ST. NIC

FERRUCCI

Bv r.

If this soldicr could spcak and tcll us why he
jurns such a grim face to the world, and holds liis
llag with so fierce a grip, we should hear a chapter
of one of the strangcst stories in history. The
story belongs to a stretch of country in middle
Italy (you can find it on your map), reaching
irom the sea-coast to the high hills, over malarious
marshes through which 110 traveler wil pass, any
more than through the Dead Sea.

A thousand years bcfore our Lord was born, be-
jore ancient Rome (dead and buricd ages ago) was
ever heard of, a mysterious peoplc suddenly took
possession of this country. No human being knows
10 this day whence they carne; not a man or
«ornan among them betrayed that secret. They
«ere a dwarfish, thick-set race, with black hair and
eves, very different from the tall, graceful Greeks.
i'iiey worshiped drunken, death-dealing gods, and
every day tried to put them in a good humor by
human sacnfices; or rather, to be precise, they left
ti-cse murderous gods and murderous feasts to the
priests to attend to, and went about their other
busmess. Now you would hardly guess what this
busmess was. Whenwe goback into these
moldenng, gray regions of time, wc cxpect to be
mct by men 11 skins, but liltle better than the
beasts that they In.nted. Thcse men, surrounded
by skin-clad, beast-huntmg nations, built for them-
seives comfortable and splcndid hornes, where the
", ruled eclual w,th the husband ; they dresscd in
nchly cmbroidercd garments, and fine linen of their
°"n'veaving; played upon many instruments, in-
vented bronze, filled their houscs with statues, vases,
and pictures of fantastic dcsign. If any fighting was
tobedone, they hired soldiers to do it, and remained

VOL. I11.—46.

SEPTEMBER,

HOLAS.

1876. 11.

M 1S FOES.

h. d.

comfortably al li6me, trading, farming, or buildino-
towns to which magnificent aqueducts broimht
water, and beneath which were vast systems°of
sewers and drains, such as nonc of our modern
cities can equal.

This mysterious pcople long ago disappeared
from off the face of the carth, biit some of their
great bronzes and marbles remain, and evcry vear
vessels of their wonderful pottery are dug up out of
the ground. Some of their nccklaccs and jewels,
crusted gray with time, are among the wonders of
the Exposition. You will find in many an American
cabinet, a red or yellow unglazed vase or urn with
black figures of strange men and women upon ite
they are at prayer, or eating, or marrying, but evef
about the dcath-ded they are dancing, or in some
way making the best they can of their lives. Thcse
are portraits which the Etruscans made of them-
selves thousands of years ago. If itwere not for
thcse bits of clav, thev would scem to us but a fable
of the oid ages.

One of their cities was named Fiesolc, and as it
stood on too high ground for the market-pcople to
climb with their produce, a few sheds were put up
at the base or the hill, under which they could trade
The sheds grcw, in course of time, into a hamlet;
the hamlet into a busy trading-town. Etruscans
and Romans lierc bought, anci sold, and marricd
togcthcr.  Moncy rulcd; Firenze (or Florence as
we cali it) was but a great market-place; the wcalthy
traders becamc princes, while the man witl.out
money was a slave cxcept in fiame,

The'boy who reads Sx. NitHOL-ts isapt to think
very little about monev. He is not likelv however
poor, to g ovel before his rich neighbor." He knows
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that knowledge is cheap andwork plentv, and that
he has frce chance to win power or fortune, but
anv boy, born poor in Florence, knew that there
was no chance for him; the collar was on his neck,
he was a drudge for Ufe. One family had pul a
yoke upon his class, and for four centunes drove
them like dumb beasts.

When New York was a wilderness, peoplec by
bears and wolves, a wool

merchant, on a wharf
in Florence,

named De Medid, began to attrac
notice by the enormous sums which he made and
spent as rapidly. He built magnificent ships,-
gondolas, to float upon the blue Arno,— princely
palaces in which he held a royal State. He budt
palaces for the city too, established schools in them
where the sons of the nobles learned ph.losophy;
furnished great librarles of rare manuscript lhe
greatest architects, sculptors, painters, and philoso-
phers of the world worked for this wool-merchant
crladly, he was so generous and friendly a patrén.
They gave him the fiame of the father of his
country, and under his rule Florence becamc the
rnost beautiful city in the world. But Cosimo de
Medici was the father only of the rich and no 3e.
The poor he trampled under foot; they werc of no
more valué to him than the swine in the stalls ol
Fiesole. ,

If we could keep these unfortunate wretchcs out
of sight, the story of Cosimo, his sons and grand-
sons, would be splendid as a dream of enchant-
ment. They wakened all

Italy to new, wonderful
industries.

The great magicians in art, Science,
and song worked at their bidding. Cardens,
churches, marvelous work in gold and silver, more
marvelous pictures sprang intobeing; great poems
werc written, scholars from all countrics thronged
to Florence, and in the shadows of vast palaces
wcre given place to pursue their studies in peace;
the whole known world, in a word, flushed into a
alory of beauty and grace under the rule of the
Medici, as a tropical forest into flower bencath the
summer sun. But the poor, remember, shared the
fate of the crceping things in the forest. The only
men who took any account of them were a few
good, common-sensed Christians, headed by a
monk named Savonarola, who went about with
such gloomy foreboding faces in tins sunshmy,
beautiful city, that they wcre called “ weepers.
Lorenzo, the grandson of Cosimo, was known as
the Magnificent; the poor were almost willing to

be crushed to death by such a genial,

superb
master.

There was a littlc boy ofcight, employcd
as a page in the palace, of noble blood we may be
sure, or the great Lorenzo would not have noticcd,
as he did, his faney for molding figures in clay.
W alking, one day in the garden, the prince found
the little fellow copying the figure of an oid faun.
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He had altcred the mouth to make it laugh.
“ Well done, Michelangelo,” he said; “ but oid
men do not have such teeth as thou hast given thy
faun. Ciése his mouth.”

The boy bowed, but said nothing.

The next
day,

Lorenzo, passing that way, found the faun
still laughing, but with his teeth broken and de-
caycd with age. The prince placed the boy at
once in a gallery of sculpture, and employcd the

first masters of the age to teacli him. Now Lorenzo

is chiefly known in history as the patréon of Michael
Angelo. Lorenzo’s son, who was made Cardinal al
thirtccn, and Pope at thirty-sevcn, was of the same
age as the young sculptor, and had known him as
a boy ; he was so anxious that he should fimsh the
Church of St. Peter's at Rome, that he raiscd the
money necessary by means which Luther protesten
against as unlawful, and out of this small dissension
began and widened the great breach of the Refor
rnation. .o
Another of this family was the Catharme O
Franco who laughed and jokcd while seventy
thousand of her subjeets were slaughtered in one
night. . ,
You must not think that the Florentines sub-
mitted tamcly to the iron rule of the Medici. The
common pcople took courage, from time to time,
fought and wcre ahvays beaten, only to nse again.
The great war of the Guclphs and Chibellmes ha,l
becn going on for fourhundred years; the Guclphs
usually meaning those who fought for the cause ol
the down-trodden people, and the Chibellmes for
the imperial power. The long fight carne to an end
in the siege of Florence, in August, 1530, when the
treacherous Giulio de Medici, then Pope Ciernent,
with the help of CharlesV ., invested his native city.
determined to destroy or conqucr it, to give it over
to the rule of hisvillainous son, Alessandro. For
a year, the people within suffered terrible straits of
"diseasé, want, and at last starvation. Our brave
soldier, Ferrucci, was within, commanding part ol
the Florentine forccs. He led a forlorn hope outof
the city through the lines of the enemv, and was
returning with a transport of provisions to his starv-
in.r people, when the imperialist army attackcd
him. The account of the battle has almost faded
from the ancient, yellow pages of Guicciardim,
where we rcad it. Butwe find that Francesco ‘‘was
born of the common pcople, and discovered a
mighty bravery of heart and military skill.” He
was taken prisonerand put to death in this battle,
and the beautiful city struggling to be free, finding
that he was dead, surrendered herself up to her
tyrants. She was given over to plunder, and for
two centuries after, to the rule of the Medici. When
the young readers of St. NICHOLAS have grown oid
enough to turn from it willingly to great books of
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history, they will find no story in them stranger
tlian that of this mighty family, who wore their
royalty so graciously; who were keen loversofall
art, learning, and progress; who were generous as
children to their few friends, but studied murder
as a science for the annihilation of their enemies.
The sword and guillotine served them when thou-
sands were to perish ; but all subtle poisons were

MY R

By E. G

OLKS are complaining now, 1
Of money scarce, and times as hard as times,

MY RICHES.
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at their command— they gave death with a smile in
a flower, or sent it with loving words in a letter.
There is not one of the fiame alive, fortunatcly for
the world.

But the honest, grim face of Francesco Ferrucci
tells us a story of bravery and freedom, better worth
the reading of little children than the story of
the Medici.

ICHES.

. Taylor.

hear, about their poverty,—
perhaps, can be ;

But I am very rich, for I have raiment, food and health,

And multitudes

of treasures—yes, |I'm rolling in my wealth.

I have two eyes to see with— they are worth ten thousand pound ;
A pair of cars to hear with, and feet for walking round ;
No one could purchase these from me for twenty thousand more;

My hands, so useful,

raise the sum of thousands to three score.

My tongue, though oft unruly, yet to me is such a prize,

I would not sell it cheaper than

I would my precious eyes;

My head, though somewhat empty, fits upon my neck so well.
I would not part with it though you the price to millions swell.

I own a life-long interest in that huge world, the sun;

The moon is partly mine also;

my list is but begun,

For | have stock in all the stars that seem to crowd the sky;
They shine their dividends 011 me, although thejfcare so high.

The clouds that gather in the sky, and shed 011 me their rain,

And winds that

bring them hither, are my servants, it is plain ;

I plant no fields, and yet | garner harvests full and grand,

In eye-crops,

rich and beautiful, o’er all our fruitful land.

I hold 110 houses in my fiame,— that is, they 're not called mine,-
For to the cares of property | never did incline;

But if I held by legal claim all dwellings 'neath the sun,

I1'd do as now— let others have them all, excepting one.

I 've had great artists painting for me very inany years,
For centuries before my flame among Earth’s sons appears;
The masters, oid and ncw, for my delight have done their part;

I go to see my galleries,

rejoicing in their art.
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Romancers, poets, essayists, historians, all have vied

W ith one anothcr zealously, their skill and genius tned,

To offcr me a literature; and let their very selves,

From divers dimes and ages, speak from the book-case shelves.

Astronomers are un the watch, ukc sentinels, to sce

The movements of the heavenly host, and they repon to me
The latest news reccived from constellation or from stai,

Or of tlic frisky comets plunging into spacc so far.

Invenlors tax their brains for mc.-sharp-wittcd men and keen,-
To put in niy possession somc new wonderful machine,

By which my toil is easy made, and | subdue, as king,

The stubborn earth, and make it all to me ns tribute brmg.

The railivays spanning otir broad land, and managed with such skill,
Are mine, to all intente at least; they take me where | will

My teleoraph thrills through the world, down underneath the sea,
And brings cach distant country a near neighbor unto me.

And thus from ev'ry quarter, whether sea or earth or sky,
Mv viches are enormous; and | cannot, if |

try,
loin

in the murmure of my friends, pretending I am poor.

All things are mine-God says it, and His word ,s ever sure.

LITTLE JOHNNY AND THE MOSQUITO.

SCENE 1I.
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IN THE WATER-WITCH.

By E. W. Olney.

Once upon a time, during a heavy gale in
December, a plcasure-boat was driven in from sea
and stranded far abovc high-water mark on oid
Rve Beach. Her flame was the Water-witch.
She never again rodé over the crestcd waves, yet
«mlien winter storms raged loudly, coid hissing
surges struck her side once more, great blocks of
ice piled up around her, jcicleshung from herboom
and froze 011 to her deck below. When the days
ufdarkness and tempest were passed and the light-
house keeper’s children carne out to look for drift-
wood in the early spring, there she lay against the
rocks high out of water, her tattered sail still set,
her rudder hard down to starboard, and her keel
decply imbedded in the sand.

And there she staid all sttmmer, her canvas
rotting and her seams yawning, while the children
took possession and played at voyages. Many a
cruise up and down, far and wide over the world
they took, many a fair island they discovered in
faney, while they sat in the boat bedded in rocks
and sea-weed, and told over and over again all the
sen-tales their father liad ever related to them.

The light-house keeper’s children’s fiames were
Mulcolm, Frank and Nanny. Malcolm was a tall
buy of thirtecn, with a palé determined face, and
large gray eyes that seemed always looking in
daam-land. He was full of fancies. Sometimeshe
ivas silent, and seemed so busy listening to some
voice beyond the hearing of other mortal ears, that
he never once heard the voices of the other children
«lio talked from morning until night. Then, by
and by, he would wake up and tell Frank and
Xanny such wonderful tales as made their hearts
beat. Frank was nine years oid, with big-brown
eyes, rosy cheeks and curly hair. He thought his
tall brother was the cleverest and dearest fellow in
the world, and only wanted to do his will withouta
«ish of his own. Nanny was a little maid of five.
Her eyes were blue as the skies, and her hair liad
surely learned its trick of golden color from the
sunbeanis. She loved everybody in the world, was
happy anywhere, whether playing with her brothers
orwandering alone along the beach searching for
the little pools of water left by the receding tides,
and singing little songs to her own sweet image
inirrored in the tiny lakcs, believing the reflection
tobe a little sweet maiden smiling up at her.

Sometimes her brothers went 011 stern warlike
ctuises after pirates and buccaneers, and left her
safe behind them. Tlien again, they w'ould put

her 11 the hammock and let her sail with them

to the

“ Sumnier jsies of Edén, lying jn dark purpte spheres ofsea."”

When she did not share their voyage, and they
waved their hands to her and threw her kisses in
fond adieux, she would cry a little at the parting
and desolately feel as if their sail was really set to
waft the Water-witch across the seas; but presently,
when she still heard their voices as they rushed
about their little ship, cutting cables and drawing
up their anchors, she would smile again and busy
herself gathering sea-weeds, of which she made
wreaths fantastically to crown her sunny hair, 0
gathered sliclls and strung them juto girdles and
necklaces, or hekl a great conch to her ear and
listened with thoughtful eyes, and lips apart, to the
story it was forever telling.

“ The little sister shall go with us to-morrow,”
Malcolm would often say when tea-time carne, and
he and Frank had cast their anchors and were at
honre again; and in the morning he would takc
the little girl’'s hand and ask :

“Where does Nanny want to sail to-day?”

“Where the oranges grow,” the little sister
answcred, with such a queer little lisp, and such a
dcar, eager little face, that both Malcolm and Frank
kissed her at once.

“ Now wc are on shipboard,” said Malcolm, after
they had climbed into the boat. It was very pleas-
ant thus to be on shipboard. The sail flapped in
the wind and the sun shonc warmly, and down
beyond the wet beach the sea ripplcd and glittered,
and the bifds shrieked and dippcd as they flew after
the fish, leaping out ofwater in their play. Itwas
almost better than being really on shipboard 011
the ocean, for here no one could be seasick; yet
if they looked off on the one hand, they could see
nothing but the blue sea line, dotted with the white
sails of ships and the smoke-stacks of the steamers
Crossing and rccrossing each other in the offing,
while at the same time, in the other distance, was
the familiar rocky beach where the children had
played all their lives, with the high light-house on
the point beyond and the little stone cottage nest-
ling beside it, where their mother wassittingsewing
in the door-way, with her loving face turned toward
them. Now when you in sober earnest start on a
voyage and go to sea, there is nothing but water,
water everywhere about you, and your heart will
ache with longing many and many a time before
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you can see the dear home faces turned toward
you with a smile.

“This is a calm voyage,” said Malcolm, who was
at the helm. “ We are in the Tropics novv. This
is the sun that burns the pcople brown, quite
brown, and crisps their hair when it is at its hot-
test.”

“ Where the oranges grow,” put in Nanny.

“ Oh, yes,” cried Frank, “ oranges and figs, and
dates and bananas, and cocoa-nuts and guava-jelly !
They all grow here.”

“Guava-jelly does not grow,” corrected Malcolm
wisely. “ The guava is a fruit like an apple, and

HOW THE CIIILDREN CRUISED.
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knees to wait just one day, just twenty-four hours
more, and then he would go back, if no signs of
land appeared. Then, while his heart was turning
faint within him, and while he was almost in dc-
spair, the bough of a tree, with fresh green leaves
on it, floated past him. Oh, how he thanked the
good God 1 And soon he heard the voice of sing-
ing-birds, and bulterflies appeared dancing hither
and thither, as if to beckon him on to the ncw
lands. Let us play that we, too, are looking for
beautiful islands, all flowers and fruits, and singing.
birds.”
So they chatted to each other about such

GOING ON BOARD THE WATER-WITCH.

jelly is made from that as mother makes
quinces.”

“ 1 don't care hovv it’s made,” said Frank; “ 1
only know it's awfully good with bread and but-
ter.”

Malcolm grew silent, and sat with his gaze
steadily fixed upon the sea; his palé face flushed a
little, and his eyes shone.

“ When Columbus made his great voyage and
discovered America,” said he after a time, “ he
sailed on west and west, always without knowing
where he was, to find land at last. He had a great
faith which kept up his patience, but his men grew
angry and mutinous and were eager to turn back.
Columbus could have done nothing if his crew had
risen against him ; he begged them almost on his

it from

voyage; and Malcolm, as if in a dream, felt him-
selfreally to be sailing beneath warm, eternal suns,
with a crystal sea spreading far about him, broken
here and there into shifting rainbow tints, as great
fishes turned on theirsides and showed fins of siher
and gold. And the wind that blew softly through
and through the tatters of the oid sail made it a
sort of harp, on which it sang wonderful songs,
sweet and restful as a mother’s lullaby to her babe.
Nanny too, as she swung in the hammock rocked
by Frank, lay listening to the wind-song and the
distant cries of the sea-gulls. It was, indeed, just
like a fairy-tale, this journey to the Tropics.

* Do you notsee,” said Malcolm, with his eyes
half closed in his dream, “ do you not see now the
sea-weeds all growing thicker and thicker, and
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how the slow waves upbear a thousand floating
There are husks of the cocoa-nut and

things ?
Smell the warm, faint

branches of the palm.
air ”

They seemcd indeed to inhale the perfume of
fruits and flowers, and their hearts hailed the
islands, with their lofty mountain-peaks in the dis-
in the foreground rose now strangc
and beautiful trces, unlike any they had ever
seen bcfore. They made believe that they were
rcally touching these palm-fringed islands, where
tree and flower and vine were tangled logether in
a rich growth, fragrant with delicious odors, and
covered with bloom ; radiant birds, like flowers
themselves, darted from flower to flower, and par-
rots of gorgeous plumage chattered from the trees,
where monkeys were swinging by their tails and
chattering in return. Dusky natives, their eyes
shining like stars, swam in the transparent waters;
others put off from the shore in canoes, and brought
them juicy fruits with which they freighted their
iittle ship.

You have got a wonderful cargo,” said Frank,
“ who ever saw such a ship-load of

tance, while

laughing;
oranges?”

“ Have we?” cried Nanny, waking up suddenly,
to tind brank swinging her hammock, and holding
a handful of fruit toward her. Her brothers’
'‘otees had lulled her to sleep as they talked of the
transparent waters through which they céuld look
‘iown, down, and see the coral rcefs far below them

She had now dreamed,
of a sunshiny island, with

like a miniature forest.

while she was asleep,
Hds like flowers, and flowers like marvélous birds

and heavily laden trees holding out their iuicy
truits to her.

“ Here is an orange for you,” said Frank, “ and
e bunch of raisins, and some Brazil-nuts.” And

she woke up quite ready to believe they really had
touched at wonderful islands while she slept, since
here she found such fruits from the Tropics in
lier lap.

e That was a fine journey, was it not, little
stster? ” askcd Malcolm, as by and by their mother
rang the dtnner-bcll 011 the cliff, and they all hun-

grily scampered home along the sands. *“ To-
morrow we are going to the coid countries. We
never took you so far as that, Nanny.”

let me go too,” cried the little maid.

"Oh,
Was | notvery good to-day, brother?”

“ You went to sleep,” said Malcolm, “ and lost
a great many beautiful sights. Girls were never
">adc for travelers, | expect; yet you shall go to-
tnorrow, if you will.”

“ Now this is different,” said Malcolm next day,
as they all sat in the boat again. We will wrap

HOW THE CHILDREN CRUISED.
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ourselves up in cloaks, for we are 110 longer in the
Tropics.”

They were setting out for the North Pole, you
kn°w, and, as if the sun and wind were in the joke
of it, they had withdrawn all their warmth and the
day was coid, and the east gale blew hard and
made one shiver as if it carne off an iceberg.

“ | expect we shall see icebergs to-day,” said
Malcolm. “ Far out at sea, you suddenly catch a
glimpse of something shining in the horizon.
Then it begins to appcar like a white cloud, and
after awhtle, you see what it reallv is that fioats
down slowly but with wonderful forcé against tide
and current across your path. The sun shines into
it until it gleams like a million broken rainbows;
and it is shaped in all sorts of beautiful forms, like
steeples and towers and domes; and all its coid
white height is reflected far, far down into the
water with a sort of strange, ghostly light that
makes you shiver.”

“ Who told you about it, Mal? ” askcd Frank.

‘Father. Vather has often seen them at sea.
Once he saw one so large it looked like a great
cathedral; like the cathedrals on earth, yet inore
glonfied— like the cathedrals they have in heaven,
| supposc.”

So Malcolm talked as they sat in the boat, and
dreamed they were sailing due north to look for a
North-west Passage. He told them of those frozen
seas where

“ The ice was here,
The ice was there,
The ice was all around :
It crashed and growled,
And roared and howled
Like voiccs in a swound,”—

and all the terrible tales he had ever read of the
fate of exploréis among those floating fleets of
icebergs. But little Nanny cried to hear about such
brave men as had perished there by lingering and
painful dcaths; so Malcolm endeavored to make
her forget her grief by storics of the queer animals
that show themselves in sunny weather, rlisportiiv
on the ice and in the water— the polar bears, and
the human-faced walruses and sedis. He imitated
the playful roar of the walrus and the husky bark
of the seal, until the little sister was merry again.
She heard about the reindeer too, and the eider-
ducks, covered with their wonderful down, and the
funny-faced, large-mouthed, small-evcd Esquimaux,
as they traveled on slcdges or paddled about in
their little canoes. *

Nor did Malcolm fail to tell about the summer
sun which set away in the north at midnight, dip-
ping low into the sea onlyto rise again withoutany
interval of night, and begin a new dav. There
was no bed-time there for little people. no proverbs
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eithcr about rising with the sun. But in winter it
was all bed-time; the gloom and darkness were
almost unbrokcn by any dawn, yet the aurora-
borealis would flash down its fires of red and gold,
lighting up lilis strange, ghostly, frozen world
with its flames that moved to and fro from hori-
zon to zenith, like the slow waving of gorgeous
banners.

Yet, notwithstanding all thesc wonderful tales,
neither Nanny fior Frank loved to be in the frozen
seas, and were glad when Malcolm said they would
sail for brighter lands. So, withoutwaiting for the
exploréis to discover the North-west Passage for
them, they sailed across the open Polar ocean and
emerged pleasantly into the sea of Kamschatka,
through Behring Straits, and steered straight for
Japan. Thesc werc queer countries which the
children hcard of then, as Malcolm told them won-
derful tales of the far distant lands of China and
Japan, fillcd with a swarming population,
tesque to foreign eyes,

gro-
yet liighly civilized and
excclling in arts.

Surely their little boat must have entered that
wide, land-locked harbor, filled with ships of war,
trading junks and merchant.craft from every coun-
try; for the world’s trade finds in Hong Kong its
connecting link, and brings its merchandise and
gold to exchange for the fragrant tea, the creamy
silks, the wonderful porcelains, carved ivories, and
rare lacquered work, which they find ready for
them there.

You cannot guess at these wonderful stories that
Malcolm told about these far-away peoples, for
how wide open little Nanny’s blue eyes grew with
an ever fresh surprise.

And it was in this way that the children cruised
in the Water-witch in the silence and solitude of
the oid Rye Beach, with the cool sea-winds blowing
about their hair, and the sound of the Atlantic
wave's in their ears. So the summer passed while
they played in the oid boat, and rattled its chains,
and cast their anchors, or pulled at the creaking
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ropes, shouting the quaint song they had heard
from the ’'long-shore men :

“ Heavc away, my bully boys,
Hcavc away, my Johnnics;
Hcave up the anchor, boys,
Bracc round the main yard,
Haul taut your port bow-line,
And let the good ship fiy.”

But alas, one night in September, a great gale
carne up at sunset, and blew hard from the south-
cast until dawn, and the light-house keeper’s chil-
dren, as they lay in their beds in the little stone
cottage, dreamed they werc far out at sea, storm
tossed and rockcd by tempest. It was a fair, still
morning when they awoke, and they ate their
breakfast hurriedly and ran out on the beach to
discover what the storm had brought them thi
time ; what strange, beautiful gift had becn borne
up to them from the mystic ocean-world.

But the gale had offered them no treasure save
spoils of sea-weed, shells, and dead star-fish, ve-i
had carried away what they loved best. For when
they looked for the familiar mast, prow and kecl
of the Water-witch, lo! they had vanished. The
wind and rain had battered her to pieces; the high.
equinoctial tide had floated away her planks, and
only here and there a tattered fragment of di
colored sail, a shrunken timber, or planks strewa
over the rocks, remained to tell the sad story.

The children set up a great cry of sorrow for
their lost ship. Never again, though they rnight
cruisc from Pole to Equator, could they find such
wonderful lands as those to which the Water-witch
had borne them while she lay stranded above high-
water mark; scarch as they might the wide earth
over, no treasures could they gather half so fair as
those they had dreamed of.

The timbers floated in again by the next tide,
and the children gathered them for the drift-wood
fires around which they all sat telling stories during
the long winter evenings that followed their short
summer of delight.
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‘SO.MEBODY STOI- HIU!

WINDSOR

HE 'S RUNKING AWAY !’

CASTLE.

By Mrs. Oliphant.

Chapter V.
THE STUARTS.

Again a change of dynasty. The brilliant,
bloody, terrible and momentous reign of the Tudors
lasted from the accession of Henry VII. in 1485, to
ihc death of Elizabeth in 1603. Elizabeth, you
know, would never marry; and indeed, considering
hmv much she must have been disgusted by her
fatlier's feats in that wny, and by the unpleasant
marriage of her sister, 1 do not wonder that she
should have set her mind against it. And the
ncarest heir Elizabeth had was theson of her cousin,
Mary Stuart of Scotland, whom she beheaded, you
remember, and who was her rival and opponent in
evcrything as long as she lived, as she still is in
Mary was beautiful and fascinating and
a great many

history.
uniortunate; and because of this,
people have always been very ready to forget that
she was as willful, hot-headed, cruel and wicked in

some portions of her career as the worst of the
Tudors. Her son James, however, was neither
beautiful fAor fascinating. He was an awkward,
ungainly, learned person; and public opinién has.
perhaps done hitn almostas much injury on account
of his want of personal advantages as it has given
undue favor to his motheron accountof her beauty.
I told you before about the early Stuarts in Scot-
land, what a gallant unfortunate family they were,
always in trouble, and often wrong, but, on the
whole, lovable and honest, and doing their best for
their country. That Tudor blood which the Lady
Margaret, Henry VI11.’s sister, brought them, did
not do the race any good; neitherdid the hot French
blood of the Guises, oneof whom wasOueen Mary’s
mother. And the whole existence of thesc unfor-
tunate people in England was disastrous— bad for
themselves and bad for the country. | have very
little to tell about James I. of England and VI. of
Scotland, except that the Windsor account-books
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are full of sums paicl for ringing the bells when the
King carne to the Castle; and there js one thing he
did when lie held his first chapter of the Garter,
which will give you a little idea of the extravagance
and costliness of the time." 1-le made a rule that
no knight should have more than fifty attendants.
This the English historians said was because the
Scots lords, upon whom the King conferred the or-
der, were not so rich as the English. “ Whatsoever
they might do in their own country, I know not, but
here they have not such numbers of tenants and
attendants as might any way equal the number of
the English.” “ Every one had a multitudeof ser-
vants and all of them in their chainsof gold.” You
may imagine how the followers of these wealthy
English lords would swagger about in their gold
chains through the narrow Windsor streets, and
how they would jibe at the proud, poor Scots with
their smaller following. Englislimen, we fear, have
always had a iittle inclination to pique themselves
on their wealth. But you might see a great many
Knights of the Garter nowadays, assembled at
Windsor for a chapter of the ordcr, without seeing
any trace of the fifty servants in golden chains, to
which King James limited his nobles. But the
town was a great deal gayer, as you may well sup-
pose, when all these gorgeous knights in their fine
dresses, each with fifty men after him, embroidered
and plumed and gilded like himself, carne riding
one after another over the bridge and up the steep
causeway that sweeps round the base of the Curfew
Tower, with the bellsringing and all the good people
gazing. When they come now, they come by the
railway in ordinary morning dress, with onesmooth
valet perhaps in charge of my lord’s luggagc.
W hat a difference! On the whole, in some things
there must have been more variety andamusement
in Windsor in the oid days.

And there was variety enough later, when King
Ch{irles 1. succeeded King James, and when the
troubles began between the King and the Parlia-
ment, of which you have read in your histories.
You ought to know about these troubles very well
indeed, for, but for them, America perhaps might
never have been the country it is, and you might
have been born (as many of you as we had room
for) in the oid villages and oid towns of England,
instead of beginning your lives all the way over that
great salt ocean, without any love for England in
your young transatlantic bosoms; though it cost
your great-grandfathers and mothers many a pang
and many a tear ere they could wrench themselves
from their English home. | do not suppose that
therecan be many Amcricans who believe in that un-
happy King Charles, as some old-fashioned people
in England still do— as a saint and martyr. Buthe
was one of the most remarkable of that curious and
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gcnerally unfortunatc classwho do wrong, intensely
believing it to be right. Icannottell how it is that
this sort of people (virtuous criminais we may cali
them) should suffer more fortheir wrong-doing than
the people who do wrong out of sheer wickedness,
and who are far more wicked than they; and I do
not suppose that you are ablc to discuss such a
strange question. King Charles was not a bad
man; he lied and broke faith not because he likcd
it, but because he thought he was so right, and his
adversaries so wrong, that it did not matter what
he said to them, fior what he did to establisli his
grand object. There are several pictures of him at
Windsor, with thatstrange narrow, obstinate, melan-
choly face which makes some fodlish folks forget
his great sins against his country. Such a man as
this, determined in his own way and beyond the
reach of reason, is one of the most dangerous and
terrible creatures in the world. The Tudors, too,
were determined to have their own way, but simply
because it was their own way and pleascd them;
but Charles thought his way the most right way,
the only right way, and this made him fatal. If lie
had succeeded, there is no telling what might have
becomc of us all; but even in not succeeding he
managed to do a great deal ofharm. He put the
big Atlantic between us and you, and he made
England red with blood and war and murder, and
he lost his own head— unhappy king— in the end,
for which a great many excellent people forgive
him everything that went before.

But there was little thought of all this when the
bells rang for the young prince, the heir of the
kingdom, who was more loved than his father as
being more English, every time he carne jrito
Windsor. The Court were always Corning and
going, making “ progresses” from London, some-
tirnes by land, sometimes by water, hunting in the
Forestand holding all kinds ofstately reveis, though
the King was often as much in want of money as
many of us are. There are huntings of stagsin
Berkshire still, when a poor innocent, half-tamed
deer from the Forest is carried to a considerable
distance, and then let loose to find its way back to
cover if it can, with men and dogs in full cry alter
it; but in earlier days the stag-hunt was more
natural, and the woods and forest paths rang with
hunting-horns. Then Prince Charles and his
favorite, Buckingham, would go to the river in the
summer evenings, “ into the Thames near Eton.
where the best swimming is; but,” says the worthy
oid clironicler, lest we should be alarmed for our
Prince, “ so attended with choice company and a
boat or two, that there could be no danger.” All
the evil was brewing, but no one knew how bad jt
was to be in those tranquil days; and if the strong
Thames, rushing then as it rushes now with a great
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CHARLES I. (from a NCTORE IN THE BRITISH ML'SEUM.)

drd8B g willows, I CRRHEN ISP IETERRARY  said. as they say of his eider brother Henrv, who
one Of those even.ngswhen the sun was setting, and >oung> that if this gracious Prince had been
‘ovvncd him safe down the stream among the spared he would have made one of England’s
i i K noblest kings.
"ater-lihes, no doubt all the histories would have . . .
But what a change it made in Windsor when
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Kirie Charlcs’s power fell, and the Roundheads, as
they were called, took possession of the Castle. It
is never pleasant to hear, oven when a great and
rich person may not happen to be good, of his
poorer neighbors becoming unkind to him in his
downfall; and this, | fear, is what the people
of Windsor were when Charles began to sit un-
safely on his thronc. His neighbors in the little
town instead of being sorry for him, broke down
the park palings, and began to hunt the deer
and spoil the beautiful park; and they took down
the King’s arms from the church;and they rang
the bells when the dark, serious Parliamentary
soldicrs, with their hair cut short and no long lovc-
locks falling 011 their shoulders (which is what is
meant bv the fAame Roundhead) cante in and
took possession of the Castle. It did not much
matter to the Mayor and the Corporation for whorn
thev rang their bells. And this is not a pleasant
thino- to know. But it is astonishing how quietly
people take great public events. | have a curious
oid MS. book, the diarv of a clergyman at that
time, written in the most beautiful old-fashioned
handwriting, which you would almostwant a micro-
scope to see ; and do you know, he seems to have
been much more excit;d by the wind thatblcw down
one of his apple-trees than by the execution of
Kincr Charles! The apple-tree has a much longer
sentence than the king. Is not this strange? But
instead of Triumphs and Tournaments and royal
Progresses and glorious Knights of the Garter with
fiftv gentlemen in gold chains behind eacli of them,
there was nothing but simple dresses and simple
living and long preachings in the Castle when the
army of the Parliament was there. One fast-day
we are told of, was kept from nine in the morning
till seven at night. Now there was very great
occasion for prayer and serious thinking at such a
time of national trouble; but ten hours, I am afraid,
was longer than any one could fix their thoughts
upon such solemn subjeets. Oliver Cromwell was
at Windsor that day. He was not like any of the
splendid kings of whorn | have told you, but he too
was a great ruler and prince among men, doing a
very hard and terrible work in the world, with mis-
takes like
otlier man of his time could have done it.
some of his officcrs “ prayed very fervently and
pathetically" on that long fast-day; and if you can
faney this great man, a new world
person, moving about through the Castle, which
was the very embodiment of the oid world, and
thinking sadly perhaps, as he lookedacross the sun-
shiny country, of all the miseries of that battle
between the ¢(lId and the new, which he had tolead
and carry through, you will find him as interest-
ing in his sad-colored suit, a plain Englishman,
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other people, but yet better than any some five

[September,

as any of the gay princes that ever swaggered
there. But you will understand this better when
you grow older, and can enter into all the great
changos that were involved, and Icarn how the
salvation of a country is seldom managed eas.ly
without pain or bloodshed. It would be too
serious and too long a story if | were to tell you
about Cromwell; so inslcad | will tell how sad
was the ending of King Charles. Had Charles I
got his way he would have ruined England as
his sons afterward tried hard todo; but that is not
to prevent us, when he failed and paid for all 11

falsehoods and his sins and mistakes with lus life.
from being sorry for him. For in himself he was
not a bad man'; but only the terrible misfortune
had happencd to him that he nnstook wrong for
right. There is no memory belonging to Windsor

and no scene in all its history so melancholy and
tragical as that of his burial, which took place 1
the dark time of the year,— the “ dead of wintei,

as we cali it in Scotland,— in gloorn and silence, as
you shall hear.

Charles was brouglit to Windsor before his trial
for a few melancholy days. There had been a plan
made for his rescue on the way, but that failed like
so many otlier of his enterpnses. He reached the
Castle where he had spent so much of his youtli,
and which he had entered so often 111 royal prog-
resses, everything gay and bright around him,
“ placed in the middle of a luindred horse, every
soldicr having a pistol in one hand.
people,

The tonns-
though they were not partisans of tie
King, had their hearts touched by this melancho,y
sigln. They went out upon the road to meet
the gloomy proccssion. “ A great influence ol
people resorted to the town’s end, and upon n»
Majesty’s passing by, a great echo arodse
the voice of the people crying,
Majesty, and grant you long to reign !

happy Charles! His face, which had been sai in
its best days, had no doubt a tragical dignity 1lit
now as he carne out of the wmtry park m tliat
gray December afternoon, and hcard the people
shouting. His reign had been ovei
lime, though he was still the

irom
God b ess your

or soirn.
ICing’s majesty, ana
weeks or so was all the timehe liad to

He and live; butperhaps a little hope awoke in his forlorn

bosom when he heard those shouts which meants»
little. As soon as he had entered the gates, 1»

in his own Royalistsin Windsor went off to dnnk his heaiui

at the public-houses; that was a great deal easiei
than standing up against those stern, strong Koun -«
head soldicrs and setting the King ice. s 1
Charles, he was the kind of man who shows bestm
trouble. The disposition which made hirn scem
morose in hisbetter daysbecame him now. btn

the King carne to Windsor he shows little altera-
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tion of couragc or gesture,” says one of the people
who were watching him, “ and as he was formerly
scldom seen to be very merry or much transponed
with any news, either with joy or sorrow, so novwv,
although he expects a severe change and tryal, yet
doth he notshow any greatdiscontent.” But he did
remarle the difference of the behavior of those about
him from what he had been used to. No one now
served the fallen monarch with the devout respect
of former times, or knelt to him asofolcl. He asked
about this, we are told, but hearing that it was by
order of the Parliament, said with natural dignitv
that he “ had never looked upon these as more than
things ceremonious which were at the election of
any whether they would use them or not.” He had
“ three new suits” supplied to him, poorking, after
all his wanderings and fightings, “ two of them
doth, with rich gold and silver lace, the other of
black satin, the cloak lined with plushe,” and put
on one of them 011 the first Sunday in the year;
and there he lived sorrowful in his oid rooms all
despoiled and bare, refusing to keep the Puritan
last-days, but“ usinghis own private devotions when
he pleaseth,” and keeping a checrful aspect, as
eheerful as itwas in his nature to look,— sometimes
saying that he hoped in six months to see peace in
England, sometimes that help from without would
set him on his throne,— brave in his narrow, tcna-
oious way, showing no signs of trouble. “ He hcars
if the preparations to bring him to tryall andseems
to be well satisfied for what follows; but is very
reserved in his discourse thercupon, having not
fully delivered his mind whether he intends to
Jilead or not.” Thus he lived for sonto three weeks
through the dark short winter days, and those long
tedious nights which hang so heavily over the unfor-
tunate. Christmas-time ! W hat feastings there had
been in Windsor! What heavenly singing in the
great chapel! What solernn Services and joyful
meetings ! But all was silent now. No butterfly
courtiers to make the oid town look gay; no merry
good wishes; no ntusic in St. George’s, which was
all stripped and bare, the knights’ stalls and ban-
ners, and the altar with its piate and candlesticks,
all takcn away, and nothing but a blank, silent,
shivering space itndcr the glorious roof. And
rough soldiers snatching their hasty medis in the
banqueting-hall, instead of all the fine company
that used to assemble there; and in the roval
rooms King Charles alone, only'a sad friend or two
with him, the people admitted to stare at him by
times, and nothing before him but humiliation and
downfall. But Vandyke’s portrait of him on the
walls was not more rigid, less unbending, than he.

In the middle of January he was taken to Lon-
don, and there was tried and beheaded, as you

know. You and | have not the time to inquire
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(and perhaps, between oursclves, are not clever
enough to decide) how far this could have been
helped, or what excuse they had who did it. The
only thing we can be sure of was, that Charles was
not a bad man, fior Cromwell an ambitious hypo-
crite, though 1 do not think the one was a martyr,
fior the other a spotless hero. It was on the sotli
ofJanuary, 1649, that this terrible event took place,
and, after that, occurred the saddcst scene that oid
Windsorever saw. Fourofthe King's faithful ser-
vants (and he had faithful servants all through his
career), the “ Duke of Richmond, the Marquis of
Hertford, and the Earls of Southampton and Lind-
say,” requested leave to bury him, and carried the
body back to the Castle. They took with them that
Bishop Juxon who attended the King on the scaf-
fold, to read the Service over him now. But the
Governor of the Castle, who was a certain Colonel
W hitchcott, would not allow the Burial Service.
He told them that “ theCommon Prayer-book had
been put down, and he would not suffer it to be
used in that garrison when he command'ed.” You
will see from this that persecution was not all on
one side, but that whoever was uppermost in these
violent times did his best to crush his neighbor.
You could not faney anything more hcartless than
the Puritan’s refusal to allow these heart-broken
men to say holy prayers over their king’s and their
friend’s grave— except, indecd, the refusal of that
same king to let these Puritans live along with
him in the native England which had room for
them all.  When the faithful lords found it impos-
sible to change this decisién, they went sadly to
St. Gcorge's to find a place to lay him, but found
the chapel so bare, so naked, so altered that it was
only with liard ado that they found a vault in the
middle of what had once been the choir, where
they could lay the King. Hcre they found a little
space for King Charles, ciése by the great leaden
coffin where Henry VIII. lay peacefully, unwit-
ting who was coming. The Duke of Richmond
marked out roughly upon “ a searfe of lead” the
letters of his fiame and the date. Then, all in
silence, at three o’clock in the January afternoon,
when it was no more than twilight in the coid and
naked chapel, they carried the coffin, then covcred
with a black pall, of which “ the foure lords” car-
ried the corners, with a forlorn atteigpt at state.
As they carne down the Castle hill toward the
chapel with their burden, it began suddenly to
snow, and the snow fcll so thickly and fast that
soon “ the black pall was all whitc.” W as there
ever a more mournful sight? 111 the dim chapel
that snow-covered coffin would be the one spot of
wintry lightness. “ The Bishop of London stood
weeping by to tender that his service, which might
not be accepted.” Thus they laid him in the dark
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vault to molder with the other royal bones, drop-
ping the whiteness of the snow-covered pall (an
emblem, they said, of his innocence) into the black
gulfwith him— nota word said, nota prayer except
in their hearts, the Puntan governor of the Castle
standing by to see his orders exccutcd. W hen all
was over, he locked up the empty echoing chapel
and took the keys away. Windsor has seen weep-
ing and sorrow like every other oid house where
men for generations have lived and died, and more
than most, for in the oid days suffering and sorrow
were apt to follow in the paths of kings ; but never
has our venerable Castle seen so melancholy a
sight.

If the story of the Stuarts had been a drama, a
great tragedy such as Shakspeare could have made,
no doubt it would have ended here; but human
creatures are dreadfully carcless of dramatic com-
pleteness, and never know when to stop. If Napo-
leén, now, had been killed at Waterloo, what a
much finer finish that would have made to his life
than the miserable exile at St. Helena! But he
was not killed, and the Stuarts did not come to an
end. After a time, as you know, they were re-
storcd, and King Charles Il. reigned in his father’s
stead; but he was not at all like his father. Charles
I. was a good, perverse soul in his way, with a
purpose for which he thought he was justified in
lying as well as in dying— yet, if he did the one he
could do the otheralso; but Charles Il. was a man
without any purpose at all except his own misera-
ble pleasure, and his life was a thing too base, too
unclean, too selfish to be worth talking about.
W hen the great Italian poct, Dante (of whom, 1
have no doubt, you have heard), wrotc his wonder-
ful poem about heaven and hell, he described a
place w'here there was a crowd of wretched spirits
gibbcring in an unintelligible language. When he
asked who they were, his guide, who was leading
him through that world of spirits, answered him :
“ Let us not talk of them—non ragionam di lor;
look at them and pass by.” These were the men
who lived only for themselves. And Charles Il. was
one of these— he is not worth the trouble of tclling
you about. The country voted him /70,000 to
build a tomb for his father; but he never did it,
and, it is even said, never tried to find out the
place where the snow-covered pall was thrown
down. But he kept the money all the same How-
ever, lie filled oid Windsor once more with gayety
and brightness, and lodged his wicked favorites in
the gray towers, and made the walls ring with riot.
And, if the truth must be told, the people, who
were tired of fast-days and preachings, and of the
severity of their Puritan rulers who would have
liked to make them good by forcé, were glad of a
little dancing and singing again, and forgave the
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second Charles his wickedness on account of the
brighter colors, and gayer customs, and careless
ways which he brought into fashion. And he built
a little and decorated a great deal. “ Then was
now the terrace brought almost round the oid Cas-
tle ; the grass made clean, even, and curiously
turfed; the avenues to the new park and other
vvalks planted with elms and limes, and a pretty
canal and receptado for fowl.” And inside there
were also great decorations; and if you ever come
to Windsor, you will be obliged to crane your neck
to look up at the roofs which Verrio painted, and
where you will see fat goddesses swimming about
among red and blue clouds, not much worth the
trouble of looking at; but they were thought very
fine in King Charles’s time. But the Castle, no
doubt, wanted a great deal of cleaning, for | must

NORTH FROXT OF WINDSOR CASTLE— PARTIALLY BUILT BY

CHARLES 1l
tell you one thing about those Puritans who were,
as | have just said, so severe. When the King was
killed and the royal fainily banished, they took in
a great many poor people into the big Castle, and
gave lodging there to the houseless. They might
have done worse, don't you think? and this shows
you that what they did was not done for their own
advantage. The poor folk were all bundled out at
the Restoration when the Stuarts carne back, and
I have no doubt there was a great deal of cleaning
wanted. But | do not think it isone of the worst
associations of our Castle that in that time of misery
it opened its oid towers and chambers to the deso-
iate.

Charles 1l. was neither a good man for a good
king; but lie was popular, and had those gracious
manners which are of so much importance to a
prince. But his brother, James Il., who succeeded
him, was not popular; and when he declared him-
self a Roman Catholic, which was the most honest
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tinng ne did, and showed an inclination to carry
out his father’s tyrannical intentions, the country
made short work with him, and sent him away,
putting his daughter Mary and her husband, Wil-
liam of Orange, in his place. Indeed the bringin-
back of the Stuarts was evidently a mistake alto®
They had not learned anvthing by their
learned that it
There is

gether.
misfortunes, and the country had
could get on very well without them.
not very much to say about this King James at
Windsor.

Tliere was one strange custom, however, ofwhich
1 must tell you, though it did not belong exclu-
sively to his reign. It would appear that a great
many people suffered from scrofula in those davs
and at certain fixcd times all those who were ill of
this complaint carne to be “ touched ” by the King
which was supposcd to be a certain cure. This
strange superstition procured the fiame of “ the
kmg’s evil” for one of the most penetrating and
miserable of diseases. More than fifty people, ac-
curding to the record, carne to Windsor from Eton
alone to be “ touched for the evil” jn one year. It
«as a strange prerogative, was it not, to ¢ivc to a
king?

James’s daughter, Mary. accepted his throne in
,~N fe'time’ whlle he went sadly to France to live
t test of his life and die in exile. But it was not
dio who reigned, but her husband, William of
Tange, a powerful prince, though he was not a
P asant one.

And after them carne Queen Anne,
Ja>s there was such a great revival both of let-
tcrs and arms, and prosperity for the nation, that,
though shc did not count for very much in it, her
time was hke an echo of Queen Elizabeth’s, and

name 15 associated as Elizabeth’s was, with sue-
cos and splendor of every kind. | told you of a
tttle octagon room opening out of Oueen Eliza-

" s gallery, where this other royal lady was
taking tea when she got the news of the battle
ol Blenheim. In a big hall ciése by there hangs
a httle flag worked with the French flcur-ae-lis,
' the Duke of Marlborough still presents
erery year, as a kind of quit-rent, the tenure by

lle holds his splcndid house of Blenheim
nenr Oxford, which the country gave him. Oppo-
>itc lo this flag is another little tri-colored flag also
'Ciiewed every year, which is the Duke of Well-
">8tons homage for the estate of Strathfieldsaye,

,he Sot m the same way after the battle of
waterloo.

It happened to me once to go over the Castle
" th a great French lady, when those flags, signs

in whose

bri u u over her nation, were quite fresh and
mght.  \ ou may suppose itwould have been very

lisagreeable to have explained to such a visitdn
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what they meant, and perhaps there was a little
satisfaction in the smile with which we English
looked at each other and agreed to say nothing
about them. But there they hang, and there every
year the two dukes send these proud offerings,
signs of the Services by which they got their lands,

just as they might have done four or five hundred

years ago. It is a curious little bit of the middle-

ufdav 311 thC 1CSS picUlresclue Pr°ceedings of

And so the Stuarts ended in Anne as the Tudors
ended in Elizabeth. You may have heard the
romantic stories of the two Pretenders, as they were
called— James Il.’s son and grandson, both of
whom tried to recover the throne ofwhich they were
the legitimate heirs in succession. Prince Charles
Edward, whom 11 Scotland we cali Prince Charlie
with a hngering fondness, roused all the Highlandj
and made adash at the crown, which for a moment
looked as if it might be successful. But their day
was past and there was no more hope for this
mce These two unfortunate princes died eating
the bread of strangers-mock kings in melancholy
and the story of this family js writtcn all the
in blood and tears. The only com-

cxile
way through

Onlin AmaltCr'°ffICt sovere*Sn among them was
Queen Anne, and she was the most fortinate « yet

shc too poor lady, saw all her children die,” and
f Wthat her successor to the crown would be a
far-off German cousin, whom England accepted
out did not love.

But these changes mattered little to the oid Cas-
tle, which saw them come and saw them go, and
gave shelter to all in their turn, inclosing their
splendors and their sorrows impartially within its
gray walls, preserving their iames here- and there
mna gallery or a tower, serene and indifTerent like
he green earth herself, which takes no notice what
kind of petty creatures we are who walk about her
fields and woods. The kings and the queens pass
oni like a long procession, every one leaving some
little trace, no one affecting much the roval oid house
which ,s hospitable to all. Some haJe built, and
some have mended ; some have planted the <reat
trees and made the soft green glades of the park,
which are so dehghtful to us now; others have luing
ie walls inside with carvings and tapestries, and
thrown up those vaulted roofs, and smoothed those
punce y terraces. Queen Victoria goes on doing
now what her predecessors began to do four hun-
dred years ago. Apart altogether from the big
imperial history with all its political changes, vou
might wnte a little peaceful history of all the
English sovereigns without ever stirring out of
Windsor. 0

And now that they are in their graves,-some
under our fect in St. George’s, with the music
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pealine over them daily, like King Charles in his ever, remembcring them and making them remem-
pall of snow; some in Westminster, some in other bered, stronger and r.cher and more beautiful for
tombs less royal,— their oid home stands as fair as each ofthem, yet survtving all.

A SRPTEMBR
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GRIGS.

Bv Eliza Woou.

T he little boy Alien went to the “ Lancl of the
Grigs,” one rainy night m the month of June. He
says he was wide awake in his bed, and just stepped
out of a vvindow on to a roof, slid down the roof
for a mile, and went through a blazing light-house,
and landed 011 a rock in a meadow where a great
many voices were singing and croaking and calling
all around him.

Now we know this was all a dream ; but he did
go to Grigland, because he can tell 5011 a great
deal about it.

He found himself sitting on a warm stone by the
edge ofa pool of black water, little grasses waving
in it, bushes shutting it in from the meadows, large
trees notvery far off, and in the sky were violet
and golden clouds as if at sundown, and every-
where were little white violéis. ‘* Take me,”
whispered one dear little violet, that he could reach
without getting off his stone. “ Take me, and
you will know what all the voices are saying.”
1he breath of the violet was so sweet that the little
boy took it into his hand and looked into its fair
face.

“ Now what would you like.lo know?” asked a
voice in the black water.

“ Nothing,” answered the little boy.

“ Then you can come again,” said the voice,
and there was a loud splash. ! .

“Why did n't you ask him something?” said
the violet.

“ Because 1 know things,” said the boy.

“ Then tell me what that small boat'is
water that comes later every night?”

“ The moon, of course,” said the boy.

“ What is it for? ” asked the violet.

* For shining when the sun goes down.”

“ What else did you say you could tell me ?”

“ Oh, everything, most,— how to whistle, and
nng the school bcll, and rattle bones. and spin
tops, and fly kites, and you can’t have a gun till
you are big, and when something black chases you,
itis your shadow, and ‘thou shalt notstealbut i
forget the long one about gravy images.”

“ Thank you,” said the violet.

“ Where is this?” asked the little boy.

“ The Land of the Grigs, this is; you can hear
them talking in the water down there with your—
yourjnoon.”

“ %> they tell nice stories?” he asked.

“ Sometimes they do. 1 like to hear them talk
to the cows when they come here to drink. Just

111.— 47.
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scratch a frog O0l1 the back. and they will begin
talking to you in a minute.”

The little boy stepped off his stone and scratched
a green frog with a small stick.

“ If you should ever want to swim,” said the
frog, “ just do this in the water.”

He did it so quickly that Alien could not see
what he did; but lie thanked the frog when he
carne back, hanging his fore-legsdown, and slanting
his hind-legs.

“ 1 d like to know how lo lie in the water that
way without touching bottom,” he remarked.

“ This! do you mean this?” asked the frog.
“ This isjust done by— doing it, you know. Hang
your legs down, slant your legs out; don’t think
about itat all. Any baby frog can do this.

"1'dlikcto know,” said the frog. in his turn,
“ how you get across the meadow with your fore-
legs anywhere,— hanging down, or in the air; and
sometimes you swing them around your head, with
a piece of your head in one foot.”

“ Perhaps that’'s my cap,” said the boy. “ Why
you just take it off and swing it round, or throw it
in the air, ifyou like, and kick it; my little brother
can do that.”

* Mine can’t,” said the frog

“ |1 was a boy first,” began a voice in the water,
“ but | did not like it.”

Little boy Alien listened with both his cars. He
liked lo hear about “ boys once.” The Grig’s
voice was soft and pleasant, like a rustle in the

reeds.

“ No, I did not like to be a boy,” he said. “ I
had to go to bed every night, and had a velvet cap
tied under my chin to go to school, as soon as |
had eatcn my brcakfast, and school was the worst
place ofall. You sat on a bench,and ifyou did n't
know all there was in the books, somebody was
whipped for it.”

“ Did you know then? ” asked a crow.

* Not any more,” answered the Grig, “ and the
teacher said what was worst was, ‘you don’t want
to know, and you never will know, and you never
will be a man, sir.””

The Grig's breezy voice grew quite awful when
he talked like his teacher.

“ They would not let me alone to be a boy,” he
“ they kept poking me up to read like
like a man, to have
and do sums and

continued,
a man, and hold up my head
my hat tied under my chin,
geog’'fy like a man.”
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“ You do know about the battle of Bunker’s
Hill, don’'t you?” askcd Alien.

“ No,” shouted the Grig.

“ Nor Putnam, and Adam and Eve, and Corn-
wallis and Ca;sar, and Daniel Boone, and the loman
Isles?”

“ No— no— no !’ roarcd the Grig.

“ Tell us some more things that you don’t know
about,” said Alien.

“ Oh, there’s lot o’ things! Five tunes six is
sixty-six. If you put three eggs, and two pigs,
and six dogs in one cart, and go five miles, how
many carts will go one mile in an hour?

Athbh ni'M

“ ldon’t know that, fior geog’fy !” continued the
Grig. “ They would turn ovcr as soon as | had
found out what was on one side of the world; slap
ovcr, and ask you what is on the otlier side.”

“ Eastern Hcmispherc,"” said Alien, so promptly
and gravely that all the Grigs laughed in chorus,
and he thought that cven the crow smilcd. He
was verv much confused; but the white violéis
lookcd kindly at him and gavc him courage to say:
“Why do you laugh at me?
Hemisphere on the other
Africa, and Australia.”

It is the Eastern

side. Europe,

Asia,

[September,

“ Stop him up there!” called out a Grig. “ We
always laugh when anybody knows anything,
especially a boy,” explained the Grig who had
been talking. “ We feel so sorry for him, for

We are merry, laughing Grigs!

We are shouting, chafling Grigs!

And we don’t know a thing,

And can only dance and sing,
With the Grigs, Grigs, Grigs,
W ith the Grigs.”

All the Grigs in the black water joined in the
chorus; some high, some low, and there was a
sound of castanets and pipes and reeds.

“ But I like to know things,”
boy.

insisted the little
“ My big brothers and father knows things.
he addcd sadly and ungrammatically. “ You must
know ’'em beforc you grow up to be a man."

“ No, you nced n’t,” called out a pipmg little
voice on the farther edge of the pool.

“ Yes, you need, too,” said the boy, very stoutly,
for he was beginning to doubt.

Just then it scemed as if it must be pleasant to
be “A merry, laughing Grig,” and not to know a
thing. He was oppressed by the extent of h>s
knowledge. “ You do have to know things, he
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asserted, daringly, “ and 1 like it. 1 like to very
much, | do.”

“ What do you like? ” asked his friend the Grig
with the pleasant voice.

“ 1 like the things you did n't like when you
were a boy— sums and geography and history. 1
am at the reign of George Ill., to find out why we
had to break away from the mother country,” he
intendcd to say, but the Grigs laughed so immod-
erately that he had to join in with them, or sit still
and look very foolish.

“ Come down here and tell us all about it, oid
fellow,” said a Grig, at last; but he could hardly
speak for laughter. “ It will be fun to have a
little chap like you tell us why we br-broke away
from the m-mother country. Excuse my smil-
ing."

1'U tell you up here as much as | know about,”
Alien answered, “ if you don’t laugh all the time,
for that confuses me and makes me laugh too,—
and it was a very sad time in our Colonial history,
you know; but you don’t know, I think you said?”

There was some stifled laughter, but one Gri<-
remarked sternly : “ No, we do not know. Crack
your little whip, my hearty, and whoever laughs
again during this very sad time of our co-colonial
history, shall be immecdiately changed into a wise
studious, Icarned little boy.”

Little boy Alien cleared his throat and blushed.
He squeezed the white violet in his hand, and
looked down at the moon that seemed a silver boat
ill the very black water.

The Grigs were suddcnly as silent as the moon;
the white violéis seemed to listen, too; he thought
he felt their fragrant breath against his check.
I he crow, with his head sidewise, (ixed one eve
llpon him, and muttered unintelligibly.

“ | can't speak it like the books,” he said, apol-
ogeticallv, “ because sometimes | forget the lone
words."

“ Oh,
Grigs.

“ Dear me, | was afraid you had all gonc away,
I am glad you have n’t, though.
His voice was very

no! Don’t, don’t, don’'t!” roared the

you were so still.
1'Htell you as well as | can.”
faint as he began.

'* We had come over from England, the mother
country; and this America was our home, and we
joved it very much, as much as English people
oved their home, and perhaps more, because we
had, most of us, to work hard to keep warm in
"finter, and lo get food and clothes. It was a
stmggling time for us, a hundred years ago, it was
astruggling time. It ”

“Oh my, how many times are you goin»- to
repeat that fact ?” asked a Grig.

“ lhat's what we always have to do in our De-

THE LAND OF THE GRIGS.
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bating Society, when we are not quite sute what
will come out next. Where was | ?”

“ “1t was a struggling time for us.” There’s
where you are,” said a Grig, “ and you 11 set us
off roaring again, if you don’t look out. What
made it a struggling time for us, Little Gravity, if
I may presume to ask your honor a question ?”

“ Certainly,” said Alien, politelv, “ we always
like questions in our Society. It was a struggling
time, because it was. We were in our infancy,

and infants always do struggle.”
“ Yes, they always do,” shouted the Grigs, “ tell
us some more.”

The British nation had adopted measures that
made matters so very alarming,” continued the
boy.

Excuse me,” said the breezy Grig.

“ Ha, ha!
“ W hat had the dear oid mother done? W e want
to be dear about this. It is so much more fun
than dragging it out of books at school. But what

had the British nation done? Five minutes for

deliberation.”

“ Thank you,” said little boy Alien. He tried
hard to remcmber the long words of the history;
but he could not help counting the stars in the
water, till a voice said:

“ Time is up.”

“ She had nagged us for a long time, and was
so hard upon us, that even Lord Chatham said,
we could n't be expected to make up, if they did n't
ease off a little.”

“But what had she done to us,— that is the
point? ” msisted the pleasant-voiced Grig.

“ 1'll have to look over it again, and come back
and tell you,” answered little bov Alien. “ It
seems to me that we were taxcd verv much more
than we could pay, and badly used about a great
many things; and when Dr. Benjamin Franklin
and other Americans, went to England to see about
it, they were snubbed, and told they had n’t any
right to ask questions. Then Lord Chatham tried
again to arrange our affairs, by asking that we
might not be taxed any more unlcss we agreed to
it ourselvcs at home, in our assemblies, and they
just would not listen to him.”

“ A scrubby lot !'” remarked a Grig.

« It was taxation without representation, that we
objccted to,” said the little boy. «He had thought
very hard until he remembered the words of the
book.

laxation without representation,”” repeateda
deep-voiced Grig, who seemed to be near the sur-
face, “ and he 's a fat little chap sitting on a stone,
and if you "1 believe me, evc-n those long words
don’t upset him.”

“ | learned them to-day,” said the boy. “ Who-
ever understands the subject best, when we debate
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before the master next tcrm, is lo have a gold

Hear hear !” shouted the Grigs, and for a few
moments'there was such a clapping and clacking,
and piping and bassooning, that Alien could not

SPHe was much cncouragcd, however, by their
applause, and continued with great solenmity as
soon as they were silent.

“ We had no representatives in Lngland, and
yet we were taxed in the Colonies. When we
found that the Tax Bill had really passed bo
houses of Parliament, and had beco.ne a ta»,
indignation was boundless. In Boston harbor the
flags were hung at half-mast; the bells ,n he
chumbes were muffled to ring a funeral pe” th
Act was burned as soon as it carne from the Kings
printing-house, and6n the day upon which it fas
10 be enforced, not a sheet of stamped paper was
to be found anywhcre, so they could not carry on
any business that required stamps, and the couits
of iustice were closed."

“ Good 1 very good !” said thedecp-~iced Grig
near the surfacc. “ How did it cnd ?
end?” called out a great many voices.

“ U ended in the repeal of the Act in the Biitis
Parliament; but I have n’l quite got to that.

How did it

“ Enough ! enough ! enough 1” p.ped up shnll
voices in great numbers all around the edge of

P°" Don-t you want to hear how they enforced the

tiib L1.1IGKND
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Stamp Act again, and the heavy duty upon tea,
and glass, and ”

“ Too much at a time, young un! said a gruf"f

'e“ But we rebelled and fought about it, and de-
claredour independence, Fourth of Jul>q and ever

so much more,— American Revolution !”

“ Come again! come again!” shouted all the

Grigs, in all their voices. high and low, clear and
shrill, deep and swecct, brcezy and strong.

“ There's s eorge Washington,” said the little
boy “ I have not brought him in yet. And
-Ha» Columbia, happy land !" and ‘ Star-Spangled

“ Oh, scratch my back !” saida frog.

e And all men frec and equal.”

“ Come again ! come again !
bullv boy! Come again!
All the voices joining
and the crow still

Scratch my back.
Scratch my back.
in to stop little o>t n.
looking at h.m sidcw.se, and
drawing a lead-colored shade over his eye. The
little white violéis hanging their heads, and no
silver boat now in the black water. . s

He thinks he saw in the sedge near him just the
very point of a red silk night-cap, that must have
been on the head of the breezy-voiccd Gng, an
if so, he is sure he will know that vo.ee agamand
he is going back, he says, the first mght that
hears all the voices calling at once:

“ Come again ! come again !

Scratch my back.
Come again, bully boy, come again !

OF ANTWERP.

By M. R. H.

More than thrce thousand years ago,
Antigonus liveel, the merchants’ foe ;
The grim oid giant his castle he d

On a bencl of Ute lovelv river Scheld.

Dark and gloorny against the sky,
The castle lifted its turret high,

W hile planted upon the rocky erng
Always floated the battle dag.

Around and about those vine-decked shores
Flashcd white-winged ships and glcam.ng oais ,
And happy and lucky the sa.lor bold

W ho passed unchallenged, for goods oi gok .

For the giant claimed, as a tax and fee,
Half the treasure brougbt over the sea;
And far and wide as the eye could reach,
Bales and boxes bestrcwcd the beacli.

From early morning to set of sun,

The task of robbing the ships was done ;
All grimly ciad in his coat ol mail,
Antigonus watchcd for the coming sail.

This was the rule that the giant made,
Briskly plying his robber trade :

Failing to bring the gold to land,

He cut off the skipper's good nght hand.
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Then up rose the valiant knight Brabo,
To fight the giant, of course, you know;
And the good oid legend tells. beside,
How by Brabo’'s weapon the giant died.

So the conqucring hero’'s deed and fanie
Is kept alive by the country’s fiame ;
Brabant they cali the land this day,
For love of the knight, the legends say.

THE CITY

Still past the quaint olcl Bclgian town
Of Antwcrp the river runncth down;
And still on the city arms dotli stand
A hand that’s clasping another liand.

Many and many a winter night,

When hearths are cheery and faces bright,
The children will cease their noisy play,
To hear of the giant, passed away.

“ Ah ! he never lived !” laughs a gay fraulein ;
* 1 know very well what the elders mean !
W hy, the fiame is from ae'ntwerf* I've been told,
And not from hand-werpen\ of giant bold !”

OF

“ Oh, scoffing fraulein !'” the children plead,
“ We belicve the story— we do, indeed !”
And over and over they hear it told,
The lcgend that now is centurics oid.

It will last, they say. to the cnd of time;

It is told in prose,

it is told in rhyme ;

But the little ones say, in whispers low,
“ It is well that it happencd so long ago!”

fon ihc wharf. 1Hand-throwing: bccnusc «he hancls, wlicn cnt ofF, were tlirown jnto ihc sen.
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Jiy THE BKOOK-SIDE.

By Oi.ivk Thorne.

Many years ago an cnthusiastic girl, whose
fiame you never heard, deliberately set out to
“ improve her ntind.” Blindly and secretly grop-
ing about for the best way, she stumbled upon
various maxims for the guidance of earnest young
souls, and putting them all together, she adopted
for herself a set of rules jntended to correct all her
faults and complete her educalion, and of which
I will tell you only those which were to direct her
reading. The first required her to rise at five
o'clock, retire to a coid roorn in the third story,
and read for two hours in some “ solid” work;
and the second, never to read a second sentence
until she understood the first.

Dear me! | see her now, poor struggling soul!
wrappcd in a shawl, eyes half open, poring over
“ Finney’s Theology,” the most solid book in her
father’s library. No one can ever know the tough
wrcstles she had with the “ Theory of Divine Gov-
ernment,” and “ Moral Obugation,” for the faith-
fulness with which she adhered to the second
rule, of understanding cach sentence; which often
rcsulted, by the way, in limiting her reading to a
single half-page in a morning.

Have yon found out that you know very little?
— that books are full of allusions totally dark to
you ? Have you learned that graduéting, even at

a college, will not complete your education ? Do
vou long for cultivation ? Then to you | hold out
my hands. Let us see if we cannot avoid the
rocks that have wrecked so many honest endeav-
orers besides the girl of that far-off day with her
Theology.

For tlie first, and greatest of these rocks— you
will attempt too much. You will wake up to your
needv condition suddenly, perhaps, and looking
over the biography of Franklin, or some one elsc
who lived by rule,— or at least made rules to live
by,— you will, if you 're an earnest soul, lay out
for vourself such a code of laws, mental, moral
and physical, as an aged philosopher would find
hard to live by. Eagerly you will begin, and faitli-
fully carry them out for a while ; but human nature
is weak, enthusiasm will die out, your lapses from
rules will becomc more frequent, and you will
fall back into the oid careless life, discouragetl;
perhaps resume your novel-reading, and never ad-
vance beyond the shallow life you see about you
and find so éasy.

My dear girl ! don’t lie so hard with yoursdf.
Don’t cxpect to jump from light novéis to Carlyle,
and to relish his bracing atmosphere. Do not

begin with a book that requires the cidse attention
of a student, and forcé vourself to read, yawning,
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with wandcring mind and closing eyes. Do not

open a dry history, beginning at the first chapter,
fesolved to read it through anyway. Never stint
vour sleep, fAor frecze fAor starve yourself All
these are worse than useless ; they discourage you.
A taste for solid reading must be cultivated, and
books that are tedious at fourteen may be lamps
to your feet at forty.

There is an easier and better way.
not despair of acquiring an interest in
reading, even if you have always read novéis, have

time at y°ur disposal, or have reachcd the
age of gray hairs. It is never too late to begin to
cultivate yourself.

Do not lay out in detail a “ course of reading.”
Irobably you would not follow it, and the moral
elfcct of making a plan and giving it up is injuri-
ous. but there is another reason for my advice
U lien you become interested in a subject, then is
the tune to follow it up, and read everything yon
can get liold of about it. What you read when

keen|y «nterested you will remember and makc
your own, and that is the secretof acquiring knowl-
edge: to study a thing when your mind is awake
and eager to know more. No matter if it leads you
ilwa>' nom the book with which you set out; and if
itsends you to another subject, so that you never
again open the original book, so much the better-
you are eager, you are learning, and the object of
reading is to Icarn, not to get through a ccrtain
number of books.

“ What we read with

Jo|lmson, “ makes a strong impression.
we read as a task, is of little use.”

When you read a book that interests you, you
uaturally wish to know more of its author. That
is the lime to make his acquaintance. Read his
lile, or an account of him in an encyclopedia;

S,ver h,s otl,cr writings, and become familiar
"" hlm- rhen yon have really added something
i” your knowledge. If you fettered yourself with
1 ecourse,” you could not do this, and before you
nmshcd a book, you would have forgotten the
interested you as you went

You need
instructive

inclination,” said wise oid
W hat

special points which
ihrough.

You think that history is dull reading, perhaps.

m afraid that is becausc you have a dull wav of
reading it, not realizing that it is a series of truc
.uid wonderful stories of men’s lives, beyond com-
pnrison more marvelous and interesting than the
in novéis. The first pavés

hctitious lives we read
| advise you not’ to

j're usually dry. I admit, and
ook at them till you feel a desire to cio so; but
select some person, and follow out the story of his
"e, or some event, and read about that, and |
assure you, you will find a new life in the oid books.

ftci getting, in this way, a fragmentary ac-
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quaintancc with a nation, its prominent incn and
striking events, you will doubtless feel anxious to
know its whole story, and then, reading it with
interest, you will remember what you reacl.

But there are other subjeets in which you may
be interested. You wish first to know about the

w great books and authors generally regarded
and referrecl to as the fountain-heads of the world’s
hterature. It is impossible, in a little “ talk ” like
this, to give definite directions for gaining a knowl-
edge of these. Nceds vary in almost every case,
and a book that might wisely be selccted for one
gnl, might be a very poor choice for another. Al-
most every one can turn lo some judicious relative
or friend who. at least, can start her in a good
dircction. Once started, the way is delightful and
easy. | here are many entrances into the great
temples of literature— you need not go in by all
of them.

There are many well known and often quoted
authors, conccrning whorn you will wish to be in-
formed, even if you never read their works. You
want to know when they lived and what they wrotc.

he world of books is too large for any one to
know thoroughly; you must select from the wide
range what suits your taste, and be conteni to
nave an outside, or title-page, knowledge of the
rest.

Aboye all, in your reading you want to avoid
becoming narrow and one-sided. Read both sides
ofa question. If you read a eulogistic biography
ofa person, read also, if possible, one written from
an opposite stand-point. You will find that no one
mwholly bad, norwholly good, and you will grow
broael in your views.

But perhaps you don’t know how to read by
subjeets. Lct me tell you. Supposc you see an
al usion to something that interests you— say Sir

altor Raleigh ; look for his fiame in an cncyclo-
pedia or biographical dictionary (which you will
find 111 every tolerable village libran). Reading
oi him, con will become interested in Queen Eliza-
beth ; look her up, in the same books, and jll
I.nglish history; observe the noted men of her
reign, look them up, read their lives; read histor-
novéis and poems of her times; look at the
contents of magazines and reviews, and
You see the way open
and there is

ical
table ol
read essays on the subject.
before you. Once make a start,
scarcely an end to the paths you will wish to fol-
low.

If you have 110 special subject of interest, take
up an encyclopedia, slowly turn the leaves, and
read any item that attracts you, not forcing your-
self to read anything. If yOU have any life in you
you will find something to interest you ; then you

have your subject. If it is some his.orical pe,son
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or cvent, procecd as 1 have already indicated; if
scientific, overhaul the dictionaries of Science, hves
of scientific men, discussions of d.sputed pomts,
etc.; if geographical, turn to a gar-etteer, books of
trav'els, etc. One book will lead to another.

Right here let me say, | hope you have access to
these works of rcference, either in your own house
or that of a fricnd, or at a public library. But il
your case is the very worst— if you have nonc, can-
not buy them, and have no public library in your
neighborhood, let me advise you to drop every-
thing else, and make it your solé and special mis-
sion to start one. either by influenetng your parents
and older friends, or by getting up a club of your
mates. A strong will and carnest cffort w.il ac-
complish wonders, and all older pcople are wtll.ng
to help younger ones to uscful tools.

To return to your reading. Your memory is
bad, perhaps— every one complains ol that; but 1
can tell you two secrcts that will cure the worst
memorv. One 1 mentioned above: to read a sub-
ject when strongly interested. The other is, to not
only read, but tliink. When you have read a para-

graph orapage, stop, ciése the book, and tu

to
remember the

ideas on that page, and not only
recall them vaguely in your mmd, but put them
into words and speak them out. taithfully folio»
thesc two rules, and you have the golden keys o
knowledge. Besides inattcntive reading,
are other things injurious to memory. One is tne
habit of skimmingover ncwspapers, items ol news,
smart remarks, bits of Information, political tetlcc-

there

ITOTTLEJOHN.

[Se PTEMBEK,

tions, fashion notes, all in a confused jumble, never
to be thought of again, thus dihgcntly cultivating
a habit of caveless reading, harcl to break. Anothei
is the reading of trashy novéis. Nothing is so
fatal to reading with profit as the habit of running
through storv after story, and forgetting them as
soon as read. 1know a gray-haired woman a hfc-
long lover of books, who sadly declares that her
mind has been ruined by such reading.

A help to memory is repetition. Notlnng is so
certain to kcep your French fresh, and ready for
use, as to have always on hand an interestmg ston
in that language, to takc up for ten minutes cvei)
dav. In that case, you will not “ forget yout
French” with the majority of your schoolmates.

A lovc of books, dcar girls, is one of the greatest
comforts in life. No one can be wholly unhappy
or solitary who possesses it. From thoughtless
vouth to hoary age, books are a refreshment or
the wearv. socicty for the loncly, helpers for the
weak. A inste for good reading is one of the best
mfts in the world— better than beauty, almost bet-
ter than hcalih. and incalculably better than wealth.
The pleasures of a comfortably filled mmd can
never be cstimated.

In conclusién, let me beg that whatever you Icarn
in books you will Icarn thoroughly. Conteni your-
self with no smattering surface acquaintance, but
endeavor to thoroughly know and understand your
subject, step by step, as you go on. Mastei one
subject, and you have taken a long step toward a
broad and cultivated womanhood.

JOHN I[IiOTTLEJOHN.
liv laura v- Richards.
Litii.i. John Bottlejohn lived on the hill,

" And a blithe little man was he;

And he won the heart of a little mermaid
W ho lived in the deep blue sea.

And every evening she used to sit
And sing on the rocks by the sea:

*Qh. little John Bottlejohn!

prelty John Bottlejohn.

Little John Bottlejohn heard her song,

until

-4 1» <«pped I» N

he carne down to the shore.
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And there on a rock sat the little mermaid,
And still she was singing so free—
“ Oh, little John Bottlejohn ! pretty John Bottlejohn !
Wont you come out to me?”

Little John Bottlejohn made a bow,
And the mermaid she made one, too,

And she said : “ Oh ! I never saw ’'anything half
So perfectly sweet as you.

In my beautiful home, 'ncath the occan foam,
How happy we both should be!

Oh, little John Bottlejohn! pretty John Bottlejohn!
Wont you come down with. me?”

Little John Bottlejohn said : ““ Oh, yes,
I'Il willingly go with you ;

And | never will quail at the siglu of your tail,
For perhaps | may grow one too.”

So he took her hand, and he left the land.
And he plunged in the foaming tnain;

And little John Bottlejohn, pretty John Bottlejohn,
Never was seen again.
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OUR COLONIAL COINS.

OUR COLONIAL COINS.

BY G. D. Mathews.

ProbaBLY very few of the readers ot St. Nich-
OLAS know anything of the coins of this land
before it was @ country, when it was merely a home

THE PINE-TREF. SHILUNG. REVERSE.

and a shelter for colonists from Europe. This
Centcnnial year, therefore, will be a fitting season
for saying something about those odd-looking pen-
nies that one sometimes meets with, and which
have so cidése a connection with our early history.
Many of these coins were semi-national in their
origin, being issued by State authorities, before as
well as after the Declaration of
Some were private ventures,

Independence.
struck here or in
Great Britain ; while others, again, were issued by
Franee for her colonies in Louisiana. Of these
pieces, many are now rare, but we shall describe a
number of them, coming down to the period when

o Vo,
JV
P
i
MASSACHUSETTS CENT. KBVKKSE.

the United States Government exercised
rogative as an

its pre-
independent power, of issuing its
own money.

Wampum— that is, strings of shells ground down
so that each piece was about the sizc of a grain of
corn-was used by the Indians for ornament and
for barter. The early colonists, through trading
with the Indians, became accustomed to this article,
and used it to some extent among themselves.
But as it would not be taken by the merchants in
Europe for goods ordered from them, a metallic
currcncy was soon deinanded.

In 1652, therefore, the General Court of Massa-

chusetts issued al Boston some silver pieces of the
valué of twelve and of six English pennies each.
These coins were merely round, flat pieces of silver,
with “ N. E.” (New England) on the one side, and
the valué, XII. or V1., on the other. The frugal
authorities wasted no money on engraving, not
even announcing the year in which the coins were
issued.

This coinage was, however, so distastcful. be-
cause of the absence of any design, that another
series was at once issued, on some of which is a
scraggy oak-tree. inclosed in a circle of dots, out-
side~of which are the words “ Masathvsets . in.”
while round the edge on the reverse is the remain-

der of the legend, “ New England, An: Dom."

ti 1l
/ f* 20A
1o t . em\ tae
%
CONNECTICUT CENT. REVERSE.

On this reverse is the date, 1652, in the center, with
the numeral of valué. X1I1I., VI., Ill. or Il., below
it.  On others of this design is a pine-tree; and
while of both these designs occasional issucs took
place during nearly thirty years, yet the date 1652
is the only one used.

Charles the Second, it is said, regarded this coin-
age of the colony as an encroachment on liis pre-
rogative. We believe, however, that his dislike
was overedme by the statement that the design was
a memorial of the famous oak-tree hiding-place
of his father !

In 1685 the Boston Mint was closed by royal

fk
ro

REVERSE.
CONNECTICUT CENT

command, and remained so for more than a cen-
tury. After the Revolution, Massachusetts issued
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for local use copper cent and half-cent pieces. On
these the device is that of an Indian chiefwith bow

and arrow. To the left of his face there is a star.

"hile the legend is the tvord “ Commonwealth.”
On the reverse is an eagle, with arrows in its left
talén and an olive branch in its right, the breast
being covered with a shield, on which is the word
e«Cent.” The legend on this side is “ Massachu-
setts,” and the coins bear the date 1787 or 1788,
the former being much the rarer piece. In 1788
the Federal Government prohibited all further
<oinages by the local States, intending to establish
a national mint, and thus a second time the Boston
Mint ceased operations.

W hile Massachusetts was the only State that
ever issued silver coins, other States surpassed her
il the amount of their issues of copper. In 1785,
Connecticut issued a copper cent, stamped with a
bust that passed for Washington, with the legend,
* Auctori Connec.” (By the authority of Connecti-

cut). On the reverse is the Goddess of Liberty,
"ith the words, “ Inde. et Lib.,” contracted for
” Independentia et Libertas,” with the date. Cop-
per cents were also issued by this State in 1786,
1787, and in 1788.

To Vermont belongs the honor of having a coin-
age issued by her own authorities even before she
was recognized by Congftss as an independent
State. In 1785, this State coined a cent with a
device as poetical as it was patriotic. On the ob-
verse is the All-secing Eyc; around this are thir-
tcen radiating lincs, alternately long and short,
with a star between each ; while the legend reads,
‘Ouarta. Decima . Stclla”— Vermont claiming to
be the fourteenth star in the Federal galaxy. On
the reverse is a portion of the sun’s disk as he risos

OUR COLONIAL COINS.
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over pine-crowned mountains; while between the
date (1785) and the base of the mountains is a
plow, the legend being, “ Vermonts . (in some
cases Vermontis) Res. Publica.” In the following
year on cents of this design we have “ Vermonten-
sium ;” but on other cents, in place of this early
design, there appears a conventional bust of Wash-
ington in armo?, with the legend “ Vermon Auc-
tori,” while on the reverse is the Goddess of Lib-
erty, with the customary “ Inde. et Lib.,” and the
date, 1786, 1787, or 1788.

New Jersey, or, as it was first called, Nova
Ctesarea, had no State coinage till 1786; but in
that year, as also in 1787 and 1788, cents were
issued of a very distinctive device. On the obverse

is a plow, surmounted by a horse’s head, with
the legend, “ Nova Ctesarea,” and bearing the
date 1786. On the reverse is a large heart-shaped

shield, the legend being “ E Pluribus Unum.”

We have now described the designs on the
State coinages of rnoney previous to our national
issues; but a second divisién of this early moncy
may be made of the coins prepared abroad for use
here. Of these the rarest, and, at the same time,
the most interesting, is the silver shilling, or groat,
struck in 1659 in England by Lord Baltimore for
eirculation in Marvland, of which territory he was
governor and proprietor. These pieccs, known as
the Baltimore shillings, show considerable taste in
their device.

Another of these foreign coined pieces is called
the Carolina halfpennv. This has on the obverse

a large elephant, standing. On the reverse are
the words, '* God preserve Carolina and the Lords.
Propricters, 1694.” The date shows that this was.
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struck tiuring the reign of William and Mary, while
the device of the elephant connects it with some of
the great firms that traded with the East Indios.
This halfpenny was, therefore, probably issucd by
some persons who had an interest in American as
wecll as in Asiatic commerce.

In 1722, an Englishman named Wood obtained
leave to coin twopennies, pennies, and halfpenmes
for use in the colonies. Having to pay a large surn

ROSA AMERICANA IIALFPKNNY. REVERSE.

for this privilege, Wood re-imbursed himself bv
making the coins worth intrinsically onlv half their
legal valué. From their legend, these are known
as the “ Rosa Americana” series.

The colony of Virginia could not be overlooked
by the industrious money-makers across the Atlan-
tic, and in 1773 the “ Virginia halfpenny” made
its appearance. On the obverseisa hcad ol George
the Third, and on the reverse the arms of Great
Britain, a crown, and the word “ Virgi nia.”

Our Declaration of Independence, and the hos-
tilitics which followed it, did not prevent the en-
gravers of Great Britain from still seeking to profit

by the American market. An immense number

VIRGINIA HALFPENNY. REVERSE.

of coins and tokens were now struck in England
and sent here to be used as halfpcnnies or cents.
Of these, we have the “ Nova Constelatio” series,
having on the obverse the All-seeing Eye, with
radiating beams, betwcen each of which is a star,
the legend being “ Nova Constelatio.” On the
reverse, a wreath incloscs the letters “ U. S.” in
Roman characters, while the legend is " Libertas
+ Justitia,” the date being 1783. In 1785 there
was another issuc, the legend reading, “ Libertas
et Justitia,” while the “ U. S.” is in script charac-

tel‘/'f’mother extensivo issue was that of the ;uWash-
ington cents,” of which there were several varietics.

OUR COLONIAL COINS.
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REVERSE.
NOVA constelatio cent

The carliest of these is called the *“ small-hcad
cent,” from the size of the bust of Washington, the
legend being “ Washington and Independence,”
with the date 1783- On the reverse is a figure of
Liberty scated, with the legend “ United States.”

On a second typc of this series we have the ob-
verse and the reverse alike, the design being that
of the obverse of the cent just describcd, the word
W ashington alone appearing, so that this is known
as the “ double-headed Washington cent.” A third
typc has an entirely different head, and, from the

WASHINGTON CENT. WASHINGTON “ I'NITV’

(REVERSE)
error in the legend 011 the reverse, is known as the
“ unity cent.”

New York State seems to have had 110 local
mint, so that the coins called “ New York cents”
wcrc all imported. On some of these there is a
bust of Washington, with the boastful and un-
Washingtonian legend, “ Non vi sed virtute vici”
(not by forcé, but by virtue, 1 conqucred) ; with a
reverse of Liberty seated, the legend being “ Neo
Eboraeensis” (New York), and the date 1786.

To our very incomplcte sketch we must yet add
a brief description of the currency used in the

ROSA AMERICANA HALFPENNY
(ANOTHER ISSUE).

SMALL-HEAD CENT
(REVERSE).

T'rendi colonies of Louisiana. In the beginning of

the last century, Louis XV. issucd a copper piece
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having two L's crossed beneath a crown, with the
usual French legend, “ Sit nomen Domini Benedic-
tum ” (Blessed be the iame of the Lord); while on
the reverse there is simplv, in three lines across
the field, “ Colonies Fran?oises, 1721,” or 1722.

In 1767, there was another issue of copper
money, but with a different device. On the ob-
verse there is a wreath inclosing the French arms,

(9)

1®

LOI/ISIANA CENT. REVERSE.

with the legend and date. On the reverse are two
micepters crossed with L., XV. in the angles, the
letter A denoting the Paris Mint mark, while the

TWO OF

THEM. 7009

ILOUISIANA CENT.

words “ Colonies Frampoises’ are in two curved
lines.

A fuller description of the coins that go under the
general fiame of American colonials is forbidden
by our space. Should any of our readers be coin-
collecting, we wish them, however, to remember
that the most useful collection is that which con-
tains good specimens of the different types Ol- pat-
terns of the various coins. and not merely “ full

sets” of the issues of any particular coin.

THEM.

By Carrii=w. Thompson.

A BROOK and wee Elsic
Were playing together,
One froliesome day
Of the sunshiny wcather,

At “ tag” and

“ bo-peep;”

Naughty creatures were they,
For the brook and wee Elsic
Had both run away.

One time, when they paused

11 a lovety cool
in the water

Elsic saw

place,

Her round dimpled face;

And

“ How funny !” she said,

With a wondering look,—
‘Now, how could my face
Get into the brook?”

A half-minute

later,

A gypsying bee

Left Elsie

in tears,

Sony object to sec.
Mere 's another cpicer problem,”

The

little brook cries;

Now, how did 1 ever

Get

into her eyes?”
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SHARK BAY.

By Rebecca Harding Davis.

T his picture of the fox and stork always puts
me in mind of the Great Races at Shark Bay. The
true account of that aflair is this :

It was Unele Jeems that brought the boys down
to the bay. Their fathers had gone out to sea for
a day’s trolling for mackcrel, and, being afraid to
leave a lot of city boys running loose over the
farm, called the oid man out of the stablc, and put
them under his care.

“ Fuss-rate,” said Unele Jeems. coimng up when
the gentlemen were gone. “ 1°'ll gib yoh a day’s
spoht, young gemplems !” o

“ You 'll attend to your own concerns, saicl
Pugh, loftily. “ Come. Potter. If we are to spend
the day at Shark’s Bay, we can provide amusement
for ourselves, | imagine."-and they walked away
arm in arm. Tcd and Joe and little Polly clung to
Unele Jeems, and trotted after them.

Pugh and Potter were acadcmy boys, and quite
ten vearsoid. They always “ imagined ” and “ pre-
sumed ” when Tcd would have said he “ thinkcd it
out” When they landed from the boat, the other
day, thev were quite sure all the boarders were
looking at them, just as at homo on Broadway
they thought the crowd admired them passing by.
Their only reason for cxpecting this pubhc atten-
tion was that Pugh was studying Greek verbs and

Potter had a watch ; and there are a great many

persons of whorn these things can be said.
Though we do meet people sometimes,

think everybody

who
is admiring them, who do not
even study Greek, and have not a watch.

Since they carne to the country, Pugh worc las
best clothes of gray cloth, and Potter a full suit o
white Unen, with magnificent neck-tics and scai -
rings. They were very much ashamed of the Han-
nei shirts and oid trousers in which their fathers
would go fishing.

“ What kind of sport shall we have?” 'led askcti
the oid man when they carne in sight of the bay.

“ Dat's foh de young men to say, sah,"~and
Unele Jeems sat down on a log and began to pie
the barnacles off it. s

“ Never you mind,” said Potter, gracously.
“ W e’ll take care of you little fellows.”

The bay was a very fittle bay, only two or three
miles wide. It sparkled in the sun, and now and
then a crab carne to the top and made a ring oi
ripples on the tan-colored water. There was a
strip of sandy beach all around it, and back of thu .
green and brown marshes, as far as you could see
inland. The bay opened out into the sea which
no doubt, was a very grand background ; but tea
and Polly took very little account of it— it wass
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big and uncomfortable. Sand-hills and the mud
ni the matsh were the things,— that is if you went
in for enjoyment.

Pugh and Potter consulted awhile. Then Pugh
said, as if he were making a speech :

“ We are going to have races ”

“ Oh, goody !” cried Polly.

“ Hooray !” shrieked Ted and Joe. “ Races!”

The Grand Races of Shark Bay!— that’s the
fiame of them. Two hcats. | ’'m to lay down the
rules for the first heat, and Potter for tiie second.
Now d’ye understand ? Two heats?”

“ Two heats 1 Hooray 1” yelled Ted and Joe,
while Polly swung her sun-bonnet by the strings
and screamed louder than either.

“ That will do. You'll make me deaf, child.
Now I’ll make the rules for the first race. The
starting-point is this log— just here, and that boat
drawn up on the beach is the goal. Every man
entering the race must put down a quarter of a
dollar 7

“ Have n't got a quarter,” sung out Ted.

“ Hooray !” began Polly, but stopped short.

“ Well, put in what you have got.”

Potter and Pugh each took out their porte-mon-
naies, and flung down a quarter of a dollar on a
mossy log. Ted and Joe whispered eagerly to-
gether.

“ Is the one that wins to have a/l the money ?”
asked Joe.

“ Yes, yes. Come, don’t be all day about it.”

< Now, |’'ve got fifteen cents and Tcd’s gol
lifteen. If we put in ten each, we’ll have five for
tlie second heat. W:ill thatdo?”

“Don’'t yoli resk yoh money, chillen,” growled
Jeeras. “ You have n’'t got de gliost of a chance
‘gainst dah long legs. Don’t yoh see ?”

But Ted and Joe were breathless with cagerness.

“ Can we go in on that? Can Polly go in, too?”

"Oh yes, yes.” Pugh and Potter laughed and
exchanged significant glances. “ Now,” said Pugh,
' lifteen minutes for preparadora”

He disappeared suddenly in the marsh-grass.
Potter took off his coat. Ted and Joe. anxiously
"atcliing him, did the same.

“ Mine’s a frock,” said Polly, ready to cry. But
alien Potter unlaced his shoes, and Ted and Joe
tlitl likewise, she tore off both shoes and stockings
smd hopped about in her fat, bare feet.

“ Take your places 1” said Potter, throwing back
fe suspendere. His face was very red, and he
jooked now and then anxiously at the little heap of
t«'enty-five and ten-cent notes.

They all stood in a row by the log, right foot
"it. looking impatiently about for Pugh.
" | think Polly ought to have a start.

liUlrst.” said Ted.

She'’s the
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rules,” said Potter, sol-

“ That’s against Latin
emnly. *“ “Mensa, mensa, mensa, mensam.

“Oh!” said Ted, looking aghast. “ 1 did n’t
know."

“ Come along, Pugh 1” shouted Potter, sharply.
“ I hear you back there. Time'’'s up1 1'll give
the word. One— two— three1 Go1”

They all dashed off, Potter ahead. But he stopped
short when Pugh broke through the marsh-grass
mounted on his velocipede, which he had brought
down with him from town. It ran like lightning
over the hard beach.

“ Unfair1 Foul! Back 1 back !” shéuted Pot-
ter, and after him Ted and Joe.

“ It is fair,” said Pugh. “ There was no agree-
ment that it was to be a foot-race.”

Potter was silent a momem. “ Come on, then,”
he said, sullenly.

“ We can beat him, anyhow, Potter,” shouted
Ted, wild with excitement.

They made a fresh start. Potter ran leisurely,
not trying to win. Poor little Polly tumbled down
after a yard or two, and carne back crying to Unele
Jeems. led and Joe went tearing along only to
see Pugh, seated on his crimson velvet cushion,
run easily before them all the way and round the
goal with a triumphant sweep of the wheels. He
rodé back laughing, gathered up the money, and
put it in his pockets.

“Yoh gwine t’ take dem chillen’s money?” said
Unele Jeems.

“ That'’s the rules of the race,” said Pugh.

“ Why, of course, that’s the rules of the race 1”
cried Ted. “ Come on! Second heat1 Plank
down your five cents, Joe.”

Joe obeyed. Pugh and Potter put down their
stakes.

“ Starting-pointand goal the same,” said Potter.
“ Fifteen minutes for preparadora” And he dis-
appeared in the marsh-grass.

“/ wont run this time, boys,” said Polly, look-
ing first at one red little solo and then the other.

But Ted and Joe were hot with cagerness to be
off. They danced up and down in front of the log.
Pugh sat, smiling, on his velocipede.

There was a stir presently in the grass.

Time’s up !" cried Joe. “ One— two
threc

“ Go 1” shouted Potter, dashing into the course
on his pony. He had not had time to saddle him,
and rodé clinging to the mane. Pugh rushed for-
ward for a few rods, but was left far behind.

Ted and Joe raced furiously along until they
were out of breath. The flying heels of the pony
left only a cloud ofsand in their faces.

rhey carne back red and perspiring, ready to
cry, but swallowed down the sobs as they pulled on
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their coats. Pottcr cantered up and stuffed his

winnings into his pockct.
There was a miserable silcncc.

and glared upon the sand. v
“ / don’t think races

The sun was hot

is very good fun, said
Polly.
Potter and Pugh chuckled.
“ Is that all the sport you know ? asked ed.

“ That's all,” said Pugh.

His velocipcde would not run exccpt on the nar-
row strip of hard beach ; he gave it a kick and sal
down. Potter’s pony was minded to go to its
stable ; he abuscd it for an obstinate little beast,
and, jumping off, let it gallop back. Then he sa
down besidc Pugh. Their full pockets d.d no
seem to put the two boys into a good humor,
and Joe put their hands into their empty ones,
tried to look indifferent, and yawned.

“

Isdem dar racesdone run?” said Unele Jeems,

df* Yes ”

said Tcd. Polly noddcd two or three
times.

A toar ran down lo the tip of her little red
nose, and hung there. .
“ W all” (the oid man got up slowly)

feckon
it's our tuhn now, chillen

-"-and he disappeared
in the marsh-grass.

Pugh and Potter sneered, bul red and Joe stared
all about them with wide-open eyes.

In two minutes, on the water from beh.nd a

clump of ccdars and bay bushes, appeared Unele
Jcecms. aboard of the dirtiest, lovel.est little boat
you ever saw. A regular schooner fully tvent
feet long. with two masts and sails,
streamcr fluttering at the peale !

“ Disycre’s de fi.U-rigged, fast-going sh.pl ollv,
bound foh Europe. Californy. and Japan .

and a red

cnecl
Unele Jccms, steering her up to the shorc. Ted,
commander! 0., fust captan. ko ly passe -
ger! Unele Jeems, crcw ! All aboard. Kig yotn
maintopsail, my hearties !

Ted and Joe had no breath lo cheer. rheit
eyes were set with astonishment and dehght. 1 olly
gave a little cackle of a “ Hooray ! and then
jumped up and down, holding up her arms. Me .

me? Did vou mean me, Unele Jeems.

“ Yoh's de on'y ladv ob de fiame oh 1o0lly 1
know yercabouts,” lifting her on deck with a jump.
“ All aboard, captain !'”

Ted and Joe swarmed ovei the bow. 1ugh anc
Potter carne elose as they could. They had quite
forgotten their dignity in the exetement.

" Isn't she a beauty ? Regular sea-going vesse ,
isn't she, Unele Jeems? Someti.,ng like a boat,
to liavec two masts !”

“ Look at the anchor !” shneked Polly.
the dear little house shut up by a lid 1”

“ That'’s the fovecastle, you goose, said led.
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“ Butjust see the rudder! Why, you can turn it!

Can | steer—oh, can | steer?”

“ Ob coursc. And Mars Joc, he m,n de sail
Miss Polly, she captain ob de center-board.
hold dat stick tight, honey.
ver jib-boom 1

Yon
Kig
my

Now we s off.
Man vyer topsail halyards,
hearties !’ .,

“ Ave, aye, sir 1” shouted Tcd and Joc; and the
little boat went plunging out into the flashing
waves, the red streamer flapping overhead in the
sunlight, and the masts, with Tcd’s steering, rock-
ing topsily to and fro.

T We 've got to take kcer of shipwreck,
Unele Jeems, gravely.

“ Ofcourse 1 of course !” cnecl 1cd and Joc.

The water in the bay was not two feet eleep, but
they did not know that.

Pugh and Potter looked disconsolately at them
and the boat, chiven Itere and there before a free

said

wind. . , i i,
*Father would neverlet me go in a boat alone,

S"“ Seemsas if we’'d lostour one chance,”
Potter. “ Hang the oid darkey ! Lo0« here, Unele
Jeems,” he shouted, “ are n't we to go aboard .
“ Slip 's commanded by Cap in Teddy,
|’'sedecrew.”
| say, fellows1” cried Pugh.

rejoined

This is poor

fun for us.” s
“That's so!” said Joe. “ Pul about, lcd.
Take’ern aboard.”
“ Take 'em aboard !” cried Polly. "Hoois. «
“ Let dem dar alone. Dat’'s my ’'dvice, niut-

tered Jeems. But he brought the boat ashore, and
the boys jumped on deck.

No sooner did they find themselves safely there
than they began to take command.

“ Give me that rudder, Ted,” said Potter.
let Pugh have that rope.
Polly.

Joc,
Let that stick alone
W hat do such chubs as you know about
sailing a vessel ?”

He droppcd the rudder in a minute, howevcr,
rush with Pugh to the bow, to look at a fish jump
out of the water. And then-how it carne abo
nobodv could say (Unele Jeems had the sheet m
hand, and surely he knew how to manage ,t)-H
boom swung around, and over went Potter and
Pugh headlong into the water.

“ Dat ar bow’s a dangerous place, said Une

Teems, quietly. .
The children sereamed. Potterand 1ugh s .
bled up and stood with the sea-weed and mudj
water up to their knees, spitting ,t out of their

rnouths, wringing it out of their hair.

“ Take us aboard !” they shouted, as the
sailed swiftly away. “ Wc 'rc drowning! 1 akeu
aboard !'”
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“ Dis yer ship’s under full hcadway,” said Unele
Jeems. “ It's onpossible to turn lier. 1 reckon
yoh wont drown dis day.”

They waded ashorc and looked back, dripping
and soggy with mud, to see the crew in the boat
unpacking a basket full of coid chickcn, biscuits,
and delicious fruit. The sun was warm overhead,
and jhe wind filled the sails, and the bright ripples
dashed against the sides of the boat.

“ They 'l not come home until night,” said
I'ugh. “ They 're having too good a time to think

“a srrrcii in

B v O i.ivi A

(mkandpapas all were once little boys—
Is not that a remarkable poser —
Devoted to toys,
Nonsense and noise,
Addicted to jack-stoncs and similar joys,
Crazv for races with Rover and Tozer,
Yet forced to sit still and sav, “ Yes, sir,” and
“ No, sir;”
And the boys of all time, experience teaches,
Have their first new balls and their first new
breeches. .

Yol. Ill.— 48.

iim h

of coming ashorc before night. We may as well

go to the house.”

Polly’s father went down to mect them that even-
ing, for they did not come in until the moon was
shining. He carried Polly in his arms.

“ Unele Jeems has given my girl a grand holi-
day 1” he said. “ Itwas a pity those lads fell over-
board, Unele I'”

“ Yes, sah,” said the oid man, gravely.
was a most onfortunate— accident 1’

“ Dat

savks nine.”

W adsw orth .

Seventecn Hundred and Seventy-Six 1
rhat is the date— like a burr it sticks;
For grandpapa told it, many’s the while,
As he spoke of the past with a sigh and a smile;
The wondrous year,
To memory dear,
Which of all his youth rose up most clear,
When his homespun suit was kickcd to the
rear;
When his father took him o’er dale and down,
Three hundred miles to the Quaker town,

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



7

T11E
H

And in bliss that humanity rarely reaches,
He donned his first buff buck-skin breeches.

Grandpapa had a most notable sirc—
Brave, the Oid General, and stout and true ;
Prompted by honor and duteous iré,
He pledged himself with the noble few,
Look in the list,
It cannot be rnissed,
He wrote it himself with his resolute fist;
Among the oid Signers his fiame you will see,
Beginning with “ William ”and ending with“d ";
Strong to bear stress in Church and State,
He wanted his boy to be just as great.

This lad of mine,” said the fervid sire,
1'd like him filled with a patriot’s fire 1”
So, to foster the feeling, what did he do
But buy him the suit of a patriot truc;

W aistcoat of buff,

Surcoat of blue,
Queer-cornered hat of a somber hue,
Buckles of silver, shining and new,
Stockings of silk, to the knee each reaches,
And a sumptuous pair of buck-skin breeches

There was the happiest boy in creation
W hat cared he for the great Declaration,
The throes of a kingdom, the birth of a nation .
Matters of State,
Little or great,
Hearts of oak that compelled their fate,
Sacredest vows and death-drawn speeches,—
He 'd have sold them all for his buck-skin
breeches !

But, alas, for the bliss of the bounding heart1

A slip, and the cup and the lip must part;

A breath, and the sweet becomes a smart;

A flash, and the smile has grown a tear;

A space, and the boy is crying, “ Oh dear!
The hour is near,
The breeches are here,

But 1 can’t get into them, that’s quite clcar!

1 can’t get in, Aor anywhere near 1”

BUCK-SKIN

mNever, again, sir,

(September,

BREE CHES.

Can’'t 1” said the General, and frowning heard,
W hile the soldier's pride in his breast
stirred.

was

utter that word 1
You 'rc a free-born man,
That always can,
And must, and sha/l perfect his plan 1
See that your aim be just and right,
Then cleave your way with a dauntless might!
Leave ‘can’ts’ to cowards that fear the fight!

«Come, Pomp and Ctesar 1” he quickly cried,
mCatch hold here, both of you, one on a side;

The suit is right, but the boy is too wide;
Now firmly take it,
And thoroughly shake it.
And if it wont bend, why then we 'll break u;
Many a pillow too plump for the case
Has to be shaken down into its place !”

So the fat little boy was put in at the top.
W hile the breeches were shaken, flippety-flop;
They tossed him up with a jump and a hop,
They settled him down with a sudden pop,
And with every jerk the deeper he’d drop,
Till, finally, word was given to stop.

The boy was in,

As snug as a pin ;
Pomp and Caesar were all of a grin,
And the breeches fitted as tight as his skin.

Ah, that was the spirit of Seventy-Six !
It would n't confess itself caught in a fix;
If there was a way, 't would find and take ii:
If there was n’t a way, 't would speedily make
it;
When laws were vexing, or breeches straignt,
It rarely tarried to ruminate,
But coluched its lance, and conquered Fate!
Yet happily, still
Its place we can fill,—
Can span the deep river, or breast the hill.
Or leap the abyss with a hero’s thrill;
For a golden heart and an iron will
Are the lords of every earthly ill.
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Chapter XXIV.

WANDERING ONCE MORE.

W hen the boys finally resolved to leave Crow-
bait diggings, they found it easier to remove than
they had thought. Little by little they had re-
duced their outfit. The cattle had been sold. their
horse was dead, the tcnt had been used up in
vanous ways, the box of their wagén made into
trunks and benches, and the running gear traded
off for flour to a man who had happcned that way
early in the spring. Nevertheless, as they loaded
themselves with their mining tools and slender
stock of provisions, and made ready to turn their
backs on what had been home to them, they could
not help feeling sad. Sincc they had left the States
no place had so long been their camp.

But their preparations for a tramp were soon
nmshed, and, one bright spring morning, they
marched up the creek. The faithful Pete trotted
along at Arty’s heels, very much surprised, appar-
ently, at this sudden desertion of the oid home.

“ Good-bye, oid Boston!” said Artv, as they
turned a bend in the river which would shut the
log-cabin from view. “ Good-bye! we’'ve had a
good time and some hard luck with you.”

“ Good riddance to oid Boston, | say,” grumbled
'om, who was staggering along unde'r the weight
Ol sundry pots and pans; “ I'm glad to get shut
Too much work, and too little gold.”

ol the place.
“ Oh, shut your mouth and come altead!”
scolded Hi. ‘It appears like you all wanted to

make speeches on the. oid shebang.” Neverthe-
less, Hi breathed a long siglt, and set his face with
a hard look, as if he was determined that he would
not regret leaving their first home in California.

They had heard of Table Mountain as being a
very rtch mining regién, and thither the little com-
pany of gold-seekers now bent their stops. Their
way was along the foot-hills, covered with verdure,
and knee-deep in wild flowers. The slopes were
splashed with great patches ofblue, white. orange,
and yellow, showing where the wild larkspur, helio-
toope and poppy grew in prodigal luxuriance.

1 P'Nncs and spruces were spicy with balsamic
odors, and the air was soft with the carlv summer
heat swept up from the Sacramento Valley.

Yow and then they encountered a party of
m.iners— two, thrce> or I'nlf-a-dozen— laboriously
dimbing the steep trails which led among the bilis-
and, now and again, they stumbled on others who

were work.ng at claims which they had taken up
by streams and in gulches. But, for the most part-
idle young lads had the country to themselves, as
they tramped steadily onward to the north. It was
a vast solitudc, almost untrodden by the foot of
man. The few prospectors who carne and went
were soon lost in the well-nigh pathless wilderness.

¢ were no liouses to be seen, no roads, and
cven trails which they crosscd occasionally
seemed to have been traced out sincc the snow had
melted. Gray rabbits bounded out and in among
the ferns. Ground-squirrels set up their tails like
banners, and drifted on before the wayfarers, and
the parti-colored magpies screamed angrily from
the bushes, as if resenting this intrusién by human
strangers.

On the sccond day, climbing up asharp ridge, late
m the afternoon, they beheld a little village on the
suvnmit of the next divide. Between the ridge and
the divide was a wide ravine, through which ran a
pretty stream, and all along its banks the fresh
earth was tumbled and heaped. A few rou°L-
hewn beams and puncheons showed where men
hacl been working. Butno miners were in sight.

“ Those fellows knock off work pretty early in
the afternoon,” said Barney, as the partv rested on
the ridge.

“ Good diggin's, and makin’
most likely,” added Hi.

From this distance their camp looks quite
homehke,” said Mont, “ though | suppose we should
nd it mean enough when we get into it. But see
how well that double row of cabins is set against
the background of trees. If there was only a little
pamt 011 some of those shanties, it would look quite
like a hamlet among the mountains of Vermont.”

“ Only you never see that nasty red earth amono
the Green Mountains,” added Barnard, with dis®
gust, for the natural scenery of the country never
pieased him. It was “ foreign,” he said.

The boys wondered what the settlemcnt was,
and so, picking up their burdens, they scrambled
down the hill-side, waded through the tall grass in
the bottom, and crossed the creek on a rude little
bridge, which had evidently been made to enable
the miners to drag in their lumber from the woods
near by.

* 'Pears like as if these fellows hadn’t been at
work here lately,” said I-lj, curiously scanning the
diggings. W ater had settled in the holes where
the miners had been digging. The only tools to

lots of money
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be seen were worthless and rust-covcrcd, and a
broken sluice-box lay warping in the hot sun. It
looked as if the place had been left fora night, and
that the workers had never wakcd again to their

h The boys climbed the divide and entered the
settlement. It was traversed by a single Street or
alley, which ran through the middle. There were
eight cabins on one side, and seven on the other.
These were built of rough logs, hewn boards 01
puncheons, and one or two were pieced out with
blue cloth, now faded and mildewcd. Looking
down the Street, the lads saw that every door was
open, and that most of these,

had an unhinged and ncglcctcd
there,

swmging outward

look. Here and
in the middle of the narrow Street, was a
scrap of cast-off clothing, an oid hat, a broken
tool, or a battered bit of tin-ware; and, thickly
strewing the ground, were dozens and dozens of
empty tins, in which meat, vegetables, 01 oysters
had been preserved.

But nobody was in sight. Arty t.m.dly peeped
into the first cabin on the left. Nobody there.
Tom biundered into the house on the right. No-
body there. So they went, almost holding their
breath, half-suspecting a surpnse, down through
the little village. Every house was empty, silent
and tenantless. All save one. In the last house on
the left where somebody had planted wild colum-
bines about the door-step, and a few pink flowers
were unfolding themselves, as if satisfied that the
oid soliiude of the place had returned, little Johnny
started back in affright. In the gloom of the inte-

rior, a pair of huge fiery eyes gleamed from one

C°W ha-what'sthat?” he stammered, and backed
toward the door. Arty carne and looked over his
shoulder, and when the eyes of the boys had be-
come a little accustomed to the darkness, they
dcscried a solitary cat sitting on a table strcwn with
bones, broken pipes and bottles, the only surviving
inhabitant of this deserted village.

“ Poor pussi1” said Arty, advancmg toward
her Puss set up her tail, cried “ Phit! phit.
darted through the door, and disappeared in the
underbrush, pursued by Pete, who was apparently
delightcd at seeing an oid acquaintance.
the first cat he had met in California.

The boys stood still, with a sort of awc which
even the comical flight of the cat could not quite
dispel. They were in a deserted camp.
of the dead. Where were
a plague carried them off?
the last man ?

It was

A vil age
its inhabitantsi  Haci
If so, who had buried
The untenanted settlement bore
no sign to show who had lived here or where they
had gone. Some unmeamng letters, hacked 1M
the door-ways in moments of idlencss, probably
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gave the initials of some of the vanished scttlers;
and a few rabbit-skins shriveling on the cabin-
walls, where they had been nailecl by the hunters,
reminded the visitors that destructive men had
lived here. But that was all. The red sunhght
sifted down in an empty Street, and partly glorified
the silent, shabby and forlorn mining camp.

“ These chaps have heard of some rich diggmgs
somewhcre. They have been casily discouraged
here. And they have packed up their traps in a
hurry and vamosed the ranch.” This was Barney'’s
delibérate opinion, after he had surveyed the ground
with some care.

It was the most reasonable explanation possibic.
Mont said that if the entire community of Swell-
head diggings had vanished in a single day, bound
forGold Lake, as the boys knew, why should not 1
bigger settlement leave in a hurry, and make a
rush for some other such folly ?

“Anyhow, here’'sa house apiece for to- nlght
added Mont, “ and a plenty left for storage. We
may as well camp here.”

The young adventurers examined the habitations
with a critical air, but finally agreed to keep to-
gether in one of the largest of the cabins Any
declared that it was “ too poky” to sleep alone .1
any one of these deserted mansions.
the others were of the same opinidn.

W hen they straggled out into the early daylight.
in answer to Mont’s cheerful cali
Barney crossly said:

* 1 thought you said lilis was a deserted village,
Mont ?”

“Sol did.”

“ T isn’'tso, there’s plenty of tenants.

I know what he means,” said Arty, with a com-

Somehow

, next morning,

“

ical look.
“ What then ?” demanded Mont.
“ Picas 1” s
Evcrybody laughed. They had been long

cnough 'in California to find out that these were
tenants which never caught the gold fever
never vacatcd any premisos whatever.

That day brought them, after frequent stoppages
for prospecting, to Table Mountain. It was a long
flat-topped eminence, almost perpendicular as O
its sides, and shelving rapidly down
wooded and broken

, and

into a wcl-
country, cut up by smaii
streams. All along these streams were good chg-
gings, it was said, and the chances were prom.s.ng
for gold-mining almost anywhere.

In a broad open spacc, through which a shallo"
creck poured over bars of sand and gravel, was
lioosiertown. Miners’ cabins, tents and bootlis,
were dotted over the rocky interval, and all alén
the creeks were men working like beavers. 1[IC
were sluiccs, long-toms. eradles, and al) sorts A
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contrivances for mining. Al one place on the
stream, the minéis had run a dam out into the cur-
rent from one bank, and then, curving it down
stream, had turned it back again to a point a little
below the side from which it had started. This
was a “ wingdam.» By making it tolerably tight.
the place thus inclosed was partially freo of
water. Rude pumps were also putin to pump out
the water, and these were worked by means of
“ flutter-wheels,” which were moved by the flowing
stream outside of the dam very like the wheel of a
In this wingdam men worked with
the water up to their middle. They dug up the
bottom of the stream— sand, gravel and stone. As
the water sunk away and the bottom was cleaned,
they found gold— gold in lumps and fine scales—
which had been washed there in the far-off times.

This was going on all along the stream, and
everywhere men were busy with all sortsof wooden
machines, rude and clumsy, to be sure, but good
enough for the present purpose.

The boys looked on with silent amazement.
I his was a real mining settlement. Here were
more than one hundred men at work, and using
contrivanees that had cost much labor and money.
ibey seemed to be determined to get every
scrap of gold, cven though they had to wipe up
the river, scrape down the mountain, and root out
the forest. They were very much in earnest,
ntxious, without comfort, and, for the most part’
haggard and raggcd.

The borders of the once pleasant stream were
gashed with diggings, and disfigured with timber-
I'kc mining apparatus. Even upon the hill-sides
the surface was dotted with heaps of red and yel-
low earth, where greedy prospectors had burrowcd
in for gold. In the valley. on either side of the
stream, the cabins, with gaping seams open to
storm or wind, wcltered in the sun ; and the bar-
ren and comfortless place worc a homesick look to
the young gold-hunters.

Arty’s quick eye dctected a woman’'s frock hang-
mg on the thorny branches of a' manzanita-bush
ttear a cabin which looked less untidy than the
uthers.

“ Hooray ! there’'s a woman in this camp, any-
how,” said Hi, with enthusiasm, when Arty had
pointed out the purple calicé 011 the manzanita.
" Let’s go and take a look at her.”

Rather shamefacedly, as ifafraid of «ornankind,
the lads straggled up to the cabin and dropped
their packs on the ground. A comely young wo-
man, brown in face and bare of arms, but wearing
msmart ribbon in her hair, carne to the door with
asliarp, “ Are you here again ?”

“ Nance, with hoops on, as sure as | 'm alive 1”
exclaimed H i; and his under jaw dropped clean

water-mili.
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down to express his utter amazement. Nance

blushed to the roots of her hair, and said:

“ VVhy, | thought it was that ornerv feller,
Missouri Joe ; he’s a-sparkin’ round here just con-
tinual."

“ Howdy? boys, howdy?” broke in the good Mrs.
Dobbs, who now carne forward and looked over
her daughter’s shoulder. “ We 're powerful glad

NANCE COMES TO THE DOOR.

to see ye. ’'Pears like oid time to see you, boys.
My oid man war a-speaking about you no more’'n
yesterday.”

Nance, recovering herself after her first surprise,
weleomed the lads, and the whole party, seated on
the door-step and about the cabin, exchanged all
the news they had to tell. The Dobbs family had
been here since the snow left, which was early, for
not much snow fell in these parts. They had done
They wcre doing well. Pililo Dobbs had a
" pardner,’ and the two had a wingdam, from
which great things were expected. Yes, there
were plenty of chances here. Why, even tunnel-
mg had been tried, and from some of these lidles

well.
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men had got out gold, as Mrs. Dobbs cxprcsscd it,
“ hand ovcr fist.”

“ Yes,” she said, when Mont
Nance’s rapid growtli,—“ yes, Nance has got to
be right peart of a gal. If she had a little more
age onto her, and did n't kick up her heels now
and then, she 'd be quite a young woman.’

“ La. ma, how you run on,” pouted Nancy, the
warm blood glowing through her brown cheeks.

“You see wc've put her into long gowns.
Clothes is powcrful dear in these parts, to be surc;
but she’s the only young lady in Hoosiertown,
and | tell my oid man, says I, something must be
sacrificed to appearances, says 1.”

W hat with a hoop skirt, a long calicé dress,
shoes on her feet, and a ribbon in her hair, Nance
was really quite a changed person. Arty and Tom
rcgarded her with an unvvonted respect, and Hi
blushed every time he looked at her.

The boys set up their camp in a deserted cab.n
which Phiio Dobbs had once occupied, and which
he gave them full use of for the prcsent. At last
they were in a considerable commumty again.
They felt almost as if thcv had got back into civili-
zation. At night, the notes of a violin and a fute
from one of the cabins, showed that the tired
miners were solacing themselves with music, and
sounds of talk and laughter floated on the even.ng
air. After all, “ itwas homehke to be among folks

had remaikec

aSSo said honest Hi, as the boys contentedly sat
about the door oftheir new home. Then, claspmg
his hands ovcr his knccs, Hi looked absently at
Pete, who was winking and blinking at him, anc
added : “ And she’s the only young lady in this
yere town !”

Chapter XXV.
A SEPARATION AND A CALAMITY.

A GREAT varictv of mining was carried on in the
vicinity of Hoosiertown. As we have seen the
stream was lined with works for extracting gold m
several different ways.

And, back from the val-
lev

in the low liills of the regién, were some of
the operations known as “ dry diggings here the
earth was pierced to a great depth by perpendicular
holes, or shafts. Sinking through the d.rt which
had no gold in it, the miner finally reached a layer
of earth far under the non-paying mass, where
coarse gold was found ; then, striking this “ pay-
streak ” underneath the ground, dug it out care-
fully and hoisted it up to the surfacc, where the gold
was washed out.
They burrowed in all dircclions as long as the
pay-streak led them on ; and the holes thus made

were so much like the dens of coyotes, or little

EMIGRANTS.

[September,

prairie wolves, that this sort of minmg was called
“ coyoting.” As the “ coyoting” mmer advanced
with his burrow far bclow the surface, crawlmg on
his hands and knees, and laboriously dragging his
basket of din to the shaft, where his partner ho.stcd
it up, hewas nothing more or less than a burrower.
“ Dirty work brings clean money,” he thought; or
his mind went back to wife, mother, children, and
friends at home, ashe dug in the gloom and silence
underground.

The earth thus undermined was proppcd up as
the “ coyoters” burrowed in all directions, to keep
it from caving in upon them. Usually, the over-
hanging roof of the burrow was so tough that it
needed no support. Bul it often happened that
the mass settled and quietly shut down forever upon
the workers bclow.

Prospecting over the bilis with Piulo Dobbs one
day, Hi and Mont carne upon a flat place where a
considerable patch of the ground had settled a fooi
or two, leaving a raggcd brown edge to show how
far the surfacc had dropped.

“ This yere,” said Dobbs, striding into the mui-
dle of the depression, “ is where the Reclinan boys
was caved in on last fall. That there hole is where
their shaft was."

“ Caved in upon?” askcd Mont, with a shiver.
How many of them were there?”

“ There was the three Redman boys; they were
from Maine, they was; two brothers and a cousin.
Then there was a chap from
Eph Mullet.

Illinoy; fame was
They were the chaps that was caven

“Eph Mullet!” exclaimed Mont.
that was Bill Bunce’s partner.
Ngr~”

“ Sure enough," said Philo Dobbs. “ 1 mind me
now that that Bunce had a pardner, but i didni
know his fiame was Mullet.

“ Why, Hi.
Don’t you remem-

He and Bunce must
have fallen out, for he was surely in the Redman
party, and is buried under this very spot.” And,
as if to give emphasis to his words, Dobbs rose on
his toes and cante down heavily on his heels in the
rniddle of this strange grave.

“ And where was the man at the mouth of the
shaft all this time?” askcd Hi. indignantly. “ Why
did n’t he run down to the camp at Hoosiertown
and give the alarm, and have these poor fellows
dug out?”

“ Oh he got off safe. But as for Hoosiertown,
that was n't built then. This was last fall, and
nothing had been done at Hoosiertown except a
little prospecting on the creek by some stragglcrs,
who had scratched about a bit and had lit out again

for better diggin’s. Here you can see where Ihc

survivin’ pardner, as it were, started in to d.g loi
his mates. But, lor! he had to go down twcnty
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odd feel. No 'vender he gave it up as a bad job,
and put out by himself.”

“ What a horrible story !” said Mont, looking at
the sunken tract of earth, which covered so much
sorrow.

“ Yas, yas,” replied Dobbs, “ there’s any num-
ber of poor fellers huntin’ for gold, and leavin’
their bones among these yere hills, in pits, ravines,
and gulches; and their folks at home a-wonderin’
why they don’t never turn up. Turn up! Why,
they’ll never show a hand till the Day of Jedg-
ment.” And Pililo Dobbs thoughtfully picked up
abit of pay-dirt, and rubbed it out in the palm of
ilis hand.

Coyote-niining had a gloonty outlook to the boys,
but Hi was very much taken with the hill-diggings
in which we saw some of the miners at
Some of these were nothing more than coyote
lidles run horizontally into the side of a hill, until
the pay-dirt was reached. As these rude tunnels
were easily dug, and the gold so found was coarse,
the temptation to carry on that sort of mining was
great. Hi declared in favor of hill-diggings.

But Mont and Barnard had found a place nearcr
tiie camp, which promised better. Besides, it was
the only kind of mining which they knew anything
about, and they were afraid ofany new experiments.
Hi was obstinate, and, moreover, he was tired, he
-ijd, ol the oid way, which had not been profitable
He wanted to get hismoney— lotsofit—
and leave. Miners were already going back to the
States with their “ piles-,”" Poor Hi thought lie
must make his “ pile” right away, and leave for
lu)me-

Montand Barnard shook their heads, sorrowfully.
Mont kindly argued the rnatter with their obstinate
coinrade. But Barney indignantly blurted out,

*Why you would n't burst up the partnership,
would you ?”

Yes,” said Hi, doggedly. “ I'll go into the
iMI-diggin’s myself, if you don’t. Thatis, Tom

cnough.

.uul 1.

lom and 1, indecd !’ broke in that young
person. “ 1'd like to know what maltes you think
1'd go along with you. 1'm goin’ to stay with the
rest of the crowd. 1if you want to git, git!”

See yere, youngster,” said Hiram, red with
anger,” you are to go where 1 go. |1'm ver gardeen ;
it \ou don’'t go with me, where’s ver pardner?
Who'll ye work with? The chances are all taken.”

I allow I’'ll work for myself,” said the boy,
sullenly, but somewhat in doubt.

*W c’rc very sorry to have you thinkof going,”
said Mont, “ but if you must go, Tom may as well
go with you. Isn’t that so, boys?”

lhe rest of the party took this view of the case,
and, after much consultation, it was agreed that Hi
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should draw out of the partncrship, take his and
Tom'’s sharc of the profits, and strike out for him-
self. The boys were all sorry over this first break
in their company.

They sat uneasily about their cabin, in an em-
barrassed way, as if there was to be a ceremony of
some sort which they dreaded to meet.

“ Hang it all!” said Hi, with a sheepish
“ 1 allow it is powerful mean for me to quit and go
ofifboymyself. D'ye s’pose it’ll pav, after all?”

«You're the best judge of that,” said Barney,
coldly. ‘Tt’'s your own proposition.”

“ No, no,” broke in Arty, eagerly, and
over the table toward H i; “ sitare and sitare alike

look.

leaning

is always better than going italone, you know. It’s
ntore sociable, anyhow.”
Hi’s eyes softened a little as he looked in the

bright face of the lad; butjust then his hand struck
the heavy canvas pouch in which his and Tom’s
portion of the company’s savings had been put.
He drew a long, hard breath, and said, “ | allow
1’1l trv the hill-diggin’s.”
At Arty’s suggestion, Hi and Tom decided to
mess with the boys for the present. The spotwhich
Hi had fixcd upon for his trial at tunneling was not
so far from the cabin that he could not come back
at night, get his supper, and slcep.
Hi was secretly glad to make this arrangement.
He would be willing to endure some additional
fatigue rather than lodge elsewhere than with his
oid comrades. Besides, he craftily argued with
himself, it would be more economical.'
Hi took possession of a lidle, or tunnel, which
somebody liad begun to drive into ? liill just above
Table Mountain to the north. Near this were two
Ol- three good claims in which men were busily at
work and taking out gold. Hi's tunnel had been
begun by two or three men from Povertv Hill, the
deserted village on the divide. When the rush

from Poverty Hill to Rattlesnake Bar was made
early in the spring, said a friendly Hoosiertown set-
tler,these miners had tried their luckatriver mining

on Hoosier Creek. A week’s work disgusted them,
when they cssaved hill diggings ; putin a few feet
of tunneling, and then were off to Trinitv River,
away up in the northern part of the State.’

Hi now entered into their labors, accompanied
with much grumbling by Tom. As for Barnard,
Mont, Arthur and Johnny, after prospecting about
the fiat near Hoosiertown, they took up and
worlced in a claim, not much unlike that which they
had held at Crowbait. They met with fair success
at once, and, within a week, they “ clcaned up”
cight hundred doliais. Thiswasencouraging. Hi,
whosc first question when, weary and fagged, he
reached the cabin at night wasalways, “ W hat luck
to-day, boys?” heard the good news with ill-con-
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cealed chagrin, though he triccl hard to rejoice

heartily in the good fortune of his late comrades.

Nevertheless, Hi soon struck the pay streak and
begun to bring homo every night a goodly harvest
from his day’s work. Three ounces, four ounces,
five ounces, and even ten ounces, did he turn out
of his buckskin bag, at the cnd of some days of
labor. He sprcad the goldcn grains on the surface
of their rude table, caressing the heap with real
joy. Sixteen dollars to the ounce was the rato of
ercckoning gold in those days, and at this rate, Hi
had done well, for he had only just begun to work
into the pay dirt. He was very much elated by
his good luck, and if everybody else had not been
too busy with his own concerns to bother about
those of others, he would have had the reputation
of being a highly successful miner.
wealth was chiefly in the future.

The whole company, meanwhile, got on very
harmoniously in their cabin. They all went to
work in the’ morning, taking their ready-cooked
dinner with them. At night they met aronnd their
supper, told over the evcnts of the day, and specu-
lated on the possibilities of to-morrow. It was a
simple sort of life. They cnjoycd it. and Nance,
commonly known in the camp as “ Dobbs’s gal,”
was kind enough lo receive a cali from them once
in a while, or drop in and give Arthur and Johnny
a hint about cooking bacon and bread, which ani-
eles yet remained the staple of their fare.

Hi regarded Nance with bashful aversiéon. She
made h!m blush in spite of himself; and once,
when she reproved him for using slang, lie grew
very angry and said she was “ putting on airs."
Itmust be confessed that the girt grew womanly,
sédate and almost dignified. She never seemed to
forget that she was “ the only young lady in the
camp.”

“Cut for homo, boys,” said Barney, cheerily, one
afternoon. “ The sun is down behind the lonc
pine, and its time you were getting supper ready.”

Arty and Johnny very gladly dropped their tools
and climbed the hill which lay between the claim
and Hoosiertown. The sun was sinking low, and
as the lads passed over the brow of the hill and
began to descend the slope on the other side, they
could see the broken, perpendicular walls of Table
Mountain gilded with yellow light.

The edge ofthe mountain ncarest them was low
in places, tvith bcnchcs orledges running along just
above the road which wound through the valley at
the foot of the mountain. As the hurrying boys
paused for an instant and looked ofr over the lund-
scape, bathed in the setting sun, Arty saw the fig-
ure ofa man stooping and running along the prc-
cipitous edge of the opposite cliff, and occasionally
stopping as if to watch something moving along the

As it was, bis

Y.
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road beneath, which was not in sight from where the
boy stood on the distant hill. Like a bird of prev,
the man swiftly ran and watched, then stooped and
ran, and watched again. Now and then he made
a motion as if to drop something from his hand
into the road beneath his feet. Then he seemed
to think better of it, and he ran on, watching and
waiting.

“ Curious critter that,” muttered Arty.

“ Pshaw ! it looks like Bill Bunce,” answered
Johnny, with a little start of disgust. “ Let's run.’
and with that he trotted toward li6me as fast as his
tired legs could carry him.

Just then the strange figure across the valley.
now near the anglc which Table Mountain malee-
where the valley opens out toward Hoosiertown,
let fall something which seemed to be a heavy
stone. Then he quickly pitchcd down another and
another. Then he jumped over the edge of the
cliff and scrambled down out of sight toward the
road below.

“ Oueer boy Johnny is; always thinking of Bill
Bunce !” So said Arty to himself, as he bounded
along light-heartedly and overtook his comrade.

When they reached the cabin, Tom was there
beforc them and was already chopping the fire-wood
for their evening cooking.

“ Yes,” he said, “ Hi’s always higgling and hag-
gling. He’'s afraid to leave the leastest speck of
gold”anywhere about that confounded oid tunnel
overnight. There ’s no thieves about.
country, | say. But Hi,
Sly folks always is.”

Arty remonstrated with Tom for holding such a
mean opinioén of his brolher, and Barney and Moni,
who soon carne over the hill, rebuked the lad for
not staying with Hi to help him clear up his day’s
work.

“ Hi is a good brother, anyhow,” said Barnurd.
heartily, as he blew the water off his red face, and
began to polish it with a coarse towel. “ And, my
little man, it stands you in hand to hold up your
end of the yoke, as Arty says. Still, Hi
night."”

Just then, four or five red-shirted minéis, bear-
ing some strange burden, carne out from the moiuh
of the valley above and made straight for the cabin
where our boys were making ready for supper.

They seemed to be carrying a wounded man;
and as they drew ncarer, the tcnder-hcarted Barney
burst out with, “ My grief! its poor oid Hi!
And so it was. The miners, Corning horne from
work, had encountered a figure sitting up in tho
dust and fecbly trying to rise. There was a ghastly
wound on the top of his head. His hair was clot-
ted, and dark red stains were on his face. Groping
about in the dazzling light of the sun, then level

Honest
he’s drefflc suspicious.

is late to-
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THE BOVS WATCH THE STKANCE FIGURE.

no sign of
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Chapter XXVI.

A STRANGE CASE.

Mont scrutinized with some sharpness
anxiety the doctor from Smith’s Bar. He was a
tall, lithe, sinewy young fellow, with a long, full
beard, like a tangle of fiax, a brown face, and coid
gray eyes. He worc a slouch hat and a blue flan-
nel shirt; his trousers were tucked into his boots,
and a belt at his waist carried a little wallet, where
less peaceable people usually worc a pistol.

Arty was immediately disgusted with the coid,
hard way with which the young doctor askcd a few
questionsabout the accident, and with the business-
like and unsympathetic manner with which he
studied the wounds of the unconscious Hi, who
still lay breathing heavily and unable to speak.

“ A queerlooking doctor, I must say,” muttered
Mont to himself, very much dissatisfied with his
general appearance. And his thoughts went back
to the white-haired, dignified physician of his New
England home, a man whose presence seemed to
shed a balm of healing wherever he went. But
when Dr. Carson lifted Hi's wounded head, dressed
the poor mangled scalp with light swiftness, and
cleansed, with allofa woman'’s skillfulness of touch,
the parts that the boys liad not dared to handle,
Mont changed his mind, and Barney and Arty
looked on with grateful admiration.

“ 1 will stay with you until he
sciousness,” said the doctor.
entf)-.”

It was now late into the night, but nobody cared
to sleep until they knew whether life or death was
before their comrade. Dr. Carson had spoken
cheerilv, but he had given 110opinién; none had
been asked, and the boys dropped wearily about,
while the doctor, with his chin resting 011 his hand,
sat steadfastly and thoughtfully regarding Hi.

Presenti)- the young fellow stirred out ofhis long
trance, and, moving his right hand, heavily whis-
pered : “ The other pocket! the other pocket!”

The doctor started forward to catch the words,

and

recovers con-
“He will rally pres-

when Hi, calmlv opening his eyes, looked up at
him with surprise and said, “ Well, what of it?”
Dr. Carson smiled and said, pleasantly ; “ So it

was the other pocket, was it?”
Hi looked at him with a queer, puzzled air, and

feebly replied: “ I don’t know about that. Was |
hurt much ?”
* Not much to speak of, my man. But |

would n’t talk about it now.
can tell us all about it.”
But Hi persisted. “ 1 always allowed that there
tunnel would cave. I meant to have timbered
it to-morrow or next day.” And here Hi painfully
raised his hand to his head, shuddered, and, as if

li> the morning you
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shocked at the discovery of his wounds, relapsed
into unconsciousness again.

The gray dawn was struggling into the cabin,
when Arty, sick and faint with waiting and watch-
ing, awokc from an uneasy sleep on the floof. The
young doctor still sat, alcrt and vigilant, by the side
6f Hi's bunk; Mont was near at hand with all his
usual freshness and helpfulness. Barney slept with
his head leaning forward 011 the tablc ; while Tom
and Johnnv were yet sound asleep in their own
places.

Hi had asked for water once or twice during the
night, but beyond that he had made 110 sign of
coming back lo life. So they sat and watched and
waited. The bright morning sun rose up, fresh
and clcar, over Table Mountain, flooding the val-
ley with its redness. Sounds of early labor carne
from the scattered cabins in the fiat. The creak-
ing of the fluttcr-wheels which had kept on through
the night was now confused with other noises, as
the miners began another day’s work. Smoke
rose from the rude chimneys of Hoosiertown;
faint odors of frying meat floated O11 the tranquil air,
and two or thrcc red-shirted citizens, groping their
way out into the light, stretchecl themselves heavily
and yawned with a tremendous yawn, the echoes
of which reached Arty where he sat against the
wall of the cabin looking out, sad-eyed and dc-
jected, through the open door.

Mrs. Dobbs, who had been early by the sick
man’s side the night before, now put her head in

at the door and whispered: “ How is he by this
time ?”

The doctor said: “ He 's looking better.”

Then Hi suddenly awoke and said: “ You alio»

it’s a pretty bad hurt, do you, mister?”

“ Yes,” said the doctor, “ but you will come out
all right. Don’'t worry about it. You are feeling
pretty well now ?”

“ Right peart, 'ccpt about the head. My head
is as light as a feather. Oh, yes, | remember it all
now. The tunnel caved in on me. When | felt

the rock coming down on me, and heard 'em pat-
terin’ on my head and shoulders, I made for the
mouth of the tunnel. | just remember how the
sun blazed into my eyes when | staggered out Ol
the side hill. It seemed as if the world was all
afire, comin’ out of that there dark hole and facin’
the glare of the sun.”

“ Well, well, I would n't go on 110 more about
it now, Hi,” said Mrs. Dobbs. “ The doctor says
you must be kept quiet.”

But, though Dr. Carson urged him to kcep still.
Hi continuecl: “ I allow I must have put for home.
| saw the road. It was all red dust, and the sun
poured down over it. But | disremember how 1
got over it. It appcars like I was carried.”
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DR. CARSON

S i 1ISot out into thé narrr\éWm,«f that haPPei»ed

The doctor her6 put in his emphatic protest

n,ore I-dk. So the

« any
muttering to himself:

«ounded man lay quglte still,
Out ous! cur’ous!”
Although Hoosiertown was a busy place

good-hearted nnners found time to cali at the cabin

mi inqu.re how Hi was getting on, and to £

tl,e gifts to the invalid.

the

o

in hlsan £(!| J hC gre" 'W(Caker and n| dn fi™
I sometifos he seemed " WaR ering
hiny, as Nance expressed it. The ojr],..|s

»wy helpful to the distressed family, but Artv was
e out of patience with her shyness. She was
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as bright and impertinent as ever, at times; but

usually She seemed so dignified and reserved that
Arty quite agreed with Tom, who pronounced her
stuck up.”

Dr. Carson carne and went every day, and looked
on His frequent lapses of mind with some anxicty
On one of thesc occasions, Hi, as if struggling
with some imaginary f,c, painfuiy muttered

Don t strike again. Don’t! don’t! |It’s in the
other pocketl”

‘eOh, pshaw 1» said Tom,
that when he has those spclls.”

“Alwayssaying that ?” asked the doctor, sharply.
He had been watching Hiram; but he could make
nothing satisfactory out of the case.

1Ves,” replied Tom, ‘f two or three times, when
he has had thesc wandering spells, he talks like
that. But he talks all sorts of ridiculous things
Dnvin cattle, and so on.”

Dr. Carson was puzzled.
he asked him all about the accident.
elcar in his story. [1IC perfectly remembered the
caving m of the tunnel. He felt the rocks fall on
his head and shoulders; but most completelv he
recalled to mind how the bright sunshine dazzled
his eyes when he carne out to the mouth of the

* he’s always saving

When Hi grew better,
Hi was verv

[ ] the dusty road under
looked’ as hc caughta glimpse of it and fell

“ 1 allow | know what

iEn
It was a clear case to him.
lappened, he said, with some impatience.

Hiram murmured and fretted over this loss of
time “ It was just his luck,” he said, “ to be laid
up whenhe was on the edge of a good streak of
d.rt. But hc consolcd himself with the reflection
that his last day’s work was a good one.

- Must have had ten or twelve ounces,” he
chuckled. “ By the way, where is that there
bag ?”

Nobody had scen it. Hi
of bringing homc the result of his day’s work in a
buckskin bag, which had been a companv affair.
Arty had pnnted “ Bostons” on it with pen and
and a scorched mark near the mouth of it
But that particular ba-,

Nobody had secn it
and
Hi

had been in the habit

mk;
gave ,t another feature.
was nowhere to be found.
smee the day when Hi put it in his pocket,
had gone to work on that unfortunate dav.
was sure that he had his gold in it when he left the
tunnel. He had crammed it into the left-hand
pocket of bisjacket, for hc was just ready to leave
the tunnel when the crash carne. But it was not
in the garments which he wore on that day

“ I must have dropped itwhen | staggered down

¥ou Hi}*lru %ciH ?ﬁgsgggssogllénfgrtﬁle t'rar]

may be, or at the mouth of the tunnel.”
Tom and Johnny darted off to look.

vou 5
> .

They
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were gone an hour or two, but found no poucli.
Hi fretted and worried.

“ Did you go into the tunnel ?” he demanded.

“ Of course not.” replied Tom, sharply. ‘We
just looked in a little ways. You musthave droppcd
iton the trail and somebody picked it up.”

“ Oh, you shiftless 1” scolded Hi. “ 1l
myself as soon as | get out.”

But the poor fcllow did not get out as soon as he
expected. He recovcred slowly, and his spells of
mental wandering returned frequently, to the great
distress of his comradcs.

They made no account of his queer mutterings.
He was continually talking in a vague way, and
about all sorts of things, when his mind was thus
unsettled. He seemed to be in a kind of night
mare at such times. He raved incessantly about
gold. Gold was the burden of his talk, and if he
was not picking it up in his dreams, he was defend-
ing his treasurc against the assaults of imaginary
robbers, with whom he often pleadcd: “ Don’t
strikc me again ! It’s in the other pocket 1

Dr. Carson questioned Hi about his accident,
when he was in full possession of senses. He
weighed his words and vigilantly watched him
while he was awake or asleep, and when he was

look

[September,

THE OCHAN

wandering in his mind. There was no fclue to fus
wild talk. But the doctor was sure that the wounds
on Hi's head were not made by a caving wall.

One day, having ascertainecl the shortcst way to
the tunnel, Dr. Carson rodé up to that long-neg-
iected work. Dismounting, he lighted a candle,
which he found laid in a rift of rock, just where Hi
had leftit, and stepped carefully into the tunnel. It
had been run in about twenty feet. Groping along
almost on his knees, he soon reached the face wall
at the end where Hi's pick and shovel lay as he
left them, weeks ago. The roof was as solid and
firm as cver. The few rough props put in to sup-
port it were all there. There had been no cave.

Amazed, yet partly relieved, the doctor felt his
way back to’ the light, blew out his taper, and sat
down to think. There was the flood of sunlight.
just as Hi saw it; and the red road, which mci
his eye as he staggered out, still wound down ti.
the camp.

When Dr. Carson returned and gravely said then
was no cave in the tunnel, everybody echoed, “ No

cavel”
Hi said: “
Doctor.

1’lIl have to take your word for n.
But 1'U give you my word that that there
tunnel did cave and bust my crust, so now 1”

('<* be (OMiied)

MY SHIP ON

THE OCEAN.

By Bhssje Hii.i..

Y es, somewhere far off on the ocean,
A lover is sailing to me—

A beautiful lover— Nurse found him
One night in my cup after tea.

1 laughed when she said it—who would n’t ?-
Yet often a thought comes to me

Of the ship that is bringing my lover,—
My lover across the blue sea.

W henever the cruel wind whistles,
1 think of that ship on the sea,

And tremble with terror lest something
May happen quite dreadful to me.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



And then, when the moon rises sol'tly.
I hardly can sleep in my glee,

For | know that its beautiful splendor
Is lighting my lover to me.

But oh, if he shottld come ! Why, Nursev
1'd hiele like a mouse. Deary me,

W hat nonsensc it is! But you should n’t
Be finding such things in my tea.
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A ciiildren's

[Septembkk,
party.

a CIIILDREN’S PARTY.

BY L. w. J.

not all children like partios?

Sonic enjoy the gamos, some the
dancing, and some, sad to say,
only the eating. At Icast, a fat
boy was heard lo remark, the
other day, that parties were “ no
good, except for the supper.”
And two little girls, who were
playing at having a party last
year, said that “ all the party
they could get was three cents’
worth of gum-drops.”

“ All out-doors” is the best place
for a party, and a summer’s day is the time, when
children can have grand games of hide-and-seek
among the bushes, with no late hours or unwhole-
some food to give them headaches, no silk dresses to
spoil, or jewelry to lose in the grass. How pretty
theirwhite dressesand bright sashes look m sunshme
and shadow, how the curls and braids toss about,
how gayly their shrieks and shouts ring through
the country stillness! Some are playing at croquet,
some at “ tag” or “ kick-stick,” some wander off
to pick wild flowers, some are resting quite out of,
breath— all are happy. Then, after a good play,
how refreshing are the strawberries and icc-cream
that are spread upon the table under the elms! A
children’s party is a pretty sight at all times, but
far more so out-of-doors. Even in the city, a
party is far better in the day-time, and a luncheon
party on Saturday is delightful; don’t you think
s0?

But you shall hear of a better one still, such an
one as few of you have ever seen, perhaps. On
one of the loveliest days of last June, | was invited
tobe presentat a party given by a lady in memory of
some orie whom she loved, who was dead. Every
year, on the day ofhis dealh, she invited about fifty of
the poorest children of New York, from one of the
schools of the Children’s Aid Society, toher country
place, to enjoy themselves in the fresh air and the
free sunshine.

Poor little things ! they carne in the best clothes
they had or could borrow, and it was touching to
see’ the girls’ attempts at finery. Most of them
were clean and neat, some had hardly clothes
to coverthem, butallwore a faded ribbon or cravat,
a crumpled artificial fiower, or a shabby feather—
all made some endeavor to dress for the occasion.

As soon as the little procession, headed by their
teacher, entered the gate, they gave themselves up

to the wildcst enjoyment; they rolled and turned
somersaults on the grass, they shouted, they
rushed to the “ scupp,” as they called the swing,
or to the croquet ground. They filled their hands
with daisies, with buttercups, and all sortsofweeds;
they blew the dandelion balls, and made chains of
the stems; but not one bit of mischiefdid they do,
fior did they meddle with the flower-beds or the
green fruit.

One poor boy, who had been for a while in the
penitentiary for some petty theft, lay half the day
at the footofa big tulip-tree, full of blossoms, look
ing up into the sky. W hat do you suppose he was
thinking of? These children played at wild gantes
of their own, with little refrains and rhynies of the

Street, such as you probably never heard.

Even
their “ counting out”

was different from yours.
They wandered about, never weary of looking ai
evervthing; for many of them had never been in
the country before, and all was new and wonderfu!
to them.

The teacher said that in the cars they had been
delighted with a sight quite strange to them,— a field
of growing grain, with the wind rippling over it 111
lovely waves,— and that every green thing, such as
turnips, cabbages, and other vegetables in the
gardens, seemed to interest them, and they wanted

to know their fiames. Some colts, standing with

their mothers in a field, seemed wonderful to them.
But the things that pleascd them most were the

toads. “ There’s a frog! there’s a frog!” they
cried. “ No; it’s a hop-tud! Catch him ! catch
him 1"

And they were never tired of chasing the
odd little speckled fellows, and trying to keep them
in their pockets.

One child saiel to my friend: “ Mis’ Blank, does
all this grove belong to you?” and others asked
where they could find a candy-stall— taking the
place for a picnic grove,
country.

After awhile they all stood in a ring and sung
some very pretty hymns, about “ The sweet story
ofoid,” which you have often heard, and “ The land
bright and fair,” that must have seemed a more
possible dream to them on this lovely June day
than when they wandered among the hot, dirty
streets of the city.

By and by a table was spread for them under the
tall tretis, whose boughs formed a dense shade, and
they hadjust as much as they wanted ofstrawberries,
ice-crcam, sandwiches, cookics; and lemonade.

their only idea of the
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One poor little girl had to go away alone, and
before the feast, because if she were not at her
newspaper stand at a certain hour she would lose
her place, and, perhaps, be beaten. She could not
even have one whole holiday. Another child had
not been able to come at all, because her mother
had sold her only dress for drink!

At last the time carne when they all had to go.

SUME WANDER OFK TU IICK WILL. FLOWEKS."

f hoy formed their little procession, and bade good-
bve, very unwillingly. Almost every one said,
" Mayn’t we come again next year?”

My friend told me that they began to count the
'une for the next party almost immediately, and
Jbat one of them said to her once : “ Mis' Blank,
"’s only nir>e months and three days before we are
going to your house.”

fhmk of that! Thiswas the only day of picas-
te, perhaps, that those children had in a whole

a CHILDKEN'S PARTY.

727

year ! 1hink of that, all you happy children who
read the Sx. Nicholas, who tire often taken to
parties and picnics, and entertainments of min-
strels and magicians and ventriloquists, and who
have little journeys and excursions every sttmmer !

As the party went out of tiie gate, one boy called

out, “ Good-bye, Mis’ Blank! good-bye, trees!
good-bye, oid ‘scupp !"” And they all chorused,
s Good-bye, trees! Good-bye, Mis’

Blank !” and gave a shrill cheer.

Now are there not some children who
would be glad to have such little folks as
these have a good time rather oftener?
Would it not be niceif they could have
several such feasts as this in the year,
instead of only one; if their hard lives,
m which there is so little pleasurc, and
olten suffering from coid and hunger,
might be oftener cheered in this way"?

Mrs. Blank told me that the whole
festival cost her but fiftv cents for each
child, including their fares, their lunch-
eon, and all their expenses. How cheap
away ofgiving so much delight! Many
families who are well olf, and living out-
of-town, coulcl afford such an outlay once
a year, or several families could club
together, and, with very little money
and very little trouble, give a great deal
of happiness. People must give up one
day to it, and get a little tired, that
is all.

It is not what we give, but how we
give, that counts. W e shoukl all try to
leave the world better than we found it,
if it is only by planting a tree. When
we give pennies to street-beggars, we do
more harm than good. But if we share
with others our pretty gardens, our sweet
air, our green trees, we do real good to
them and to ourselves.

You remember Lowell says it is

‘““Not that which we aive, but that which we share,
For tile gift without the giver is bare.”

And Christ tells tisthat when we have

a feastwe need not invite our rich ncigh-

bors, who may ask us in return. “ But thou, when

thou inakest a feast, cali thither the poor, the

maimed, the lame, and the blind. and thou shalt
be blessed.”

Not that we shoukl never ask the rich.
them are poor in some way— are lonelv, or weary,
or ignorant, or tasteless—and might be better for
sharing with us, at lIcast our good-will, if we have
nothing more. Rich people do not always know
how to enjoy simple things, and may learn this

Many of
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TIIE BUMBLE-15EE

his
poc
“ Pi
T he bumble-bec, ihc bumble-bec. mot
He flew to the top of the tulip-trce: righ
He flew to the top, but lie could not stop, o
For he had to get home to his early tea. and
Sclf
The bumble-bec, the bumble-bce, in g,
He flew away from the tulip-tree; noo
But lie made a mistake, and flew into the lake were
And he never got home to his early tea. tendi
little
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ROSY.

By Mary L. B. Branch.

HE very color | wanted,

and just the kind.l want-

ed!” said Louis, as he

stood on the steps survey-

ing his new velocipedo. “ Fire-

red, and three wheels; you can’t

tip over on three wheels, you

know.”

"/ could,” said his brother
Bertie, confidently.

“ Oh, well, yon! That's an-

Here, Bert, help me buckle on my

other thing.
1>n a cavalry

sword, and give me my soidicr-cap.
0 cer to-day, and 1 shall charge up and down the
Street exactly twenty times before 1 go to school.”
Kitty and Wdly boy watched from the window
and Bertie, book-strap in hand, waited on the steps
to see Louis’ grand charge.
“ Morral,! hurrah 1» he cxclaimed, the first time
he dashed by. On, boys, and at them ! Hurrah!"
A second and a third time he went swiftly and
y the whole length of the sidcwalk, but the
‘ourth time, just as he was shouting “ Hurrah '~
with a backward glance at Bertie, some one suddenlv
umed the corner ahead. There was a cry, a col-
ision, and the next instant Louis and his velocipede
'y flat 0,1 th°® 8T°und, while a little girl of about
ten Kit near by, holding her ankle and crying bit-

Louis was on his feet in a moment, very sorry

nd very much ashamed; Kittie and Bertie flew to

P the little girl, but could not reach her so soon

s d,d a strong, broad-shouldered man who had
been only a few stops behind her when she fell

1oor little lass !” he said, gathering her up i,

pocket.l” 11 for thCre’S”~ oranSe in my
“My ankle hurts me,” sobbed the child
I m very, very sorry,” said Louis, ruefully.

ljcase bring her into our house, sir, and mv

mother will put on something to cure her ankle

rijgnt away.”
n crn Se bnng h n’” Joined in Bertie
«n(ﬂéltty {ull anx.ety gangjrulst thenI mam'ma%e:‘-

elfappeared at the door, having been summoned

nooTe aStC Z M b°ye That dccidcd for
“ " Ver® Ul ,eslstnlam|na, and as soon as they

ue Ml In the house, she took the stranger child

and drew off the shoe from ««

aS S ingZ lap’
e There, move your foot now, dearie," she said,
Vol. 111.—49.

It is n't sprained-

“ That’s right, move it again.
Kitty, and bring my

only bruised a little. Run,
armea bottle.”

The little foot was bathed, the tears were dried
and then they all began to notice what blue eves’
and what pretty golden hair the stranger had.

“Is she 3m|r ««le girl ?” asked Mrs. Neal of the
oroaa-shoulaered man.

“ 1 guess | shall have to claim her,” he said
good-naturedly, “ though 1 never set eyes on her
! yesterday. Her name’s Rosy. She’s the

daughter of an oid messmate of mine who died off
the Ivory Coast, and 1 promised him 1'd keep a
lookout for her. So when the ‘Laughing Sally’
dropped anchoryesterday, | made for head-quarters
straight ofl. Wc¢ thoughl we'd have a walk this
mormng, but the little craftkept sailing ahead, and
first thing | knew, she ran among breakers."”

At this point Kitty, who had disappeared for a
moment, returned with a ra.her dingy-looking little
pw«n her hands, which she insisted on giving to

“ 1 made it myself,” she said, radiantly. *“ Brid-
get ‘et me I was saving it for my dolls, but now
1 would rather give it to you.”

Rosy rcceived it in the same spirit in which it
was given, and regarded it with great admiration

Meanwhile Louis and Bertie reluctantly gathered
up their books and started for school, while Mrs.
Real pursued her conversation with the kind-hearted
sailor. She found he had neither kith for kin in
tae world, and had decided to adopt Rosv as his
own little girl.  He had found her not quite happy
in the rough boarding-house which was all her
home, and what do you think he was going to do
about it? Kitty fairly lost her breath when she
neard him say:

“ | shall take her along next voyage;
happier aboard the ‘ Laughing Sally.””

Mrs. Neal involuntarily pressed the little waif
closer, thinking of her own Kitty as she did so.
U hat would bccome of a little, motherless ten-
year-old girl, on a three years’ whaling voyage ?

“ Lo you want to go, dear? ” she asked.

* Oh, yes,” said Rosy, briglnly. “ Papa was
going to take me next voyage himself; he wrote
me a letter that said so, after mamma died. Papa
always lived on the sea, and it will seem ncarer to
him if | livc there too.”
considcred.
children,

she’ll be

It comes so natural to

Mrs. Neal
to want them safely

us to shelter our
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Kitty for company, but all Kitty’'s dolls sat jn order
before her, dressed in their best. She said she
wished her own dolly was there; and when Kitty
mquired and found that the absent dolly had only
one- dress, what a hunting there was through
mammas piece-bags, until silk and lace had been
found for Rosy to take home, to make a party-
costume for her, fully equal to that worn by Kitty’s
own Flonetta.

“ | like dolls better than any other playthings,”
said Rosy, because they seem just like folks. 1
should be real lonesome without ininc.”

So the two little girls played and talked all day
ong together, and liked each other better and
better.

“ If you were not going to sea,
the tune,” said Kitty, regretfully.

be friends when |1 come back,” re-

we could be

fnenesa
We Il

sidis ~°Sy’ 7 111 br‘ng y°U P‘nk COrals and

Louis and Bertic were very much impressed when
bey found out the destiny that lay before Rosy-
me hearing the children talk it over with so much
uithusiasm, Mrs. Neal grew reconciled. After all
it would make life broader and richer. Just think

111 "ould be to any of us who have led quiet,

ears tO bﬁck
cean, under other

n>(|)rl1’,lo? ﬁlfe on t”(e‘"ljerggg B']Leee
s, WIth strange stars overhead at night, sailing
om zone to zone, stopping at tropical islands!
itchmg the spicy breezes, seeing fruit-laden palms,
secing birds of bright raro plumagc, and gather-
ig wonderful shcilson coral strands. Louisbrought
out lis atlas, and all the chTiren bending over it
m.irked out a voyage for Rosy, in which no sea was
imvisited, no coast untouched, no island unex-
| ored.
When Unele Ben carne for his little girl the next
he found herbrightand cager, quite willing to
f 'vith ?I'n at,oncc>and begin to make ready for

r Sh.p-hfc ~ Mrs. Neal made some sensible sug-

btions m Rosy’s behalf, which the bluff sailor
Kratefully acccptcd.

Louis and Kitty went once to visit Rosy at the
Jo.irding-house before she leftit, and brought home
avivid account of its dreary discomfort
ﬁlit%%l)’/\l m<c;|;1ly r?)gyna%hdlqgep%colflt; i.’;t1’r1crin%n,ﬂ rr?a>mr,r\1'nd
he has made a dress for her dolly out of that blue

* dcal than

noritfa’'l 1”

wi ™ '~/ hC “.,LaUghing Snll>" saded out of port,
a little snnl.ng figure on deck, waving a fare-
c 1to the group Of fnends whO slOQd on the

ec Wh 131 "'nS t0 be a three V7 ars’ vov-

i h e th7 COUId no b'nger distinguish Rosy,
| - - cals went home, and from day to day tried to

ROS Y.
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imagine how her new life must seem to her, and
what was happemng.

J hc me°"ths sliPPed by, and scason followed
season. The children talked often of Rosy, and
wondered how she fared. Sometimes, on the verv
stormiest nights they would picture her

coldest,

walking at that moment on some sunlit shore

gathermg curious shells for them. But their
little

mother was haunted by the thought of a
shrinkmg, tremblmg creature, with only a few
boards between her and the raging, cruel waters.

A year went by, two years, and the third was
a m°sj. gone. Louis was now a tall boy of sixteen,
and Kitty was growing a great girl. They won-
de.ed if Rosy would know them when she carne
V\\I/lp]en miT_ Cgl*°'Vins 2 c};]rCat(?jr*no"' berself.

cn the third twelvemonth had quite passed,
they began to study the shipping list in the pape,-
cxpccting every time to see the “ Laughing Sally ”
But she was never even named. Month
rolled by, and still no news. No
. tally” C3me Sailing j'no port. with a
httle smihng figure at the bow waving a glad salute.
_ooneseemed to know anything about Rosy’s ship.
The owners lived in some far-off city, so there was
no one who could answer their inquiries. The Neals
only knew that the ship never was l.ailed, never
was sighted, never carne to shore. So manv ships
went down each year, could it be that Rosy’s was
among the doomed ?

At last it-was five years since she sailed away.
rhc Neals no longer spoke merrily and gayly of
Rosy but always gently and gravely. They had
moved now from the house which had so long been
their home, to another even pleasanter in the dis-

Louis was almost ready for college,
Even Bertie

ieported.
after month

tant suburbs.
and Kitty was almost a young lady.
had grown past belief, and W illy was the only one
who now cared for velocipedes.

Still another year was slipping away, time goes
io fast, and Mrs. Ncal’s birthday, which the family
always celcbrated, was ciése at hand. Louis and
Kitty, in search of something lovely enough for a
present, carne into the city one day together, and
Louis complained that

went among all the stores.
Kitty

y Should not get through before night,
kept stopping so before all the show-Windows.
" hon everything looks so

“ now just see that
If I live tO be sixt r

If you feel 'too

" f3"'1 hclP jt>
pretty she said, laughing;
wmdowful of lovely dolls.

shall always stop to look at dolls.
b.g and grand, Louis, you can be looking at that

other wmdow of books while you wait for me.”
So Louis stood before the window of books, and

Kitty grew absorbed in the charming groups of

gayly dressed dolls. She said afterwlrd shefelt

impressed that she must look at them all. There
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was a bridal party, and a group at a ball, acunning
little tea-party, and a comical sewing society. In
a corner of the windovv was a family group, at which
finally Kitty found herself gazing with intensest
interest. She could not make out its meaning at
first. There was a sweet-faced lady-doll, holding

(September,

“ | sec them,” said Louis, casting an
glance that way.

“ But you don't notice. Oh, Louis, don’t you
remember the day your velocipede knocked Rosy
down, and how we children all stood around while
mother took her shoe off, and Unele Ben?. There

indifferent

“ THF.RE SHE SAT AT WORK."

a little girl-doll in her lap while other doll-children
stood around. Then there was a great, good-
natured man-doll, with a big coat and long beard,
looking 011. Suddenly it all finshed over Kitty.

“ Louis! Louis!
cried excitedly.

come over here quick!” she
“ See, only see those dolls!”

we all are, there you are yourself, with a sword at
your side! 1 am going right in to find out who
dressed those dolls.”

And impulsive Kitty, followed by her bewildered
brother, rushed into the store at onca, and made
her inquines.
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in tlc bt g,dS W,'° dreSS dolls -ork_now
m the back roont,” sa,d the forewoman of the

estabhshment. Kitty went eagerly to the glass door

R8 Hosyithere. gh- AlaS’ both were brunettes-

“ Who arranged the groups in the window? mshe
asked, pertinaciously.

“ Ah, that,” said the forewoman, “ was done fu-
e r most skillful worker. She does’the mostof her
work at home, then brings the dolls here and
groups them. Her flame is Ferguson ”

JHeraddress?” demanded Kitty, breathlessly.

Louis was now interested too, and ordering a
carnage, he and Kitty in a moment more were on
their way.to the place designated.

“ Oh, Louis, Louis! can it be Rose?” said Kittv
sTalrse’yL\I't-H{;lgCIbcy showed tr‘{em the dtggr,n rggi'é
rapped, and a pleasant voice said, “ Come in.”

There she sat at work. It was she— dear, sweet
ejose . Six years older, of course, and paler than
‘"hcn the> her las., but it was Rose £
threw her arms about her, with a storm of questions

tender reproaches, while Louis, much moved
de JISway tO the Locl where poor Unele Ben hv’

cvli®nty il> and grasped his hand.
hen it all carne out, the story of the delay and

HORRIFIKD ELDF.R nRiYriirrD « «

ROTHER « UKEN a-whitewashin

SE.. .

on th, s In g00d tlme’ and ha<l started

o.ho ""hCn SheWaS met at Tahiti by an-
o her Shlp ofthe same owners, commissioned to take

and to order the “ Sally ” back for another

lo'feil'he ! BCIL'S health had CVven then bogan
after five vea beC°mmgS" bj'CCt '° rI>cumatism, and
,SC?CC fr°m his nativc land, he

| .
Fe(!nqddRSosy ad noevkljegnc bha%k in the C|ty for ?I\}e

nionths. Of course his little funds were Lon ex!
fausted, but Rosy luckily had been able to find
«oik, and so they had lived.

the o.l,

d -/ r

“But why did n't you come to us? W hy didii't
you come straight to us?” Kitty asked again and
b

agam as the story was told.
“ but there was another

* 1 did go,” said Rose,
00 hied. [ We iotdin’ tHA1GiFOLKEr e itR&rvehere
Kittv % Ind'T, °Ved ° UtI f t0" n’ ’«clal ed

ost to each er

, there We were
though less than five miles apart1”

find thp'e did, r f aCh the Fortunate Islands and

asM Lu”
Rose laughed merrily.
"1 kept a log.-she said,

i *
ng HBE'H‘.% ¥airgr thanBH\yvnhaatll\e/\e'erandfpund there

*h' P*,m E“"

“and you and

mn 3I'0SE
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The DEACON scncls you a verse this month, my
beloved, with his compliments. Hc says there is
comfort in it for scorcs of ambitious young folk
who sent him letters, during the “ Declaration ”
competition, complaining that they felt themselves
to be so useless, in this great busy world. It was
written by Mrs. Browning, who wrote “ The Cry
of the Children,” and the Dcacon says that in this
verse, which somehow answcrs the cry of the boys
and girls, she hits the pin exactly on the head :

“ Let us be contcnt, in work,
To do the thing we can, and not presume
To fretbecause it's little. 'T will employ
Seven men, they say, to make a perfect pin.
W ho mnkes the head consents to miss the point;
W ho makes the point agrecs to miss the head;
And if a man should cry: 1lwanta pin,
And | must make it straighlway head and point,’
His wisdom is not worth the pin he wants.”

AN ARMY SLIDING DOWN HILL.

Ishoultd really have liked to see the sight. An
army of many thousands of great, grown men all
sliding down hill for the fun of the thing.

It seems that when one of the barbarous tribes
called the Cimbri carne from their homes in north-
ern Europe to attack ancient Rome, they were
obliged to cross the Alps. They, howevcr, did n't
object to that. They rather liked it in fact, for
thcy were strong, and hardy. So it was a favorite
amusement of thcirs to climb to the tops of the
snow and ice-covered peaks, carrying with them
their great broad shiekls, and, arrived at the sum-
mits, to cast themselves down on the shields, very
much as boys now do upon their sleds, and with
great rough shoutsoflaughter to swiftly glidedown
the vast and dangerous descents.

How do | know all this? Why from hearing
somebody reading aloud from a book called “ Mal-
let’s Northern Antiquities.”

JACK-IX-THE-PULPIT.

[September,

HOME-MADE BEAUTY.

T he more they use their muscles, the stronger,
and consequently the more beautiful, my girls and
boys will grow. They are something like trees and
plants. The more these are stirred by the wind
the more rapidly the sap flows through their trunks
and branches, and the stronger and more beautiful
they bccome. Boys and girls have this advantage :
they can exercise just when they wish, and need
never wait for the wind to come and blow them.

A HORSE THAT KNEW IT WAS SUNDAY.

Dear Jack : | want to tcll you a truc liorse story.

The horse was raised on Long Island by my father, who used her
for many years,—on week days for farm-work, and on Sundays to
take the family to meeting. She was not a beauty, but she was
strong and trusty. She always went by the fiame of “ Miss Finley."
When the faithful crcature had grown oid in long Service, father
took her, one summer morning, across the bay to Robin’s Island.
that lay over halfa mile off, and left her there to rest, and to crop the
good grass at will. In other words, she was placed 01l fhe “ retired
veteran list,” with all the honors. This was on a Monday. Well,
all that week the oid mare stayed there and enjoycd herself to her
heart’s contcnt: but when Sunday carne, and the first ringing of the
Church bell began, the knowing animal pricked up hercars and list-
cncd.  ‘1‘hen she trotted along the sand-bar as far as it went, and,
withouta momecnt's hesitation, plunged into the water, swam over to
the main land, and went straight to the stable. She knew jt was
Sunday, and that she should be needed to take the family to mect-
ing! Dearoid Miss Finley! But the hardest part of it was thai
father, not thinking of ever using her again, had already purchascd
a new horse. Miss Finley found her own empty stall. But some-
thing was wrong All was silent. There was no familiar voice ; no
familiar touch, and the harness did not fall clanking about her as
usual. Could it be that the folks werc not going to meeting, after
all? Noone knowswhat Miss Finley thought, fior how she felt,
when, aftera while, the ncw horse carne trotting briskly home with
the family. But you may believe she was patted and praised when
wc found her. We gave her water: called her a good oid girl:
huggcd her neck; puijed handfuls of fresh clover for her; gave her
lumps of sugar, and did all we could to do her honor One and all
agreed that nothing was too good for the faithful oid horse who knew
itwas Sunday.— Yours truly, J. G. T.

New Suffolk, L. I

A KIND O’ GARDEN.

“ Pooh 1 your sister js too little to go to school.
She’s almost a baby.”

“ But she docs go lo school, any way.”

“ Itisn’t a real school.”

“ Yes it is, too. It'sa Germéan school ”

The big boy who had been speaking so ungal-
lantly to the rosy-faced little girl fairly jumped.

“ What! that little bit of a thing go to a Ger-
man school! Can she speak Germéan ?”

“ Oh no,” laughed the other, “ she don’t have
to speak German. It's a Kind-er-Carien.”

“ A kind o’ garden? Oh! That's a great
school! Who could n't go to a kind o’ garden.
Oho !'”

The rosy girl laughed, but she had caught the
boy’s sauey way : “ It is n't a kind o’ garden, nei
ther; it's a Kindergarlen."

Just then the Little Schoolma’am, who chanced
to be ncar by, called out pleasantly:

“ Not so fast, Lizzie! You both are right, and
both wrong. It is a school, and italso isa kind of
garden, dear. Kinder garten (pronouneed, Kin-
der, not Kind-er, Lizzie!) means, literally, a chil-
dren’s garden. In fact, many of the Gorman
Kinder-gartens do have bright little greeneries,
where the children may play. But whether it be
indoors or out, a truc Kinder-garten always should
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be as sunny and fresh with heart-shine as an out
of-door garden ,s with sunshine.” °Ut" jn, the other with the hair side out. A hood tied
n a fthe A from a Iemdeeks

(It Lizzie liad scen the word “ heart-shine ”
but the Drettv

book ,t nught have puzzlcd her,
fidfoh tathntS TnSht C)eS anC' kind voice were
* It "™ rSS,eL" » « ndra,00d Just

lhe Schoolmj'am said so ”

to f~ s~ n s~ sd T i»llx an

BERNARD, THE HERMIT.
in carc of your ifack a hit

A GOOD friend sends,
uur

writing, which she says she translated oii

‘/TadJm ,,J° U’ 1 from10,10 o fMerimée'sLettres a uné
Inconnne, published not very long ago " :

o

SCe an °dd htte animal called

“SO0 T Igd 't nan COW orhlstall

X. When the hermlt w X I t> a C
>mcshell large enough toadmit his unsimheti.d".ii0"*" P‘?ks up
promenades entirely at his case. red tail>cran>sitin, and

u.c.ermic

it 1 picked
put my capttve into a piate of sca-waier T r7 «e “ "tents, and
mpty shell ofsuitable she in hisdish when jhe Hule'f Ii plaCcdan
:iproached and surveyed the ohieet -n j rcllow quickly

he evidently , oola n |asS iu rti” 1 ,he"' rai“n* °"=
y thrusttng his plncers insidr- . dimenstons, and ended

iicated the dwelling." All helng ™ ],Sr hon?cr',ccuPant had

e
ﬂead nrqg bESIdES tlae Giloles for eyes and
- has often the ears of the departed dect sdrk

‘P of, the man’s head He 's an ob ect
to behold ; but he is comfortable, and he doesn’t
care if he does look like some wild animal His

drf,ses ,n almost exactly the same style,’ so do
feCt' CVerybod> does- It'stie

"W m

fashion Cn’

A LETTER FROM SCOTUAND TO OUR ROBIN.

Hekii is a letter from the pretty Blue Tav of
Scotland to our dear American Robin It has

halp we* au spelfitfu IS~ S *"* " h

an’ luved by a’ nlike. Du ye kenonvi ba,rns0 a Ila"’s.

in ch M k T lig f - w S ~ e s arewrit
youwnenwWen'y eraiiludc to a' the kin’ herted wran~whM," ‘VCr r?' 001 °"
hird-defense. Thinkyesae? I[S'acdonbtve s led®e
lo yer atn wee birdies in the V?1,* -e Lllcalhaswccter chirp
kind o' handin' doon yer thankfu'ncsso' hm *f'" an bd il fi"l:
amther. Anccannawonnerat theS rn, "A aC " Smeranon to
fu sang frae birdie throats, when ano “'l v* cc'nPra'sC-
hasgted,"” in showin’ them 3 ,Ihf .8'hies God
as,de fraea' ,l,c sunlightan' leafsheher. ° "r V=na ai"’
they areyieaU"lrertnii fS “4 m i~ plincilr«,? Do ye ken that
boas» 0' ntairo' nature's true nfhilUv' And hie*vVT ° °"yctli'v<
led WtIIow, a dwarfie wha i tilc woc wnnk-
crcat an'sma Bens? fn mT % ,?" upon
[ Wish ye kenned .he lark O 'Cj las? ?en- Moun“ jn*?"J
bonnier than my ain, an nao »smony mensures
or Sr. or e'en “maig ,he~fid¢% 5 shc lops » 'SP ™ »
heaven-like as his. ii istia str-fnn~ mg2. * rs 's sae s"'ee>an’
Te "a" fa,"'ly' ur

<<l with his front claws and turnii!!? 1 ‘‘ally seised the
managed to thrust his tail into itseetemnniSL*0? i *Olne™ “It. he
(" lairly in, he slrntlcd nhout on hispiate witha sh'Itcf: and hnding

«f » tashionahle tailor's dressil

READY MADE CLOTHING-GROWN ON A TREE

m S m r n
al 3 i ar?Un? as vou bovs cuta willow

,a wh,stle of il- and taken off the

M LFmSnKk TRe o bth AmeFi¥anndl88vE sifns
X over hts head and considers himself in full dress
-Now, if you boys would dress in that stylc what &
saving of trouble for mothers it would be !’

A COLD-COUNTRY DRESS.

asS. *SSSSi

O' opr ain, aye luve the dear brow”~bM e*

d ” » Ver -an', an
wifiesykKenT<tcoup,1,R°A 1" »™*'> lam W'«> »V my
It wecl mniinT w ! chan?s n,c to men-

non but her iame?”
s s “ASIS “*

wns writ by a human si!~ “ a"»o' it

T, Rohin-Red Hreast, in care of Mr. jack-in-the-Pulpd.~

THE SONG OF THE SHIRT.

w

[tors

fi
e saub o 't

’||||Tr11CS pyacr:e[n) tn g ﬁis

% tun,& Icontrlbutorstwhosc

if tire pittv

anieles are
niciées aie dechned by
m u b"t

nderstand this 'm/sedf

DA
lec Iejcctlons m st be ratller Is-
eging, but that all the children had to do was

better than the “ s°ug of the

reinarkcd Bmftlhree ht The 0«

Sh N r N LEVAN

0. wice BuM nvVT'allll bG reJCCted bi't once
storv.  TI, = V t!" 5don t believc « " ord of the
«en*., lust a- ifSfh Can,t Sil® a n°te. Non-

make a mistake! Pre*y Schoob«a’am could
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HOW TOMMY CAME HOME.

Tommy Wwas a tame birci. You see him in the picture, sitting on the back
of a chair. Sometimes he was shut up in his cage ; but he was so tame, and
knew the family so well, that he was often allowed to fly about the room.
One day, a window happened to be open when Tommy was out of his cage,
and he thought it would be a good thing for him to go out of doors for a
little while. So he went out. He flew up into a tree, and it was so nice and
cool there that he soon flew into another tree, and so he kept 011 flying about
until it was night, and he was a long way from home. Tommy now began
to get hungry, and to wish himself back in his cage, where he knew there
was plenty of nice seed. But he did not know exactly which way to go, for
it was quite dark, and he was not used to being out-of-doors at night. So
he went to sleep on a limb of a tree ; but before he shut his eyes, he made
up his mind that he would wake up very early and try to catch a worm.
But when he awoke it was not very early, and the country birds, who live
out-of-doors all the time, had caught all the worms. So poor Tommy felt
so badly that he did not even try to find his way home.

When his kind master missed Tommy, he was very sorry, and he went
looking all about for him, whistling a little tune that Tommy liked. But no
Tommy answered him. After breakfast, the next day, a gentleman carne to
Tommy’s master’s house and said, “ | saw a bircl like your Tommy in a tree
back of Mr. Scott's barn. He whistled just like Tommy.” So Tommy’'s
master took the bird-cage and ran all the way to Mr. Scott's barn. And
there in a tree was Tommy ! So his master began to whistle the little tune
Tommy liked, and Tommy was glad enough to hear that tune, and he
whistled it too. His master put the cage on the ground and opened the
door, and then he stepped to one side and whistled again. In a few minutes
Tommy flew down on the ground and hopped along to the cage. When he
saw that it was really his own cage, he went in and began to eat seed as fast
as he could. Then his master shut the door and took him home, and he was
very glad indeed to get Tommy again.

Now you see that if Tommy’s master had not been kind to him, the poor
lost bird would have been afraid to come down from the tree and go into his
cage. But Tommy had been so kindly treated that he was not afraid, and
so his master got him again.

If you have a bird or any other pet, you ought to remember this story
and be kind to your pet, and then, if it should get lost, it may be as glad to
see you as Tommy was to see his master.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



738

YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS”’

THE DIAMOND AND THE LOADSTONE.

Once a Diamond and a Loadstonc on a shclf together lay,
W hile with looks of mutual wonder, each the other did survey.
Quoth the Diamond, in her scormng: “ Will you picase to k.ndly

wily'wc 're treated so like cquals when our diffcrcnce is so great?
W hy does stupid man considcr an unpolishcd stone hkc you

Fit to be the near companion ofa gem so bright to view '

Mine are bright and shining virtucs— I am sought alikc by all;
The haughty great, the humble little, by my lightare held tn thrall.
| appear with equal splcndor when a vesture rich I clasp;

Or, with glow and sparkle, hold a slendcr finger in my grasp.

I am choscn by the beauty, with my charms her own to grace,

In the glittering crowns of monarchs do I also luid a place .
Butforyou, a simple pebble !— | confess 'tis not quite clca”™

On what merit rests your tille to the station yon hold here.

Then the Loadstonc humbly answered, “ It is truc 1've been denied
All those bright, external beautics which so justly swell your pnde.

I am conscious of my plainness—my slight valué too, | fear,

To those who, like you, wish worth on the surfacc to appear.

'T isvour province toadom -but 'mid the grayer cares of lite

Men have found thatyou but picase them, while I help them in their

By my aid their ships hold conimerce with the ports of distant lands,
By my aid the world’s great circlc comes to their industnous hands.

| biing from France her silks and laces; carry back as nch a store,
Bear to Kngland what she valtes, gather fabnes fromi her shore.

I skim along the perfumed tropics, seek the wealth of every clime.

I lead the traveler's eager footsteps to the mold nng halls ol 1ime.

| spread the fame of noble deeds and hear love's message swcct,

Unite hearts by distance severed in a hving band complete.

1 explore the earth ; | conqucr nations; men owc theirwealth to me.

For my magic guides their passage o’cr the boundless, path ess sea.

Yon 're iiuleed a pretty bauhle, 1am pleased to hear you tell,

Since to shine isall you can do, you succccd ni that so well.

But in futurc, pray remember, when to scorn you fecl tnchned,

'T was | who brought, with other blessmgs, even yon to grace man-
kind!”

Thus we learn a useful lesson— one that people often nced,

And among the gay and thoughtlcss, | would have them ever hced :
Though the outsidc seem attractive, and its bcauties picase the eye,
Yet bopeath a plain exteri >, great virtues sometimes lie. G. H.

IN THE DARK.

“ O h, mother, it is so hard to have nothing one wants,
just Ilke iiving in the dark !’

Hush, Mary! There, take this work home and bnng me séme
more, and think of your blessings child, think ofyour blessmgs.

Mary shut the creaking door bchmd her, and set offat a brisk pace
for Mrs. Holt’s, really trying to think of her blessmgs.

“ First, thcre’'s mother. But she always looks so tired, and the
scwing machine makes her back ache: why can t she rest, and be
comfortablc sometimes? Then the boys,—they are strong and well,
and thev can go to school while | have to stay at borne to help with
the sew'ing. Oh, if | could go to school, | would study so hard!
And if I could learn French like Ada Holt, and take music lessons,
and live in a pretty house instead of thatdraughty hule brown one —
and Mary found herself, almost crying, at Mrs. Holts door. lhe
housemaid let her in, saying, . . . ..

“ Sitin the parlor and get warm, while I take thiswork up to Mrs.

it scems

H Mary would usually have been glad of such an invitation, but to-
day she fclt too unhappy to care, and seated herself, thinking,

“They live in the sunshine, and | in the dark.

W hat did she hear? Not an echo, surcly, but the words were very
like her own.

“ It is so sad to be here in the dark.

Where did that thin, silvcry voice come from? Ah. the closet
door was half-opcn, and on the shelf stood a whole row of hyacmth
bulbs in glasses. One of them was ccrtainly spcaking.

*See those other plafiis by the window. How they put forth new
leaves and blossoms and enjoy the sunshine while we are shut up
here. How can our tops grow without light ?

“ You don’t understand,” said another bulb, “ ifwe were pul m the
sun our tops would grow, but we should have no roots, and soon dic.
I heard our mistress say thatour roots nced darkness, and when they
are long enoiigh she will put us on the shclfby the window.
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“ Really ?” said all the other bulbs in chorus.
“ Really,” said the speaker.
Mary had listened with interest.

“ Hyacinths,” she said, “ why do 1 have to live in the dark? I
can’t have anything | want, like other girls, but 1 am not a plant
like you.”

“ Perhaps patiencc and cnergy in people are hke roots in flowers
said the wisest bulb. “ Anyway, you had better learn paticnce.

“Yes,” sang the rest, “ learn patience.”

“ 1 will,” said Mary

At that moment Mrs Holt entered the room with some work tor
Mary's mother, and the little girl went home.

That happcned weeks ago, and now the hyacinths stand m full
bloom on the shelf by the window. Whencver Mary comes to the
house, she thinks they nod to her and say,

* Patience ! your good times are commg ! H. K. G.

ANNA'S PIG.

Once a little daik-cycd girl, whosc iame was Anna, was made a
present ofa little white pig. A pig was something unusual to Anna,
because she did not live in the country, but in the limits of a llourish-
ing little town on the Lakc Erie shore, where pigs and cattle could
not be very conveniently kept. But this little pig was a present,and
of course must have the greatest care and attention. Accordingly a
little sty was made forit, and not of the common order eithcr. An
inclosurc was made of hoards, nice and sinooth. Boards were laid at
the bottom ; but thatwas notall. A little house was made ofboards
and shingles. Hay was put inside for piggy to slecp on. Every
thing seemed to be quite flourishing and pleasant for piggy But
Anna soon discovered that piggy was notcontented in his new home.
Anna concludcd that he must be very lonesomc in there, all alone,
from the way he squealcd, and kept on squealing, from morning unti
night; but Anna could not very well see how she could help it, and
it sorcly troubled her, and finally concluded to let piggy squcal; per-
haps he would get used to his new home in time. As piggy was fed
by the man of the house, he very soon and naturallv shpped out ol
Anna’s mind, until one day Anna descried piggy’s tail and hind parts
just disappearing through the frontdoor-yard fencc.

Anna was thorouglily aroused, and decided that piggy must be
caught at once. Away she flew after piggy, her little sister followmg
after her at her heels. But such a tiresome chase from Street to
Street; with steady determination piggy dodged, and Anna and her
little sister dodged. They tried their best to head piggy, butcould
not, until some little boy carne to their assistance, and then

itwas all
up with piggy. He was corncrcd and hopelessly caught. Anna
held him by the fore fcct and head as flrmly as she could. and liei

little sister held him by the hind feet and tail. Piggy squcaled loudci
than ever, and nearly succeeded in kicking himself loosc, but the
three arrived home safely, all panting and out of breath. Although
it took all of Anna’s strength, and left her weak and trembimg, yet
such was her determination to conquer that she would not give up.
Piggy was taken good care of until it began to be coid weather,
and great fears were entertained that piggy would not stand the coid.
And, alas, such was only too true. Poor piggy was brought in the
house, one bitter frosty morning, frozcn stiff. Anna felt very sorry,
and did all she could to revive him by the heat of the stove, butitwa
ofno use, piggy was frozen too stifland hard. a.e. f.

THE RAIN.

Rain, rain! what do you mean?
By raiuing so hard all this day.

Quoth the rain, “ That rcmains to be seen,
I was not bom for mere play.

“ What you do, do with all your might;
So | rain, rain, rain,
And as | consider that right,
Picase do not complain.

“ This rain will bring forth tiny buds,
To blossom into larger flowers;
It will help the washing-lub
To wash out ladies’ dowers.

By and by the sun will Inirst out laughing,
And you will forget | stayed so long.
So after this, picase, away with your chafling,
For, 1| liope. now you see that is wrong.”
Babs.
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IN SEASON AND OUT OF SEASON.

[.HE i kX ,"as 8™? “"<1 dark o'erhcad.
W e shall have snow at last,” they said.

Iruly they spakc. The earth, ere night,

W as robed in a mantle puré and white.

And still the flakes carne floating down,

Into the country and into the town:

Hoatmg and flying, in groups and tings,

n-u i c. b,r(*s with snow-white wines

lili the atr was white with the whirling clouds,
And still carne the rollicking, frolicking crowds!
And wherever the snow-flakes fell that night,
Ilhey were hailed by all with joy and delight.

Folks said the spring had come at last;

Ihe wintcr coid was over and past.

lhe sun shone warmly, briginly down,

Into the country and into the town.

Ihen carne a night that was chilly and coid,
And lo! a shower of snow-flakes bold.

Bul wherever the snow-flakes fell that night.
lhey met with scorn, reproach, and slight.
for surely tis not the time for snow;

| ie wintcr IS past 't,'s spring-time now.
Ah! poor little flakes, so dainty and white,
lou should not have left your home to-night.

>=mm were ioved so V\{e”.

Yon 3 .1 becausc
fell

You would always be welcome whenever you
There s a tune for simshine, a time for showers;

s a ,Imc for little flakes, and for flowers.”

So the snow-flakes all unheeded lay,

lili the sun carne shining, wann and gay—
And, weepmg, then they vanished awav
But from eacll spot their tcars had wect.

A FINE YACHT-KACE.

TIfi S, i v'u some account ofone of them.
i he Kesolmc is a center-board schooner 113 feet long

°frclv Y°rk “ d Atlantic Yaehtcinb.

-md is

v'D e-uKCrh0?
Y,kanrB ™ kl?nYacLcS M She™ba™ “ Na*
ra and“ mm °f
@ K™ VU2 i & c r e s t e d
«fpienroVwtd\d u X r mjghirOm 3 gn,yish d°"d
were j0'l,e a?d j'""i>a?h'V raC splendid trim. We

-'Wi%rl% "as picnty ofwl;-n'cs,chIeErp‘thes eﬁ'etc)jvtohscai?teamcr Cyclops, bul,

‘he ViCin',y °f ,hc “ght-ship at 3 o'clock, and

«jiUrfcrb~NilTM SfWwesOUdnl S;r 1111 " had

minutes before 4

so ive were.

oclm kRCS'>“U! "'rcd '"'G gU"S as " s‘8"ai si*

AN SR RO P

w-eMad’our canvasS(ufj.al RiVC* ran

of a seco,,d «***eus'
"ad ,we iho',s")) ihe " iad

j-iir *® tn gai'b

*we~ """ — e the

'Vec o u te freshened, l.oth ofus began to leave the Ves,a

W o u I d " ,vnTU"'a"d onc? in a whilc °"r ">ab> boom
Jlie Vn tn .1 i T ?nd throw I,P showers ofsprav.

to tORNC Win' ard then was far

" AT i* “;hMhfp 02C?pé Mav Xt O |

a"d kept -

knots an

byh ° :zr
fiour** C" “ St OUr ,09' wb,ch sh,nvctl tl.at we made

"ee would haverrm m ~nwt~khi'lTtadfté Ncw”~YorknC*ldCd ““*

CONTRIBUTORS"'

DEPARTMENT.

tirdv'forgfillleh"'6lUi the Ves,a spHther foresail, which spoil, her en-
caine in ver” fofo a"ylhin8 bul a goad S she

Wilum fIwWPRV hi: W'"d TJ5°?¢ ,bal tlic sajls some,imes shook,

Ihe yesta did not get in till a quartero f nine.

lime allowance? you sav, incredulously.

SIR ISAAC KEWTOK DISCOVRRING CKAVITATION.

(Drnwn I>y a Vonng Contributor.)
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fanev anieles, each compartmen. divided by light screens. Aun.
Deae St. Nicholas: You are my favoriic '"~ding-book”.l do Anna’s pretty cozy, Huleplacewasjust opposite «he w.de and massive
. . that ied to Mr. C 's R M .the fl b
not subscribe for you, but papa™ U\ y”~@; Vb7cad which was last Lm atjed to Mr. bross s oya cnager.e. on.the rioor above

vOou about «he \

begin to learn someanng atom cook'n~adS~nd'~~roif «ovisil . “ "
050 e me dirceiions How xd make xhe 6 2C, i fed it mAske.he voung friend of * Aun. Anna,
-

fllst tim

ARK « ...

the bakc-pans to rise, and ihcn in tnc ove. *
sure | fclt verv much womed, and watenea u ver>

3 0~ is i

ciése.— Your friend,

fai® ~

Albcrt Lea, Minnesota.

N el
corn.ee «o «be book-case,« J y m,AND Nona Abbott.
have been.

r~ h an tChad never been torturad

on «he palnt Wf my hand which he wo.dd p.ck upjery gemi,

. and a pretty substanlial Bou. il was, to beartheweightofsuchabl.
~ldfand™mammaThinka | ought «o  fellow as Chunee, besides bons, ttgers, camcls, bears, and

lots uf

received a free invi

taiion from Mr. Cross to visit Chunee and his fncnds whenever 1

- for fear it with satv tfust. and then pelt me withi.; they seemed to tlunk *

in.o unnan.m | I-

anc

lirooklinc, Mass.

New York, June 2Cth, 1876,
,I Ve
Pifar St Nicholas: 1received your magazine this morning,a. 1
— wk «ry glad. | saw .ha. Gussie wanted to know h»« “

candv I have a reccipt, although

hot af.ernoon, and Mrs. Dodge showed me your note. we
Your friend, «e e

Great Easlern Mine, Gucrneville, Cal.

Gussie, | hope you will succecd.— Yours truly, J

W ho will try this experiment1

John L.-Captain Ericsson is no.
Mr. Rideing, in his “ Tnrret-Ships
fully,

Nicholas),

D ear St. NYo .olak: ! Emiira~”"tnd - The'simy ofjnn can engineer.
NlcSfPwish yourb¢gciuicom”™ou« otomr. _IwouJta

plcased lo have yuu pr'nt « orchar(l [ ,otiCed a snakecrawl-

appwred — One of >o0°ur «rué friends, Norman Lesl.e Archer. W
N

POOR chunee!"

icholas very much.-Y our reader,

St Nicholas : | live

do no. know whether Gussn

Take a sh ~ offcmlscap paper and make aboxby be”~ingand

an Amanean, but a Swetk.
and Torpedees (July- St
called him an Amer.can engmeer because he has
New York. thoroughly identidad himself will. Amena... engn.eer.ng ti...

almost impossible for us to consider lum as anyth.ng bu. an Ame: -

t

Monroc, lowa.

*

" ALTer i

Garrison, M ay, 187'-.

in the midst ofthe grand oid mount-

1S W

*

5n'.:yn Em m cr the Bowers are so verf.abunda t that one « n *

y -
7 N : L
I sad sound of the leaves dropping one by one, then tncirmgcu g
Anu ¢ h d

lif,i imba'g S
jew «tionery. " Tunbridgc Wells” toys,
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woods and watching the litele squirrcls gather nuts, and the birds
building their nests.

1think the story of “* The Boy Emigrants” is splendid, and “ The
Eight Cousins” was delightfui.

1 watch for yon, dear St. Nicholas, as a friend, and indeed yon
are a very dear friend to me.

Long live the S'r. Nichotas and the dear little schoohna'am.

1rcmain your constant friend, M attie A. Garrison.

Tvre, N. Y.
Df.ar St. Nichotas : | submit aquestion which | wish the readers
ofSt. Nicholas or yourself to decide. If a person is born on lhe
zoth of Eebruary, docs their birthday occur only once in four years?
If every year, does it occur in Eebruary or March, when it is not
Icap-year? Ruel L. S.

In reply to Stella M. Kcnyon's request for the answer to the
riddlc beginning “ There was a man of Adam’s race,” the foliow-
ing persons send the answer— “ Jonah in the whale's bclly : "

Edward W. Robinson, Wm. C. Bowden, Charlie Goodrich, Mag-
gie Harbison, Gordon Buchanan, Julia P. Ballard, Anne A- Butts,
“ Lillian,” Vanic H. Cobb, Nellie L. Tatc, Ada M. Duchar, E. D. J.
Hennessy, Mrs. G. C. W., “ Charlie and Belle,” “ The Briton,”
Gertrude Vickery, M. W.C., D. B. McLcan, Alice E. Clark, “ Min-
nie,” K. M. S., Hattic L. Hamilton, Libbic Montross, Katie, Mr.
C. B. Stent, Ida Belsham, Euphemia F. Secor, and “ Violet."

“ Launcelot” sends hisanswer in the form of an ingenious rhyme:

There's a strange and wonderful story
In the Holy Scripturcs told
Of one, of the race of Adam,
Who lived in the days of oid.
And who by the will of Heaven,
And by reason of his sin,
W as doomed to live in a dwelling
AIll “ curimisly wrought within ;
It was not built of timbers,
Nor yet of wood or stonc,
No hand had part in its building
Save the hand of God alone;
It was not in hcll, fior in Heaven,
Nor 011 land, where a house should be,
'Twas a rcstless, roving dwelling.
And roamed about in the sea;
The tenant was not Ihe owner.
The house wasn’t his “ to keep,”
So Jonah made bricf sojourn
In this monster of the deep.

And "M aggie May,”
the same answer:

with her answer, sends another riddle with

There was a creaturc formed of God,
That showed His mighty power!

‘I hat nc’cr in path of sinners trod,
Nor filame of Christian borc.

It had no hope of future bliss,
Nor feared its Master's rod,

Yet did a living soul possess
That panted aflcr God.

Lynchbtirg, Virginia.
Dear St. Nicholas: | have been taking your magazine ever
aicc it was first published, and | think it improves with every num-
iiler. 1 liked “ Eight Cousins” better than any story that has ap-
peared in St. Nicholas; it is pcrfectly splendid, as all of Miss
Mcott's books are
Perhaps some of the readers of your magazine will be interested in
:iie following information, which 1 found in an oid English book
Ihe phrase “ He's a brick " sccms to be of elassie origin, as follows:
King Agesilaus being asked by an ambassador from Epirus why they
ad no walls for Sparta, replied, “ Wehave,” pointing to his mar-
dialed army. “ There are the walls of Sparta, and every man you
seeis a brick.” N kllie.

Hartford, Conn.

Dear St. Nicholas | wish to put my fiame in the Bird-dcfcncl-
m . | have a little story here which, if you think worth putting in
the I.etter-Box, | wish you would do so. When 1lived in Wilming-
ton | had a black and white cat, which I thought very smart. She
cmild not endure nmsic. t)nc day mamma was sitting in an arm-
chair and began to sing. The cat (who was nslccp on the floor) got
np and climbcd on the back of the chair, and would keep putting her
paw on mamma’s mouth in order to keep her from singing. She did
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a good many other things, onc of which was ringing the door-bell
when she wanted to go out-of-doors, and pulling the wire from the
other side when she wished tocome in. 1 must tell you the filame of
this cat,— we called her “ Lady from Philadelphia,” because she was
born there.— Yours truly, May Lobdell.

San Francisco.
W e 've got a bird. Thank you for the books
that you sent me. We 've had a good time out on Pacific Street. A
sweet ittle girl lives around here, named Margie. Another sweet
little girl lives down town, named Meta. |’ve got a little bcll and
some eologne, and a lot of shclls that Margie gave inc in a little red
bag She made a nccklace for inc. We've got a greenhouse.
We've got a new, big St. Nichotas; the pictures in it are very
nice. | send you some kisses. Lulu.

Dear St. Nicholas :

Boston, June 8, 1876.

Dfar St. Nicholas: | takc you and like you very well. 1 have
justcome home from the Centennial, and it is pcrfectly splendid. |
liked the Main Building best, and next to that Memorial Hall or Art
Gallery. We used the rolling chairs a great deal, so wc did not get
very tired.

The Japanesc and Chinese Departmcnts were very interesting,
and the furnished rooms in the English Department are lovely;
there was onc room, a drawing-room, furnished in beautiful shades
of green and bine, that I liked particularly; the curtains had ycllow
fringe on them, and the carpet was blue with pink rosebuds on it
Just think of all these colors in one room; but it was selected with
such care that it has a charming eflect. Thereare many, many other
beautiful things there. 1 am afr.iid this is getting too long, but |
hope you will put it in the Letter-Box. A. H. R.

A Cheap Mickoscope.

Atten T.
cheap microscopc. His experiment is a novel onc, and is at least
worthy ofa trial by all those who desirc such an instrument:

Moorf. sends the following directions for making a

First, take an oblong slip of glass (a microscope slide, such as
microscopic objeets are mounted upon, is just the thing), and, after
cleaning the glass slip, pour a drop of Cafiada balsam upon the center
of it. If the drop fall properly, it will form a leus. If it does not
assumc a circular form, push the edges into as true a circle as possible
by meansofa pin or pomted stick. If you should fail in this cflbrt
and spoil the drop, scrapc olT as much of the balsam as possible, and
dissolve the remainder in turpcntinc until the glass is once more cn-
tirely clean. Keep trying until yon geta circular drop, or lcns, free
from dirt or air-bubb!cs (by looking through it at some small objcct,
vou can casily make sure that it is perfectly clear), and set it away to
barden. The more convcx the leusis, lhe higher will be its power.
After leaving it in a horizontal position for a wcek or more, Like a
piccc ofcork, a little thicker than the lens, and cuta hole in it, with
a diameter a little greater than tliat of the Icns. Blacken the glass
around the lens, and also blacken the cork. Fasten the cork to the
glass, so as to have the Icns in the center of lhe hole, and fasten a
piece of thin glass (called by microscopists a thin glass cover) over
the lens, which will prevont dust from settling upon it.

The edges of the glass slip may be ground, or some narrow strips
of paper maybe gummed around them, in order loprevent cutting or
scratching.

Schcnectady.
Deacon Green : | send you the Declaraciéon of Independence
writtcn out, and | hope it will prove satisfactory. It was written by
Thomas Jefierson, and was proclnimed on the .[th of luly, 1776.
There are 56 signers, and the numberofStates is 13. W ill you picase
ask the readers ol St. Nichotas, when Great Britain acknowledged
the independence of the American colonies? 1ltakc the St. Nicho-

las, and | am very much pleased with it. | hope I will take it all

the time. | must now closc.— 1 remain onc of your most interested
readers, H. E B.
Santa Fe, New México.

Dear St. Nicholas: | wonder how many of the children who

read St. N ichotas have everseen this strange and far-away country,
or can tell how oid Santa Fe, the capital, is? This country was set-
tled by the Spaniards several hundreds of years ago, and their de-
sccndants are very dark-skinned, and all speak thcSpanish language.
The little children nearly all go without any clothcs in the summer-
time, and they can make mud-pics without being afraid of soiling
their clothes.

There are a great many strange things in this country. The houses
are built of adobes. The adobes are very large unburncd bricks—just
square chunks of mud dried in the sun. They build the houses of
these bricks, and build them like a hollow square, and the windows
nearly all look into this square, or placita, as it is called. At home
in the States we have the yard all round the house; but here in New
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México they biiild the house all round the yard. Then they have
not many wagons here, bul carry everything on the backs of burros.
These burros*are very smajl donkeys, with verv large ears, and are
only to be found in mountainous countries. The little baby burros
are the most cunning little things you ever saw; they are so little,
about as large as a small Ncwfoundland dog, and their ears are so
very large, they look very funny. But they are very intelligent and
very comical in their actions.

Then the homed toads are a great curiosity, and a very large black
spider, that lives in the ground, is to be found here. These spiders
are called tarantulas, and their bite is poisonous.

The coyotes, or prairie wolves, are found in this country also, and
one of my neighbors caught a little one and made a petofit. It
grew to be a large wolf, and was as tame as a dog. Hc and | were
great friends, and hc would follow me horne wnenever he had a
chance. He would run and seamper through the Alfalfa, and roll
and have great fun. Hc would cat icc-cream and cake; but he got
to be a great thicf. Hc went into a lady's house one day and found
a nice pound-eake, which she had baked for tea, and he ate it every
bit; and a few days afterward he went into another lady’s house and
found three pounds of fresh butter, and he ate that too. Was n't hc
a very naugnty wolf? L. W.

Brooklyn, May x8th, 1876
Dear St. Nichotas : | am a little girl nine years oid. 1 have not
any sisters or brothers, yet I am not loncly. | do not go to school,
but mamma teaches me. | learn geography, spelling, grammar and
arithmctic, but | like grammar best. | like your magazinc ever so
much, and thinkit is perfectly splendid, and wish it would come every

week. | read every story in it, and could read the “ Fight Cousins,
also “ The Boy Enugrants,” overand overagain and not tire of them.
I will not writc you any more now, so good-bye.— | rcmain your little
fricnd, Helen.

Bunker Hill, Feb. 25th.

Dear St. Nicholas: 1 inclose a little piece cut from a paper, as

I liked it, and thought if your readers had n't seen it they might like
it too.— Your delighted reader, Allie Bertram.

A Swarm of Bees.

patient, B prayerful, B humblc, B mild,
wisc as a Solon, B meek as a child;
studious, B thoughtful, B loving, B kind,
sure you make matter subservient 10 mind;
cautious, B prudent, B trustful, B true,
courteous to all men, B friendly with few;
températe in argument, pleasure and wine,
carcful of conduct, of money, of time;
cheerful, B grateful, B hopeful, B firrn,
peaceful, B’'nevolent, willing to learn;
punctual, B gcntle, B liberal, B just,
aspiring, B humblc, bccausc thou art dust;
penitent, circumspcct, sound in the faith,
active, devoted, IS faithful till death;
honest, B holy, transparent and puré,
dependent, B Christ-like, and you'U B secure.

DTPDOO OO W DO EH DO

Newburyport, Mass.f May 11.
Dear St. Nicholas . Mylillle daughter calis my attention to the
acting-ballad of “ Queer People,” in your April number, and thinks
the statement about the Esquimaux, that “ Nevera doli the children
see,” mustbe a poclic liccnse, as she still cherisbcs the mortal remains
ofwhat was once quite a respectable rag-baby, or rather fur-baby,
which I brought some yearsago from the British side of Baffin's Bay.
To be sure, dolls are rarc there even among the children of the
aristocracy, though | have seen quite artistic specimens, which in
figure, features, and dress were pcrfcct counterparts of the adult
natives, even to the hood-cape, with a tiny pappoose in it, which
must be a peculiarly Esquimaux conception, as | never saw a

Christian doli carrying an mfant. W.s.s.

A Curious Calendar.

1 2 3 4 5 6

At Doverdwclt Georgc Brown, Esquirc,
7 8 9 10 11 X2

Good Caleb French, and David Frire.

T he words, in their order, represent the twclvc calendar months;
and the initial letters— to wit, A, B, C, D, E, F and G— represent the
seven days of the week.

Knowing the day of the week on which falls the first day ofJanu-
ary, in any year, you can tell on whatday of the week the firstday
ofeach month in thatyear falls. When itis leap-year, you must add
one day to the count for the months after February.

Examplc: The first of January, 1876, falls on Saturday— A. To

LETTER-BOX.

[September,

find on what day of the week falls the first day of Novembcr, 1876,
you first find the initial letter of November, which is D(avid), the
eleventh word in the above couplet. Now commence and count on
your fingers, A (i) B (2), C (3), D (4). So the first of November
lalls on the fourth day after the day on which falls January ist. Now
count again: Saturday (1), Sunday (2), Monday (3), Tuesday”)-
but 1876 being leap-year, and Novembcr following February, you add
one, and thus find Wcdncsday, the first of November, 1876. Now
take August, inicial letter C(alcb): Count A (1), B (2), C (3); then
count again, Saturday (<), Sunday (2), Monday (3), and add one for
leap-year, and we have Tuesday, August 1. And so on for all the
months. You will noticc that the imtial letter of February is also
D(ovcr), but not being aficcted by leap-year, the first day of that
month falls on Tuesday; while the succecding month, March, inicial
letter D(wclt), being affectcd by leap-year, makes the first day
W cdnesday. \

Pcrhaps you know this sentcnce, which
I f not, here it is: “ Ablc was
Lulu.

Dear St. Nicholas :
reads the same backward and forward.
I ere | saw Elba.”— Yours,

1AV i ~ ICHO*AS: | thought I would writc and tell you how
much 1 like your last continued story, called “ The Boy Emigrants.”
I like it very much, and am in a great hurry to get the restof it lo
read. | like all the stories in the magazinevery much, and hope you
will keep on having such nice ones.— Yours affcctionately,
Amv W. Hkrbert.

_ Kingston, Ind.

Dear St. Nichotas: You have been a regularvisitor at our house
for ayear, and you are always weleomed with delight. | ihink “ The
Boy Enugrants” is very amusing. | tried for the “ prize puzzle,”
but did notsuccccd. Two yearsago, just two days after my birth
day, | had the second and third fingersof my right hand taken off
They wcre crushed and torn terribly in a reaping-machine, and had

to be amputated— Yours truly, Hamilton

Hinry

_ n %r Rose Hill, Mahaska County, lowa.

Dear St. Nichotas: We have a tortoise-shell cat, and she is a
good one too. She had three little kittens; the Tommy cat Kkilled
two, and would have killcd the otherone, ifl had not putitin the
situng-room on the lounge. My doli is at the head, and the Kkitier,
goes up and plays with its bluc shoes. Our hired man found two
little squtrrels, and gave them to me. | fed them with milk at first,
and then gave them to the oid cat and watched her, to see if she
would hurt them; butshe fondled them as much as she did her kitten.
and nurses them. The squirrels have got theireyes open now. They
will hold bread in their paws and eat it; and will run all over my arms
and into my slecves.— Yours truly, Fannie M.Jarvis (aged 9).

San Francisco.
Dear St. Nicholas : Notlong ago you dcscribed how to make a
boat; but it was a flat-bottomed one. Now, can you not describe
how to make a round-bottomed one; also a small yacht ?— and obligo
A Constant Reader.

S*r. Nichotas thinks that there are few boys who could make a
serviceablc or safe round-bottomed boat.

Yonkcrs, N. Y., April 23d, 1876.
Dear St. Nichotas~ lonly began to take you thisyear, and |
thmk you are splendid ; but 1 wish you carne oftener
My brother has a little donkey and carriage, and we enjoy riding
in it very much A great many little girls and myself are getting up
a fair. Itis to be lield on ihc 25th of this month, and | think wc
shall enjoy it very much. Will you please make mea Bird-defendcr?
-Yours truly, Susie B. Waring.

. Yonkers, N. Y.
Dkar St. Nichotas: | like you very much. | think the “ Boy
Emigranis” is the niccststory. 1 have a goat, and | am going to
sell it, if I can, for $20. W e have a pond. Yesterday | found a duck's
egg in the water. | am eleven years oid. | have a donkey, and a
cart, and | drive my sister to school and back.— Good by, from

James A. W aring.

Nichotas and sign only their
When we

Bovs and girls who write to St.
initials, must notcxpect their letters to receivc attention.
print letters, we often use only the initials of the writer. but the full
fiame should be sent to the editor with the letter.
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TRANSPOSITIONS.
WOIID-SQUAIIE.

. L thirdMsaSgiH's namc°f MyTurth'il'Lu'n”~ T fitl ‘T "0 M
pain in his = 'n,, 'K4 ly-horile aPPea« to have a ------ and orna%éntal. y sound. MYy fifth are both usefuyl
uuoyour—T 6. W-is he? KuUr" co?fd will — decply L.n.h.
EIDBJ.E.
Cotlor green am I, and lie
Dmctin my garden-hed;

Let me hit yon as | fly,
And lstain you color red.

Wood or jron, black or blue;
REBUS. I am musical or dumb;
Many shapes; ofevery huc:
11"t as hollow asa drum. SOPHIE MAY.

EXCEPTIONS.

letteran”leave .T miimni 3 Iind "f ~°j;k oxeept the middle
sccond and leavc a p,epo.skion /.\ ?:d*“f LI rel let'crs“ cep, the
garland and leave race . Facen.".n 1.9'0. letter from a

of a certain city ,he nuddlc f™m a nativo
leer from the JameOfa fem fe ~ 0,? S5mEX" P 'I>" i

¢oo/r/im /m ¢ ooa/iooal/

aRima f%fagpgh}.oaﬂorw?r 25 OT the letter and Ieave gogmgl%
leave a story. f urmlul" except the middle letter and
M. S
S8EHEADED RIJHVMES.
ENIGMA. . ;
> hey built a -
T 9n%e TB8KD0 BOYRRIeNGRe BT 2
Hrrf. combine ihey manned it well, both fore and------
Lettcrs nine, lhen started for a sail.
lo flame a cuy of our land, . .
iily tastern breezes fanned. There carne just then an evil____
Wear and more near the boat, when
a _a wider famc> «e, splashing round their little---—
*LH'vCr anl morc anc'ent fiame, Upset it with his tailt
w hih s 18 tHu 5' *' 9.8 river,
Qa* ,hro»$>> 11 Pours its waters ever. :
330, 2 a widcr view .&1 he these merry boys d!dff -
May boast, and harder carthquakes too: ! h'ch.was 10 them a bitter--—-
But our good city, fair and bright Indeed they took' it v.ery.'.
in its own and strangers’ sight, And thus at him did rail:
Where, m 6, a, s, i, 3'9'_ R b . “ O wieked one, who gave the___
lall, grateful piles uprising shine,
Aecd envy none A ,.?ila,d our h°Pes nnd pleasures———m
A grudge to you we surcl
Beneath the sun. mu tis of no avail;
r “ “ Bustling, great 6, 2, S, 4,
Where many a ., a, 3, 9 gOCSi " | 'n-LSpriad .4
. n-LSprJad arou"d you is a
And as a nver fiows, lhat holds you safe from every__
Hastemng by 1 7. a4, i ou have no fear of mortal
mv 1o "j 5 3, with loud roar, And so we make our wail." A M
lo hnd an entrence or an exit door.
And now, without 6, 7, 8,9
U.ILUSTRATED PROVEER.

Declare by flame this city fine. oswy
REMAINDERS.

fications,an""é'IV TheT-M mdim fer18

-ndtoenT f AuL'*Tnc'cfafSS* °2 1 *, From
tant.he °f lneGed~ " fe
1IVANHOE.

WOUBLE CROSS-WORD ENIGMA.
M » first is in truth, but not in lie;

My fihaTh 13, ever‘?aL“utbr%’}t i AngskYs

M fifi but " white;
V I;t!) <<g%%ar%utu no |n V\% e
My sixth 1s m toad, but not in gnu =

M}/’ eié’ﬂ%ﬁhis' in seﬁargjutbg(‘)tnm ll)r&y“e-
My ¥enkh ©ni Ew,r'%twl 0o’ i Bl
By dud Lok o XA Pe Xl Bt R PR ANAGRAMA.

and you will view
Two things tha. are liked by you. cvril deaku. i. Mad trailorssin. 5 Green meats. E
rent. 5.0n, Snipe! ¢ po o0 Tom 3- Nip nosc. 4 gpice pa®
: 929 : cyril DEANE.
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PICTURE PUZZLE.

(Good Advice.)

POPBLE DIAGONAL PUZZLE.

SWEET songs my first bring every year,
My second will two-celled nppear;

My third is in the court-room found,

And sometimes does my fourth all around.
'T wcre well if but my fifth might fall

W ith justice 011 the hcads ofall:

My sixth a trait to shun we hold,

My next in valué is untold:

My eighth a workman is of skill,

My ninth will wait upon your will.

Diagonals from left to right,

A home for birds, secure and light.

W hen read from right to left, you 11lina .
An enviable state of mmd. I

HOUR-GLASS PUZZLE.

To be read jo four dircclions.
and across, rclating to the lides
and across, a dippcr.

From

3. Centrais, downward. a command.

left to right. downward
a. From nght lo left downward

iine ncross lo sing; second Une across, a man s fiame ; third Une
across?a consonan?; fourth line across, a meado» i
a town in New Hampshue. c' KIL

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES

Concealed Doiible Acrostic.— Croquet, Boating.

R —omc— O
O —meg— A
Q —u— T
B -r - |
—ar— N
T —a— G
Incompleto Sentences.-.. Graee, mee 2. Pricc, rice
Sold, oid. 4. Easter, aster. 5- Bndc, ndc. 6. Table, abie.
W here, here.
SoUARE-WcRD.— A RRo N
REACH
RATHE
OCHER

Springfield.
Charade.— Pcmitcnt N
Numerical Enigma.— The P,ird-dcfendcrs.
Cross-word Enigma.— Washington.

Answers
Apol_lo," .
Nettie /

David P Amold, ir., neme iMiicisuii, y .»

3

7.

DOVBLB ACUOSTIC.

. An adieciivc whereby our relish is espressed.
2. Another, meaning graceful, stylish or wcll dressed
, a statelv trec, of which the leaves are broad. the wood is whitc.
3( Deceitful phantom. fitful lights, oft followed in the night.
term sometimes applicd to Frenchy custotns, words or deeds.

>

6 A poison slow on which the Oriental dreamer feeds.
7' A city of a govemment, ciése ncighbor to our own.
&' A flame connected with a cave formed ofbasaluc stone.
o A verv grateful shield from rain or from the sultry sun.
0! A word which means light-giving: now guess it every one.
In termindis you ‘Ul read the fiame
O f one, an ever-welcome gucst.
In primais, too, with loud acclaim.
He's hailed by those who love him best.
HERVEY DARNEAL.

DOUBLE DIAMOND PUZZLE.

Across: i. A vowel. a. A large Anstralian bird.

3 The procla-
malion in a church of an intended mamage.

4- Kidiculcd or treate.l

with contempt 5. First attempt or appearance. 6. Owed. 7--'
“ 5 “ :i. Aconsonant. a.The channel of a river. 3 Havinc
ears. 4- A conveyance. 5- Out of place, m.proper. ~plaM -

7. A consonant.

IN AUGUST NUMBF.R.

Douute Diamond Puzzle.— I
E R
ROB IN
ROMIILIIS
nESET
RED
Beheaded Svi.lables.-i. Director, rector. 2. Accuratc, ctrate
o. Administcr, minister.

Diagonal Puzzle —

Cotton
Gl NGER

NUT MEO

cHeRRrvV

M AN 10 C

HAN VAN

Double Acrostic.— lvanhoe, Marmion.
I —nfor- M

V —ictori— A

A —i— R

N —y— M

H —ayt— |

0o —1u- o©

E — nsig— N
Pictorial Enigma.— Dcsolation : Sea', one, Don, slate, sled, nct.
onset, lafie, oid, sea, sale, nest, stone, oats, lion, ten.

H Frkel “ Kodenck, Kooen 1.. v»iucnu>
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