts to 
each other, and swear friendship just as young 
Surrey did in i 535 or s o ,- a n d  w hen you are olde.
you will look back and sigh for these sw eet days of 
youth, like the p o et; but I am  glad to th.nk that 
none o f you are like to have such an end as noble 
Surrey had, who was beheaded in 1547» 0,1 the 
most false and foolish charge o f tre a s o n -a  mere 
pretext for judicial murder. So far as this goes, 
we m ay all be very happy that the times have 
changed. But youth was pleasant then as it is 

now
I need not tell you how Henry V III., after all 

the innocent gayety of his youth, and the splendor 
and extravagance which his love o f shows and 
pageantry led him into, did a great m any brutal 
and wicked things as he grew old er, and beheaded 
one wife after another as he got tired o f them , ñor 
how strangely it cam e about, b y  the guidmgs o 
Providence, that the Reformation, for which a great 
many good people in E ngland were long.ng, was 
brought into the country by  means o f  Henry s 
wicked desire to get rid o f his queen, Kathenne, 
and marry a pretty lady of the Court with whom he 
had fallen in love. It is wrong to give the ñame 
of L ove to such a  faney, which began in wicked- 
ness and ended in b lo o d ; for love is lovely and 
puré and true, not treacherous and v ile ; and I vvish 
very much, for my part, that the Reformation had 
come in a holier and better way— but, unfortu- 
nately, these are faets which w e cannot deny. K ing 
H enry, after killing his two first wives, one with 
grief and the other with the axe, tned very hard to 
shut out his daugliters M ary and Ehzabeth from 
the succcssion to the throne by calling them i le ­
gitímate. But there was some sense o f n gh t in the

country, though it was so crushed by long tyranny 
that it trembled before the K in g and let him do 
almost whatever he pleased. W olsey, the great 
cardinal, and Crom well, the great statesman and 
Cranm er, the great archbishop, all helped H enry, 
though I cannot suppose they liked it, to do thosc 
cruel things which he had set his heart upon, and 
„et a new wife like a new mande. But when he 
was dead, E ngland roused up so far that none but 
the natural heirs could be put upon the throne. 
After poor little pious Edward V I . ,  who was as 
weakly and as sad as H enry V I. (of whom I have 
told you), but who was better off than Henry in so 
far that he escaped all the troublcs o f life when he 
was fifteen— the country would hear o f no one but 
M ary, who was the daughter o f H enry V III. and 
of Queen Katherinc. T hough they knew she hatee 
Protestantism, yet even the very Protestants stood 
up for h e r ; which proves that they were honest 
m en and loved justice more even than they loved 
their own side, and even their own lives.

I have not room to tell you much about Mary 
Tudor. W h en  she was quite a young girl her 
mother was wronged ; many o f the girls who read 
this will, I have no doubt, be oíd enough to feel 
how their own hearts would burn if their good 
mothers were wronged and made miserable as hers 
was. Poor M ary was embittered from her very 
childhood by th is ; and who can wonder if in her 
heart she hated the new religious party which had 
helped her father to divorce and break her m other s 
h e a r t1 T h in k  what a terrible thing this was, and 
vou will be sorry for her. A n d  she was always ill, 
sick from her very childhood o f a  painful chsease, 
and scorned and slighted at Court, where there was 
always another and another new stepmother and 
no hónre for the poor princess who w as out o f  favor. 
But now and then, when she cam e to W indsor in 
her youth, while her father’s terrible career was 
going on, “  m y lady’s grace,”  as she was called, 
seems to have been good and kind to the poor 
people about, who brought her presents o f  vemson 
and fruit and cakes to show their sym pathy. Mars 
cave them  presents in return, and was godmolher 
to their children, and seems to have shown some 
sweetness and natural grace, such as became a 
young lady and a  princess. T h ree  poor men were 
burnt alive under the Castle walls for heresy dunng 
this early period o f  her life, b y  K in g  Henry s 
orders; so that burning and beheading were no 
varieties to her— not things to make the blood run 
coid, as with us. She was kept in the background 
all her life till the moment when she suddenly i ose 
to be mistress and monarch o f everything, noboclv 
venturing to say no to her. A nd then you have 
read in your histories how dreadful were the few 
years o f her reign, and how this hardly used, suffer-

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



,876-l W I N D S O R

ing «ornan, who had sometimes herself been in 
danger o f her life, and who had spent so many 
tedious, weary years in obscurity, carne to be called 
Bloody M ary and to fill all England with the horror 
o f her persecutions. Poor soured, wronged, un-

C A S T L E .  6 2 9

sure m y lady’s grace had no thoughts o f blood in 
her mind. She was wild with sorrow and wrong 
and power and perverse faith when her hour of 
dominión carne.

W hen this unhappy, bloody, fiery, heart-broken

Q U E E N  E L I Z A B E T H .— [ F R O M  A  P O R T R A I T  T A R E N  F R O M  L I F E .]

liappy woman I T h e  evil she did was all crowded 
"P 'f> these few years, and so seemed greater, per­
haps, than it really was. But when she rodé in 
Windsor Park, tryin g to forget her early troubles, 
and when she stood b y  the font in St. G eorge’s, 
holding the babies w ho were not little princes and 
princesses, but poor people’s children, g iv in g them 
hind presents and sm iling softly upon them, I feel

Queen died, everybody was glad. W a s there ever 
so sad a thing ? Instead o f weeping, the people 
rang joy-bells and lit bonfires, to show their de- 
light. How glad they were to be rid o f her ! and 
not much wonder. T h e  ñame o f Elizabeth rang 
joyfu lly  through the London streets and over all 
England as soon as the breath was gone out o f her 
sister’s worn and suffering frame. Elizabeth was

>1 
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twenty-five ; it has been the fashion to speak o f her 
as oíd and ugly just as it has been the fashion to 
speak of her cousin M ary, the Queen o f Scots, as 
beautiful; but in reality these two queens were 
like each other. I suppose M ary Stuart must 
have had more natural fascination than Elizabeth 
possessed; but, though you m ay be surprised to 
hear it, her features, according to her portraits, 
w ere'very like those o f the English queen, who was 
a  handsome and splendid princess, with imperious, 
delightful manners, frank and gracious, though 
easily angered and passionate, and the most pop­
ular o f  all E nglish sovereigns. History is not fond 
o f this great woman, and much ill has been spoken 
o f her ; and she did m any cruel and terrible things, 
and probably shed much more blood in her long 
reign than Bloody M ary did in her short o n e ; but 
the people always loved Elizabeth— loved her at 
the beginning, and loved her to the end. This 
m igh t b e  quite unreasonable, but still it was the 
fact. A ll that M ary did has been judged hardly, 
and almost all that Elizabeth did has been judged 
favorably. Such injustices are not un usual; they 
occur still every day.

Elizabeth was as fond o f pageantry as h er father. 
W h erever she w ent it was in State, m aking “  prog- 
resses ”  everywhere ; a  slow manner o f traveling, 
but very am using for the people, you m ay be sure, 
who thus had so m any fine shows provided for 
them, such as we have no chance o f notvadays. 
A t  Eton (which, as I have already told you, is cióse 
to W indsor), the boys and the masters all carne 
out and made Latin speeches to her, and presented 
her with books full o f verses, all beautifully wntten 
out in G reek and Latin, for which you m ay suppose 
all the sixth form had been cudgeling their brains 
for weeks before, and in which the praises o f the 
great Elizabeth were sung till words could go no 
further. Probably* the fine ladies and the fine 
gentlem en were often tired o f  those speeches ; but 
Elizabeth, who was herself a  great scholar, listened 
to them all, and now and then would find out a 
false quantity and criticise the Latin. A n d  since I 
have no room to tell you very m uch more about 
this famous queen, the greatest o f the Tudors, I 
w ill conclude b y  showing you how in the begm nm g 
o f her reign she carried on her studies at Windsor, 
and worked hard, as every one must do who wishes 
to fill a  great position well, or to acquire a great 
position if they are not born to it. Elizabeth had 
no one to tell her what she ought to do, as you 
young people have. She was an absolute monarch, 
obeyed and feared b y  everybody around her. Now 
listen to what R oger Ascham  says about her, who 
was one o f  the great scholars o f the day :

•• A s c h a m  w a s  s o  c x . r c m c ly  ta k e n  w i th  h i s  r o y a l  m i s t r e s s 's  d i l ig c n c c  
a n d  a d v a n c e m e n t  i n  l c a r n in g ,  t h a t  o n c e  h e  b r a k c  o u t  in  a n  a d d r e s s  to

t h e  y o u n g  g e n d e m e n  o f  E n g la n d — ' T h a t  i t  w a s  th e i r  s h a m e  t h a t  o n e  
m a id  s h o u ld  g o  b e y o n d  t h e m  a l l  in  e x c e l le n c c  o f  l e a r n in g  a n d  k n o w l-  
e d g e  o f  d iv e r s  to n g u c s .  P o in t  f o r th ’ ( a s  h e  m a d e  th e  c h a l le n g e )
‘ s ix  o f  t h e  b e s t - g iv e n  g e n t le m e n  o f  t h e  C o u r l ;  a n d  a l l  t h e y  to g e th e r  
s h o w  n o t  s o  m u c h  g o o d w il l ,  s p e n d  n o t  s o  m u c h  t im e , b e s to w  n o t  so  
m a n y  h o u r s  d a i ly ,  o r d e r ly  a n d  c o n s ta n t ly ,  fo r  t h e  i n c r e a s e  o f l e a r n i n g  
a n d  k n o w le d g c  a s  d o th  t h e  Q u c c n 's  m a je s ty  h e rse lf . I  b e l ie v e  t h a t ,  
b e s id e s  h e r  p e r fc c t  r e a d in e s s  in  L a t in ,  I  t a l l a n ,  F r e n c h  a n d  S p a n is h ,  
s h e  r c a d e th  h e r e  n o w  a t  W in d s o r e  m o r e  G r e e k  e v e r y  d a y  th a n  so m e  
P r e b e n d a r l e  o f  t h i s  C h u r c h  d o th  r e a d e  L a t i n  in  a  w h o le  w e e k .  A n d  
t h a t  w h ic h  i s  m o s t  p r a is e w o r th y  o f  a l l ,  w i th in  t h e  w a lls  o f  h e r  P r iv y .  
c h a m b e r  s h e  h a t h  o b tc y n c d  t h a t  e x c e l le n c c  o f  l e a r n in g  t o  u n d e r s ta n d ,  
s p e a k  a n d  w r itc ,  b o th  w it t i ly  w i th  h e a d  a n d  fa ir c  w i t h  h a n d ,  a s  s c a rc c  
o n e  o r  tw o  r a r e  w i t te s  i n  b o t h  t h e  u n iv e r s i t i e s  h a v e  i n  m a n y  y e a r s  

r e a c h e d  u n  lo .

Som e years later than this, one winter, when 
the Queen was at W indsor,— to escape from the 
plague, or some other pestilence such as was more 
common in those days than they are now,— she 
amused herself by  m aking a  translation o f Bcethius,

T H E  N O R T I I  T E K R A C E ,  M A D E  B Y  Q U E E N  E L I Z A B E T H .

a  Latin philosopher; and there is quite a cunous 
calculation am ong the State records, m ade by one 
o f the royal secretaries, o f  the exact number of 
hours which Elizabeth occupied in this work— so 
m any hours one day, so m any hours another. 
“  A nd then accom pting twoo houres only bestowed 
every day, one w ith another, the computation falhth 
out that in fowre-and-twenty houres your Majesty 
began and ended your translation.”  From  tlus 
you will see that Queen Elizabeth, who had (as «c 
say) so m any things to be proud of, was proud 
her work and h er industry most o f all.

T his, however, was not h er only w ay o f  spending 
her leisure, as you m ay well suppose. There were 
still great huntings o f the “ fearful hart,”  as
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Surrey’s time, at which the Queen was one o f  the 
boldest rid ers; and here is a curious little bit o f a 
letter, which you must make out for yourselves, 
written by the Earl o f Leicester, and addressed to 
“  the right honourable, and m y singular good 
Lorde, m y L . o f  Cantbries’ grace ”— which means 
the Archbishop o f Canterbury :

“  M y  L .  T h e  Q .  M a lhl" b e in g  a b r o a d  h u n t i n g  y e s l e r d a y  in  ( lie  
F  ir ie s t , a n d  h a v in g  h a d d  v e a r y  g o o d  H a p p  b e s id e  g r e a t  S p o r t ,  s h e  
h a th  t h o u g h t  g o o d  t o  r c m c m b e r  y o '  G r a c e  w i th  P '  o f  h e r  P r a y ,  a n d  
so c o m a u n d e d  m e  t o  s e n d  y o u  f ro m  h e r  I i i g h n e s  a  g r e a t  a n d  fa tt 
S ta g g e , k i l le d  w i th  h e r  o w e n  H a n d . ”

T his was one o f h er amusements. T hen  there 
were great “ trium phs” and tournaments, and plays 
and dances and every kind o f  festivity. O ne o f  the 
knights at a T rium ph in honor o f  the coronation 
day spent four hundred pounds upon his dress and 
the present he offered, which was a  much larger 
su m than it seems now. T h ere  never was so gor- 
geous a  reign. T h ere  is a story that Shakspeare’s 
play o f the “  M erry W ives o f  W in dsor”  was writ­
ten at Elizabeth’s command, to amusc her and her

Court. Fancy having Shakspeare to write plays- 
for you, when you wanted som ething new ! It was 
worth while in such a  case, was it not, to be a  
queen ?

I should like to tell you a great deal more about 
Elizabeth, but, alas ! I have no more room. She 
built the fine terrace, which is shown in the pict- 
ure, and which now makes a beautiful line at the 
summit o f the Slopes, so rich with beautiful trees, 
and in the spring almost knee-deep in violets. A nd 
there is a  fine gallery looking in the same direction, 
which now forms part o f the R oyal Library and is- 
called Queen Elizabeth’s G allery. O pening off 
from this gallery is a tiny little octagon room, all 
Windows, like a  lantern, in which Queen A nn e was 
taking tea when the news o f the battle o f  Blcnheim 
was brought to her. So you see how the genera- 
tions are linked together in this oíd Castle. In the 
next chapter I will try to tell you som ething o f the 
Stuarts, the next reigning family, who were very 
different from these violent and vigorous Tudors,, 
but, like them, ended in a  queen.

L I T T L E  D A M E  D O T .
( N o t  a  T r u e  S to r y .)

B v M a r g e r y  D e a n e .

L i t t l e  D am e D ot was a  wee oíd woman— the 
wceist oíd woman ever you saw. She was so thin, 
and so little, and so light, that it did almost seem 
as though you could ride her on a feather; and 
you never would daré draw a lo n g  breath in the 
same room with her, for fear the draft o f it would 
send her up the chimney.

Now bein g quite alone in the world, Dam e D ot’s 
soic comfort and care was a p a iro f bright knitting- 
needles. T hese, the good tow nfolksay, were never 
out o f her hands, except on a  Sunday, and even 
then she kept h er fingers in motion from mere 
habit, though her eyes were intently fixed on the 
mimster through the whole service.

At other times, sitting or w alking, silent o r talk- 
ing, m orning, noon and night, little D am e Dot 
'vas always knitting. I f  she had knit all her 
stitches in a  straight row, it would certainly have 
rcached round the w orld ; but she knit round and 
round for stockings, up and down for blankets, 
and back and forth for comforters,— clickety-click, 
clickety-click, clickety-clack !

W hcnever she walked abroad she carricd her 
knitting with her, and in windy weather all the

people would s a y : “  Little D am e D ot will surely 
blow away ! ”  But she did n’t, and she did n’t, till 
nobody really thought she would, o r that anything 
o f the kind would happen to her.

B ut once upon a time, when it blew and blew 
and blew, som ething did happen. Little Dam e Dot 
took her walk and her knitting, thinking o f noth­
ing but the gray yarn and the shining needles, 
though all the breezes were out, and playing tag 
with the leaves and sticks and bits o f  paper in the 
streets, and slam m ing blinds and doors in people’s 
faces. A  little breeze took her off her feet > the 
very moment she appeared on the door-step; but 
set her down all right on the pavement, and off 
she went, saying to herself and to her needles: 
“ One, two, seam s; one, two, three.”  A n d  they 
went clickety-click, clickety-click, clickety-clack !

Just as she reached the white church, with its 
tall spire, a  bigger breeze than all the rest caught 
her in its airy arms, and, quick as a  wink, carried 
her up into the sky and out o f sight, needles and 
all, except the gray ball which she let drop in her 
hasty flight.

Soon a fte r , down th e  S treet carne little B illy
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Baker. “  W hat  ever is th is? ”  he said, as he tried 
to pick up som ething that was flying along the 
ground like mad.

“ W h a t ever is i t? ”  said fat T om m y Tubbs, 
com ing home from school, with a slate in one 
hand and a green apple in the other.

“ W h at ever is i t ? ”  chimed in Polly Popps, 
going by  in a  red cloak, with her petticoats all in

a  flutter.
“  It ’s a  ball o f yarn ! ”  said Billy.
“  It ’s a  ball o f yarn !  ”  said Tom m y.
“  It is  a  ball o f yarn ! ”  said Polly.
“  W h erever’s the en/i?  ”  said Billy.
“  W herever’s  the end ? ”  said Tom m y.
“  W herever is the end ? ”  said Polly.
T h e n  came all the boys and the girls, and the 

men and the women round about, to see whatever 
they three were talking about.

“  See ! see ! ”  said somebodv, pointing up above 
the steeple; and they saw a  little speck, like a  kite, 

w ay up in the sky.
“  It ’s little D am e D o t!  ”  said Billy Baker.
“  l t  ’s little  D am e D o t! ”  said Tom m y Tubbs.
“  It is  little Dam e D o t ! ”  said Polly Popps.
“ So it is ! ”  said all the people, “ and th a t ’s 

D o t’s b a ll! ”
“  L e t ’s wind her d o w n !”  said Billy.

sam e as ever, and as i f  the queerest thing that ever 
was heard o f had not just happened to her.

Pretty soon they could hear her s a y : “ One, 
two, sea m ; one, two, three,”  and then she touched 
the ground, and she said: “ I thank you for my

“ u n t e  D A M E  D O T  C A M E  N E A K E R  A N D  N E A R E R ,"

“  Y e s, wind her down ! ”  said T om m y, and 
’olly, and everybody.

A n d  Billy Baker pulled and pulled, and i  olly 
round, and little D am e D ot grew bigger and b.g- 
jer, and cam e nearer and nearer, till everybody 
’ould see her knitting away for all the world the

ball, Polly Popps. I ’m  much obliged to you, 
Billy Baker. Y o u  are very  kind, T o m m y T u b  )s, 
and she m ade a low courtesy to everybody, anti 
walked off hom e, counting to herself, “  One, two, 
seam ; one, two, three.”  Clickety-click, chckety- 
click, clickety-clack !
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Billy B aker said : “  W ell, I never ! ”
Tom m y T ubbs said : “ W ell, I n e v e r/"
Polly Popps said: “ W ell, I  n e v e r !”  and then 

all the people said : “  W f.LL, I n e v e r  ! ”
Then spoke up Billy B aker: “ Som ething must 

be done, or little D am e D ot will blow away and 
never come back any more, and whatever should 
we do in the village for comforters ? ”

“  A n d  m ittens,”  said T om m y Tubbs.
“  A nd garters,”  said Polly Popps.
“ A n d  s t o c k in g s , ”  sajd all the people.

“  W e  '11 put weights on her,”  said somebody.
“ O h, y es!— w e ’ll put weights on h e r !”  shouted 

everybody.
A n d  they did.
N ever since that day has wee D am e Dot vent- 

ured abroad without one little iron weight hung 
on her neck, two little iron weights hung on her 
elbows, and three little iron weights tied on to her 
petticoats.

A n d  she knits, and knits, and knits. Clickety- 
click, clickety-click, clickety-clack!

S P I N N I N G  A N D  W l í A V I N G .  

B y  M rs. A d e l i n e  D . T . W h it n e y .

A h u n d r e d  years ago,— everything o f  any in- 
terest just now was a  hundred years ago, though 
this that I arn going to say was just as true fifty 
years ago ;— a  hundred years ago, in every farm- 
liouse and village house all over New England, 
there was one thing, and one interest, that has 
vanished and died out and been superseded. A  
thing that belonged to the g ir ls ;  and an interest 
and ambition that the girls grew  up to. A  pretty 
picturesque thing, and a  pretty feminine industry 
and einulation that cannot be replaced.

it was the oíd spinning-wheel, with its light lines 
and its graceful treadle ; as artistic a  íireside orna- 
ment as a harp, and as suggestive o f low pleasant 
music, and quiet, restful moods. A n d  the busy 
ambition was the spinning stores and stores o f fine 
'v'nite wool and glistening flax, to m ake blankets 
and flannels, and beautiful bed and table linen; 
trying who, in h er maidenhood, could lay by  most, 
and smoothest, and fairest, against her matronhood. 

Every girl learned to draw the buzzing threads,

V o l . I I I .— 43.

and turn with quick deft motion the whirling circle 
that twisted them so swift and firm ; to step lightly 
to and fro beside the big one, or lean from her low 
seat to the spindle o f the little flax-wheel, as the 
yarn o r the thread drew out and in, in the twirling 
and the winding. A n d  so, every girl was a “ spin- 
ster,”  and kept on spinning, all her possible time, 
until she married, and took horno to her husband’s 
house, for years and years o f thrifty comfortable 
wear, the “  purple and fine linen ”  she had made.

Y o u  are spinsters now, every one o f you. That 
is what the law calis you, until you are married 
women. A nd that is what life makes you, whether 
you w ill or no,— whether you like it or not.

Y o u  can’t get l id o f i t ; though the spinning- 
wheels are dropping to pieces in the oíd garrets, 
and the great factories are thundering beside the 
rivers, to turn wool and cotton into all the cloth 
the great hurried world n ecd s; where no one any 
longer makes anything for himself, but makes or 
fetches,— or catches hold and pretends to have a
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hand in fetching,— som ething in whole or m part 
for everybody e ls c ; that everybody else's work may 
come round to him, in the different kinds, as he 
wants it. A ll r ig h t; all inevitable. A n d  yet you 
girls are spinsters, just as m uch as ever girls were.

W h at a  poor, slack, twisted, uneven thread you 
turn off, some o f you ! W h at slcazy, unservice- 
able, fraying stuff it will weave into,— what rough, 
worrying garm ents it will m ake, and you will have 
to ivear, one o f these days, when you will begin 
to wish you had realized your spinsterhood, and 
minded better the distaff and the wheel.

I suppose there is not one o f you who does not 
think that “ b y  and b y ” holds all things right and 
beautiful for y o u ; things just as you would have 
them ; an ideal self, such as you would be, in an 
ideal home, such as you will surely m ake, “ i f  ever 
you have a  house o f your ow n.”

W hen things go criss-cross,— when your life dis- 
contcnts you,— when the oíd and the tiresome and 
the hindering, the threadbare and the every-day 
annoy and jar,— then you think o f this house of 
your own, this tim e o f your own, this life o f  your 
own, that are com ing, in which shall be freshness, 
and satisfying, and things in your own way. You 
improve wonderfully upon your mother’s fashions : 
you “  never will have ”  lilis, and you “  always will 
h a ve”  that. W ell, how is it to come about? I 
will tell you one th in g ; you never will jum p into 
it and find it ready made.

It has got to be by  your own spinning and weav- 
ing. now beforehand. Y o u  are getting your house 
and your home ready every day. By and by, well 
or ill plenished, you will have to live in it. A re 
you really layin g up anything toward it, as the 
grandmothers made and laid by  their sheets and 
their “  pillow-biers,”  and their pretty damask-pat- 
terned able napery, and saw them  piling up in 
chest • r on shelf, for the certain furnishing? If 
not, do you want to know how to begin ? A re you 
willing to spin some little real thread every day ? 
Y o u  can. Y o u  can always be about it. Y o u  can 
be growing rich in things that will b e  actual com­
forts and providings, ready to your hand when you 
want them , and when you cannot get them up in 
a hurry at the moment’s necd.

Everything you know how to do, that is done in 
a home, is som ething spun and woven and laid 
upon the store; som ething acquired for a  life-time, 
that will last as those beautiful oíd linens used to 
la s t ; som ething that you will never have to spin 
and weave again.

I do not mean som ething that you have done 
once, or once in a  while, or that you think you 
know how oitght to be done. I mean something 
that you have got at your fingere’ ends, till it does 
not sccm  liard to you, or cost you the least toil of

th o u g h t  a n d  a n x ie ty . S o m e th in g  th a t  y o u  can 
h a n d le  a s  y o u  h a n d le  y o u r  c r o c lie t-n e e d le , o r  ru n  
y o u r  fin g e re  u p  a n d  d o w n  th e  p ia n o  k e y s ,  p la y in g  

y o u r  sc a le s . S o m e t h in g  th a t  y o u  c a n  d o  a s  you  
“ d o  y o u r  h a ir ,”  o r  tie  a  b o w -k n o t in  y o u r  c r a v a t ;  
w ith  tu rn s  a n d  to u c h e s  th a t  y o u  d o  n o t m e a s u re  or 
th in k  a b o u * . b u t  h a v e  g o t  s o  u s e d  to  th a t  t h e  r ig h t 
t h in g  c o m e s  o f  i t ,— th e  re s u lt  th a t  is  n ic e  a n d  be- 
c o m in g , a n d  fu ll  o f  a  s k iílfu l g r a c e  th a t  c a n n o t be 
a n a ly z e d  o r  g o t  a t  b y  m e th o d  o r  r e c ip e , b u t  th at 
y o u  h a v e  ju s t  g r o w n  in to , fo r g e t t in g  h o w .

T h e  terror o f housework, the terror o f servant- 
less interregnums, the toil and ache o f  things 
unaccustom ed, the burden o f care whose details 
are unfamiliar,— all these, with the breakdown of 
hope and strength that they bring, are because of 
things left till that time you are dream ing of; 
threads unspun till the liouse-linen ought to be in 
the closet. Y o u  could n’t tie a bow-knot wilhout 
labor and worry ; you could n’t m ake thimble and 
needle w ork together to take ten stitches, i f  you 
had done either thing just once or twice a good 
while ago, and not every day o f your life for ever 
so long,— if you just knew the theory o f the thing 
and had never put it to use. A n d  every bit of a 
woman’s w ork and responsibility in a  hom e, when 
she takes it up as a  strange thing, is like tying a 
bow-knot for the first tim e, or like  sew ing or lcnit- 
ting or crocheting to one who has never touched 
the implements before. W h en  you think of trying 
one such task after another, day after day, in all 
the com plex doing that “  housekeeping ”  implies, 
with your very living depending upon it all the 
while, you m ay well faney how it is that American 
girls break down under the physical and mental 
strain that comes upon so m any o f them  with that 
fulfillment o f their happy liopes— the having and 
ordering a  “ house o f their ow n.” There is no 
help for it, but just the m aking all these things, in 
their knowledges, such parts o f yoursclves as the 
alphabet and the multiplication table, and the con- 
sciousness o f the parts o f the day and wcek and 
year, are ; things that have been used till they are 
íikc limbs and senses— natural furnishings, that 
you feel as if you were born  with. T hen, you can 
take hold o f life, and live. Y o u  have not got the 
whole w ay and method to invent for yourself.

A n d  the best o f all is, that one th in g grasped in 
this way is the essential grasped o f a  great many 
more. E very side o f a  honeycomb cell is the con­
verse side o f another ; every row o f knitting is half 
a  stitch all along for the next row ; in all kinds of 
building and m aking, that which is completcd is 
already the beginning o f the farther structure.

Begin with your own things and your own place. 
T h a t is what your mother will tell you i f  you rush 
to her, enthusiastic with great intentions, and olfer
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10 relieve her of half her housekeeping. D on’t 
dnuv that little bucket o f  coid water to have it 
poured back upon your early zeal. Reform  your 
upper bureau-drawer; relieve your closet-pegs of 
their accumulation o f garments out o f use a  month 
or two ago. Institute a clear and cheerful order, 
in the m idst o f  which you can daily m o ve; and 
learn to keep it. U se yoijrself to the beautiful,—  
which is the right,— disposing o f things as you  
handle them ;  so that it will b e  a part o f your toilet 
to dress your room and its arrangem ents while you 
dress yourself; leaving the draperies you take off 
as lightly and artistically hung, or as delicately 
folded and placed, as the skirts you loop carefully 
to wear, or the ribbon and lace you put with a  soft 
neatness about your throat. Cherish your instincts 
of inste and fitness in every little thing that you 
have about you. L et it grow impossible to you to 
put down so much as a pin-box where it w ill dis- 
turb the orderly and pleasant grouping upon your 
drcssing-table; or to sticlc your pins in your cush- 
ion, even, at all sorts o f tipsy and uncomfortable 
inclinations. T h is  will not make you “ fu ssy”— it 
is the other thing that does th a t ; the not knowing, 
excupt by  fidgety experiment, what is harmony 
and the intangible grace o f relation. O nce get 
your knowledge beyotid study, and turn it into 
tact,— which is literally having it at your fingers’ 
ends, as I told you,— and order will breathe about 
you, and grace evolve from commonest things, and 
uses and belongings, wherever you m ay b e; and 
"  putting things to rig h ts”  will not be sepárate 
task-work and trouble, any more than it is in the 
working o f the solar system. It will go  on all the 
time, and with a continual pleasure.

Take upon yourself gradually,— for the salce of 
getting them in hand in like manner, i f  for no 
other need,— a ll  the cares that belong to your own 
small territory o f home. G et together things for 
use in tljese cares. Have your little wash-cloths 
and your sponges for bits o f cleaning; your furni- 
ture-brush and your feather duster, and your light 
little broom and your whisk and pan ; your bottle 
ol sweet oil and spirits o f turpentine, and piece of 
flannel, to preserve the polish, or restore the gloss, 
tvhere clark wood grows dim or gets spotted. Find 
out, by following your surely growing sense of 
thoroughness and niceness, the best and readiest 
"uys of keeping all fresh about you. Invent your 
own processes; they will come to you. I shall not 
lay down rules or a system  for you. W hen you 
l'ave made yourself wholly mistress o f  what you 
tan learn and do in your own apartment, so that it 
is easier and more natural for you to do it than to 
kt it alone,— so that you don’t count the time it 
takes any more than that which you have to give 
lo your own bathing and hair-dressing,— then you

have learned enough to keep a  whole house, so far 
as its cleanly ordering is concerned.

B u t don’t  keep g oin g  to y o u r mother. You have 
every one o f  you probably some little independence 
o f  m oney, or some possibility o f economizing it. 
Buy' your own utensils ; set up your own establish- 
ment, i f  only by slow degrees. You will know the 
good o f it then ; and you will be setting up your 
character at the sam e time. T h ere  will be no 
sudden violent resolution and undertaking, which 
clrafts aid and encouragement from everybody 
about you, getting up prospective virtue by sub- 
scription, and upsetting half the current order of 
the household for an uncertain experiment. Be in 
earnest enough to make your own way, and be- 
fore you or anybody else thinks about it, you will 
have becom e a rccognized forcé in the domestic 
community ; you will have risen into your altitude 
without assumption, just as you are growing, by  
invisible hair-breadths, into your womanly stature.

T hen, some day, you m ay say to your mother, 
“  L et me have charge o f the china-closet and 
pantry, please ; ”  and you m ay enter upon a  new 
realm, having fairly conquered your own queen- 
dom. A nd I can tell you this new one will be a 
pretty and a  pleasant realm to queen in ; an epito­
me o f the whole housework practiced in dainty, 
easy little ways. Shelves to be kept nice, wiped 
down with a soft wet cloth w rung from the suds 
that cups and silver have come out bright from ; 
cups and silver, platos and dishes, to be ranged in 
prettiest lines and piles and groups on the fresh 
shelves ; cupboards to be regulated with light daily 
touches and replacem ents; yesterday’s cake and 
cake-basket, fruit or jelly , custardsor blanc-tnange, 
to be overlookcd and newly dished for the next 
tablc-setting ; the nice rem nant o f  morning.cream 
to be transferred to a fresh ju g  and put in 1 cool 
clean córner; to-day’s pareéis, perhaps, to be be- 
stowed ; and the doors closed, with a feeling of 
plenty and comfort that only the thrifly, delicate 
housewife— who knows and utilizes the resources 
that are but uncomfortable odds and ends to the 
disordcrly, heedless, procrastinating one— ever has 
the pleasure of. A ll this is, cosily and in miniature 
to the larger care o f  kitchen and larder, what the 
little girl’s baby-housc has been (if she began, like 
a true ivoman-child, to “  spin and weave ”  for her 
womanly vocation) to the “ house o f her o w n ” 
that she —  you —  began to talle o f  then, and that 
you are earning a right to now. A nd pretty soon 
this daily care,— this daily pleasure,— will have 
become a facile thing, a thing easily slipped into 
the day’s program me, and never to be a mountain 
or a bugbear any more, eithcr to do or to teach ; 
because you “  know every twist and turn o f  it,”  
and it is not a  process o f conscious detail, but a
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simple whole that you can disposc of with a single 
thought and its quick mechanical execution.

In like manner, again, you can take up cooking. 
Y o u  can learn to make bread, until the fifteen 
minutes’ labor that it will b e  for you to toss up the 
dough for to-morrow's baking, will not seem to you 
a terrible infliction, when it happens that you may 
have it to do, any more than the m ending of a  pair 
of gloves for to-morrow’s w earin g; simply because 
it will b e  an oíd accustomed thing that you know 
the beginning and the end of,— not a vague, un- 
tried toil loom ing in indefinito proportions, that 
are always the awful ones.

Y o u  can take some simple frequent dish, and 
for a while m ake it your business to prepare it 
whenever it is wanted,— dipped toast, perhaps, or 
tea-muffins ; and you will wonder, when you pass 
on to some other thing of the sort in change, how 
the familiar m anaging one m atter o f m easunng 
and m ixing, boiling or baking, has given you 
“ ju d g m en t”  and handling for the clever achievc- 
m ent o f the nex't. F or lliere are deelensions and 
conjugations in the gram m ar o f housewifery, and a 
few receipts and processes becom e like “  Musa, 
musa;,”  and “ A m o, am are,”  and make you free of 
the whole syntax of cookery, and, like “ all print 
to Silas W e g g , all its parsing and construction are

open to you.
I can only briefly hint and sketch in this one 

limited “  talk.”  But a  little leaven leaven eth; if 
you begin on the principie  I try  to show you, you 
will feel yourself gathering powers and wisdoms, 
and these verv powers and wisdoms will themselves 
open to you tíre methods and suggestions o f more. 
More, and deeper and h ig h e r; for you will begin 
to reach into things behind the outward ordering, 
that are inevitably related, and out o f which all true 
and orderly expression grows.

Y o u  will begin to order yourself: you will have 
begun already. Y o u  are m aking the manner of 
woman you shall be in this living o f yours, that is 
to be externally puré and sweet and gracious.

T his also will have, and is having, its outward 
stage ; but it deepens inwardly, in its own turn, 
day by  day. Everything thorough must.

Y o u  want to make yourself pretty and p leasin g; 
lovely, feminine, attractive in person and move- 
m ent and dress. This almost always comes first; 
it is the object-teaching and lea d in g ; good and 
true in  i/s place, and not thrown aw ay as valueless 
or evil, cven when the truth behind it comes to be 
seen and sought. A  woman should  be sweet and 
pleasing ; i f  she have a sweet and pleasing nature, 
she will be, whether h er nose be G reek or snub, her 
hair dusky or golden. There is a  secret to it that 
I wish I could tell you without seem ing to fall into 
the trite oíd sayings that you will think are put in

for properness,— to be agreed to and then dropped 
for quicker inventions; for little arts and tricks and 
studies and touches that slip dangerously into false 
habit and self-absorption, corrupting the nature and 
the life-love, and defeating desire with its own 

anxiety.
The short road is  not a ll the ivay round upon 

the circumference, but straight out, a radius 
from  the heart. A nd this is not a moral saying, 
opposing itself to your inclination, but a real 
“  open sesame ”  to help you quickest to what you 
want. It is the secret by  which the rose blooms. 
You could not put its petáis on ; you can make a 
rag-rose so, but it will be a  rag-rose after all. Na- 
turc has cunninger, sweeter, easier w ays; she works 
no clumsy, laborious miracles, wrong-side out. 
She nurses a live, hidden som ething,— a true desire 
to be. A n d  the sunshine and the rain, and all 
outside life that is, searches and meets the answer- 
ing life in the green little bud ; and that  stirrmg, 
stirs all the lovely, secret possibilities that are under 
the green, outward into tender petaling and color 
and fragrance; and the rose, that was meant to 
be, is born. “  F or G od giveth it a bodv as it hath 
pléased h im ; to every seed its own body.”  Just 
believe th is : be alive to the things that are not 
yourself, and yourself shall surely be as beautilul 
as G od sees you can be.

A n  oíd woman told me once, when I was a little 
g ir l: “ Don’t look much in the g la ss ; it spoils 
your complexión.”  I suppose it was a  device, but 
it hit the very fact. Look in the glass ; think of 
yourself, and take care o f your person, and your 
dress, just as much as must be, to put yourself in 
fresh and appropriate order; and m ind you refer 
the question of how m uch that is, always and faitli- 
fully, to conscience. T hen  go away and forget, 
and don’t get a  habit o f glancing and returning, 
needlessly. Y o u  cannot think how  m uch that strict 
self-judgment would condemn will be saved by just 
m aking and keepin g this rule. A n d  how great y 
you w ill gain, too, in the very things that you would 
take too much thought for, and that your Fatiicr 
knoweth your need of, and will give you as He 
gives to the lilies and roses. “ /  am the rose o 
Sharon ; I  am  the lily  of the valley.”  Beauty and 
perfeetness are hidden in Him, and come out from 
Him. I f  His life is in you, you need not be afraid- 
Y o u  will not be unlovely; you will not miss o 
anvthing that you can be. “  No good thing, and 
no perfect thing, will H e withhold from them that 
walk uprightlv.”  But every over-anxiety hinders 
and interferes with His work. E very  look that you 
study in yourself, for mere look’s s a k e ; every way 
you practice for affecting,— even for an involuntary 
instant,— will counteract and spoil some better look 
and reality that m ight have graced you. Don
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look in the glass too much, literally or metaphori- 
cally; it will spoil your complexión, which is your 
true harm ony and putting together.

L ay up your treasure in heaven. Spin and 
weave for the life-garm ents; for these are in the 
unseen kingdom, and the seen things are only signs 
of them. M ake yourself, every day, some even 
lin ead ; weave carefully some faithful web in your 
tcmper and character. Be sweet, be beautiful in 
your thoughts. Be full o f gladness along with 
others, full o f interest in others’ p lans; grow strong 
in patience, by  bearing evenly with little bothers; 
every one o f them shall help you to be strong 
against great troubles and in great n eed s; calm 
and wise for yourself and your others, to save 
troubles and m eet needs that w ill face you by and 
by. Spinsters o f  your very selves you are ; and, 
since life grows inevitably from the seed o f self,—  
since it is existence, not imposition,— spinsters of 
your own story and circumstance, beforehand, more 
than you dream. Y o u  are m aking, now, the plan

o f a whole lifc-tim e; your occurrences shall be 
different, according as you spin at your wheel of 
character, the thread o f your identity that is to 
run through them ; for character does m ake cir­
cumstance ; some things cannot happen alike to 
all, since all living does not lead into the sam e pos- 
sibilities o f happening.

T h is  is the wonder o f the spinning and w éaving 
that we are all set to do for ourselves here in this 
w orld ; w orking at wheels o f life from which are 
fashioned and furnished our garm ent and our whole 
house for the tim e everlasting; the body and con- 
dition that we shall find grown out from the fitness 
we have made in ourselves, as surely as we find the 
llower grown from the seed we have p lan ted: 
“  Earnestly desiring”— and it is the real, earnest 
desire that all the while creates and determines in 
kind and quality— “ to b e  clothed upon with our 
house which is from heaven," or from the inward. 
“  I f  so be, that being clothed upon, we be not 
found naked.”

M I D S U M M E R  F R O L I C S .

D o w n  in  th e  d e e p  g r a s s , c ió se  b y  th e  h ill, S tr a n g e  ! for th e  e lv e s  a r e  n o  lo n g e r  011 e arth .
Some one is having a  p a r ty ; Strange 1 for the fairies are over !

Never was heard on a  sum m er night still, But, sure as you live, there are frolic and mirth
Buzz o f  enjoym ent so hearty. F or somebody, down in the clover.
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( A u g u s t ,

T H E  B O Y  E M I G R A N T S .

B y  N o a h  B r o o k s .

C h a p t e r  X X I.

A N  E X P E D 1 T I O N ,  A N D  W H A T  C A M E  O F  I T .

WINTER came suddenly. E arly  in November, 
the boys, clim bing the long hill near their camp, 
could see that the sharp peaks o f the Sierra, to the 
eastward, were covered with snow. T h e  lower hills, 
or foot-hills, where they lived, were brown and 
sere ; and looking westward, the Sacramento Val- 
ley was golden yellow in the warm sunhght and 
violet and purple, streaked with gray, as the cloudy 
davs cam e on. There were onc or two rainy days, 
du'ring which the creek rose rapidly, and the young 
miners improved the opportunity to wash out a 
good (leal o f loose dirt from their claim. T hen  
came a sharp frost. T h e laills between the camp 
and the high Sierra were white wnh snow, save 
where the tall pines stood in solemn rows up and 
down these billowy slopes.

One m orning, A rthur, shivering with coid and 
gaping with a great show o f sleepiness, sat up m 
his bunk, and, looking over to the window, which 
was only partly shielded by a bit of canvas, ex- 
claimcd : “  H alloo, boys ! it ’s snow.ng .

T h ey  looked out and saw that the ground had 
disappeared bencath a soft, fleecy mantle. W oo ly 
rolls o f snow hung 011 the edges o f the eradle by 
the creek. T h e  pine-boughs bent under their 
moist burden, and the cow stood chew ing her cud 
disconsolately under the shelter o f a  b ig  hemlock-

tree near the cabin.
Mont looked grave, and said : “  I must start for

N ye’s R anch this very day.”
Now N ye’s R anch was at the junction of the 

Y u ba  and Feather rivers, fifty miles away. It was 
the nearest depot for supplies, though a trading- 
post had been opened at Inskip, twenty miles 
north-east from Crowbait Gulch. But the Inskip 
trader brought his goods from N ye’s R anch, and 
his pnces were enormous. Besidcs this, a  company 
o f Mcxicans at Greasertown had promised to pay 
three hundred dollars, in gold dust, for the ox and 
cow, the survivors o f the teams o f the young emi­
gran t s ; and part o f the bargain included the 
deliverv o f the cattle to the purchasers. ^

It had been agreed that Mont should go to N ye s 
Ranch, riding oíd Jim, and deliver the cattle at 
Greasertown on his way down. T h e  Spamsh cat­
tle o f the country were thought good enough to 
slau'diter for fresh beef. These Am erican cattle 
were too valuable to b e  killed. It was more eco-

nomical to sell them and buy the meat needed for 
winter supplies. Flour, bacon, beans, and dned 
apples were required from N ye’s Ranch ; and it 
was decidcd that no more tim e should be lost 111 
getting them. M ont could drive the cattle down 
the creek, get the money and push on into the 
valley, b u y the provisions, and pack them home on 

oíd Jim.
T h e  snow disappeared when the sun came out 

that afternoon; and when M ont started on his 
journey, which was not until the next morning, 
the air was clear and bracing, and the sky was 
brilliant with sunlight. T h e boys saw him rule 
down the winding trail with real sorrow, for he 
drove before him  their oíd friends, M olly and Star. 
These faithful creatures had been their solé reliance 
during the latter part o f their jo u rn e y ; and though 
the cattle were no longer useful to them , now that 
thev were cam ped for the winter, it was hard to 
part with them. If it had not been so hard, Mont 
would have begun his journey to N ye’s Ranch 
much carlier. A s it was, A rty and Johnny looked 
down the trail with tearful eyes, when Mont, turn- 
ing in his saddle, shouted back : “  Don’t eat up all 
the gold while I am  gone.”

But even M ont was a little heavy at the heart 
when he finally left the cattle at Greasertown, and 
rodé away w ith his gold dust stowed in a belt about 
his waist and under his flannel shirt. He had a 
long and solitary ride before him ; he was loaded 
with what seemed to him a great deal o f money, 
and, for the first time since leaving Council Bluffs, 
he was separated from his comrades.

T h e rocky trail soon left the creek and entercd a 
wagon-track, which, though it now seemed like a 
novelty o f civilization to Mont, who had been living 
in the woods, was not so broad a trail as that m 
which he had traveled across the contment. His 
spirits rose as oíd Jim loped gallantly on the 
trail, jin g lin g  the slender cam p equ.page tied on 
behind. as he went. T h e  air was absolutely hushed. 
and the wintry sun rained down its ncedles of light 
into motionless clumps o f pines and spruccs grouped 
in the narrow valley. On either side, the bilis rose 
up sharp and clear in outline against the blue sk), 
their rocky ridges dotted with a few lone trecs along 
their lofty crowns. Occasionally, a  haré dartcü 
across the trail and was lost in the tangled fems, 
or a gray gopher, with tail on end, drifted along 
ahead, like a leaf blown by the wind, and suddenly 
disappeared. A  m agpie scream ed and scolded Irom
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the top o f a madroña-tree, and a  solitary crow, whose braying filled the air. Miners, red-shirted 
heavily flapping its way through the crystal atmos- and rough-bearded, were com ing and going. The 
phere overhead, croaked and cawed, and then traders were excitedly rushing about, selling their 
seemed to m elt a w ay  into the hills o f brown and goods and sweeping in the gold-dust. T h is  precious 
, reen stuff was weighed in scales, after being rudely fin-

°  rusi before Scotchm an’s V alley opens out into gered over on the board counter, to sean the grains 
the valley o f the Sacram ento, the walls on either separately ; and M ont was amazed to see how care- 
side rise up to a great height. On the south, the lessly the gokl was handled. Apparently, there was 
ridge is over two thousand feet high, and is very no coin ñor paper m oney, but everybody had a 
steep and rugged, except at a  point near the base, buckskin pouch or a  cativas shot-bag, in which the 
where the sharp slope widens out into a  shoulder, golden dust was kept. Now and again, some man 
or bench. On this bcnch, about two hundred feet from “  the B ay,”  as San Francisco was called, ex- 
from the bottom, were perched two or three miners’ hibited a huge rude coin, valued at fifty dollars, 
cabins. M o n t ,  when he reached this spot, looked and popularly known as a “ slug.”  This was 
at the cabins as he rodé down the trail, and, won- stamped with the ñame o f the firm who issued it, 
dering w hy the builders had chosen such a lofty and it very readily passed for the amount it repre- 
spot for their homes, was tempted to climb the sented.
narrow trail and ask for lodging, for it was now T h e  little open plaza about which the settlement 
late in the day. But, reflecting that few people in was flung, like a  strange and tangled dream, was 
these parts were prepared to take in strangers, crowded with men, wagons, cattle and mules. A  
though all were hospitable, he went on through few miserable Indians, squatted around a  b ig  syea- 
thc narrow pass, entered a round, fíat valley which more, looked on without manifesting the leasl 
dropped gently to the west, and, between the open- interest in the scene ; and a  grizzly bear, caged 
¡n,.s i„  the groves o f live-oaks, he saw the Sacra- in a canvas-covered inclosure, or corral, and ex- 
inento V alley, laccd with stream s; Sutter’s Buttes, hibited for one dollar a sight, addcd to the con- 
0 noble group o f mountains, in the m idst; and fusión by uttering an occasional howl. A  tent, 
far away, the sharp summits o f the coast range, with “  Freem an’s E xpress”  painted on its roof, first 
pink and white against the evening sky. attractcd M ont’s attention, and to that he straight-

The young man made his lonely camp in a clump w ay bent his steps. T h e boys had sent letters 
of dwarf pines, as night carne on, and built his down to Sacram ento by  various ivays, and Mont 
fire, toasted his bacon, made a pot o f coífee, and, now deposited another lot, one o f which, ivritten to 
slicing off a cut from the lo af which A rthur had Farm er Stevens, in Richardson, Illinois, gave him 
put up for him , he ate his frugal supper with loving the points o f Bill Bunce’s story about Johnny, and 
thoughts o f the boys at home. T h e  New England besought him to look up the case, if possible. 
lióme seemed too far aw ay now to be so present in T h e  tent was crowded with men inquiring for 
his thoughts as the rude hut on the brink of “ letters from the States.”  T h ere  was no post- 
Chaparral C r e e k ; and as M ont hugged him self in office here, but the accom m odating expressmen, in 
his warm blanket, to sleep beneath the frosty sky, consideration o f  a  few dollars’ worth o f dust, would 
Barney C rogan, IIi, and the boys, carne and went take a  list o f ñames, send it to San Francisco, and 
in his dreams. bring up the letters o f people who made N ye’s

Followitm the course o f the Feather and Y u ba  R anch their trading-poiilt. Miners far back am ong 
rivers, the streams o f trade and travel, which had the hills sent to the ranch b y  their comrades or 
already begun to m ove in this new land, met on a  nearest neiglibors, and, in course o f tune, their 
Hat and willow-grown angle where N ye’s Ranch precious letters, sifting through many hands, sought 
had been built. H ere the Rio de los Plumas, or them out and brought them tidings from home. 
Feather R iver, received the Y u ba  River, and flowed T h ere  were no letters for the boys at Crowbait. 
011 to join the Sacram ento. Here, once a week, T h e y  had expected none, as their list o f ñames liad 
carne a small steambóat from Sacram ento, fifty or been sent to Sacramento. W ith  a liomesick and 
sixty miles to the southw ard; and here were two lonely feeling, M ont made his purchases as soon as 
or three trading-posts, built o f syeamore logs and possible, loaded them on oíd Jim, and made his 
roofed over with cativas. way out o f the muddy and disagreeable little settle-

Mont had struggled across a  wet and m uddy ment. T h e sky was dark and lowering, and the 
plain, intersccted with a labyrinth o f small sloughs sharp white peaks o f the Sierra were lost in a gray 
and streams. H e found the little settlement a  rude mist, as he laboriously pickecl his way across the 
and noisy place. T h e  ground was cut up with plain and camped for the night with a hospitable 
the tracks o f m any wagons, and trampled into a  herdsman on the edge o f  Butte Creek. 
sticky paste by  the feet o f innumerable nuiles, W hen he resumed his journey, next day, the air
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was raw and ch illy ; a  slate-colored cloud closcd 
over the foot-hills, and a mild but exasperating 
drizzle pervaded the plain as he left it and began 
to ascend the undulations which here seem like 
a  groundswell. and, higher up, break into the 
tumultuous waves o f the Sierra.

Mont pushed on impatiently, riding when the 
trail was easy, and leading his loaded steed where 
the way was steep and rough. Bo'.h horse and 
man were in liaste to get home. Mont grew fever- 
ish and apprehensive as he saw the snow beginning 
to fall heavily, wliile he was yet only on his second 
day from N ye’s R anch. A n d  when he campcd 
that night in the manzanita-bushes, it was with 
great difficulty that he could kindlc a  firc. But he 
found a  partly screencd spot, where the snow sifted 
lightly in, and he could cam p in comparative com­
fort. Jim was relieved o f his load, and tied in a 
clump o f trees which sheltered h im ; and Mont 
slept as best he could, and this was not sleeping 
well. His feet were sore with the chafing o f a 
rough pair o f new boots, put on when he left the 
trading-post, and now soaked with m elting snow.

Next day, after Jim had browsed am ong the 
bushes, and M ont had swallowed a  little hot coffee, 
they struggled 011 together, though the horse was 
now obliged to wade in a deep mass o f snow, and 
M ont desperately kept up by his side.

Passing laboriously through the round valley 
where he had made his first night’s cam p, Mont 
entered the rocky jaw s o f  Scotchm an’s Valley. 
T h e day was well advanccd, but the sky was dark 
with storm. O verhead, the air was thick as with a 
drifting whirl o f snow. T h e  black-green trees by 
the trail were half-hidden and loaded with the 
snow. A ll trace o f the route had vanished from 
the ground, and only a few landmarks, which 
M ont’s practiced eye had noted as he rodé down 
the trail, served to show the way in which he should 
go. T h ere  was the high, steep Southern wall of 
the cañón, and there were the cabins on the 
bench below the upper edge. Poor M ont noted in 
the blinding storm the blue smoke curling from 
the chimneys o f the cabins, and he longed to be 
b y  the cheerful fireside which he pictured to him­
self was within. L ike showers o f feathers, moist 
and large, the flakes fell, and fcll continually. 
Mont’s feet were w et and sore and lame. Once 
and again, he paused in his struggles and eyed 
the dismal sight around him, half-wondering if he 
should ever get through. T h e  hapless horse panted 
beneath his barden, groaning as his master dragged 
him on through the drifts. O nce, Mont, with numb 
fingers, untied the thongs that bound part o f the 
lo ad ; then, passionately crying aloud, “  No ! no ! 
i  can’t  lose these provisions! ”  he made them  fast 
again and labored onward.

He was now well up the canon. Just opposite 
him were the cabins, and, as he looked up at them, 
the air began to clear. T h e  snow fell only in scat- 
tered flakes, and the clouds showed signs o f  break- 
ing away. Before him , however, the way looked 
even more hopeless than when it had been con- 
cealed by  the falling storm. Behind, a few ragged, 
fading tracks showed where man and horse had 
struggled on in the drift.

Suddenly, a low and far-off moan brokc on the 
utter stillness o f the air. Mont, scared and half- 
delirious with excitem ent and fatigue, looked up 
toward the Southern w all o f the defile. The 
mountain-top seemed to be unloosed and falling 
over into the valley. T h e  whole side o f the ridge 
appeared broken off, and as it glided swiftly down, 
Mont noted, w ith fascinated minuteness o f observa- 
tion, that a- broad brown furrow showed behind 
it where the earth was laid bare. Down rushed 
the m ighty avalanche. T h e  whole defile seemed 
to shut up like the covers o f a book. In a  twink- 
ling the three poor little cabins were w iped out as 
with a  wet sponge. T h e  pallid mass swept on with 
a  roar, its huge arm s flying up toward the skies. 
It was not so m uch a wall o f snow as a resistless 
torrent, broad and deep. T h e  young m an stood 
still, his hcart ccased to b e a t; yet he stood and 
gazed, unable to flee, as the avalanche thundered 
down from bench to bench, struck the bottom  of 
the canon, and spread out in a confused mass of 
whiteness. In an instant, horse and m an vanished 
in a waste o f snow. T h e narrow valley was filled, 
and only here and there, where an uprooted tree 
or a fragment o f a  wrecked cabin showed above 
the surface, was there anything lo break the utter 

desolation.

C h a p t e r  X X II.

P R I V A T I O N  A N D  D E L I V E R A N C E .

“  1 AI.LOW this is dreffle disagreeable,”  said Hi. 
“  M ont ’s been gone eight d a y s ; nothin’ in the 
house to eat, and no neighbors w ithin ten miles, so 

far ’s we know .”
“ A n d  I ’m powerful hu n gry,”  chim ed in Tom, 

who never missed an opportunity to m ake a com- 

plaint.
“  I would n’t m ind,”  said A rty , once more going 

to the door and looking down the snow-covered 
trail,— “  I would n’t mind, i f  we only knew Mont 
was safe somewhere.”

B arncy grumbled and said that it served them 
right for letting M ont go down into the valley 
alone. T h ey  were fools, he thought, for having 
staid so high up am ong the mountains during the 
winter. I f  they had gone out when M ont went to 
N ye’s Ranch, and had staid out, they would never
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have seen any snow. There was no snow in the 
valley; and miners were “ m aking m oney hand 
over fist”  down on the Am erican and Stanislaus 
rivers.

“  Y es, yer hindsight is fust-rate, Crogan ; but I 
would n’t  give much for your forcsight,”  snarled 
Ili, who was chafing under this long and enforced 
idleness.

Barney, without a word, took his gun and went 
out in the snow to hunt rabbits. T h ere  was neither

looking for traces of their absent comrade. Greaser- 
town was deserted. T h e six Mexicans who had 
lived there had packed up their light luggage and 
gone to parts unknown. On the rafters o f their 
solitary cabin were laid two rude jig-saws, showing 
that the men intended to return. Drifts o f snow 
were on the puncheon floor, and the wind sighed 
mournfully through the half-chinked walls o f the 
log cabin. A  lonely looking chipm unk gazed at 
the intruders, as he sat upright in the window-sill;

T H E  A V A L A N C H E .

flour ñor m eat in the cabin ¡ but there was a plenty 
of coffcc, some sugar, and a few beans. There was 
no immediate danger o f starvation. Even at the 
worst, a few  rabbits and squirrels could be snared 
or shot in the underbrush ; and A rty  had found 
that by crushing the dry berries o f the manzanita, 
which still hung on the bushes, a  very palatable 
son o f flour could be made. Barnard announced 
his intention o f starving before he would eat such a 
mess, though A rthur argucd that the Indians ate it 
and grew fat on it.

“  But I ’m not a D ig ger,”  was his brother's con­
clusivo answer. “  I '11 starve first.”

Matters looked even worse and more gloomy, 
four days after, when there was still no sign o f 
Mont. T h ree  o f  the boys, Hi, Barnard and Arthur, 
went down the trail as far as Greasertown, anxiously

then he uttered a little exclamation o f disgust and 
disappeared.

“  Y er m ight have shot him ,”  m uttered H i, as he 
took up a ju n k  bottle which had been used for a 
candlestick, and thoughtfully put his nose to its 
mouth.

“  W h at does it smell o f ? ”  asked Barnard, with 
some sharpness.

“  D on’t  know ," replied Hi. “  1 was a-thinkin’ 
that I m ight eat this 'ere taller droppings, i f  the 
mice had n't been before m e.”

Barney laughed, in spite o f himself.
“ W h y, Hi, we are not so badly off as all that 

comes to yet. W e need n ’t  eat candles, like the 
Esquimaux. W e  can live 011 rabbits, you know.”

“  T h e re ’s no fat on rabbits, and I must say I ’m 
just a-pinin’  for somethin’  fat,”  rejoined poor Hi.
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T h ey  had not even candles in their own cabin ; 
but as they sat that night around the cheerful 
blaze o f their fire, H i acknowledged that it was far 
better to have fat pine-knots to burn than fat can­
dles to eat.

A fter all, the great burden on their spirits was 
M ont’s mysterious absence. I f  they could only be 
sure that he was safe and well, they would be 
happy. A t least, that was what Barnard and 
A rthur said, over and over again.

“  How much m oney did Mont have, all to ld ? ” 
demanded Hi.

“  Let ’s see,”  said A rty, reckoning on his fingers; 
“  there was the three hundred he got for the cattle, 
one hundred you gave him to send home for you, 
two hundred Barney and I sent o ff by  him, and 
two hundred o f his own for his mother. W h y, 
that ’s eight hundred dolíai s altogether ! ”

“  E igh t hundred dollars’ w uth o f dust, and a hoss 
wuth nigh onto two hundred more, i f  he is oíd 
Crowbait. T h a t ’s a  good haul.”

“ W h at do you mean, H i? ”  demanded Barney, 
starting up with an angry face.

“  W h at do I mean ? ”  replied the other, doggedly. 
“  I mean that it ’s a good haul for a  feller to get 
away with. T h a t ’s what I m ean.”

“  Do you m ean to insinúate that M ont has gone 
off with our property, you confounded sneak ? ”—  
and Barney advanccd toward H i with sparkling 
eyes.

“  I don't m ean to insinervate nothin’ agin no- 
body, Barney Crogan. So keep yer temper. Y e ’ll 
need it bum bye to keep from starvin’. If  a  high- 
way-robber has corraled Mont with his dust, that 
would be a  good haul for som ebody, would n’t it ? ’ ’ 

“  But there are no highway-robbers about these 
parts. W e  have never heard o f anything being 
stolen anywhere, and people leave their stuff lying 
around loose everywhere.”

Nevertheless, as Barney said this, he sat down 
with a  sore feeling in his heart. A fter all, they did 
not know m uch about Mont. T h e  oíd joke about 
his “ store clothes”  was still a tender subject in the 
cam p, and H i’s unworthy suspicions found a lodg- 
m ent in Barney’s mind, though his eyes filled with 
angry tears when he tried to think better o f his oíd 
comrade. H e struggled weakly against the bad 
thoughts that rose in his mind. T hen  he reflected 
that the spare and unnatural diet to which they had 
been confined lately had rcduccd the moral tone of 
the camp. T h e  young fellow rose and looked 
vacantly out o f the little loophole in their canvas- 
covered window. T h e prospect without was not 
cheerful. T h e river was frozen o v e r; the ground 
was white, and the sky was gray.

“ O h, w ell,”  said A rty , cheerily, “ Mont is sure 
to com e back. H e ’s snow-bound somewhere, I ’m

sure. Perhaps oíd Jim gave out, and he had t® 
lie by  somewhere until he got better.”

“  Prehaps,”  said H i, with a marked emphasis.
“  A nd then,”  went on the boy, without noticing 

H i’s interruption, “ we are bound to get through 
this somehow. A s Mont used to say, I feel it in 
m y bones.”

“  Y e s,”  said Tom , with scorn ; “  more bones 
than m eat.”

“  Shut yer mouth, you T om  ! ”  broke in his 
brother, angrily.

“  Besides,”  added A rty , “  mother used to say,” 
— and the boy’s voice quavered a  little,— “  that the 
Lord will provide.”

“  1 don’t know ,”  said Barney, gloom ily, from the 
window. “  It seems as i f  the Lord had gone off.” 

A rthur gave his brother a scared look, and re- 
monstrated, with tearful eyes, “  O h, don’t, B arn ey!” 

T h at night, for almost the fiftieth time since 
M ont had been gone, H i lifted the puncheons of 
the floor in one córner o f the cabin, scraped away 
the soil, and dragged out the can o f gold dust 
which formed the cornmon stock. H e smoothed it 
over, lovingly, in his hands, and let it drop back 
into the can with a sharp rattle.

“  I t ’s a  heap o f  m oney,”  he said, with a  sigh. 
“  ’T  would b u y a  farm in Illinoy.”

“  But it wont buy a  pound o f  side-meat in Crow­
bait G u lch ,”  said Barney, with some ill-humor.

“ N ary tim e,”  replied Hiram. “  W h a t ’s the use 
o f gold if yer can’t buy nothin’ with it ? Y e r  can’t 
eat it, can’t drink it, can’t wear it,” — and, as if try- 
ing the experiment, he took up a bright lump and 
bit it. “  Blame the contem ptible yaller stuff 1 ”  said 
Hi, with a sudden burst o f rage. “ W h a t ’s the 
good o f it now ? ” — and he shied it into the fire.

T h e  golden n ugget struck the back o f the fire- 
place and dropped into the blaze, as i f  astonished 
at its rude treatment.

A rty, with much concern, attem pted to pulí it 
out, but Barnard said :

“  L et it be ; you can poke it out to-morrow, 
when H i and the ashes have both cooled off. ” 

Johnny, from his bunk, had looked 011 this curi- 
ous scene with much amazement. H e did not 
exactly understand why 1-Ii, who usually was the 
greediest for gold, should now throw a piece into 
the fire. T hen, why did he bite at it?  H e might 
have known that gold was not good to eat, and he 
had no business to throw it away like that when he 
found that he could not bite it. T hen  the lad re- 
membered M ont’s last words, “ D on't eat up all 
the gold while I am gone ! ”  It was very strange. 
So, thinking o f  Mont, and wondering i f  he would 
ever come back again, Johnny turned his lace 
against the rough wall o f the cabin and softly cried 
him self to sleep.
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Next day, the sun rose so bright and clear that 
the little valley was deluged with an intense bright- 
ness almost painful to the eyes. Barnard awoke, 
and sitting up in his bunk, half-wondered what it 
was that had so troubled him when he went to 
sleep. T hen  he suddenly rem em bered the priva- 
tions and dangers o f their situation; and he took 
up his burden o f anxiety with a dull feeling o f pain.

A rthur w,as already punching up the embers, 
and, with a  little laugh, he poked out the lump of 
gold which Hi liad tossed there the night before. 
“  Ouch ! ”  he exclaimed, as he dropped it on the 
floor, “  it ’s hot as blazes ! ”

“  H ard to get and hard to hold,”  remarked Bar­
nard, soberly.

A s  the young miners gathered about their scanty 
breakfast, Johnny reminded them o f Mont’s last 
word about eating the gold.

“  T h at was M ont’s jo k c ,”  said Barney ; “  but he 
little thought how near we should come to having 
nothing but that stuff to eat.”

Just then there was a sound outside, as o f tramp- 
ling in the snow.

“  W h at ’s that ? ”  cried Hi.
“ G rizzlies!”  shrieked T o m ; and everybody 

rushed to the door.
It was like a  message from an outer and far-off 

world, in that solitary wilderness. A s they flung 
wide open the door, there was Mont, lim ping along 
with a sack o f flour on his back, and behind him 
was M csser.w ith other provisions. Mont looked 
palé and worn, but he cried out, cheerily:

“  Halloo ! Crowbaits ! ”
His comrades crowded about him to relieve him 

of his load, shake his hands, and ask all manner 
of questions. A ll but Hi, who, with a  great gulp, 
sat down on a bench and broke into tears. T h e 
other boys, though with moistened eyes and tender 
hearts, in this hour o f their deliverance, looked 
upon the tcarful H i with real amazement.

“  W h at ’s the matter, H i? ”  asked Mont, kindly 
putting his arm  on H i’s shoulder.

“  I did n’t allow I was so powerful w eak,” blub- 
bered the poor fellow. “  I must have been hungry, 
and, besides, I ’m so glad you ’ve got back, you 
can’ t  t h in k .”

Barnard’s face clouded for a  moment, as he re­
membered Hiram ’s suspicions. But H i added:

“  A nd I thought hard o f you, too. Don’t lay it 
up agin me ! ”

“ Oh, no,”  said Mont. “  So long as you are all 
alive, I am thankful and happy. ‘ Here we are 
again, Mr. M errym an,’ as the circus-man says,” 
and the young fellow ga yly  slapped A rty ’s back.

But M ont was not in very good case, and when 
he told his story, they marveled much that he was 
alive. T h e  avalanche in Scotchm an’s V alley had

swept down the miners’ cabins, but, fortunately, 
the only man in either o f  them had heard the hum 
of the slide as it carne. R unning out, he dashed 
into a tunnel in the rear o f the cabin, where his 
comrades were at work, just in time to escape the 
flying mass which swept down the hillside and 
into the gulch below. T heir cabins were gone, but 
the miners were alive, and thankfully they set 
themselves to recovering whatever was left o f the 
wreck.

A  dark spot on the surface o f the snow attracted 
their attention. It was a  horse’s head.

“  T h a r must be a  man whar thar's  a  hoss, you 
bet,”  was the sage rem ark o f one o f them. So, 
leaving their own affairs, the men went down and 
worked manfully until they had dug out oíd Jim , 
for it was he— dead in the snow. Anxiouslv, the 
good fellows plied their shovels until Mont, insens­
ible and nearly suffocated, was dragged out to the 
light. H e was carried up to the tunnel, where a  
fire, chafing, and some hot coffce, recalled him to 
consciousness. But his mind wandered, and he 
could give no satisfactory account o f himself.

“  Must b e  one o f  them Boston fellers up to Crow- 
bait, just this side o f  F orty T h ieves,”  muttered one 
o f the party. “ He looks too high-toned for one 
o f  the Forty Thieves folks. Besides, they all left a  
fortnight ago ; but w h at’s he a-doin' down h ere?”  
A nd the puzzled rniner scratched his head.

Mont could only say, “  Don’t eat all the gold up ! "
Out o f  the wreck o f their cabins the miners soon 

reconstructed a  comfortable shelter. Mont’s pro­
visions were nearly all found and laid by for h im ; 
and his rescuers made him, and themselves, as 
comfortable as possible under the circunistances.

W hen the young man, after a day or two, was 
able to sit up and tell who he was and where he 
carne from, he found him self so w eak and lame 
that he could not travel. He moaned over this, for 
he was filled with alarm for his comrades, waiting 
at home for food. M ore than a  week was already 
gone, and bis feet were yet so sore that it was im- 
possible for him  to move. He must go, i f  he had 
to crawl. T h e  boys would starve.

His new friends tried to persuade him that his 
“ pardners”  would be able to get along on wild 
gante, and that it was more neccssary for him to 
ge t well than for him to take food to them. Mont 
fretted, and continually ñxed his gaze on the narrow 
cañón entrance through which he must struggle on 
to Crowbait.

One day, while thus looking wistfully out over 
the gulch, he saw the well-known slouchy figure o f 
Messer Crossing on the snow, now fast m elting 
away. Messer was loaded with pick, pan. and 
“ grub.”  He had left his wife at Frenchm an’s  
Misery, down the valley, and had come up to jo in
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an oíd acquaintance in the hill diggings, where 
M ont was now confined against his will.

It was a  fortúnate meeting. Honest Messer sa id : 
“  Y o u  uns was kind to we uns on the plains. I ’ll 
pack ye up to Chaparral, if that ’ ll do you any good.”

M ont protcsted that he could walk ; but he should 
be  glad for some assistance with his load. Messer 
expressed a  willingness to carry Mont and all the 
goods and provisions which poor oíd Jim had so far 
brought. So, after one more day’s rest, the two 
men set out with as much o f the stuff as they could 
carry. T h e  trail was difficult, but they managed 
to reach Greasertown at the end o f their first day. 
H ere they cam pcd in the deserted cabin, and next 
day, bright and carly in the m orning, they pushed 
on to Crowbait. M ont had hoped to surprise the 
boys. But when he drew near, and none came to 
m eet him , his heart sank. There was no sign of 
life when he came in sight o f the cabin. T h e  sun 
was up, b utn osm oke issued from the rude chimney.

“  H ave they become discouraged and gone 
a w r y ? ”  he asked himself, with growing alarm. 
T hen  a  palé bluc wreath o f smoke curled up from 
the chim ney. “  T h a t ’s A rty  ! God bless the 
boy ! ”  murmured M ont to himself.

Now h e heard voices within, and the door oponed. 
H e  was at home at last. A ll was well.

“  It was a  tight squeak you uns had o f it,”  re- 
marked Messer, solemnly.

Barney, standing behind A rthur, affectionatclv 
put his hands on the lad’s shoulders and said :

“  But this little chap reminded us that the Lord 
would provide.”

C h a p t e r  X X I I I .

LUCK. IN  STR E A K S.

M o n t  d id  n o t  r e a d ily  r e c o v e r  fro m  h is  sick n ess. 
D u r in g  th e  r e m a in d e r  o f  th a t  w in te r , w h ich  y e t  
h a d  m a n y  p r iv a tio n s  in  s to re  fo r  th e m , h e  w a s  in- 
fir m  in  h e a lth . T h e  b o y s  h a d  a n x io u s  h o u r s  a n d  
d a y s .  T h e r e  w a s  no p h y s ic ia n  in  th e  r e g ió n  ; th e ir  
o w n  s le n d e r  s to c k  o f  m e d ic in e s  w a s  n o t  o f  m u c h  
a v a il  in a  c a s e  o f  s e r io u s  s ic k n e s s  l ik e  t h i s ; a n d  
m o re  th a n  o n c e  th e  te n d e r -h e a r te d  B a r n e y , w ho 
c o u ld  n o  lo n g e r  e n d u r e  th e  s ig h t  o f  h is  c o m r a d c  
s u ffe r in g  w ith o u t r e m e d y , w e n t  h a s t ily  o u t  a m o n g  
th e  s n o w -c o v e rc d  h ills , a n d , in  th e  d e a th - lik e  w aste  
o f  th e  fo rest, tr ie d  to  fin d  r e lie f  fo r  h is  p e n t-u p  an d  
s o r ro w fu l fe e lin g s .

It was not until the snow had melted, the wild 
geese had begun to clam or in the sky, and the 
ripple o f  the creek along its pebbly bars was heard 
once more, that M ont fairly rccovercd. T h e log 
cabin was continually damp, and as little sunshine 
could pour into it through the winter, it was not a 
good place for a  sick man. But when the doors

and W indow s were thrown open wide, and the 
warmth o f the early California spring flooded the 
little house with sunlight, the invalid recovered 
rapidly, and the shadow o f  a  great trouble passed 
aw ay from the household.

W ith  the re-opening o f the trails came new and 
oíd acquaintances. Alm ost before the snow had 
melted from the mountains above them, prospectors 
came hunting through the hills for gold. M any of 
these were newly arrived in the country, and they 
had already begun to think that the gold o f the 
lower valleys was “  played out,”  and that the pre- 
cious stuff must be sought higher up in the Sierra. 
Nevertheless, all o f  these had gold dust with them, 
which they handled as carelessly as i f  it had been 
common dirt. Each man carried a little pair of 
scales about him , with which he weighed the ore 
when he bought or sold a n y th in g ; for, as yet, there 
was no coin and no other currency than this.

W ith  the spring, too, came news from home. 
Som e o f their neighbors at Forty T hieves brought 
up a package o f priceless letters from Sacramento 
for the boys. Barnard and A rthur did not think 
any price too great to pav for a  fat envelope from 
Sugar G rove; for that packet contained a  wonder- 
ful letter o f m any pages, in which father, mother, 
sister, and each one o f the brothers, had written 
som ething. It was a  marvelous production, written 
during the early w inter evenings, and the two boys 
read it over and over again with almost tearful de- 
light. It seemed strange, in those distant solitudes, 
to read o f the white ca lf which had been born to 
Daisy, and o f  the marvelous crop o f bell-flower 
apples last year. Barnard put down the closely 
written pages which told him how the w heat crop 
had turned out in the ten-acre lot, how the p igs had 
been sold to Jim V a n  Orinan, and how Jedediah 
Page was m arried to D olly O liver, and Father 
Dixon had been presénted with a gold-headed canc 
by  the citizens o f the town. A s  the boy looked 
away from these sim ple annals o f  his far-off home, 
into the trackless forest which clothed the flanks 
o f the Sierra N evada, he seemed as one in a  dream. 
H e was obliged to loolc about him to b e  sure that 
he was in California and not in Illinois. T h e  pict- 
ure o f  the oíd homestead at Sugar Grove, the red 
barn, the well-sweep, the fam ily about the big 
kitchen-table, and the neighbors dropping in to 
chat, now seemed som ething that existed in some 
other world than this.

Hi and T o m  also had their budget o f home news, 
which was none the less welcome, probably, because 
the handwriting was rugged, and because, as Hi 
expressed it, the dingy letter-paper “  smelt con- 
foundedly o f  terbacker-smoke.”  O íd man Fender 
and his wife dearly loved a  pipe when any serious 
business, like that o f letter-writing, was in hand.
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Mont went.away by him self to read his long let- 
ters from Cambridgeport. He had two sets of 
these— one in the stately, erect handvvriting o f his 
mother, and the other crowded full o f fine hair- 
lines, expressing, doubtless, very comfortable senti- 
ments, for the boys observed that Mont improved 
in spirits whenever he read these,— and, as this 
was often, the young m an was always light-hearted, 
as of oíd.

“  1 would n’t mind givin g you a bit o f one o f our 
letters, Johnny,”  said A rty, genially, as he saw that 
the friendless little lad looked on the happy circle 
of readers with a troubled face, “  only I suppose it 
would n’t do you any good. Y o u  m ight ‘ p la y ’ 
that it was from your sister.”

“ I don’t m ind it a b it,”  said Johnny, stou tly; 
“  but it is sort o f hard-like, that I ’ve got nobody 
to write to me. Nobody, nobody ! ”— and the lad’s 
eyes filled with tears, in spite o f  himself.

Nevertheless, there was news about Johnny. 
Farmer Stevens liad m ade inquiries and had found 
that one Doctor Jenness, known as a  veterinary 
surgeon, otherwise “ horse-doctor,”  lived at L ick 
Springs, Verm illion C o u n ty; and that his sister, 
ñame unknown, had married some years ago, and 
had subsequently died in O gle County, leaving a 
little son and some property. So much was already 
discovcred b y  w ay o f a  beginning, and the good 
man was sure he should be able to trace the rest, 
by and by. Johnny heard the story without much 
interest. A rty  was excited to know that his father 
was on the track o f Johnny’s parentage. It had 
been a great m ystery to him . He was sure some 
great thing m ight happen yet. But the boy him­
self was satisfied with his present condition, and 
was at home with his new friends. Beyond these 
he had no concern whatever.

As soon as the frost was out o f the ground, the 
boys went to w ork again  with a  hearty good will. 
They had put their m ining tools in order during 
tlie winter leisure, and their very first ventures into 
the claim were richly repaid. T h ey  had worked 
well up toward the upper end o f the gulcli, skinning 
off the top soil and d iggin g up the pay dirt next to 
the bed-r'ock. O ne day, Mont, who was manfully 
tugging away with his returning strength, fairly 
shouted with delight, as his shovel turned up a 
broken mass o f gold, shining in one m agical clus- 
ter. T h e boys carne running, and H i, stooping 
down, with hooked fingere eagerlv clawed out the 
loose earth. T here , in a  narrow crevice in the 
bed-rock, like eggs in a  basket, were thirteen lumps 
of bright, yellow, solid gold, some as large as but- 
ternuts, some smaller, and some about as large as 
marbles. T h e y  were all irregular in shape, but all 
were sm oothly rounded as if they had been rolled 
and rolled for ages in the bed o f  a swiftly moving

stream. T h e  earth was packed about them, and 
even in this soft bed appeared shining particles, 
which would have excited their expectations if they 
had not now the great luck in their grasp.

“ I allow there must be at least fifty thousand 
dolíais in that there hole ! ”  said Hi, feverishly, as 
he fingered the glorious “ chispas.”

“  O h, H i, you ’re cra zy ! ”  broke in Barney. 
“  T here is n’t more than ten thousand in the whole 
lot, i f  there is so much. G old dust is m ighty de- 
ceiving, you know .”

“  W ell, let ’s go for the nest," said Tom , valiantly 
brandishing the pick. “ M ay b e  w e ’ll strike an­
other like it deeper down.”

But this was a vain hope. T h e  dirt was carefully 
scraped out o f  the little hole where the gold had 
been found. W hen washed, it paid well, though 
not in b ig  lumps. T h e boys dug all around the 
lucky spot wjthout finding any more rich deposits. 
H i left his rocker by  the creek, in order to be on 
hand when the next “ b ig  strike”  was made ; and 
he grew fretful as days went by  and only fair wages 
were returned for their labore.

T h eir mine had yielded, since spring had opened, 
ten thousand dollars, o f which about one-half had 
been found in what Johnny called “  the lucky hole.”  
So, with the letters home w ent a  package o f gold 
dust. M ining operations had thickened so am ong 
the mountains that Freem an’s Express Com pany 
had pushed its agencies far up into the Sierra. 
Mounted messengers collected and delivered letters 
and small pareéis, and no sight in all the year was 
so welcome to these exiles in the mountains of 
California as the lithe horseman, with his saddle- 
bags strapped behind him and his pistols at his 
belt, rodé over the divide and plunged into the 
gulches where m en were delving in the mines.

Now they had money on the way home— “  money 
in the bank,”  as H i put it— and they returned to 
their w ork with new energy. T h ey  ran narrow 
trenches up into the slopes on either side o f their 
claim. T h ey  sunk holes in the edges o f the bank, 
the central portion o f the triangular gulch having 
been carefully worked over. One day, when they 
weighed up their gains for that day’s labor, they 
found just ten dollars. H i frowned and said that 
“  the youngsters ”  were getting lazy. T o m , as a 
representative youngster, resented this rentarle, and 
murmured som ething about punching H i’s head. 
Mont interfered in behalf o f pcace, and cheerily 
reminded them that títere liad been a  time when 
ten dollars was a  good show for a day’s work.

“  But that was when we were prospecting,”  said 
Barney, ruefully looking at the m eager yield of 
gold. “  Now we are supposed to be in a pay- 
ing claim. T en  dollars a  day is just two dollars 
apiece.”
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T h e  next day’s harvest was twentv-tvvo dollars. 
T h e  next was worse yet— only five dollars. But 
on the third day they washed out eighty-five cents !

An expert from Swell-Head G ulch was called in 
to view the premises. He walked over the ground, 
asked a  few questions, and, when the lucky find 
was described, said, with great con tem pt:

“  T h a t w ar only a  pocket.”
Then he scooped up some o f the earth next the 

outer edge o f the bed-rock last laid bare, poked it 
about in the palm o f his rough hand, with a know- 
ing air, and said :

“ Boys, your claim is played out.”

So saying, he stalked away, without giving the 
m atter a second thought.

In an instant almost their castles in the air had 
tumbled. Barnard sat down on the ground in a 
most depressed condition o f mind, saying :

“  Just our luck ! ”
H i growled : “ A nd w e ’ve been and gone and 

sent all our money hom e.”
A rty  turned to Mont, and asked with his e y e s : 
“ W e ll? "
A nd Mont said : “  T h e re ’s only one thing to do, 

boys. A s Bush would say, we may as well ‘ get up 
and dust.’ ”

( T o  b e  c o n t i n u e d . )

T H E  F A I R Y ’ S  W O N D E R - B O X .

B y  L y d ia  M a r ía  C h i l d .

GOD has given to the people o f this world a 
wonderful garden, full o f all sorts o f beautiful 
things. Everybody wanders in this garden some- 
tim es; but some people go there oftener than 
others, and see a much greater variety o f wonder­
ful things. It is called the Garden o f Imagination, 
because it is full o f a  great variety o f  images. 
T h ey  are not like images made o f m arble or 
china or wax, for they fioat about, and keep 
changing. Indeed, they come and go so fast, that 
it is often hard to tell what they look like, before 
they are gone. But some little girls talk about the 
things they see in this garden, and then other little 
girls say they make up charm ing stories.

T h is  wonder-garden swarms with fairies. In- 
deecl, it is the place where all the fairies in the 
world come from. O ne o f them is very busy pick- 
in g  up little bits o f colored glass and glittering 
metal, and placing them in all m anner o f beauti­
ful patterns. It is perfectly wonderful how many 
clegant figures she will m ake out o f a  few broken 
bits o f things, that seem good for nothing till she 
touches them  with her fairy fingers.

O ne day a  little girl, who was called Mattie Mis- 
chief, tried to reach a flower on the mantel-piece, 
and she knocked down a  splcndid vasc o f Bohe- 
mian glass, all ruby-colored and gold. W hen her 
m other saw the precious vase broken into frag- 
ments, she told Mattie she must go to her own 
room and stay till supper-time, because she had 
been a  naughty little girl. She was so mischievous

that she was often sent to her room, and when she 
was there she tried to amuse herself by  wandering 
about ¡11 the Garden o f  Im agination; and there 
was no end to the stories she used to tell about the 
things she saw there.

So when she had done crying about the broken 
vase, she went off to this garden again to seek for 
company. A n d  there she saw a fairy dancing and 
capering round some small pieces o f the red and 
gold glass, which she had picked out o f the dust- 
ing-pan. Y o u  never saw anything so beautiful as 
that little fairy. N o butterfly or dragon-fly was 
ever half so handsome. A ll manner o f bright, 
changeable colors shimmered over her transparent 
wings and her little gauze skirt, so that she looked 
as if she had been dipped in a rainbow. In her 
hair she wore a little blue forget-me-not, which 
contrasted prettily with her golden curls, as they 
went flying round, glancing in the sunshine, as she 
danced.

“ W h y,y o u  charm ing little creatu re! ” exclaimed 
Mattie. “ W h at is your ñame? W h at are you 
going to do with those little bits o f  glass ? They 
are good for nothing.”

“  M y ñam e is Prism a,”  replied the fairy. “  1 
am  goin g to put these pieces into m y wonder-box. 
I can make som ething out o f nothing ; I  can. 
Y o u  ’ ll see ! you ’ ll see ! "  and away she flew.

M attie told her mother about it afterw ard; and 
her mother said, “  I think you have been sleeping, 
my child, and have had a dream .”
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“  I wish I could dream  about that little Prisma 
again,”  replied Mattie. “ She was so pretty and 
so gracefu l1 ”

She thought so much about her, that she soon 
wandered away into the G arden o f Imagination 
again ; and there she saw Prism a seated on a  dan- 
delion blossom, with her little feet crossed, to rest 
herself. A  purple m orning-glory, with a  piece of 
the stem attached to it for a  handle, made a  beau- 
tiful large umbrella for h e r; for in that garden 
llowers do not wilt after they are gathered, as they 
do in common gardens. But the busy little creat­
ure did not stop long to rest. She saw a  bit of 
shining mica am ong the gravel, and she jum ped 
down from h er flowery perch to pick it up.

“ W h at are you going to do with th a t? ”  asked 
Mattie.

“  1 am going to put it into m y wonder-box,”  said 
Prisma. “  L ook under this mullein, and see what 
a lieap o f  treasures I have found.”

Mattie raised a leaf, and saw under it some 
broken beads and broken glass-buttons, o f all sorts 
of bright colors, mixed with links o f  chains, some 
of gold, some o f silver, and some o f polished Steel.

“ You foolish little th in g ! W h at do you pick up 
such rttbbish fo r ? ”  said Mattie, and she gave the 
little heap a push with her foot.

Prisma was so vexed, that her face flushed as red 
as a damask-rose leaf. “  Rubbish 1 ”  she exclaimed. 
'• If you were to look at it in m y wonder-box, you 
would n’t cali it rubbish, I can tell you ! ”

She spread out her gauzy wings, with a little 
clicking noise, and flew away.

Mattie was sorry she had offended Prisma, for 
she was afraid she should never see her again, and 
she wanted to ask if she m ight see her wonder-box.

A  few weeks after, when Mattie was walking out, 
she met one o f her young friends named Louisa.

“  I am glad I m et you,”  said Louisa. “ I want 
you to come with me to look at a  beautiful new 
play thing I have had given m e.”

So they went home together, and Louisa brought 
a  long box, with a peeping-hole at one end o f it, 
and asked her friend to look into it.

Mattie shouted, “ O h, how beautiful it is !  I 
never saw anything so splendid.”

Louisa turned a  little wheel in the end o f the 
box, and as she turned, pearls and emeralds and 
rubies and diamonds rolled about, form ing an end- 
less variety o f stars, crosses, and circles, and ele- 
gant flowery patterns, all gorgeous with bright 
colors.

Mattie did not know how to express her delight. 
Every new pattern that came seemed handsomer 
than the others, and she shouted “  O h ! o h ! ”  
continually. “  I wish 1 could take them  all out 
and string them ,”  said she. “ W ould n’t they make 
a  splendid necklace? W here did you get it? and 
what do you cali it? ”

Louisa replied, “  My' aunt gave it to me. She 
said the ñame o f it in G reek was kaleidoscope, and 
that it meant in English a beautiful sight.”

“  I think it is a  whole lot o f beautiful sights,”  
exclaimed Mattie. “  W here do they all come from ? 
W h at makes them  come ? ”

A ll at once, they heard a  whirring noise, as if 
a hum m ing-bird was in the room, and Prisma 
lighted on the top o f the kaleidoscope.

“ W here do they come from ?”  she repeated. 
“  T h ey  come from under the mullein-leaf. W hat 
makes them come ? I make them come. I told 
you I could make som ething out o f nothing. You 
may cali it by  a  G reek ñame if you like, but it is 
m y wonder-box. You said they were rubbish, and 
now you think they are pearls and emeralds and 
rubies, and want to wear them  for a  necklace. But 
you must be careful to keep them in my wonder- 
box, for if you take them out they will all look like 
rubbish again. T h a t is the way with fairy things.”  

A gain  she spread her gauzy wings with a clicking 
sound, gave Mattie’s ear a little tap as she passed, 
and flew away.
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T H E  H O U S E  T H A T  J A C K  

B U I L T .

B y  A b b y  M o r t o n  D í a z .

O h , Jack was the fejlow who livcd long ago, 
A nd built him a  house, as you very well 

know,
W ith  chim neys so tall, and a cupola too, 
A n d  Windows set thick where the light could 

go through.
A nd this is the house that Jack built.

Now Jack he was so tender-hearted and true, 
H e loved every dear little childling that grew. 
T h e  oíd folk can do very well without me, 
A n d  I ’ll be the friend o f  the children,”  quoth

So away in his store-room he stored up a 
heap

O f corn-bags well filled, full seven yards 
d e ep !

W hile ranged very near them, in beautiful 
show,

W ere a  great m any corn-poppers, set in a 
ro w !

A n d  this is the corn that lay in the 
house that Jack built.
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A nd a  blazing red fire was ever kept glowing,
By a great pair o f bcllows that ever kept blow- 

in g;
A nd there stood the children, the dear little souls, 
A -shaking their corn-poppers over the coals.

Soon a motherly rat, seeking food for her young, 
Carne prying and peeping the corn-bags among.

“  I ’ll take home a  supply,”  said this kindest of 
m others;

“  M y children like corn quite as well as those 
others. ”

A n d  this is the rat, &c.

Just as Puss shuts her eyelids, oh ! what does she 
hear ?

“  Bow-wow ! ”  and “  Bow-wow ! ”  very cióse at her 
ear.

Now away up a pole all trem bling she springs,
A n d  there, on its top, all trem bling she clings.

A n d  this is the dog, &c.

Said Bose to himself, “ W h at a great dog am 1 !
W hen m y voice is heard, who dares to come 

nigh ?

Now I ’ ll w orry that cow. H a, ha, ha ! O h, ifshe
Should run up a pole, how funny ’t would be ! ”

‘  A - S H A K I N G  T H E I R  C O R N - T O P P E R S  O V E R  T H E  C O A L S ."

Run quick, M other R a t ! Oh, if you but knew 
How slyly oíd T ab b y  is watching for you !
She’s creeping so softly— pray, pray do not w a it! 
She sprin gs!— she has grabbed you !— ah, now 

’t is too late !
A nd this is the cat, &c.

Too late, yes too late ! A ll your struggles are 
v a in ;

Vou «ever will see those dear children again !
All sadly they sit in their desoíate home,
Looking out for the mother that never w ill come.

„  ''Vhcn Pussy had finished, she said, with a  smile,
1 think I w ill walk in the garden awhile,
And there take a nap in some sunshiny spot.” 
Bose laughed to him self as he said, “  I think n o t!” 

V ot,. III.— 44.

Poor Bose ! you will wish that you ’d never been 
born

W hen you bark at that cow with the crumplcd 
horn.

W ay you go, with a toss, high up in the air!
Do you like it, oíd Bose ? Is it pleasant up there ?

A n d  this is the cow, &c.

Now when this oíd Molly, so famous in story,
Left Bose on the ground, all bereft of his glory,
She walked to the valley as fast as she could,
W here a dear little maid with a milking-pail 

stood. 0
A n d  this is the maiden, &c.

A las ! a maiden all forlorn was she,
W oful and sacl, and piteous to see !
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W ith  weary step she walked, and m any a  s ig h ; 
H er cheek was palé, a tear bedimmed her eye. 
She sat her down, with melancholy air,

T H E  C A T  T H A T  C A U G H T  T H E  R A T .

A m ong the flowers that bloomed so sweetly 
th e re ;

A nd thus, with clasped hands, she m ade her 
moan.

“  A h  me ! ”  she said. “  A h me ! 1 ’m  all alone 1 
In all the world are none who care for m e ;
In all the world are none I care to see.
N o one to me a kindly message b rin gs;

T H E  C O W  W I T H  T H E  C R U M P L E D  H O R N .

Nobody gives me any pretty things. 
N obody asks me am I sick, or well. 
Nobody listens when I ’ve aught to tell.

Kind words o f love I 've never, never known.
A h  me ! ”  she said, “  ’t  is sad to be alone ! ”
Now  up jum ps the man all tattered and tom ,
A n d  he says to the maúlen, “  Don’t  sit there, 

forlorn'.
Behind this wild rose-bush 1 ’ve heard all you 

said,
A n d  I '11 love and protect you, you dear little 

maid 1
For oft have I hid there, so bashful and shy,
A n d  peeped through the- roses to see you go 

by ;
I know every look o f those features so fair,
I know every curl o f your bright golden hair.
M y garm ents are in bad condition, no d o u b t;
B ut the love that I give you shall never vvear 

out.
Now I ’ ll be the husband if you ’ll be the wife,
A nd together w e ’ll live without trouble or strife. ’ 

A n d  this is the man, &c.

T H E  D O G  T H A T  W A S  T O S S E D .

T hought the maid to herself, “  Oh, what beauti- 
ful words !

Sweeter than music or singing o f birds !
How pleasant ’t will be thus to live all m y life
W ith this kind little man, without trouble or 

strife 1
If his clothes are all tattered and torn, why ’t is 

plain
W h at he needs is a wife that can m end them 

again.
A n d  he brought them to such sorry plight, it 

may be,
’M ong the thorns o f the roses, while watching 

for me ! ”

A nd when this wise rnaiden looked up in his 
face,

She saw there a  look full of sweetness and grace. 
’T  was a truth-telling face. “  Y e s, I ’ll trust you, 

said she.
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A n d  plucks the prettiest wikl flowers there,
T o  d c c k  t h e  C l a r i s  o f  h e r  g o l d e n  h a i r .

Says the joyful rnaid, “  N ot a  flower that grows 
Is so fair for me as the sweet w ild  rose /  ”

T hus journeying on, by  greenwood and dell, 
T h ey  came, at last, where the priest did dwell,—  
A  jo lly  fat priest, as I have lieard te ll:
A  jo lly  fat priest, all shaven and shorn,
W ith a long black cassock so jauntily worn.

A n d  this is the priest, &c.

“  Good rnorrow, Sir P r ie st! will you marry us 
two ? ”

“  T h a t I will,”  said the priest, “  i f  y c ’re both lov- 
ers true 1

But when, little man, shall vour wedding-day 
be ? ”

“  To-morrow, good priest, i f  you can agree,
A t  the sweet hour o f sunrise, when the new 

day
Is rosy and fresh in its m orning array,

T H E  S I A I D E N  A L I .  F O I ÍL O R N .

Ali, a kiss I must take, i f  you trust me ! ”  quoth 
h e ;

"  And since we ’re so happily both o f a  mind.
Wc ’ ll set off together the priest for to find.”

Now hand in hand along they pass,
Tripping it lightly over the grass,
Bv pleasant ways, through fields o f flowers,
By shady lañes, through greenwood bowers.
The bright little leaves they dance in the brceze, 
And the birds sing m errily up in the trees !
The maiden smiles as they onward go—
1 orgotten now her longing and woe ;
And the good little man he does care for her 

s o !
He cheers the way with his pleasant talk,
I' inds the softest paths where her feet m ay walk, 
Stays her to rest in the sheltered nook.
Cuides her carefully over the brook,
Lifts her tenderly over the stile,
Speaking so cheerily all the w h ile ;

T H E  M A N  A L L  T A T T K R E D  A N D  T O R N .
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W h en  flowers are awaking, and birds full o f glee, 
A t the top o f the morning our wedding shall be ! 
A n d  since friends we have none, for this wedding 

o f ours
N o girests shall there be, savc the birds and the 

flowers;

N ext morning, while sleeping his sweetest sleep, 
T h e priest was aroused from his slumbcrs deep 
By the clarión voice o f chanticleer,
Sudden and shrill, from the apple-tree near.

“  W ake  up ! wake up ! ”  it seemed to say;
“  W ake  up ! wake up ! there ’s a  wedding to-day ! ”

“ g o o d - m o k r o w ,  s i r  p r i e s t ! w i l l  y o u  M A R R Y  U S  T W O ? ’

A n d  w e ’ll stand out am ong them , in sight of 
them all,

W here the pink and white blooms of the apple- 
tree fall.”

“  O d zooks ! ”  cried the priest, “  what a wedding 
we ’ll see

To-m orrow, at sun-rising, under the tree ! ”

A n d  this was the cock that crowed in the moni, 
T h at w aked the priest all shaven and shorn, 
T h at married the man all tattered and torn, 
T h at kissed the maiden all forlorn,
T h at m ilked the cow with the crumpled horn, 
T h a t tossed the dog, that worried the cat, that 

caught the rat, that ate the corn that lay in 
the house that Jack built.
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A U N T  K I T T Y ’ S  L I T T L E  S P I N N E R S .

B v  A m a n d a  B .  I-Ia r r i s .

IT was a long time ago that D ick and I plantcd 
the turmp-seed which carne up silk-worms W e 
«ere staying at grandfather's, because mother was 
sick and we were m  the w ay at home.

He had just been m aking his garden, and he 
gave us a  spot in onc córner o f it, and tokl us 
«c m ight have all the seeds that were left and sow 
them. So we took the paper bags and planted 
cucumbers, corn, cabbages, squashes, and everv- 
thmg to geth er-en o u gh , I suppose, for an acre. 
And still we had a  little room le ft; so we went 
after more seeds, and found, on a  shelf in the 
kitchen, two or three sheets o f  paper all covered 
with small slate-colored ones. D ick ran and asked 
Aunt K .tty  i f  we m ight have “ that turnip-seed »

V es, yes ! A n y  o f the seed ! Run away now 
Don’t  trouble me ! ”

A nd aw ay we went. But they stuck to the pa­
pel, and as we were 111 a hurry to get done plant- 

and S ° ng, we laid the sheets on the top 
ol the ground and sprinkled a  little soil over them 
foi we had heard grandfather say that small seeds 
must not be coverecl deep.

W e were gone till about d a rk ; and when we 
carne home there were lights m oving about the 
kitchen— a  great search seemed to be going on. 
Grandpa and A u n t K itty, and Kezia, the girl, had 
each a candle, and were lmnting in corners and 
under chairs W hen we opened the door, Aunt 
K.tty said : Perhaps the children can tell.”

“  Children ! ”  cried grandpa, severely, “ have 
you tee n  m eddling with the silk-worms’ eg^s ' ’’ 

Dick answered, “  N o ! ”  and stood to it stoutív.
But a  thought carne into m y head, and I asked,

\V e re  th e y  o n  so m e  p a p é is  o n  th e  s h e lf ,  g ra n d -

ln,’ t n  We/ V h' y  stuck 0,1 ? A n d  did thev look like seeds? O h !  o h ! we planted them in 
oui garden.”

‘ W h a t! ”  shouted he. “  Those eggs, that I 
l o o k  so much pains to g e t ! Planted  them ? Are 
harahs children idiots ?”

b u !  w e I r e / r Í S h t e n e d ,  a l m ° S t  ° U t  ° f  0 U r  — - 

are .l. A° ° Ur P 'T 11’ and t0° k  “ P the P a i« «carefully, and carned them to A un t Kitty. And 
‘o- our seeds had turned into hundreds o f tinv 
lack worms ! T h e sun’s heat had hatched them 

The wmd had blown o ff the grains o f earth we 
',,pul on’ and ‘ here they were, alive and well 
We were sent to bed in d isgrace; but next

a b o u T t h e  Q R l t t y  ' T  S°  S' ° ° Cl a S  10  C x P l a i n  a »
Shc said everybody was going into

the business o f raising silk-worms, hoping to make

trees fh!T 1 ? randpa had set ou‘  ‘ he mulberry 
trees the year before, and bought the eggs, which
had been preserved all winter in a box in the cel­
lar, where it was warm enough to keep them 
from freezing, for that would spoit th e m ,-b u t  
not warm enough to make them hatch. The 
right tune was about the last o f M ay, when the 
mulberry trees had leaved out. T h e  worms lived 
on those leaves. Not out o f  doors, though, in 
this coun try; but the leaves must be pickcd and 
brought uno the house ; and the worms must be 
led three o r four times a  day for a  month o r more 
when they would leave off eating and spin their 
cocoons.

A t this point we both cried, “ Oh ! A un t Kitty 
can t we may n ’t we ? Oh, m ay we feed them ? ’’’ 

Now, A un t K .tty  liked us; and she said she was 
sure we should do right, i f  we only knew.

Aven grandpa, when he found the worms all 
right, said we were not to blame, and were not 

ictiots, but pretty good children, after all.
So it carne about that we helped tend silk- 

worms ; and in those next few weeks we saw all 
that anybody did about their doings.

G randpa made some long tables in the upper 
h a ll; and over one-half we spread newspapers 
and put the worms on. T h e y  were not bigger 
then than the smallest ants. After that, everv- 
th m g w e n to n  like clock-work ; and how  fast thev

C llC l  p r n w  I n . V U  t _ : _ i  . 1g ro w ! D ick and I picked the leaves— the 
tenderest ones at first. If it looked like rain, we 
brought m an extra quantity, and put them in the 
cellar, so that they m ight not wilt, because then 
the worms would not like them.

T h ey  must be kept deán, too. So every mom- 
m g we spread fresh papers on the uncovered half 
ol the table, and then sprinkled the mulberry- 
leaves over th em ; and no sooner had we done this 
than all the worms would start from the soilecí 
papers as fast as they could go, after their break- 
la st; and soon they would be 011 their leaves ; and 
then we gathered up all the litter, and carried it 
olf, and we never lost a worm.

T h e y  becam e real pets to us, and seemed to 
know us. T h ey  were very ta m e ; and had some 
queer vvays. T h e most curious thing was their 
changing their sk in s; they did this four times 
growing dull and sleepy and half-sick for a  little 
while, till they had worked their way out o f  their 
oíd skins, when they would appear as good as new,
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and b egin  eatingw ith  all their might. T h ey  start- 
ed b la ck;  but after the fourth shcdding o f their 
skins, came out a  palé yellow. A n d  now they be- 
came more and more interestmg. W e used to 
bring in twigs o f m ulberry, and watch them  go

T H E  C H 1L D R B N  S F R I N K L E  A  L I T T L E  S O I L  OVER T H E  S I L K - K O R M  E G G S .

hurrying to begin on a le a f ; they would eat down 
on one edge, cutting out abeautiful scallop, notched 
as ncatly as a little saw ; and all eating together, 
they made a  h um m ing sound which could be heard 
all over the room.

Now was the tim e, A u n t K itty told us, to watch 
sharp and see them  begin their cocoons. T h ey  
were now about three inches lo n g ; and instead of 
growing, they seem ed to shrink a  little, and be- 
cam e so nearly transparent that you could almost 
see through them . W h en  one refused to eat, and 
went ram bling about in an uncertain way, as i f  he 
was hunting for som ething, we knew  he was ready 
to spin. So we laid little bushes down, and pretty 
soon he would clim b up, find a  place that suited 
him , fix his hind feet firm, and begin to stretch his 
head back and forth and every way, as far as he 
could reach. A n d  where he had touched, we 
could see a  little vellowish film, bright as spun 
gold, and not heavier than a  spider’s thread, on

th c b u s h ; and before long we found that-he had 
fastened some fuzzy, shining stuff, like the finest 
fibers o f split sewing-silk, all around him.

T his, A u n t K itty  said, was Jloss;  and all silk- 
worms made it in their own countries (where they 

lived on trees), to keep 
x , out the rain ; and those

which were cared for in 
houses were not wise 
enough, with all their 
wisdom, to see that they 
did not need to do so.

A fter this was fixed, 
he would begin on his 
cocoon ; and if nothing 
hindered him , he would 
never stop until it was 
d o n e ; and never break 
the thread— carrying the 
same one back and forth, 
up and down, hour after 
hour, for three or four 
d a y s ; and when it was 
all spun out o f his little 
body, there would per- 
haps b e  a  thousand feet 
o f it o f double thread, for 
he always has two strands 
to it, finer than the finest 
hair.

H e began on the out- 
side ; so for a  few hours 
we could watch h im ; and 
it did not trouble him  in 
the least. A t  first, he 
was altogether in sigh t; 
but pretty soon there was 

a screen, like yellow gauze, through which we 
could see his head m oving with as m uch regularity 
as m achinery; and by and b y  the web grew so 
thick that w e could not m ake him  out at all.

T h e  outermost was the “ fioss;”  next came the 
“  fine silk,”  and inside o f a ll was a lining o f  what 
was called “  glued silk,”  as hard and firm as a 
skin, which finished his tight little chamber, the 
most beautiful and perfect that could be. After it 
was all done, and he had spun his last fiber, it was 
as pretty in shape as a bird’s egg. T h en  he slied 
his skin again and went to sleep, as a  chrysalis. 
But he did not intend to stay there. H e had 
made one end o f his cocoon— the pointed one 
thinner than the o th e r; and i f  h e  was let alone, 
in a  few weeks he would wake up and gnaw h.s 
way out, and appear in the world as a  brown moth.

But that was just what A u n t K itty  and the siU- 
makers did not wish him  to do. T h ere  would be 
an u g ly  hole in the cocoon i f  he did so, and t»e
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threads o f silk would be cu t; so the poor worm that 
had spun such beautiful stuff for us must be killed.

W e went up with her, after they were all done 
spinning, and there were the bushes full o f the 
lovely, lemon-colored cocoons, larger than robins’ 
eggs. W e  picked them  off, pulled away all the 
floss, and then she put them in a warm oven, and 
kept them there long enough to destroy the little 
life inside.

T h e next thing was to get the silk off into such 
shape that it could be used. A n d  one day, just 
before we went hom e, A un t K itty brought down 
a basketful o f the cocoons and put some o f them 
in a kettle o f warm water. T h e  next thing she did 
was to reach in a  little whisk broom and catch the 
ends, which the water had loosened. A t first a 
good deal o f fuzzy, flossy stuff carne o f f ; but after 
a while she found the right end, and then, pulling 
gently at it, it unwound, just as the worm had 
spun it ;  and she put the threads from six or eight 
cocoons together, and wound them very carefully 
on a reel.

Afterward, she twisted all these doubled threads 
011 the old-fashioned spinning-wlieel, and had some 
nice skeins o f sewing-silk, which she dyed blue 
and black, and other colors. A n d  the floss, and 
all the waste ends, she carded, and spun it on

grandmother’s little linen wheel, and knit herself 
a pair of silk  stockings from it.

But A un t K itty  told us that where they made 
silk they had very different m achinery from h e rs ; 
and after we grew older we found out more about 
it. After it is unwound from the cocoons and 
made up into skeins, or “ hanks,”  as they are 
called, it is sent to the manufacturer to be woven on 
looms. It is known as “  raw silk,”  because it has 
not been dyed 01- cleansed, but is just as the silk- 
worm made it.

O nce, our silk goods all carne from other coun- 
tries— France, China, and those regions where the 
silk-worm and the mulberry trees are more at 
home than they are h e re ; but now great quanti- 
ties o f the raw silk are sent to A m erica, and are 
woven h e re ; and some o f the most elegant silk 
goods are made here, as fine and lustrous as a 
queen could ask for.

After that summer they kept no worms at grand- 
pa’s. It was too much trouble. Besides, the 
mulberry-trees died— it was so colcl there in the 
winter. A un t K itty  did not wind all the cocoons, 
and the last time I was there I found some of 
them on a  high shelf in the liall-closct; and that 
is how I carne to think o f writing about the little 
spinners.

L O V E ’ S  J E S T I N G .

(An Incident in Mozart's Childhood.)

■ His disposition was charactcrizcd by an extreme sensibility and tenderness, ¡nsomuch that he would ask those about him ten times a day 
whether they loved him, and if they jestingly answcred in the negativo, his eyes would fill with tears."—Hobncs's Life o/Mazar!, chap. i.

B y  H. E . S c u d d e r .

It  is a little child 
T h at sits upon m y knee—  

A  little child so wild,
So running o’er wi’ glee.

“  Love you ! Oh no ! ”  I laugh, 
And bite his little hand ;

“  O h no ! ”  I laugh, and half 
Look coid and stcrnly grand.

He lays his chubby hand 
U pon m y hairy cheek;

H is chubby hand— dear wand, 
T h at makes m y w ill so weak.

Down roll large bitter tears;
He sobs with breaking heart. 

L arge bitter tears: such fears 
M y jestin g  words impart.

D o you love me ? ”  he says,
His soft blue eyes to mine. 

Love me ! ”  he says— sweet ways, 
Puré eyes ! too soft to shine.

I soothe the foolish child 
W ith  tender, loving words. 

T h e foolish child !— he smiled 
A nd fled to chase the birds.
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S O N G  O F  T H E  T U R T L E  A N D  L L A M I N G O .
(Written for BOYLY Buhps and W illy Bo Lee.)

B y  J a m e s  T .  F í e l o s .

A  LIVELY y o u n g  tu rtle  liv e d  d o w n  b y  th e  b a n k s  
O f  a  d a rk -r o llin g  s tre a m  c a lle d  th e  J in g o ,

Then the proud bird blushed redder than ever 
before,

A nd that was quite un-nec-ces-w-ry,
A nd she stood on one leg and looked out o f one 

eye,
T h e  position o f things for to vary,—

T his aquatical, musing flam ingo!
T h is  dreamy, uncertain flamingo !
This embarrassing, harassing flam ingo!

Then she cried to the quadruped, greatly amazed: 
“  W h y  your passion toward me do you hurtle?
I ’m  an ornithological wonder o f grace,

A nd you Te an illogical turtle,—
Á  waddling, impossible turtle !
A  low-minded, grass-eating turtle !
A  highly improbable turtle ! ”

T H E  L O V E R S .

A n d  one summer day, as he went out to play,
Fell in love with a charm ing flamingo—

A n  enormously genteel flam ingo!
A n  expansively crimson flam ingo!
A  beautiful, bouncing flam ingo!

Spake the turtle in tones like a  delicate wheeze : {
“ T o  the water I 'v e  oft seen you in go,
A nd your form has impressed itself deep 011 my 

shell,
Y o u  perfectly modcled flam ingo! >

Y o u  uncommonly brilliant flam in go !
You tremendousíy ‘ A  o n e ’ flam ingo!
You inex-prcs-«-ble flam ingo!

“  T o  be sure 1 ’m a turtle, and you are a beUe,
A nd my language is not your fine lingo ;

But smile on me, tal! one, and be m y bright 
fíame,

Y o u  miraculous, wondrous flamingo !
Y o u  blazingly beauteous flam ingo!
Y o u  turtle-absorbing flam ingo! ¿X.
You inflammably gorgeous flam in go !”
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Then the turtle sneaked off with his nose to 
the ground,

And never more looked at the lasses;
And falling asleep, while indulging his grief, 

W as gobbled up whole by  Agassiz,—
T h e peripatetic Agassiz !
T h e turtle-dissecting Agassiz !
T h e illustrious, industrious Agassiz !

Go with me to Cam bridge some cool, pleasant 
day,

A n d  the skeleton-lover I ’ll show you ;
H e ’s in a  hard case, but he ’li look in your face, 

Pretending (the rogue !) he don’t know you ! 
O h, the deeply deceptive young tu rtle ! 
T h e double-faced, glassy-cased turtle ! 
T h e  green, but a very mock-turtle !

S A M ' S  F O U R  B I T S .  

B y  I r w in  R u s s e li..

Do ü b t l e s s  all o f  you enjoyed Christmas, but I 
question whether there was another boy in the 
United States who was as happy as Sam , on the 
twenty-fifth o f last December.

Sam is seven years oíd, and as bright a little 
darkey as ever “  toted ”  a  bucket o f  water on his 
head, or whisked a fly-brush over a dinner-table. 
His mother cooks for “  Mahs’r  G eo rge,”  and Sam, 
consequently, is always to be found about the “ big 
house.”  Indeed, Sam comes from an aristocratic 
fainily. F or generations his “ p eo p le”  have been 
house servants, without a  field hand am ong them, 
and have never resided in the “  quarters.”  Sam  is 
quite a pet with every one. H e is useful, too, as 
well as ornamental. H e feeds the chickens with a 
grace that is all his own, and every evening at sun- 
set his voice can be heard for at least a mile, calling 
up the p ig s : “  Pig-oo-oo-oo-ee ! ’’

On Christmas Eve, Sífln hung up his stocking 
b y  the dining-room chim ney, looked up the flue to 
s e e  “  if dar was anyt’ ing in dar to stop Santa Claus 
from comin’ down,”  and then trotted away to the 
kitchen garret to bed. W hether he dream ed of 
Santa Claus, and, if so, how his imagination pict- 
ured the little Dutch saint, it is impossible to say; 
but one thing is certain, he got up unusually early 
t h e  next morning. T h e  day had scarcely begun 
t o  break, when Sam ’s father, Unele H enry, and 
oíd Aunt Phillis, his mother, were aroused b y  a 
shout o f “  Chris’mus g if’ , pappy ! Chris’mus g if’ , 
mammy! Chris’mus g if’ ! í  done cotch you 
b o fe  ! ”  T hen  Sam  hurried on his clothes, and 
hastened over to the house to exam ine his stocking.

There it was, just as he had left it, except that it 
was full instead o f  empty. F ull o f  what?

“  Lord-ee ! what a  b ig  awinge ! W h at ’s dis ? 
’nudder awinge, I ’spec’— no, dis y e r ’s an apple. 
IVhoo! jes’ look at the candy 1 W h at clse in dar ?” 
Sam thought that was a l l ; but he took the stock­

ing by  the toe and shook it, and out dropped a 
silver coin.

“  M oney ! W onder how much dis is ? ’Bout 
’lebenteen dolíais, m ay be— I ’s gwine to ax mam­
m y.”

So Sam ran to show his father and mother what 
Santa Claus had brought him.

“  F o ’ bits in silb er! ”  said A un t Phillis. “  Bress 
m y soul ! I aint seed no silber befo’ since reb 
times ! Gim m e dat m oney, Sam , an’  let me put 
it away in the b ig  chist.”

.Now this did n’t suit Sam  at all. He had seen a 
great m any things go into “ de big ch ist”  that 
never cam e out again, and he was by  no means 
disposed to let his shining “  four-bit-piece ”  meet 
with such a  destiny. “ N o, m am m y,”  said he; 
“ picase jus’  let me keep it. I aint gwine to 
lose it. ’Sides dat chist sets right up by de chim- 
le y ; an’ ol’ Santy m ight come down an’ open it, 
an’ take his m oney out a g ’in.”

“  Let de chile h ab d e  m oney, Phillis,”  said Unele 
H en ry; e f he loses it, ’t aint much, an’ i t ’ ll learn 
him to be keerful. L et him  keep it.”

So Sam kept his m oney. Barón Rothschild 
never felt as rich as he did. He would sit about 
in corners, talking to him self and looking at his 
“ four bits.”  I f  he went across the yard he would 
stop every few steps to feel in his pocket, and see 
i f  it was still there. Indeed, never before did fifty 
cents seem so important to any one since the time 
when

“ David and Goliath went out fur to figlit,
Fur nuffin' but a silber half-a-dollar—

David up wid a brick, and hit Goliath such a lick,
Dat de people over Jordán heerd him holler."

Sam enjoyed his “  aw inge,”  his apple, his “ puck- 
awns,”  and his candy ; but the charm s o f all these 
— and they had many— paled before the brightness 
o f  the silver. H e was never tired o f  exam ining it.
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H e wondered whether the bird on one side was a 
hawk, or a buzzard, or a  turkey. H e tried to count 
the notches on the rim, but, as he did n’t know 
what carne after five, he was obliged to give up the 
attem pt in despair.

W h en  dinner-time carne, A un t Phillis made Sam 
a  little calce, and she pressed the coin down on the 
dough so as to leave a  very beautiful impression. 
T h e cake was baked, and although the mark of 
the half-dollar becam e much distorted in the cook- 
ing, still, i f  you looked very hard, you could see 
what it had been. Sam thought it a  wonderful 
work o f  art. H e carried it off to the back gallery 
steps, and sat down and ate i t ; beginning at the 
edges, and eating up to the m ark, until he had a 
round piece just the size o f  the coin, with the im­
pression on one side. T hen  he played with that 
a  w hile, and finished by eating it, also.

T im e now hung heavy on Sam ’s hands. He 
began to-think, or “ study,”  as he would have ex- 
pressed it, about what to do next.

W h at he did next was to lay his “ four b its” 
down on the ground near the steps, and then w alk 
off around the córner o f  the house. Directly he 
carne back, w alking slowly, and looking about as 
i f  he had lost som ething. H e kicked am ong the 
grass with his feet, shaded his eyes with his hand, 
and appeared to b e  very anxious.

“  Lem m e see,”  said he, “  I com e ’ long dis way 
yestiddy, an’  I reckon I los’  dat m oney somewhar 
’bout dis place. I mus’ done dropped it out my 
pocket. W onder i f  anybody picked it up. Lawsy ! 
I done found it. R ig h t under m y eyes ! E f  it 
had a  been a snake it would ha’ bit me. I nebber 
seed de like sence ol’ H ecky was a pup ! ”  So say­
ing, he picked up the m oney with great demonstra- 
tions o f  joy. T hen  he laid it down in another 
place, and marched o ff as before.

T h is  time, however, the play turned out differ- 
ently. T h ere  was a  venerable Shanghai rooster 
that staycd in the yard that everybody called “ Oíd 
Jack.”  H e was very oíd and very cróss, and he 
and Sam  were deadly enemies. M any a fight had 
they had, and, although Sam  generally got the 
best o f it, O íd Jack used to give him a  great deal 
o f trouble.

Now, just as Sam  went around one córner o f the 
house, Oíd Jack stalked around the other, closely 
exam ining the ground, in quest o f a beetle or a 
worm, or some other agreeable delicacy o f that 
sort. T h e  bright piece o f silver attracted his eye, 
and he advanced towarcl it. H e  had not yet deter- 
mined whether o r not it was good to eat, and was 
about to begin a closer examination, when back 
carne the owner. A t  sight o f his foe, Oíd Jack 
seized the coin and ran, intending to carry it off 
and inspect it at his leisure.

Sam  set up a tremendous yell, and gave chase. 
Oíd Jack ran first in one direction and then in 
another; but finding him self closely pursued, he 
took refuge beneath the smoke-house. T his build- 
ing, like nearly all houses at the South, was raised 
from the ground on small pillars about a  foot high, 
and Oíd Jack had gone under it, with Sam ’s money. 
H e dropped it on the ground and crowed loudly, 
“ adding insult to injury.”

Sam had begun  to cry, but that triumphant crow 
changed the current o f his thoughts. .He resolved 
upon measures o f war.

A rm in g him self with corn-cobs, he oegan a vig- 
orous fire upon the eneiny. Oíd Jack, however, 
did not appear to mind it much. It is hard to 
throw corn-cobs under a  house with any degree of 
forcé or precisión. Sam dischargecl all he could 
find, but in vain. Then he sat down and scratched 
his head.

“  I’s gwine to git dat m oney, somehow,”  said 
he ; “  I ’s jes’ got to hab it, shore, and daré ’s 110 
use talkin’  ’bout it. 01 ’ Jack’s got to g it out from 
under dar; you heered m e ! I aint a-foolin’ now.” 

So Sam  got down on the ground and began 
crawling under the smoke-house.

W hether Oíd Jack dreaded a  combat in such 
cióse quarters, or whether he had fully satisfied him­
self that the half-dollar was too hard to be digesti­
ble, o r whether he was influenced by both consid- 
erations, is unknown; but when he saw Sam , he 
rushed out from his retreat, leaving the silver piece 
behind him. But Sam  was too quick for him . He 
grasped Oíd Jack b y  the leg , and scooped up his 
coin with the other hand.

“ D a r! d a t ’s business. D is ol’ rooster ’zarves 
to hab his neck broke. I ’ ll fix him, ’ fore long,” 
said Sam , as he ran toiward the house with Oíd 
Jack in his hands. But suddenly changing his 
mind, he dropped the rooster and pulled his half- 
dollar from his pocket.

T h e money had got ratherclirty under the house. 
So had S a m ; but then he  was dirty already, so it 
did n’t make any difference. T h e  “ four bits," 
however, must b e  cleaned right away, thought 
S a m ; so he went o ff to the kitchen to wash it. 
Before he got there, however, he stopped and 
seemed to consider. A  splendid idea had occurred 
to him . H e had seen his mother use an egg to 
clarify the coffee every m orning, and the thought 
carne up to him , i f  an e g g  would clear coffee of 
those black, m uddy grounds, would it not be just 
the thing to brighten up his “  four b its ? ”  It was 
worth trying, anyw ay, lie thought.

“  D ar ’s dat little Dom inica hen a-cacklin’ now,” 
said Sam , “  she ’s jes’ done laid. W on der i f  I kin 
git the e g g  out de nes’ ’dout mam m y seein’  me ? ” 

He peepecl into the kitchen. T h ere  was Aunt
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“  When I jumped ober de man- 
te l-p ie c e ,—

Shiloh !
I greased my heels wid candlc- 

grease,—
Wake ’em up, Shiloh!”

Phillis, fast asleep in front of the fire. T hen  he 
went and got the egg. H e carried it around back 
o f the house and sat down, and, having broken in 
one end o f the shell, he poured the contents over 
his piece o f money.

“  I ’ll let it stay on dar a  little w hile,”  thought 
he, “  so ’s to let it g it right clean.”

In the meantime he went into the kitchen and 
got a gourdful o f water out o f the “ piggin,”  
which he carried out with him. T hin kin g that it 
was now fully time, he proceeded to wash the egg

“  only jes’ put some egg  on it to clean off de dirt, 
sah, and now it ’s done got as black as I is 1 ”

“  Put e g g  on i t ? ”
“  Y es, sah. I seed mam m y clarin’ de trash out 

ob de coffee wid e g g .”
Sam considered the loud laughter which followed 

as a deep personal in su lt; but he forgave Master 
G eorge, for he cleaned his “ four b its”  for him. 
W h en  he received it it was wet, and Sam  ran out 
to the kitchen to dry it. He laid it on a chip cióse 
to the fire, and sat down to watch it, singing to 

himself, not loud enough 
to disturb his m am m y, a 
verse o f the only song he 
k n ew :

“  H E  R A N  T O W A E D  T H E  H O U S E  W I T H  O L D  J A C K

olí. W h at was his horror and amazement to find 
that his precious “  four bits ”  had turned black !

Sam looked at it wofully. H e tried to wash the 
stain off, but he could n’t. W hat was to be done? 
He was afraid to ask  his m am m y, because she 
would certainly whip him . H e concluded to go to 
Mahs’r  George.

That gentlem an was enjoying a pipe and a  news- 
paper, when Sam  rushed in cryin g: “  Oh, Mahs’r 
George, Mahs’r  G eorge, m y silber done turned into 
one ol’ piece ob i ron, sah ! ”

“  W hy, how ’s this, Sam ? ”  said Mahs’r  G eorge, 
looking at the coin, “  what have you been doin»- 
to it ? ”

“ I aint done nuffin’ to it, sah,”  replied Sam,

“  Jes’ look,”  said Sam, 
when he had finished his 
song, “  dar ’s dat nice 
little fo’ bits a-layin’  in 
front o ’ de fire a-winkin’ 
at de ashes, jes’ as happy 
as a terrapin when you 
pours col’ water ober 
him. W onder if it knows 
it ’s Chris’mus ? Chris’­
mus is de bes’ tim e dey 
is. D ey  ought to hab it 
wunst a week, instid ob 
Sunday. W h at ’s de rea- 
son water-millions neber 
is ripe Chris’m us ? H ey 1 
d e chip ’s on fire 1 ”

Sam seized his money; 
it was hot, and oíd Aunt 

in his hands." Phillis, who had been en­
jo yin g  a  heavenly visión 

o f a fat ’possum, baked with sweet potatoes, awoke 
with a great start at her son’s cry o f anguish.

“ Y o u  Sam  ! what you doin’, sah ? ”
“ O h, m a-a-am m y! D at nasty fo’ bits ! ”  
“ W h a t ’s de matter wid i t ? ”  asked A un t Phillis, 

and she stooped and picked it up. T hen  there 
was another howl o f wrath and agony— a  slap— an 
explanation.

T o  relate what immediately followed would be 
too painful. W e  will only say that after a few 
minutes the wretched infant issued hastily from the 
door, with tears in his eyes, and his “ four b its ” 
(which had now got cool) in his hand.

M elancholy could not last long with Sam. “  The 
fountain o f his tears,”  was like one o f  those springs

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



6 6 o S O M E  F I S H  T H A T  W A L K . ( A u g u s t ,

that never run except immediately after a  rain ; so, 
within a  few minutes, he forgot his troubles.

There was a well in the yard which was one of 
Sam ’s favorite places o f  resort. T h e  low wooden 
box that covered it made an excellent seat, and it 
was delightfully exciting to drop a  “  rock ”  down 
into the water, and hear the splash it made. Saín 
liked the place, and he went there with his half- 
dollar and set down. He laid the silver down by 
his side, and regarded it with all the airs o f a 
capitalist.

“  I aint made up m y m ind yit,
I ’s gwine to get wid dis money.
I buy a mulé like pappy’s?  1 
some sardines, an’ a shot-gun, an’ free or fo’ hogs, 
an’ a Spanish harp, an’ seberal odder l ’ings. M ay be 
fo’ bits wont git ’em all. How much is fo’ bits? 
I knows what curb-bits an’ snaffle-bits fur hosses is, 
but I nebber heered ’bout fo ' bits. W ell, lemme 
see. Nix’ time pappy goes to town wid the wagón, 
I ’se gwine to ax him kin I go ’ lo n g ; den I k¡n 
look in all de stores an’ see what I wants. Dar ! I 
knows ! Mahs’r G eorge he pays me for pickin’ 
blackberries,— I ’ll git a bucket. Las’ time, he paid

said Sam, “ what 
Let ’s see. Shall 
dunno. I wants

me in c a n d y ; I ’ll ax him to pay me money nex’ 
tim e, and den I '11 get a  whole heap o f fo’ bitses, 
an’ b u y more buckets, an’ git dem niggers in de 
quarters to pick for me, an’ pay ’em  half what dey
makes, an’ d e n  ”

Here the youthful Alnaschar jerked up his foot 
in ecstasy, and it struck the half-dollar. T h e  solil- 
oquy carne to an abrupt end, for the “  four bits ’’ 
had gone down the w e ll! A  broad crack in one 
o f the boards, just where it ought n’t to have been. 
had received the unlucky coin, and Sam heard it 
when it struck the water below. Here was a 
death-blow to the bucket and blackberry scheme of 
fortune ! Sam  would have turned palé, if he 
could.

“ W ell, now, aint dat de m ischief?”  said he. 
looking over into the well. T h ere  was no use in 
looking, however ; the m oney was gone “ for good.” 
So Sam  straightened him self up, drew a  long 
breath, and went off to find Oíd Jack, saying to 
h im self:

“  I don’t keer. W hat ’s de diff’rence ? D e ol' 
fo’ bits was more trouble dan it was wuff, no- 
h o w ! ”

S O M E  F I S H  T H A T  W A L K .

B y J. Z. S.

“  W H E N  the fish come ashore what luck we ’ ll 
have ! ”  So the boys used to say when I was a 
boy and the fishes would n’t bite. But then, we 
did n’t live in India, where the fishes— one kind 
o f them at least— do come ashore very often.

T h e y  are curious little fellows, those traveling

A  F I S H  T H A T  W A L K S .

fishes,— about six inches long when full grown, 
and shaped like a perch.

T h ey  have the fortune, or misfortune, to live in 
a  country where the swamps and ponds frequcntly

dry up in hot weather. Then the little fishes have 
to travel or die. So they travel.

Usually they do not wait till the last moment. 
when the pool is dry, but take time by the fore- 
lo c k ; and, choosing a  dewy evening or early 
m orning, set out in search for better quarters, in a 
deeper pool o r running stream. A t  such times 
the damp grass will be full o f them, thousands of 
finny wanderers running the gauntlet o f  pelicans 
and other devouring foes, often seeking water in a 
thirsty land where no water is. Travelers have 
encountered them toiling along a dusty road, even 
in the broiling heat o f a  tropic noon !

“  Impossible ! ”  do you say ? “  Fishes breathe
water and cannot live in a ir.”

H ardly. Fishes breathe air in  water, and will 
die in water without air as quickly as in air with­
out water. Only keep their gills wet, and niost 
fish will get on very well in air. I f  their gills are 
allowed to becom e dry the fishes smother, as the 
purifying air is unable to act upon their blood 
through gills not moistened.
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Happily for these traveling fishes, they have 
snugly stowed aw ay in each cheek a  sort o f sponge 
which holds w ater enough to keep their gills moist 
for several d a y s ; consequently they are able to 
live that lo n g  out o f  their natural element.

T h e Hindoo fishermen take advantage o f this 
faculty, and send the fish— which are plentifui in

But this is not the only peculiarity about these 
fish. T h ey  not only go  ashore on occasions, but 
they,— I ’m afraid you can hardly believe m e,—  
thcv climb írees!

W h a t they want to climb trees for I confess I 
can’t imagine, unless it is to take a  good look at 
the surrounding country, to note the bearings o f

T H E  W A L K I N G - F I S M  M E E T  A N  E N E M Y .

the Ganges— as m any as a  hundred and fifty miles, 
¡o the Calcutta m arket, alive.

It is a  common practice, too, for the boatm en to 
la)- in a  stock o f  fish for their voyage, packing 
them in earthen pots without water, using daily 
what they want for food, and finding them, five or 
six days after packing, as lively as when first 
caught.

the nearest sands against a  tinte o f drought. T h at 
they do climb trccs, however, is attested by many 
observers o f unquestioned truthfulness. In some 
parts o f India the nativos cali them Tranquebar, 
which nteans (ree-climbers;  and their scientific 
ñam e (A na ba s scandens)  tells the sam e story.

On the opposite page you will see a  picture of 
one o f these fish, about h a lf the natural size.
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S O M E  F U N N Y  S U M M E R  V E R S E S .  

B y  L a u r a  E .  R i c h a r d s .

T h e  Mo u s e .

I ’M only a  poor little mouse, m a’a m !
I live in the wall o f your house, m a’am  !
W ith a  fragment o f  cheese, and a very few peas,
I was having a  little carouse, ma’am  !

N o m ischief at all I intend, ma’a m !
1 hope you will act as m y friend, m a’am !
I f  m y life you should take, m any hearts it would break, 
A nd the trouble would be without end, m a’a m !

M y wife lives in there in the crack, m a’am  !
S h e ’s waiting for m e to come back, ma'am !
She hoped I m ight find a bit o f a rind,
F or the children their dinner do lack, m a’am  !

’T  is hard living there in the wall, ma’am !
F o r plaster and m ortar will pall, m a’am,
On the minds o f the young, and when specially hung- 
R y, upon their poor father they ’ll fall, m a’am  !

I never was given to strife, m a’am  !
(D ou't look at that terrible knife, m a’am !)
T h e  noise overhead that disturbs you in bed,
’T  is the rats, I will vcnture m y life, m a’a m !

In your eyes I see m ercy, I ’m sure, ma’am  !
O h, there ’s no need to open the door, m a’am !
I’ 11 slip through the crack, and I ’ll never come back, 
O h, I ’ll n e v e r  come back any more, ma’am !
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“  O Pum p ! ”  said I,
“ W hen you look up on high. 

l o  gaze on the morning star,

S O M E  F U N N Y  S U M M E R  V E R S E S .

T h e  P u m p  a n d  t h e  S t a r .

W it h  a hop, skip and jump,
W e went to the pump,

T o  fill our kettles with starch ;
H e bade us good-day 
In the pleasantest way,

W ith a smile that was winning and arch.
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Does it make you sad,
O h, Pum py, m y lad,

T o  think s h e ’s away so fa r? ”

Said the Pum p, “ Oh, no,
F or we 've settlcd it so 

T h at but little m y feelings are tried; 
F or every clear night 
She slides down the moonlight,

A nd shines in the trough by m y side.”

T h e  O w i . ,  t h e  E e l  a n d  t h e  W a r m i n g - p a n .

T h e  owl and the eel and the warming-pan, 
T h e y  went to cali on the soap-fat man.
T h e soáp-fat man, he was not within ;
He ’d gone for a ride on his rolling-pin ;
So they all carne back by  the w ay o f the town, 
And turned the meeting-house upside down.

P U N K Y D O O D L E  A N D  J O L L A P I N .

O h , Pillykin W illykin  W in ky W ee !
How does the Em peror take his tea ?
He takes it with melons, he takes it with milk, 
He takes it with syrup and sassafras silk.
He takes it without, he takes it within ;
Oh, Punkydoodle and Jollapin !
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O h, Pillykin W illykin  W in k y  W ee '
How does the Cardinal take his tea?

e takes it in Latin, he takes it in Greek,
H e takes it just seventy times a week.
H e takes it so strong that it makes him grin; 
Oh, Punkydoodle and Jollapin!
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O h, Pillykin, W illykin W in ky W e e !
H ow  does the A dm iral take his tea?
H e takes it with splices, he takes it with spars, 
H e takes it with jokers and jo lly  jack-tars: 
A nd he st.rs it round with a dolphin’s fin; 
O h, Punkydoodle and Jollapin !

O h, Pillykin W illykin W in k y  W ee!
How does the President take his tea? 

le  takes it in bed, he takes it in school,
He takes it in Congress against the rule.
He takes ,t with brandy, and thinks it no sin; 
Oh, Punkydoodle and Jollapin 1
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B R A V E T I M ,  T H E  C E N T E N  N I A L  C A T .

By  a  Y oung  C o n tr ib u to r .

m in the villao-e o f  P leasant-tow n an interestin g fam ily o f  cats.T h e r e  h ved  m the.viU age M ^  ^  ^  k f t  T¡m
T h e ir  ñam es w ere la b ,  in n , an a  ru ss . and P uss to seek

their ow n living. 
T h e y  first w ander- 
ed  down to the 
e d g e  o f  the woods. 
w h ere there w a s a 

p retty  little brook- 
T h e  cats sát down 
b y  the e d g e  o f  the 
w ater and watchecl 
the sh in in g perch 

g lid e  sw iftly by. 
T h e y  w ished  very 

m uch that they 
could catch some 

o f them , for they 

w ere v e ry  hun- 
g ry . F in d in g  their 

w ishes w ere  vain, 

th ey  hid  in a  cór­
ner, and both  fell 

asleep.
N o t far from the

w oods a
had been pitched. 

T h e  music, 

b e a tin g  o f  

and the 
noise, w o k e  up 
kitten s in aT I M  A N D  P U S S  W A T C H  T H E  F I S H E S .

P uss b e g a n  te  m ew  sadly  ; b u t T im , w ho w a s b ra ve  and daring, started

the circus grounds, followed b y  tim id Puss. hoards
A t  len gth  th ey  found a g o o d  h id in g-p lace  am o n g som e lo ose board .,
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to the g rea t balloon that lay  sw ellin g  and puffing upon the ground. T im  
w as in delight, for cióse b y  he spied som e p ieces o f  the m en’s dinners, 
and soon he and P uss m ade a g o o d  m eal. Puss then stretched h erself upon 
som e dried leaves, to w atch the people ; w h ile  T im  scam pered am ong the 
boards, and cut up all the capers he could think of.

N o w  the fun began  ! T h e  g rea t balloon w as filling, and the air ra n g  with
shouts. N o  one ______
noticed T im , who §ífH
had lost all fear, ¡  Á
a n d  w a s  e v e n  
clim bing ropes and :'T 'v;
d arting like light- j¡g§g? 
ning all around. v.WiiÉÉI

“  T h e re  ! she ’s 
goin g  ! " bcllow ed  : M gg' ,
the boys, as the 
balloon w as read y : W&i iS l  
to begin  her vo y-

a g e -. 'w MT im , not know - WmaMgk
ing his danger, had H S i l p '
given a sp rin g  and 
was h old in g  tigh tly  ' 'S S ? 
to the rope w hich l.í- 
h u n g  fr o m  t h e  
basket. Suddenly, |~ ~

the a ir-sh ip  shot 1 

upward, w ith  T im  
— luckless T im  !—  i 

clutching th esw a y- l¡§ ¡13¡¡|¡¡g
ing rope.

“ H i p ! h ip ! hur- 
rah ! hurrah M ” ^

“ L oo k  ! look ! ” 
roared men and 
boys. “ S ee  the

cat d an glin g  !— h a ! ha ! ha ! ” T h e y  all exp ected  to see  T im  tum bling
down am o n g them, but in this th e y  w ere m istaken. T im  w as brave still.
f ie  did not let g o  his hold.

T I M  C U N O S  T O  T H I i  K O l 'E .
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“ T h is  is seein g  the w orld  ! he thought as he w as w hirled through the a h . 
N o w  he heard a voice. It said : “  Y o u  brave scamp, I '11 haul you in ! ”

T im ’s heart beat w ildly as he felt a  hand lifting him into the basket, and
heard the sam e voice s a y : “  P oo r fellow  ! you are  safe now .”

T im  curled h im self in a  córner to listen, and to  w onder w here in the b ig

w orld h e  w ould land, an d  if  he w ould ever see Puss again.
“ N e v e r  m ind,” he th o u g h t; “  P uss is pretty  and gentle, and w ill be sure 

to  find friends. / m e a n  to see the w orld .”
T h e  balloon sailed g a y ly  on, and T im  m ore than once ca u g h t the w ord 

“  C entennial." “ W h a t does it m e a n ? ” he thought, p rick in g  his ears.
T im  ca u g h t the w ord " C e n te n n ia l” again. T h e  friendly voice he had 

first heard began . It said :
“  W e  w ill drop down a little, and sail righ t over the show."
T h e y  w ere ju st in time. T h e  b rig h t sun shone dow n upon a  glorious 

scene, Palaces, grand and high, looked u p w arcl; statues and fountains, 

flow ers and beautiful shrubs, h igh  trees, and w in d in g paths lay  below , and 
thousands and thousands o f  people th ron ged  in and about all the buildings.

“ O h , the w o r ld !” again  thought T im , as he stretched his neck over the 

basket. “  A n d  this is the ‘ C en ten n ial,’ too ! O h, oh ! how nice ! ’
“ H on or to the brave ! ” T im  heard th ese w ords. H e  opened his eyes, 

and saw  th at th e  beautiful moon w as sh in in g  over the river, upon the ships,
and fallin g lik e  a  crow n upon th e tops o f  the Jersey  pines.

“  W e  shall com e dow n in a  v e ry  good  p lace,” said H m ’s friencl, after a 
while, “ and I TI tak e  ch arge o f  the little fellow. H e ’s too cou rageou s a

scam p to turn adrift h ere .”
T im ’s h eart g re w  b ig  w ith gratitud e, and he purred so loucl that his friencl 

caressed him tenderly, s a y in g : “ Y o u  shall have a soft place upon the parlor 

rug, and be the children’s p la y th in g .”
“ N o t I,” th o u gh t T im ; “ that w ould  suit Puss. l ’m too b ra ve  a  cat 

to w aste life so. í t ’s the w orld  for m e,— the great, w onderful w orld  that I 

w ant to s e e ! But I w ont fo rg et m y friencl, ñor Puss. P oor Puss ! ’
T h a t  m orning he w as taken to  his new  home. T im  thought his m asters 

house very  fine. T h e  carpets w ere soft and rich ; the children p retty  and 
kind. B u t as he stretched h im self up before the p arlor glass, he s a id :

“  M ew , m ew, m ew ! T h e  b ig  w orld  for m e !
Full o f  his fancies, T im  curled h im self up in a  warm , sunny spot, ju st lo

settle his plans, for the children had g o n e  out to  the “ C en ten n ial.”
“ I ’ll h ear all I can to-n ight,” he said, “ and to-m orrow  I ' l l  g o  to the 

C en ten n ial.”
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T im  entertained the fam ily that even in g  with all his antics, as paym ent 
for their kindness, because he expected  to leave them  n ex t day.

A cco rd in g ly , when d a ylig h t peeped in at the window s. T im  w as all ready 

- u p  and dressed! D ressed  ? Y e s , the cunning fellow  had borrow ed a pair

o f  the b a b y ’s boots, 
which w ere o f  a 

lo v e ly p in k ; a large  
paper collar from 
his m a s te r ; and 
som e red, white, 
and blue ribbons 

from the little girls.
O ff  the fellow 

proudly strutted, 
reach in g  the Cen- 

tennial groun d s in 
good  time. L ittle 
did he care for the 
sm iles o f  proud 
laches, the laugh ter 
o f  saucy children, 
o r the m any for- 
eign fingers that 
w ere  pointed at 
h im  ; w h i l e ,  in 
ton gu es unknow n 
to him, th ey  asked,
“  W h a t is it ? ”

“  T h e y  take me 
for a  m ig h ty  prince 
p erh a p s! ” chuckled 
T im , w ith a w ink 
o f  his eye . “ I look

T I M  A T  T H E  C E N T E N N I 4 L .

so v e ry  foreign ! ”
e pi íckecl up his ears and rushed into the thron g o f  curiosity seekers, 

•still bent upon seein g  all he could o f  the g a y  world.

N ow  I assure you, d ear children, that am o n g all the wonderful curiosities 
jn the M am m oth Show  o f  1876, there is none m ore wonderful than “ B rave 
tim, our C entennial C a t  — if you on ly  can find him. y. w. s.
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[ A ü C t ’S T ,

J A C K - I N - T H E - P U T . P T T .

I N F A N T S  I N  S H I L L I N G  P A C K E T S .

H e r e ' s a n  advertisement that the Deacon cut 
out o f an English newspaper (I ’ll be obliged to 
the'editors if they '11 kindly print an exact copy) 1

Dr . RIDGE'S FOOD.—When you ask for Dr. Ridge’s Patcnl 
Food for Infants in ShiUing Packets, see that you get it, and 

lícware of Imitations.

Infarits must be pretty cheap on the other side 
o f the ocean. Cheaper than chronios.

B I R D S  T H A T  L I V E  B Y  S T E A L I N G .

I c o u l d  scarcely believe it true that any birds 
could live by stealing. But the vvilc! duck tells me 
that in the A rctic regions there is a sort o f  gull, 
called by the sailors the burgom aster-gull, that 
crets its living in the meanest possible way. It ac- 
tually steals nearly all of its food from honest birds 
such as the douckies, eider-ducks, and ívory-gulls. 
W orse than this, it steals from the eider-ducks even 
its eggs. T h e  wicked creature !

My hope is that when you study the habits ol 
our burgom aster-gull you m ay be able to expían; 
this ugly business in some way— appearances may 
be against him.

B E N J A M I N  F R A N K L I N ’S  R E A S O N S  F O R  R E C O M M E N D  

I N G  T H E  U S E  O F  B O W S  A N D  A R R O W S  I N  W A R .

DEACON O r e e n  latcly went to Philadelphia. 
and on his return he brought a present for thy 
Little Schoolma’am. W h at do you think it was : 
W h y, a  very small blue book, publishcd in New 
Yo rk  over fifty years ago, called : “  The L ife  ano 
Essays o f  Benjam ín Franklin , w ritten by himselj. 
One o f the essays is a  letter to M ajor Gen. Lee, 
and in it Mr. Franklin  says some things that will 
interest you in this Centennial year. Deacon Ore ni 
read it aloud to the Little Schoolma’am  out unclcr 
the willow tree, and you shall • hear it too— or, at 
least, some extraets from it. Y o u  must rememovi 
that B. F . alludes to the firc-arms o f 1776 ;

Philadelphia, Feb. 11, 1776.

A  H a p p y  M i d s u m m e r  to you, m y hearers, and 
a  grand good tim e all through the school vacation !

A n d  now 1 '11 tell you

H O W  T O  G E T  C O O L .

W h e n  the thermometer stands at 90 deg., my 
warm voung friends. don’t fume, ñor fuss, ñor fan 
yourselves into a  blaze. No. Sit down in some quiet 
place and think only o f  cool things. T h in k  of 
sn o w ; think o f ice ; think of coid water tnckling 
down your back. T h in k  of holding a live eel in 
each hand. Im agine yourself under an ícy shower- 
bath, 01- sitting at night-fall on lop o f an iceberg; 
then try to shiver. Do all this without once stir- 
rin g from your position and you’U get cool, or my 
name’s not Jack.

B A T H  O F  A N  I C E B E R G .

L e t  us see if I can tell it to you as vividly as the 
fish-hawk seemed to tell it to m e :— Im agine a » * * * in E ^ n d,an dihrea.cn han); bmitólanguwc
«reat sea with waters black from the intense coid, soymcwhat civiiicr. at least not quite *> disrespcctful to us.
but flecked all over with snow-white wave c r e s t s . .....................................     ** "’"r
T h ere  is land in sight, but not a tree, not a green 
field, only coid land, dazzling and glitten n g with 
glaciers and snow-peaks. On the water are float- 
fng, swiftlv and silently, great icebergs that look 
like gleam ing marble palaces which some unscen 
spirit has set in motion.

A ll at once one great berg, the largest and most 
beautiful of all, begins to move uneasily,— to  waver 
as if looking about to see if it is observed. 1 hen 
suddenly, with swift and graceful m ajesty, it 
plunges its high crowned liead beneath the waves.
There is a moment's struggle, the sea svvells anc 
tosses; then out o f its bath, presenting a new and 
even more beautiful front than before, comes the 
glittering berg, calm  and m ighty still, to floal 011 its 
southward way.

is somcwnat civnier, »  » »  i - — — .
degrecs they come 10 their senses, but too late, 1 faney, lor

Wc'have got a large quamity of saltpctrc, one hundred and twt IV 
ton, and thíí.y mor? cxpectctf Powder nu ls are now « «  
believe we must set to work and make it by hand. Bul I still j  
with you, that pikes could be mtroduced, and I would add b.,»» 
arrows; these were good weapons, and not wiscly laid aside .

t. Because a man may shoot as truly with a bow as with a o m-

.,n Ho can discliargc four arrows in the time of charging ano

takcn from his view by the smokc of las "«-n

A Bight of arrows seen coining upon them terrifics and disturl»

'h5* An'arrmvldi'kinrin1̂ aiw pa^of a man, pnts him ./»
/ ¿"lluws aml̂ miows are more casily provided everywhcre ihan 
muskets and ammimilion.

B . F . then cpiotes a Latin account o f a battle, m 
K in g Edward the T h ird ’s reign, and adds :
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If so much exccution was dono by arrows when men worc some 
defensive armour, how much more might be done now that it is 
out of use.'

I am glad you are come to New York, but I also wish you could 
he in Cañada. There is a kind of suspense in men’s ininds hete at 
present, waiting to see what terins will be oflered from England. I 
expcct none that we can accept; and when that is gcnerally seen, we 
shall be more unanimous and more decisive: then your proposed 
solemn Icague and covenant will go better down, and perhaps most 
f our other strong measures be adopted.
1 am always glad to hear from you, but I do not deserve your 

ivours, bemg so bad a correspondan. My eyes will now hardly 
serve me to wnte by night, and these short days have been all taken 
up by such vaneiy of business that I seldoin can sit down ten minutes 
without interruptton. God give you success!

I am, with the greatest esteem, yours affcctionately,
B .  F r a n k l i k .

T O O  M U C H  O F  A  G O O D  T H I N G .

“  O h, Jack,”  writcs a  correspondent from Aiken, 
South Carolina, “  1 ’ve a  bit of news for you. A  
¡ady here made forty glasses o f oran ge marmalade, 
and placed them in her garret to dry off. T hen  she 
went down-stairs, féellng that, having done a  vir- 
tuous action, she should sureiy have her reward. 
W hen next she went into that garret, she found 
tlie floor covered with dcad bees. W hat could it 
m ean? Like Cassim, or somebody in the Arabian 
Nights, she hastened to her precious forty jars, and, 
to use her own words, ‘ M y goodness‘ sabes ! if 

thosc bees liad n’t been and gone 
and sucked all the juicc out o f that 
m armalade, and left it dryer ’n 
chips ! ’ Out of forty jars, only 
lifteen were good for anything. 
T h e  bees— who, by the way, be- 
longed to a  neighbor’s hive— had 
been having a  glorious time, but 
had died from too much enjoyment. 
T h e y  had taken in the richness of 

? . ,  a hundred orange hlossoms with
each dainty drop. Poor th in gs! 
Sureiy wc, who never have too 

- ■' much pleasure, ought to be very
0 5 0 . : thankfu l! ”

■ Hum ph ! I supposc so.

K A F F I R  M O T H E R  I N  L A W .

D e a r , d ear! I just heard two 
travelers talking o f the curious ways 
prevaiiingin certain countries which 
they have lately visited— in ljooks. 
T h e  Kaffir, now, is not allowed to 
speak familiarly to his wife’s mother, 
ñor to look her in the face. W hen 
he sees her com ing, he hides his 
face behind his shield, and she 
skulks behind a  bush till he has 
passed. H e never speaks her ñame ; 
and if ¡t becomes necessary to talk 
to her, he is obliged to gó a  little 
way off, and shout his remarks.

N o reason that I can find out. 
It seems to be merely a  matter o f 
etiquette.

'  K A F F I R  L E T T E R - C A R R I E R .

T a i-KING o f Kaffirs, their lettcr- 
e... carriers are funny fellows. T hey

dress mainly in their own beautiful 
black skins, and a plentiful cover- 
ing o f  grease. T h e  Kaffir postman 
carnes one letter at a time, directly 

from the writer to the person to whom it is 
addresscd, and his m ail-bag is a split stick, into 
the opening o f which he fastens the letter, liolding 
it far out from his body. He will take one letter 
sixty or seventy miles, on a  run most o f the way, 
and bring back an answer, for the sum o f twenty- 
five cents, or an E nglish shilling. You can see 
him when you go to Kaffir-land.
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O L I )  s o l : “ w h o ’ s  r u n n i n g  t h i s  t h i n g ,  i ’ d  l i k e  t o  k n o w ? ”

D E A C O N  G R E E N ’ S R E P O R T  O N  T H E  C O P I E S  O F  T H E  

D E C L A R A T I O N  O F  I N D E P E N D E N C E .

An honest-mindcd committee of five fccls much responsibility in 
examining, say two thousand, copies of the Declaration of Independ- 
cnce, sent in by boys and girls, and sclccting from the same the 
twenty that best deserve prizes. At first it would seem that such a 
commitfee must be five times as capablc os one man, and only one- 
fifth as anxious, but it is not so. On the contrary, each man of the 
committee has four serious hindrances to a speedy decisión, and the 
two thousand copies which each has to considcr, become, in eflcct, 
five-folded to ten thousand, before the decisions are finally made.

Thcrefore, my friends, you will infer that we, the committee, have 
had a hard time of it—a good time, too, for it has been refreshing to 
see what crowds of young patriots and steady-going boys and girls 
cluster about S t . N i c h o l a s  (and the prizes!). Many hundreds of 
beautiful copies of the great Declaration were sent in, and these were 
examined and considered, and rcconsidered until our hcads grew 
dizzy, it seemed as if twenty cracked independence bells were sound- 
ing in our ears. The rest of the committee were cnthusiastic over 
the corrcct and the fincly written copies, but somehow my heart went 
out to the blotted sheets whcrcon chubby little fingers had toiled and 
blundered. While the four wiser ones were ccstatic over the neat- 
ness, skill and accuracy of hundreds of bright compctitors, I sat wist- 
fully Holding the very worst Declarations of the lot, and, in imagina­
tion, wiping the tcarful eyes of youngsters who could n’t possibly win 
a prize or get on the Roll of Honor. However, the committee soon 
gave me to understand that this sort of thing would n’t do—and so, 
to make a long story short, we considered and rcconsidered once 
more, and sorted and compared and consultcd the “  conditions,” and 
finally we awarded the prizes as follows:

The first ten prizes, you will remember, are “ Liberty Bell Ink- 
stands,” and the second ten prizes “ Card-board Models of Swiss 
Architccture ”  to the younger five, and books to the eider five.

FIRST PRIZF, WINNERS.
(From ten to tflirteen years 0/age.)

Henry S. Redficld, Hartford, Conn.
Maggie J. Cady, Nichols, N. Y.
Hortense Henshaw Ward, San Francisco, Cal.
Linda L. Bergen, Waverley, N. Y.
Fannie Vail Culver, Brooklyn, N. Y.

(From fourteen i  o twenty years 0/ age.)
Marión C. Frisby, West Bend, Wis.
Frederick Lathrop, Albany, N. Y.
Stanley Smith Covert, New York City.
Clarence Marshall McClymonds, Pittsburgh, Pa.
Ruth Merington, New York City.

SECOND PRIZE WINNERS.

(From ten to tflirteen years 0/ age.)

Winifrcd Louise Bryant, Brunswick, Maine.
Helen C. Luckenbach, Bcthlchem, Pa.
Fred. H. Sturtevant, Washington, D. C.
Minnie P. Franjes, Baltimore, Md.
Liang Poo Shi, Northampton, Mass.

(From fourteen to twenty years of age.)
Julianna Randolph Winslow, Baltimore, Md.
Charles S. Latham, San Francisco, Cal.
James Augustus De La Vergne, Jr., Clinton, Mo.
Max Meycrhardt, Romc, Ga.
Clara Binswanger, Philadelphia, Pa.

But when these were awarded, there lay the dozens of copies that 
liad nearly won prizes, and the hundreds that were almost as goo d  

as the dozens, so carefully done, so neat, so admirable—taking the 
ages of the wrilers into considcration—that, but for having the R o ll 

of Honor in which to place them, the committee might have gone 
distracted. Let no one suppose that because this Roll is long, ii 
on that account less a Roll of Honor. Everv ñame that is here de- 

serves to be here, and we five are proud to say so.
Many of you, my friends, who do not find yoursclvcs 011 these listó 

may feel that injustice has been done. But do not believe it. If you 

were to see your copies again, you probably would be astonished at 
the omissions, and the mistakes in spclling, that cscaped your alten- 
tion.

For instancc, two very elabórate Declarations, each supcrbly put 
upon a great sheet of paper, marvels of neatness and pcnmanslnp, 
containcd positive errors of spelling and copying—not the mistahes
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m spelling which rcally occur ¡„ ,he fncsimilc of the original “  Dec 

*°* which «very child liad a right to folio» in this case 
ñor yet theslight verbal dilTerences that had to be allowed because 
ihcy occur in the vanous forms of the “  Declaration " printed i„ boolts 
■f aiithortty—but positivo errore that could not be ovcrlooked, and 

'"orred the otherwise wonderful excellencc of the copy One 
r e , y  beautiful copy <by Ellis C.| ivas spoiled by divided monosylla- 
bles such as h-ath, th-em, Ju-dge, I,-oíd, occurring a. the end of 
imes, pan being on one hne and pan 011 the next. Other words 
such as enl-arging c-haractcr, tra-nsporting, wit-hout, etc., were 
r.ruken an equally remarkable way. Speaking of this, I would 
S  Ver>' 0 who SCTI copies, that no word of one 
-1 Hable, noi a syllable formmg pan of a word, should ever be divided 

"  ™lnB Pan 011 one hne and pan on another. And let me cali 
ention here to the very common mislake of writing the word 

. 1 ernment, goverment. The committee (looking at the poor rcjccted 
I velara,,onsl shudders ,0 think in how many civil J d  American 

■mes that word is pronounced “ goverment." Never let a St 
i c h o l a s  boy or girl commit this oficnsc, I  beg.

i .S.i™ n?8nC‘rS ”mf ,177-6 COUld look over lhcse c°Pics of “>»rlh0CJ' "™'ld 'nterested, no doubt, i„ some of the young lers of 1876 mrlnn- TJ .OI ..  »

Gcrtrude F.Van Duren l-Iobari Amory Haré 
Maiy E. I.estcr Amy Massey 
Susie E. Buckminster Mary K. Hankins 
-N'cssie E. Stevens 
Maud Getty
Jennie Custis Young 
Dorsey Ash 
A. Rlanchc Nichols 
Emíly M. Thompson

Bessic S. Sinith 
Charles Morse Hazen 
Helen Beal Hall 

r«lttL,a, «  FcrnS Hannah N- ThornasMabel Shippic Clarke Grace L. H. Hobart
Carne R. Hellcr Nannie Barnard
Emma Lucila Flagg Virginia II. Pnge
Esther M. Turlay 
Willie Dibblcc

Martha Preble Adams Olivia S. VVilson

signers of ,876. For insmnee, Rog^ w ^  Z  i,™ es
II " k r  ' T  B" a ‘ -E r c a I . P ? n d .c h i ,d r c n ,  M a r y  E . B o a r d m a n ,  E l iz a b e th  
1 -k c ll B o a r d m a n ,  a n d  H e t . i e  L . G r e e n e : M a . th e w  T h o r n to n  w o u ld  

1,15 f ^ l - g 'c a t . g T a n d d a u g h i e r ,  M a y  G m e le y :  S a m u e l  H u n t in g -  
: w o u ld  d i s c o v e r  lu s  g r e a t - g r e a t - g r e a l - n ie c e ,  M a r y  P e a r s a l !  C o le v ,

„  “ í  ""1 C-arn ,na sienc uould be amused at the letter of nciny none I.connrd, who writes:
Thomas Hcyward, of South Carolina, was m y  great-grand-uncle 

™  aft“  l,¡"1’ and " hen nld’ ¿  
But, in one seuse, we all are descendants of the "signers," and I 

¡r; csPcc,ail>’ ">«« bu ve expressed such satisfac-
I . at last kuowmg every word of the Declaration,- will unite 

me In domg honor to their memory.
Xowfor «he grand Roll of Honor, hu. al low me, before giving i,

í ,•! th y°U y0."r !,U"drCdS of hcar,>' ,eltCTS. und to sigo myself* e conl|mtlec s sincere compliments to you all,
Yours to command, s,LAS Green.

Alien H. Moore 
Harry W. Chapman 
Robbie S. Tcw 
Arthur D. Smith 
Frank Howard Wells 
Molly Montgomery 
J. Barton Townsend 
Ethel A. I.ittleñcld 
Anna Taylor Warren 
Bcssie Daingerfield 
H. W. Plummcr 
Mary Louisc Smith 
Carne W. Hunter 
Finnic Collins 
Filen Kemble Lente 
Charles A. Herpich 
Lizzie C. Trcadwell 
Ella Higbee 
Maud E. Potts 
Lconie G. Giraud 
LizzicA. Hewins 
Anna C. Felton 
Anna S. Catlin 
Bella Townsend 
Anna F Rew

Marland C. Hobbs 
James A. Little 
Anna Bclle Moore 
Hattic A. Thomas 
Francinc M. Gale 
Fannie F. Hunt

Mary L, Matihews 
Jennie B. Barnard 
Allic Collinghourne 
Ncttie Williams 
Lutie R. Munroe 
Luman C. Pryor 
Nellic A. Hudson 
Rcbecca F. Hamill 
Etta Cranipton--- Z-SIrt

Howard G. Thompsonjacob Bcin 
Charlic F. Clemcnt Blnnche L. Turncr 
Emma C. McAllistcr 
Harry Walsh 
Kittie Sandcrs 
Emma Hanford

Ada E. Mott 
Lcwis H. Rutherford 
Nellic M. Tremaine 
Hattie Butler Tucker• I ' U L I L I  A u e h

Mande Bartlctt Tripp .Mary B. Chadwcll
Lulu E, Orth 
Ncllie C. Beckwith 
Susie D. Shcrwin 
Josephinc Willis 
Minnic D. Keyser

Clara H. Thomas 
Sarah Saxton Frazee 
Gracie Townsend 
May McCalla 
Anna Woltjin

John Frederic Huckel Alice Eliz. Bunncll 
Elizabeth Leggett Sarah F. Chapman 
Georgtc A. Pettengill Virginia Waldo

ROLL OF HONOR.

’ Gir/s and Boys 0//rom Ten lo Thirteen Years 0/Age.)
fr:,nk Bourne Upham
J I'hine M. Wilkin-

hicjíhcn 1'. Livingston 
l-iman B. Garfield 
H l’ercy Chillón 
K.' bel E. Htitchíns 
liillth  Eaton 
H I M. Pense 
Uarcncc E. Doolittlc 
S ara  G . Timmins 
L»C) Mamlin 
Am ia Jercnson 
Húhp W. Ayres 
k arrie  I'. Smith 
A lice II, Prcscott 
H arry  R. Nyce 
M aulé Field
S a f e  S . Morrow 

R . Macknight 
E tia licckman 
U t l l a  M. P a lm e r  
Emilia J. Knight 
G race II. Stearns 
H Mertoun Doivns 
Edu'in K. Bailard 
Louis P. Taggart 
Cora A. Lock 
NHlic Washburne 
G ertm de B . Adams 
1 b om as T .  B a ld w in

Lucy W. Alexander 
Katic Sturges Benton 
Nelly W. Chapell 
Florcnce Townsend 
Ella Rccd 
Edgar A. Law 
Eliz. H. Boardman 
E. C. Wilstach 
Hornee L. Jacobs 
Woolsey Carmalt 
Edward C. Mills 
Maxwell W. Turncr 
Alice C. Twitchell 
Stella Broivn 
Carrie Louisc Cook 
Helen D. Whceler 
Margaret Miller 
Willie R. Page 
Susie C. Amory 
Joscph Moore Boivles 
Eva Germain 
Wm. Pcck McCIure 
Ella M. Woollcy 
Sadie Gcorgette Colby 
C. Alice Rohinson 
Aunie M, Marsh 
Fred L. Smith 
Maude Calkins 
Susie Ganson 
María P. Bockec 
Minnic Woollcy

Amy C. Thachcr 
Jamie Mitchcll 
Charles P, Machesney 
Floretice E. Bennctt 
Alfrcd H. Dunkerley 
Charles L. Dunkerley 
Lillic Ray 
Mary McC. Kidder 
Charles B. Willson 
Elmer B. Hudsoit 
Constance Furman 
Libbie Montross 
Katc Graham Gilbert 
I.izzie E. Moorhcad 
Mary E. Poolc 
Jessie Lamport 
John Hubbard Curtís 
Lizzic M. Knapp 
Amy Shriver 
ChcsterT. Hoag 
Anna Bergitta Olsen 
Annie Fitzgerald 
Liilian E. Taylor 
Rollin N. Larrabee 
W111. F. Livingston 
Elsa Lincoln Hobart 
Edmond C. Van Diest 
Debbie Duaiic Moore 
Hattic L. Seymour 
David C. Halsted, Jr. 
Edith Lowry «

Frank C. Colvillc 
Annie H. Cióse 
Rena R. Chambcrlin 

, Mattie O. McCarter
Joseph Abbott Chapín Emma Dodge Boyd 
Anme Carskaddon Marión J. Seavcrns tiessie j. beelye
Edivd. Russell Kellogg Laura Augusta Wilson Frank G. Moody 
Jeanme J. Duran. Ora Lea Dow,y Na.haniel Greene, Jr.

Florence A. Kendall Bessic Harris Smith
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D E A C O N  G R E E N ' S  R E P O R ' l

[ A u g u s t ,

M in n ie  E .  P a t l c r s o n  
G r a c i e  B . W e e d  
N o r a  A b b o t t  
I d a  M a r ió n  C h a s e  
J c a n n i c  G .  G r e e n o u g h  
J o h n  T u d o r  G a r d in e r  
M a g g i e  W .  H o g e la n d  
L e ó n  H o r n s t e in  
E r n c s t  F a r n h a m  
A n n a  G r a c c  C á r te r  
E d g a r  C . L e o n a r d  
A V alte r J o h n  S te v c n s o n  
R ic h a r d  F is k e  S m ilh  
A n n ie  F .  B u tle r  
R ,  B c n n e t t  W y n k o o p  
H a t t i e  M . D a n ie l s  
C la r a  B . P r e s b r c y  
F a n n y  L .  T y l c r  
J .  M .  F i r t h  B a r t le t t  
W m . R u s s e l l  F e a r o n  
L a u r a  G .  S m i th  
G e r t r u d e  H .  A b b e y  
H e n r y  R .  G i lb e r t  
S a d i e  A . V in a l  
L u c ia  L e e  B a te s  
L iz z ie  S im o n s  
J u l i a  L a th e r s  
L o u i s e  R .  J o h a n n o t t  
A l ic c  H a n s e l l  
A V a lte r C . F is h  
C a t h c r in e  E .  A b b o t t  
A l i c e  F . B ro o k s  
M a b c l  C . S ta n w o o d  
M a r i a  A d a n ts  R o g é i s  
C le m e n t  N e w m a n  
B ir d i e  I r e n e  L u c e  
G e o r g i a n n a  H o l l i s te r  
G r a c e  L .  P h e lp s  
F r a n c é s  J .  P a r k e r  
C h a r l e s J .  H u m p h r c y  
E l iz a  M a y  L u c a s  
D a i s y  H u n t  
L u l u  E .  H a b e r s h a w  
M in n ie  B r u a  
L iz z ie  M itc h e l l  
E t t a  N .  C o n g d o n  
J a m e s  VVeir 
J o h n  B . J a c k s o n  
F a n n ie  M . B e c k  
B c r th a  E . T a y lo r  
A b b y  L . B a rn e y  
G e r t r u d e  W .  C o rn e l l  
E m i ly  T .  C o lk e t  
A n n a  E .  L c s te r  
E d i t h  W .  J u d d
G r a c c  F o rm a n  
P a u l i n e  K o e n e h e  
J e n n i e  F .  D c d h a m  
M a m i e  C .  G e r a r d  
A d a l i n a  P r a t t  
M a r y  C . H u n t in g to n  
N e t t i e  R .  G a r d n e r  
K a te  B ir d  R u n k le  
M a r y  A .  A r m s t r o n g  
H a t t i e  F .  R o b e r t s

H o w a r d  S te e l  R o g c r s  
M in n ie  A .  L y o n  
F lo r e n c e  W a r c  
L ib b ie  M . D u n k c r le y  
M a r y  B e ll F r c n c h  '  
H e le n  G .  P c r in c h ie f  
W i lh e lm in a  N .  J o n e s  
A n n ie  L .  T h o r n  
M a r y  F -  H u g g i n s  
L iz z ie  C . S e ld e n  
E , L o u i s e  T ib b c t t s  
M a t i l d a  K a y  
M in n ie  R o e b u c k  
M a r y  P c a r s a l l  C o le y  
M a y  G r e e lc y  
J .  L o u is e  W r ig h t  
L e n a  C . S m ith  
M a t t i e  A .  M o rg a n  
L o u i s e  H o o k e r  
J a m i c  \V . T u p p e r  
B r u c e  T h r o c k m o r to n  
M a r y  T h r o c k m o r to n  
I l c s s ie  S e r g c a n t  
F o s tc r  A  R h e a  
S o p h ie  P e r k i n s  R h e a  
J a n e  S . L e d y a r d  
G e r t ie  E .  T a y lo r  
K i t t y  S te b b in s  
C r a ig  M c C lu r c  
S a r a h  E i le n  O d n e a l  
S te v i c  B .  F r a n k l in  
M a m ie  D .  C la r k  
W m . P .  H .  B a c o n  
W il l i e  H .  M o o n c y  
A n n a  F .  B ird  
M a r g a r e t  M a t h c r  S ill 
M a r ió n  R o b y  C a s e  
M in n ie  R h c c m  
H a r r i e t  A v e r y  
I r e n e  W .  H a s le h u r s t  
F r e d d ie  S .  G o o d r ic h  
M a b e l  C . B a rb e r  
G r a c e  R .  M e e k e r  
N a n n ic  J a m e s  
M a r y  C .  F o s te r  
J a m e s  M c C o m b  
C h a r l e s  E . R u p e r d  
A lic e  A .  E a g e r  
M a u d  J .  M in c r  
L o r e n a  B . W ils o n  
J o h n  I s a a c  P e r k in s  
K i t t ie  M c D e r m o t t  
K i t t y  E .  R h o d e s  
B ird ie  K in g s to n
M a t t i e  J .  W h i t e  
A l ic c  W . D a v is  
L iz z ie  T .  E .  R o g e r s  
A r th u r  L .  P c a s e  
M a r y  G r a c e  S h ip p ie  
A r tc lla  B a b c o c k  
H e n r y  K .  M o rr is o n  
M a r y  S . C la r k  
A d d ie  B . S m ith  
F a n n ie  E . C u s lt in g  
R e t a  A . W h it lo c k

T .  M o r to n  L ip s e o m b  
N a t t i e  G ,  V a le n t in e  
H a t t i e  A .  W h itz e l  
M a r y  V a n  D ie s t  
M a r y  B . S te b b in s  
L u c ia  B e v e r ly  T a l c o t t  
J a m e s  H .  S k in n e r  
E m i ly  R ic h a r d s o n  
J o h n  H .  T o w n s e n d  
C . E le a n o r  L e w is  
M a b e l  G o r d o n  
R o s a l ie  A .  O g d e n  
D o r a  M a t th c w s  
E l la  G r ig g  
S a d ie  T .  S te e le  
H e n r y  H o n e  L e o n a r d  
A n n ie  F .  N c ill 
F r e d d ie  G .  D a v ie s  
M c l ia  F .  H o d g k in s  
S e lw y n  N .  B la k e  
Z u la  J o n e s  
R o b t .  B o w m a n , J r .  
M a r g a r e t  H o u s e  
B e r th a  K irb y  
A c h s a  M c C u llo u g h  
T h e o d o r a  M . S c h m id  
A r a d  T a y l o r  F o s te r ,  J r .

K a t i e  M .  H a n c o c k  
H a r r y  G la s ie r  A r c h e r  
G e o rg c  O a k le y  
B e s s ic  S .  W e e k s  
J e s s i e  V . V .  T h o m a s  
M a r y  T .  A b b o t  
R u t h  C r o s b y  D o d g c  
R o b e r t  H a le  B ird sa ll 
A d d ie  lm o g e n  C a rv c r  
G e r t r u d e  H .  O s b o rn e  
H e r b e r t  P .  M o o re  
C h a s .  H e n r y  H a n n a m  
C h a s .  M . H u tc h in s  
M a r y  Y .  H o g a n  
F lo r e n c e  D o w  
K a t i e  N o b le  
N c l l i e  F .  E l l io t t  
A l ic e  S m ith  
I d a  F .  Q u im b y  
J u l i a  P .  S h a w  
E m m ic  L o u is a  L e w is  
E l iz a  M c F a r la n d  
R o b e r t  G .  B c a t ty  
E l in o ra  I s e lin  H o r n  
J a m e s  A ld e n  G u e s t  
E l l a  C a r r  
W il l i a m  S c o t t  
J a m e s  G .  C a r s o n ,  J r .  
A . K r e m e r  M ille r  
K a t i e  E .  H u b b a r d  
E m i ly  D .  G a r r e ts o n  
A lb e r t  H .  A d a m s  
A m y  C r a r y  
E l l a  A . W r ig le y  
L i ly  R e id
N e w c o m b  C le v e la n d  
F a n n y  E l iz a b e th  P e c k  
T w o  “ C a n a d i a n s ”

H e r b e r t  H .  W h i t e  I d a  L a th e r s  N e * * =  C  R eal

H a t t i e  J .  C h a m b e r la in  S o p lu a  J a r r c t t

M a ^ a  L o c í w o o d  M in n ie  I W n  P o t . e r  H u g h  W .  P e m b e r to n

H e r b e r t  P u t n a m  E m i ly  S . H a v n e s  
A n d r e w  D .  B la n c h a r d  A n n a  M id d le to n

M in n ie  O .  S te e le  
E m m a  H .  K i r b y  
J o h n  T .  S il l  
D a v id  P la y s  
B u r ló n  A .  R a n d a l l

B e l lc  C . F r e n c h  
C h a r l e s  M .  F is h  
F a n n i e  M .  H a n n a h s  
A lic e  F lo r a  W h i t e  
A d d ie  J .  D a v isn u r i u u   .............— -■

C h a s .  L e l a n d  H a r r i s o n  J a m e s  M .  T re a d w a yni % II_>tllu
C a r r ie  L . W a r r e n  
S a r a h  M .  J a q u e s  
L in a  F .  W a r r e n  
J e s s i e  J .  C a s s id y  
H a r r y  H .  W y m a n  
A lb e r t  W h i t e  
J o s i c  M . H a d d e n  
L iz z ie  G r u b b  
C h a r l e s  H a r t  P a y n e  
O s s i a n  E .  D .  B a rr o n  
M a r th a  D .  B e ssc y - 
M a y  F .  D o e  
L a u r a  A .  J o n e s  
A lic c  B la n c h a r d  
A b b ie  A .  S to r y  
S a r a h  P .  R a n n e y  
M a r y  M .  P r y o r  
M a y  E .  S t r o n g  
S tc p h e n  W .  L ib b y  
A u g u s t a  P .  C a n b y  
F a n n y  A .  L c s te r  
C o r a  M . O a k f ic ld

C le o r a  A . B o n n e v il le  
C h a r l e s  W .  A d a m s  
V i r g i e  H a r n e s s  
N c l l i e  A .  M o rto n  
G u y  M . W a tk in s  
A n n i e  E l iz a  W a t t s  
E l l a  G .  D a m o n  
I d a  G ro lT  
A ll ic  V a n  I n g e n  
M a r y  S te v c n s  
A l ic c  L o u is e  F r e n c h  
E r n e s t  E .  W h i te  
J a n c t  C r o s s  
E r n e s t  E . H u b b a r d  
A lic e  M a u d  W ig h t  
L il lie  E . E a r p  
A n n e  C . G le im  
L u c y  E .  R o b e r t s  
J e n n i e  E . S h u g g  
L o u i s  T .  R e e d  
G e o r g e  E . W ill is  
L a u r a  H a in e sC o r a  M .  u a x n c i u   ..... - .............

F lo r e n c e  W a s h b u r n e  J  u l ia  C le v e la n d  L y m a n  .
_ .  o í  t T . . . í -  M o f c r h a r i  I 1

H e le n  M .  S h a t t u c k  
E m m a  L e e  T u t t l c  
C a r r ie  M . C ro w e ll  
L o t t ie  F .  G i lb e r t  
A l ic e  T .  G o ld  
W i l l is  E .  F r o s t  
C h a r l e s  W .  G a s tó n  
N e t t i e  G r a h a m  
M a y  F .  A lie n  
G r a c c  S .  H a d lc y  
C h a r le s  R .  T h u r s t o n  
M a m ie  R .  G a s tó n  
M a r y  R o g u s  A tle e  
D a n ie l  R a w l in s  
G e o .  W .  H u t t o n ,  J r .  
I d a  W e r n e r  
M a r y  E u d o r a  B ix b y  
R e n a  D .  S m i th  
J u l i a  F r a n c é s  P e c k

M in n ie  C . S h o r t  
E in i l ie  R . V in c e n t  
L .  A d d ie  M e e k e r  
E l is e  J o h n s o n  
A l ic e  W .  H u e ll  
K a te  M . W e th e r e ll  
G e o r g e  B . H o u s to n  
E m i ly  G r a c e  G o r h a tn  
L o t t ie  E .  S k in n e r  
M a r y  S .  C la rk  
A n n ie  D .  L a t im e r  
A g n c s  T a y lo r  
M a y  D a v e n p o r t  
C la r a  J .  H ic k s  
D a is y  M a r tin  
D o r a  W h e a t  
A lic e  C o p c la n d
E l l a  C . U p h a m
C a r o l in e  E . B ru o r to n  
H o w a r d  S .  B liss  
E u n i c e  K in g  H a z c n  
F a n n i e  S .  A d a m s  
W m . B . S h u fe ld t  
S a r a h  I s a a c s  
I r v in g  P e r l e y  F a v o r  
E d w in  O liv e r  
E m m a  P .  W il l i ts  
C la r a  N ic e  

' M a r y  A lic e  R u s s e l l  
H a t t i e  E l la  B u e ll 
M in n ie  L  E ll is  
I d a  A x tc l l
C a r r ie  H irs c h fe ld c r  
A d c l ia  A .  N ic h o ls  
L iz z ie  J a m ic s o n  
I s a b c l l a  H .  W h i t e  
M a r y  L a t im e r  W ills  
M a r y  D e  W i t t  S e a n  \  
C a r r ie  P a r k e r  J o h n s o

L o u is  M e y e r h a r d t  
M a r y  F .  T h o m p s o n  
S a r a h  N e w b e r g e r  
M a r y  B a l f o u r  L e ip e r  
E d w a r d  A . W i l l i a m s  
A n n i e  M a r y  H a y d c n  
C o r n e l ia  B ro w n
A d d ie  S .  C h u r c h  - .........  -
C h a s .  R .  T r o w b r id g e  C a l l ie  W e b s te r  
A n n ie  E .  H i l a n d s  C h a r lo t t e  J .  B la k e
A b b ie  A .  S to u g h  S a r a h  H .  S e r g e a n t
L iz z ie  M . B a k e r  A g n e s  B . W .lita ro s
C lc a v e la n d  A .  P a r k e r  L iz z ie  C . W e lls

S a r a h  M c C lu r g  
E l e a n o r  M .  P ik e  
C a r r ie  M a r s h  
V e n a r d  B la c k  
L o t t ie  H u g g i n s  
K e n n e th  L . B ro w n eI u n a  r  r a n e e s  » v e o  ------- - -

M a r y  L o u is e  W e b s te r  H a t t . e  F . L o c k w o o d  
L ib b ie  E .  N o x o n  E m m a  W e tm o r e

R O L L  O F  H O N O R .

( G i r l s  a n d  B o y s  o f  f r o m  F o u r te e n  to T w e n ty  Y e a r s  o f  A g e .)

E . B . H a ls t e d  S a r a h  A .  E lh th o r p c
S a r a h  F .  L in c o ln  C l in to n  H .  B ra d le y
P e r c y  W .  E a to n  A d e le  W .  M c A lh s te r
W m .  W e s le y  R u n y o n  W il l i e  L . A m e tm a n

E lla  J .  D a rw in  
N a n n ie  W . C la rk  
W i l l i a m  W 'ir t  D im e a n  
F lo r a  C . H a n le y

E .  D .  H e n n e s s e y  
E v a  A . S m ith  
M . E . B u c k m in s te r  
L iz z ie  M c r ii l l  
A n n a  F .  M a th o u e t  
R .  H e le n  F r y  
A .  E u g c n e  B il l in g s  
W 'a l te r  H a n k e s  
M in n ie  I . .  M y e r s  
I d a  P e a s e
J o h n  M .  T o w n s e n d  
F r e d  M .  C la r k ,  J r .  
M a r y  L . A lie n  
L u c y  E .  K e llc r  
N e t t i e  E ly  
V i r g in i a  B . L a d d  
A r t h u r  C  S m ith  
E l la  L .  O s t ro m  
S a r a h  W .  P u tn a m  
W m . E .  M y e r s

M illie  E .  T w i tc h e l l  
E m m a  H a ll  
J o h n  F-. L e w is  
H e le n  R .  M a s s c y  
A b b ie  C .  B ro w n  
C a r r ie  O .  C h e s t e r  
T h e o d o r a -  C h a s e  
E m i ly  A u g u s t a  C o o k  
S a m u e l  L e w is  
A ll ie  I .  H a v c n s  
W il l i a m  H e n r y  D ix  
L i n a  H .  H a r tó n  
K a t i e  H .  H a r r i s

M i l ly  S . R a n n  
E v a  M . R e e d  
J e n n i e  C . M c E lro y  
K i t t ie  J .  D u n n  
N e ll ie  B . W r ig h t  
C a r r ie  S . S iin p s o n  
I d a  M a y  S e a to n  
C o r a  L . S h o c m a k e t  
L i l a  F .  A tk in s o n  
M a y  R .  S h ip m a n  
M a b e l  M .  M a s ó n  
W o o d s  P .  J o h n s o n  
L iz z ie  B e a rd  
F r e d  H e r b e r t  A d a m s 
N a n n i e  G .  L a u b ie  
L o t te l la  H .  M a rk le  
L a u r a  M . H ix s o n  
A n n ie  J .  B liss  
A n n i e  R .  W a rre n  
J o h n  H .  H o p k in s  
G r a c c  C o ll in s

IVtHlV. * * •   ...............................  ,  ,
E m m a  A u g u s t a  T c f f t  E m m a  K o c h

W . F .  S m ith  
E d g a r  N .  S te v c n s  
W i l l a r d  E .  K e y c s  
C h a r l ie  A .  P ic r c e  
E d i t h  L .  D a n ie l s o n

R ic h a r d  H .  K now les 
H e n r y  O .  Ñ u te  
F lo s s ie  E .  V a le n tin e  
L iz z ie  T  re d  w a y  
E f l ie  M . J c n n in g sE d i th  L .  D a n ie l s o n  r - „ .e  a - . - -

E d w in  H n r n e r  G a y le y  J a s .  H a r t  \ a r b o n .u g
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C o ra  F r o s t  
P ix ic  L e e  B r y a n t  
A d a  M . W o o lle y  
K u g e n e  A . B a k e r  

.ilic t M c B . H il l  
. ih n  T .  L o o n i is  
e v a  P a r  D e lfo rd  

.M ay H a r v c y  
>ra E . C h a p m a n  

H u g h  D u  B o is  
W in . R . C o rd in g ly  
A n u a  M . L a g o w itz  
M a r re n  W .  S m ith  
¡.illa  M . M a llo w e ll 
! m in a  E . P o r t e r  
|  h n  J .  Z c b le y  
1 m in ie  D .  M e r r i ll  
H e n r y  P .  C a n b y  
M m . A r th u r  L o c k c  
\V. H .  B u r n s  
M 'illic B o u c h e r  J o n e s  C h a r l e s  S . M ills  
M ary  A .  T o b e y  N e ll ic  F . E a m c s  

. iin ic  L o r e ig n  R e íd  E l iz a  V a n  B . P a r k e r  
L u cy  P u r i n to n  B a c o n  S ta r r
l i  o v a rd  W i l l is  P r c s to n  W a l te r  I . .  S e w a rd  
In . .  A . N V atson  B e n ja m ín  M . L e w is  
1- . .re n c e  D o n n c l ly  l . c n n i e  C o lb y  
C arrie  T .  G r a n g e r  
M \ y  B . R e e s e  
H .well S tc w a r t  
1 ra n k  E ll is

G e o . H .  S tr ic w ig  M a m ic  S tr a t to n  
A r t h u r  W .  C o n d ic t  C a r r ie  S k in n e r
N e ll ic  E . S h e rw o o d  J e s s i c  L o n g le y
G e o r g ia n a  R .  Y o u n g  S o p h ie  W r ig h t  F it ts  
E l iz a b c th  M . S h e r m a n  N e ll ic  C . S a y e rs

B e s s ie  S e ld e n  
N c ll ie  L o b d e ll 
S o p h ie  K .  C a r d  
H a t t i c  E .  H o a g  
A llie  M . J o y c e  
G r a c ic  E . B u sh n e ll  
M a r y  E . S e ld e n  
E n u n a  L . H y d e  
L o u is e  A c h e y  
L o u is a  W illiam s  
I d a  A .  C o a ts  
M a r y  S . S e y m o u r  
\V m . G . T a i m a n ,  J r .  
A b b y  J .  C ro s s  
E lla  M . T u t t le  
H a r r y  G rifT m g T o b e y  
D .  C .
L c t t i c  L .  D o a n e  
L o t t ie  J .  W c b b  
O l iv e r  E v e r e t t  
M a g g ie  H .  S o u le  
K a t i e  R o e b u c k  

P h i l i p  C o o k e  K e n n e d y  J u l i a  A .  W r ig h t

M a r y  A .  S a y c r  
G r a c e  C la rk  
R u a n i a  E .  C h a s e  
A lic c  B . P ir tle  
M a r y  D .  H o d g c s  
C h a r l ie  S a le  
A n n ie  M . R u d d  
T u r p i n  G c r a r d  
M o llie  E . K e llo g g  
W il l ie  B . S e a r s  
J u l i a  B . F ra y s c r  
F a n n y  M .  H y d e  
N a ta l ic  J .  B ro w n  
E . E v a  C a s t  
H e le n  G .  B la ck

D e lla  V ie  W h i t e
C a r r ie  H n ld r m a n  
M a r ió n  A b b o t

(¡.. r t r u d e M .  D c n is o n  C a r r ie  S tilw e ll
Edith  E . M o rr is  
E iu . B u rr i l l  C u r t i s  
E lla L y o n  
M. v R c m in g to n  
He sic  B . R a n d a l l

G e o rg e  V a ll ie t  
B e l l e  W ils o n  
H a r r y  L .  A p p  
M in n ic  A . M y ric k  
M a r y  E .  H e r r ó n

C h a r le s  S . B ird  
J o s i e  H e w e ts o n  
A b b ic  B c n t lc y  
A n n ie  N a t t r a s s  
C h a r l e s  H .  -F ish 
C o r a  A . T u t t le  
G e r t ie  A .  B e n e d ic t  
J o d i e  H u m is to n  M  ills 
N a n n ie  M o o re

I > re t t  1). V a n  D u s e n  F lo r e n c e  E in ilie  H y d e  E lis c  G r a h a m
Lily F . S w o rd s  
k  no  F . H o w la n d  
H elen L . S  t a n  to n  
l r ; d  R . G a llo u p e  
C h arles  K .  M o u n t  
M ary  C . G c r ts  
1> : re s t  C . M 'illia m s

E th e l  B e c c h e r  A lie n  
J o s c p h i n e  B . M in e r  
L u c y  C o v e r ts  
E d i t h  H a r r i s o n  
A lf re d  T .  G u y o t t  
M a b e lle  L .  J o n e s  
B e s s ie  A . P e c k

( - e n ru d c  H u n t i n g t o n  I s a h e l l c  C . C o rb e t t  
I : . rusa M . L a w r e n c e  C li f to n  B . P a r e  

A  B ra d fo rd  W a l la c c  E l l a  M e n d e n h a l l  
M a:y  E li/.. F a ir f ic ld  J o h n  H e n r y  M c E w e n  A l ic e  M a t th c w s  
l i s. R a n d o lp h  E l r o d  F a n n ie  M . L in c o ln  H e n r y  N .  N i le s

S o p h ie  A d a m s  H a l l  E .  L iz z ie  S a d t lc r  
H e le n  C . C o rn e l l  A d a  G .  H o r to n  
N i n a  L e o n a r d  N e v in s  W m . J .  C lo v c s  
M 'illic  T .  E a s tb u r n  J e n n i e  M . S h a t tu c k  
M a r ió n  C h i t t y  C h a r l e s  E . M 'c s se l
E d w a r d  M ’m . H e r r ó n  L iz z ie  N e u h a u s  
J a m e s  H .  L a n c a s h i r e  E m m a  M . P ic r c c  
A th c r to n  C la r k  A n n a  M . G a r r e ts o n
F r a n c é s  E l iz a  R o w e ll  F a n n y  N .  O s b u m
F lo r e n c e  G r a h a m  
R a c h e l  A d le r  
C h a s .  G r a rs t  R u s t  
M a r y  C . T a y lo r  
M o llie  E . G ird  
E m c l ic  S . F a rw e l l  
E l iz a  A .  A . M o rto n  
H a r v c y  W .  T e m p le  
A d e lle  A .  S c x s m ith  
J u l i a  P a r s o n s  R o b e r t s  F r a n k  E . D a v is  
E d g a r  J .  W h c c lc r  L u lu  C . L u c e  
R ic h d . E d w a r d  F e r r is  I d a  B ro w n

A m e lia  A .  A d a m s  
J .  A .  B o w n c  
M o llie  G a tc h e l 
C a r r ie  T o w n e  
S u s ic  M . A c k e r  
A d d ie  M . S h e rm a n  
M’in if re d  P .  B a lla rd  
M a u d e  L o v e t t  
M a r ia  S to r r s  P e c k

M a r th a  H  I .a m b e r to n  
S o p h ie  M c P h e r s o n  
C a r r ie  E . P o w e l l  
L id ie  H .  H a r d in g  
C a r r ie  P .  H o ld c n  
P e r c y  P e r r y  
M a r y  C . B ro w n  
G r a c e  E l le n  R ic h a r d s  
C h a r le s  D a n ie l  P i t c h e r  
H a r r i e t  E .  A n g e lí

M’m . A . S to u t  
M’i n th r o p  A le x a n d c r  
L o u is e  V a ll ie t  
K a tie  H ill ia rd  
M a t t i e  A .  V in a l  
H e le n  H .  S te w a r t  
E l l a  J .  E d d y  
E l la  H o g e la n d  
1 .u lu  S .  R c x  
G e o . T .  M . T i ld e n  
B c r th a  F . P o in d e x te r  
F a n n ie  L . C la r k  
C la r a  A . P o t t e r  
E d w in  B e n n e t t  
G r a c ic  E . S te e rc  
E s te l le  M c .A llis te r  
L o u is a  F o rd  
A g n e s  L . K im h e r le y  
M 'a r rc n  P . L a ir d  
C h a r l ie  F .  C á r t e r

L il lic  B is h o p  P e r k in s  
N c ll ie  J .  W a ts o n  
G e o . F .  C u r l is s  
H e le n a  G o o d w in  
A lic e  M . E v a n s  
T i lo m a s  C . D ig g s  
A b b y  D .  B a k e r 
L e u la  W e th c r e d  
A lic e  S lic k n e y

L illie  C . B ass  
M a y  T .  K e m b le  
E d w a r d  F . K in g s b u r y  
B c r th a  E .  S a l tm a r s h  
A d d ie  S .  K c tc h a m  
T c s s ic  B c r th a  C o n n o r  
B ir d ie  B e n n e t t  
G r a c ic  J .  H ic k e r  
M a r y  W a t ts o n  
F r a n c i s  E . M o rse  
I . i b b i e  L e e  
A n g ic  G a s c o ig n e  
C o r a  L i p p i t t  S n o w  
H e n r y  T .  M illc r  
I v a  M . I n g r a m  
A g n e s  E liz . S te v e n s  
K irk  M c N a i r  
I d a  P a t c h c n  
R o s ie  R .  A tw a te r  
F lo r e n c e  H a r d i n g  
L i l l ia n  L . E v a n s  
F lo r e n c e  M . P r c w  
E ls ie  L . R c e v e s  
E s th c r  C . B rita in  
L u lu  L . W y lie  
H a t t i c  A .  L u s k  
W m . G .  S u th e r l a n d  
E d i t h  R . P a c k a r d  
H e le n  F .d n a  B r ig g s  
E s te l le  K c lle r

F a n n ie  W .  A r m s t r o n g  L u c y  C . R o s s
J e n n i e  L .  B a rn a rd  
A n n ie  G o rc  
L a u r a  C ro sso n  
M a r g a r c t  F r a y  s e r  
A n n a  S tr a t fo rd  
M a r y  C . W a s h b u r n  
M in n ie  M c r r y  
E v a  L . F u l to n  
J o h n  P r e n t ic e  T e r r y  
B e s s ie  E . D ic k in s o n

M 'm . C u s h m a n  H a n k s  D o r a  L a u r a  G o b lc
M a r y  A . M o re y  
J e a n n e t t e  B e n ja m ín  
M a d d ic  H a w k in s  
A n n a  L . K n ig h t  
A m e lia  Y .  J o h n s o n  
E lm e r  E . H o o v e r  
R a c h e l  L it te l l  
S . H a ls t c d  W a tk in s

F .lsic  S . A d a m s  
M a r y  W ik o f f  
A n n ie  P w i g h t  R h e a  
G r a c e  B e n e d ic t  
P h c b c  A . B o o th  
I . ib b ie  D u s c r .b u ry

J e n n i e  J .  W ils o n  
E l la  G a llu p  
C h a r le s  M . C a t l in  
H e n r y  A lie n  T e n n c y  
S ix  “ C a n a d i a n s ”  
M a r y  F.. D u n a k in  
E . M .  B e rg e n  
A d d ie  C . M e a d  
B e n ja m ín  M . M ’r ig h t  
M a r th a  H a ll  
M a r ió n  W ilk in s o n  
H e le n  M . B o y n to n  
M a g g ie  C h a lm e rs  
S ib y l l  L  u isc  O lm s te d  
F lo r e n c e  B ic k fo rd  
B e ss ie  C . B a tte l le  
O l iv e  P a r k e r  B la c k

H . M 'in fie ld  M a t th c w s  l  a r ri. A . T u p p e r  
M a m ic  A . T u t t l e  H , r b .  r ;  T .  A b r a m s

THE UNITED STATES
DECLARED

FRE E  A N D  IN D E P E N D E N T  
JULY  4, 1776.
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L I T T L E  H O U S E K E E P E R S '  P A G E .  ( A u g u s t ,

I C K - C R E A M .

B y  M a r i ó n  H a r l a n d .

O n e  cup o f  fresh  milk, one cup of sweet cream, two-thirds o f a  cup o f white sugar, four eggs, tivo 
scant tea-spoonfuls o f Colgate’s vanilla extract. Heat the m ilk to scalding, in a farina-kettle. Beat th. 
eggs light and stir in the sugar. Pour the hot milk, a little at a time, upon the eggs and sugar, stirrin

all the while. Put 
this custard back into 
the farina-kettle and 
let it boil about eight 
minutes, or untij it is 
pretty thick, stirring  
a ll  ¡he time. Pour in­
to a bowl, and when 
coid stir in the cream 
and vanilla. Have 
ready a  clean tin can 
or pail, with a  t ig lt  
top, lapping on the 
outside,— if mamina 
has no freezer. Put 
the custard in this,

and set it within a wooden pail. Pack pounded ice very hard about 
it, say two inches deep ; then a  thick layer o f common s a lt ; another 
layer o f  ice, another o f salt— to the level o f the lid o f the tin paii, 
keeping the handle upright. Turn the “ freezer”  b y  the handle, 
back and forth, half-way around each time, for half-an-hour. Pecp 
at the cream , having wiped all the salt water from about the cover 
before opening the can. It ought to be frozen around the edges by 
this time. Beat and stir it with a silver spoon until it is all thick 
and smooth alike. Put on the cover, drain off the salt water, pack 
in more layers o f salt and ice, and turn steadily for half-an-hour 
longer. K itty  or Fan n y, who is spending the day with you, will 
take her turn, and you will, both o f you, enjoy the frolic. Pour 
the water off twice more, and fill up with ice and s a l t ; but do not 
lift the cover until the hour is fully up. T hen, when you wish to 
serve it, wipe the freezer dry, uncover it, and should the cream be 
firm (as it will be, i f  you have “ turned”  faithfully), wrap a  towel, 
which has been dipped in hot w ater and wrung out, all around the 
can, and turn it upside down upon a  flat dish, so that the ice- 
cream may slip out nicelv.

T h is  is “ French Vanilla C ream ,”  and if you are careful in 
following the directions, it will be good enough to excuse the de- 
üght o f the left-hand cherub above, who is throwing him self heels 
over head in his ecstasy. It will also b e  more wholesome than 
the frothy stuff that looks like soap-suds and tastes like pot-cheese, 
and leaves som ething in the bottom o f the saucer very much like 

- 7  _ chalk, and which we may believe to be really chalk, i f  we are in 
the habit o f dealing with confectioners who mix plaster-of-Paris 
with frosting, or color candy with poisonous paints, or put earth 

in chocolate caramcls, or are guilty o f any other tricks o f  the kind.
N. B .— T h e  ice should be broken into pieces not larger than a  pigeon’s e gg. T h e  easiest way to do

this is to put it between the folds o f a piece o f oíd carpeting and pound it with a mallet. E very  bit of it
is saved by this process.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

B o v s  A N D  G i r l s  ! T h i s  I r u ly  M id s u m m e r  h o l id a y  n u m b e r  o f  S t .

X lC H O L A S  IS o f fe re d  y o u  in  h o n o r  o f  t h e  s e a s o n .  W e  k n o w  th a t  
w ith  y o u  " t h e  h o l i d a y s "  a r e  n o t  c o n f in e d  t o  C h r i s tm a s  t im e s ,  a n d  
s o  S t .  N i c h o  la s ,  C o rn in g  o u t  in  t h e  p r im o  o f  s u m m e r ,  m u s t  g iv e  y o u  

nly i t s  c h o ic e s t  a n d  b e s t . T h i s  is  w h y ,  a m o n g  a l í  t h e  p lc a s a n t  
r  in g s  m  th i s  t s s u e  o f  t h e  m a g a á n e ,  y o u  l i n d  a  p a p e r  t h a t  n o t  o n lv  is  
tell o f  m i d s u m m e r  p o e t r y ,  b u t  fu ll o f  j u s t  t h e  h e a r t i e s t  h e lp  f o r  e n jo y - 
m g  i t. M is *  L a r c o m  (w h o , y o u  m a y  re m e m b e r ,  l ie lp c d  M r . W h i t t i c r  
: i c o m p ile  lu s  " C h i l d - l i f e  in  P o e t r y ’’) k n o w s  h o w  i r u lv  y o u n g  -o u ls  
e  j o y  a l l  t h a t  is  s w e e t  a n d  b e a u t if u l  o n  th e  g ro e n  e a r th  : a n d  - h e  
k n o w s, lo o , h o w  k e e n l y  y o u  a l l  w o u ld  e n jo y  w h a t  s o m e  o f  t h e  b e s t  
p o e u  s a y  a b o u t  i t ,  i f  y o u  o n ly  k n e w  j u s t  h o w , a n d  in  w h a t  s p i r i t ,  lo  
re .id  t h e m . S h e  te l ls  y o u  t h a t  t h e  b e s t  p o e t s  a r e  t h e  s im p le s ! ; a n d  
¡he m o s t f i t t n ig  s u b je e t s  f o r  p o e m s  a r o  t h e  t h o u g h t s  a n d  t h i n e s
t lM ta r e  o f i c i e s .  fe l. a n d  s e e n - b y  y o u n g  a n d  o l d - a n d  w e  h o p o  " Í j «  t a d £ í k n Í £ !̂ K r “ ú d S  

. .  II e n jo y  e v e r y  w o r d  s h e  s a y s .  M rs .  O l ip h a n t ,  to o ,  a n d  M rs . H o p m g  D e c la r a t io n  ’’ w ill m e e . w it? , y l r  a A ’r o v í l  i  m m á in ' 
U u tn e y  a n d  N o a h  B ro o k s  a n d  C e l ia  T h a x t e r  a n d  L u c r e t i a  P  H a le  5 y " “ " g  fn e n d ’ 1  ™ ’
an d  L y d ia  M a r ia  C h i ld ,  a n d  a l l  t h e  o t h e r s  w h o  h a v e  h e lp e d  u s  in  o u r  
cli r t  t o  m a k e  t l u s  t h e  v e r y  c r o w n in g  n u m b e r  o f  S t . N ic h o l a s — w e 
th. i k  t h e m  tn ’ y o u r  ñ a m e ,  a n d  w is h  t h e m  p c a c e fu l  a n d  I t a p p y  M id - 
s iiiu m ers  t u  t h e  e n d  o f  t h e i r  d a y s .

t>o ° h e P p o o r" ! ''1  lnd!!Í" S '  a n d  'v a s  fro m  l h a t  t ím e  o v e r a  k in d  b e n e fa c to r

1, „ í  '''.T  s t u d >'in f . « T t h o u t  a  te a c h e r ,  a n d  t r a n s í a te  w itl i  n o  o t h e r

w o u ld  h k e " i o  ? 'S , ,0 n a r > ’ 1 r y  ^  h c r e  U  s o m c  “ ¿ 3 .* , a n d  
S o m e  ,  ,  l  u  • y  ,  s o ,n f t h ' " 8  a b o u t  ih i s  v e r y  q u a i n t  o íd  c i ty

y e ^ .— Vourliuíereadcr'^ b“ “  “ » ly ««•'« b‘">d~dte. K.

t e t ó  t e S p ^ S S -
C V ro í l to n X  C lU w h y  C h a r k s  C arro11 Sl8 " « l  h im s e l f  “ í f  

H e  w a s  a  v e r y  w c a l th y  m a n ,  a n d  w h e n  h e  w a s  s i g n ó la  h i s  ñ a m e

S . K .  f  .

,1 i í l l l -  • " i  n '  i- ■ y o u r  m a g a z in e ,  a n d  t h i n k  i t  i s  s p le n -  
d id. I l ik e  I h e  H o y  E m ig r a ,u s  t h e  b e s t . I w o u ld  l ik e  to  k n o w  

,h ,:  í to,ries.  .  i11 J a c k - in - th e - P u lp i t  p r e a c h e s  a r e  t r u c  1 h a v e  th e  
T  , 'K  e , c s ’ h ca L tt.lu lly  b u u n d . O u r  p n n t in g .o f f ic e
c a .g ln  h r e j u s t  a s  w e  w e r e  g o in g  to  S a b b a th  s c h o o l ,  a n d  w e  a l l  r a n  
■ít i n  I , 5 r  W h e n  w e  c a r n e  h o m e  f ro m  S a b b a th  s c h o o l ,  i t  w a s  
.. . u t  J u s t  in  t h e  m id s t  o f  t h e  fire  tw o  d o g s  g o l  t o  f i g h t in g ,  a n d  
i . . - . l ia d  to  p a r t  t h e m  w i th  w a te r .  M y  t e a c h e r  s a id  l h a t  I  c o u ld  
sp-u b e t l e r  t h a n  I c o u ld  w r ite . [ h a v e  a  l i t t le  b r o th e r  w h o  is  v e r y  
s ilk  w itli t h e  l u n g  fc v e r , a n d  i s  v e r y  c ro s s . I h a v e  a  l i t t l e  f r ic n d  u>

t  ̂l=..mtC,h7 LeS.T¿rNC ° LAS ‘  & • ? " *

J .  S . o f ie r s  t h e  fo llo w m g  o r ig in a l  c o n u n d r u m :

p a ) ¡ o M ,e n h 2 m a ñ  £ 28\ ' * * m  1° ° ' h  p r o p ' d y  *  c o n s id e r e d  a s a  
.  I ‘i s .  B e c a u s e  i t  ’s  a  p u r c ly  in s id e  d e n t a l  a f la i r .

ih e ^ u m m m T ' T h f ,  ' í  ’  h c "  1 " a s  s , a y i n g  "> th e  c o t u i t r y  d u r in g  
v m .  a h ó m  <1 a  "  a n  “ S " * .  w h ic h  I  a m  n o w  g o i n g  t .,  te íi
w o í.M  h í í , e  S u n r ‘ f  m o r n " ! S  a  g c n t le m a n  a n d  I t h o u g h t  w e

a  , k c ' °  g o  0 ,1  a  l m l c  e x c u r s ió n .  S o  w e  g o t  in  t h e  s tc .a m .c a r s  
a n d  r o d é  a b o u t  t w e n t y  m ile s , a n d  th e n  g o t  o ff .  b  W h e n  w e  w e ? e  th e r e  
a  s h o r t  t im e  t h c  g c n t l e m a n  s a id  to  m e : •■ S u p p o s e  we g o  | « c k  in  a n 
e n g m e  . 1  c o n s e n t e d  a t  o n c e .  I t  w a s  e a s v  w o r k  t o a s k  t h e  e n g in e e r
x w e  m i g h t  ru le , a n d  th e n  g e t  o n .  S o  o f f  w e  w e n t  fu l!  s p é e d  í
í  m ñ g  t h f í I e U  m !nertC' . T ' " e  h ’ d | " °  “ T  a l t a c h e d .  a ' l d  n ll a lo n e , i  r u n g  t h e  b e l l ,  p u l lc d  t h c  w h is t le ,  a n d  s a t  o n  t h c  lo o k - o u t  S u d

m  'u  e  e n g m e e r  s a id  t h a t  a  t r a i ñ  w a s  d „ c  a t  L — ^, a n d  t h a t  w é  
w o u ld  h a v e  tu  g e t  th e r e  s o  a s  to  g e t  o n  t h c  s w i t c h  t r a c k  b e fo r e  the

í r w L Cn ^ r l v s h M e ' e , P U 1 ™  fu l l s t c a n l .  a n d  f l« "  a l " ‘>S HHe t h e  w in d . \\ a s  n e a r ly  s h a k e n  to  p i e c e s ,  t h c  c n g i n e j a r r e d  s o .
H o w  m a n y  m in u t e s  h a v e  w e  g o t  t o  g e t  th e r e  if”  I a s k e d .
A b o u t  n v e ,  t h e  e n g in e e r  re p lie d . 

! . H j ^ n ^ , ^ | ° ^ d0 u t t h e w i n d o w a n d  .sa w  a  t r a in  a h e a d  o f  u s .

,n  I i e L °  m  a "  s ,c a m ’  S u d d e n l>’ « M io n  e a m e
WSJ ' a a  r o u n d «d1 t b e  c u r v e  j u s t  a s  t h e  t r a in  c a n t e  u p.

c  r e s t  °,f  í b c  w a y  ,n  s a f c | y .  a " d ,  a f t e r  t h a n k i n g  th c  
h í e w  ,m r’  " I t  l¡“ u r n e d  h o m c  a  w e e k  a f le r w a r d  t h a t  v e r y  e n g in c  

u p ’  a n d  t h c  e " 8 ' " c c r  w a s  k i lle d .  L e l a n d  C o L b y

P k a r  S t .  N , c h o l a s :  I  a m  a  l i t t l e ^ í d e ^ ' y ^ m d S ^ ' n d  
.  N , c h o , ¿ I s  -M a S M Ín e  w i th  m u c h  p le á s u r c .  

I su oscriD cd  t o  I t  fo r  tw o  y e a r s .  S in c e  1 c a r n e  to  G c r m a n y  I  h a v e

fc n 'iin e  n f n n f h s 3  d °  , r "  ‘h c 0 "c rm ? n  l a n g u a g e .  I h a v e  b e e n  h e r e  
for m e  m o n t li s ,  a n d  c a n  r e a d  a n d  w m e  q u i te  m c c ly . E v e r y  d a v  fo r
mu I !í,a "  f , °  G e r m á n  s t o r y : t h e y  a m u s e  m e  v e r y
«  Í Í lÍ . i " U g P ' h a p s  s o m c  o f  y o u r  b o y  a n d  g i r l  r e a d e r s  

l lk e  t í te m  to o . 1 e n d o s e  o n e  t h a t  I  t r a n s l a te d  t o - d a y :

“  T H E  PII.GRIM .

" I n a  m a g n i f ic e n t  c a s t l e  o n  t h e  R h in e ,  m a n y  y e a r s  a g o ,  th e re

t a  • lu í , h  Íg í '  r ,  ?P? " ‘ S lu c h  m o n e y  * "  O fu cr t o  a d o r n  h is  a - . b u t  h e  d id  v e r y  h u l e  fo r  t h e  p o o r . O n e  d a y  th e r e  c a rn e  a  p o o r

■' ■ £  158 "  a  ' " g h t ’s  lo d S " '8 -  T h e  k n ig h l  l ia u g lu i lv1,1 <1 h im  a w a y ,  s a y i n g :  h  •
I h i s  c a s t l e  i s  110  i n n . ’

1 « i í l 'g T o n n i y  w a y '’ ' "  ^  qUeS' Í0 " S' '  “ “  ,h °  p i l g r i ' " ’ ‘ *h =»
‘ : g r a n t  y o u r  r e q u e s t , '  r e p lie d  t h e  k n ig h t .

h o  h v e d  i n  t h i s  c a s t l e  b e f o r e  y o u  d i d  T ’  a s k e d  t h e  p i l g r i m  
-‘ Iy  f a t h e r ,  a n s w e r e d  t h e  k n i g h t .

' «- h o  d w e lt  h e r e  b e f o re  y o u r  f a th e r ? ’
- 'ly  g r a n d f a th c r . ’

' A nd w h o  w ill l iv e  h e r e  w h e n  y o u  h a v e  p a s s e d  a w a y ? *  
y  s o n , i f  G o d  p e r m i t s . ’

lime ' i h e  d l°  p ÍI,g r i í " ’L ' i f  C ach  o n e  l iv c d  h « c  o n ly  fo r  a  c e r ta in  
I ™ ;„ ™  lc a s l lc  l s  " ) d e e d  b ' "  a "  »'■> Ol- t e m p o r a r y  s to p p in g - p la c e .  

u  i c a d v i s e  y o u  i n  t h e  f u tu r e  n o t  10 s p e n d  s o  m u c h  m o n e y  in  
• - u n g  a  p l a c e  w h ic h  y o u  o c c u p y  f o r  s u c h  a  s h o r t  t im e ;  r a t h e r d o  

t e v c m ’ P° ° r ’ y ° "  m a y  ' ;n’i” y  a n  evCTlas“ " S  a b o d e  in

1 h e  k n i g h l  t o o k  th e s e  fe w  s im p le  w o r d s  t o  h e a r t .  H e  g a v e  th c

E m m a  R .  s e n t  t h c  fo l lo w m g  a n s w e r  l o  t h e  c h a r a d e  i n  o u r  A p r it  
n u m b e r :  y

N o  w e a r ie d  p i lg r im  s c e k s  a  s h r in e ,
W i th o u t  m y  l i r s t  b e g in s  h i s  p r a y e r :  

iNo r ic h  m a n  e v e r  to o k  h i s  c a s e ,
W i th o u t  m y  s e c o n d  e n d s  h i s  ca ro .

N o  s u n  b y  d a y ,  n o  n to o n  b y  n ig h t ,
T h e i r  g lo w in g  w a r m lh  a n d  l i g h t  a f fo rd  

W i th o u t  m y  th i r d  ! A n d  s o ,  ’t  is  t r u e ,
M y  w h o le  i s  m ig h t i e r  i h a n  th c  sw o rd .

,  , ,  W e im a r ,  M a tc h  2 8 th , 1876.
1 w o n d e r  h o w  m a n y  o f  t h c  y o i t th f u l  r e a d e r s  o f  t h e  S t . N i c h o l a s  

h a v e  h e a r d  a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  " Q u e e n  L o u is a ,  o f  P r u s s i a . "  W h T y o u

, r  n m 'n , í  r o í í , ,ll:i í g  S" í  '  “ T '1 P r c Pa r a u o „ s  fo r  t h e  c e le b r a d o .? o f  
i r c e n  te m í  la!, w e  l l a v e  b e e n  e n jo y in g  a  l i l t l e  c e n te n n ia l  w i th  

t h c  G e rm jin s  in  m e m o r y  o f  th e i r  b e lo v c d  Q u e e n  L o u is a  I f  s h e  In r i

v e a r s  ü ld  l r í l h - r h  ^  ^  ^  ° " e  h u n d m d
í . f o í u r í ;  ‘ " H e r l n i  t h e r e  i s  a  g r e a t  d e a l  10 re n iin d  o n e  o f  h e r  b e a u -  
if1 1 life , a n d  ih e  g o o d  s h e  a c c o m p lis h c d , a n d  t h e  p a p e r s  a r e  fu ll o f  

h u l e  i n t e r e s t in g  in c id c n ts  c o n n e c te d  w ith  h e r  , -s to r ie s  o f  h e r  c h i ld -  
h o o d , a n d ,  w h a t  to u c h e s  a  v e r y  te n d e r  e h u r d  in  t h e  G e r m á n  h c - ir t 
t h e  d e e p  lo v e  s h e  c h c n s h e d  fo r  h e r  E a th e r la n d .  T h e  w ln n in g  lov -

íienrac' íild ióCrr  arc Sp“" " lth a pcculiar pa,l"«' aadev e r>  c h i ld  in  G e r m a n y  c a n  b u t  a d m i r e  a n d  r e s p e c t  h e r  m e m o rv  
S h e  iv a s  q u e e n  d u r i n g  a  p e n o d  o f  p e c u l ia r  t r i a l .  W h e n  l h a t  a m f i -  
t io u s  c o n q u e ro ,-  "  T h e  E m p e r o r o f  . l í e  E r e n c h ,"  w a s  m a k in g  G e r ^ n v  
s o  m u c h  t ro u b le ,  L o u is a  t r e m b le d  fu r  t h e  s a f e ty  o f  h e r  c o u n t r y ,  a n d  
s o  S t r o n g  w e r e  h e r  s y m u a th i c s  l h a t  s h e  1101 o n l y  fc l t  t h e  t r i á i s  a n d  
p e r p le x t t t c s  o f  h e r  h u s b a n d ,  K in g  F re d e r ic k  W il l ia m  I I I .  b u t  t h e  

ÍÍ.»SS °  , e r .b c l".v c d  P ?r*P'e. O n c e ,  n o t  f a r  fro m  W e im a r ,  s h e  
m e t  t h e  p r o u d  v i c to n o u s  N a p o le ó n ,  a n d  t r ie d  t o  t u r n  h im  fro m  h is  

? Cr h 0’1,".1' ' !  ' “ v e l in e s s  a n d  d i g n i ty  im p r e s s e d  h im  d e e p ly .  
H e  n e v e r  fo rg o t th is  in te r v ie w ,  a n d  a c k n o w le d g e d  t h a t  h i s t r e a t y  w i th
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T H E  L E T T E R  - B O X . [ A u g u s t ,

t h e  G e r m a n s  w a s  m u c h  m o re  f a v o ra b le  th a n  i t  o th e r w is c  w o u ld  h a v e

A n o th e r  r e a s o n  w h y  th e  ñ a m e  o f  L o u i s a  is  s o  h o n o r e d  b y  th e  G o r­
m a n  n a t io n  is ,  b e c a u s e  h e r  s o n ,  t h e  p r e s e n t  E m p c r o r  (w h o  h a s  ju s t  
c e le b r a te d  h is  c ig h t i e th  b i r t h d a y ) ,  h a s  a c c o m p l i s h e d  s o  m u c h  fo r  th e  
G e rm a n s .  H e  h a s  w o n  a n d  r e ta in s  t h e  h e a r t s  o f  h i s  p e o p le ,  a n d  th e  
g e r m s  o f  h is  s u c c e s s  a n d  p a tr io t is m  w e r e  im p la n tc d  b y  th e  g e n t le ,  
lo v e ly  m o th e r ,  w h o  d ie d  w h e n  h e  w a s  s till  y o u n g .

H e r  life  is  w e ll w o r th  s tu d y in g ,  fo r , a s id e  f ro m  h e r  h a v i n g  b e e n  a  
n o b le  a n d  h ig h - m in d e d  q u e e n ,  s h e  w a s  a  t r u c  a n d  fa ith fu l d a u g h te r  
to  h e r  a f f l ic te d  f a th e r ;  a  m o s t  d e v o te d  w ife  a n d  t e n d e r  m o th e r ,  a n d  
o n e  o f  t h e  m o s t  in t e r e s t i n g  a n d  lo v e ly  c h a r a c t c r s  t h a t  h i s to r y  h a s  on  
re c o rd .  T h o s c  w h o  h a v e  v is i te d  t h a t  w o n d e rfu l  p i e c e  o f  a r t  e r e c te d  
to  h e r  m e m o r y — th e  M a u s o le u in  a t  C h a r lo t t e n b u r g — m  th e  g a r d e n  
o f  t h a t  p a la c c  w h ic h  s h e  s o  d e a r ly  lo v e d . m u s t  e v e r  re m a n í  u n p re s s e d  
w ith  t h a t  m a g ic a l  p ie c e  o f  m a rb lc ,  w h ic h  b u t  f a in t ly  s u g g e s t s  h e r 
e x q u is i te  lo v c lin e s s . . . .  ,

J e a n  P a u l  w r o te  o f  h e r  t h a t  f a tc  h a d  d e s t in e d  h e r  t o  w e a r  th e  
f lo w e r  w r e a th  o f  b e a u ty ,  t h e  m y r t lc  w r e a th  o f  h o n o r , t h e  c r o w n  o f  a  
k i n g ,  t l ie  la u re l  a n d  o a k - w r c a th s  o f  f a th e r la n d ’s  lo v e , a n d  a  c r o w n  o f  
th o r n s .  T h e r e  s t il l  a w a i te d  h e r  t h e  c r o w n  o f  g lo r y  w h ic h  th e  G o d  
o f  t h e  C h r i s t i a n  re s e rv e s  fo r  th o s e  w h o  lo v e  H im .

T h e  ñ a m e  o f  Q u e e n  L o u i s a  o f  P r u s s i a  h a s  b e c o m e  a  n a t io n a l  
s y m b o l,  h e r  m e m o r y  a  l e g a c v , a n d  h e r  to m b  a  s h r in e  o f  p a t a o t i c  
p i lg r im a g e .  '  L . M .  P .

W h o  c a n  t e ll  a  c o r r e s p o n d e n t ,  J .  H . ,  w h y  s a l t  is  u s e d  in  f r e e z in g  

ic c - c r e a m  ?

M a d i s o n ,  W is .
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  C a n  y o u  t e ll  m e  w h o  i s  t h e  a u t h o r  o f  th e s e

44 F o r  r i g h t  i s  r ig h t ,  s in c e  G o d  is  G o d ,
A n d  r i g h t  t h e  d a y  m u s t  w i n ;

T o  d o u b t ,  w o u ld  b e  d i s l o y a l t y —
T o  fa lt e r , w o u ld  b e  s i n . "

Y o u r s  t r u ly ,  H .  M . 

T h e  a b o v e  l in e s  fo r m  t h e  la s t  s t a n z a  o f  t h c p o e m  44 T h e  R i g h t  M u s t  

W i n , ”  w r i t t e n  b y  F r e d e r ic  W i l l i a m  F a b e r .

P>ath, M a in e .
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  I  a m  a  l i t t l e  g i r l ,  t e n  y e a r s  o íd . 1 l ik e  th e  

S t .  N i c h o l a s  v e r y  m u c h .  1 h a v e  tw o  s i s te r s  o ld e r  th a n  1, a n d  a  
l i t t le  b r o th e r  y o u n g e r .  H e  is  re a l  c u n n in g  ; h e  is  n o t  o íd  e n o u g h  to  
r e a d  th e  S t .  N i c h o l a s ,  b u t  h e  l ik e s  t o  lo o k  a t  t h e  p ic tu re s .  M y  
p a p a  i s  w r i t i n g  a  b o o k  a b o u t  t h e  D o u g la s  fa m ily , a n d  w ill h a v e  i t  
p r in t e d  so o n . H e  l ik e s  t h e  p ie c e  " A b o u t  H e r a l d r y , ”  in  t h e  M a y  
n u m b e r  o f  187^, v e r y  m u c h .  1 h a v e  h e a r d  h im  te l l  t h e  v e r s e  a b o u t  
t h e  B la c k  D o u g la s ,  b u t  n o t  t h e  s to r y  ; h e  is  g o in g  t o  h a v e  th e  v e r s e  
p r in t e d  in  h i s  b o o k . 1 lo v e  f lo w e rs  d e a r ly .  I  n a v e  a  g r e a t  m a n y  
g a r d e n s  in  t h e  s u m m e r ,  a n d  I  h a v e  q u i te  lo ts  o f  p l a n t s  n o w . I  h a v e  
t e n  b o u q u e t s  a t  a  t im e  s o m e tim e s  111 th e  s u m m e r . I w e n t  a  M a y -  
f lo w e r in g  th e  o t h e r  d a y ,  b u t  d id  n o t  g e t  m a n y  flo w e rs . I  w o u ld  lik e  
t o  h a v e  y o u  p u t  m y  n a in e  d o w n  a s  a  B ir d -d c f c n d e r ,  a l t h o u g h  I  n e v e r  
k i l lc d  a  b i rd  ñ o r  n e v e r  e x p e c t  to .— Y o u r s  t ru ly ,

A l i c e  M . D o u g l a s

W e  w o u ld  l ik e  to  a s k  a  q u e s t io n  o f  t h e  B ir d -d e f c n d e rs — n o t  t h a t  w c 
s u p p o s e  t h e  e le m e n t  o f  c r u e l ty  e n t e r s  in to  t h e  q u e s t io n ,  b u t  b e c a u s e ,  
a s  lo v e r s  o f  b i r d s ,  th e y  a r e  s u p p o s e d  to  k n o w , o r  to  b e  i n te r e s te d  in  
s e a r c h in g  o u t ,  m a n y  f a e ts  r e g a r d i n g  th e i r  h a b i ts .

I n  r e a d in g  a  d e s c r ip t io n  o f  t h e  s e a t  o f  a n  E n g l i s h  g e n t le m a n  
( E s h o l t  H a l l ,  Y o r k s h i r e ) ,  w e  n o t ic e d  th i s  r c m a r k  : 44 I n  t h e  w o o d , 
o p p o s i te  t o  t h e  h o u s e ,  a  s in g u la r  c i r c u m s ta n c e  in  n a tu r a l  h i s to r y  
o c c u r r e d  in  1821 ; t h r e e  y o u n g  w o o d c o c k s  o f  o n e  b ro o d  w e r e  b r o u g h t  
to  m a tu r i t y ,  a  fa c t  s e ld o m  i f  e v e r  a s c e r t a in e d .”

T h e  q u e s t io n  is  :  W h y  w a s  th i s  s o  s in g u la r  a  c i r c u m s ta n c e  ?

F o r t  A .  L in c o ln ,  M a y  i8 th ,  1876.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  1 w r ite  y o u  fro m  F o r t  L in c o ln ,  o n  th e  

w e s t  b a n k  o f  t h e  M is s o u r i  R iv e r ,  o p p o s i te  B is m a rk , t h e  t e r m in u s  o f 
t h e  X .  I*. R . R .  A n  e x p e d i t io n  h a s  b e e n  l i t t i n g  o u t  fro m  h e r e  to  g o  
in to  t h e  I n d i a n  c o u n t r y ,  a n d  d a y  b e fo re  y e s t e r d a y  th e y  b r o k e  c a m p  
a n d  s t a r t e d  o f f  a t  f iv e  o ’c lo c k  in  t h e  m o r n in g .  1 w ill te ll y o u  in  w h a t  
o r d e r  t h e y  m a r c h e d  p a s t  t h e  o f f ic c rs ' q u a r t e r s :

F ir s t  c a r n e  G e n e r a l  T e r r y ,  w h o  i s  iu  c o m m a n d  o f  t h e  e x p e d i t io n , 
a c c o m p a n ie d  b y  h i s  s ta f f . N c x t  c a r n e  a  b a n d  o f  fo r ty  A r ic k a r r e e  
s c o u ts ,  m o u n te d  o n  I n d ia n  p o n ic s ,  a n d  s in g in g  th e i r  h n r r id  w a r s o n g ,  
w h ic h  s o u n d e d  t o  m e  l ik e  “  y o w - y o w - w o w ! ”  T h e n  c a rn e  « h e  re g i-  
m e n ta l  b a n d ,  p l a y in g  t h e  “  G ir l  I le f t b e h in d  m e .”  F o llo w in g  th is  
c a r n e  t h e  s e v e n th  r e g im e n t  o f  c a v a l r y ,  a t  t h e  h e a d  o f  w h ic h  ro d é  
G e n e r a l  C u s tc r ,  a n d  b y  h i s  s id e  h i s  b e a u t if u l  w ife , w h o  w a s  t o a c c o m -  
p a n y  h im  to  t h e  f i r s t  c a m p .  N c x t  c a rn e  a  b a t t e r y  o f  G a t l in g  g u n s ,  
e a c h  d r a w n  b v  e ig h t  h o rs e s . L a s t  o f  a l l  c a m e  th r e e  c o m p a n ie s  o f  
i n f a n t r y ,  w h ic h  m a r c h e d  w ith  r e s o lu te  a n d  s t e a d y  t r e a d . T h e  e x p e ­

d it io n  w a s  a c c o m p a n ie d  b y  a  tr a in  o f  o n e  h u n d r e d  a n d  f i f t y  w a g o n s . 
I t  is  g o i n g  to  d r iv e  S i t t i n g  B u l l ,  a n d  h is  b a n d  o f  h o s t i le  S i o u x s ,  o  1 
t o  th e  r e s e r v a t io n .  I f  i t  a c c o m p l is h c s  a n y  t h in g  w o n d e r fu l ,  y o u  w id  
p r o b a b ly  r e a d  o f  i t  ¡11 t h e  n e w s p a p e r s .

F o r t  L i n c o ln  is  a  v e r y  l a r g e  P o s t ,  b u t  w e  c a n n o t  g o  o u t s id c  o f  it 
a lo n e  f o r  f e a r  o f  I n d ia n s .

A s  I f e a r  I  a m  t a k in g  t o o  m u c h  s p a c e ,  I  m u s t  s a y  g o o d - b y c .
M a r y  A .  M a n l e y .

D e a r  L i t t l e  S c h o o l m a ’ a m  : T h i s  is  a  t r u e  s to r y  I  a m  g o in g  :r> 
te l l  y o u  a b o u t .  W e  h a v e  a n  o íd  D o r k in g  r o o s te r  n a m e d  J a c k .  H e 
i s a  g r e a t  p e í ,  a n d ,  c o n s e q u e n t ly ,  th in k s  h e  is  lo rd  a n d  m a s te r  - f 
e v e ry  t h in g  a n d  e v e r y o u e .  W e ll, g r a n d m a m m a  h a s  a  b ro o d  o f  fii.c 
y o u n g  tu r k e y s .  O n e  d a y  th e i r  m o th e r  d i e d ,  a n d  g r a n d m a m m a  was 
v e r y  m u c h  b o th e r e d  a b o u t  th e m . W h a t  w a s  h e r  s u r p n s e  to  see , 
she" w a s  w a lk in g  o u t  o n  th e  te r r a c c  o n e  d a y ,  o íd  J a c k  w i th  t h e  w h  le 
b ro o d  n e s t l i n g  u n d e r  h i s  w in g s .  S h e  c a l lc d  u s  a l l ,  a n d  w e  w e r e  » 
a s to n is h e d  ! I  th in k  i t  w a s  v e r y  fu n n y . D e a r  L i t t l e  S c h o o lm a 'a m , 
w h a t  d o  y o u  th in k ? * —Y o u r  l o v in g  A m a l i e .

M u n if o r d ,  N .  Y .
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  I n  m y  M a y  n u m b e r  o f  S t .  N i c h o l a s  

1 f in d  a  n o t ic e  o f  a  c h u r c h  in  M u m fo rd , N a p a  C o u n ty ,  C alifo rn ia , 
w h ic h  is  b u i l t  o f  p e tr i f ie d  w o o d . W e  h a v e  in  o u r  o w n  v i l la g c  f 
M u m fo rd , M o n r o e  C o .,  N e w  Y o r k , a  P r e s b y te r ia n  c h u r c h  w h ic h  is 
b u i l t  o f  a  s to n e  v e r y  s im i la r  to  t h a t  y o u  d e s c r ib e .  T h e  w a lls  and 
to w c r  a r e  n o w  c o m p le te ,  a n d  w e  h o p e  th e  c h u r c h  w ill b e  fin ish e d  '.he 
c o r n in g  s e a s o n .  T h i s  s to n e  w a s  ta k e n  f ro m  a  q u a r r v  n e a r  t h e  v illa  :c, 
a n d  c o n ta in s  a  g r e a t  m a n y  p e tr i f ie d  w illo w  le a v e s ,  tw ig s  o f  c e .  r, 
m o s s e s ,  e tc .  S o n ic  e x c e l le n t  s p c c im c n s  h a v e  b e e n  s e n t  t o  t h e  t  n- 
te n n ia l  E x h ib i t io n .  T h e y  a r e  a r r a n g e d  in  a  g l a s s  c a s e ,  a n d  v  ith 
th e m  a r e  s o m e  o f  t h e  f e r n s  a n d  c e d a r s  w h ic h  g r o w  in  a  s w a m p  near 
th e  q u a r r y .  T h e s e  p e t r i f ic a t io n s  a r e ,  o f  c o u r s e ,  v e r y  c u r io u s  a n d  be .11 
t i f u l ;  t h e  c h u r c h  is  v is i te d  b y  a  g r e a t  m a n y  p e o p le  fro m  a l l  p a r t -  í  
t h e  c o u n t r y .— Y o u r s  v e r y  r c s p e c tfu l ly ,  E t h a n  A l l e n

T h e  a n s w c r  t o  t h e  F r e n c h  r id d le  in  o u r  J u l y  n u m b e r  i s  a s  fo llo w s:

D i x  m o is  s i x  t u  m 'a im e .  ( T e n  m o n t h s ,  s i x  44t u ” s  l n v c  me.» 
A  d e le :  D is - m o i  s i  tu  m 'a im e . ( A d e l e : T e l l  m e  i f  th o u  lo v e s t  me.)

D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s :  S e e i n g  O .  G .  S a m p s o n ’ s  q u e s t io n s  111 the 
M a y  n u m b e r  o f  y o u r  M o n t h ly  r c s p c c t in g  t h e  “  M a r r i a g e  o f  th e  Ad 
r i a t i c , "  I  s e n d  t h e  f o l lo w i n g  a c c o u n t  o f  i t s  o r ig in ,  e t c .  "  I n  t h e  year 
1 1 7 3 ,  P o p e  A l e x a n d e r  I I I .  w a s  s o  p e r s e c u ie d  b y  O t h o ,  s o n  o f  F re  11c 
B a r b a r o s s a ,  ih a t  h e  f le d  fo r  s a f e t y  to  V e n i c e ,  a n d ,  e n t e r in g  t h e  i:.on- 
a s t e r y  o f  S t .  C h a r i t i c ,  l iv e d  fo r  a  l o n g  l im e  i n  s c c r e t  a n d  u n kim w n . 
W h e n  t h e  V c n c t ia n s  d is c o v e r e d  w h o  h e  w a s ,  t h e y  n o t  o n ly  treaed  
h im  w i t h  g r e a t  r c s p e c t ,  b u t  p l a c e d  t h e ir  a r m y  a n d  n a v y  a t  h is  s e r  ice. 
In  a  n a v a l  b a t t le ,  O t h o  w a s  t a k e n  p r is o n c r , a n d  p r e s e n t e d  b y  the 
V e n e t i a n s  a s  a  v a s s a l  to  t h e  P o p e ,  b y  S c b a s t ia n u s  Z i a n u s ,  com m an d e: 
o f  t h e  fle e t . A l e x a n d e r  im m c d i a t c ly  t o o k  a  r in g  o f f  h is  f in g e r . ;.:¡d, 
g i v i n g  i t  t o  t h e  c o m m a n d e r ,  to ld  h im  t h a t  a s  l o n g  a s  h e  k e p t  that 
r in g  h e  s h o u ld  b e  lo r d  a n d  h u s b a n d  o f  t h e  o c e a n ,  a n d  t h a t  h e  a n d  his 
p o s t e r i t y ,  o n  t h e  a n n iv e r s a r y  o f  t h e  v i c t o r y ,  m u s t  e s p o u s c  th e  sea. 

T h e r e f o r c ,  i n  m e m o r y ,  o f  t h i s  g r a n t ,  t h e  c u s t o m  o f  t h r o w i n g  a  fine 
w a s  a n n u a l ly  o b s e r v e d .  A  s p le n d id  b a r g e  w a s  b u i lt  c a l l c d  t h e  Br.ccn- 
t a u r ,  a n d  in  t h is  m a g n if ic e n t  s h i p  t h e  d o g e ,  a t t e n d e d  b y  a  ihou-am i 
g ó n d o la s  a n d  b a r g e s ,  s a i le d  to  a  p la c e  in  t h e  A d r i a t i c  c a l íe d  t h e  A  pos- 
t ic  G a t e s ,  s i t u a t e d  a t  t h e  e n  t r a n c e  o f  t h e  g u l f  T h e  p a t r ia r c h  who 
w e n t  w i t h  h im  p o u r e d  h o l y  w a t e r  in t o  t h e  s e a ,  a n d  t h e  d o g e  then 
d r o p p c d  a  r in g  o f  g r e a t  v a lu é ,  r e p e a t in g  t h e s e  w o r d s :  4 W e  esp-rnse 
t h e e ,  O  s e a ,  in  t o k e n  o f  r e a l  a n d  p e r p e t u a l  d o m in ió n  o v e r  t h c c . ’

I  h o p e  t h is  a c c o u n t  w i l l  b e  s a t i s f a c t o r y .  G .  B .  K.

L i z z i e  M . I ) ,  s e n d s  u s  t h e  fo llo w in g

44 E P I C  I N  A  N t 'T S H E L L .”

1 ’m  g o in g  to  w r ite  a n  e p ie ,— h o ! a n d  th i s  i s  t h e  f irs t  l i n c :
T h e  s e c o n d  th i s ,  a n d  p ic a s e  o b s e r v e  h o w  s t r o n g  i t  is ,  a n d  fine 
A n d  th i s  t h e  t h i r c l : A  k i n g  i s  b o r n  ; iie  lo v e s ,  h e  f ig h ts ,  h e  cli« > 
S o , e r e  t h e  fo u r th ,  t h e  w h o le  is  to ld , o r  e ls e  t h e  w r i t e r  lies.

S a c r a m e n t o  C ity .

D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s :  I  h a v e  b e e n  m a k i n g  y o u r  H o l id a y  Mar- 
b o r ,  p u b li s h e d  in  y o u r  m a g a z i n e  in  t h e  D e c e m b c r  n u m b e r  o f  1 8 7 4 .

I  u s e d  in s t e a d  o f  c a r d - b o a r d  t h e  w o o d  o f  a  s t r a w b e r r y  b o x ,  an d  1 
f in d  it  a n s w c r s  t h e  p u r p o s e ,  i f  a n y t h i n g ,  b e t t e r  t h a n  c a r d - b o a n ..-  
p r o v id e d  y o u  h a v e  a  s h a r p  k n i fe ,— fo r t h is  r e a s o n , it  i s  v e r y  hard »  
c u t  c a r d - b o a r d ,  a n d  w h e n  y o u  d o  c u t  i t ,  i t  is  v e r y  h a r d  to  c u t  even lv: 
b u t  w i t h  s t r a w b e r r y - b o x  w o o d  a n d  a  r u le r ,  y o u  c a n  c u t  v e r y  casdv- 
W i l l  s o m e  o f  t h e  r e a d e r s  o f  S t . N i c h o l a s ,  t h a t  h a v e  a lr e a d y  >nn<* 
t h e  H o l id a y  H a r b n r  o u t  o f  c a r d - b o a r d ,  t r y  s t r a w b e r r y  b o x e s ,  and 1 
t h in k  t h e y  w i l l  l ik e  it  b e t t e r  t h a n  c a r d - b o a r d ,  fo r  t h e  r e a s o n  already 
m e n t io n e d .— R c s p e c t f u l ly  v o u r s ,

A  C o n s t a n t  R e a d e r  o f  S t . N i c h o l a s .

Ayuntamiento de Madrid
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CIONCEALEI» D O U B L E  A 0 K 0 8 T I C .
I  h e  p r im á is  a n d  f m a l s  ñ a m e  t w o  s u m m e r  a m u s e m e n t s — o n e  f o r  

g i r l s  a n d  o n e  f o r  b o y s .

1 .  M a r c o  b o u g h t  t h e  fa rm  c h e a p .  2. I  w a s  ¡11 R o m e  o n  E a s t c r  
S n n d a y .  3  I s a w  s o m e  g a y  d r e s s e s  a t  t h e  C a r n i v a l .  4 . I  e x p e c t  to  
v is i t  Q u i t o  t h is  y e a r .  5 . A  t o u r  ¡n  I t a l y  ¡s  p le a s a n t . 6. H a v e  y o u  
b e e n  n c a r  N a p l e s  ?  7 . W h a t  a  g r a n d  c a t h e d r a l  h a s  b e e n  b u i lt  in  
N e w  V o r k !

W o r d s  h a v i n g  t h e  fo l lo w i n g  s ig n i f ic a t io n s  a r e  c o n c c a le d  in  th e  
a b o y e :  1 . A  p o n y  2. A  S h a k s p e a n a n  c h a r a c t e r .  3. T h e  la s t . 4. 
l o  l e a v e .  5 . A  l í i b l e  ñ a m e . 6. T o  g a i n  b y  la b o r . 7 . A n  a p p e n c l-

agC >  C Y R I L  D E A N E .

S Q l ' A K K - U O K P .

M v  firs t, w h e n  s h o t ,  is  n e v e r  h u r t ,
E ’e n  th o u g h  i t s  f c a th e r s  f l y ;

M y  n e x t  w e  d o  w h e n  p lu c k in g  f ru it  
I - ro m  b r a n c h e s  h a n g i n g  h i g h ;

M y  th i rd  w c  l ik e  t h e  f r u i t  t o  be 
I f  i t  is  f a i r  a n d  s o u n d ;

M y  fo u r th ,  a  c l a y  w h ic h  p a in t e r s  u s e ,
O f  d if le r e n t  c o lo rs  fo u n d  ;

M y  f if th , a  q u e s t i o n  y o u  w o u ld  a s k  
l f  s e a r c h in g  s o m e th in g  w e r e  y o u r  ta s k .  j .  p. b .

IN C U M P L E T E  S E N T E N C E S .

F i u .  t h e  fin »  b l a n k  w i th  a  c e r t a in  w o r d , a n d  th e  s e c o n d  w ith  th e  
•sime w o r d  b e h e a d e d .

1. M y  s i s t e r  w e n t  t o  s e e  t h e  . 2. T h e  ------- o f  t h e _____
w a s  s ix p e n c c  p e r  p o u n d ,  3 . F a t h e r  t h e  w a g ó n  la s t  w e e k .
4 I n  t h e  c e r n e r  o f  t h e   c r o s s  w a s  a  l a r g e  -------. 5. T h e  ____
c n te re d  th e  c a r n a g e  a n d  to o k  a ------. 6. S h e  w e n t  t o  t h e ______ b u t
w a s  m * --------to  r e m a m  th e r e  lo n g . 7 .  c a n  h e  b e  ? H e  s u r e ly  is
;>01 • h .  c .

M E T A G R A M .

I  S1GNIFV to  d r e s s  b y  h e a t ;
B u t c h a n g e  m y  h c a d ,  I  'in  g o o d  t o  e a t.
I f  c h a n g c d  a g a i n ,  I  a m  a  fish,
W h ic h ,  c o o k e d , y o u  ’ll fin d  a  p l e a s a n t  d ish .
A n o th e r  h c a d ,  i f  y o u  s h o u ld  p ic a se ,
T h e  l a s t  c o u ld  s w im  in  m e  w ith  c a se .
T h e n ,  i f  y o u  c h a n g e  m y  h e a d  a g a in ,  ,
I  m e a n  to  c a u s e  o r  to  c o n s tra in .
C h a n g e  i t  a g a in ,  a n d  y o u  w ill fin d  
A n  im p lc m e n t  o f  u s e fu l  k in d .
O n c e  m o re ,  a n d  I  ’m  o n  y o u r  a c c o u n t .
A g a in ,  m y  m e a n in g s  w ill a m o u n t  
T o  h a l f  a  d i c t i o n a r y  p a g e ;
T o  l e a r n  t h e m  w i l l  r c q u i r e  a n  a g e .  l .  w .  h .

A L I T T L E  S T O K Y ,
C o n ta m in a  ‘2 5  H id d e n  C ilie s  o f  t l ie  U n ite d  S ta te s .

It  w a s  in  A u g u s t ,  a  h a lf - c c n tu r y  a g o ,  t h a t  I o ffe re d  fo r  s a l e  m v  
farm , p r e p a r a to r y  t o  g o in g  W e s t  in  t h e  fa ll. R iv c r s  w e r e  n o t  th e n  
ira v e rse d  b v  s te a m e r s ,  ñ o r  t h e  la n d  b y  ra il - c a r s ,  s o  t h a t  n e i t h e r  th e  
. 1 n o r  fo lk s  w h o  w e r e  p o o r  c o u ld  t r a v e l  r a p id ly ,  a s  n o w . I  w a s  to
■ a c c o m p a m c d  o n ly  b y  m y  w ife , E l la ,  a n d  m y  d o g , P o n to .  I  n Ur- 
c is e d  a  c h a r t  fo r  d ire c tio n .

O n  a  S a tu r d a y  I  s a id  t o  m y  w ife , “  W e  wiU d o  o u r  la s t  w a s h in g  to- 
m .*hi, a n d  s t a r t  M o n d a y .  W e  w ill t a k e  o n l y  s u c h  t h i n g s  a s  a r e  n e w  •
■ m ;c  n o  u s e lc s s  a r r ic ie s  to  c n c u m b c r  u s .  W e  s h a l l  d o  v e r y  w e ll n o w

• ! ' "  h l ' lcj  a n d  p c h a p s  s o m e r im e  b e  r ic l i .”  M o n d a y  w e  s ta r te d ,  
« a t  I o r n o  Ic-d o f f  fo r  w e c k s  t h r o u g h  th e  f o r e s t ,  h u t  o u r  p r o g r e s s  w a s  
Slow. h i l a  r o d é  u p o n  h o r s e b a c k  a s  w e ll  a s  m y sc lf . U n e  d a y  m v  

; rse , in  a t t c m p t t n g  t o  d r i n k ,  s t e p p c d  u p o n  a  l i t t le  r o c k , s tu m b le d , 
t " L  nCT l y  , " U 0  ‘J  U b r0 ,° k ;  e y e s  " 'e r e  w a tc h in g ,  u n k n o w n
le  u s , a n d  h a d  1 n o t  fa lle n  I  s h o u ld  h a v e  b e e n  p ie r c e d  b y  a n  a r ro w  

■ iclt s t r u c k  a  t r e e  j u s t  a b o v e  m y  h e a d  w i th  a  d u l l  b a ñ e ,  o r  t h u d  
u n u n g  q u ic k ly ,  I d is c o v e r c d  a n  l u d í a n  d i s a p p e a r in g  in  t h e  b u s h e s :  

o u  a  s in g le  s h o t  f ro m  m y  p ts to l  g a v e  t h a t  I n d i a n  a  p o l is l t  w h ic h  re n -  
: l ' . '" Me|c c « : ,ry  a " y  a to r e  p a in t in g  o n  h is  p a r t .  H e  c o u ld  n o t  

A  ,  ,i  P  S  a  r e h u f f .a lo n e  t h o u g h  h e  w a s :  h u t  n o t  t ill  I  p o n - 
m y  n a ™ 'v  e s c a p e  d id  I b e g in  t o  g e t  m a d .  I ,  s o  n c a r  m y  

■mitre h u m e , to  b e  s o  a t t a c k c d !  I t  s h o w e d  a  ,K ior p r o s p e c t  u f  t h e  
o f  a  l ,0 T  ? “  ™ r a l  . E t g h t  d a y s  m o re , a n d  w e  s h o u ld  h e  a t  

J 'iu r n e y  s  e n d ,  il n o  a c c id e n t  h a p p o n c d .

a rm e d  1 e X t ‘' “ V ' 0  " T  ' t0 PP=d  b >' a  ■“ ''g e  p a r ty  o f  l a d i n a s
a  , h l  '  b c 'v s .an<l 'o m a h a w k s ,  w h o  s u r r o u n d e d  u s  l ik e  a  m o b . I

m e ,n  d o  a s  t h e y  c h o so , f o r  r c s is t a n c e  w a s  u s e le s s ,  a n d  w e  w e re

a c u í r d  w h h T Í S f  ‘ L l 'Ck,¡' í  ■ " s '  o n e  n iS h l  w c  w c r e  lc f l " ¡ ‘h o u t  a  g u a r d ,  w h i le  t h e y  w e r e  c e le b r a tm g  s o m e  g r e a t  e v e a t -  a n d  in  t h e
o f f in  s í f e tv 0 ' 1!  n a "  rOCCa,SÍOncd h y  th e i r  w h o o p s  a n d  h a lló o s ,’ w e  g o t  
o u r  “  J  f e w  d a v s ,  b u t  a f te r  m a n y  p r iv a t io n s ,  w e  r e a c h e d
o e r o u í  n  f  i P  l d  n ? ,h l" 8 .  a n d  <VC w e r e  s o o n  p ro s -
w h k h  I ¿  p ro l ,r ,c  : lcv c l a n d  f m i l c  " a s  t h e  la n d

H o n llre H  r  ’ * ?  L ® "1 n n 'v  r c a P m ?  lh e  b c n e f i ts  o f  m y  to il. 
h , , " * í s  o f  a c r e s  o f  w h e a t ,  c o r a ,  a n d  f a r m e r 's  s tu ff . r a n k  fo r  th e  
H a rv e s t, c a n  I  n o w  c a li  m y  o w n .

t e  ¡™ r e  ? "  e-very s id e  w h e n  m y  life  w a s  i n  i t s  s p r m g ;
I ic ld s  o f w a v i n g  g r a tn  a n d  p r o d u c e  n o w  to  m e  th e i r  t r e a s u r e s  b r in g .

C A R D E .

l'JHARADE.
M y  f ir s t  i s  l i t t le  h u t  m i g h t y :

M y  n e x t  i s  m y s e l f  n r  a  p a r t :
M y  th ir d  y o u  m a y  p i t c h  a t  y o u r  p l c a s u r e :

M y  w h o l e  y o u  m a y  b e  in  y o u r  h e a r t .  i.. w .  h .

D O U IÍLE DIAMOND P U Z Z L E .

A c r o s s  :  I .  A  c o n s o n a n ! .  2 . A  p e r s o n a l  p r o n o u n . 3 . A  b ir d . 4 . 
1 h e  fo u n d e r  o f  a n  a n c i e n t  c u y .  5 . T o  b e s ie g e  o r  a t t a c k  6 . A  c o lo r . 

7 . c o n s o n a n t .

P ,w d e é N :  A  “ '« o n a n t  2  T o  p lu n d e r .  3 . A n  a n c i e m  p o e t . 4 .
, . ' r"  ti n L5; , ,  a n g r y -  6 . A  s m a ll  p i e c e  o f  ir o n  u s e d  in  m a c h in c r y  
to  fa s t e n  b o lts . 7 .  A  c o n s o n a n t  i v a n h o e .

DIAGONAL P U Z Z L E .

M v  f ir s t  a  p la n t ,  w i t h  p o d s  w h ic h  h o ld  
\\ c a l t h  t h a t  is  q m c k ly  t u r n e d  to  g o l d  ; 
l  h e  v a l u é  o f  m y  n e x t ,  ’ t i s  fo u n d ,
L i e s  in  t h e  p a r t  b e n e a t h  t h e  g r o u n d  ;
M y  t h ir d  a  tr e e — o f  it  w e  p r iz e  
' l h e  n u t ,  a n d  t h a t  w h ic h  r o u n d  it  l i e s ;
M y  fo u r t h  h a s .w e a l t h  in  w o o d  a n d  fr u it ,
M y  fi fth  h a s  v a l u é  in  i t s  r o o t :
I f  m o n e y  f r o m  m y  s ix t h  b e  g a i n e d ,
F r o m  e v e r y  p a r t  ’ t  w i ll  b e  o b ta in e d .

D o w n w a r d , .  fro m  le ft to  r i g h t — y o u ’ ll  fin d  
A n  a c i d  fr u it  w i t h  a c r id  r in d .

D O U B L E  A C B O ST IC .

J .  P. D.

T h e  in it ia ls  a n d  fin á is  ñ a m e  t w o  c h a r a c t e r s  in  S i r  W a l t e r  S c o t t ’s  

’  *  Cc m m uln ic a le 1- o r  m a k e  k n o w ”  2. T h e  ñ a m e  o f  a  
r  c í  \  .3- S o m e t h i n g  t h a t  w c  c o u ld  n o t  l iv e  w i t h o u t .  4 . O n e

o f  S h a k s p e n r e  s  c h a r a c t e r s .  5  O n e  o f  t h e  W e s t  I n d ie s .  6 . A  m ix -  
tu r e  o r  m e d le y . 7 . A  f l a g  o r  b a n n e r . i s o l a .

N U JIE IU C A L  EN IG M A.

T h i s  e n ig m a  i s  c o m p o s e d  o f  s ix t e e n  le t t e r s .  T h e  4 ,  6 , s ,  7 ,  o i s  
w h a t  a  y o u n g  l a d y  i s  v e r y  H a b le  to  b c c o m e . T h e  10 , 1 1 ,  . 2 .  iV .  14 

i á - ' L ' T .  r 'n " ,h e r c  o p í n  h r e - p la c c s  a r e  u s e d . T h e  1 6 , 2 , 9 ,  8  i s  to  c a s t  
h im  i n  n¡ no- f  o r  m ' Y  h e  s o m e t h in g  n e a r  y o u r  h o u s e . T h e  1 i s  t h e  
b e g i n n i n g  o f  a  lu r t le  a n d  t h e  e n d  o f  a  s e r p e n t .  T h e  w h o le  i s  t h e  
ñ a m e  o l  a  n o b le  a r m y  w h o s e  m is s io n  i s  p c a c e ,  n o t  w a r .

C V R I L  D E A N E .

CROSS-YVORD EN IG M A.

M v  w h o le  is  t h e  ñ a m e  o f  a  g r e a t  h e ro .
M y  f ir s t  i s  in  w a l k ,  b u t  n o t  in  m u  ;
M y  s e c o n d  in  h a p p in c s s ,  n o t  in  fu n  :
M y  t lu rd  is  in  s p e a r ,  b u t  n o t  in  g u n  :
M y  fo u r t h  is  in  l i g h t ,  t h o u g h  n o t  in  s u n ;
M y  fifth  i s  in  w in ,  b u t  n o t  in  w o n  ;
M v  s ix t h  is  in  p o u n d , a n d  a l s o  in  t o n ;
M y  s e v e n t h  in  s p i n n in g ,  b u t  n o t in  s p u n  ;
M y  e ig h t h  is  in  d a u g h t e r ,  b u t  n o t ¡n  s o n  :
M y  n in th  is  in . r o l l ,  b u t  n o t  in  b u n  ;
M y  t c n t h  is  in  g r e e n ,  a n d  a l s o  in  d u n . r . w .  G .

DEM fiADED S V L L A B L E sl

I a k k  t h e  f ir s t  s y i la b l c  fr o m  a  w o r d  m e a n i n g  a  g u id e ,  a n d  l e a v e  a  
c  e r g y m a n  : f r o m  a  w o r d  m e a n in g  th a t  w h ic h  Ín c o r r e c t ,  a n d  l e a v e  a  
c l e r g y m a n  ; fro in  a  w o r d  m e a n i n g  to  g i v e ,  a n d  l e a v e  a  c le r g y m a n .

j .  p .  n .

Ayuntamiento de Madrid
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P IC T O K I A L  E N IG M A .
{The c e n t r a l  p ic t u r c  r e p r e s e n t s  t h e  w h o l e  w o r d , f r o m  t h e  le t t e r s  o f  w h i c h  t h e  w o r d s  r e p r e s e n t e d  b y  t h e  o t h e r  p ic t u r e s  a r e  to  b e  fo r m e d .)

A N S W E R S  T O  P U Z Z L E S  I N  J U L Y  N U M B E R .

N u m e r i c a l  E n i g m a . — “ K n o w l c d g e  is  p o w e r . ’  
C h a r a d e . — I n d e f a t ig a b le .
P i c t o r i a l  D i a m o n d  P u z z l e . —

a c e
W H E  A  T  

S  C  E  P  T  E : 
A L T A R  

N E  T  
R

E a s y  T r a n s p o s i t i o n . — T a b l e ,  L a m p ,  C h a ir .  
H a l f  W o r d - S q u a r e . —  p a  r  r  o  t

a  l  o  o
R O O T  
R O T

A  C h a r a d e  f o r  1 8 7 6 .— C e n t c n n ia l .

D o u b l e  A c r o s t i c . — E t h a n  A l i e n .
E  — u rele—  A  
T  — r o w e —  L  
H  —  til—  L  
A  —  g a t —  E  
N — a p o lc o — N

I n c o m p i . k t e  S e n t e n c k s . —  i .  S t u d y ,  s t u d .  2. R n b y ,  r u b . 3 .  
F l a m i n g o ,  f la m in g .  4 . H o m e r ,  h o m e . 5 . P l a n k ,  p la n .  6 . F a r m , far.

I n i t i a l  C h a n c e s . — B a t c h ,  c a t c h ,  h a t c h ,  l a t c h ,  m a t c h ,  w p te h .
M e i .a n G E .— 1. P c a r l ,  e a r l.  2 . P c a r l ,  p e a r . 3. P c a r l ,  p e n i. 4 

E a r l ,  L e a r .  5 . P e a r ,  r c a p ,  p a r e . 6. P e a ) ,  l e a p ,  p a lé ,  p ic a .  7 . R c a p , 
r a p . 8. P e a r ,  p e a . 9 . P a l é ,  a le .  10 . P i c a ,  le a . 1 1 . E a r l ,  e a r .

_ B r o k e n  W o r d s . — 1 .  P r o f i t ,  a b le — p r o fu a b le .  2 . A l t c r  n a tiv o —  
a l t c r n a t iv e .  3  I n n  o v a t io n s — in n o v a t io n s .  4 . C o m m e n d  a  T o r y  
c o r m n e n d a t o r y  5 . H a n d , le d — h a n d lc d .

P r e f i x  P u z z l e . — P r e f i x : I m . I m p e a c h ,  im p r e s s ,  im p a n e l , m 
p a ir ,  im p o s t ,  im p a t ie n t ,  im p o s e , im p la n i ,  im p a r t ,  im p a le ,  im p e d iin e n i. 
im p o s t o r .

r ia m ,  M a r y  H .  W i l s o n ,  ¿ e n n y R ^ M i i l e ^ É  S i ' w "  B Í a n f c ™ ^  P .  S .  R o b in s o n ,  J o h n  R .  I .a p iia m ,’  “  Á n ü b i s V'  W i‘l l ¡a m  ' c h a u n V e f  H a w le y ,
is  C o l i m a n ,  M a y  F . S o u t h g a t e ,  M a y  W a l l a c c ,  A r t h u r  D .  S r n it h ,  E m in a  E llio tt , 

, H o w a r d  S .  R o d g e r s ,  H .  E n g e l b e r t ,  A r n o l d  G u y o t  C a m e r o n ,  K a t ie  S. 
. J . H c n n c s s y ,  M a t t ie  L .  H a m i l t o n ,  E lc a n o r  N .  H u g h e s ,  “ A p o l lo ,”
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