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A T  F I E  S O  L E .  

B y  S u s a n  C o o l i d g e .

F ie s o l e  is a  quaint oíd town which perches on 
a  hill-top above the valley o f  the A rn o and the city 
o f  Florence. Y o u  must not pronounce ¡t as it ¡s 
spelt, b ut like this— Fu-es-o-lee. From  the Florence 
streets people catch glimpses o f its bell-towers and 
roofs shining above the olive orcliards and vine- 
yards o f  the hill-side. A  white road winds upward 
toward it in long, easy zigzags, and seems to say, 
“  Com e with me and I will show you something 
pretty. ”

N ot long ago there were two girls in Florence to 
whom, plainly as road could speak, the white road 
seemed to utter these very words. Pauline and 
M olly H ale were the ñames o f  these girls. It was 
six months since they had left A m erica with their 
father and mother, .and it seemed much longer, 
because so much liad  happened in the time. First, 
the sea voyage, not pleasant, and yet not exactly 
unpleasant, because papa got better all the way, 
and that m ade m am m a happy. Now  papa wouíd 
be quite well at once, they thought. I-lis people 
(for papa was a  clergym an) had sent him away for 
that purposc. T h e y  were not a  rich people, but 
each gave a  little, and altogetlier it made enough 
to can-y the pastor and his family across the sea 
and keep them  there one year, with very prudent 
management. T h e  Hales, therefore, did not travel 
about as m oít people do, but went straight to Italy, 
where they hoped to find that sun and warm air 
which are an invalid’s best medicines.

“  G oing straight to Ita ly ”  means, liowever, a 
great m any pleasant things by the way. M olly was 
always rem inding M aria Matilda, her dolí, o f the 
sights slie had seen and the superior advantages 
she enjoyed over the dolls at lióme.
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A fter this mention o f a dolí, w liat will you say 
when I tell you that M olly was almost thirteen ? 
M ost girls o f  thirteen scorn to play with dolls, but 
M olly was not o f  their number. She was childish 
for her years, and possessed a  faithful little heart, 
which clung to M aria M atilda as to an oíd friend 
whom it ivould be tinkind to lay aside.

“  First, there was París,”  M olly would say to 
her. “ N o, first there was Deep, where the people 
all talked so queerly that we could n ’t understand 
a word. T h at was funny, Matilda, was n ’t it ? 
Then don’t you recollect that beautiful church 
which we saw when w e went past R u in  ? ’’ (Molly 
mcant Roucn, but I am sorry to say her pronuncia- 
tion o f  Frcnch ñames was apt to be bad.) “ A nd 
París too, where I took you tó walk in the gardens, 
and papa let us both ride in a  whirligig. N one of 
the lióme dollies have ever rídden in whirligigs, liave 
they ? T h e y  w ont understand w liat you m ean un- 
less I draw them a  picture on m y  slate. T hen  we 
got into the cars and went and went till we carne 
to that great dark tunnel. W ere  n ’t we frightened ? 
and you cried, Matilda— I heard you. Y o u  need n ’t 
look so ashamed, thoifgh, for it w as horrid. But 
we got out o f it at last, tliough I thought we never 
should; and here we are at the padrona’s, and it ’s 
ever so nice, only I wish papa would com e back.”  

F or Florence had proved too coid, and papa had 
joined a  party and gone o lf  to E gyp t, leaving 
mamma and the children to live quietly and cheaply 
at Signora G oldi’s boarding-house. It was a  dingy 
house in the oíd part o f  Florence, but for all that it 
was a very  interesting place to live in. T h e  Street 
in which the house stood was extrem ely narrow. 
H igh buildings on either side shut out the sun, the
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cobble-stone pavement was always dirty, but all day 
long a stream o f people poured through it wearing 
all sorts o f  curious clothes, talking all sorts o f lan- 
guages, and selling all sorts o f things. Men with 
orange-baskets on their heads strolled along crying, 
“ Oranges, sweet oranges 1”  Others, with panniers 
o f flovvers, chanted, “  Fiori, belli fiori 1”  Peddlars 
displayed their wares, or waved gay stuffs; boys 
held up candied fruits, wood-carvings, and to y s ; 
women went to and fro bearing trays full o f a 
chocolate-colored mixture dotted with the white 
kernels o f pine-cones. T h is  looked very rich and 
nice, and the poor people bought great slices o f  it. 
Pauline once invested a  penny therein, but a single 
taste proved enough ; it was sour and oily at once, 
and she gave the rest to a  small Italian girl, who 
looked delighted and gobbled it up in huge mouth- 
fuls. W henever they w ent out to walk, there 
were fresh pleasures. T h e  narrow Street led di- 
rectly to a shining sunlit river, which streamed 
through the heart o f the city like a  silver ribbon. 
Beautiful bridges spanned this river, some reared 
on graceful arches, some with statues at either end, 
one set all along its course by  quaint stalls filled 
with gold and silver filagree, chains o f amber, and 
turquoises blue as the sky. A ll over the city were 
delightful pictures, churches, and gardens, open 
and free to all who cliose to come. Every day 
mamma and the children w ent somewhere and saw 
som ething, and, in spite o f papa’s absence, the 
winter was a  happy one.

G oing to and fro in the city, the children had 
often looked up the Fiesole hill, which is visible 
from m any parts o f  Florence, and Pauline had con- 
ceived a strong wish to go  there. M olly did not 
care so much, but as she always wanted to do what 
Pauline did, she joined her oldcr sister in beg- 
gin g to go. Mamma, however, thought it too far 
for a walk, and carriage hire cost som ething; so 
she said no, and the girls were forced to content 
themselves with “  m aking believe”  what they would 
do i f  ever they went there, a  sort o f play in which 
they both delighted. None o f  the things they 
imagined proved true when they did go there, as 
you shall hear.

It was just as they were expecting papa back, 
that, com ing in one day from a  walk with Signora 
G oldi, Pauline and M olly found mamma hard at 
work packing a  traveling-bag. She looked very 
palé and had been crying. N o  wonder, for the 
mail had brought a letter to say that papa, travel- 
ing alone from E gy p t, had landed at Brindisi very 
ill with Syrian fever. T h e  kind strangcrs who 
wrote the letter would stay with and take care of 
him till m am m a could get there, but she must 
come at once.

“  W h at sh a ll I do ? ”  cried poor Mrs. Hale, ap-

pealing in her distress to Signora Goldi. “  I can- 
not take the children into a  fever-room, and even 
if that were safe, the journey costs so much that it 
would be out o f  the question. Mr. Piale left me 
only money enough to last till his return. A ftcr 
settling with you and buyin g m y ticket, I shall 
llave very little remaining. H elp me, padrona ! 
Advise me what to do.”

Signora G oldi’s advertisement said, “  English 
spoken,”  but the English was o f  a  kind which E n g­
lish people found it hard to understand. H er kind 
heart, however, stood her instead o f language, and 
helped h er to guess the m eaning o f  Mrs. Plale’s 
words.

“  Such peety ! ”  she said. “  Had I know, I not 
have let rooms for w eek after. T h e  signora said 
‘  let,’  and she sure to go, so I let, else the piccoli 
should stay wiss me. Now what ? ”  and she rubbed 
her nose hard, and wrinkled her forehead in a  
puzzled way. “  I have 1 ”  she cried at last, her face 
beam ing. “  H ow  the p iccolin i like  go to Fiesole 
for a  little? M y brother who dead, he leave E n g- 
leis wife. She lady-m aid once, speak Engleis well 
as me !— better 1 She have pensione— very small, 
but good— ah, so good, and it cost little, with air 
s i  Imono, s i  fresco !  ”

T h e  signora was drifting into Italian without 
knowing it, but was stopped b y  the joyous exclama- 
tions o f the two girls.

“  Fiesole 1 O h, m am m a! just what we wanted 
so m uch 1 ”  cried Pauline. “  D o let us go  there 1 ”

“ D o, d o ! ”  chimed in M olly. “ I saw the 
padrona’s sister once, and she ’s so nice. Say yes, 
please m am m a.”

T h e  “  yes ”  was not quite a happy one, but what 
could poor Mrs. Piale do ? N o better plan offered, 
time pressed, she hoped not to be obliged to stay 
lo n g  away from the children, and, as the signora 
said, the Fiesole hill-top must b e  airy and whole- 
some. So the arrangem ent was made, the terms 
settled, a carriage was called, and in what seemed 
to the girls a  single m om ent, m am m a had rattled 
away, with the signora to b u y her ticket and see her 
off at the station. T h e y  looked at each other dis- 
consolately, and their faces grew  very long.

“  W e  ’re ju st like orphans in a  book,”  sobbed 
Pauline at last, while M olly watered M atilda’s best 
frock with salt tears. T h e  signora had a  specially 
nice supper that night, and petted l,hcm a  great 
deal, but they were very hom esick for m am m a and 
cried themselves to sleep.

M atters seemed brighter when they' w oke up next 
m orning to find a lovely day, such a  d ay as only 
Italy knows, with sunshine like gold, sky  o f clearest 
blue, and the river valley shining through soft mists 
like finest filtered rainbows. B y  a  happy chance, 
the Fiesole sister-in-law carne to Florence that
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m orning, and drove up to the door in a  droll little in the afternoon they set out, perched on the nar- 
cart drawn by a mouse-colored mulé, with a  green row bench in front, one on each side o f their new 
carrot-top stuck over bis left ear and a  b e ll round friend, and holding each other’s hands tightly be-

hind her ampie back. Signora Bianchi was 
the sister-in-law’s ñame, but “  padrona”  was 
easier to say, and they called her so from the 
beginning.

T h e  hill-road was nowhere steep, but each 
winding turn took them higher and higher 
above Florencc. T h ey  could see the curvings 
o f the river, the bridges, the cathedral dome, 
and the tall, beautiful bell-tower, which they 
had been told was the w ork o f the great artist 
Giotto. Further on, the road was shut in 
between stone walls. Over the tops o f  these 
hung rose-vines, full o f fresh pink roses, 
though it was early March. Pauline and 
M olly screamed with pleasure, and the pa­
drona, driving h er m ulé cióse under the wall, 
dragged down a  branch and let them gather 
the flowers for themselves, which was delight- 
ful. She would not stop however when, a 
little later, they carne to fields gay  w ith red 
and purple anemones, yellow tulips, and 
oddly-colored wild lilies so dark as to be 
almost b la ck ; there were plenty o f such on 
top o f the hill, she said, and they must not 
be too late in getting home. T h e black 
lilies were giglios— the em blem  or badge of 
the city o f Florcnce ; the children had not 
secn them  befóte, but they remembered the 
form o f the flower in the carved shiclds over 
the door o f some o f  the oíd buildings.

T h e  road ended in a  small paved p ia zsa , 
which is the Italian ñame for an open square. 
A ll about it stood oíd buildings, houses and 
churches, and a  very ancient cathedral with 
a  dirty leather curtain hanging before its 
door. Passing these, the mulé clattered 
down a narrow side-street, or rather lañe. 
T h e  streets in Florence had seemed dark 
and dirty, but what were they comparcd with 
this alley, in which the wheels o f the little 
cart grazcd the walls on either side as it 
passed along ? Ricketty flights o f outside 
stairs led to the tipper storics o f the build­
in gs; overhead, lines o f linen, h u n g out to 
dry, were flapping in the wind. A n  ill- 
sm elling stream o f water trickled over the 
rough cobble-stone pavement. Jolt, jolt, 
jo lt 1— then the mulé turned suddenly into 
a  dark place which looked like a  shabby

T H E  S I D E - S T R E E T  I N  F I E S O L E .  . i  ,  j  ,
stable-yard. It was the ground-floor o f the 

his neck. She gladly agreed to lodge the children, padrona’s house, and this was the place where 
and her pleasant oíd face and English voice made Pauline and M olly were to stay ! T h e y  looked at 
them at once at home with her. There was just each other with dismayed faces, 
room in the cart for their trunk, and about five But the padrona called them  to follow, and led
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the way up one stonc stair-case after another till 
they carne to the third story. H ere th.ngs were 
nleasanter. It was plaia and bare ; the floras were 
o f brick, there were no carpets, and the furn.ture 
was scanty and oíd. But the rooms wcre large and 
airy, and through the open cascmcnt b n gh t rays 
o f súnshine streamed in. Pauhne ran to the wm 
dow and behold, instead o f the dirty lañe she saw 
¡ E í ip e n  piazza, and beyond, a ghjnpse o f the b  lúe 
hills and the Florence vallcy ! She called M ol y, 
and, perched on the broad sill, they watched he 
sunsct and chattered like happy b.rds, while the 
padrona bustled to and fro, prepanng supper and 
spreading coarse clean linen on the beds o f a  little 
cham ber which opened from the s F tm g-ro o ^  rh e 
padrona-s kitchen was about the s.ze o f an Am encan 
closct. T h e  stove was a  stone shelf with tu o boles 
in it iust b ig  enough to contain a couple o f quarts 
o f  c h ir c o a l ' It was like a  doll’s kitchen, Molly 
th ough t; and Paulino stared when she saw the 
padrona produce a palm-leaf fan and bcgm  to fan 
the fire, as i f  it were faint and needed lo b e  re- 
vived. But as she gazed, the charcoa was; coaxed 
into a  glow, the little pots and pans bubbled, and 
bey, presto ! supper was ready, with h a lf the trouble 
and a  quarter the fuel which would have been 
needed to set one o f our b ig  horne ra s^ si gomg.
It was a queer supper, but very good, the children 
th o u g h t; their long drive had m ade them  h u n g o , 
and the omelette, salad, and polenta, or fned mus , 
tasted delicious. E verything was m ee but the 
bread, which w as dark in color and had an un- 
pleasant sour taste. T h e  padrona sm.led when she 
saw them  put aside their untasted sl.ces, and said 
that she too used to dislike I tallan bread, but that 
now she preferred it to any other.

T h e  padrona was delighted with her youn g vis- 
itors. She had long been a widow. One o f he. 
sons was in the arm y, and seldom  at hom e ; ^  
other helped her about the house and t.lled_ a  little 
meadow w hich belonged to them. She had no 
daughter to lceep her com pany, and the sweet, 
bright-faccd Am erican girls plcased her T  
She helped the sisters to undress, and tucked them 
into their beds as kindly as any oíd nurse, and they 
fell aslecp with her pleasant vo.ee m their eais. 
“  G ood-night and good dreams, little nnss.

T h e  morrow brought another fine day, and the 
girls improved it for a  ramble about the quamt 
town. It seemed to them the very oldest p ace 
they had ever s e e n -a n d , in fact, Fiesole is older 
far than Florence, o f which it was first th e c ra d  
and afterward the foe. T h e y  stood a  long time
beforc the windows o f the s t r a w - s h o p ,  choos.n t c
things they would like to buy f  they  had any 
mo'nev '• Paulino fell in love with a straw paiasol, 
and M olly hankered after a work-basket for mamma.

Both o f them  fclt that it was dreadful to b e  poor 
but there was no help for it. T h e n  they cl.m bed 
to an upper terrace and sat a long time look.ng on 
the fine view it commanded, and ta lk in g in  gestuics 
to somc brown little chiklren who carne up to beg 
from them. After that, they hfted the curtain over 
the cathedral door, and stole quietly about 
ancient church. It was dark and shabby and woim- 
eaten ; but as they wandered to and fro, they
carne upon beautiful th in g s -to m b s  o f seulptured 
marble with figures o f saints and madonnas, " ' ^ h s  
o f marble flowers, bits o f oíd carved wood as black 
as cbony. It was strange to find such treasures hid- 
den away in the dust and gloom , and to th .n k tha 
there they were, dusty and gloom y and oíd bcfo.e 
Colum bus discovered tlic v e iy  new  continent which 
we cali A m e ric a ! A  queer sm ell breathed about 
the place, a smell o f must and age and dr.ed-up 
incer.se. Pauline and M olly were glad to get away 
from it and feel the fresh a.r and the súnshine 
again. T h ey  ram bled on  to the western slope of 
the hill, and a  little way down, where the land 
descends in terraces to the wooded valley below, 
they carne upon the ruins o f a Rom án amphi- 
theater. T h ey  had never seen an amph.theater 
before, but they guessed w hat it was from a  ^picture 
which mamma had sliown them . O n the ledg 
w hich once were seats, where spectators ^eated in 
rows had watched the lions and the glad.ators fight, 
crowds o f purple violets now hfted their sweet faces

10 A fter'that the amphitheater becam e their favonte 
w alk, and they went back every day. T h e  P ^ ro n a  
warned them against sitting long on the ground 01 
staying out till the sunsct dews fell, but they heeded 
w hat she said very little ; it seemed imposs.ble that 
so pleasant a  spot could have any harm  about 
But at last carne a m orning when Pauline recol- 
lected the padrona’s warmngs, with a g ieat fn g  - 
ened heart-jump, for M olly waked »P ho and 
thirsty, and, when she lifted her head from the 
pillow, let it  fall back again and complained of 
being dizzy. T h e  padrona m ade h er some tea 
and after awhile she felt better and got up. But 
all that day and the next she lookcd pale and 
draoged one foot after the other as she w ent about 
and the third day fcver carne upon h er m  good 
earnest. T e a  did no good this tim e, and she lay 
still and heavy, w ith burnm g hands and flushed 
rheeks. T h e  padrona tried vanous sim ple m edi­
cines, and Pauline sat all day bathing M olly’s head 
and fanning her, but neither medicine ñor fanm ng 
was o f use; and as n igh t carne on, and the fever 
grew lrigher, M olly began to toss and cali for 
m am m a, and to cry out about licr  pillow, which 
was stuffed with wool and very hard.

“ I don’t like this pillow, Pauhne— indeed 1
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don’t. It m akes m y neck ache s o ! W h y  don’t 
you take it away, Pauline, and give me a  nice soft 
pillow, such as we used to have at hom e ? A n d  I 
want some ice, and some good A m erican water to 
drink. T his water is bad. I can’t  drink it. M akc 
the ice clink in the tum bler, please— because i f  I 
hear it clink I sha’ n’t be thirsty any more. A nd 
cali mamma. I must seo mamma. M am m a 1 ”  

A n d  M olly tried to get up, and then tumbled 
back and fell into a  doze for awhile, while poor 
Pauline sat bcside her with a  lum p in her throat 
which seemed to grow  worse every  moment, and to 
bid fair to choke her entirely i f  it did n ’t stop. She 
did not daré to sob aloud, for fear o f rousing Molly,

clung to this friend in need as to the only helper 
left in the wide world. Beppo, the padrona’s son, 
walked into Florence and brought out a  little Italian 
doctor, who ordered beef-tea, horrified Pauline by 
a hint o f bleeding, and lcft, promising to come 
again, which promise he did n’t keep. Pauline was 
glad that he did n o t; she felt no confidence in the 
little doctor, and she knew, besides, that doctors 
cost m oney, and the sm all sum  which mamma left 
was almost gone. D ay after day passed, M olly 
growing no better, the pachona more anxious, 
Pauline more unhappy. It seemed as if years and 
years had gone by since m am m a left thcm— almost. 
as i f  it were a  dream  that they ever had a mamma,

but the tears ran quietly down her cheeks as she 
thought o f  hom e and mamma. W h ere  w as she? 
How was papa ? W h y  did n’t they write ? And, 
oh dear ! what should she, should she do, i f  M olly 
were to b e  very ill in that lonely place, w here there 
was no doctor o r any o f  the nice things which 
people in sickness need so m uch ? N o one can 
im agine how  forlorn Pauline felt— that is, no one 
who has not tried the experim ent o f taking care 
o f a  siclc friend in a  foreign land, where the ways 
and customs are strange and uncomfortablc, and 
the necessaries o f  good nursing cannot be had.

Nobody in the world could be kinder than was 
the pachona to her young invalid guest. Night 
after n ight she sat up, all d ay  long she watched 
and nursed and cooked and comfortcd. Pauline

or a  hom e, or any o f the happy things w hich now 
looked so sadly far away.

Then carne the darkest day o f  all, when M olly 
lay so white and motionless that Pauline thought 
her d e a d ; when the pachona sat for hours, putting 
a spoonful o f  som ething between the palé lips every 
little w hile, but never speaking, and the moments 
dragged along as though shod with lead. Morn- 
ing grew  to noon, noon fadcd into the dimness of 
twilight, still the white face on the pillow dicl not 
stir, and still the padrona sat silently and droppcd 
in her spoonfuls. A t  last she stopped, laid down 
the spoon, bent over M olly, and listened. W as 
any breath at all com ing from the quiet lips ?

“  Oh, padrona, is she dead ? ”  sobbed Pauline, 
burying her face in the bed-clothes.
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“  N o, she is asleep,”  said the padrona. Then 
she hid her own face and said a prayer o f thankful- 
ness, while Pauline wept for joy, hushing herself as 
much as possible that M olly m ight not be disturbed.

A ll that night and far into the morning, the 
blessed slecp continued, and when M olly awoke the 
fever was gone. She was very white, and as weak 
as a  b a b y ; but Pauline and the padrona were 
liappy again, for they knew  that she was going to 
get well.

So anothcr w eek crept by, each day bringing a 
little more strength and appetite to M olly, and a 
little more color to her palé face, and then the 
padrona thought she m ight venture to sit up. 
T h e y  propped her into a b ig  chair with m any pil­
lo ws (“ brickbats”  M olly called them), and had 
just pulled her across the room to the window, 
when a carriage rattled on the stones below, some- 
body ran upstairs, and into the room burst m am m a! 
Y e s, the little m am m a herself, palé as M olly almost, 
from the fright she had gone through ; but so over- 
joyed  to see them, and so relieved at finding M olly 
up and getting w ell, that there was nothing for it 
but a  hearty cry, in which all took part and which 
did them  all a  great deal o f  good.

T h en  carne explanations. Papa was a  great deal 
better. T h e  doctor thought the fever would do 
him good in the end rather than harm. But he 
was still weak, and m am m a had left him  to rest at 
the hotel in Florence while she flew up the hill to 
her children. W liy  did n’t she write ? She had  
written, again and again, but the letters had gone 
astray somehow, and none o f  the girls’ notes had 
reached her except one from M olly, written just 
after they went to Fiesole. I m ay as well say 
now that all these m issing letters followed them to 
A m erica three months later, with a  great deal of 
postagc to b e  paid on th e m ; but they were not 
o f much use then, as you can imagine !

T h ere  was so m uch to say and to hear that it 
seemed as though they could never get through. 
Pauline held mamma’s hand tight, and cried and 

laughed b y  turns.
“  It was dread fu l! ”  she said. “  It was just ex- 

actly as i f  you and papa and everybody we knew 
were dead and we were left all alone. And I 
thought M olly would die too, and then what would 
have becom e o f m e ?  T h e  padrona has been so 
kind— you can’t  think how  kind. She sat up nine 
n ights with M olly, and always said she was n’t 
tired ; but I kn ew  she was. I used to think it must 
be the nicest place in the world up hcre at Fiesole, 
but 1 never want to see it again in all m y life.”

“  Don’t  say that, for M olly has got well here. 
And the good padrona too ! Y o u  ought to love 
Fiesole for her sake..”

“ So I ought. A n d  I do love her. But y o u ’ll 
not ever go away and leave us anywhere again, 
wiII you, m am m a?”

“ N ot if I can help it,”  replied mam m a, speak- 
in g  over M olly’s head, which was nestled comfort - 
ably on her shoulder. T h ere  were tears in her 
eyes as she spoke. It had not been possible to 
help it, but the tender mother’s heart felt it a 
w rong to her children that they should have been 
w ithout her in sickness.

It was another week before M olly could be moved. 
M am m a drove up twice during that time, bringing 
oranges and wine and all sorts of nice things, and 
the last time a  parcel with a present in it for the 
children to give to the padrona. It was a pretty 
silk  shawl and a  small gold pin to fasten it. Paulino 
and M olly were enchanted to make this gift, and 
the padrona admired the shawl extrem ely, but Mrs. 
Hale sorrowfully longed to be richcr that she might 
heap many tokens of gratitude in the kind hands 
which had worked so lovingly for her little girls in

their trouble. .
“  I can’t bear to say good-bye,”  were M olly s  last 

words as she leaned from the carriage for a parting 
hug. “  D ear padrona, how I wish you w ould just 
come with us to A m erica and live theie. \V o 
would cali you “  aunty,”  and love you so, and be 
so glad, you can’t think ! D o come ! ”

But the padrona, sm iling and tearful, shook her 
head and declared that she could never leave her 
boys and the hill-top and oíd neighbors, but must 
stay in Fiesole as long as she lived. So with m any 
kisses and blessings the good-byes were uttered, 
and out of the narrow Street and across tlie piazza 
rattled the carriage, and so down the hill-road to 

Florence.
Pauline and M olly are safe in A m erica now. 

T h ey  tell the girls at school a  great deal about 
what they saw and where they went, but they don’t 
talle m uch o f the time o f M olly’s illness, and when 
Matilda M aria, who lives in a drawer now, enter- 
tains the other dolls with tales o f travel, she skips 
that. It is still too fresh in their memorics, and 
too sad, for them to like to speak o f it. But some- 
times after they go to bed at night, they put their 
heads on the same pillow and whisper to each 
other about the oíd church, the am phitheater, the 
padrona, those days o f fever, and all the other 
things that happened to them when m am m a went 
away and left them  alone at Fiesole.
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B y  R i c h a r d  A . P r o c t o r .

in  m e  ira in  .  ...g ,...
I f  b e tte r  th o u  b e lo n g  n o t to th e d a w n ,
S u re  p le d g e  o f  d a y , th a t  c r o w n 's t  th e  s m ilin g  morn 
W ith  th y  b r ig h t  c irc le t, p ra ise  H im  in  th y  sp h e re ."

— M i l t o n .

A l l  through the spring months, and onward 
to the end o f June, the evening star shone brightly 
in the west, siowly passing downward along the 
track w hich the sun had followed. She liad been 
grow ing brighter and brighter up to the end of 

• M ay, and for a  w eek or so longer, but then she 
began to lose luster, n igh t after night. She also 
drew nearer and nearer to the sun’s place on the 
sky, so as to set sooner and sooner after him. 
A t  last she was no more seen. But if, during this 
Septem ber and October, and aftenvard till next 
spring, you ge t up before sunrise, you w ill see the 
m orning star in the east, shining very  brightly in 
Septem ber, but gradually with less and less splen- 
dor, until a t  length, late in spring next year, it will 
be lost to view. T his m orning star is the same 
body w hich before had shone in the evening. It 
shines h a lf  the time as an evening star, and half 
the time as a  m orning s ta r ; or, to be more exact, I 
ought to say  that after shining for a  long time as 
an evening star, and being lost for a  time from 
view, it shines for just as long a  tim e as a  morning 
star, then is again lost from view, then shines for 
as long a  time as before in the evening, and so 
on continually. I t  also changes in brightness all 
the time, in this w ay :

F or rather m ore than eight m onths you see 
it in the evening, gettin g brighter and brighter, 
siowly, for the first seven months, and then getting 
fainter m uch more quickly, until at last you lose 
sight o f  it. In  about a  fortníght you see it as a 
morning star, getting brighter and brighter quickly 
during rather more than a  m onth, and then getting 
siowly fainter and fainter during seven months, 
after w hich it  can no more be seen. So that it 
shines about eight months as a  m orning star. 
A fter this it remains out o f  sight for about two 
months, and is then seen as an evening star. A nd 
so it goes on changing from a  m orning to an even­
ing star, and from an evening star to a  morning 
star continually, and always changing in bright­
ness in the w ay ju st described.

T h e  star which shows these strange changes is 
called by  astronomers Venus, and is the most 
beautiful o f all the stars. Venus was called the 
Planet o f L o v e ; and in oíd times, when men 
thought that the stars rule our fortunes, the rays

o f V enus were supposed to do a  great deal o f good 
to those who were born when she was shining 
brightly. But in our time, men no longer fanev 
that because a star looks beautiful like  Venus, it 
brings good luck; o r that because a  star looks dim 
and yellow, like Satura, it brings bad fortune. 
T h ey  know that Venus is a  globe like our own 
earth, going round the sun ju st as the earth cloes. 
Our earth seen from V enus looks like a  star, just 
as V enus looks like a  star to us. A n d  i f  there are 
any creatures living on  V enus who can study the 
stars as we do, they have quite as much reason for 
thinking that the globe on which we live brings 
them  good luck, as we have for thinking that flu ir  
globe brings us  good luck.

It is strange that o f all the stars we see, Venus 
is the only one w hich is in reality like the earth in 
size. A ll  the others are either v e ry  m uch smaller 
or very m uch larger. Most o f  them— in fact all 
the stars properly so called— are great globes of 
fire like  our sun, and are thousands o f times larger 
than the globe we live on. A  few others are like 
Venus and the earth in not being true stars, but 
bodies traveling round the sun and ow ing all their 
ü g h t to him . But it so happens that not one even 
o f  these is nearly o f the sam e size as the earth ; 
they are all either very much larger o r very  much 
smaller. Venus is the only sister-world the earth 
has, am ong all the orbs which travel round the 
sun. T h ere  m ay b e  others in the far off depths 
o f space, traveling round some one or other of 
those suns which we cali “ stars,”  but i f  so, we can 
never know that such sister-worlds exist, for no 
telescope could ever b e  made which would show 
them  to us.

A n d  as V enus is the earth’s sister-world, so is 
she her nearest neighbor, except the moon, which 
is the earth’s constant companion. T h e globes 
which forrn the sun’s family, go  round him in paths 
which lie nearly in the sam e level. Venus is the 
second in order o f distance, our earth the third, 
and M ars (a bright red body, o f  which you will 
see a  good deal next year) is the fourth. So that 
Mars is our next neighbor on  the outside, and 
Venus our next neighbor on the inside; but the 
path o f  Venus lies nearer to ours than that o f Mars. 
F ig. 1 shows the shape and size o f  the paths of 
Venus and the earth, s  bein g the sun, the inside 
circle (with eight little globes shown upon it) being 
the path o f Venus, and the outside circle the path 
o f the earth. T h e  earth takes a  year going round
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growing brighter for a  month or so (while she ¡s 
rnoving from near Vs to v 6). A n d  lastly, for eight 
months more, rem aining a  m orning star, she gets 
gradually fainter (while she is moving from VG to v,).

W hen you look a t V en us without a telescope, 
she always looks like a  bright point o f light, be- 
cause she is so far away. But with a telescope, 
even a  small one, the changes o f shape and size 
shown in F ig . 2 can be easily seen. T h ey  were 
first seen b y  Galileo, the great Italian astronomer, 
in the year 1610. If we could only see Venus’s 
bright face instead o f  h er dark one, when she is 
nearest to us, we could learn more about h e r ; but 
as it is, V enus cannot be seen at all when nearest, 
and the more o f  her bright face she turns toward 
us the farther away she gets. Y e t  we have learned 
some things about her which are very curious, and 
a  few w hich no one ever could have thought we

Pa r t  II.

In  the first part o f this article, I have given an 
account o f the various changes o f  appearance pre- 
sented by the beautiful star which sometimcs shines 
as Hesperus, the star o f cvening, and somctimes 
as Lucifer, the morning star. L et us now consider 
what this star really is, so far, at least, as we can 
learn by using telescopes and other instrurnents.

Venus has, in the first place, been mcasured, 
and we find that she is a  globe nearly as large as 
the earth. Like the earth, she travels round and 
round the sun continually, but not in the same time 
as the earth. T h e  earth goes round the sun once 
in twelve months, while Venus goes round once in 
about seven and a  h a lf months ; so that her  year, 
the time in which the seasons run through their 
changes, is four and a  h a lf m onths less than ours. 
I f  V enus has four seasons like ours,— spring, sum-

should know. V enus looks very beautiful to us, ‘ 
but our earth must look far more beautiful to 
creatures living on Venus. F or i f  you look at 
Fig- 1, you will see that when V enus is nearest 
to the earth, and turns her dark side to the earth, 
the earth turns h er bright face to Venus.

Now if  V enus looks so bright as she does when 
only turning toward us a  small half-face like 
4 or 6 (Fig. 2), and when shining on a  bright 
sky, how glorious must the earth appear when 
turning a  bright disc as large as 5 (Fig. 2), to­
ward Venus, and shining on a  black sky. For, 
observe,— when V enus is at V5, Fig. 1, the earth 
E is on that side o f her which is just opposite the 
sun. T h e  earth is therefore seen at m idnight. So 
that beautiful as our sister world looks to us, our 
own world looks still more beautiful to  Venus. It 
shines at m idnight in her sky as a  star far brighter 
than our star o f  morning and evening, and cióse 
by it the moon must be quite clearly seen, now on 
one side, now on the other. One cannot but won- 
der whether there are creatures on V en us who 
admire this beautiful sight in their skies, o r try to 
find out i f  that distant world, our own earth, is the 
abode o f other livin g  creatures.

mer, autum n, and winter,— each o f  these seasons 
lasts eight weeks. Venus also, like our earth, turns 
on her axis, and so has n ight and day as we have. 
H er day is not quite so Iong as ours, but the differ- 
ence— about twenty-five minutes— is not very im- 
portant.

So far there is nothing in what we have learned 
about V enus which does not agree well with the 
idea that the planet is a  world like our earth, where 
people like ourselves m ight live very comfortably. 
F or it would not m atter much to us, probably, if 
the year were shortened by four or five months, 
and the day by  half an hour— supposing always 
that trees and vegetables were so rnade that they 
could thrive under the change. In fact, if anyone 
leaves the températe regions to visit the tropics, he 
has to undergo a  greater change. F or hete in 
England (where I am  writing), and throughout the 
United States, the seasons change from the heat of 
summer to the coid o f winter, and back again to 
the heat o f  summer, in twelve m onths ; but at the 
equator, the greatest heat occurs in spring and 
autumn, or at intervals o f  only six months. So far 
as the length o f  the year is concerned, an American 
or an Englishm an could very well bear the change

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



754
T H E  M O R N I N G  A N D  E V E N I N G  S T A R . [O C T O B E R ,

to the températe zone o f  Venus, where the interval 
between the successive seasons of greatest heat 
amounts to seven and a  h a lf months.

But when we consider some other points, we see

would be a  miserable hom e for us i f  h er path were 
as cióse to the sun as that o f Venus.

W e  see, then, that either there must b e  some 
peculiarities about V enus which prevent the sun

that Venus, beautiful though she looks, would not 
be a  comfortable hom e for us. In  the first place, 
we know  that i f  we draw nearer to a  fire w e get 
more heat from it. Now V enus is much nearer to 
the sun— the great fire o f  the solar system— than 
our earth is. She rcceives, then, m uch more heat 
from him. In fact, it is easily calculated that if our 
earth were set traveling on the path o f V enus, we 
should rcceive almost exactly twice as much heat 
from the sun as we do at presant. T h is  would be 
unbearable, exccpt, perhaps, in the polar regions ; 
and even there the summer, with that tremendous 
sun above the horizon all through the twenty-four 
hours, would be scarcely bearable. Besides, what 
a  contrast between the hot polar summer and the 
coid polar winter, when for weeks together the sun 
would not b e  seen at all. A ltogether, this earth

from heatin g people there as he would certainlv 
heat us i f  our hom e were there, or else the creatures 
w hich live on V en us must b e  different from our- 
selves and the other animal inhabitants o f our earth. 
Unfortunately, we cannot m ake telescopes large 
enough to show us w hat is going on upon tlwt 
planet, and there is no reason for hoping that such 
telescopes can ever be made. W h a t we know, 
however, about the planet’s condition does not seern 
to show that creatures living there would b e  more 
comfortable than we should be i f  the earth were 
put where V enus is. Just the contrary, so far as 
we can judge. Y o u  know that the seasons on our 
earth are caused by the fact that she turns on a 
slanted axis. I f  her axis were upright, there would 
be no seasons; i f  it were more slanted, the con­
trast between summer and w inter would b e  greater.
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Novv V enus has her axis much more slanted than 
the earth’s, so that her seasons must be very marked 
indeed. T h u s the heat o f her summer weather 
must be even more terrible than we thought just 
now.

But there is yet another point to be noticed. 
Y o u  know that on the upper slopes o f lofty mount- 
ains, there is snow all the year round, even in the 
torrid zone. T h at is because the air up there is so 
rare that it does not act like the denser air lower 
down, which is a  sort o f clothing for the earth, 
keeping the heat from escaping. Now if the air 
o f  Venus were very rare, som ething o f the same 
sort m ight happen on that planet. Just as people 
who live in torrid zones seek the high mountain 
slopes in the hottest seasons o f the year, and find 
there a  températe climate, so the inhabitants of 
V enus m ight find it possible to bear the sun’s in­
tense heat if the air o f the planet were rare like 
that above the snow-line in our mountain regions.

But it seems that, on the contrary, the air of 
Ven us is even denser than ours. A n d  it seems also 
to be a moist air, which is just the kind o f air that 
keeps the heat in most. T h e air o f Venus is, in 
fact, so dense and moist that it must be very un- 
comfortable to live in, quite apart from the intense 
h e a t; that is to say, it would be very uncomfort- 
able for creatures like ourselves.

Y o u  will ask, however, how it can possiblv be 
known that the air o f Venus is dense. A n d  you 
will wonder still more how astronomers can pretend 
to know that the air is moist. I f  no telescope can 
show living creatures on the planet, how can the 
planet’s air be seen, and how can it be known 
whether the air is dense or rare, wet or dry? 
A lthough I cannot cxplain to you exactly how this 
has becn found out (because to understand it you 
would have to studv several rather dry books), I

the sun at regular intervals o f about nineteen and a 
half months. Sometimes when this happens, she 
can b e  seen with a  telescope Crossing the sun’s face, 
as shown in Fig. 3, where A is the black body o f 
the planet entering on the sun’s face, S ; B is the 
planet in the middle o f its path on the sun’s face ; 
and C is the planet passing o ff the sun’s face. This 
happened on D ecem ber 9, 1874, and will happen 
again on D ecem ber 6, 1882, in such a  way that 
every one in A m erica will be able to see V enus on 
the sun, i f  the weather is clear.

Now, last Decem ber, when the planet was as at 
A ,  a bright are o f ligh t was seen round the part of 
the planet which had not yet entered upon the 
sun’s face. T h is  are was not a  mere faint light, 
but strong sunlight. W h en  the planet was as at C, 
a similar are o f  ligh t was seen, as shown in F ig . 3. 
There is only one w ay in which this are o f light 
can be accounted for, and that is by the action of 
air upon Venus bending the sun’s rays, as shown 
in the second picture o f F ig. 4, so that the sun is 
seen round the comer. Our air shows us the sun 
in this way, when he would be quite out o f sight if 
there were no a ir ; for when you see the sun’s disc 
just touching the liorizon, it is the air which really 
brings him into view, by  bending his rays round 
the curved surface o f the earth.

So we are quite certain that there'is air o f some 
kind on Venus. And we can even teil how much 
there is. Y our countryman, Professor Lym an, has 
made observations o f this kind (not exactly the 
same as are illustrated in F ig . 3, but depending 
upon the sam e bending power o f the air on rays 
o f lig h t); and from  what he has seen, it appears 
that the air on V enus is about twice as dense as the 
air on the earth.

But how can it possiblv be shown that the air of 
Venus is moist ? W h y, i f  you rem em ber that the

can tell you enough to show how it is possible for 
astronomers to find out these things.

From  what was explained in the first part, you 
could see that V enus comes between the earth and

sunlight has passed through that air, you will un- 
derstancl that this ligh t when it comes to us may 
tell us what sort o f  air it has passed through. In 
the first picture o f F ig . 4  there is shown an eye, a
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tumbler with liquicl in it, and a light. I f  the liquid 
is water, and a few drops o f wine are added to it, 
the eye immediately perceives that the liquid has 
become faintly colored ; and you can easily see that 
this does not depend on the distance o f the tumbler 
and the light. So long, at least, as the light reaches 
the eye, it can convey its message, telling the eye 
that some colored fluid has been added to the 
water. Now there is an instrument called the spec- 
troscope, by  means o f which the eye could not only 
learn this, but also precisely what fluid had been 
added. Consider, then, the second picture of F ig . 4. 
Here we have the eye as before, V enus with her 
air all round her instead o f  the tumbler o f water, 
and the sun instead o f the lavnp. Can you not 
now understand that if there is moisture in the 
heavy air o f Venus, the eye, properly arm ed with a 
spectroscope and a telescope, can learn the fact 
from the sun’s rays which have passed through that 
air ? T h a t is v'hat astronomers actually did last 
Decem ber, when the globe o f V enus was passing,

as in F ig . 3, between our earth and the sun. 
There cannot be moisture in the air o f a  planet 
unless there are seas and oceans on the planet’s 
surface. N o doubt, then, Venus has her continents 
and oceans, her islands and promontories, and in- 
land seas and lakes, very much as our earth has. 
T h en  there must be rivers on the land and currcnts 
in the ocean ; there must b e  clouds and rain, wind 
and storm, thunder and lightning, and perhaps 
snow and hail.

W hether the planet is an inhabited world or not. 
it would be difficult to say. Perhaps it is a world 
getting ready for use as a  home for living creatures. 
Some astronomers think that the sun is gradually 
parting with his heat. If, millions o f years henee, 
the sun should only give out half as much heat as 
now, perhaps V enus would be as comfortable a  place 
to live in as our earth is now. T h a t m ay seem to 
us a  long time for a  planet to wait, but it is not long 
to H im  in whose eyes “  one day is as a thousand 
years, and a thousand years are as one day.”

DI CI C H A R D I N  I N P H I L A D E L P H I A .  

B y  L u c y  S . R i d e r .

Philadelphia, M arch 28, 1876.
DEAR MOTHER : W e got here. I like to live 

here. W e  went into a  sleeping-car, and a black 
man let down a little cupboard, and made a  bed in 
it. I slept in a  top cupboard, and Unele Ben down 
below. It had sheets just like a  bed, only you 
bum ped your head pretty often. .

I clim bed up. It was worse than a  tree. There 
was a  lady, and she had to sleep up high too. She 
did n ’t  clim b. T h e man brought some stairs, and 
she went to the top and worked herself in.

,  There was a little baby, and it cried worse than 
T ooty, and some man snored, and my bed joggled, 
and I thought I ’d sleep with Unele Ben. His bed 
did n’t  joggle. He is never afraid.

T h ere  is a horse-car in New Y o rk, and we rodé 
in it. It has bells. A  man can stop it any time. 
I can stop it. T h e  other teams get 011 the track 
too, but the driver has a  whistle, and the other 
man gets off.

A  man comes in, and everybody gives him some 
money. He has a  silver thing that rings to make 
him honest. Unele Ben says he would like to put 
one on some folks. May b e  he w ill give m e one. 
T h e  women com e in, and stop and look at some

man, and he stands up and she sits down, except 
the ones with an oíd bonnet on.

There is a  road called Broadway. There is no 
grass. There is a  stone floor and folks, and teams, 
like goin g home from meeting.

Unele Ben showed me the house where they 
m ake m y St . N ic h o l a s . It is a  b ig  house. Mr. 
Scribner Uves in it. I saw his ñam e ’way up 011 
top in gold letters. It says “  Scribner and Co.’’ 
T h at means him and com pany. He has got lots 
o f  books.

E very  little while there is a b ig  m an in the road, 
with a  blue coat on, and a  round stick as long as 
my leg, and he is a policeman, and he walks up 
and down, and everybody has to do just as he says. 
He walks across the road with the ladies, and they 
are not afraid. H e has a silver star on his coal, 
and a  belt with a  silver buckle, and silver buttons. 
I am  goin g to b e  a  policeman after I get through 
college. Y o u r son,

D l C K E R S O N  H A R D I N .

Philadelphia, A p r tl 8, 1876.
DEAR MOTHER : I am  well. A u n t Martha is 

well, and W illie  is well too. W illie  wears shirts
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and collars just like Unele Ben, and neck-ties. He 
gave me a  neck-tie. -T h ey  have stiff bosoms in 
them. T h ey  do not have to be made. Aunt 
M artha buys them  at the store. I wish I had a 
shiny shirt to wear with m y neck-tie.

T h ey  have all brick houses here, with white 
boards for blinds. It makes it night inside when 
you shut them up. T h ey  do not purnp up the 
water. It comes out in pipes, like m y squirt-gun, 
only bigger, and more fun. It m akes it fly half-a- 
mile, I guess.

There is a woman with a  b ig  dish on her head.

.She walks fast, and does not hold it on, but it stays 
011. She sings a  kind o f  song that says,

“  S h a d o w  ! sh a d o w  !
N ic e ,  fresh  s h a d o w  ! "

and that means that she has some shad to sell, and 
Hannah buys some.

T h ere  are men too, but they have a  cart and a 
horse instead o f their head, and they sing a  kind 
of tune too, but you can’t tell what they say pretty 
often.

A u n t M. (for M artha) thinks she will write you 
the letter next week. She s’poses that will be 
keeping m y promise, and because this is a long 
one too, W illic  don’t like to write letters. I tell 
him I guess he would write letters if his mother let

him come to the Centennial. Then he said you 
was a jo lly  good woman, anyway.

H e ’d better believe. ' Y o u r son,
D ick . H a r

P. S .— There was n’t room for the rest o f the 
ñame, but I thought you would remember.

Philadelphia, A p r il  22, 1876.
D e a r  Mo t h e r  : Me and W illie  went down to 

the Indcpcndence Hall. A un t M artha says that is 
where they made the first Fourth o f July.

There is a marble statute befóte the house that 
stands for G eorge W ashington. He is leaning onto 
a  stump, and has lióles cut in his eyes. T h ere  is a 
gold fence in the room, to keep folks from touching 
the things. T h ere  is a  table with seven drawers, 
and a  b ig  oíd chair, and some other chairs, and 
they signecl it on it.

There was a man behind the fence. I think he 
was a general. H e had gold spectacles.

T h ere  was more ’n  a  hundred pictures on the 
wall, and two ílags. One was yellow, and they had 
that on the sh ip s; and one was red and white, and 
that was on the land ; and there was a snake on 
them, and he said, “ Don’t tread on m e.”  Benja- 
min Franklin was in a  gold frame on the wall. 
T h ere  is another man up over him , in his shirt- 
sleeves, because he is a m inister; and another man 
with his trousers tucked into his stockings. T hey 
are very  tight. There is a sofá that W ashington 
h a d ; but nobody cannot sit on it. It looks hard. 
M ay be it was softer then. W e  saw the b igb e ll. It 
has a  crack and some Bible on it. T h e man behind 
the fence had some wood bells to sell. T h ey  had 
a crack too, but the tongue was gold. I wanted to 
buy one for T ooty, but we did not have enough.

Y o u r  son, D . H a r d i n .
P. S .— W e had only 33.

M ay 12, 1876.
D e a r  M o t h e r  : It has opened. There is a 

yellow place to go in, and a little lióle to drop the 
money in, and a thing that goes around.

There is a tall thing too that goes around when 
the folks want to go out. It has arms, and you are 
afraid it will catch you.

I went in. I heard the band, and that was the 
parade. U nele Ben put me on a  ladder, and 1 
saw it. T h e sash was blue, and the men looked 
splendid with the red tassels on them.

President Grant carne first, with a lady, and she 
bowed to the p eo p le; and then M rs. G rant carne, 
and then some generáis, and then some men with 
hats made o f fur, about as high as T ooty. There 
was a m uddy place, and they talked and some folks 
sung, and they sliot off some guns and bells that
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openecl it. Then they went to another place, and 
the President pulled something, and it hissed, and 
all the machinery began to go, and it made a  great 
noise. So good-bye. Y our son,

D ic k e r s o n  H.

M ay 2 jíh , j S/6.
D e a r  Mo t h e r  : Me and W illie  go  up to the 

Centennial every Saturday, all alone. Men never
gct lost, but little boys 
get lost. W e  never get 
lost. There is a long 
place, and that is the 
Main Building. It has 
flags on it. Every 
house has flags on it. 
There is a gold monu- 
rnent in the M. B.

“  H E  G A V E  M E  A  N E C K T 1E . ”  -  ,  ,  ,
(vou know what that 

means), and it says it was dug in five years, and 
it is sixty-five tons, and you must not touch it. 
T h ere  is lots o f policemen, and there is a red stripe 
in their trouser-legs, and they don’t have to pay 
to go in.

I drew this picture o f W illie  and me last month, 
but did n ’t put it in the letter.

I saw a  cañe that had a  little gold man on the 
top o f it. There was some chickens’  feet with gold 
on them, to pin a  shawl with, and a  real goat’s 
head with a  hole in the top to put snuff in. Unele 
Ben says snuff is good for goat’s heads.

There was a  bear, and he was stuffed and stood 
up straight, and held a  tray, and said he was a 
dum b waiter 011 the ca rd ; but I guess he could 
growl once.

T h ere  is a  organ that plays by  turning a handle. 
I thiuk we m ight sell the piano and get one. You 
don't have to learn to play on it ;  you just turn the 
handle. It has little things that hop up on the 
under-side to m ake the music. T h e  man plays a 
beautiful tune. I could play a beautiful tune if I 
had it. T h e  man said so.

T h ere  is a  little silver boy on horseback, and he 
pours a  drop o f water out of a silver cup all the 
time. Evcrybody holds their handkerchiefs under 
it, and then it smells swect.

Y o u r boy, D . H.
P. S .— How is the baby?

June 2 , 1876.
D e a r  Mo t h e r  : There is a Remorial Hall, with 

a woman on the top, and some eagles. T h ere  is a 
soldier and two black horses in front, up on a 
block, with a  woman on one side, and a w ing on 
the other, and a  b ig  tail. She is big.

There are statutes inside. There are some 
people without any clothes on. T h ere  is W ashing­

ton, but he is cut off, so he has n ’t got any le g s ; 
and there is a little boy that has pounded his fin- 
gers. There is a  little horse, and a  man carne and 
said, “ W here is the lady that belongs to that little 
horse ? ”  But she had gone. T h ere  is a  room full 
o f oíd dirty heads and things that were d u g  up. 
T h e  folks hold a telescope up to their eyes. It has 
two round places, and you look through. There 
are ’bout a million picturcs, and you must not 
point a  stick at them ; it says so, or you ’ll get 
’rested. There are some boots made o f a alligator 
skin. A  alligator is a  snake. There is one in a 
glass box. There are some whales too. W hen 
they are little the mouth reaches almost to his tail, 
but when they grow b ig  it is smaller. T h ere  are 
some foíks that have shot a elk. T h ey  stand up 
and have guns, but they are not real folks. There 
is a  fountain where four wotnen hold a  dish 011 their 
heads, and there is another fountain made out of 
snakes. T h e  snakes hold their heads down, and 
the water comes out o f their mouths, and squirts 
back. T h ey  are prettv, so good-bye.

Your son, D . H.
P. S .— T h e y  are not alive.

Philadelphia, Ju n e 16 , 1876.
D e a r  M o t h e r  : I am  glad you are com ing. 

B rin g T ooty  and bring the money in m y bank. 
There is a  Japanese place, and there is some turtles 
in a  glass box, and I am  goin g to buy one. T hey 
cost 25 cents, and they stick out their heads and 
feet and tail. There are canes for 20 cents. T h ey  
are very good for a  young man. T h e  Japanese 
folks have funny eyes, and don’t talk very well. I 
know one. He asked me what was m y ñame, and 
I asked him what was his, but I don't remember. 
T h ey  have little things 
that stick their tongue out 
at folks. T h e y  are 15 
cents. I asked him if he 
wanted another clerk, but 
he did not. There is a 
oíd woman churning and 
a man whipping a  horse; 
but they are only toys. I 
think they m ight do for 
Tooty. There is a  meter 
that fell down out o f the 
sky. It is a  black stone.
T h ere  is a  looking-glass 
that makes you fat. M y legs are as short as 
T ooty ’s, but b ig  around, and I step about two miles 
it looks like. I ’ ll p ut in a picture I made o f it.

T here is only a little more about it, and I guess 
Aunt M artha will write that. I got your letter.

Y o u r son, D. H a r d i n .
P. S .— Picase don’t forget the money in m y bank.
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Our Sovereign Lady, Queen Victoria, and whom 
everybody has heard o f all over the world, not only 
as a great queen, but as a good woman. T h e 
Queen ¡s one o f those fortúnate persons to whom 
the world does full justice, a  thing which does not 
always happen cven to good people. Som e, indeed, 
who do not take the popular fancy, never get justice 
done them  at all, until, perhaps, some enthusiast 
.'trises who searchcs out the record and sets them in 
their right place ; but the Oueen, perhaps because 
of the interest o f h er position when she first suc- 
cecded to the throne, has always been appreciatcd. 
Her position was so interesting that it was not 
wonderful if all spectators were attracted. There is

am ong the statesmen o f the present day there are 
few so expcrienced or so judicious as the Queen, 
who has won that ñame for herself by  the attention 
she has always given to public business, and the 
long training she has had under the best masters ; 
and, perhaps, by  the cool head and clear intelli- 
gence which is in the Coburg family, to which she 
belongs b y  the mother’s side. Q ueen V ictoria was 
born in the year 1819, in the month o f  M ay, the 
only child o f G eorge III.’s fourth son, the D u ke  o f 
Kent. Curiously enough, o f all that large family, 
seven sons and several daughters, there are very 
few ¡mmediate representatives left in the world. 
G eorge IV . had but one daughter, the Princess

W I N D S O R  C A S T L E .  

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

C h a p t f .r  V I.

QUEEN VICTORIA.

IF you have been at all interested in the history 
of English rulers past and gone, who have each 
had their d ay in the oíd Castle o f W indsor, and 
lent interest to its gray  w alls, I do not doubt that 
you will feel an equal, or perhaps even a warmer, 
interest in hearing som ething about their present 
representative, that lady whom we in England cali

a picture in the Castle, which, although not a  very 
good picture, catchcs the eye from this interest of 
subjcct merely. It is called “  T h e  O ueen’s First 
Council. ”  There she sits, the young girl o f eighteen, 
very simple, sim pler in the girlish dress o f that pc- 
riod than any girl o f  eighteen looks nowadays, in the 
midst o f the grave circle o f  experienced statesmen, 
looking so young, so innocent, so unlike the rest, 
that it is impossible not to be touched by the sight. 
T h a t is a long time ago, and it is said now that

V I E W  F R O M  T H E  X O R T H  T E R R A C E — T H E  V A L L E Y  O F  T H E  T H A M E S .
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Charlotte, who died very sadly, poor young soul, 
in the height o f her happiness, a young wife, her 
little baby dyin g with her. W illiam  I V ., who suc- 
ceeded him , had two daughters, who died in their 
infaney; so you see that Providence, one way or 
another, had determined upon a  queen for us.

I wish I had tim e to tell you about the oíd 
kin g, G eorge III., who had more to do with W ind- 
sor Castle than almost any o f his prcdccessors; 
and, indeed, he had a  great deal to do with you 
also— for, I supposc, it was his obstinacy ntorc 
than anything clse which enraged the great 
A m erican colony, and prom pted your grandfathcrs 
to make that stand for indcpendence and separa- 
tion from the mother country which has ended 
in your great republican Am erica. So that you 
ought to have more interest than usual in good

T H E  L I T T L E  V I C T O R I A .

oíd virtuous, narrow-minded, stubborn “ Farm er 
G eo rge,”  who lived in princely W indsor, like an 
honest country squire, a  good, dull, happy, domes- 
tic life, and gossiped and poked about everywhere 
— m cddling, friendly, troublesome and kind ; with 
a  great m any sons and daughters, and a good, 
plain, hom cly wife. Gainsborough painted Queen 
Charlotte and h er daughters with powdered hair 
and simple srniles on their faces, plain women, 
but with natural, friendly looks; and they all lived 
together in W indsor, and did needle-work in the 
cvenings, and yawned a  good deal, and had grave, 
beautiful concerts o f H andel’s m usic for their only 
amusement. Poor P rincesses! T h e  music was 
beautiful, but I fcar they were very dull as th e y  sat 
round the table and “ knotted,”  which was the 
faney-work o f the time. T h eir brothers went out 
into the world and amused themsclves, and were

not good at a l l ; but Princess A ugusta, and Princess 
Sophia, and the rest, were very good and had very 
little amusement.

A ll at once, however, this dull, royal, domestic 
drama turned into a  tragedy. T h e  good father 
went mad, the familv broke up, and W indsor Castle 
was made into a  kind o f  prison, through which 
this poor, oíd, crazed K in g  went roam ing in melan- 
choly distraction, sometimes drawing long wailing 
notes out o f  his organ, m oping about the great, 
oíd, vacant suites o f  rooms where he was left to 
himself. N othin g could be more pitiful than this 
family story. W h en  K in g  G eorge was youn g and 
his children were little, he used to takc them  all out 
to w alk on the Slopes— such a  train o f them  in their 
elabórate dresses, with high-heeled shoes and hoops, 
little swords at the little princcs’ sides, and cocked 
liats ; and the princesses w ith funny little mobeaps 
upon their powdered heads. A n d  the people carne 
from far and near to look at them  and m ake their 
bows and courtesies to the royal family, all friendly 
and smiling. T h a t was in the beginning o f his 
career, when he was K in g  o f Am erica too, and all 
your grandfathcrs were our fellow-subjects. But 
faney what a  sad change there was when this oíd, 
m ad k in g, like Shakspeare’s K in g L ear, was left 
alone, his fam ily all gone aw ay from him , the little 
princcs turned into bad, unkind men, the dutiful 
daughters dispersed, and he alone w andering with 
wild eyes and long white beard through the deserted 
rooms, bewildered and crazed and knowing nothing 
except that he was miserable. Poor oíd, foolish, 
friendly K in g  G eorge ! H e was never a great or 
dignified k in g ; but when he went m ad, the sacred- 
ness o f great misfortune and sorrow carne upon 
him , and you m ay faney liow  m elancholy our 
Castle looked when all the life was thus hushed 
out o f it, and only this m elancholy, wild-eyed, 
white-bearded oíd m an was left in his madness 
there.

However, all that was chengcd before Queen 
Victoria’s time. K in g G eorge III.’s family had 
almost died away, surviving only in the persons ol 
two rcspectable, not very clever oíd gentlem en, and 
some oíd ladics, when the little princess carne to 
the throne. T h ere  is a  pretty story told b y  lier 
governess, w hich was published not very lo n g  ago, 
and which I am  sure you will be pleased to liear, 
o f how this little girl o f twelve sum m ers felt when 
she found out quite suddenlvthat she was to be the 
Queen. It is in a  letter addressed to Queen V ic­
toria herself.

“  I  sa id  to  th e D u c h e s s  o f  K c n t  th a t  y o u r  M a jc s ty  o u g h t  to k n o w  
y o u r  p la c e  ¡n th e su cc essio n . H e r  R o y a l  H ig h n e s s  a g re e d  w ith  me, 
a n d  I  p u t  th e  g e n e a lo g ic a l tab le  in to  th e  h isto ric a l b o o k . W h e n  M r. 
D a v y s  [th e  Q u e c n 's  in stru cto r, a fterw a rd  B ish o p  o f  P etcrb o ro u g li.)  
w a s  g o n c , th e  P rin c e ss  V ic to r ia  o p en ed , a s  u su a l, th e  bo o k  again , 
a n d  s e e in g  th e a d d itio n a ! p a p e r , sa id , ‘  1 n e v e r  sa w  th at b efo re .’  ‘  It
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w a s  n o t th o u g h t  n c c c s s a ry  y o u  sh o u ld , P r in c e s s ,' 1 a n s w c re d . '  I 
se e  1  a m  n ea rer th e throne th an  I th o u g h t.' 'S o  ¡t is , m a d a m ,' I 
sa id . A f te r  so m e  m o m en ts th e  P rin c e ss  re s u m e d : ‘ N o w , m a n y  a  
c h ild  w o u ld  b o ast, b u t  t h e y  d o n 't  k n o w  th e d ifficu lty . T h e r e  is m uch 
sp len d o r, b u t th ere  U m o re  resp o n sib ility .’  T h e  P rin cess h a v in g

Is not this a  pretty story ? Cannot you faney 
the little girl, overawed by the great thought of 
being a queen, and understanding how wonderful 
it was, yet finding nothing more solemn to say in

l’ It lN C E S S  V IC T O R IA  W H E N  F IR S T  T O L D  T H A T  S H E  W A S  T O  B E C O M E  QUICEN O F  KNCH.ANU.

liftcd u p  th e  fore fin g er o f  her r ig h t h a n d  w h ile  sh e s p o k c , g r iv e  me 
that litt le  h an d, s a y i n g , '  !  w ill b e  g o o d . I u nderstan d n o w  w h y  yo n  
u rg e d  m e  s o  m u ch  lo  Icarn e v e n  L a tín . M y  co u sin s  A u g u s t a  and 
M ary  n e v e r  d i d ; bu t y o u  told  m e  L a tín  is  th e  fou n datio n  o f  E n g lish  
g ram m a r, a n d  o f  a ll th e  e le g a n t  e x p ress io n s, a n d  I learn ed it a s  yo u  
w ish e d ; b u t  I u n d erstan d  a l l  b ette r  n o w ,’  a n d  th e  P rin c e ss  g a v e  me 
her h an d, re p e a tin g , '  I  w ill b e  g o o d  I '  "

her simplicitv (and, indeed, if she had scarched the 
world for elegant expressions, what could she have 
found better?) than those dear child’s-words “ I 
will be good ! ”  I think there could not be a more 
charm ing little historical scene. “  I cried muel

V o l .  I I I . — 5 1 .
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on learning it.”  is the note which theQ ueen's hand 
writes on the margin. N o doubt the little maiden 
was frightened into seriousness and drew her breath 
quick when she first knew what was before her—  
Queen ! o f an entpire upon which, as we are fond 
o f saying, “  the sun never s e ts ”— yet only twelve 
years oíd, a little girl in a white frock, with big 
bhte eyes opening wide with wonder. T hink how 
you would fcel who are the same age, i f  anything a 
tenth part as wonderful were told to you !

Princess Victoria was but eighteen when her 
únele W illiam  IV. died, and she becamc actually 
Oueen o f F.ngland. W e are very steady-going

marked any where had she been only M iss  Victoria. 
She had not much color in her youth ; and it was a 
time o f simplicity, as you will see by  the portrait, 
when girls wore their pretty hair in a natural way 
w ithout swelling it out by artificial means, or build- 
ing it up like towers on their heads, and when their 
dresses were very simple, almost childish in their 
plainness. A ll this increased the sentiment of 
youth and naturalnc-ss and innocence in the little 
Q ueen; but 1 remember very distinctly when I 
saw her first, bein g m yself very young, how the 
calm, full look of her eyes impressed and affected 
me. She was then a young mother and approach-

pcople, you know, in the British Islands, and don t 
excite ourselves easily ; but if the country had not 
been smitten with some enthusiasm for this young. 
slight creature, with thosé royal blue eyes looking 
full and fearless upon all the world, F.nglishmen 
would not have been what they are. You may 
faney how touchcd and fatherly the statesmen felt 
who had to submit all their plans to her, and get 
her girlish approbation, and watch her first steps 
in life. Lord M elbourne, who was the Prim e Min- 
ister then, had “ tears in his eyes,”  we are told, 
several times, as he watched her. I do not supposc 
the Queen was ever beautiful, though that is a  word 
which is used to describe many persons whose 
features would not bear any severe test o f beauty; 
but yet h er face was one which you would have re-

ing the maturity o f womanhood. Those eyes were 
very blue, serene, still— looking at you with a 
tranquil breadth o f expression which somehow con- 
veyed to your m ind a feeling of unquestioned 
power and greatness, quite poetical in its serious 
simplicity. I do not suppose she was at all aware 
o f this, for the Queen does not takc credit for being 
so calm ly ro y a l; but this was how she looked to a 
fanciful girl seeing H er M ajesty for the first time.

A nd then after the beginning, so full o f touching 
interest, there carne to this little maiden on the 
throne the prettiest simple love-story. T h e Oueen 
has told it herself with touching and tender simplic­
ity to h er people, whose sym pathv she was sute of, 
as a mother m ight tell her children, with tears and 
smiles, how their dead fatherwooed her. A  queen
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is so separatcd, so isolated, without equals like the 
rest o f  us, that « lien her heart is full you can faney 
what a  relief it must be to h er to say it out to aíl 
her kindly people— the women who haveloved Jilee 
herself and wept like herself, and all the unknown 
fnends whom she is more surc o f  than almost any 
one clse can be. Poets do the same. M any o f the 
best books and the finest poems ever written have 
been more o r less a  secret appeal to those unknown 
fnends, those hearts which can understand and 
sympathize. T h e books which Queen Victoria lias 
pubhshed, or sanctioned the publication of, are 
like this. She has no doubt o f  our tender fríend- 
ship for her, our Queen, ñor that we will be ready 
to take an interest in all that has happened to her': 
so, now that her individual rom ance is over, she has 
taken us all into her confidence, as it seems so 
natural that she should do, but as perhaps no one 

ever did hcfore. Therefore, without a ny breach 
of privacy, as she has herself tokl it, I can give you 
an account o f  this rom ance as it happened six and 
thirty years ago.

Just linee months after Princess Victoria was 
b°rn, another chile! carne into the world, who was 
her cousin, the son o f  her mother’s brother, Prince 
Albert o f Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, a  pretty, gentlc boy, 
who grew  into one o f the best and most blameless 
of men. H e was not born to such great fortunes 
as the little Victoria, but he belonged to one o f  the 
wisest and m ostable families existing, and before he 
and his cousin were more than children, it began to 
enterinto the m in d so f thefathers and mothers, and 
still more o f the wise únele, Leopold, who was King 
of the Belgians, that here was a  pair who would be 
ach other’s fit helpm ates, and would make a  per- 

icct marriage. T h e y  did not say very much about it 
l'iit they educated the youn g Prince as carefully as 
ihcy were educating the young Princess. and taught 
inm to think o f  life as som ething noble and serious, 
to be used for the good o f his .fcllow-creatures. and 
not merely for pleasure to himself. W hen he was 
grown up and had become a handsome young man,
¡ie went to England to visit his aunt, who was Prin­
cess Victoria’s mother. A nd there these two met. 
young, bloom ing, hopeful creatures, both o f them 
loving everything, as St. Paul says, that was hon- 
est and lovely and o f  good report; fond o f music, 
fond o f art, and decply touched with a sense of 
iheir own responsibilities and the high duty to 
which they were born. T h ey  met, unconscious of 
¡he plans that had been formed when they were i 11 
their eradles, and made each other’s acquaintance 
m the frank and simple intercourse o f  relationship.
At that moment, though destined to such great 
fortunes, they were but a boy and girl together. In 
the meantime, however, contrary to the usual rule, 
it was the girl upon whom the more serious weight

of life fcll first. T h e  you til went away lo travel 
and stu d y ; the little maiden, modest and awe- 
strickcn, yet brave in her deep sense o f the respon- 
sibihty o f this honor to which she was born, had to 
mount the steps o f the throne and seat herself there, 
all tremulous in grandeur and solitudc, at an age 
when the biggest event that happens to most girls 
is a first b a ll! H er dcarest friends, even her mother, 
had all to be left a stop behind, below that loncly 
emtnence. T h e ordinary rules o f a  girl’s life, the 
sweet dependence, the support and control which 
keeps youth safe and blessed, have all to be reversed 
and changed when the girl is a  reigning queen.

A n d  this made the strangest change in the pre- 
liminaries o f the romance that followed. Her 
cousin, A lbert, who had kept a  tender thought for 
Victoria m his heart, sending her now a  flower, 
now a  little picture, as lie wandered about in Switz- 
erland and Italy, through those thousand places 
"diere every one longs to go, carne back three years 
after to England, with more definite liopes in bis 
mind. A n d  on her side the young sovereign liad 
been pondering. She had made up her mind, she 
thought, not to marry, at least for the time. She 
was so young still, just twenty, and though she had 
begun to feel that it was a hard task to be a queen, 
and that of all chilly and unkindly seats there was 
nono so lonely and coid as a throne, yet she was 
coy, as a girl has a right to be, and would not 
marry— not yet— not till she was older. So she 
said, and so, no doubt, she thought; and the lover- 
cousin carne with bis heart beating, but no words 
to picad his suit with, for what was he, a  poor young 
Germán prince, her uncle’s sccond son, to offer 
love to a  queen ? How it happened I cannot tell, 
but strangely enough. the Oueen’s unwillingness to 
marry a ll melted away like frost under the sunshinc 
when this fair-haired young knight carne into her 
enchanted palace. She did not say another word 
about being so young. líu t then there ensued a 
tremulous moment o f uncertainty. It was her part, 
not bis, to say the word which should m ake all clear 
between them, and you m ay suppose how the young 
Queen fnltered and trembled over that necessaty 
advance. A t last— all the spectatorsabout, you may 
be sure, w atching with breathless interest— Prince 
A lbert was told that the Q ueen wanted to see him. 
How it carne about exactly only the two know who 
were most concerned, but it did not take long to 
settle matters. “  These last few days have passed 
like a  dream to m e,”  the Queen wrote to her únele 
after this agitating moment was over. “  I am so 
much bewildered b y  it all that 1 hardlv know how 
to w n te ; but I do feel very happy.”  A s for the 
youn g lover, he struck, as he ought, a bolder note.
“  1  he eyes see heaven open. T h e heart is drowned 
m blessedness,”  he writes, quoting Schillcr, his
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that they were princes and princesses. T h e  Queen 
tells us a  great deal about the Princess Royal, she 
who one day will be Em press of G erm any, when 
she was quite a little girl— how good “  V ick y  ”  was, 
and how it amused and delighted herself to feel 
that her child was oíd enough to travel with h e r ; 
“  it puts me so in mind of m yself when I was ‘  the 
little Princess,’ ”  she says. A nd then she tells us 
how “  V ick y  stood and bowed to the people out o f 
the window.”  T h is  was the little ladv’s first jour- 
ney, and she was not quite four years oíd. You 
see how soon a  baby can learn what it is to be a 
great personage, and how a  princess is bound to be 
courteous, as, indeed, every lady is, even when she 
is only four years oíd. H ere is another anecdote 
o f V icky, who was also called “  Pussy,”  as I daré 
say m any o f you girls are, or have been :

“ O u r P u s s y  Icarns a  v erse  o f  L a m a rtin e  b y  lica rt. w h ic h  en d s w ith 
‘ le  ta b lca u  se  d c ro u lc  ;i m es p ie d s .' T o  sh o w  h o w  w ell sh e under- 
stood th is  dilTicult iine, I  m u st tell yo u  th e fo llo w in g  bon-tuot, W hen 
sh e  w a s  r id in g  on h er p o n y , a n d  lo o k in g  at  th e  co w s  a n d  s h e e p , she 
tu n ie d  to M a d a m e  C h a rn ier (her g o v e rn e ss ), an d s a id :  ‘ V o ila  le 
tab lcau  q u i se  d éro u le  a  m es p i e d s ! ’ Is  n o t th is  e x tra o rd in a ry  for 
a  ch ild  o f  t l i r e c ? ”

I think it was a  wonderful performance for such 
a baby ; and it is said now that the Princess Royal, 
Crown Princess o f Prussia (but in England we 
like to give her her oíd titlc), is the cleverest of 
all the Q ueen’s family, and has great good sense 
and talent. Perhaps it is because she was the eld- 
est that there is more about her in the Q ueen’s book 
than about the others; for when there is a large fam­
ily, it becom es impossible to remember all the funny

up than these children o f England. Little nobodies 
m ay be permitted sometimes to be sauey to their 
inferiors (which, you know, is very bad breeding 
in any one), but you may be sitie the children at 
W indsor were never allowed any such vulgar privi- 
lege. T h ey  had to do as they were told, and to 
be kind and respectful, and you m ay see by  that 
story about “  P u ssy”  how very carly they began. 
Even when the Queen was traveling about round 
the shores o f Scotland in her yacht, she used to 
find time to give little Victoria a  lesson, and to 
hear her read in her history b o o k ; and when the 
boys grew older, the Prince Consort was very earnest 
about their instruction. Here is one thing they 
did, and I think most o f you boys would like this 
kind o f education too:

A s  p a rí o f  ih e  sys te m  w h ich  th e  P r in c e  tiphcld  a s  in sep arable  from 
so u n d  ed u catio n , o f  m a k in g  th e p u p il p u t  into  p ra c ticc  w h a t  h e  has 
learn e d  in  th eo rv , th e  P r in c e ’s  tw o  e ld e st so n s, w h ile  still b o y s, had 
a lso  to co n stru ct, w ith th eir  o w n  h a n d s, a  fortress, sm all in sizc. but 
co m p lete  in  a ll its  details. A l l  th e  w o rk, in c lu d in g  th e  m a k in g  o f  the 
b rick s, w a s  e x c c u te d  b y  th e y o u n g  P rin c e s ’ o w n  hands. I t  rc- 
m ain s  a  cre d itab le  m onu m ent o f  th eir co n stru criv e  sk ill e lose to  the 
S w is s  c o tta g e  at ( )sbo rn c, w h ich  w a s u sed  b y  the P rin c e  as a  m useum  
an d sch o o l o f  p ractica l Science a n d  in d u stry  in  th e  ed u c a tio n  o f  the 
ro ya l ch ildren.

I must tell you what Osborne is, o f which this 
mention is made. It is a pretty house in the Isle 
o f  W ight, which the Queen and the Prince bought 
and improved, to be their very own, all made by' 
themselves, and belonging to themselves, more 
homely than princely W indsor. St . N ic h o i.AS has 
given you a very good picture o f  this pretty sca-side 
place, where the big waves come in rolling and

• ',  " '  1 ’r
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things the children do, and their cleverness; whercas thundering upon the shore, and the air comes wild 
the young father and mother have their minds free and salt and dclightful from the great sea. 
to treasure up all these wonders when there is but T h ey  built also another house in the Highlands. 
one. N ever were children more carefully brought am ong the mountains, which is called B alm oral;
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and as the Prince directed everything him self at 
both these places,— laying out the grounds, and 
superintending the building, and putting the stanip 
o f his own fine tasto upon everything,— the Queen 
loves them so much that we are sometimos jealous 
for our beautiful royal W indsor, and think Her 
M ajesty neglects the Castle. A la s ! there is a 
reason why W indsor is very sad to her, saddcr than 
any place upon earth, though it witnessed so much 
o f her happiness. A fter they had been married 
for twenty-two years, and while they were both still 
in the very strength and fullness o f their life, with 
their children erow ing up, and their house ftill of 
happiness, quite suddcnly, when scarcely any one 
had begun to be frightened about his illness, this 
good Prince, who had made Queen Victoria so 
happv, died.

You should have heard the universal cry that 
went up over all the country on that terrible 
day. “  T h e  poor Queen ! ”— everybody, high and 
low, said the sam e words. W h at would she do? 
H ow  could she live when he was gone? T h e  very 
skies seemed to darken over E ngland in sympathy. 
A n d  from that day the skies have never been so 
blue, ñor the súnshine so sweet to the Queen. For 
years, though she did h erd u ty  always, she hid her- 
self, so far as a queen could, from the light o f d a y ; 
and all the splcndors that becotne a Court have 
been toned down ever since in harmony with the 
mourning dress which she has never put off, and, 
I suppose, never will. T h ere  are m any people in 
England who complain o f  this, and grudge that 
the head o f society should thus withdraw her coun- 
tenance from all that is gay and bright in the 
national life. But when tim e has gone a little fur- 
ther on, and the reign o f Queen Victoria lies in 
the past, like the reign o f Queen Elizabcth, history, 
you m ay be sure, will make a  very affecting chap- 
ter out o f this romance o f royal life— the true love, 
the young happiness, the faithful sorrow o f the 
Queen.

It is chiefly in consequence o f this last sad event 
that the life and the brightness have again fled 
aw ay from W indsor. T h e  Queen still comes here 
for some part o f the year, and now and then a 
foreign prince makes a  brief visit, and the Castle

wakes up to som ething like the gayetv o f oíd ; but 
it is not the same. Now and then. too, the mar­
ried sons and daughters come and fiíl the oíd house 
with their children— fresh voices, always cheerful, 
with again and again a  new Victoria, to renew the 
recollection o f the others. I cannot tell you how 
m any these children a re ; already they have grown 
beyond counting, and make a little tribe in them- 
selves. But better than the stately towers of 
W indsor the Q ueen loves Highland Balmoral, with 
its Scotch-French turrets— this “ dear paradise,”  as 
she calis it, ‘ ' where all has bccom e m y dearest 
A lbert’s own creation ; ”  or Osborne, by  the sea, 
where “  he delighted in the song o f birds, and 
especially o f nightingales, listening for them  in 
the happv. peaceful walks he used to takc with the 
Queen in the woods, and whistling to them  in their 
own peculiar long note which they invariably an- 
swer. ”  T hese are the Q ueen’s own w ords; and 
those two prívate hottses. so to speak, which the 
Prince made, are the places she loves best.

But our Castle, hospitable and calm  in its stately 
oíd age, does not resen t cvcn this desertion. T h e 
tices rise round the gray walls as green as e v e r ; 
the music peáis as sweetly through St. G eorge’s ; 
the sun shines as in its brightest days. These 
towers reign in a  tranquil, unbroken sovereignty 
over the broad rich country as far as oye can reach; 
m ore proudly royal when the great standard floats 
from the Round Tow er, yet never less than k in g ly ; 
as fine an embodiment o f State and strength and 
beauty as ever was m ade in stone. IIow many 
lives have come and gone under their sheltcr ! How 
many touching storics o f happiness and suffering, 
and love and pity, clin g to the oíd walls, which are 
so m uch older than most things ; olcler than steam- 
ships and railways, and all other modern discov- 
eries which we are so protid o f ; older than your 
A m erica— nay, older than Shakspeare and all our 
poets ! E ngland had no literature, and the great 
Republic o f the W est no existencc, when the 
circlc o f the Keep first wore the English flag to 
show that the k in g  was th ere; and we shall all of 
us be moldered into dust and forgotten, before 
decay will be able to gnaw  away this almost ever- 
lasting stone.
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B v M. M. D.

‘  H o ! birdie, come play !
Ho ! birdie, do stay 

Just one little minute !
You V e been to the sky,
Aw ay up so high,

A nd know all th a t ’s in it;  
You 've pierced with your flight 
Its wonderful light—

W hat makes it so blue ?
Now tell me, oh do,

Little birdie ! ”

T h e bird stopped awhile 
T o  rest on a stile,

W ith  mosses upon i t ;
A nd ere very lorig,
He poured forth a song 

A s sweet as a sonnet.
But never a  word 
My waiting car heard,

W h v the sky was so blue, 
T hough he told all he knew—  

Stupid birdie !

I went in to look 
For the facts in a book,

A ll told to a  lettcr;
Y et somehow it seemed—  
T hough may be. I dreamed—

T h e bird told it better.
O h, never a  word 
M y willing ear heard,

W h y  the sky was so blue,
Y et he told me quite truc—  

Knowing birdie !
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]Jy  Et h e i . C . G a l ií.

t  was Septem ber ¡11 1781. 
T h e  little rocky promontory 
o f Scotch-Cap —  so called 
from its shape, was covered 
with the soft sheen o f a  fast 
drying dew. On the high- 
est point o f the C ap stood 
a  framc house, two stories 
high  on the front side, with 
rear roof sloping long and 
low. T h e  unpainted wood 
was just taking on the pret- 
tiest o f  soft gray tints, but 
otherwise all was still as un- 

picturcsque as ncwness always is. Beyond a  wagon- 
track in front o f  the house running to the east 
beach, a  thick growth o f chestnuts, oaks and elms 
Stretched for more than a mile toward the south 
shorc. T o  the west, the woods were broken only 
by very small patches o f clearing, protected by 
rudc brush-wood fences, and bright with the ripen- 
ing crops o f corn and buckwheat, or noisy with 
docks o f half-wild hens and turkeys, pecking among 
the oat stubble.

Around the house was a cleared space o f several 
rods square, but beyond this clearing rose a wall 
o f dull green cedar-trees. In these woods the 
cows and sheep found whatever pasturage they 
might.

North and west o f the house the ground was 
levcl, but 011 the east and south it dippcd so ab- 
ruptlv that one standing on the door-step could see 
over the tree-tops for twcnty miles away across the 
bright waters o f the Sound (here at its widest) to 
the sand-cliffs o f Long Island; or, looking ten 
miles to the eastward, could watch the com ing o f a 
sail round Guilford Point.

In the clearing, with one hand shading her blue 
eyes, stood the young dame o f Scotch-Cap, wistfully 
gazing at a sail fast disappearing round the wooded 
point at the south-westward. She was comely, 
tail, and so well-proportioned that she seemed 
rather slender than robust. But her lithe case of 
motion, her assured step, and the firm texture of 
her well-formed hand and arm, betokened a  mus­
cular strength unusual am ong even the hardy 
women o f the coast. A t this time, it must be re- 
membered, nearly all o f the men o f our sea-coasts

were sailors in the Service o f their country ; and 
their wives, with the poor help o f some fellow too 
shiftless to “  follow the w ater,”  or o f some super- 
annuated sailor, o r one on shore for a week or two, 
and with the aid o f their young children, were 
forced to plow and plant, and hoc and reap, as well 
as cook and wash, and spin and weave and sew. 
W ith  all these things to do, the young dame was 
content to clothe herself in the scantiest o f butter- 
nut-colorcd gowns, and to bind up her thick, 
soft, shining yellow hair in the loosest and simplest 
fashion.

By her side were four children. T h e  eldest, a 
stout, energetic, sun-browned lad o f  twclve y ea rs; 
the youngest, a pretty little girl in her second 
sum m er; the others, boys o f  ten and eight years of 
age.

Out o f the woods shambled a loose-jointed figure, 
topped with a  coarse straw hat that shaded but did 
not hide a  face, the two-fold expression o f which 
was o f craft and greed.

“  Good-mornin’, Mis’ Steelc. G lad to see ye 
so well. Did n't know how ’t would be, though. 
seeing the Cap’ n was off ag'in. I did n’t know ’s 
he was to hum , till I saw the Chloe A nn a-m akin’ 
off, or I ’d ha’ be’n round to seen him .”

“ G uess I '11 go clammin’ neow, seein’ ’s I ’m 
deown here, an’ the tide ’s eout. Could n’t lend 
me a  hoe, could ye ? ”

“ Y e s ,”  said the dame, pleasantlv, “ only mind 
and not leave it down on the beach for the tide to 
carry off, like the last one you had. T h is  is the 
only one I have now.”

“  W al, I ’ll be keerful; an' I ’ ll bring ye back 
some clams i f  you want.”

“  T h an k you,”  replied the dame, “  1 would like 
som e,”  and her visitor shambled off. After a few 
steps, however, he turned:

“  1 say,”  he cried, “  hev ye heerd the nevvs ? 
T h e re ’s two or three o f His M ajesty’s frigates 
deown Stratford way, so they say. Hope they ’ll 
never think t’ land h e re ; ii ’s so lonesome like for 
wimmen folks. But they ’d  never dew yew no 
harm ; that is, so lo n g 's  yew  did n ’t say nur dew 
nothin’ t’ exarsperate ’em, ye know. Bein’ ’s I ’m 
a good fren’ tcw ye, I ’d 'vise ye, if they was tew 
com e, jist tew let ’em hev anything they wanted, 
an’ not try tew hide nothin’. T h at ’s the best w ay.”

*  T h is  s to ry  is tru e. I t  w a s  to ld  m e w h e n  I w a s  a  ch ild , b y  a n  o íd  m an — o n ce  th e v e r y  b o y  w h o  k e p t  w a tc h  u p o n  th e r o o f — E . C .  G .
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“ W e l l ! ”  exclaim ed Mrs. Steele, energetically, 
as the sham bling figure at last shuffled itself out 
o f hearing. “  There ’s nobody can give advlce 
quite so easy as a fool, unless i t ’s a knave; and I 
believe he ’s  both. I supposc he thought 1 ’d heed 
him, just because he offered to pick up a few clams ! 
But I ’ll take his counsel as folks do their morning 
dreams, by  contraríes.

“ I f  the British are in the Sound at all, they 
sail up this w a y ; and i f  they do they ’ ll b e  sure to

shall have a  sparrib. But the porkers sha’ n’t 
drown, either, for they ’re the only m eat we shall 
get this winter. I ’m  glad your father took with 
him all the oats and rye wc could spare. W e  must 
m anage some way to save what there is left.”

“ W h o  would think that a  great war would 
make so m any little troubles, mother ? I wish it 
was over.”

“  So do I ,”  replicd the dame, with a sigli. “  But 
not until we have our freedom. Otherwise, I ’d

stop at the beach spring for fresh w ater; and then 
Jake ’ ll tell ’em what he suspeets about the Chloe 
Ann’s being a  privateer, so that the red-coats will 
pillage the house, and h e ’!! get the information 
monev.”

“  He ’d  like  some o f our fat pjgs, as w ell as the 
money, mother, for his own are as th¡n as July 
shad,”  responded the eldest boy. “  H e  h a lf  starves 
everything he owns.”

“  l ie  wont get our pigs without w orking for 
’em,”  said the dame with decisión; “  I ’ ll sink ’em 
in the Sound before T ory  Jake or his masters

rather that the war, hard and cruel as it is, should 
last till doomsday. There are some things worth 
going barc for.”

“ M other, how carne T o ry  Jake to know where 
the British a r e ? ”

“ I don’t  know, Ollie, but I ’m glad he gave us 
warning. W c  must hurry, too. To-day we must 
hide the grain and every other thing that they or 
Jake would be apt to .want, and to-night the liogs 
must be killed.”

“  H ogs must be killed, mother ! W h y, who 
could do it ? There is n’t a  man anyvvhere near

T O R Y  J A K E  A N D  T H E  L IT T L E  S E N T IN E L .
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here now but Jake and bis brotlier, and to get 
them  would be like bringing the wolves to the 
sheep.”

“  O f  course it w ould,”  replied the m other. “  You 
and I and the boys must do it.”

“  Y o u — and I— and the boys ? ”  repeated Oliver. 
“  W h y, mother, we m ight perhaps do the rest, 
but we can never scald and lian g up thosc big 
hogs.”

“  N ever ’s a  long day,”  said the dame, proudly. 
“ T h e  wife o f  the bravest sailor on this coast has 
never yet learned to say can’/.’’

“ T h en  his children and vours shall never learn 
to say it, either,”  said O liver; and kissing each 
other, m other and son m oved briskly toward the 
house.

“  T h ere  is, first o f all, the grain— forty bushels 
o f rye and fifty o f oats.”

“  Shall we bury it, mother ? ”
“  No. I ’m afraid it would takc too much time 

to d ig  a  hole large cnough.”
“  T h ere  ’s the dry well, mother. W e  could put 

the grain in there, and then fill in with slones till 
it looked just like a heap o f stones.”

“  T h a t  ’s a  good thought, Ollie ; at least for the 
oats. A s  for the rye, I ’d be a little afraid to trust it 
there; fot'you  know when it rains water runs in 
the well, then the rye would sprout and be useless 
for bread.

“  L et m e see. T h at w ell,— I used to wish your 
father had never tricd to d ig  it, going so dcep and 
never finding w ater,— that well is twenty fcct deep 
and three feet across. T h e  oats would fill it a  little 
more than h a lf full, and then there ’s all that way 
to fill in with stones. Here, Horace ! G eorgie ! 
T ie  Betsey in h er high chair b y  the table, and give 
her some clam-shells to p lay w ith, while you take 
your little hand-cart and fill it with stones, and 
em pty it cióse alongside the dry  w ell.”

T h e  dame and Oliver were already in the liouse- 
garret, where, for want o f a  barn, the grain was 
stored, and were putting the oats into bags to be 
lowered first to the ground, and then into the 
well.

“  M other,”  said Oliver, “ you know we need n’t 
fill in the whole distance with stones. W e  can fill 
in with bundles o f  oat-straw to within a  foot of the 
top, and then pile on the stones.”

“  W ell thought of, Ollie. T h at will save ever so 
m uch trouble, and some o f the straw too.”

A s soon as the oats and straw were in tlic well. 
the little boys were left to pile stones over its 
mouth, that there m ight seem to b e  only a heap 
from the clearing.

Meanwhile little Betsey’s chair had been moved 
tg the front door, where she was told to watch for 
“  U nele Jake,”  and ask him how  m any clam s he

M i l . Y  S A V E D  I T S  B A C O N .  [ O c t o b e r ,

had brought for her dinner. “  T h is,”  said the 
dame, “  will give us warning o f his coming. He 
must n’t see what we are doing.”

“ M other,”  said Oliver, despairingly, “  I can’t 
think o f any place for the ry e .”

“ I ’ve thought o f four places for it,”  said his 
mother, “ places where I don’t believe any one 
would think o f  looking for it. N o ,”  she added, 
as if in answer to a  doubt o f her own. “ No, I 
don’t  think that even the British would rob a 
poor woman o f the beds under herself and chil­
dren.”

“ Beds, m o th er?”  said Oliver.
“  Yes. W c  will em pty the four straw beds, and 

then put in each o f them four sacks o f rye. Each 
sack holds two and a  half bushels; would hold 
three, only I think it would be better to give a  little 
more room. A fter the four sacks are in each bed, 
there will still be room to fill up the spaces with 
straw. ”

“  T h a t ’ ll be tip-top, m other.”  A n d  as fast as 
they could, mother and son worked away unti! little 
Betsey’s sweet pipe to “  U ntle D a k e”  warned them 
to go out, thank him for the few clam s he brought, 
and receive the hoe.

“  Now that we ’re lid  o f him ,”  said Mrs. Steele, 
“ I suppose we must have some dinner, though 
we ’ve little time to get it or eat it. Just make a 
chip fire, Ollie, in the rock fire-place, and hang on 
a kettle o f water to open the clams and boil the 
eggs in. T h e y  ’ ll be the quickest got ready of 
anything.”

T h e rock fire-place was a little in the rear o f the 
house. Here, upon a  large Hat stone, which 
formed a  hearth-stone, a  fire burned merrily up 
against the smoke-blackened sides o f two rocks, 
each about four feet high, w hich made an obtuse 
angle. Across from rock to rock, lay a broken- 
pointed iron crow-bar, on which hung the iron pot, 
or the brass boiler, or the copper tea-kettle, as 
either was needed. F or, in pleasant surnmer 
weather, cooking and w ashing were done out-oí- 
doors.

“ N ow ,” said Mrs. Steele, after the hurried din­
ner was over, “  I must hide m y butter. Perhaps 
we can bury the jars under the ash-heaps in the 
cellar. I think I rem em ber hearing your father 
say that there was one place in the rock floor 
where there was earth cnough to bury things. 1 
guess it must be in the com er under the ash-heap. 
for there is nothing b ut solid rock everywhere clse. 
A t  any rate, we had best shovel up ashes cnough 
to see.”

“ M other,”  said Oliver, “  I ’m most glad the 
barn was burnt down last spring.”

“  W h y, O liv er? ”
“ Because, as there was n’t any barn to draw the
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hay into, o r to feed the cattle in this winter, father 
stacked the salt-meadow h ay in that rock)- cedar 
grove near the east shore. T h a t ’s such an out-of- 
the-way hollow that 1 don’t believe even oíd Jake 
knows anything o f  it.”

“  B y  the w ay,”  said his mother, “  did your father 
and you cver m ake the shed down there that you 
talked about ? ”

“ Y e s , ’m. W h y, mother, how did it happen 
that you have rf’t seen it ? ”

"  O h, you know when your father is at home to 
look after things out-of-doors, I take the chance to 
get things ahead indoors. 1 rem em ber hearing 
you talk about it, and thinking I ’d go down there.
I ’ve never seen the place, 1 believe. ”

“  W ell, no wondcr. It was just a hit that we 
found it this summer. T h ere  ’s about an acre of 
nice smooth land, with a  natural wall o f  high rocks 
a lla r o u n d it ;  only in one place there ’s a  sort of 
gate just b ig  enough for a  hay-cart to squeeze 
through. T h e cedar-trees grow so thick on top of 
the rocks that you can’t see through ’em. I ’m 
sure I did n’t, lili I fell into the lióle when 1 was 
looking after the cows one day. So there ’s where 
we stacked the hay and built the shed.”

rh u s talking, mother and son were busily shovel- 
ing aw ay the ashes from the great heap left from the 
last winter’s big fires, until they carne to the earth 
tloor. H ere they very  carefully buried the butter 

jars.
“  Mother, had n't we better put in your silver 

spoons, and grandpa Goldthwaite’s silver tankard, 
and your brooch with the purple stcnes in it, and 
the money that father brought home with liim last 
time ? ”

“  I think so, O llie, and your father’s papers too. 
W e '11 wrap them all up in that b ig  piece o f sheet- 
lead in the garrct. A nd then,”  she added, with a 
sigh, “  if the house is burned from over our lieads 
they will be safer here than in any other place I 
can think of.”

T h e  night brought no sleep. W hile the boys 
were m ilking the cows, and Mrs. Steele was pre- 
paring for the proposed work o f the night, there 
carne first the sound o f a horse’s gallop, and then 
of a tremulous halloo. G oing quickly to the door, 
Mrs. Steele found a mounted messenger, sent by 
the select-men o f the township, to warn all in ex- 
posed situations o f im pending danger. T h e  enemy, 
lie said, were not “  down Stratford w ay.”  as Tory 
Jake had reported, but at New London. Yester- 
day, the sixth o f  Septem ber, they had captured 
Fort Griswold, after a most heroic resistance, mas- 
sacred the garrison o f one hundred and fifty men

after they had surrendered,* and then burned the 
towns o f  N ew London and Groton.

“  T h e  British com m ander.”  said the messenger, 
“ set an example o f  cruelty and treachery even 
worse than thosc o f the savages, b y  murdering the 
bravo Captain Ledyard with the sword he had just 
honorably surrendered.

“  But what better could be expectcd ? ”  pursued 
the messenger, “ when we know that the whole 
fifty or sixty sliips, and some say as many as five 
thousand soldiers,f are under that black-hearted 
villain and traitor, the accursed Bcnedict A rnold ? 
But,”  he went on, “  I was sent to you in particu­
lar, because, as Arnold knows all- this coast well 
(liie more ’s the pity and sham e), he ’ ll know about 
the spring b y  the beach here,— the best water on all 
the coast,— where ships can com e so cióse, and if 
they land here to water ship, the wife o f the captain 
o f the Chloe A n n  m ight be in danger. So Parson 
Perry told me to tell you his house was open to you 
and the children, i f  you choose to com e, and wel- 
com e.”

“  T ell him ,”  said Mrs. Steele, gralefully, “  that 
1 thank him with all my heart for his kind offer, 
and I know he means it w ell; but, if m y husband 
shouid descrt his ship without striking a  blow, 
lie ’d be a traitor to his country. A n d  if I desert 
the house he confided to m y charge, without an 
effort to protect it, I ’d not be much better. 1 am 
his deputv, and must do what he would do.”

“  But, M rs. Steele, what can you do ? A  woman 
with four children 1 R em em ber Fort Griswold, 
and burning Groton and N ew London 1 ”

“  Y e s,”  she replicd, with palé face and burning 
eyes, “ I do rem em ber them  all. But you know 
that where the British find a  deserted house they 
always burn and destroy whatever they can’t carry 
off. But, bad as they are, 1 don’t think th e y ’d 
burn the roof over the lieads o f a defenseíess 
woman and children.”

“ W ell, ‘ a w illfu ’ woman maun hae her w ay,’ 
as m y Scotch grandfather used to s a y ; and I ’m 
sure I don’t  know but you are right. Anyhow , I 
must ride around to the Point and the N cck to give 
warning to the W ilm ots and Blackstones.”

So saying, the messenger turned his liorse and 
galloped off through the tvoods. For a  moment, 
tlie mother’s heart sank at bein g left again in the 
loncliness o f Scotch-Cap, six or seven miles from 
any ncighbors, save traitorous Jake Cooke and his 
brother. In an instant more her resolution aróse 
strong within her. “  I will do the best I can for 
m y children,”  she said to herself. T urnin g, she 
met Oliver, palé and resolute.

E ig h ty -fiv e  w e r e  k ille d  o u lr ig h t , a n d  s ix t y  w o u n d ed , m o st o f  w h o m  a flc rw a rd  d ied  o f  th eir  w o un d s.

I T h e r e  w e re  in  r e a lity  th irty -tw o  sh ip s, o f  w h ich  tw c n ty -fo iir  w e re  tra n sp o rls , c a r r y in g  b ctw ccn  t , 7o o  a n d  1,800 soldicrs.
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“  I licarel you, mother,”  he said, “  and I ’m glad 
we 're  going to stick it out.”

Putting their arms around each other, the mother 
and son, looking oddly near in a ge,— the boy had 
suddenly grown so m anly,— went in to finish their 
prtparations and begin their task.

T h e work was to be done behind the house. In 
the cleared space there, com ing and going, in and 
out o f the shadows and the fire-light, four figures 
moved busily about. O ver the fire in the rock 
fire-placc hung two enormous three-footed iron 
pots o f scakling w ater; near by  stood the half 
o f a  molasses hogshead for a scalding-tub; while, 
skeleton-like iri the fire-light, rose the rough gal- 
lows made o f barklcss cedar poles.

F ive  heavy hogs, and only one woman and three 
boys to kill, scald, hang and clress them, in the 
depth o f n ight 1 It required more heroism, believe 
me, to do this hard, disagreeable, and dirty task, 
than has been spent m any a  time upon deeds of 
great renown.

It was a  long night’s w ork and a weary one ; but 
b y  sunrise the fire was smoldering in ashes, and 
a ll traces o f the butehery were carefully buried in 
the gard en ; the hogs had been taken down with 
great difficulty from the gallows, upon which, with 
equal difficulty, they had been hung, laid one by 
one upon the wheel-barrow, and siowly wheeled 
into the house.

Mother and boys were all weary enough, as may 
be supposcd, from their twenty-four hours o f hard 
work, but there could be no rest yet, for the pork 
must be divided and packed. T his was done by 
Mrs. Steele and Oliver, while Horace was boy-of- 
all-work, and G eorgie was sent to keep a bright 
look-out from the scuttlc, at the same time keeping 
a  watchful eyc upon little Betsey, slceping on the 
garret floor beneath him.

“ M other,”  said Oliver, “ I don't see that the 
pork in that big barrel will be any safer than the 
poor pigs would have been, i f  we had left them 
alive. ”

“ T h a t ’s so, dear; but you see I ’m cutting the 
pieces very large and putting them into the strong- 
est possible brine. T h e moment a strange sail is 
seen rounding Guilford Point, we must take every 
bit out o f the barrel and han g it up in the chirn- 
ney. A s  soon as the pork is in the brine, we must 
put a ladder up in the chimney and drive spikes to 
h an g it on.”

T h e great chim ney was twelve feet square. In 
one side was built the b ig  brick o ve n ; in two other 
sides were sm all firc-places; on the rem aining side 
was the large kitchen fire-place, nine feet broad by 
four feet deep, and five feet high. Through this 
great mouth it was casy to put up a  ladder and 
lay a  couple o f  planks across the inside o f the

chim ney, resting on projections in the masonry. 
Standing on these planks, Oliver and his mother 
drew the ladder up. Resting its foot firm ly on the 
planks, Oliver could again mount it and drive spikes 
around the inside o f the wide chim ney, so that, 
whatever should han g there m ight get the full 
benefit o f the smoke without being injured b y  the 
blaze from the fire, or exposecl to the gaze of 
inquisitive eyes below.

T h e  spikes being driven, mother and son de­
scended by means o f  an extemporized scaffolding 
o f tables and chairs, that the ladder m ight b e  left 
up the chim ney rcady for an emergeney.

T h e dreaded em ergeney did not come on that 
day o r the next, and all had time to recover some- 
what from their great fatigue. But early on the 
m orning o f the third day, the “  look-out-from-the- 
mast-head,”  as G eorgie called himself, reported 
three strange sails rounding Guilford Point.

T h e pork was unpacked, and hung around the 
ch im n ey; ladder, planks and scaffolding were 
taken down, and a  fire was started on the hearth, 
with b ig  kettles o f lye and grease bubbling over it 
(for only soap-m aking could explain so large a  fire 
in warm weather), before the vessels reached the 
Scotch-Cap beach.

O nly one o f the three schooners east anchor in 
the little Scotch-Cap harbor, the others continuing 
their westward course.

T h e  captain proved a  kinder man than many o f 
the coasters who were in those days the terror of 
the Connecticut co a st; and though he did not hin- 
der his men from carrying o ff m oney, provisions, 
arms o r anything that m ight be useful to the K in g ’s 
service, he would not permit useless destruction or 
violence.

“  If  the house had been deserted," he said to 
Mrs. Steele, “  I suppose I could n't have kept my 
men from pillaging and burning i t ; but as you 
have had the p luck to stay here, you sha’ n’t be 
troubled.”

D iligcnt search, however, was m ade for valua- 
bles, and the ash-heap in the cellar was prodded 
with long sticks to find hidden treasure. But the 
sailors did not think o f shoveling it away. T h e 
unwelcome gucsts only delayed to take in fresh 
water for the ship, and to enjoy a dinner o f fish, 
wild ducks and turkeys, the fowls having been shot 
by  the sailors.

Oliver had alrcady driven the cows and sheep 
down to the hidden pasture, so they had not been 
discovered. But T orv Jake— full o f  confidence in 
the favorable disposition o f H is M ajcsty’s forccs 
toward one so well affected as himself— had the 
mortification to behold his own three cows driven 
o ff and killed, nothwithstanding his tearfully earnest 
protestations of loyalty.
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B y  H. II.

I t e l l  yo u  th e tale a s  ’t  w as told to m 'e;
’T  is a tale that I dearly love to tell,—

T h e tale o f Lizzy o f L a  Bourget,
O f faithful Lizzy who ran so well.

T his Lizzy o f L a  Bourget was a  m a re;
She was all snow-white cxccpt two black feet; 

H er sire was an A rab stecd coal-black ;
H er dam  was a wild Cossack pony fleet.

H er A rab blood made her tirelcss and stro n g ;
H er Cossack blood made her loving and true; 

Oh, Lizzy o f L a Bourget could love 
A s  wartnly as human beings do.

She followed her peasant master to work;
O beyed at a  sign, or cali o f  her ñ am e;

A ll  day she tugged at his cart or plow,
A nd bounding at night she homeward carne.

T h a t evening, soon after the departure o f the 
British, the Scotch-Cap fam ily saw llam es shooting 
up across the harbor from the dwelling o f the 
Wilmnts, which, being abandoned b y  its inmates, 
was burned after havin g been pillaged.

“ I ’m  so glad we stuck it out, mother,”  said 
Oliver, “  and father ’ ll be glad too when he comes 
home and finds nothing gone but a fcw turkeys.”  

“ W on t he laugh,”  said Horace, “ when he hears 
what a  time we had to ‘  save our bacon ?’ ”

T H E  A R R I V A L  O F  T H E  B R I T I S H .
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She was never groorned, but she shone like silk, 
A n d  fattened well on the scanty fare;

She played with the children like a  dog,
A nd the children fed her with her share.

W hen the war broke out, and her máster went 
T o  fight with the Frcnch, good Lizzy went too,

A nd m any a  battlc, night and day,
She carried him  bravely, safely through.

But at last there carne a  turn in the tide,
F or Lizzy and master disastrous day,—

T h e  day on which a battle was fought,
A  bloody battle at L a  Bourget.

T h e  cavalry regim ent, horse and man,
W ere caught in an ambttsh, and hemmed in ;

T h e  Frenchman captured them every one,
A nd held them, a  ransom large to win.

T h e  captors were tipsy : ’t was late at n ig h t: 
T h e  foolish men drank, because they were glad.

Alone, by  a half-open casement low,
Sat Lizzy’s master, weary and sad,

W h en  suelden he heard a sound that he knew ; 
H e could not mistakc— it was Lizzy's neigh ;

She had broken loose, and was seekiug him ,—  
O h, brave, good Lizzy o f  L a  B o u rg e t!

T h e  captors were tipsy,— they did not hear 
T heir prisoner cali “ Lizzy,”  in whisper low;

T h ey  did not notice the joyous neigh ;
T h e  first they knew, with one ringing blow,

T h e casement was burst from its hinges stro n g;
T h e captive had leaped on his horse’s back, 

A n d  through the darkness he raced, he flew, 
W ith a  hundred bullets on his track.

No bridle, no sp u r; but well Lizzy knew 
T h e  life o f  her master lay in her speed ;

She ran like a  whirlwind, and paid to the shots, 
No more than to summer rain-drops, heed.

No compass, no g u id e ; naught knew the hussar 
O f right, o f left, in his perilous way ;

But safe, sure instinct his Lizzy h a d ;
She knew the road back to L a  Bourget.

A  night and the most o f a day she ran ;
She had no water, she was not fed ;

A nd when she arrived at L a  Bourget.
You well m ay think she was almost dead.

But a  shout aróse from each man who saw 
H er dash into camp with her gallant slride ; 

A n d  the G eneral him self carne out to see 
T h e horse and master o f such a ride.

T h e  fight had been fierce, and m any men won 
G reat fame in the heat o f that bloody day ; 

But long after they are forgotten all,
T h e world will know Lizzy o f La B o u rget!

P A T C H E S .  

B y  R o s a  G r a h a m .

“  S t r a w b e r r i e s  ! nice fresh strawberries 1 ”  

There was such a  soft melody in the cry, that 
A un t Ruth stopped her ironing to listen. Twice 
repeated, and then a quick stop trotted up the 
path, and an odd little face peeped in at the win 
dow.

“  Strawberries, ma’am ? W ant some nice fresh 
strawberries to-day ? ”

Aunt Ruth could ill afford berries so early in the 
season, but she carne forwatd in 'answer to the 
pleading look.

“  Picase, ma’atn,”  continucd the child, brokenly, 
“  picase to buy one box. Patchcs is so tired ! ” —  
and a tear dropped upon the fruit.

A  fountain swelled in Aunt Ruth’s kind h eart; 
she wasted no time in words. but lifted the child, 
basket and all, through the window, and settled 
her in the cosey rocking-chair. A n d  before Patches 
could recovcr from her astonishment, the same 
hands brought to her a bowl o f milk, and a  píate 
heaped with doughnuts.

T h e  eyes danced h u n g rily ; but A un t Ruth, 
without heeding the child’s timid “ thank you.”  
motioned to h er eptite imperatively to eat, and 
ironed away furiously at W in ’s shirt-front.

• W in  found the shadow o f  a scorch on that bosom 
the next Sunday.

“  It was righteous indignation did it," cxplained
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A u n t Ruth, “ and I wish ¡t could always leavc as 
good a  m ark.”

Patches drank the m ilk and promptly disposed 
o f two doughnuts ; then stopped and sighed.

A un t Ruth cved her keenly. “  Had enough ? ” 
she asked, with a  show o f brusqueness.

Patches hesitated. “ Y es, ma’ara, thank you.’ ' 
bubbled to her lips. but burst into thin air as a 
plump doughnut tum bled accidentally toward her. 

“ No, ma’am ,”  she replied, decidedly.
T h e  fact is, Patches at that moment felt equal to 

the occasion.
A un t R uth , with a  sudden gesture, emptied the 

píate into her lap. “  E at,”  she said ; which Patches 
did, indefinitely, while A un t Ruth stood watching 
her in open astonishment.

“  M ercy ! ”  said that good lady, under herbreath. 
“  I verily believe the child is hungrv. W hat a 
bursting shame ! W h at an abomination to the 
Lord 1 ”

A  tired, hungry child 1 N o greater crime could 
the world be guilty of, in A un t R uth’s cstimation.

Patches ate, and Aunt Ruth reflected. T h e  child 
ptizzled h e r ; the honestly lieaped boxes o f berries 
puzzled her still more. It was evident not one had 
been abstracted; and yet this starved baby had 
been traveling all the day, with sight, sense, and 
smell square on the tem pting fru it!

Patches seemed to divine her thoughts, and 
glanced toward the berries with a  triumphant smilc.

“  It was awful hard not to,”  she said, “ but I 
never touched one.”

“ A nd why did n’t y o u ? ”  burst forth A un t Ruth, 
with a  vigorous ¡ron-slap that made both Patches 
and the berries jum p. “ W h y  did n’t you, I ’d like 
to know? Berries were made to eat.”

A  wondering reproach crept into Patches’ face.
“  It would n ’t have been right,”  spoke the sweet 

little voice.
T h e  iron rested on the white-covered board, and 

A un t R uth stepped to Patches’ side.
“  W h o  taught you th a t? ”  she asked, huskilv.
“  N obody, ma’am ; I just knew  it.”
T h ere  was a  moment’s silence. Patches gazed 

curiously a t A un t R uth’s sober face, but the striking 
of the d o ck  caused her to start and take up the 
basket.

“  I must go now,”  she said. “  It is so late, and 
Tirn wont like it i f  I don’t sell all the berries. 
rh ey  '11 be stale b y  to-morrow, you know, ma’am .”  

“  W h o  is Tim  ? ”  asked A u n t R uth , gently, “  and 
where do you live, little g ir l? ”

“  T im  is the groccr I sell things for, and I live at 
M illón, with T im ’s wife, m a'am .”

“  L ive at Milton ! A n d  you are going there to- 
night ? ”

“  Y e s, m a’am .”

T h e childish voice quivered, and the little stock- 
ingless feet curled wearily sideways.

A un t Ruth could stand it no longer. W ith  a 
bound she snatched the basket from Patches’ hand, 
and emptied the contents into the nearest re- 
ceptacle, which chanced to be the bread-bowl.

“  There ! ”  she exelaimed. “  Patty— Patsy— or 
whatever you said your ñame w a s  ”

“ Patches, picase, ma’am ,”  and the child stared, 
astonished at her good fortune.

“  Patches ! ”
“  Y es, m a’am. T h at ’s what the boys cali me, 

because I wear such patched clothes. I used to cry 
at first, but I don’t  mind now.”

“  A nd have n ’t you got any other ñame ? ”  Aunt 
Ruth burst forth indignantly, but with tears in her 
eyes.

“  I don’t know, ma’am. Som cbody, a good 
while age, I think used to cali me Mamie, but I 
can’t remember, ma’am. I asked Tim , but he 
can’t tell, either.”

“  A n d  who is T im  ? Y o u r brother ? ”
“  O h, m a’am, no. He ’s only the man I live 

with. I aint got any relations.”
“  A h  ! ”  and Aunt Ruth gave ven t to an involun- 

tary sigh o f relief. “ W ell, see here, Patches,—  
th at’ ll do till we find a  better,”  she muttered in an 
undertone,— “ between you and me, you ’re not 
going one step toward Milton to-night. You ’re 
going to stay here with m e, help eat these berries, 
and sleep in the snuggest little bed I ever made in 
m y life. W in  shall carry the m oney over to Tim  
after tea, and in the m orning ive ’l l  s c c !"  And 
A u n t R uth kicked the strawberry-basket into the 
córner with a  gusto that meant som ething, as our 
story will show.

W hatever that something was, it developed into a 
settled determination when, on undressing Patches 
that night, she found the little feet streaked with 
blisters, and the worn-out shoes ugly' with nails.

E arly  next m orning Patches awoke from a dream 
of the oíd hard life with glad surprise. H er slcep- 
dewed eyes oponed plump 011 a  pair o f soft gaiters, 
near which la y a set o f snow white stockings, and 
a calicó dress, faded but whole. T h e naily shoes, 
the patched, dust-stained frock, were nowhere to 
be seen.

Patches could but think that some kind fairy had 
visited her in the n ig h t; but she jum ped up quickly, 
and in great glee arrayed herself in the garments 
she honestly thought fit for a  princess.

A un t Ruth was picking over the berries when 
Patches burst into the kitchen, and her great heart 
swelled at the sight of the child’s joyful face.

“  O h, ma’am, are these for me— these bcauúM  
th in g s? ”

W in  laughed outright, but A un t Ruth could only
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T h e  cat and d o g resolved to be good, 
T ru ly  kind and forgiving.

“  W h at ’s the use,”  they sweetly said, 
“ O f such unpleasant l iv in g ? ”

So Pussy took her dear T ra y ’s arm,
A n d  out they sallied over the farm ;

And all who saw them  laughed with glee,
A nd wondcring, said, “  Can such things b e ? ”

answer curtly, and basten brcakfast, lest she should 
“  burst with righteous indignation.”

T h e  meal ended, a  shadow crcpt into the little 
face. “  I must go now,” she said, with a choked 
sigh. “  T im  will expect m e early.”

“  L ook here, Patches,”  exclaimed A u n t Ruth, 
quite severely, “ y o u ’vc never got to go away 
from here as long as you live— that is if you want 
to stay. T h e r e ’s no T im  expecting you at all. 
W in  and I drove over last night while you were 
asleep, and arranged it a l l ; so you see you don’t 
belong to anybody but yourself now— that is if 
you ’re willing. I ’ ll be fair, though. 1 ’ ll give you 
your choicc. W h ich  will you do ? Stay here and 
be taught, and fcd, and clothed as is fit for a 
Christian child, or take the oíd strawberry-basket 
and go back to T im  ? ”

Aunt Ruth waited with mock gravity for the 
decisión.

Tw o tears were coursing slowlv down the child’s 
cheeks. She carne to Aunt R uth’s side, and sa id : 

“ O h, ma’am, is it truc? W on t 1 ever have to

go back to T im  ? W ont I never have to go away 
from here as long as I live ? ”

A n d  for answer A un t Ruth gathered her up in 
her motherly arms, and between sobs and kisses, 
exclaimed :

“  Never, never, never, so long as there ’s a world 
to han g on to 1 ”

A nd so it was settled. Patches, henceforth to 
b e  called Mamie, staid with A un t R uth , and de- 
veloped into such a bright, healthy girl, that in six 
months her oíd associates could scarcely recognize 
her. She was by  naturc an industrious little body, 
and tried her best to lighten the labors o f the good 
wom an to w hom  she owed so much. A un t Rut! 
fed and clothed and taught her, and carne to love 
her so dcarly, that W in  used to say jocoselv that 
her own flesh and blood was “ nowheres alongside 
o f her adopted daughter.”

M amie lias grown to maidenhood now, and as 
Aunt R uth gazes fondly on the sweet young face, 
her heart rejoices in the hour that brought little 
Patches to her door.
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B y  M. M. D.

“ Y e s ,  Miss Mamie, d a t’s jes' what de missus 
sed to me. ‘ A un t Patsy,' sez she, ‘  you ’s jes’ wuf 
yer weight in gole.' A n ’ so I wuz, Miss M am ie; I 
know’d  it. Poor weak ole cull’d  pusson as I is, I 
know’d  she war tellin' d ’ exac’ trufe. D e Lord 
knows ’t aint no vain-gloruf’cation fur ole Patsy 
t’ say dem  words. I don’ take no pus’nal credit 
’bout it, Miss Mamie. Cookin’ takes practicc, but 
it ’s got to come fus’ by  natur’. D e ang’l G abr’cl 
hisse’f  could n’ make a  cook out o ’ some folks. It ’s 
got to be born inter yer like. I ’se m ighty ’umble 
and fearful ub m yse’f  ’bout some t'ings, but not 
’bout cookin’. D a t  I un’stan’ ; an’  dat ’s what 
made me w uf m y w eight in gole. Missus did n’ 
hab no sort troubl’ ’bout nothin’ a f ’cr once dis chile 
come. She sed  so. A in t no use talkin’  ’bout it—  
dere ’s her ’cise words to prove it.

“  W ell, de work wuz m ighty heavy in dat house. 
Stocks o’ com p’ny, and massa war one ob dem 
perwiders dat don’ hab no sort notion how many 
pots kin go onto de stobc, and seem t’ t’ ink de oben 
was ’mos’ b ig  as de barn. M an y’s de time I got so 
tired seem ’d to m e ’s i f  I ’d drop ; but a f ’er missus 
sed dat, I did n ’ mind nuffin’. ‘  P atsy,’ sez I, when 
( seecl m yse’f  gettin’ done up. ‘ yer goo' f ’  nuffin’ 
lazy nigger, wha's m atter wid yer ? Don’ yer know 
yer ’s w uf yer weight in gole ? ’— and dat ud fotch 
me squar’ up. M any ’s de time I ’se sed dem words 
lo myse’f  scnce dat day, but wid dis d iff’cncc : 
Missus, dear s o u l! she done gone to A b ’am ’s bosom 
four year 'go  ; an’  ole Patsy eber sence ’s bin mos’ 
too fur on wid dis ere cough to b e  much ’count to 
white folks— and so I keep sayin’ to myse’f, ‘ Y er 
w u z  w uf yer w eight in gole. Don’ nebber forgit 
dat.” '

A nd, all this time, the brightly kerchiefed and 
chcck-aproned speaker was going on briskly with 
her work, while I sat looking at her with an amused 
smile ?

N ot a  bit o f  it. She was in bed, dyin g o f a slow 
consumption, and m y heart was full o f reverence 
as I stood gently fanning her. She was talking 
beyond her strength, but I knew it was useless to 
chcck her while her thoughts were with this treas- 
ured saying o f h er “  missus.”  Presently she sank 
into a doze. I stood there, afraid to move lest 1 
should wake her.

In a  few moments she openecl her eyes.
“  Bress yer heart, Miss Mamie, don’ stan’  dere 

no longer. O le Patsy don’ want ter be nussed likfe 
she w ar a  queen.”

V o l . III .— 52.

H er eyes were so bright and her tones so cheer- 
ful that I thought she was going to la u g h ; but, 
instead, she said softly :

“  ’T  aint fur much longer ; de Lord ’ll soon sen’ 
his char’ot an’ take me to glory.”

She ceased speaking. I knew by her face, though 
not a  sound could be heard, that she was singing 
under her breath one o f  the dear oíd negro hymns 
that w c had been used to hearing when she was up 
and at w o rk ; and then she fell into another doze.

Tw o weeks from that day the chariot carne.

H appy oíd A un t Patsy ! (Even w ith the memory 
o f her illness and suffering fresh in mind, I always. 
think o f h er as “ happy oíd A un t P atsy,”  for had 
she not been worth her w eight in gold ?) T h e  dear 
oíd. soul always had laid great stress, not at being 
prized at her weight in gold, but in being really 
w u f it. T h a t was the point. A n d  the best o f it 
was, that her weight being m ainly in her being a 
good servant, it increased just so much in pro- 
portion as she excelled. Sim plc-hearted creature 
though she was, she would have scorned the idea 
of weight, in this connection, being a matter of 
mere flesh and bones. No, it was Patsy the cook 
who was weighed in the balance.

It seems to me now, that i f  I had seen Aunt 
Patsy when I was a little girl, and heard her tell 
her story, it would have been a  great help. It 
would have taught me, in one easy lesson, that lo 
be worth your weight in gold is a  great advan- 
tage, and that the best way o f becom ing worth 
your w eight in gold is to learn to do some one thing 
thoroughly well. A un t Patsy could cook. T h at 
is a  fine thing in itself. Cooking is a good business 
when one has a  living to m ake, and a valuable 
accomplishment when one has a living ready made. 
Every one o f us girls, little and big, young and oíd, 
should know som ething about it, and should seize 
all good opportunities to improve in the art. But 
I am not goin g to ask you to learn to cook ; that 
is, not now, especially i f  it is not “ born into you.” 
I only throw out as a  friendly suggestion that every 
girl should m ake it an objcct, as A un t Patsy did, 
to learn to do one thing well at a  time. If, as a 
start, she seleets some stvle o f housework, so much 
the better. L et it be sweeping and dusting ; let it 
be bed-m aking; let it be clear-starching, silver- 
cleaning or butter-m aking, or even a  single branch 
o f cookery, such as bread-m aking, or that rare art, 
potato-boiling. L et her aim at real excellence in
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any onc o f these, taking the most exact pains, look- 
ing out day by day for ways o f improvement, aim- 
ing to excel hersclf at each cffort, until, at last,
“  Jenny did i t ”  (or whatever her fortúnate ñame 
m ay be) shall stand as a  guarantee for cxcellence 
in this or that spccial department. Lct Jenny s 
butter or Jenny’s bread be the bcst her father and 
mother ever tasted ; or lct them  feel that no one 
clsc can sobrighten the silver, or the tins, or furni- 
ture ; that it is sure to b e  all right í f  Jenny but 
sweeps the halls and stairs, or Jenny but makes the 
pudding,— “ I t ’s her specialty, you know, — and 
you will see, if you are Jenny, what satisfaction there 

is in it.
Then, when onc stylc o f work is mastered, an­

other can be takcn up and made a  study ; and so 
on, till you are worth your w eight in gold to your 
family. M ind, I do not mean to say that whilc 
these special endeavors are going on you are to do 
all other work carelessly and without mterest. N ot 
so, o f course. 1 mean only that one branch at a  
time shall receive most care and attention till it is 
mastered to the utmost o f your ability. Ñor do i 
mean that you are to spend all o f your young life 
in housework. A n  average o f h a lf an hour a day 
devoted to such work, or even lcss, all through 
onc’s girlhood, will in m any cases be all that is 
necessary or desirablc. But certainly a little girl is 
to be pitied who never has a  chance to learn prac- 
tically the rudiments o f housewifery. I hope none 
o f you who read this are so unfortunate.

There are other ficlds o f cffort which you may 
cultívate. Sewing or music, reading, faney-work, 
drawing, certain school-sludies, gardening— which- 
evero f them seems most attractivc to you— will serve 
as a  starting-point. 1 have dwelt principally upon 
the art o f cooking, because A un t Patsy set me talk- 
in g ;  but there are m any fair paths opening in 
every dircction. T ak e the one ncarest by, whether 
it lead to the kitchen, the parlor, the library, or 
out-of-doors. But be sure to be thorough as you 
cr0 along. Don’t shimble-shamble through every- 
thing, and then wonder that those who love you 
best are not quite satisfied with your progress 
that you do not really add to any one's comfort or 
interest; in short, that you are not worth your 
weight in gold.

“  I love books bcst, but can 1 be a  help to any- 
body at borne if I sit and read all day ? ”  you may

A nd I answcr. you cannot. If you read too much, 
you are not reading well. If  you read too steadily, 
vou are not reading well. A nd if you read books 
that do not make you more intelligent, more sunny, 
more charitable and Christian than you olherwise 
would be, you are reading very badly indeed. If 
you sit curled up on a sofá, selfishly ncglecting

some duty, and filling your mind with falso ideas 
of life, and arousing thoughts that in your secrct 
heart you know. are not good for you, you are 
doing not only yourself an injury, but every one 
else with whom you m ay henceforth be brought in 

contact.
But if at scasonable times, and after proper m- 

tervals o f plav or bodily exercise, you read in an 
inquiring, sincere way books that cntertain or in* 
struct the best part o f you (we all soon find out 
what that best part o f ourselves is), and that have 
been selected under guidance o f some one com- 
petent to help you, then you are  doing others good 
as w ell as yourself by  your reading. Y o u  can hardly 
go up or down stairs when in the mood such read­
ing engenders without doing somebodv good. If 
it is only the cat on the landing, she ’ ll get the 
benefit ó f it somehow. A  sunny, hcalthy mind 
sheds beams o f light unconsciously ; and then there 
are the cheery word, the pleasant smile, the ready 
spirit o f fun, the thoughtful question or answer, the 
entertaining bubbles o f talk that rise to the surface 
of a  mind set sparkling by  good books worthily 
read. You will soon find the valué o f it a l l ; or 
some one else will.

It is not so much what good thing we do, though 
that is of great consequence, but how well we do it 
that determines our success. A  pragmatic, con- 
ceited manner, or a too selfish eagerness, will spoil 
any pursuit. T h ere  is such a thing, you must 
know, as being unpleasantly pleasant, m eanly gen- 
crous. incompetently competent, or even wickedly 
pious. If  you will think a  moment, you will see
that it must be so. T h e  w rong side o f the prettiest
fabric is always very near its smooth surface. If 
you do not kcep  the right side up with care, the 
wrong side will show itself. It is so with all destres 
and efforts for self-improvement. T h e y  have their 

wrong side.
Som e persons, if once started on a road, will be 

so con íden t o f their way that they ’ll forget to m ake 
the proper turnings; and there are  persons who, 
if  left to thcmselves, would from very earnestness 
hack a  finger to pieces in getting out a  splintcr. 
T h a t ’s over-zeal. Such persons are not worth 
their w eight in gold to anybody. Then th ere ’s the 
self-satisficd kind, the worst kind o f all, perhaps. 
Self-satisfaction is a w all that, builded by a girl’s 
own vanitv, shuts her in com pletely. She cannot 
get outsidc o f it herself, and no one cares to scale 
it in order to get at her. A  State o f cntirc self-
satisfaction is the loneliest thing on earth. Self-
approbation is another matter. It is worth trying 
for because it is, in itself, good. B u t we must build 
steps with it, not walls.

T h at is what A un t Patsy did. She cooked better 
and better every day. She workcd hard for self-
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approbation, and siowly made steps o f  it. Steadily Lord would be plcascd that Oíd Patsy had been
she mounted, always humble and fearful o f herself, o f use to somebody, and she was ready to go when
but always hearing her mistress’s words, “  worth the chariot carne.
your w eight in gold ; ”  and when at last she stood 44 S w in g  lo w , s w e e t  ch ariot,

on the top step of her little flight, she felt sure the Corning for to «my me home."

T H E  L E G E N D  O N  T H E  P A N E .

B y  O l i v e  A . W a d s w o r t h .

D o w n  in the oíd an cestral hom e,
W here sweet salt sca-winds blow,

A nd twice a day the crystal tide 
Goes pulsing to and fro,

A  dim oíd cham ber, shadowy-bright,
D ear in its tarnished glow,

Stands as it stood, in simple pomp,
A  hundred years ago.

Quaint is the Blue-room’s  ancient grace,—  
Named from the azure tints 

T h at zigzaggcd vividly across
G reat-granddam e’s w cdding chintz.

Here cherished guest was bade to rest,
T h e sweets o f home to know,

W ithin this flowery, bovvery nest,
A  hundred years ago.

On every side, in rainbow hues,
T h e cheerful draperies fall,

A  paradise o f  birds and leaves 
A n d  cherries on the wall,

A n d  trellis-work o f  heavenly blue 
M eandering over a l l ;

T h e y  gleam  from out the great arm-chair, 
W here two m ay sit and sew, —

T h e  people were so very wide 
A  hundred years ago.

Such wild luxuriance o f leaf 
W ould  set a  gardener mad ;

Such m ammoth cherries only may 
In W onderland be had ;

Such portly robins plucking them,
Each bigger than a  crow 1 

Oh, nature was most prodigal 
A  hundred years' ago.
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T h e  statcly bed, with testered top,
And tapestries fold on fold,

Mysterious, deep and shadow-filled,
T u ras timid hearts a-cold ;

F or countless ghosts m ight cower tliere,
O r wander wan and slow,

A s  once they lurked and walked, perliaps,
A  hundred years ago.

B ut on the narrow window-pane 
No ghost has left his sign ;

A  little G rcat-aunt’s little hand 
Engraved the wavering line.

W h at marvel that her youthful heart 
Must needs proclaim its woe,

F or lovers had to go and fight 
A  hundred years ago.

N o other cross, she sadly felt,
W a s ever quite the same 1 

She meant to write, “  Life is a blank,”
And sign it with her ñame.

She carved it with her diamond hoop,—  
H is gift should grave her woe,

And tell what deep despair prevailed 
A  hundred years ago.

But ah ! it slipped ! T h e diamond slipped, 
A nd burlesqued all her g r ie f !

A nd girlish laughter, long and light, 
Brought sorrow swift relief;

A n d  brothers gibed, and mother smiled,—  
T h e  diamond w ould n ’t  go  1 

She tried, and tried in vain, for still 
T h e  m ocking letters show 

How “ life”  was said to be a  “ b ean ”
A  hundred years ago.

T h e  little Great-aunt’s little hand 
Has turned to phantom d u st;

T h e  diamond hoop is dimmed bcneath 
A  century o f  ru st;

T h e  loyal lover long ago 
W en t up am ong the ju st;

A n d  still the shadowy Blue-room stands, 
W ith  birds and fruits aglow,

A s  primly gay as on that day 
A  hundred years ago.

A n d  still, as then, in happy youth 
Joy soon succeeds to woe ;

A nd still around the dear oíd home 
T h e  wilcl salt sea-winds b lo w ;

A nd still th’ unchanging crystal tide 
Goes pulsing to and fr o ;

A n d  still mcn’s hearts are what they were 
A  hundred years ago.
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A  C O L O R A D O  W O M A N ’ S M U S E U M .

B y  H. H.

Y o u  will ask yourselves, “ W h a t does that mean 
— a woman’s museum ? ”  and you will think, I sup- 
pose, that it means only a  collection o f curious 
things w hich some woman h asbough t and arranged 
in glass cases. A h , it is quite different from that. 
I will try  to tell you about it, and perhaps by  the 
help o f the pictures, and w hat I say, you will get 
some idea o f how wonderful a  museum it is.

T h ere  are m any things in this museum— shells, 
minerals, coins, curious arm or from Japan, queer 
garm ents from A laska, tapa cloth from the Sand­
wich Islands, and a  great m any other curiosities, 
more than I can remember, or'could have room in 
the S t . N ic h o l a s  to tell you about. I am  going

T H E  D I S O N .

to tell you only about the stuffed animals and birds. 
These are the most interesting things in the m u­
seum, and the wonderful thing about them is, that 
they all were stuffed and m any o f  them killed by 
the wom an who owns the museum. T h in k  of 
t h a t !— o f a  woman’s being able to fire her rifle as 
well as any oíd hunter could, and then, after she 
has brought down her bear or her wild-cat, know- 
ing how to skin it and stuff it so that it looks 
exactly as i f  it were alive. T h is  is really the most 
wonderful thing o f  all. Y o u  know  very w ell how 
stuffed animals gcncrally look. Y o u  know they 
are dead as far off as you can see th e m ; but 
these animals all look as i f  they m ight walk off 
any minute they liked. Mrs. M axwell (that is the 
ñame o f the woman who has m ade this remarkable 
museum) is really a  sculptor o f animals. Most

people who stuff animals, take the skin, I faney, 
very much as a  sausage-maker takes a sausage- 
skin, and sim ply cram into it as much as it will 
hold without bursting; and an animal’s skin will 
holcl a  great deal without bursting, for it is very 
elastic. I have heard that the skin o f any animal 
will bear stretching till it is one-third larger than 
the animal was when alive. W ell, i f  a  dead ani­
mal’s skin is as clastic as that, it is very  easy to see 
how, in stuffing it, one m ight entirely spoil its 
sliape and m ake it look unnatural. I have seen 
m any a  stuffed anim al that did n ’t look any more 
like what it was when it was alive, than a sausage 
looks like a  p ig  !

Mrs. M axwell stuffs her animals on a totally 
different plan, and this is w hy I say she is a sculp­
tor o f animals. T h e  first thing she does is to mold 
the animal out o f plaster, o f the size and in the 
position she wishes. T hen  she fits the skin on the 
plaster shape. In the case o f  large animals, such 
as the bison or buffalo, she m akes the figure partly 
o f  hay as w ell as o f  plaster, and what sort o f a 
bison this results in you can see b y  the picture. I 
have never seen a  live bison, but i f  I ever do, I do 
not believe he w ill p ut his head down and glare out 
from under his horns in one w hit fierccr a  way than 
this one does.

W hen I went into Mrs. M axwell’s  museum, the 
first thing that caught m y eye was a  little black 
and tan terrier dog, ly in g  under the table. He 
was a  rem arkably pretty dog, and, as we w alked to­
ward him , he fixed his eyes on us with a  very keen 
and suspicious look, I thought. But he did not 
stir. 1 said to myself, “  W h y, what is the matter 
with that dog ? W h y  does n ’t he get up ? ”  A nd 
then I saw that he was only a  stuffed dog ! T hen  
I wished I had had a  real live d o g with m e, to see 
if he would n’t have been deceived too. I think 
he would.

Now I must tell you how the large groups of 
animals are arranged, for one reason that they look 
so natural is that Mrs. M axwell has m ade an “ out- 
doors ”  for them  at one end o f  the room. She has 
had built up a  sort o f wooden frame-work, in the 
shape o f rocks. T h is  is covered with a  coarse can- 
vas cloth, w hich lias been prepared with glue or 
some sticky substance. O ver this, coarse shining 
sand o f a dark gray color is sprinkled thick ; and as 
the cloth is sticky, the sand remains. A t  a  very 
little distance nobody would know the rocks from 
real rocks of dark gray stone. T hen  she has set
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real pine and fir trees am ong them, and little 
clumps o f  grasses, and mounds o f real din . You 
can see all these in the pictures.

One o f the most effective groups is the one where 
you see a large animal springing from a  tree.

A  G R O U P O F  A N IM A L 5 .

T h a t is a  mountain lion. T h e y  are often found in 
the woods o f Colorado. He is leaping down in 
pursuit o f the poor stag, w hich you see just to 
the right. T h e  stag has run till he can run 110 
lo n ger; he is falling down on his knees, and his 
tonguc is lolling out o f  his mouth, he is so out o f 
breath. Just below these is a happy fam ily o f deer 
— father and mother and two little favvns. T h e 
little fawns are only a  few days oíd. T h e y  are 
beautifully m ottled with white spots on light brown. 
T h e doe is bending her n eck down and licking one 
o f  them  as affectionately as a  cat licks her kitten, 
and the father, just behind, is holding up his head 
and looking off very proudly, as m uch as to say, 
“  W h o  ’s got a  prettier family than I have, I ’d like 
to know 1 ”

Below them  are sonto porcupines, musk-rats, 
weasels, and sm all creatures; and o ff on the left, 
two splendid great bears, one a  grizzly fellow that 
you would n’t  like to meet in the woods. Once, 
when I was riding in the woods on the rirn o f the 
Yosem ite V alley, I saw the tracks o f  a  grizzly bear 
in the sand. H e had been there only a short time 
before us, for the tracks were very  fresh. T hey 
looked ju st like the print o f  a  giant’s m ittens, and 
they made us all feel very uncomfortable.

A nother happy family in this museum is that of 
the mountain sheep— father, mother, and an only

child. T h e father looks like a  huge goat, with 
quecr curling horns. T h e  Colorado hunters see a 
great m any like him, scram bling around on the 
rocks in high and precipitous places. Below him 
in the group is a  fox, just ready to spring on a 
mouse, and near by  is a  wild-cat creeping out o f a 
cave, and malcing up her m ind to have a  gray 
rabbit in front o f  her for dinner.

This group is not shown you, but you will have 
m any a  good laugh over those that the engraver 
has copicd so admirably. A s  I sit here in my 
Colorado hom e, it does m y  very heart good to 
think how m any thousand children will shout over 
the pictures o f the m onkcys playing cards, and of 
the little house out o f which Mr. Brown Squirrcl 
and Miss Yellow  D u cklin g are com ing arm-in-arm 
to take a  walk. Mrs. Maxwell calis this “  T h e 
M oonlight W a lk .”  T h e  duckling is all covered 
with bright yellow down, and is not more than 
three or four inches high. I think she must have 
been caught as soon as she was fairly out o f  the 
shell. T h e  squirrel is a  head taller, as he ought 
to be, and has the most comical air o f gallant pro- 
tection toward his lady-love. T h e y  both look so 
droll, that nobody can help laughin g at the first 
sight o f  them.

T h e  m onkeys, too, are very droll. One oíd fel­
low, with a  pipe in his mouth, is scratching his 
head in his perplexity to know what card to play. 
T h e  one next him is peering out from behind his 
cards, and w atching the opposite m onkey’s face 
most keenly, to discover, i f  he can, what cards he 
holds; and while they are all too absorbed in their 
gante to see what is going on, a  sly little rascal of

“ T H E  M O O N LIG H T W A L K ."

a  monkey is clim bing up the leg o f the table and 
taking their goblet.

But o f all the groups, I am not sure that the 
prairie-dog’s hole is not the very best. I see dozens
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o f such mounds every day wheri I chive out, in 
Colorado, and on all the warm sunshiny days I see 
just such little prairie-dogs popping their heads out 
o f the hole to find out who is going .by, and there 
are always one or two more courageous ones who 
sit up on their haunches and look boldly at us. I 
have never happened to see either an owl or a

A N  E X C I T I N G  G A M E .

rattlesnake on the mounds, but it is a well-known 
fact that they live in them. Mrs. M axwell says she 
has often seen them  come out o f  the holes, but 
“  what their arrangem ents are for living there ”  she 
docs not know, and nobody ever can know.

T h ere  w ould not b e  room here to tell you about 
half o f  the animals, neither can I tell you about the 
stuffed birds. T h e y  are as wonderful as the ani­
máis, and there are hundreds o f them — all the 
birds o f Colorado, and a  great m any o f  other coun- 
tries. Y o u  w ill see b y  the two groups on the ncxt 
page, however, that they look just as natural as the 
animals, and not at all like the usual doublc guide- 
post arrangem ents o f stuffed birds. T h e y  look like 
flocks that had just alighted on a  dead tree. You 
must not forget to look at the oíd mother-quail at 
the foot o f  one o f these trees, with her little chickens 
all about her, one on  her back and one sticking 
its head out through her wing. Y o u ’d  think, if 
you called, “  C h ick, chick, cliick,”  th e y ’d  all come 
running to get corn.

Now I can tell you about only two more things—  
an owl and a  bird’s nest. T h e owl is a liv e ; it is 
Mrs. M axwell’s pet. She had two, but, unfortun- 
ately, h er live bear ate up one o f  them. She found 
these youn g owls in their nest, when they were 
tiny little creatures, all covered with soft fluffy down. 
I saw them  just after she found them , a  year ago. 
T h e y  looked like little balls o f gray feathers, with 
two b ig  glass beads sewed on them for eyes. 
N ow , this little owl’s downy feathers are all smooth 
and fíat, and two sm all feather horns, looking just

like cats’ ears, have grown out o f his head ; and 
though he is only a  few inches high, he looks as 
wise as any owl in the world. I f  you rub him 
gently on his head between his ears, he shuts his 
eyes right up and goes to s lee p ; but however 
sound asleep he seems to be, i f  you touch him on 
his back ever so lightly, he wakes up, makes a 
sharp angry noisc, and whirls round and round 
quick as lightning, to bite your finger. W hencver 
he did this, he reminded me o f  a  kitten going 
round and round after its tail. H is head seems to 
be set on a  pivot, for, without m oving his body, he 
can turn it  clear round, and see anything he wants 
to see behind him. H e can also wink with one 
eye, while the other eye looks at you in a  fixed 
stare. W hen he docs this, his cxpression is more 
im pudent than any hum an face could possibly 
wear. W e  laughed till the tears carne into our 
eyes, w atching this com ical little creature.

I think that tears almost carne into m y eyes also 
when I looked at the bird’s nest I am  goin g to tell 
you of. T h ey  would not have been tears from 
laughter, how ever; they would have been tears 
o f tender wonder and admiration for the little bird 
who built it.

U p  in the mountains some thirty miles north- 
west o f  Denver is a wild canon called Bowlder 
Cañón. A  canon is a  steep-sided valley between 
two m ountains; sometimes it is little more than 
a  rift between two precipices o f  rock. In  this 
Bowlder Canon there is just room for a  carriage- 
road and a  swift little river, which is hardly more

T H E  Í-B A IR IE -D O O ’ S  M O UND .

than a  brook. Half-way down this canon another 
canon opens into it, and another swift little brook 
comes leaping down and fairly bounds into the first 
one. A  few rods up this second cañón is a  fine 
fall, or succession o f falls, known as Bowlder Falls.
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a  short time, returned, bringing som ething in its 
beak, and a  second time darted into the spray and 
disappeared. T his young man was an enthusiastic 
lover o f natural history, and he determined to find 
out what that b ird w as doing behind Bowlder Falls. 
I f  you only could see the place, you would wonder 
he ever had courage to venture where he did. He 
had to build a  sort o f  bridge, and he had to wade 
in between rocks, where the stream was swift 
enough to knock him  senseless in a  very few min­
utes i f  he lost his footing ; he really risked his Ufe 
to track that little bird to h er home. A n d  do' you 
not think h e  was rewarded when he found, snugly 
stowed away in a  hollow behind the sheet o f  falling 
water, the nest, with the youn g birds in it ?

Poor little bird ! One would have thought she 
had found the very safest sort o f a  place which the 
whole world could o ffer; and so she had— safe 
against storm, against wild animals, against sports- 
m en, against everything except a  naturalist 1

T h e  nest is made o f clay  and green m oss; its 
m outh looks like the m outh o f an old-fashioned 
brick o v e n ; and there are all the little birds, with 
their m ouths wide open, just as they waited for

One day, a  young man, sitting near these falls, 
saw a  small bird fly apparently into the falling 
sheet o f  water. Presently it carne back, was gone

their mother to bring them food that day. The 
mother, too, he shot and brought away with the 
beautiful little house she had built. I think I could 
not have had the heart to kill her, even for the 
sake o f  the Science o f natural history. However, 
many things which seem cruel in themselves, must 
be done, or else we should never learn the truth 
about the wonderful creatures o f which the world is 
full. But while I stood looking at the nest, I would 
have given a  great deal to put it back under Bowl­
der Falls again, with som e happy little live birds 
in it, getting their dinner from their wet and drip- 
p ing mamma. A n d  the more I thought about it, 
the more I wondered whether it were really right 
for us ever to kill a  livin g  creature exccpt for food. 
I f  there were a  race o f  beings as m uch larger and 
stronger than we are, as we are than the birds, we 
would think it pretty hard, would we not, i f  they 
were in the habit o f  pulling our houses down over 
our heads, and killing us and our children, merely 
that they m ight classify us and label us and keep 
us in their museums ?

I f  you visit the Centennial Exposition at Phila­

delphia, you m ay see these stuffed animals and 
birds in the Kansas and Colorado building, where 
Mrs. Maxwell has arranged them  for exhibition.
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T H E  B O Y  E M I G R A N T S .

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

C h a p t e r  X X V II.

N E W S  A N D  D I S C O V E R I K S .

“  L e t t e r s  ! letters ! ”  shouted A rthur, with great 
glee, one night, as the tired miners carne up to 
their cabin from the claim. T h ey  had had good 
luck during the past few days ; but even the sight 
o f m uch gold, now no longer strange, could not 
wholly relieve the fecling o f  weariness o f  long and 
exacting labor. T h e  glim pse o f a  bundle o f letters 
from home, which A rty  shook in their faces as 
they approached the cabin, banished all fatigue. 
N othing was so precious as these much-worn 
packets o f news and loving messages from friends 
far away. T h e y  had been handled a  great deal 
since they arrived in San Francisco. B earing the 
marks o f travel, as well as the queer red and blue 
stamps o f the express companies, these letters had 
hunted for the young emigrants all the way from 
Sacramento and N ye’s Ranch through various dig- 
gings and camps. A  bright-eyed, alert-looking 
young fellow, mounted 011 a scrubby but speedy 
mustang, had dashed into town, dropped a few 
packages at “ Freeman &  C o .’s A gen cy ,”  bandied 
compliments with the loungers about the place, 
mounted his steed again, and had loped o ff in a 
more leisurely way toward Sardine Gulch.

Dropping his preparations for supper, A rty  had 
raced across “  the branch ”  to the store, where he 
was rewarded with a huge package o f  letters, for 
which the enormous express charges seemed to 
him a  small price. Letter-carriage in those days 
was co stly ; nobody ltnew what the rates w ere; 
they varied every week, but anywhere from a  dollar 
to five dollars for a  single letter— the original post- 
age on which was ten or twenty cents— was not 
an unusual charge. T h e  boys murmured some- 
times, after they had read their infrequent letters 
many times ; but nobody thought o f grum bling un­
til the first excitem ent o f  receiving letters was over, 
and the brisk young express-rider was far away.

A  pleasant excitem ent rcigned in the cabin o f 
the youn g miners while news from home was read 
and discussed. T h e  Sugar G rove folks had re- 
ceived their California gold with great pride and 
delight. T h e neighbors had all been in to look at 
it before it was taken to town and sold. Other Lee 
County people, seattered through California, had 
sent home gold, but the brothers o f Barnard and 
A rthur wrote that no such gold as this had ever 
been seen before in those parts. Ilow  proud and

thankful they were ! T h e m ortgage on the fann 
•was now to be paid o ff; brother Sam  was to have 
the double-barreled shot-gun (which he had long 
coveted) before the season for prairie-chickens carne 
again. T h e mother had bought a  ncw rocking- 
chair for father; and there was even some talk o f 
having a  hired girl to help about the house.

A rty  read and re-read these simple details o f the 
far-away home-life with glistening eyes, and then 
looked out on the ragged mining-cam p, the turbid 
creek, the hill-sides covered with furze and chap- 
paral, and wondered i f  it were possible that these 
existed 011 the sam e planet that held his oíd hom e 
— the tidy Lee County farm.

H i, who was now able to get about his w ork after 
a  feeble fashion, grew  pensive over his letters, and 
began to think that home was, after all, a better 
place for lijm than this, even though he should not 
carry a  fortune to it. M ont encouraged this id e a ; 
and he too looked up, with a bright face and 
with tenderness in his eyes, from the finely written 
pages which had com e to him all the w ay from 
N ew England.

M ost o f all, however, were the boys interested in 
an extraordinary letter which Johnny received from 
a lawyer in Richardson. Farm er Stevens had put 
into this man’s hands all the faets about jo h n n y ’s 
parentage and supposed wrongs, and he had traced 
up the case as far as possible. Mr. Stevens wrote 
to his boys that there was a good prospect o f re- 
covering the property which Johnny’s  faithless 
guardián had taken possession of, but some legal 
documents were needed ; and the lawyer had writ­
ten to Johnny o f all that had been done. This is 
the lawyer’s letter, written in a  stiff, upright hand:

R ic h a rd so n , L e e  C o u n ty , I l ls . ,  A p r il  9 , 18— . 
M a s te r  J .  F .  B lu eb a k cr .

R e s p h c t ü d  S ik  : I h a v e  to co m m u n icate  to  y o u  th e fo llo w in g  faets. 
c o n c e m in g  y o u r  c a s e , w h ic h  I  h a v e  u n d ertak en  a t  tlie  in s ta n ce  o f  
O b a d ia h  L .  S te v e n s , E s q .,  a  w o rth y  c itizcn  o f  S u g a r  G r o v e  tow nsh ip , 
th is co u n ty , w ith  w h o s e  so n s, o r  o th e r  rc la tiv cs , I  u n d erstan d  y o u  are  
asso cia tc d  in  bu siness.

T o  w i t :  J a n e  A n n  B lu e b a k e r , m aid e n  ñ am e J e n n e ss , y o u r  m other, 
a s  I  n o w  u n d erstan d  th e c a s e , w a s  le ft  a  w id o w  w ith  o n e  c h ild , ñ am e, 
J o h n  F ra n c is  B lu e b a k c r , ab o u t seven  y e a r s  a g o . T h e  w id o w  resided 
n e a r  O re g o n , O g l c  C o u n ty , th is  S ta te , w h ere  s h e  h e ld  le g a l  posses- 
siou  o f  lan d ed p ro p erty , s to ck , tintures, a g r ic tillu ra l im p lcn icn ts , the 
sch ed u te  o f  w h ich  n o w  e x is ts  in  th e P ro b a tc  C o u r t  rec o rd s  o f  sa id  
O g l c  C o u n ty , O re g o n  b e in g  th e sh irc  to w n  thereof. I n  d u e  pro ccss. 
o f  n atu re , M rs . B lu e b a k c r  d ie d , le a v in g  h e r  in fa n t so n  t o  th e g u a rd ian - 
s ln p  o f  h e r b ro th er, o n e  J o h n  F . J e n n e ss, a  v eter in a ry  su rg eo n , corn- 
m o n ly  ca lle d  a  h o rsc-d octo r, o f  L ic k  S p r in g s , V e rm ilio n  C o u n ty , th is 
S ta te

T h e  p ro p erty  h erem b efo re  m en tio n ed  p a ssed  w ith  th e b o y  (w h o  w as,
I u nderstan d a n d  b e g  le a v e  to  s a y ,  y o u rs e lf)  in to  th e  c u s to d y  o f  s a id  
J en n e ss. T h is  p erso n , b e in g  th e  o n ly  s u r v iv in g  re la liv e  o f  M is .  B lu e -
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b a k er, y o u r r c s p c c tc d  m o th er, e x c e p t  y o u rse lf, se em s to h a v e  co n ceiv ed  
th e ¡d e a  o f  s c c rc t in g  or o th crw isc  fra u d u le n tly  d isp o sin g  o f  th e  la d — 
m e a n in g  y o u rse lf. J e n n e ss, co m m o n ly  ca lle d  D r. J e n n e ss, a s  n ea rly  
as  I c a n  d isco v cr, h a d  a lre a d y  m a n a g ed  to c o n v e r t  to h is  o w n  u se 
a n d  b e h o o f  a  p o rtio n  o f  th e  ¡n co m c c f  th e  e s tá te  o f  th e  la te  B lu e- 
b a k e r ; an d , ¡ f  th e  faets w h ic h  co m e  to m e are  tru stw o rth y , h e  em - 
p lo y e d  o n c  W illia m  B u n c e  a n d  E p h ra im  W . M u lle t  to  c a r r y  th e b o y , 
m e a n in g  y o u rse lf, to  C a lifo rn ia  a n d  “  lose ”  him  on th e w a y . F o r 
th is  u n la w fu l sc rv ic c  s a id  B u n c e  and M u lle t  w e re  to  r c c e iv e  a n  o u tlit  
fo r  C a lifo rn ia , a n d  th e b o y  w a s  to b e  p ro v id e d  w ith  a  su m  o f  m o n ey 
w h ic h  w o u ld  su b sist  h im  for a  tim e i f  le ft  in  a  s tra n g e  p la c e ; bu t it 
m a y  o cc u r  to a n  u n p rcju d iced  p erso n  th at th e  m o n e y  g iv e n  to the 
b o y , w h ic h  w a s  in  g o ld , m ig h t  a lso  h a v e  been  in te n d e d  to tem p t the 
ru ífian s to d c a lin g  fo u lly  w ith  him .

T h e s e  faets a r e  p a rtly  d e riv ed  from  th e ad m issio n s w h ic h  th e  said 
W . B u n c e  h a s  m ad e to  th e M essrs . S tc v c n s , M o rse  a n d  F e n d e r, in 
C a lifo rn ia . B u t  t h e y  a re , w ith  ad d itio n s , co n firm e d  b y  th e afíid avits  
o f  o n e  P o l ly  G a rd n c r , an  in m a tc  a n d  h o u sek eep er in  th e  fam ily  o f  the 
la te  J e n n e ss. I  s a y  th e la te  J e n n e ss, b ecau se th at person  w a s  k illed  
b y  b e in g  th ro w n  from  h is  w a g ó n , in  F e b ru a ry  last. P ro ce cd in g s  
in a y  b e  in stitu ted  to  rec o v e r  for y o u  th e  u n e x p e n d e d  portion o f  yo u r 
e s tá te , a s  so o n  a s  y o u  ch o ose a  le g a l  g u a rd iá n  a n d  h a v e  fo rw a rd cd  to 
y o u r  a tto rn e y  (in w h ic h  c a p a c ity  I  sh o u ld  b e  p le a s e d  to se rve  yo u )  
th e n e c c ss a ry  p a p ers. I  am  un fam ilia r  w ith  th e  la w s  in  y o u r  soine- 
w h a t  u n settled  c o u n try  ; bu t p resu m e th a t  a  p o w er  o f  a tto rn e y  g iven  
to M r. S t c v c n s , from  y o u r  g u a rd iá n  w h en  ch o sen , w o u ld  cn a b le  him  
to ¡n stitu te  p ro ce cd in g s  to recover.

I h a v e  th e h o n o r, s ir, to  su b scrib e m yse lf,
Y o u r  o b ’t  sc rv ’ t,

C y r i l  H . D u f f e r ,  A t t ’ y -a t-L a w .

P . S .— It  m a y  in tere st y o u  to  k n o w  th a t  th e  e s tá te  hereinbefore 
referred  to is  v a r io u s ly  es tim a te d  b y  ex p erts, w h o  are  n eig h b o rs, a t  
fro m  tw c n ty - fiv e  th o u sa n d  d o llars to  th irty  th o u sa n d  do llars valué.

C .  H .  D .

“  W h at a  prosy oíd duffer ! ”  cried Tom , when 
the reading was concluded.

“  Twenty-five or thirty thousand dollars ! ”  said 
H i, putting his handpainfully to his head. “  T h at ’s 
a  power o f m oney. M ore ’n I ever hope to take 
hom ew ithm e. T h irty  thousand ! T h a t beats m e.” 

“  Y o u  ’re rich before us, Johnny,”  said A rty, 
with an honest glow o f satisfaction. “  But,”  he 
added with concern, “  you ’ ll have to leave us and 
go  home to look after your property.”

“ Oh, no,”  Mont explained. “ H e need not go 
until he gets ready. W e  can go down to Sacra­
mento, or to the new m ayor at Marysville, and have 
the papers fixed up for him. B y  the way, Johnny, 
w hat are you goin g to do about a  guardián ? ”

“  A  guardeen,”  repeated Johnny, with a  troubled 
air. “  W h o  ’ll be m y guardeen ? W ill you, A rty  ? ’’ 

Everybody laughed, and Mont said :
“ N o, Johnny, you must have a  guardián who is 

twenty-one years o f age. A r t y ’s too young.”
“  T h en  I '11 take B arney,”  said the boy, q u ick ly ; 

and appealing to Barnard, he said : “  W ill you be 
m y guardeen, B arn ey? I must have one, and I 
don’t  know anybody else, scarcely, but you.”  

“ Y e s ,”  cried Barney, heartily, “  I ’ll be your 
guardián. But I shall have to give bonds, I sup- 
pose. Shall I, Mont ? ”

Mont, thus appealed to, thought all that could 
be arranged satisfactorily, but he was not sure 
about the bonds; and Johnny, with a  gleam of 
ligh t in his sober face, put his hand in Barnard’s,

_and said : “  Is n’t it som ething like a father-in-law, 
this guardeen ? ”

T h e matter was, on the whole, easily arranged. 
It was not necessary to go to Sacram ento in order 
to secure the necessary legal papers. A n  accom- 
m odating m agistrate was found nearer home ; and 
though the m achinery o f the law was somewhat 
rude in the región o f Hoosiertown, it satisfied the 
needs o f  the young m iners, and the papers were 
made out and sent home.

“  Y o u  can cali him ‘ p ap ,’ I suppose, now,”  said 
Tom , curiously, when Barnard was declared to be 
the lawful guardián o f  M aster John F . Bluebakcr.

“ A n d  a  young-looking father he is, too ! ”  struck 
in A rty, who was highly amused with this novel 
turn o f affairs. “  C ali him ‘  guardy,’  Johnny ; i t ’s 
just as good as anything else.”

“ I never called anybody ‘ p ap,’ ”  said the poor 
boy. “ I never knew  anybody to cali ‘ fa th e r;’ 
but I ’ll do ju st what Barney says.”

“  N ever m ind,”  said Barnard. “ C ali me what- 
ever you please. But I don’t want any handle to 
my ñame. ‘ B arney,’ or even ‘  B arney C rogan,’ is 
good enough for me, although that young scape- 
gracc o f a brother o f m ine did put on the C rogan.”  

“  Now  don’t p ut on any airs, Barney C ro gan ,”  
joined in Nance, who took part in all the family 
councils on the subject o f Johnny’s future pros- 
peets. “  Crogan you be, and Crogan you ’ll stay, 
guardeen or no guardeen, you can jest bet yer— I 
mean, that is, you m ay b e  very sure,”  and Nance 
coughed violently to hide her confusión.

“  H elio ! ”  cried T o m , rudely, “  i f  N ance did n’.t 
come nigh saying ‘ you bet yer life,’ jest like  she 
used to. Law s sakes a liv e ! Miss N ancy Dobbs, 
how peart you have growed 1 ”  and the boy minced 
along the cabin floor, stepping on the tips o f his 
bare toes and drawing up his shoulders, as i f  imi- 
tating some im aginary fine lady.

T h e  girl flashed up suddenly, and before Tom  
knew what was about to happen, she gave him 
such a  cuff that he tumbled headlong into a  córner, 
where he fell ingloriously into a  confused huddle 
o f pots and pans.

“  Com e, n o w ! I say, N ance, jest you strike a 
feller o f your sizc, can’t you ? ”

A n d , red with anger, T o m  scram bled out o f the 
w ay and regarded N ance with some defiancc as well 
as mortification.

T h e boys laughed at T o m ’s discomfiture, but 
Nance, with some mortification in her turn, said :

“  I b eg  pardon, T o m ; I did n ’t  mean to cuff 
you. B u t i f  yop give me any o f your chin— I mean 
if you sass m e that way— well, no m atter what 1 
m ean.”  A n d  she w alked o ff without another word.

“  There, now ! ”  said H i, angrily; “ you ’ve been 
and vexed the best gal in Hoosiertown, and it ’ll
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serve you right ¡f  she don’t come into this shebang 
a g ’in for a  w eek.”

“  Say the only gal in Hoosiertown and you ’ ll hit 
it,”  replied T om , surlily. “  'Cause y o u ’re sweet 
on Nance, must she give me a  whack on the side 
o f the cabesa like that ? W hew  ! but she ’s got a 
heavy hand, though ! ” — and T o m  rubbed his head, 
with a  com ical air o f misery.

“  If you did n’t know I was w eakly,”  said his 
brother, with a  very red face, “ you would n’t  daré 
to sass me like that. T ak e  that, impudence ! ”  and 
here H i’s tin cup flew o ve rT o m ’s head, that young 
gentlem an having dodged ju st in time.

B ut, though Hiram  was yet “ w eakly,”  he was 
now able to w ork quite regularly in his claim. He 
had insisted on tim bering the rude tun nel; he had 
a dread o f  its caving in upon him “ again ,”  as he 
expressed it— for H i had never been able to get 
rid o f the idea that he had been injurecl b y  the 
falling o f  the roof o f his tunnel. A s  a m atter o f 
Opinión, he “ allow ed”  that D r. Carson was righ t; 
but he spoke o f  his wounds as the result o f  “  that 
cave.”  H e was afraid the roof would “  drop again.”  

“  B u t the roof d id  not drop, H iram ,”  said the 
doctor one day when Hiram  was discussing the 
prospects o f  his claim.

“ H ow  did m y head get hit, th e n ? ”  petulantly 
demanded Hi. “  T h a t ’s w hat I want to know.” 

“ A n d  th a t’s what /  want to know ,”  replied the 
doctor, fixing his keen  eyes on H i’s face. “  You 
are found wounded and bleeding in the road, a  
quarter o f  a  m ile from the claim. Y o u  say you 
have been caved in upon by the tunnel. B u t the 
tunnel is not disturbcd in the least. T o  this day it 
is all sound overhead. Nobody supposes you would 
tell a  w rong story about your misadventure, Hiram. 
But how were you in jured? T h a t ’s the question.” 

1-Ii had only one story to tell. A n d  i f  D r. Carson 
had any thcory o f  his own (and very likely he had), 
he gave 110 hint o f  what it was. In  his occasional 
“ spells,”  as T o m  im patiently called them , Hi 
maundered on about his jacket being heavy and 
the day warm ; and he almost always pleadecl with 
some im aginary comrade that “ i t ”  was “ in the 
other pocket.”

Mont tried at such times to get H i to explain.
“  W h a t is in the other pocket, oíd fellow ? W here 
is your pocket ?”  But H i only struggled painfully, 
and beggcd, “  D on’t hit me a g ’iri ! Oh, don’t 1 ”  
It was pitiful. “  I give it up,”  said Mont. It was 
no use trying to draw the secret from him.

Hi murmured and grum bled a great deal about 
his lost bag  o f  dust. Nevertheless, he was now 
m eeting w ith good fortune in his claim. H e worked 
at a great disadvantage. T o m  was not a  valuable 
assistant, and H i’s lieaith was very feeble indced. 
He seemed to have lost m uch o f  his oíd ambition,

though he grew covetous and avaricious. Some- 
times, he was obliged to leave o ff work for several 
days at a  time. W h en  he went back to his claim, 
he felt more like sitting down in the mouth o f  the 
tunnel and musing— while T om  went gunning for 
gophers— than striking with pick or shovel.

“ Just m y ornery luck,”  he said, discontentedly, 
one day, as  he sat com plaining to him self by  a 
heap o f  dirt thrown out from the tunnel. He aim- 
lessly threw the lumjjs o f sand and dried earth at a  
stake which m arked a  miner’s “ córn er”  near by. 
A nd as he sat tossing the dirt, his thoughts were 
not in the diggings. H e was thinking o f Nance.

“  Powerful nice g a l ! ”  muttered H i to himself. 
“  C hirky and peart, but dreffle sassy. M y gosh, 
what a  tongue ! and H i threw another lump at 
Gubbins’s com er stake. “  Just m y ornery luck ! ”

T hen  he got half-way up, and, trembling with 
excitement, crawled on his hands and knees to the 
little heap o f earth, fallen apart where it struck the 
stake. H e snatched the Crumbly mass in his hands. 
It was whitish-yellow, sprinlded with small angular 
bits o f  puré white ston e; but all through it were 
lum ps, streaks, and ja g g e d  wires o f  gold.

“  Gosh all Friday ! I ’ve struck a quartz load ! 
I ’ve struck i t ! I ’ve struck i t ! ”  A n d  H i, in a 
delirium o f  jo y , pressed the precious handful to his 
lips, as i f  to devour it.

Tom , who was patiently waiting by  the side o f a 
goplier-hole on the hill-side above, his pistol ready 
for the appearance o f its persecuted tenant, looked 
down and saw his brother’s extraordinary actions.

“ A nother spell onto him , I s’pose,”  complained 
T om , and he sauntered down to H i’s relief.

Poor H iram  looked vacantly at his brother when 
he carne down, brushed the glittering dust off his 
face with a  great effort, and s a id : “  Don’t hit me 
ag’in !  I t ’s in the other p o ck e t! ”

C h a p t e r  X X V III.

D E V E L O P M E N T S .

T i-ie  news that a rich quartz lead had been dis- 
covered on Brush H ill created a  tremendous excite­
ment in Hoosiertown. Only a  few claims had been 
locatcd in that región, and those that were worked 
were considered as paying only fairly. Before 
night every foot o f ground along the hill was taken 
up. V ery  little was then known about quartz- 
mining. Here and there, deposits o f  decayed yel- 
lowish quartz rock, richly spcckled with gold, had 
been found. These had usually been d u g  out 
speedily with pick and shovel. T h e rock was 
easily pulverized, and, bein g pounded in an iron 
mortar, or even between two smooth stones, the 
golden grains in it were thus loosened and secured. 
But much o f  this flint-Iike quartz was puré white
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and as hard as adamant. T h e  miners looked at it 
covetously and passed on to find gold in a  more 
accessible condition.

Lately, however, there had been some experi- 
ments at quartz m ining with m achinery in the 
Southern mines. There ran a rumor that fabulous 
sums had been m ade by pounding up the gold- 
bearing quartz in the M ariposa country, where 
some new kind o f m achinery had been put up for 
that purpose. T hen, too, tlíere carne inflaming 
reports o f  rich quartz mines bein g found and 
worked in Tuolum nc. T h e  rock was crushed by 
“ alastras,”  as the Mexicans called them, a  simple 
invention o f oíd times. T h e  arastra was something 
like a huge grindstone, revolving on an axis, one 
end o f which was made fast to an upright, but 
turning, post in the center o f  a  circle; the other 
end was m oved around by m u les' or cattle. The 
great stone, revolving over the broken quartz which 
was laid in a large circular trough, crushed all 
before it. Powdercd quartz and free goid were 
gathered up in a  wet paste, and the precious stuff 
was then separated from the refuse.

V ery  soon, quartz m ining becam e “ all the rage,” 
and everybody wanted to try  it. T h e  rude mortar 
and arastra served to extract only the larger par- 
ticles o f g o ld ; probably, more was wasted than 
was saved. T h e  miners, in their eagerness to 
crack open the rocky ledges, snatch the large pieces 
o f gold and go  away, threw aside everything that 
did not promise them  an immediate return.

T h e  fame o f  the Mariposa and Tuolum ne quartz 
ledges had reached Hoosiertown and Brush Hill 
diggings. Som e rcstless prospectors had dug down 
below the surface wlierever they had found lum ps of 
white rock sticking up through the soil, like a  coat- 
sleeve out at the elbow. B u t nobody had found 
gold-bearing qu artz; it was thought an unlikely 
thing that it should exist here. A n d  when H i’s 
discovery was announced, everybody said at once 
that they “  always knew there was quartz in that 
hill.”  In  H i’s little tunnel, now famous, h e  found 
a  tliin vein o f rock just cropping above the irregular 
(loor o f  the chamber. It was a  loose, friable sort 
o f rock, full o f  cracks and boles, easily scraped off 
with a  strong shovel, yellowish-white and gray in 
color, and mottled with goid. H ¡ had previously 
shoveled up some o f  this loose stuff, which soon 
became covered with dirt, and was dum ped out 
with what was thought to be worthless stuff. W hen 
H i accidental!)' cracked open one o f  these rich 
lum ps o f golden rock, it flashed on him  that he 
had at last found what the whole country was look- 
in g  for— a quartz lead.

“ A  fool for luck ,”  said some o f  the Hoosiertown 
miners when they found that H i had blundered 011 
a mine o f gold. T hen  they rushed out to Brush

Hill and covered it over with stakes and notices o f 
claims. M en who were m aking fortunes in the 
river diggings, or in the ravine claims, dropped 
everything else and scized upon quartz m ining as 
affording the very shortest road to lid ies. It was 
early in the forenoon when H i, vveak and overeóme 
by his sudden discovery, had fallen in a  fit. Tom , 
with great amazement, had wiped the golden dust 
and dirt from his brother’s face, and had dragged 
him into the cool shadow o f  the tunnel, where he 
gradually recovered. It was noon when Hiram, 
feverish and trem bling, was able to examine his

“  HI P R E SS E D  T H E  P RE CIO U S H A N D F U L T O  HIS L IP S .”

vein o f quartz and gold, and tell his nearest neigh- 
bors o f his luck. Before the sun w ent down that 
night, Brush H ill was looked upon as a  bank 011 
which liundreds o f men were to present checks in 
the sliape o f picks and shovels, and draw gold in 
any quantity.

H iram  was the hero o f  the liour. H e bore his 
fame with indifference, and announced his readi- 
ness to sell out and go  back to the States. E very­
body wanted to buy. Nobody was w illing to say 
what the claim was wortli. Som e men thought it 
ought to bring one hundred thousand dollars. 
There were those who said that capitalists at the
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B ay, as San Francisco was called, would ju m p  at 
a  chance to give two millions for it.

“  Tw o m illions! ”  whispered H i to himself. 
“  W hat a heap o f money 1 Is there so much in 
this yere vvorld ? ”

However, nobody offered to b u y the mine at any 
price, and H i and T o m  went on slowly d igging in it.

One Sunday m orning, when Hoosiertown was 
given up to the cleaning, cooking, m ending, and 
letter-writing, with which that day was always occu- 
pied in the mines, a  rough-bearded, red-shirted, 
booted rniner rodé down the divide just south of 
T able  Mountain, and made his way into Hoosier­
town. Stopping at the express-office, a  log hut of 
noble dimensions, he inquired for “  the boys from 
Crowbait, whosumever they m ight be.”

He was directed to the cabin where Mont, Bar­
nard, H i, and the three boys were gathcred about 
the door. W ithout wasting words on the loungers 
at the express-office, he cantered across the branch, 
dismounted, and saluted the party with, “  Howdy? 
N ice day.”

Seating him self on A rty ’s chopping-block, he 
opencd his errand.

“  W hich o f you fellers is H i F ender? ”
“  T h at ’s m y ñam e,”  answered Hi.
“  How ’s yer h e a d ? ”  he asked, with a  curious 

grin. “  I ’m  from Cherokee F iat, t’  other side of 
the divide.”

“  A ll right,”  said Hi. “  G lad to see ye. My 
h e a d ’s improvin’, thank ye. H o w ’s yerself?”

“  It ’s just like this,”  said the stranger, in a 
queer and inconscquent way. “  W e  caught a  feller 
a-robbin’ Kentuclcy Bob’s sluice, over to Cherokee, 
last night. Bob lct drive at him and shot him in 
the leg— winged him , so to speak. D ark night, 
yer see, or Bob ’d done better. Anyhow, the tliief 
could n ’t get away, and we boys turned out and 
tied him up for the night. T his mornin’ he war 
tried. Do yer foller m e ? ”

His listeners assured him that they understood 
him , and he went on.

“  W h en  he was gone through with, we lighted 
on a  bag  o f  dust stowed away in his traps. Look 
yar,”  and the man opened a  buck-skin b a g  and 
poured into the crown o f his hat a  handful o f coarse 
gold. “  T his yar,”  he said, parting some grains 
o f light-colored yellow metal from the other, “  is 
Cherokee gold. A ll on our side o f the divide, least- 
ways as fur as we ’ve prospccted, is like that thar. 
This yar,” — and here his stum py finger poked out 
some coarser bits o f  dark reddish gold,— “  this yar 
carne from your side o f T able Mountain. Brush 
H ill gold, bein’ a  gold-sharp, I mouglit say.”  

Nobody spoke.
“  Now  yer see that when w e went through this 

yar galoot, we found his buck-skin full o f all sorts

and kinds. Sure as shootin’, he had bin playin’  it 
low down on any number o f honest rniners. Not 
bein' an honest miner himself, he had bin goin’ for 
everything in sight on both sides o f T able M ount’in. 
D ' yer foller m y meanin’  ? ”

Mont, rather impatiently, said that they did, and 
would like the rest o f his story.

“ Pre-cisely,”  said the man, “ and jest what I 
was comin’ to when you ¡nterrupted me. Seein’ as 
how this chap did n ’t  hev long to live, we gave him 
wafnin’  to m ake a  clean breast o f  it, which he did. 
He had n 't sold no dust, but had packcd it away in 
holes and crcvices, where we found most o f it. 
This yar dark gold,-from the south o f the divide, 
he allowed w as some out o f a lot that he got away 
with belongin’ to a  chap nam ed Fender. Y a r  it 
is writ out, yer see, by  the clerk o f the meetin’. 
‘ Hiram F en der,’ which is you, accordin’ to ’pear- 
ances ” — and the man saluted H i, with gravity.

Hiram looked at him painfully and with a troubled 
expression, and said :

“ I allow he must have found m y bag when I 
dropped, the day I was caved in on.”

“  N ary time, strannger. H e confcssed that he 
laid for you better ’n  four days, a-waitin’  fur you to 
get where he could knock you over and go fur yer 
buck-skin. O ne day, he w ar on the nigh side of 
T able  Mount’in as yer w ent down the trail from 
yer claim. Y e r  slouched along right under whar 
he war, leastways so he allowed to us. Then he 
rocked yer. T h e  first dornick took yer plurn’ on 
the cabesa, and yer dropped in yer tracks. H e let 
íly another at yer, clim bed down the bluff, went 
through y er clothes, nipped yer buck-skin, and lit 
out. Leastways, so he let on to us at the meetin’. ”  

“  G ood heavens 1 ”  said Mont, “  this is an amaz- 
ing story ! ”

Arthur, whose eyes had opened wider and wider 
while the story was being told, cxclaim ed :

“  D o you know this man’s ñ am e ?”
“ W ell, I disremem ber; usual he w ar called Lame 

Bill, but I allow it war some such ñame as Bunch.”  
“  Bunce 1 ”  cried the boys.
“  You 've h it it. Bunce war his ñam e.”
“ ¡Vas his ñame ? ”  said Barnard. “ You don’t

m e a n  ”  ,
“ Pre-cisely. W h at little he had to say, he said 

a-standin’ on a wagon-box, with rope around his 
neck, and it over a convenient syeamore handy by. 
T h e  boys war buryin’ o f him when I left.”

“  Lynched ? ”  said the boys, with horror.
“  Lynched it war. But everything reg ’lar. He 

could n’t hev asked for no squarer game. Chair- 
man, clerk, rope committee, and everything ac­
cordin’ to rule. Oh, we ’re a  law-abidin’  lot on our  
side o f the divide.”

T h is  was slightly sarcastic, for there had been
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some scandalous irregularities reported o f the 
Hoosiertown people.

“  Law-abidin’ people and travel on the squar’ . 
Y o u r friend Bunch went off like a  lam b.”

“  Did he really say that he dropped rocks on my 
head ? ”  asked H i, who could not believe this story. 

“  Sartin, sartin. D id n’t yer fecl ’cni ? ”
“  N o ,” said Mont. “  H i has never had a clear 

idea o f what happened. T h e  first blow made him 
insensible, probably, and his brain was so affected 
by the hurt that he had a notion that he had béen 
caved in on while in the tunnel. He never knew 
what hurt him .”

“  Sho, now ! ”
“  It ’s a  strange case. Did Bunce say how Hi 

behaved when he was robbed o f his bag  o f dust ? ” 
“  I disremember pertickeler. But he did say 

that while he war a-goin’ through yer pardner thar, 
that he sorter freshened up a  bit and su n g out to 
Bunch, so he did, and says, ‘ Don’t hit me ag’in ; 
i t ’s in the other pocket’— meanin’ the dust, ver 
see. W ith  that, Bunch he clips him another, which 
finishes him, he allowed. T hen  he grabs the buck- 
skin, does Bunch, and breaks for tall tiinber.”

“  T h e story is com plete, H i, m y b o y ,”  added 
Barney. “  I guess Dr. Carson had it all figured 
out except as to the robber. Y o u  know A rtv  saw 
Bunce from the hill.”

“  I ’m  clean beat, and don’t know anything about 
it,”  said H iram , discontentedlv. A n d  he sat back 
from the group with the air o f one who has no 
further interest in a  discussion.

“  A nd yar,”  said the stranger, producing an 
em pty buck-skin bag, “  yar is a bag  that we allowed 
belongcd over yar. H it ’s got ‘ Boston’ onto it,’ 
and you chaps hail from thereaway, they say.”

“  M y b a g  ! ”  exclaimed Arty. “  I marked that 
on there and gave the bag  to Hi. W a s there any­
thing in i t ? ”

“  N o,”  said the man. “  Hit war stowed inside 
o f  another buck-skin. Both on ’em war buried 
near a lone pinc, where we found ’em ’cordin’ to 
dircctions.”

It was then explained that the “ meetin” ’ at 
Cherokee had directed this envoy to leave with 
P iram  Fender the gold which had been sent over. 
It belongcd to nobody at Cherokee. It was about 
equal in w eight to the darker gold found arnong 
Buncc’s deposits. T h e  rest had been confiscated, 
by popular vote, for the rclicf o f  a  distressed rniner 
who was laiel up with the rheumatism.

“ One more question befóte you g o ,”  said Mont. 
“  D id Bunce confess any other crimes befóte he 
was— hanged ? ”

“  Heaps, heaps on ’em ,”  replied the man. “  But 
none that I set much by. Except he denied that 
he stole Colum bus’s money at Loup Fork, as one

o f our felters said he did. It war his pardner, Eph 
Mullet, that did that. Leastways, so Lam e Bill 
allowed. Hit don’t m atter now, anyhow.”

So saying, he sw ung him self into his saddle, 
touched his horse’s flank, clattered over the branch, 
down the trail, and disappeared in the thickets 
which covered the divide.

T h e  boys looked at each other with a feeling of 
awe. Bill Bunce had at last met with his fate. 
He would lie and steal no more. W ith  his awful 
taking-off had com e the explanation o f  H i’s mys- 
terious disaster. Here was conclusivo proof that 
Hi had been living under a  strange delusion. In- 
deed, he was still deluded. H is comrades were 
satisfied that he had been waylaid, cruelly wounded, 
and robbed by Bunce. A rty  and Johnny had seen 
the crime from the hill, though they had not seen 
H iram  in the road below. A rty  went over the 
whole story again, point by  point.

H i only said : “  Boys, it gets me. I give it up. 
i s’pose you ’re right. But I allow I shall never 
know how it happened.”

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

R E C K O N I N G  U P  T H E  G A 1N S .

H l’S “ lu ck ” did not seem lo desert him , although 
nobody made a distinct offer to buy his quartz lead. 
There was much talle about capitalists com ing up 
from the B ay in search o f just such ¡nvestments as 
this. Somehow, they never carne, and H i went on 
with his work, his comrades occasionally giving 
him a helping hand. A  week had passed since his 
great discovcry, and the people who had taken up 
claim s on Brush H ill were becom ing discontentcd 
with their failure to “ strikc it ricli.”  H i stcadily 
took out gold-bearing quartz in paying quantitics ; 
the gold was pounded out in a b ig  iron mortar, 
brought at great expense from San Francisco.

One day, T om  was ¡ndustriously picking away at 
the loose vein o f  rock inside the tunnel, when he 
uttered a wild shrick, which made H i drop his 
basket and liurry to the spot. T om  had cleft off a 
thin layer o f rock which had slanted downward 
beneath the surfacc. A bout six inches below this 
was another similar layer, and between these two, 
as far as uncovcrcd, was a  reddish-gray deposit o f 
rotten rock veined and mottled through and through 
with virgin  gold. It was nearly one-half gold, glit- 
tering, sparkling, and in all sorts o f shapes. Some 
o f it was like ferns, in long and leafy sp ra ys; some 
was like sheets o f foil crum pled by pressurc ; and 
some was in thick splinters, as if it had been ham- 
mered into the crevices o f the rock, ages ago, be- 
fore these quartz crystals had begun to decay.

H i uttered a  howl o f delight, and seized the pick 
from T o m ’s unwilling hand. In a  moment, he
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had laid bare the vein, which did not extend quite 
across the tunnel, and was o f unknown dcpth. 
Trem bling with eagerness, he held the candle 
down to the shining rnass, and said : “  Millions ! 
millions ! millions ! ”

“ A n d  I struck it,”  added Tom , proudly.
“  So you did, Tom nty, m y boy,”  said H i, fondly. 

“ So you did, and a  right peart striker you are. 
Y o u  shall have a  specimen out o f  this for a  buzzum- 
pin, so you sh a ll; and we ’ll go back to Sugar 
G rove and hold up our heads with them proud 
Gashwilers and Perkinses and all the rest.”

A n d  Hi lovingly laid a  golden leaf in his hands 
and doublcd it up, as if in mere wantonncss of 
wealth. It was a wonderful thing to be able to 
handle one’s own gold like that—just as i f  it were 
sheets o f common ti 11.

“ Now, you T o m , ju st keep your mouth shet 
about this. D on’t  let it get around. W e ’ ll have 
the whole cam p down on us i f  ye do.”

“  W h a t ! ”  cried Tom , opening his eyes very 
wide. “  N ot tell M ont and the boys ? ”

“ Sartinly n o t! sartinly n o t!”  replied his brother, 
and his face grew  haggard and anxious as he rc- 
garded the glittering vein. “  Nothin’ to nobody. 
D ’ ye hear that ? ”

“ Y e s, I hear,”  said Tom , who was bursting to 
rush out and tell the news.

T h at night, H i went staggering home with the 
proceeds o f his day’s work, m ingled with bits of 
broken quartz with gold sticking to them.

“ W h at luck to -d ay ?”  asked Dr. Carson, chcck- 
ing his horse as he rodé past the two brothers.

“  O h, just ornery, just ornery, Doctor. Tim es 
is dreffle mixed up here,”  answered H i, with some­
thing like a whine.

“  G olly ! what a  whopper ! ”  cried T om , as the 
doctor rodé off with a  pleasant word for the boys.

“  Keep yer head shet, will ye, young one. You 
are the talkinest creetur I ever carne acrost. D id n’t 
I say that things was mixed ? A in t that gettin’ 
around the truth without strainin’ it ? ”

But H i felt guilty ; and when he rcmembered 
how D r. Carson had guessed out the truth about 
the affair o f Buncc, he was afraid that he might 
somehow divine the golden secret o f the mine.

W h en  H i and T o m  reached the cabin, they 
found the rest o f the party in great excitement. 
A rty  had that day found in the claim two nuggets, 
or chispas, worth at least five hundred dolíais each.

“ A re  n ’t they beauties, H i ? ”  asked Johnny; 
and he rolled the potato-shaped lum ps over and 
over on the supper-table.

“  H ang it all, boys,”  said H i, with a  sudden 
burst o f  candor. “  I did n ’t mean to tell. But just 
look at this yere.”  A n d  he poured out the glitter­
ing contents o f his sack.

“  There now ! ”  exclaimed Tom . “  You ’ve been 
and gone and told, and 1 kept shut about it ! ”

“  Did n’t mean to tell ? ”  said Mont, with a look 
o f surprise. “ Y o u  don’t mean to say that you 
would keep the good news from us, H i ? ”

Hi blushed and explained that he wanted to keep 
the news from the rest o f the cam p. H e could not 
keep it from the boys when he saw how frank they 
were. But it was all out now. W ould  the boys 
say nothing about it for the present ?

There was no need. T h e  very next day, H i, 
scooping out the contents of the rift o f rock in 
which his treasure lay, suddenly struck his pick 
against a  hard wall. It was the virgin quartz—  
puré, white, adamantine, and without a  flaw or 
seam. In this shallow fissure the decayed gold- 
bearing quartz had been shut up for ages. A  day’s 
w ork had been sufficient to scrape it all o u t; and 
the pocket was empty.

H i nervously plied his pick and shovel in all 
directions. F or hours he d u g  and scratched at the 
rock, above, below, to the left and to the light. 
In v a in ; only barren quartz m et him on all sides. 
Hi wiped his heated head and shouldcrs and sat 
down to rest, s a y in g : “ T h e re ’s 110 use talkin’, Tom. 
This yere claim ’s played out. I ’m  goin’ hom e.”  

A nd, in spite o f T o m ’s remonstrances, Hiram 
deliberately shouldercd his b a g  o f ore and mining- 
lools, and set his face toward the tunnel’s mouth. 
R eaching the open air, he blew out his candle, laid 
it carefully aw ay in a  crevice o f rock, as i f  he was 
going aw ay for the night. But, turning about, he 
sa id : “ Good-bye, oíd tunnel. Y o u ’ve given me 
sorrer, and you ’vc given me gold. W e  part friends.
I ’m  bound for the S tates! ”

“ T o  the S ta te s !”  re-echoed the boys in grand 
chorus, when Hiram, that night, announced his 
sudden determination.

“ Yes. I ’ve made m y pile, you see. N ot mil­
lions, ñor even hundred thousands, but more ’n 1 
ever thought for when I started. It don’t pay, this 
livin’ in a  lióle in the ground.”

“ W e ll, I must say,”  said Barney, with delibera- 
tion, “  this is a  new freak for you. W h at has hap­
pened to change your mind about m aking that 
million that you thought you had struck ? ”

“  Oh, I say, I wonder i f  it is n’t because Nance 
and her folks are going home ? ”  broke in little 
Johnny, with great simplicity.

“  Y e r  know too m uch, youngster,”  interrupted 
H i, wrathfully ; but he blushed red, nevertheless.

“ W e  m a y a s  well all go together,”  said Arty. 
“  W e  ’ve sent home five thousand dolíais, all told. 
H ave n ’t we got as much more, share and share 
alike, Barney Crogan ? ”

T h ey  took account o f  stock, went over all their 
gains, and found that they would have, after selling
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their claim , forty thousand dollars. T h is  was a 
fortune to the boys. Divided, it gave Barney and 
A rthur twenty thousand dollars between them, and 
the sam e to Mont and his little partner.

Hi and his brother, notwithstanding their occa- 
sional “ spurts o f luck,”  had not accumulated quite 
so much. H i's sickness had disabled him , various 
expenses had eaten into the profits, and the gold 
never turned out to be so much in valué as it 
looked.

T h e  boys decided to go home.

! M  1  G R A  N T S .  ( O c t o b e r ,

players w ith in: “  C an any o f this gay and garrulous 
crowd tell a  passing strangcr where to find the 
Boston Boys ? ”

“  Reckon y o u ’ll find ’cm  down about the Bay 
somewhar, strannger. I t ’s your deal, Kaintuck,”  
and the man went on with his play.

“  Sho ! you don’t tell me so ! G one to the B ay! 
M ade their pile ? ”

“  T h e y 'v e  made right smart, I liear,”  explained 
one o f the lounging group. “  Y er see Nance, she 
went with the oíd man Dobbs. Then the feller

S T A K T1NG HOMÜAVARD.

C h a p t e r  X X X .

HOMEWARD BOUND.

P e o p l e  m oved suddenly in those days. A  miner 
would go to his cabin at night, grim y with a  day’s 
work, and leaving his p ick  and shovel in his claim. 
N ext day, ciad  in a “ b iled ” (or white) shirt, and 
uncomfortablc in “ store clothes,”  he would wave a 
farewell from the top o f  the stage, or from the 
back o f his m ulé, as he took his w ay to Sacra­
mento, San Francisco, and the States.

Late in Septem ber, Jehiel Bush, seedy but chccry, 
dropped his m ining kit in front o f  the Hoosiertown 
express-office, and said lo a  noisy party o f card-

that struck it up on Brush H ill, he went. Then 
that sm art Boston chap, he went, and the whole 
kit and caboodle o f ’em went.”

“  T o  the S ta tes?" said Bush, aghast.
“  T h a t ’s the size o f it, strannger.”
Bush looked down dejectedly, and murmured : 
“ A n d  I ’m clean busted ! O h, it gets ’e m !  it 

gets ’em ! One ga l like that can clear out a  hull 
cam p.”

So saying, lie  shouldered his p ack and m oved on. 
In those days there were steamers p lying be­

tween San Francisco and Panam a, laden with home- 
ward-bound gold-hunters. Now and then, there 
was a  fearful disaster, and hundreds o f  m en, with
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their faces turned toward hom e, sunk in the waters.
In a little space, a  ship-load o f hopefulness, lile, 
manhood, and treasure was swallowed m  the sea. 
But, safely creeping down the coast, across the hot 
and gorgeous isthmus o f Panam a, and up the bois- 
terous Atlantic, went our youn g adventurers.

It was a  happy day when the boys, so lately from 
the rough w i l d s  o f California, found themselves m 
the glitter and excitem ent o f N ew Y o rk. In e  
streets seem ed forcign to them , and the great stores 
were almost awful in their magnificence. But their 
thoughts ran out to the W est, where father, mother, 
brothers and sisters waited for them day by  day. 
was hard parting with M o n t; but he manfully in- 
sisted that it was only for a  time. T h e y  should 
meet again, and soon. H e had lost his teste for 
city-life ; he would go out W est and settle down in 
Lee County, b y  and by. So he sped home to lus 

mother.
In the houses o f Stevens and Fender, at Sugar 

Grove, there was great rejoicing when the fortúnate 
younCT gold-seekers, like seamen from the waters, 
carne home in triumph. Farm er Stevens and 
*" er had gone into town with their new farm- 
wagon, and, m eeting the wanderers at the stage, 
had brought them  out, b a g  and b aggage, and with 
irreat acclaim , A rty  standing up with a  ílag liand- 
kerchief on a  ram rod, as the party drove up the 
farm-road. It was like the last act in a play, when 
all is happiness, reunión and congratulation. T h e 
boys who had gone out with slcnder equipment, 
followed by hopes and fears, prayers and fore- 
bodings, had come again, rejoicing and bnnging 
their golden sheaves with them.

“ A n d  this is little J o h n n y?” said the good 
mother, when Barney and A rty  had been welcomed

again and again.
“ Y es, m other,”  broke in A rthur. “ A n d  he 

shall never go away, shall he ? Say that ’s so, 
quick, because you know,”  and the lad dropped his 
voice, “  he ’s got no home unless it is with us. 

“ Johnny shall stay with m y boys ever and
always, if he likes,”  said the mother

Barnard, with a  little air of authonty, ad d ed :
“  I ’m  Johnny’s guardián, and he shall stay with

" 1C“  M y son ! ”  said the home-mother, her kindly 
arm about the orphan’s shoulder. T h e  lad’s blue 
eyes were moist as he kissed his new mother. He

was at home at last.
How Johnny carne into his own again, and how 

he sent back to M ont all that was left o f his own 
share o f the gold, when he was once more settled—  
these and other things can be left to the imagina- 
tion o f the dear young folks who have followed the 
varying fortunes o f  the Boy Emigrants.

Prosperity has come back to the G rove from the 
Golden Land. Barney, A rty , and Johnny tell their 
adventures over and over again in the comfortable 
home o f  the Stevens family, and to w illing ears.

Oíd man F en der thought that H i had “  missed 
i t ”  by  leaving his m ining partners and striking out 
for himself. I f  H i had not been ignorant, he said, 
he would have been more patient and more success- 
ful So, as he leans over his fence-rail, sm oking 
his pipe at eventide, he looks at the thrifty Stevens
farm , and m utters: . „

“  T ell yer what— eddication ’s a  great thing .

T h e  F .n d .

I N  T H E  C L O S E T .

B y  L a u r a  E . R ic h a r d s .

T h e y  ’v e  taken away the ball, 
Oh dear 1 

A nd I  ’ll never get it back,
'  l  fear.

A nd now they ’ve gone away, 
A nd left me here to stay 
A ll alone the livelong day,

In here.

It was my ball, anyw ay,—  
Not h is;

VOT.. H I.— 53-

F or he never had a  ball 
Like this.

Such a  coward you ’ll not see, 
E ’en i f  you should live to be 
Oíd as Deuteronomy,

A s he is.

I ’m  sure I m eant no harm—  
None at all 1 

I just held out m y hand 
For the ball,
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A nd somehow it hit his head ;
Then his nose it went and b led ;
A n d  as if 1 ’d killed him dead, 

He did bawl.

Nursey said I was a  horrid 
Little wretch,

A n d  A un t Jane said the pólice 
She would fetch ;

A n d  cook, who ’s always glad
O f a chance to make me mad,
Said, “  Indeed, she ni ver had  

Seen sctch ! ”

No, I never, never w ill  
Be good !

I ’ ll go and be a  babe 
In the w ood!

I ’ll run away to sea,
A n d  a  pirate 1 will be !
Then they ’ll never cali me 

R ough and rude.

How hungry I am getting,—
Let me see !

I wonder what they T e  going to have 
For tea !

O f course there will be jam ,
A nd that lovely potted ham.
How unfortunate I am  !

Dear me 1

O h ! i t ’s growing very dark 
In here,

A nd the shadow in that córner 
Looks so queer !

W on t they bring m e any ligh t ?
M ust I stay in here all night?
I shall surely die o f fright,

Oh dear!

Mother, darling ! will you never 
Come back?

I am  sorry that I hit him 
Such a  crack.

H ark ! Y es, ’t is h er voice I hear 1
Now good-bye to every fear,
F or s h e ’s calling me her dear 

Little Jack.

S E  A - J E L L I E S .

B y  J. R i c h a r d s o n .

T h e y  are commonly called jelly-fish ; but, strictly 
speaking, they are no more fish than toad-stools are 
trees. T h ey  live and move in water, but there their 
likeness to true fish is at an end.

T h e y  are sometimos called sea-nettles, because 
they sting, at least some o f them do, and woe to the 
swimmer, w hether man or fish, that runs against 
one o f these ; their touch is like a  stroke from an 
clectric cat-o’-nine-tails— thousand - and - nine- tails 
rather, for each o f the innumerable whip-like tcn- 
tacles burns like a fine streak o f  lightning.

T h ey  are o f all sizes, from microscopic specks, 
too small to b e  seen with the naked eye, to liuge 
monsters m any fect across, with streaming tentacles 
fifty o r a hundred feet long. O ff the Massachusetts 
coast, M rs. Agassiz saw one having a  body eight or 
ten feet across, and tentacles some scores o f feet in 
length trailing behind. B u t that was a  trifle to 
those which travelers tell o f seeing in tropical seas. 
A  trustworthy writer describes one which was cast 
upon the Bom bay shore by  a  storm— an enormous 
mass o f je lly  w eighing m any tons. It was nine 
months beforc it entirely m eltcd away and dis-

appeared ; and while it was decaying travelers had 
to avoid the spot, changing the road that ran by it 
nearly a quarter o f a rnile to escape the sickening 
stench that carne from the putrid mass.

Voyagers tell o f sailing through shoals o f them, 
covering the sea for miles and miles, so cióse to- 
gether that they impede the progress o f  a  vessel, as 
the weeds o f Saragossa Sea did the ships o f Colum­
bas. A n d  a  beautiful sight it is at night when a 
ship cncounters them, for they are often phosphor- 
cscent, and at such times the vessel turns a lumin- 
ous furrow and leaves a  trail o f brightness in its 
wake.

In arctic seas microscopic sea-jellies are incon- 
ceivably abundant, swarm ing in such countless 
myriads that the water is thick with them. Some- 
times, for hundreds o f square miles, the sea is 
deeply colored with them— a  sort o f animated jelly- 
soup, on which the giant whale lives and fattens, 
straining out his microscopic, yet most abundant 
food, by  means o f the enormous whalebone sieve 
which he carnes in the roof o f his great mouth.

In the picture herewith is sliown a school o f
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moderate-sized sea-jellies, the two nearest swint- 
m ing, one toward the left, the other directly down- 
ward. T h ey  stvim with a  pulsating motion, which 
may be compared with the opening and shutting 
o f a  parasol, usually with lazy gracefulness, but 
w hen disturbed they dive to deep water with sur- 
prising quickness. In  most o f  them the m outh is 
placed in the ccnter, on the under side, like the 
holc in the framc-work o f a parasol through which 
the stick passes. T h e y  have no hard parts, jaws 
or teeth, yet they are able to devour sm all fish, 
worms, minute crustácea, even each other, making 
themselves all mouth, if necessary, to swallow their 
captives.

T h ey  have another ñame, medusa, suggested by 
their long tentacular appcndages, which are somc- 
times coiled cióse to the body, sometimes tlirown 
out to a great distance, sometimes but half un-

folded, writhing and twisting like the snaky locks 
o f the fabled Medusa. Y et there is no snaky re- 
pulsiveness about medusa. On the contrary, they 
rank am ong the most beautiful o f  living creatures.

“  W h en  floating in the ocean,”  says an eloquent 
writer, “ most o f them  appear like crystal bowls of 
purest transpareney, veined and patterned w ith the 
most brilliant colors, their rim s ornamented with 
fringes, furbelows, and arbuscles o f  such delicacy 
and intricacy o f workmanship, that even the most 
experienced in nature’s works m arvel how it is that 
such textures, too frail to bear the slightest hand- 
ling, are kept entire arnid the restless elem ent of 
their nativity.”

A n d  a  poet says :
** T h c r c  ’s  n o t a  pem  

W r o u g h t  b y  m an ’s  art to be c o m p a ie d  to  th e m ;
So ft, b rillian t, ten d e r, th ro u g h  th e w a v e  t h e y  g ln w ,
A n d  m ak e th e  in o o n lig h t b r ig h ter  w h e re  th e y  H o w ."

H O W  G E N E R A L  W A S H I N G T O N  G O T  H I S  C L O T H E S .

B y  N . P k k k i n s .

Do u b t l e r s  the young lads who read the St . 
NlCHOLAS are familiar with the principal events in 
the life o f  G eneral W ashington. A s it is the cus- 
tom just now to recall pleasing events o f  the past 
century, I propose, in this little sketch, to give a 
pen-picture o f  sunny days at Mount Vernon before 
the Revolutionary war.

A t  the time o f  which I write, G eorge W ashing­
ton was thirty-one years o f age. H e was a tall, 
wcll-proportioned young man, o f  fine appearance, 
great physical strength, and fond o f athletic exer- 
cise. H e  had everything which money could buy, 
but, better still, he possessed those qualities which 
make a true-hcarted, noble and loyal man, and 
which cannot be purchased at any price. Every 
one on his plantation loved and honored him. 
His household was a  very  large one, and comprised 
am ong its intnates a  chief steward, an overseer, 
and a great number o f  colored servants. In addi- 
tion to these, the number o f  slaves em ployeclon his 
plantation, with their families, constituted quite a 
colony by themselves.

In the year 1759, we l' nd W ashington living at 
his quiet home on the banks o f  the Potom ac, in 
the house left him by his eider brother Lawrence. 
He had passed safely through m any engagem ents 
with the Indians and French settlers, had made 
his only sea-voyage (to the Barbadoes), and had

so iniraculously cscaped injury in battle that he 
was believed to have a  charm ed life. But though 
wealthy, W ashington w as b y  no m eans an idle man. 
H e devoted him self to the cultivation o f  his estates, 
and especially to the raising o f  wheat and tobáceo. 
H e had a  brick-yard on the plantation, and was 
also interested in certain fisheries w hich were ex- 
tensively carried on in the Potomac.

W ashington was fond o f  entertaining his friends, 
and m any were the pleasant rc-unions which took 
place in the oíd homestead. T h ere  were no public 
means o f conveyance in those days, and visitors 
had necessarily to come in their own prívate 
coaches, bringing their servants with them. Every 
one kept his carriages and horses as a  necessary 
part o f the household. T h e  coaches were large 
cnough for a  sm all fam ily to ride in, and to hold 
their b agga ge  too. Such a  coach, with its brightly 
painted body and gay hammer-cloths, with colored 
coachman and footman, was kept for Mrs. W ash­
ington to ride about in  with her friends. M any 
and m any a  Sunday has that oíd coach driven up 
to the little weather-beaten Episcopal church, 
w hich still stands in Alexandria, and Mrs. W ash­
ington, with her visitors, attended Ihere the servicc 
o f the Church o f England. H onored indeed were 
those friends who were rccipients o f  hospitality at 
M ount Vernon. Even now the tale is told o f

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



t876.] H O W  G E N E R A I .  W A S H I N G T O N  G O T  H I S  C L O  T i l  E S . 7 9 7

m erry feasts in tlie large dining-room, o f  drives 
through the V irginia woods, and sailing parties on 
the Potom ac, which were the sources o f enjoyment 
a  hundred years ago.

I f  W ashington was a  kind and hospitable enter- 
tainer, he was also a just and upright master. He 
never failed to keep a  strict watch over his place and 
servants. T h ere  was no eye-service am ong his slaves. 
He was untiring in his labors, and displayed on his 
plantation, and in his home, the same activity, 
method and scrupulous neatness that characterized 
his life in the field. H e was not too proud to min- 
gle with his people, and frequently would engage 
with them  in the work-shops, m aking a  plow at the 
forge with his own hands, or shaping some garden- 
tool in the carpenter’s sltop. In  this way he knew 
his people well, and gained from them confidence 
and respcct.

A t  this time the rebellion o f the Colonics had 
not taken place. T h e  inhabitants o f the different 
settlements were loyal adherents o f K in g  George 
III. T h e  mother country supplicd the American 
colonists with all the luxuries and m any o f the 
necessaries o f life. In  return, the colonists sent 
back, in the British ships, the produets of their soil 
— tobáceo and grain. Cotton at that tim e had not 
been cultivated, and the first export o f that article 
to G reat Britain did not occur until the year 1770. 
There were no means o f w eaving cloth in the Col- 
onies, save as it could be done by small hand- 
looms. E verythin g o f that nature carne from 
London. Tw icc a  month, vesscls w ould arrive from 
England with such supplics. T h e  dresses o f the 
laches, and the clothes o f the men, had to be 
ordered from shops three thousand miles away, and 
be subjccted to the risk and delay o f transportation 
by sailing-vessels. In one o f W ashington’s letters 
to his London agents, he complains that i f  goods 
ordered are not sent by  vcssels com ing to the Po­
tomac, they sometimes rcmain in other ports three 
months before he can get them. T h in k  o f that, 
you boys, who can so easily step into a tailor’s shop 
and be measured for a  suit, expccting to see the 
finished garm ents in three or four days, “  without 
fa il! ”  H ow  much the young laches o f those days 
valued a  new dress, although when it arrived it 
m ight b e  six months behind the London fashions!

T h e  London merchants found W ashington a 
good customer, and no doubt did their best to sup- 
ply all his wants. If  he was particular in ordering 
his supplies, he was cqually particular to ship the 
best productions o f his plantation to foreign ports. 
So favorably was the M ount Vernon flour known, 
that w henever a  cargo o f  that brand arrived in 
foreign ports, it was passed without inspection— a

high compliment to the integrity o f W ashington. 
T w ice a  year W ashington sent his orders for cloth- 
ing, and other necessary anieles for his fam ily, to 
his agents in London, Messrs. Robert Cary &  Co. 
T o  show how  very particular he was in all his dcal- 
ings, it is an historical fact that he required his 
agents to forward the bilis spccifying cach article 
purchased o f  difierent tradesmen on his account, 
and these he carcfully copied into a  book, and also 
transcribed verbatim  the receipts in full o f every 
person to whom his m oney was paid.

T h e following letter is still preserved by a  gen- 
tleman in London. It was written in 1763, from 
M ount Vernon, and encloscd were strips o f brown 
paper fastened together, and markccl with letters 
and figures in W ashington’s own handwriting :

V ir g in ia , =6th o f  A p r il , 1763.

M r . L a w r e n c f . :  B e  p lc a s c d  to  sentí m e  a  g cn te e l su te  o f  c lo ath s, 
m ad e o f  su p erfin o  b ro a d clo th , h a n d so m c ly  ch o scn . I  slio n id  h ave 
e n c lo scd  y o u  m y  m en sure, b u t  in  a  g e n e ra l w a y  t h e y  are  so  b a d ly  
tak e n  h ere  th at I  a n i c o n v in c cd  it w o u ld  b e  o f  v e r y  litt le  sc rv icc . I 
w o u ld , therefore, h a v e  y o u  ta k e  m en sure o f  a  g en tle m a n  w h o  w ca rs  
w ell-n ia d c  clo a th s  o f  th e  fo llo w in g  size , to  w i t : S ix  feet h ig h  and 
p ro p o rlio n a b ly  m ad e, i f  a n y th in g  ra th e r  s lcn d er than tliiclc for a  
person  o f  th at h ig h t, w ith  p r e t ty  lo n g  arm s a n d  th ig h s . \  on w ill 
tn k c c a re  to m a k e  th e b rc c c h c s  lo n g e r  th an  th o se  y o u  s e n t  m e l a s t ; 
an d I w o u ld  h a v e  y o u  k e e p  th e m ensure o f  th e  clo a th s  y o u  now  
m a k e  b y  y o u , a n d  i f  a n y  a llcra lio n  is  requ ired  in m y  n e x t ,  ¡1 sh a ll b e  
po in ted  out. M r. C a r y  w ill p n y  y o u r  b ilí, an d

I a m , sir, y o u r  o b ed icn t servan t,
G ‘ >. W a s h i n g t o n .

J\r0tc . — F o r  y o u r  fu rth er g o v c rn m cn t a n d  k n o w le d g e  o f  m y  size,
I  h a v e  se n t th e  e n c lo scd  ; a n d  y o u  m u st o b se rv e  y 1 from  y« eo n t en d  
N o . x a n d  N o . 3  is  y« size  o v e r  y c b rea st a n d  h ip s ;  N o . 2, o v er 
y e  belly  : N o . 4, ro u n d  y *  a rm s : and from  y  b rce ch e s  en d  to N o . a  
is for w a is tb a n d ; tlú ck  o f  yo t h i-h  : c. n p p c r  Im tto n -b o lc; </, k n ce - 
b a n d  : f ,  for le n g lh  o f  b recch cs. T h e re fo re  i f  y o u  ta k e  m en sure o f  a 
person  «>f ab o u t s ix  feet h ig h . o f  th is b ig n e s s , I  think y o u  c a n  t  g o  
am iss. Y o u  m u st ta k e  n o tice  th at e n c lo scd  is y c  e x a c t  size , w ith o u t 
a n y  a llo w a n c e  for sc a m s , & c .  G o . W a s h i n g t o n .

Doubtless i f  we could find W ashington’s liouse- 
hold accounts for the year 1763, we should see 
rccorded therein the receipt o f this “ sute o f 
cloaths.”  with full description o f them, and the price 
paiel there fox. Possiblv they m ay be the very  ones 
spoken o f in Irving’s History o f W ashington, 
where is recorded, am ong the orders sent his Lon- 
don a gen t: “ A  riding-frock o f handsom e drab- 
colored broadcloth, with plain double-gilt buttons, 
a  riding-waistcoat o f superfine scarlct cloth, with
..oíd lace, with buttons like those o f  the coat, and£> ’
a blue surtout coat.”

W h ethcr we can “  put this and that together,”  
and believe them  lo be the same, is o f little consc- 
quence. W e  know that W ashington was always 
scrupulously well attired, and that all his “  super­
fino”  clothes carne from England, and therefore 
we conduele that M r. Lawrence was able to find a 
man “ six feet high, o f correct bigness,”  and one 
“  who wore wcll-made cloaths.”
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J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T .

VACATION ¡s over, and school is in. G ood. M y 
chicks are rested now, and ready to enjoy them- 
selves in new study. But there ’s plenty o f play- 
time, I am  thankful to say, during school-term s; 
the grecn fields don’t turn «hite the moment the 
teacher’s bell rings. N ow , I ’ll tell you about

O B J E C T  C A R D S .

O b j e c t -CARDS are quite the fashion this season 
am ong the children o f  the red school-house. Do 
you know what they are, m y chicks ? N ot being 
ablc to hear your answer distinctly a t  this distance, 
I must take the safe course and tell you. You 
simply fasten any interesting natural object on a 
carel, and write under it, as well as you can, just 
what the object is. Sometim es you ’ ll have to hunt 
up the ñame in a  book, sometimes you ’ ll get it 
frorn father, m other or friend, and oftener you ’ll 
know it yourself; for it is quite likely to be sorae 
object that you have been in the habit o f  seeing 
nearly every day o f  your life. One o f the little girls 
sewed a  spray o f rye on one card, oals on another, 
wheat on another, barley 011 another, buckwheat 
on another, all picked and labeled b y  herself at 
various times, and you ’ve no idea what a  sensation 
they made. Little friends and b ig  were g lad  enough 
to take up these cards and study out the cxact 
differcnccs between them. M any said they then 
noted the distinctive features o f the various grains 
for the first time. A  little boy who went to the 
sea-side brought homo cards with many pretty 
shclls gum m ed upon them , one or two shclls to a 
card. H e had to look in a  w ork on conchology 
befóte he could ñame his specimens. His sister 
made a  fine set o f pressed-leaf cards— maple, oak, 
chcrry, apple, syeamore, elm , becch, and so 011, 
till shc had over a  hundred, representing as m any

different kinds o f tree. One boy had a  set of
butterfly-cards, another o f beetles; but I did n ’t
quite approve o f them. O ne girl had sets o f  bark- 
cards, showing over thirty varieties o f bark (she 
and the trec-leaf girl should go into partnership), 
and another had a  set o f  pine-cone cards— bristling 
things that had to be kept in a roomy box. The 
cones were neatly sliced in half, lengthwise, and 
the flat side was glued to the card.

I cannot begin to tell you half o f the styles o f
object-cards that the children o f the red school- 
house have m ade, and still are m aking. T h e  Little 
Schoolma’am read in the newspaper about a  sort 
o f Progressive object-card that is used in sonie of 
the Belgian and Swedish schools. On one card is 
seen the flax-seed, the flax-blossom, the thread 
made o f flax, and the woven linen. Others show 
the ore o f a m etal placed beside some finished 
article manufactured from the same. In  fact, many 
branches o f natural history and manufactures, as 
you see, can w ell b e  studied b y  m akin g sets of 
object-cards. T h ere  is 110 danger either o f  m aking 
them too simple. T h e  moment any natural object, 
however common, is looked at inquiringly, it be- 
comes interesting.

Now, m y chicks, take a  hint from this. Enter 
our open-air school and begin to m ake object- 
cards. Report to your Jaclc w henever you have 
anything to tell about.

T H E  L I T T L E  S C H O O L M A 'A M S  P IC T U R E .

C’an a an , A u g u s t  51b, 1876. 
D e a r  L i t t l i í  S c ic o o l m a ’ a m  : I  iliin k  I l ia v c  fou n d th e an sw e r 

tn  y o u r  q u estio n  o n  p a g e  6 71 o f  th e  A u g u s t  S t . N i c h o l a s . I t  is S ir  
H u m p h rc y  D a v y ,  an  em in en t ch cm ist, w h o  w a s  b o m  in E n g la n d  in 
1778, a n d  d ied  at  G e n e  v a  in 1829.

A m o n g  th e m ost im p ortan t results o f  h is  o b se rv a tio n s  w e re  the 
deco m po sition  o f  th e  a lk a lis  an d cn rth s, a n d  th e d isc o v e ry  o f  an  cn- 
tirc ly  n ew  c la s s  o f  m etáis. H e  a lso  ren d ered  a  m em o ra b le  s e rv ic e  to 
ch cm istry  b y  h is  p a p e rs  o n  “  O x y m u ria t ic  A c id .”

H o p in g  th a t  tln s an sw e r is c o rrc ct, I  rcm a in  y o u r  friend ,
C .  A .  I ) .

T h e  Little Schoolma’am  thanks C . A . I). and all 
the m her children who have sent answers to her 
question ; but shc wishes to cali attention to an 
important omission in C . A . D .’s letter. W h o  can 
discovcr it ?

P IC K L E S .

S h a r p  things, are n ’t  they?— b u t children usu- 
ally like them , I know. Now, how do  you suppose 
they got their funny ñam e? It ’s very queer, but 
I ’ll tell you how I found out. A  droll-looking oíd 
fcllow, one o f thosc who are always d iggin g out 
things,— from books, I m ean,— sat down with a 
young lad in m y woods the other d ay for a good 
long talk. 1 tell you, I kept m y ears open to 
catch any scrap o f  wlsdom he m ight let fa ll; for, 
since I ’ve  had such a b ig  áre le  o f  listeners, 1 
have to be on the watch, and I know those quiet- 
looking cbaps, with rusty coat and spectácles, know 
a great deai.

W ell, I heard hiña tell the lad that the first man 
who salted and preserved herrings, so as to keep 
them  nlcely, was named Bcukelzoon (Dutch, of 
course, as anybody can see). T his ñame w as short- 
ened to Beukel (sensibly, I ’m sure). N ow , you
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ask some Dutchm an to pronounce that ñame, and 
see how m uch it sounds like Pickle.

A ny way, that ’s where the word carne from,—  
so the wise man said.

O L D  A B E , T H E  W A R  E A G LE  O F  W IS C O N S IN .

W it h  Jack’s pcrmission, m y young friends, I 
have the pleasure o f showing you a  beautiful picture 
o f “ O íd A be, the W ar E agle  o f W isconsin.”  It 
was taken from life on purposc for ST. NlCHOLAS, 
and I can certify that it is a  good likeness o f the 
grand oíd bird as he sits on his perch at the Ccn- 
tennial Exposition. Every boy and girl who goes 
to the great show at Philadelphia is anxious to get 
a  sight o f this famous bird. D uring the late war 
he w ent for three years with the E ighth Regim ent

o f  W isconsin Volunteers through the thickest of 
the fight, sharing in turn their hardships, dangers, 
and victories.

He belongs to the W isconsin regim ent still, and 
though they purchased him for only one bushel of 
corn, no amount o f m oney can buy him now. He 
is named after Abraham  Lincoln; and a Union 
soldier, who is very proud o f his office, has the 
charge o f  him at the Exposition, where Northern- 
crs and Southerners alike admire his beauty and 
bravery.

A  book which is sold at the Centennial tells his 
entire history, from the day on which the Indian 
“  C h icf S k y ”  found him , a  baby eagle, in his nest,

to the present time, when he stands in martial 
dignity and fixes his piercing eyes upon the crowds 
that daily gather to do him honor.

L on g live Oíd A be, and m ay his end be pcace- 
fu l i S i l a s  C r e e n .

T H E  T E R M IT E S .

Y o u r  Jack wishes to thank M ary E . Moore, 
Charley W ., D ., A rthur W eston, W illiam  G ., and 
others for their letters about the termites, in answer 
lo the question in “ Every One to his 'Paste,”  in 
the June St . NlCHOLAS. H e would like to show 
you all o f the notes, but these two must suffice:

M o n tro se , N .  J . ,  M a y  25.
D e a r  J a c k :  T h e  a n ts  y o u  a sk e d  a b o u t  in  th e-J u n c n u m ber, in 

“ E v e r y  O n e  to his T a s t c ,”  are  term ites, o r w h ile  a n ts , a  g e m ís  o f  
in seets o f  th e  o rd e r  n eu ro p tera , a n d  o f  th e  fa m ily  te r m itid a ,  or ter- 
¡n ith u e .  T h e y  liv e  in  g r e a t  co m m u n ities, c h ic d y  in th e  trop ica l 
co u n tries. T h e  term ites th at m ak e  th eir n c s ls  011 th e g ro u n d  m ake 
them  in  a  co n ica l sh a p e , tw e lv e  feet, a n d  e v e n  th irty  feet h igh . in 
g ro u p s lik e  a  little  v illa g c . T h e s e  term ites a r e  u sed  fo r  foo d  in 
A fr ica , a n d  a r e  sa id  to b e  v e r y  g o o d . T h e  fcm ale  is su p p o scd  to 
la y  th iriv -o n c m illions o f  e g g s  in  a  y e a r .— Y o u r s  tru ly ,

G e o r g ií  H . D a i .e .

S a n  L u is  O b isp o , C a l.
D e a r  J a c k - i n - t h e - P i  l p h  : 1 w r ite  10 a n s w e r  y o u r  question  ab o u t 

th e ants. T h e y  belo n g  to th e o rd e r  n eu ro p tera , “  an d are  p o p u la rly  
bu t c rro n c o u s ly  k n o w n  b y  th e ñ am e o f  w h ite  a n ts , b e c a u se  th e y  live 
in v a s t  co lo n ies, and in m a n y  o f  th eir  h a b its  d isp la y  a  re scm b la n c c to 
th e in s cct from  w h ic h  t h e y  ta k e  th eir n a ip e .”  T h e ir  p ro p er ñ am e is 
term ites. “  O n e  g o o d  q u a lity  is , h o w c v c r , a ttr ib u ta b lc  tu  th e tem iites . 
'1‘h e  in sect is e a ta b lc , a n d  e v e n  b y  E u ro p e a n s  is  p ro n o u n ced  to be 
p ec u lia r ly  d e lica te  a n d  w ell-fiavored , so m e th in g  l ik e  s w c e tc n e d  cream . 
T h e  term ites are  p rep ared  for th e  tab le  b y  v a r io u s  m eth o d s, so m e per* 
so n s p o u n d in g  th em  so  as to  form  a  sort o f  soft paste , w h ile  oth ers 
roast them  lik e  co ffc c  b ea n s o r  eh cstn u ts  ”  (W o o d 's  N a tu ra l H istory ).

1 co u ld  tell y o u  a  g re a t  d e a l m ore ab o u t th e m , a s , b esid e s th e book 
I h a v e  q u o ie d  from , w e  h a v e  “  H o in es  w ith o u t H a n d s ,"  b y  th e  sam e 
a u th o r ; b u t a s  y o u  o n ly  a s k e d  for th e  ñ a m e , 1 fear ev e n  th is  is  too 
m u ch .— Y o u r s , G e o r g i e  H a y s .

T O  BE L E A R N E D  BY H E A R T .

H e r e , m y beloved, is som ething which your Jack 
sends you, to be learned by heart. It is onc of 
those easy lessons for beginners that become very 
hard to master as time goes on :

“  Rem em ber that every person, however low, has 
rights and feelings. In all contentions let peace be 
rather your object than triumph. V alué triumpli 
only as the means o f peace.”

A B O U T  T H E  M U D  F IS H .

T h is  letter carne too late lo beshow n to you last 
mouth, but you shall have it now :

D a y ’s  L a n d in g , C a l.
D k a k  J a c k - i n -t h k - P it . i m t : I  th in k  1 ca n  tell y o u  so m e th in g  

ab o u t th at s tra n g e  fish yo u  m en tio n ed  in  th e J t i ly  St . Ñ u t i ó l a s .
It is  n o t e x a c t ly  a fish , th o u g h  it h a s  a  fish -like  form , c o v e rc d  w ith 

s c a lc s ; bu t it h a s  fo u r  little  íc g s  (th a t do  n o t lo o k  v e r y  m u ch  lik e  
le g s  e ith c r), a n d  it b e lo n g s  to a  class ca lle d  b a lr a c h ta ,  o rd er Ir  p í­
d o la . T h e r e  are  th ree  s p c c ic s  k n o w n  : th e y  are  fou n d iu  S o u th  
A m e rica  as  w ell as in  A fr ic a . T h e  S o u th  A m e rica n  s p c c ic s  is ca lled  
th e m u d-fish — lepid osiren  p a r a d o x  a ;  th e  lep id osiren  a n n ec te u s  is 
fou n d in  th e riv er C a m b ia .

H o p in g  th at th is  bit o f  in form ation  w ill b e  o f  som e b en e fit to  m y 
S t . N  [c h o l a s  co u sin s , I  s ig n  m y s e lf  y o u r  s in cere  ad m irer,

M a r t i e  S . D .

Ella T . B . and H enry Finn also send descriptions 
o f the mud-fish, and G corgie Hays, o f  California, 
sends a lo n g  and interesting account, from “ W ood's 
Natural H istory.”
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T H E  L I T T L E  D O G  W I T H  T H E  G R E E N  T A I L .

O n c e  upon  a  tim e, th e re  carne to  th e  tow n  w h ere  all th e  little  d o g s  live, a 
s tra n g e  little  dog , w hose ta il w as o f  a  m o st beau tifu l b r ig h t g re e n  color— so 
v e ry  b r ig h t th a t  it  shone  l ike an em erald . N ow , w hen all th e  o th e r  little 
d o g s  saw  this, th e y  w e re  filled w ith  adm ira tion  a n d  envy, and  th ey  all ran  to 
th e  s tr a n g e  little  d o g  an d  s a id :

“ O h , little  d o g  ! w h a t m alees y o u r tail so beautifu lly  g ree n  ? P ra y  tell 
us, th a t  w e m ay  m ak e  ou rs  g re e n  too, for we never saw  a n y th in g  so  lovely 
in all o u r  lives.”

B u t th e  s trange , little  d o g  lau g h ed  a n d  said  : “ T h e re  a re  m any  th in g s  far

T H E  L I T T L E  D O G S D IG  H O L E S A N D  G E T  IN TO  T H E M .

g re e n e r  th an  m y  tail. T h e re  is th e  g ra s s  dow n in  th e  m eadow  ; g o  an d  ask  
th a t w h a t m ak es it  g reen , an d  p e rh a p s  it will te ll y o u .”

So  all th e  little  d o g s  ran  dow n in to  th e  m eadow  ivhere  th e  g ra s s  w as 
g row ing , a n d  th ey  sa id  : “ O h, g rass, g ra ss  ! w h a t m ak es you  so g re e n  ? 
P ra y  te ll us, th a t  w e  m ay  all g e t  g re e n  ta ils  like the  s tra n g e  little  d o g ’s.”

B u t all th e  little  b lad es  o f g ra s s  sh o o k  th e ir  heads, an d  s a id :  “ W e  can 
tell you  n o th in g  a b o u t th a t. A ll w e know  is, th a t w e w ere  dow n u n d e r th e  
g ro u n d  la s t  w in ter, a n d  th a t  w hen  w e carne up  th is  sp rin g  w e w ere  all g reen . 
Y o u  m ig h t t ry  th a t, a n d  p e rh a p s  it w ould  m ak e  you g re e n  too .”

S o  all th e  little  d o g s  v 'e n t to  w o rk  as  fast a s  th ey  could, a n d  d u g  lióles in 
th e  g ro u n d  ; an d  th en  th e y  g o t  in to  them  an d  covered  them selves up  w ith 
e a rth . B u t v e ry  soon  th ey  found th a t  th ey  could  n o t b r e a th e ; so th ey  w ere  
all ob liged  to  com e up  aga in . A n d  w hen  th e y  looked  a t  each  o ther, they
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saw  to  th e ir  so rrow  th a t  th ey  w ere  n o t g re e n  a t  all, b u t  ju s t  th e  sam e  colors 
th a t th ey  w ere  befo re— som e black, som e brow n, an d  som e spo tted . So  then  
th ey  all w en t a g a in  to  the  s tra n g e  little  dog , a n d  said  :

“ O h , little  dog, little  d o g  ! w e have  b een  to  th e  g rass, and  it h as  no t 
h e lp ed  us a t  all. N ow , do  p lease  te ll u s w h a t m alees y o u r ta il so beautifu lly  
g reen , for w e n e v e r can  be h a p p y  till ou rs  a re  like it."

B u t th e  s tra n g e  little  d o g  on ly  lau g h ed  again , an d  answ ered  : “ M y tail is 
n o t th e  only  g ree n  th in g  in th e  w orld . T h e re  a re  th e  leaves on the  g re a t  
o a k -tre e  ; th e y  a re  very  g reen  indeed. G o an d  a sk  th em  w h a t m alees them  
so, an d  p e rh a p s  th ey  will tell you."

So  all the  little  d o g s  ran  as fast as th ey  could to  th e  g re a t  o ak -tree , and  
called  o u t to  th e  little  leaves : l í O h, little  leaves ! w h a t m akes you so beauti-

T H E  L IT T L E  DOGS T U M B L E  O U T  O F T H E  T R E E .

fully g re e n  ? D o  tell us, th a t we m ay  all g e t  g ree n  tails like th e  s tra n g e  
little  doq;’s .”

B u t th e  little  leaves all sh o o k  th e ir  heads, an d  sa id  : “ W e  k now  n o th in g  
a b o u t th a t. W e  carne o u t o f  o u r  b u d s  la s t sp rin g , an d  th en  w e w e re  very  
palc. B u t w e dan ced  about, an d  th e  m o re  w e d anced  th e  g re e n e r  w e grew . 
P e rh ap s , if you  com e up  h e re  an d  dance, you  will g ro w  g re e n  too .”

S o  all th e  little  d o g s  c lim bed up  th e  tre e  as fast as th e y  could, an d  tried  
to  d ance  a b o u t on th e  b ranches. B u t th ey  w ere  n o t fastened  on like  the 
little  leaves, so th ey  all fell dow n an d  h u r t  them selves v e ry  m uch  ; an d  w hen 
th ey  g o t  up  a n d  looked  a t  each  o ther, th ey  w ere  n o t a n y  g re e n e r  th an  before. 
S o  th en  th e y  all c ried  b itte rly , a n d  th ey  ra n  once  m ore  to  th e  s tra n g e  little 
dog, a n d  said  : “  O h, little  dog , little  d o g  ! w e have  tr ie d  th e  w ay  th a t  the  
leaves to ld  us, a n d  w e h av e  onl y  h u r t  ou rse lves d readfu lly , a n d  have  n o t g o t
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g re e n  a t  all. A n d  now, if you  do  n o t te ll us, w e shall all d ie  o f grief, for we 
n ever can  re s t a g a in  till o u r  ta ils  a re  g re e n .”

B ut the  s tra n g e  little  d o g  only  la u g h e d  m o re  th an  ever, a n d  sa id : “ W h a t 
s tu p id  c re a tu re s  you  are, to  th in k  th a t  th e re  is n o th in g  g re e n  in th e  world 
ex cep t m y tail. T h e re  is th e  S e a ; he is tw e n ty  tim es as  g re e n  as m y tail. 
G o an d  ask  him , an d  h e  will su re ly  tell you  all a b o u t it, for h e  is v e ry  w ise 
a n d  know s e v e ry th in g .”

So  all th e  little  d o g s  ran  as  fast as th ey  could  dow n to  th e  sh o re  ; and  
th e re  w as the  g re a t  h u n g ry  S ea  p row ling  up  an d  down, tw irlin g  his w hite  
m oustaches an d  to ss in g  h is w hite  hair, an d  lo o k in g  very  g re e n  a n d  very

T H E  L IT T L E  DOGS GO  DOW N T O  T H E  S E A .

fierce. T h e  little  d o g s  w ere  very  m uch frigh tened , b u t th ey  took  co u rag e  
w hen  th ey  th o u g h t o f  the  beautifu l g ree n  tail, an d  th ey  said, tre m b lin g :

“ O h, g re a t  S e a  ! th e  s tra n g e  little  d o g  to ld  us th a t  you  w ere  v e ry  w ise 
an d  knew  e v e ry th in g , an d  th a t  you  w ould  tell u s  how  to  m ak e  o u r tails g reen  
like his."

T h e  g re a t  S e a  sm iled  w ickedly, an d  a n sw e re d : “ Oh,  yes, m y ch ild ren , 1 
can tell you. I am  g re e n  m yself, an d  I m ak e  e v e ry th in g  g re e n  th a t  touches 
me. S o  le t  m e ta k e  y o u  in m y a rm s a  m om ent, an d  you  will all becom e 
beau tifu lly  g re e n  ju s t  like  m e .’

So  th e  g r e a t  h u n g ry  S e a  he ld  o u t h is lo n g  g reen  arm s, a n d  b eck o n ed  to 
them  w ith  h is w h ite  h a n d s  ; a n d  th e  p o o r little  d o g s  all sh u t th e ir  eyes an d  
jum pecl in, a n d  in less th an  a  m in u te  th e  S e a  g o b b led  them  all up, so  th a t  n o t 
one w as  left. A n d  th e re  was an  en d  o f  all th e  little  dogs. A n d  th e  s tra n g e  
little  d o g  w e n t back  to  the  p lace h e  carne from , w ith  h is g re e n  tail cu rled  up 
beh ind  him  ; an d  h e  n ever w as  seen  o r h e a rd  o f again .
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Y O U N G  C O N T R I  B U T  O R S ' D E P A R T M E N T .

T H E  T H R E E  G I A N T S .

T h i s  is  a  sto ry  that p a p a  told  u s. H e  sa id  I co u ld  w rite  ¡t o u t for 
t h e  S t .  NiCHOLAS. I f  I  do  n o t tell i t  w ell en o u g h , 1 w ish  th e  L ittle  
S c h o o lm a ’ a m  w o u ld  d o  it , for 1 th in k  it  is a  g o o d  story.

O n c e  th ere  l iv e d  a  g ia n t. H e  w a s  v e r y  b ig , a n d  m a n y  hundred 
v e a rs  o íd . H e  w a s  a  g ia n t  w h o  w a s  n o t c o n tcn tcd  u n less h e  w a s  
fig h lin g . W h e n  h e  w a s  y o u n g  h e  fo u g h t  w ith  a  c l u b ; a s  h e  g rew  
1 ilder, h e  h a d  arm or, a  sw o rd , a n d  a  lan ce . W h e n  g u n s  carn e into 
use, h e  u sed  them . H e  co u ld  h a n d lc  a  ca n n o n  a s  e a s ily  a s  w e  ca n  a 
pocket-p istol.

H e  h a d  tw o  so n s. T h e  o ld e st w a s  v e r y  am b itio u s  a n d  e n te rp r ís in g ; 
t h e o t h e r w a s  o f  a  m ore q u ic t  d isposition . I t  w a s  n o t th e  fashion 
a m o n g  g ia n ts  to le t  th eir ch ild ren  d o  a s  t h e y  ch o sc  w h e n  t h e y  w ere 
o f  ag e . T h e y  w a n te d  to ru le them  a s  lo n g  a s  t h e y  liv ed . T h e  am - 
bitious g ia n t  d id  n o t lik e  th is ; h e  w a n te d  h is  o w n  w a v , a s  is  th e  ca se  
w ith  m o st ch ild re n . H e  co u ld  n o t  ru n  a w a y , b e c a u sc  h e  w a s  so  large. 
T h e r e  w a s  n o  p la c e  in  th e  w o r ld  in  w h ic h  lie  co u ld  h id e  w h ere  the 
o íd  g ia n t  w o u ld  n o t fin d  him . H e  co n c lu d c d  he w o u ld  h a v e  to f ig h t it 
out. H e  tried  to  g c l  h is  b ro th er to jo in  w ith  h im , b u t  he w o u ld  not. 
H e  fo u g h t  a  g r e a t  m a n y  tim es. A t  la st, th e  o íd  g ia n t  g o t  tired o f  i t : 
he th o u g h t, th is s o n  m a d e  h im  s o  m u ch  tro u ble, h e  w o u ld  let him  go. 
T h is  w a s  a b o u t  a  h u n dred  y c a r s  a g o . S in c c  th en  h e  h a s  g ro w n  v e ry  
rich, a n d  h a s  d o n e m a n y  w o n d erfu l th in g s. M e a n w h ile , th e  other 
b ro th er h a s  b ecn  a t  w o rk  ¡11 a  q u ie t  w a y . H e  spen ds th e  m o st o f  his 
tim e w o rk in g  a  farm , u nder th e  d irection  o f  h is  father.

H e re  p a p a  n sk ed  u s i f  w e  co u ld  g u e s s  w h o  th ese  g ia n ts  w ere. H e  
sa id  th e farm  o f  th e  y o u n g e r  g ia n t  w a s  n o t far  a w a y , w h ilc  w ith  the 
o th er w e  w e re  still b ette r  ae q u a in te d . H e  is  so m etim es ca lle d  U n ele
 . T h e n  J n h n n y  g u e sse d  it  w a s  U n e le  S a ín , or th e  U n ite d  States.
'r ite n  I k n c w  th e o th e r  b ro th er w a s  C a ñ a d a , a n d  th at th e  o íd  g ia n t  
w a s  O íd  E n g la n d . T h e n  p a p a  a s k e d  u s w h ic h  w e  th o u g h t w ould  
co m e o u t  líest  a t  th e  cn d . W e  w ere p a trio tic e n o u g h  to  th in k  the 
U n ite d  S ta tes  w o u ld . P a p a  sa id  it  d ep en d ed  m u ch  u p o n  children 
lik e  u s. W h e n  w e  w e re  o id o r  w e  sh o u ld  a l l  h e lp  lea d  th e  g ia n t  m an y 
y e a rs . A . S.

A  H U N D R E D  Y E A R S .

O n e  hundred y e a rs , oh  n o w  w e  see 
T h e  jo y o u s  fru its o f  l ib e r t y !
O n e  h u n dred  ye a rs , an d n o w  w e  stan d 
T h e  p e o p le  o f  a  m ig h ty  la n d !
O u r b o rd e rs w id e , from  E a st  10 W est, 
B e a r  w itn c ss  that th e  cru cial test 
O f  freedom  has n o t  failed .

O u r  c o u n try ’s  ñ am e is n o t u n kn o w n  
In  a rc tic  c h in e s  a n d  d e serts  l o n c ;
B y  p o ets  are  o u r  g lo r ie s  su ng,
In  stra n g e  a s  w e ll as n ativ e  to n g u e ; 
F ro m  m a n y  lan d s sa d  p ilg rim s co m e 
T o  fin d  in  o u rs  a  rest a n d  hoine,
A n d  lib erty  to  all.

A n d  n o w  a  h u n dred  y e a r s  h a v e  passed , 
W e  ’re  y e t  u n va n q u ish ed  to th e l a s t ; 
U n co n q u e re d  s till, an d  still a s  brave 
A s  w h en  o n  lan d , on o cean ’s  w av e,
W e  fou g h t fo r  bornes, for p c a c c  a n d  Invc, 
A n d , tru stin g  in  th e G o d  abo ve.
G a in c d  o u r  g lorio u s cause.

S o  th en  lo  ce lé b rate  o u r  birth,
A n d  s h o w  th e p c o p le s  o f  the carth  
T h e  g re a tn e ss  o f  th e  m ig h ty  land 
W h e r e  ru le a n d  lo v c  g o  h a n d  in  hand, 
W e  a s k  th em  n o w  to co m e an d see 
T h e  c o u n try  «>f th e b ra v e , the frcc,
I11 its  cc n te n n ia l ycar.

W e  g iv e  o u r  w eleo m e u n to  all,
T h e  rich , th e  poor, th e  g re a t  an d s m a ll ; 
A s  w ell to  n ation  o f  an  Iiour 
A s  tinto ro y a l p o m p  a n d  p o w er;
T o  s ilen t p o lcs  a n d  s iin n y  lands,
W h e re  A r a b s  fie rc c  a n d  p ilgrim  b an d s 
C ro s s  th e deserts drear.

C o m e  E n g la n d , “ m c rr ic ”  lan d  o f  oíd, 
M o th e r o f  k in g s  a n d  h e ro e s  b o l d :
C o m e  S c o tla n d , W a le s , and Ire lan d  too, 
A n d  s e e  th e p eop le s p n m g  from y o u ;

A n d  w ith  y o u , F ru n ce, w ho se tu n efu l ñam e 
W o n  from  u s  a ll a  lastin g  fam e,
T h r o u g h  o n e, h e r  ho n o red  son.

W eleo m e, S p a in  ! let o ’e r  th e  p a st  a  veil 
B e  th ro w n , a n d  h u sh ed  lie C u b a ’s  w ail.
B ra ve  P ru s s ia , dear o íd  F ath erlan d ,
W e  g re e t  y o u  w ith  a  c la s p in g  hand.
'I*o y o u  best w ish es, fair Ita lia n  shore,
A n d  to  y o u r  R o m c , o f  p r ic stly  lorc 
T h e  ce n te r a n d  th e hom c.

A n d  n o w , le t  a ll th e  w orld  o h ey  
T h e  su m m o n s w h ic h  w e  g iv e  t o - d a y ;
A n d  in o u r  o w n  b elo v ed  States
L e t  a ll th e  s tru g g le s , strifes a n d  hatos,
W h ich  h a v e  b etw een  th e  S o u th  a n d  N orth  
A s  h ideou s sp e ctcrs  oft c re p t forth , '
B e  b u ried  a n d  forgot.

A n d  so w ith  ch eere d  a n d  tru stin g  hcarts .
W e 'l l  forw ard  g o  a n d  lili th e  parts 
T h a t  ra ise  o u r  c o u n try  h ig h e r  still,
A n d  sh o w  th at c o u ra g e , s tre n g tli, a n d  will 
A lo n e  c a n  m a k c  us g r e a t  a n d  g o o d .
A n d  b o w in g  n o t  to  sh rin es o f  w ood.
B u t  to o u r  n a t io u ’ s  G od . m . w . ,  j r .

C A M P I N G  O U T .

K a k i .y  011c Septem l»er m o rn in g , fath er, m y  h ro th er H u g li,  a  gcn tle- 
nian , and I se t  o u t to  a  little  trou t stream  ab o u t e ig h t  m iles  distan!. 
F a th e r , H u g li,  a n d  I w en t in a  sp rin g  w a g ó n ;  M r. M a c , th e  gen tlc- 
m an , o n  a  h o rse . W e  so o n  g o t  there. F a th e r  a n d  H u g h  set abo u t 
fish in g , w h ile  l  u n h itch e d  a n d  fed  th e h o rse s a n d  u n lo a d cd  th e w ag ó n . 
M r. M a c  sta id  b eh in d  to sh o o t sq u irrels. I w a s  so o n  rca d y  to fish, 
so I too k  m y  ro d  a n d  fished. I  had  fished  a b o u t a n  h o tir  a n d  had 
n o t had  a  b itc , an d w a s n o t g o in g  to  fish  a n y  m ore, w hen I w a s  je rk e d  
into th e w ater. B u t  I je r k e d  too, a n d  I h a d  a  la rg e  tro u t n ca r ly  on 
lan d  w h en  m y  ro d  g re w  v e r y  l ig h t , a n d  I lo ok cd . T h e  tro u t, hook, 
line, a n d  a ll w e re  g o n e , 1 d id  n o t  k n o w  w h crc . B y  th is  tim e it w a s  
tim e to h a v e  so m e d in n er, so  I  w e n t  a n d  g o t  it  rca d y . W e  w e re  all 
v e r y  h n n g ry , a n d  ate  a  g o o d  d eai. M r. M a c  h a d  sh o t so m e squ irrels 
a n d  w ild  p ig e o n s, w h ich  w e  p lu c k e d  a n d  ro asted  on s o in c  stick s. I t  
w a s  n o w  q u ite  d a rk , so  w e  w e n t  to  b ed — H u g h  a n d  I in  th e w a g ó n , 
fa th er a n d  M r. M a c  on th e  g ro u n d  n ea r  th e fire. W e  w e re  u p  w ith 
th e su n , a n d  rc a d y  to fish a g a in ; b u t  o n c  o f  o u r  h o rses h ad  g o t  loosc, 
a n d  so I h a d  to lo o k  for it. A f te r  a  w a lk  o í  a b o u t f iv e  m iles, I  found 
it e a tin g  so m e n ew -m o w n  h a y . I  so o n  ro d c  him  b a c k  to cam p, 
h itch ed  him  u p, a n d  w e  w ere soon on o u r  w a y  h o m c. O u r  g a m e  
am o u n ted  to fifty -tw o  trou t, six  sq u irrels, a n d  tliree w ild  p igeo n s.

r .  M.

T H E  N A U G H T Y  T U R K E Y .

UY A  V E R Y  L IT T L E  GIKL.

O n c e  u p o n  a  tim e, w h e n  th e p ig s  w e r e  sw in c , a n d  th e t tirk cy s  
c h c w c d  to b á ce o , there lived  an  oíd m an , w h o  k e p t  tu rk e y s  an d 
ch ick en s and g e e s c  a n d  d u ck s. O n c  d a y , th e  o íd  m an, w h o  liv e d  in  
a  co tta g e  in  th e c o u n try , told  h is  fo w ls  *hc w a s  g o in g  o ü t  fo r  a  lo n g  
rid e (for h e  k ep t a  h o rse ), a n d  w o u ld  p ro b a b ly  h e  g o n e  a s  lo n g  a s  a 
w e e k . H e  g a v e  th e k e y  o f  th e  h o u se  to th e  ca ro  o f  th e  la rg e st o f  th e  
tu rk eys, a n d  told him  to b e  snre an d n o t lose ¡ t ; a lso  to k c e p  th e fow ls 
in  g o o d  order. T h e  tu rk e y  prom ised, a n d  th e o íd  m an  w en t a w a y .

W h e n  h e  h ad  g o n e , th e  tu rk e y  to  w h o m  so  m u ch  ca re  liad  becn 
in tru sted , s tru tted  a b o u t  th e y a rd  v e r y  p ro u d ly  in d cc d . S a id  h e :

“  N o w  o u r  m aster is  g o n e , a n d  I h a v e  th e c a re  o f  th e  p la c e , I sa y  
l e t ’s  Ita vc so m e fu n .”

“  A ll  r ig h t .”  sa id  th e o th e r  fow ls, ¡11 c h o r u s ;  “ o n ly .w h a t  shall w c  
begin  w ith  ? ”

“  W e ll,”  sa id  S ir  S tru t  ( th a t  w a s  th e b ig  t u r k c y 's  ñ am e), “  w e  w ill 
g o  in to  th e h o u se.”

A c c o rd in g ly , th e y  w en t into th e  h o u se , a n d  d id  a s  fo llo w s : F irst, 
th e y  fou n d th eir w a y  to th e cn p b o ard , w h e re  th e y  g o t  o u t so m e o f  th e  
en tab les and h a d  a  feast. T h e y  n ex t w en t u psta irs a n d  h a d  som e 
g o o d  g am es o f  p la y  ; t h e y  ran  cv e ry w h e re , tu rn ed  e v e r y th in g  topsv- 
tu rv y , c a c k lin g  a n d  c lu c k in g  a t  a  g rea t rate. W h e n  n ig h t  carne, they 
roosted 011 th e  b a c k s  o f  th e  ch airs. A f te r  ab o u t fiv e  d a y s , t h e y  h ad  
ca te n  u p  all th e  g ra in  th e  oíd m an  h ad left for them . S o  t h e y  g ath - 
ered  to g e th e r  to d iscu ss.

“  W e ll,”  sa id  S ir  S tru t (it w a s  th e d a y  b efo re  th e o íd  m an w a s  to
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rc iu m ), “ I  h a v e  n o t th o u g h t o f  it before, b u t  se em s to  m e w e  w ill 
h a v e  an  a w fu l tim e to p u t  th e  h o u se  in  o rd er a g a in .”

“  Y e s ,”  sa id  th e fo w ls ; a n d  in stea d  o f  t ry in g  to e lc a r  u p  th e h o u se 
a s  w ell a s  th e y  co u ld , t h e y  a l l  co m m cn ce d  to  s ig h , a n d  s ig h e d  that 
a n d  th e  n e x t  d a y .

S u d d e n ly , th e  o íd  m an  arrived , m u ch  to th e fow ls alarm . H e  
a s k e d  th e íre m b lin g  S ir  S tru t  fo r  th e  k e y . H e  s io w ly  d re w  it  o u t from 
tm der h is  w in g , a n d  h a n d ed  it to  h is  m aster. T h e  o íd  m an  w a s  sur- 
p rised  a t  th e  b e h a v io r  o f  his fow ls, b u t  so o n  fou n d out th e  ca u se  o f  
th eir a larm  w h en  h e  en tered  th e h o u se. H e  w a s  r ig h t n n g iy  a t  S ir 
S tru t for n o t  b e h a v in g  better, a n d  for p u n ish m cn t p u t  h im  in  a  larg e  
chesrt fo r  an  lio ur. W h e n  h e  w a s  let o u t , h e  b eh a v ed  b e tte r  fo r  the 
fu tu re, a n d  th e  o íd  m an , w ith  h is  t u r k e y s a n d  c h ic k e n s a n d  g e e s e a n d  
d u c k s . liv ed  in  p e a ce  to  th e en d  o f  h is  d a y s . R . H. w .

T H E  H O M E L E S S  C A T .

W h a t  w a s  th a t  ran  a lo n g  b y  th e c a v e s ,
A n d  h id  its c lf  in  th at d a rk e n ed  p la c e ;

T h a t  cro u ch c d  so  lo w , th a t  ran  so  sw ift.
A n d  lo o k ed  so  sa d  in  its  th in , b la ck  fa c e ?

I-fis v o ic e  b ro k e  forth in  a  m ou rn fu l plea,
A s  h e  cro u ch c d  him  a w a y  w h ere  n o n e m ig h t  s e e ; 
A l l  d a y  h e  h id  in  th a t  lo n eso m e p la c e—
H is  searred  o íd  form  a n d  h is  sa d  oíd face.

’ T  w a s  th e o íd  b la ck  c a t  th a t  h a s  n o  lióm e,
T h a t  h id e s  an d trem bles till n ig h t  h a s  com e.
A n d  th en  h e  h u n ts  in  th e h u sh ed -u p  Street,—
N o  s ig h t, n o  so u n d , bu t h is  p o o r  b la c k  feet.

T h e r e  u p  a n d  a lo n g  th e  still, d a rk  w a y  
H e  h u n ts , a n d  h u rrics a ll n ig h t  t ill  th e  d a y ;
S o m etim cs ¡11 th e  cc lla rs  h e  ca tc h e s  a  rat,
A n d  som etim os h e  m ee ts  so m e o th er  lo s t  c a t ;

A n d  so m etim o s h e  m eets a  fa m ily  pet,
W h o se  form  is  k :s t y  w ith  m o rsc ls  sw eet.
P o o r  c a t  w ith  th e sc a rs  a n d  th e to m  o íd  ea rs.
N o  w o n d e r  lie  crc cp s , n o  w o n d e r  h e  fe a r s !

L a s t  n ig h t  in  th e stab les th e h o stlc r  threw  
A  sto n e  a s  h e  p a sse d , a n d  la u g h e d  a t  th e  m ew ,—
T h e  w ild , sa d  m ew , a s  h e  s lu n k  d o w n  th e Street,
] n  th e  co id  a n d  d a rk n e ss , n e w  fo e s to  m cct.

O h , sp e a k  to  him  k in d ly , h is  e y e s  a r e  s o  s a d ;
D o n ’ t  sc a re  him  a w a y , n o  foo d h a s  h e  h a d ;
H e  h a s  n ’t  a  frien d  in  th e co !d , d re a rv  Street,
B u t  g e ts  h iss in g s  a n d  b lo w s  from  a ll h e  m a y  m cct.

U /id cr th e h o u se  is  h is  d a m p , c h il ly  b e d ;
A n d  n o  o n e  w ill c r y  w h en  th e o íd  c a t  i s  dead.
T h e n  sp e a k  to him  k in d ly , a n d  l ic lp  h im , oh d o !
T h e  o íd  c a t  is  h u n g ry . G o d  m a d e  h im  a n d  y o u . j .  h .

T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

M a n y  o f  o u r  rea d ers  w ill s y m p a th iz c  w ith  th e fan cies  n f  D .  h .  M -, 

v .h o  se n d s th e  L e tter-B o x

T H E  G A M E S  I L I K E .

I l ik e  a  ro u s in g  g o m e  o f  b a ll,
N o  m a tter  h o w  b a se  so  i t ' s  p la y c d  w ith  a w ill;

I lik e  “ s h in n y ,”  a n d  m arb les , a n d  “ g e t tin g  a  h a u l,"
A n d  p la y in ’g  a t  soldier, i f  /  lea d  th e drill.

I  lik e  se n d in g  a  k ite  far  u p  o u t o f  s ig h t,
W h e r e  o n ly  th e m an  in  th e m ooti c a n  s e e ;

I lik e  “  p u llin g  h e r in ,”  w ith  m y  w h o lc  m ain  a n d  m ig h t, 
B u t  I d o n 't  l ik e  to g e t  h e r  c a u g h t  fast in  a  tree.

I  l ik e  “  t a g  ”  in  a l l  w ca th e rs , a n d  “ s tu m p in g ”  as w ell—  
T h a t  is i f  th e  fe llo w s a r e  a ll o f  a  s iz e ;

A n d  ju m p in g  o f f  h a y -s ta c k s  ( w ith  n o  o n e  to tell)—
T h a t  is  i f  th e  p itch fo rk  d o n 't  g e t  in  y o u r  ey es.

B u t  b e tte r  than m arb les , k ite , “ s h in n y ,”  o r  h a y ,
A n d  b e tte r  th an  d rillin g  o r  stu m p in g  or ball,

I  l ik e  a  g o o d  ro llicksom e g a m e  o f  croqu et,
W h e n  th e  g irls  w h o  a r e  p la y in g  are  n o t  v e r y  sm all.

I  l ik e  le a p -fro g  a n d  h o p -sc o tc h — g lo rio u s  f u n !
S u m m er a n d  w in ter , sp r in g -tim e  a n d  f a l l ;

A n d  b e tte r  th an  n n y lh in g  u n d er th e  sun 
A r e  s k a t in g  a n d  co a stin g — h u rrah  fo r  th em  a ll!

W e  g o  b a th in g  so m etim es, a n d  h u n tin g  tu rtle -e g g s, w h ic h  are  v e ry  
fu n n y  so ft-shelled  th ings.

T h e r e  a r e  q u a n tities  o f  shells, co rá is, stxt-ancm oncs, star-fish , e tc ., 
o n th e b ea ch . 1 h a v e  an  nqu ariu m  ju s t  l ik e  th e o n e  d e scrib cd  in  the 
F c b ru a ry  S t .  N i c h o l a s ,  o n ly  1 h a v e  cra b s  in  m in e .' W e  h a v e  h ad  
a  g re a t  m a n y  flo w ers b lo o m in g  a ll w in te r  out-doors. T h e r e  h a v e  
b een  b u t  tw o  fro sts P a p a  h a s  a  la rg e  o ra n g e  g r o v e , a n d  in th e 
seaso n  I h a v e  m ore th an  I c a n  ca t. T h e r e  a r e  w ild  g ro v e s  too. all 
aro u n d , w ith  so u r  fruit on a ll thtr tim e. W e  co u ld  w e ll a ffo rd  to 
“  sc ru b  o u r  floors w ith  o ra n g e s ,”  a s  J a c k  te lls  a b o u t.— Y o u r s  lo v in g ly ,

C a r r i e  W . M it c h k i .u

W e  a r e  in d eb ted  to th e c o u rte sy  o f  J . E . D a v is ,  E s q .,  a u th o r  o í 
“ T h e  A n n a ls  o f  W in d s o r ,”  for so m e o f  th e  illu stratio n s to th e p resen  t 
insta llm cnt c f  “  W in d so r  C a s tle .”

S h a d y  S id e, P it ts b u rg h , A u g .  2d.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  T d o  n o t b e lie v e  I  h a v e  e v e r  seen  a  letter 

from  P ittsb u rg h  in th e  L e tte r -B o x , b u t  th is  w il is h o w  y o u  th at th ere  are 
ch ild ren  h e re  w h o  ta k e  a n d  lo v e  y o u . W e  are  a lw a y s  d e lig h te d  w h en  
y o u  co m e  e v e r y  m o n th , a n d  w e  t a k e  tu ra s  in  re a d in g  a n d  lo o k in g  at  
y o u . I a m  s tu d y in g  F rc n c h , a n d  h o p e  I sh a ll soon b e  a b le  to tran s­
ía te  y o u r  sto rics 111 th a t  la n g u a g e . I h a v e  b e e n  to th e C c n te n n ia l, 
an d 1 b e lie ve  I lik e d  E n g la n d 's  d isp la y  in  th e M ain  B u ild in g  b est o f 
a ll. I  a ls  > l ik e d  th a t  o f  F ran co  a n d  R u ss ia  v e ry  m u ch  ind eed .

P ic a s e  p u t  d o w n  m y  ñ am e, a n d  the ñ am es o f  m y  tw o  bro th ers, 
K e n n e d y  a n d  S am u el, a s  B ird-defenders.

LlZZIE B .  MOOKHEAl».
Cohasset.

D f . a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : I  th o u g h t  1 w o u ld  w rite  a n d  tell y o u  about 
a  little  ex h ib itio n  w e  g irls  g o t  u p  a  fe w  m o n th s a g o . W e  sa w  that 
p iece  cn title d  “ Q u e e r  P e o p le ”  in  th e A jir il  n u m b er for 1876, an d 
that, w ith  so m e  o f  th e  an im als in  th e  A p n l  n u m b er for 1875, m u sic , 
and a  few  o th e r  ta b lca u x , m a d e  q u ite  a  n ic e  little  ex h ib itio n .

W e  h a d  ten  c e n ts  ad m issio n , a n d  m a d e  o v e r  s ix  dollars. I t  w en t 
o f f  v e r y  fin e ly , a n d  e v e r y  o n e  se em ed  to l ik e  it. .

I  lik e  th e S t . N i c h o l a s  b ette r  th an  a n y  o th e r  m a g a zm e . G . 1

D a y  lo n a , V o lu s ia  C o .,  F lorida .
D k a r  L i t t l e  S c h o o l m a ’ a m  : W e  liv e  h e re  o n  a  p en ín su la  h a lf  a 

m ile  w id e , w ith  H a lifa x  R iv e r  o n  o n e  sid e  a n d  th e  A t la n tic  011 the 
oth er. W c  are  o n  th e  co a st, o p p o sitc  th e  head  o f  S L  J o h n  s  K iver.

T h e  ñ am e o f  L a u ra  M o s s  w a s  u n in ten tio n ally  o m itted  from  the 
R o ll o f  H on- r in  D ca co n  G re e n ’s  repo rt 011 th e D e c la ra lio n s  o f  In- 
d e p en d en cc, p u b lish ed  in  th e A u g u s t  num ber.

D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s : I  h a v e  en jo y cd  y ó u  v e r y  m u ch , a n d  I sa v  
th at y o u  are  th e best b o y s ’  a n d  g ir ls ’ m a g a z in e  o u t . I  lik e  th e  J a c k  
H a za rd  sto rics a n d  “ T h e  B o y  E m ig r a n t s ”  best, a n d  I s a y  th at i f  the 
b o y s  a n d  g ir ls  h a v e  lo st  A n d c rse n , th e y  n eed  n o t  fre t i f  t h e y  h ave 
tw o  su ch  w rite rs  a s  N o a h  B ro o k s a n d  J . T .  T ro w b r id g e , w h o  w n te  
su ch  e x c c llc n t  sto ries th at o n e  n e v e r  tires o f  re a d in g  them .

C h a r l e s  S . R i c h é .

Ayuntamiento de Madrid
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T h e  fo llo w in g  letters scem  to  s h o w  that, th o u g h  th e  b ird s d cstro y  
g r e a t  n u m b crs o f  in seets, th e  v ic to ry  is  n o t a lw a y s  o n  th eir side. A  
w a sp  or a  b c c  is  a  v e r y  d ifieren t k in d  o f  p r e y  from  a  f ly ,  a n d  a lto g cth e r 
too  fo n n id a b le  a n  e n e m y  fo r  a  sm a ll s in g in g -b ird  to e n g a g e  w ith . 
B u t  it e v e n  a p p c a rs  from  th ese  c a s e s  th a t  th e  in seets a r e  som etim es 
th e a t ta c k in g  p arty .

C o id  S p rin g.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  Y c s t e r d a y  o u r  b ird  w a s  h u n g  o u t  on the 

stoop, a n d  w a s s in g in g  a w a y , w h en  a ll o f  a  su d d en  h e  sto p p ed  an d 
b e g a n  to b e a t  h is  head  a g a in st th e  w ires. W e  to o k  h im  d o w n  and 
fou n d th a t  a  w a sp  h a d  s tu n g  h im  on th e to p  o f  th e  head. A f te r  w e  
h a d  p u t  w a te r  on h is  h e a d , h e  b e g a n  to g e t  better, bu t m a y  n o t live. 
— Y o u r s  tru ly , W . L .  M .

M an d ev ille .
D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s  : I  a m  a  litt le  g ir l tw e lv e  y e a r s  o íd , a n d  I 

d e a r ly  lo v e  y o u r  m ag a zin e . I  w a n t  to te ll y o u  ab o u t a  little  h u m m ing- 
b ird  th at w a s  s t u n g  to d cath  b y  a  bee. 1 w a s  o u t  in  th e g a rd e n  one 
e v e n in g , w h e n  I h e ard  a  b u z z m g  in  th e h o n e y s u c k lc  v in e , a n d  w en t 
to  s e e  w h a t  w a s  th e m atter, w h en  # s a w  a  t in y  little  h u m m in g -b ird  on 
a  b ra n c h , a n d  a  la r g e  b e e  b u z z in g  a n g r ily  a ro u n d  it. I  fn g h le n ed  
t h e  bee a w a y , a n d  too k  th e  b ird  in to  th e  house, w h e re  I  sa w  it had  
b een  s t u n g  b y  th e b ee . 1 tried to r e v iv e  it , bu t it  o n ly  s tru g g le d  a 
few  m in u tes a n d  then  d ie d .— W is h in g  lo n g  life  to S t . N ic h o l a s , 
y o u rs  tru ly , D o l l y  W . K .

C H I L D R E N ’S  C H A I R S  O N E  C E N T U R Y  A G O .

N e w  Y o r k , J u ly  6, 1876.
D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s :  W ill y o u  p ic a se  sh o w  th e ch ild ren  these 

C e n ten n ia l ch airs, w h ic h  M is s D o n lc v y  h a s  d ra w n  fo r  m e “  from  life .”  
T h e y  w c ic  m ad e fo r  tw o  little  fo lk s (bro th er a n d  sister) ju s t  one hun- 
d red  y e a r s  a g o ,  a n d  h a v e  been  in  th e sa m e h o u se  e v e r  sin ce— an  oíd 
s to n c  c o tta g e  still s ta n d in g  in  R o c k la n d  C o u n ty , N e w  Y o r k . Both 
c h a irs  a r e  m a d e  o f  o a k ;  th e y  h a v e  n e v e r  heen v a rn ish ed  or painted ; 
a n d  th e y  a r e  s ta n c h  a n d  s tro n g  to  th is d a y . C h ild ren  o n e  hundred

T h e  o th e r  is th e  fish -h aw k , w h o se  ñam e te lls  y o u  w h a t  h e  p re y s  upon. 
T h e  q u a il is  a  bird  v e r y  m u ch  h u n ted , b u t n a tu rc  h a s  p ro v id e d  him 
w ith  a  g o o d  p a ir  o f  le g s , th a t  h e  c a n  u se  to a d v a n ta g e ; a n d  often 
w h e n  h e  is b a d ly  w o u n d ed  in  th e w in g ,  h e  c a n  e s c a p e  b y  m ea n s o f  
h is  ru n n in g  p o w ers. H e  is o f  a  bro w n  c o lo r , a n d  n o t v e r y  large.

T h e  h u n n n in g -b ird  is  th e  sm a lle st  b ird  1 k n o w  o f. H e  is  u su a lly  
se en  aro u n d  tru m p et-creep ers a n d  sw e e t  flow ers. H e  c a n  b e  shot 
o n ly  w ith  w a ter , a s  th e  sm a llest s h o t  tear h im  to p icces.

T h e  th m sh  is ab o u t th e  sizc  o f  a  ro b in , b u t  o f  a  bro w n  color.
T h e  b lue-b ird  is  th e  first o f  th e  s p rin g . H is  ñ am e te l’s  y o u  his 

h u c. H e  is a  little  sm a llcr  th a n  th e  cat-bird.
T h e  sw a llo w  bu ild s h is  n est in  ch im n ey s  a n d  co rn crs o f  b a m s . 

H is  b a c k  is b la c k , w h ile  h is  breast is  w hite.
T h e  b lack -b ird  l iv e s  in  in a rsliy  places. T h e  fem ale  b ird  is  b la ck  

a ll o ver, a n d  th e  m ale h a s  a  w h ite  breast.
T h e  w iid -d u c k  a ls o  resid e s in  m arsh y  p laces . H e  is a b o u t th e  sizc  

o f  th e  cro w , w ith  a  v e r y  lo n g  n c c k . H is  co lo r is  g ra y .
Y o u r s  tru ly , D . H .

J . P . B . ,  w h o se  in itia ls  are  p lc a s a n tly  fam ilia r  to  readers o f  th e  
R id d lc - B o x , sen d s th a t  d e p artm en t a  v e r y  ¡n g en io u s  “ Q u ad ru p le  
A c ro s t ic .”  I t  is  q u ite  h a rd  to so lv e , h o w c v e r , a s  p u zzles  o f  cq u al 
m erit u su a lly  are, a n d  so  w c  h a v e  co n c lu d e d  to p r in t b o th  acro stic 
a n d  an sw e r here. B y  th is  m ea n s, too, th e  cx c e lle n c e  o f  th e  p u zzle  
w ill b e  seen  a t  o n ce , a n d  m ore c le a r ly  th a n  i f  it w ere  p r iiu c d  in  the 
c u sto m a ry  m an n er a n d  th e  a n s w e r  lie ld  o v e r  for a  m ontli.

Q U A D R U P L E  A C R O S T I C .

(F ill  tw o  b la n k s  in  su ccessio n  w ith  w o rds h a v in g  th e sa ín e  ¡n id al 
a n d  final.)

M y  in itia ls  “ o n e ”  a n d  fin áis “ t w o ”  b e in g  recko n ed,
M y  first t»  all w ill ca li lo  m in d  m y  s e c o n d :
A n d  b o th  t h e -p re s e n t y e a r  w ill o ft  b e  sp o k en ,
A s  e a c h  o f  p a trio tis in  m a y  sta n d  a  tok en .

E a s y  as for th e  c h a t tc r in g  t o ------
Is  it , i 11 th is  fa m e d  w o rd s to  d ra w
In  praise o f  m y  ; b o th  it s  first,
A s  w ell a s  fináis, p ro v in g  —■ —  th at burst
F ro m  lip s  a s  g l ib ly  a s  o n c  a s k s  t h e  .
T o  crcd it  rae  I  ’m  su re  n o n c  w ill refuse,
W h e n  I  a ssert  m y  fin á is  lo yed  th e — -
(F.ven  a s  t h e -------lo v e s  m u sic) from  h is  yo u th .
H is  w a s  a  zea l 110 co u ld  fo rc s ta ll;
Ñ o r , for defeat, l i k e  w o u ld  h e  fall.
N o  to h id e  a t  th e  p o w e r  th at burn ed,
 th e  fo c , w h e n  h e lp , w e  tum ed
A n d , s e c k i n g  ,  fo u n d  d e liv e ra n c e  from  strife.
N o   sc c u rc d  o u r  n atio n ’ s  life .
W ith o u t  ------  h e  stru c k  th e  m ig h ty  blow ,
F ro m  w h ic h  m y  first rcsults— o n c  hu n dred  y e a r s  —  ; 
L e tt in g  a  n ation  on his p ro w ess — -— ,
 in  h e a rt, th o u g h  lik e  a  lam b  in  m ien.

A n s w e r .

C e n t e n n i a l ,  W a s i i  i n g t o n .

y e a r s  a g o , y o u  se e , k n e w  n o th in g  ab o u t sp rin g  se a ts  or fa n e y  rockers. 
A  g o o d  s tro n g  stra ig h t-b a ck cd  a fia ir  w a s  a l l  th e y  w an ted .

U n  la s t  N e w  Y e a r ’ s  E v c , tw o  d e a r  grea t-gra n d e h ild re n  sa t in these 
ch airs befo re  a  lo g-fire  in  th e w id e  o ld -fash io n cd  ch im n cy -p la c c , w hile 
f ifty  o f  th eir au n ts, úneles, a n d  co u sin s  to ld  w ith  d e lig h t  h o w  th e y  too 
h a d  e n jo y c d  th e  sa m e ch a irs  in  th eir c liild h o o d .— Y o u r s  v e r y  tru ly,

G r a n d m o t h e r .

C  — ro—  W  
E  — r—  A 
N — ame—  S 
T  — ru t—  H 
E  — n n u  —  l  
N  - . 1 —  N  
N— earin— (1 
I —  T  

A  — d—  O  
I. —ea— X

c - a —  W  
E  — n igm —  A  
N  — e w —  S 
T  — h n is—  H  
E  — 1—  I 
N  — 00—  N  
N  — eed in —  O
I— m po tcn — T  
A  - g _  O
L  — io—  N

N c w a r k , N . J .
D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s : I  w ish  to  d e scrib e  to  y o u  th e b ird s in  our 

n cig h b o rh o o d . T h e  prin c ip a l birds aro u n d  h ere  are  th e  cat-b ird , 
robín, c h ip p y , w re n , cro w , h a w k , q u a il, h u m m in g -b ird , thrush , blue- 
bird, sw a llo w , b lack -b ird , a n d  w iíd  d u ck .

T h e  cat-b ird . is o f  a  d a rk  g r a y  color, a n d  d e stro y s  a  g re a t  m an y  
cherries.

T h e  robin is  a  v e r y  b eautifu l b ird  ; th e  co lo r o f  h is  b a c k  is  m ottled, 
w h ile  th at o f  h is  b rea st is  a  d u ll red . H e  is  a  litt le  la rg e r  than the 
cat-bird.

T h e  c h ip p y  is  a  v e r y  sm all b ird , o f  a  so rt o f  m o ttled  g r a y  a n d  black . 
I t  la y s  c g g s  s p c c k le d  b ro w n  a n d  w hite.

T h e  w ren  is co n s id c ra b ly  sm a llcr  than *th c c h ip p y , a n d  v e r y  n ea rly  
th e  sa m e color.

T h e  cro w  is  a  la r g e  b ird , w ith  fcath ers o f  a  g lo s s y  j e t  b lack . Y o u  
ca n  u su a lly  s p y  him  in  so m e d is ta n t  co m -fie ld , w h ic h  h e  d e lig h ts  to 
visit.

T h e  h a w k  is  still la rg e r  than th e cro w , o ften  m ea su rin g  th ree  feet 
from  w in g  to w in g . W e  h a v e  a  p a ir  o f  w in g s  m ea su rin g  three feet 
s ix  in ch cs . T h e r e  are  tw o  k m d s  o f  h a w k s  aro u n d  here. T h e  first is 
th e  ch ic k e n -h a w k , w h o  liv es  a lto g e th e r  on c h ick cn s , p ig e o n s , etc.

L o g a n sp o rt, J u ly  i8 th , 1876.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : I a m  o n ly  a  litt le  g ir l , b u t  m am m a s a y s  y o u r  

m a g a zin e  is  p u b lish cd  fo r  litt le  ch ild re n , a n d  I  w a n t  to te ll y o u  a ll 
a b o u t little  D ic k . D ic k  w a s  m y  ca n a ry-b ird , a n d  y c s te r d a y  m orn­
in g  th e  c a t  c a u g h t  h im , a n d  last n ig h t  m am m a fou n d h im  d e a d  in  his 
c a g e . I  cr ie d  w h en  th e  c a t  h u rt h im , a n d  la s t  n ig h t  I cr ied  m y s e lf  
to  sleep . T h is  m o rn in g  w e  p u t  him  in  a  litt le  b o x , lin ed  w ith  pin k  
m erino, a n d  w c  trim m ed  it w ith  g era n iu m  le a v e s  a n d  w h ite  verbenas. 
T h e n  w e  d u g  a  little g r a v e  a n d  p u t  h im  in. M am m a h e lp e d  m e  p lant 
th e  flo w ers 011 it. P a p a  s a y s ,  “  D o n ’ t c r y ,  litt le  d a u g h t e r ; y o u  sh a ll 
h a v e  an o th er b ird .”  B u t  th e  n c w  o n c  w o n t  be D ic k .

I h a v e  no little  sister, o n ly  a  little  b ro th er, a n d  w c  h a v e  tak e n  the 
S t .  N i c h o l a s  for a  lo n g , lo n g  w h ile . I t  b e lo n g s  to  H a d ic ,  a n d  the 
J "o uth 's C o m p a n ion  b e lo n g s  to m e. I  sp o k c  “  T h e  D e a d  D o lí ”  a i  

th e  c lo s in g  o f  sch o o l, a n d  w c  le n t  o u r  b o o k s  to a l l  o u r  little  friends. 
M am m a is  g o in g  to  h a v e  th em  b o u n d  fo r  u s. W e  b u y  them  a t  the 
bo o k-store , a n d  H a d ie  is  g o in g  to g e t  u p  a  c lu b  fo r  th e  n e x t  y e a r . I 
w a n t  y o u  to w ritc  m e a  litt le  v erse  a b o u t  m y  d e a d  bird , then  I ca n  
a lw a y s  h a v e  it.

F ro m  o n e  o f  y o u r  little  rea d ers , M a m i e  R h o a d e s .

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



8o6 T H E  R I D D I . E - B O X .
[ O C T O D E R ,

P rin c eto n , N .  J .
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : I  w a n t  to  a s k  y o u  t w o  th in g s. W i l l  y o u  

o le a s e  a n s w e r  th em  in  th e  L e tte r -B o x  t  .
N o w  fo r  th e  first qu cstio n . H o w  c a n  I  c lea n  d ir ty  c o m s s o  th at 

I ca n  re a d  th em , a n d  k e e p  g o ld  a n d  s i lv e r  co tn s  c lea n  1 A s  I  h a v e  a 
co llectio n  o f  a b o u t  f iv e  h u n d re d  co in s, i t  is  q u ite  im p o rtan t to  k n o w  
h o w  to  h a v e  th em  n ic e  a n d  c le a n  a n d  leg ib le .

A n d  a lso  this— C a n  a  llird -d efcn d cr h a v e  a  c a n a ry  . I  h a v e  a  
c a n a r y , a n d  y e t  a m  a  B ird -d cfen d cr. B u t  a  la d y  s e n t  it  to  m e  a s  a  
p resen t, a n d  o f  co u rsc  I  co u ld  n o t  refu se  it. A n d  i f  1 le t  i t  go frc e  in  
th e  o p e n  a ir , i t  w ill p e n s h  on a c co u n t o f  th e  ch ín ate. S o  d o n  t  >ou 
th in k  1 a m  ju stifia b le  in  k e e p in g  him  ? B u t  I  a m  a fra id  I  a m  w n tin g  
too  m u ch , so  g o o d -b y e , d e a r  S t .  N i c i o l a s — I rem a m , ^ u r s t n d y ,

'  T o  c le a n  ta m is h e d  g o ld , s i lv e r , a n d  c o p p e r  co in s, p ro cu re a  b o x  o f  
“ e lectro  S i l ic o n  ’ ’  a t  a  g r o c e r 's ,  a n d  in ix  a  sm a ll q u a n lity  o f  th e  p o w -  

d e r  w ith  a lco h o l so  a s  to  m a k e  a  th in  p a ste . R u b  th e c o m s  w ith  a  
b ru s h  d ip p c d  in  this, p r e c is e l y  a s  in  c l e a n in g  s ilv e r  w ith  w h it in g , and 
th en  w a sh  in  w a rm  so a p -su d s, a n d  la s t ly  in  c le a n  w a ter . R u b  the 
c o i n s  d r y  w ith  ch am o is-sk in  to  fin ish  th e  w o rk . A n y  o rd .n a ry  stam s 

m a y  b e  readily ' rem o v ed  b y  th is  process.
A  B ird -d efen d er c a n  k e e p  a  ca n a ry .

T h e  fo llo w in g  sto ry  w a s  s e n t  b y  A .  F „ S I . ,  a n d  w a s  w ritte n  b y  h er 

litt le  b ro th e r  j u s t  s ix  y e a r s  o íd :

A  ro a r in g  b u ll w e n t  u p  in  a  tree, a n d  a  m a n  a fte r  h im , a n d  a 
d o g  a f .e r  th e  m an . T h e n  th e b u ll ju m p e d  d o w n  a n d to s s c d  h e  ma 
a n d  th e m a d  d o g  in  th e  air. l h e n  h e  ran  ho m e. W h e n  th e inan 
carne d o w n , h e  ran  a w a y , a n d  th e d o g  ran  in  fro n t o f  th e  m i ^ n d  
th e  m an  trip p e d  o v e r  h u n  a n d  falled  in  a  river, a n d  a  g r e a t  b ig  w h alc  
c a le d  him  a l l  up.

A t la n ta , G a.

D e a r  S t . N i c h o l a s : I  k n o w  a  b o y  w h o  sa víi t h a £ a s  r e o s »  
a r e  fo w ls a n d  n o t bird s, it is  n o t  w ro n g  to  m a k e  th em  h g h t. 1  tm n k  
it  is  b o th  w r o n g  a n d  c ru e l. P ic a s e  g iv c  m e  y o u r  optn .on  o n  th e sub- 
jc c t .  I  h o p e , w h e n  h e  h e ars y o u r  d ecis ió n , h e  w.U be 
b e c o m e  a  B ird-d efen d cr.— Y c r y  tru ly  y o u r s , A  L i t t l l  OIRL.

“  R o o s tc rs  ”  a r e  fo w ls , a n d  fo w ls  a r e  b ird s, a n d  th at b o y  o u g h t  to 

k n o w  better.

A f t e r  th e  p a g e s  o f  J a c k - in -th e -P u lp it  fo r  th is  m o n th  w e re  in  typ e , 
w e  rc c c iv c d  w o rd  from  th e L itt le  S c h o o lm a ’a m  b c g g in g  u s  to s a y  th at 
th e  “  ¡m p o rtan t om issio n  "  to  w h ic h  y o u r  a t le n tio n  is  c a lle d  o n  p .  798 
do es n o t  o c c u r  in  a ll o f  th e  m a n y  n o tes co n ta in in g  a n s w e r s  to  h e r  
q u erics o n  p . 6 71 o f  th e  A u g u s t  n u m ber. T h e  fo llo w in g  b o y s  a n d  
g ir ls  g a v e  th e  “  m issin g  item  ”  in  f u l l : A l l i c  B e rtra m , J .  J o h n so n , 
J a m e s  N .  B c n to n , R o b e r t  L .  G ro e n d y c k e , “ B o b  W h it e ,”  J e n m e  
L o u ise  B ir d , A lfr e d  E .  F o rsta ll, F a n n ie  F o rd , M . M . H o p p in , C arroll 
F-. E d so n , W a ltc r  E . F is h , “  S c ie n t if ic ,"  A .  G . C a m cro n , W ill ie  H a y -  
d o n , E .  A .  L a w , H u m p h re y s  K o rtre c h t, L e n a  J . M o o rc , L o u ise  P . 
R u sse ll, P h ceb e  L o v in g , H e m y  H . H u s s , C h a r le s  H .  H u ll,  A  B . 
R o p c s , M ilfred  R .  B . ,  A lfr e d  A .  W h itm a n , J .  J .  I .a w rc n c e , 1-ra n k  T-. 
D a v is ,  C h a rlic  D a le ,  H ira m  H a th a w a y , J r . ,  a n d  C h a r le s  M . M orris.

H .  M . D .  w is lic s  S t .  N i c h o l a s  to  te ll th e  b o y s  a n d  g ir ls  o f  a  d c- 
l ig h tfu l b o o k  w h ic h  h e  h a s  ju s t  been  rea d in g — "  T h e  L i fe  a n d  T im e s  
o f  S ir  P h il ip  S y d n e y ,”  p u b iish ed  b y  J .  B .  F o r d  &  C o . ,  N e w  Y o rk , 
l i e  s a y s  it  is  so  v e r y  en te rta in in g , a n d  s o  d e a r ly  w ritten , th a t  “ yo u  
th in k  y o u  are  o n ly  h a v in g  a  g o o d  tim e w h e n  in  r e a lity  y o u  a r e  lcarn- 

in g h is t o r y .”  .
H a v in g  perso n al k n o w le d g e  o f  th is  little  w o rk , w e  v e r y  g la d ly  in- 

d o rsc  h ! M . D . ’s  o p in ió n . A  s tu d y  o f  th e  c h a ra c tc r  o f  S ir  Philip  

S y d n c v  w ill s h o w  b o y s  w h a t  is  m o st w o rth y  o f  cm u la lio n , a n d  g irls  
w h a t  to  lo o k  for in  tl.c ir  b o y  friends. Y o u  ca n n o t fo llo w  S ir  P h ilip  in 
e v e r y  w a y , b u t  y o u  ca n  b e  g o o d  and b ra v e  a n d  c o u rtly  to -d a y , b o y s, 
a s  w e ll a s  i f  y o u  w e r e  l iv in g  in  th e lim es o f  Q u e e n  E lizab cth .

M a n y  o f  o u r  b ig  b o y s  a n d  g ir ls  w ill  h a v e  a  tre a t  in  re a d in g  an  
c x c c lle n t  v o lu n te  o f  sto r ics  la te ly  is su e d  b y  R o b c r ts  B ro th ers. I t  is 
w ritten  b y  S u sa n  C o o lid g e , w h o , a s  y o u  a ll k n o w , is  a  frequ en t co n ­
trib u io s  to  S t . N i c h o l a s ; a n d  th o u g h  it s  tu le  is  “ F o r  S u m m er 
A fte m o o n s ,"  it  is  ju s t  a s  g o o d  fo r  O c to b e r  a s  fo r  J u n e . S u san  
C o o lid g e  d o es n ’ t  k n o w  h o w  to b e  d u lk  H e r  b o o k s  are  a s  fresh  and 

b ra c in g  a s  th e  a i r  o f  h e r  o w n  N e w  E n g la n d  hills.

T H E  R I D D L E - B O X .

IN C O M P I . E T E  S E N T E N C E S .

F i l l  th e  first b la n k  w ith  a  ce rta in  w o rd , a n d  th e se c o n d  w ith  th e  
sa m e w o rd  b e h e a d e d  a n d  cu rta iled .

x. T h e  e n g in e e r  m a d e  a  o f  th e  sh ip , a n d  th e  p o e t  w ro te  an
 th e sa m e d a v . a . T h e s e  a r e    fo r  o u r  p u rp o sc . 3 . H e
sh o w e d  m u c h  to  th e  n e e d s  o f  o th ers w h e n  h e  f a c e d  >>= J>eggar
from  b i s  4- T h e  carne to o  - r -  to  d o  hisi w o rk  to-day^  5.
U  ,  th i5  _  th ere  are  m a n y  w o rk s  o f  6. « o w  —  y o u  m e

to  k n o w  m y   ----- .

A  H I D D E N  T O T J K .

E r n g m e n t s  f r o m  a  S c l i o o l - g i r l ’ is D i a r y .

E a c h  c o m p lete  se n te n c c  in c lu d e s  th e  n a m c  o f  a  c ity , o r  to w n , o r

" T ’When^“w c f a 'id c d r S ^ ñ o u r is h e d  l iis  sa b re  n ien d ed  fo r  th e  o cca- 
sion . 2. T h is  c i ty  is  m ore a p t  to  b e  s lig h tc d  th an  pvM -estim oted . 
a H e re  w c  h c a rd  m u sic  o f  w h ic h  ea ch  m o tivo  l in g c rs  in  th e m em o rj. 
í  H e r e  w c  b o u g h t  sa n d w ic h e s  o f  h am  m o st c u n o u s ly  fla vo red . 5- 
H e r e  w e  m et o u r  ú n ele , u n e x p e cte d ly , on s tc p p m g  from  th e  ca rs . 6. Is  
w h ere  w e  a l l  c a u g h t  se ve ro  ca ta rrh  ,n  e n d e a v o rm g  t o j o s e  n o n e  o f  ,h e  
pro sp ect. 7- A  l.a s ty  g la n c c  a t  th e  “ p irrase I r a k ,  a n d  th e n ,s a id  
H c n r ic o : “  L 'o g n e y u n  se rra y  m a n te n o n g  d e  b o n g — e h — sin t i l .  ».
H e r e  M a r ia  b o d g h t  y a r d s  o f  rib b o n , n o t to  m en tio n  g lo v c s  a n d  hand- 
k erch icfs . Q. M  w e  ap p ro a ch ed  th is  p la c e , th e  e le v e m e s s  o f  .o n r  
co u r ic r  J a c o b  le n t  zest to  a ll o u r  en jo y m en t. .0 . W c  m e t  h e r e  a  lad)

o f  ra n k , fo rtu n e , a n d  m o st fasc in a tin g  a p p e a ra n c c . 1 1 .  W e h e r c  fo u n d  
th a t, a s  w c  w e re  e n lire ly  d e p e n d e n t o n  o u r  “  m a n n , h e  im p o s c d  u p o n  
u s  so m etim es. 12. H e re , fo r  tw o  d a y s ,  H . ca rricd  a  s ic k  ro b ín , g e n t ly  
tu c k e d  in to  a  b a sk e t. 13 . H e r e  e v e r y th in g  b a d  e n jo y s  p c rfcc t  nnm u- 
n i lv  14 . T h is  p la c e  p ro v o k e d  th e  fo llo w in g  o r ig in a l rc m a rk  from  
I o n e s : “  T u t ! g a rd e n s  a r e  n o  g r e a t  n o v e l t y ."  1 5 . N e a r  th is  p lace, 
a fte r  a  co llisio n , w e  h c a rd  a  S c o tch m a n  m u tm u r: “ M u n  I  c h e a n g c  
c a rs  a n n y  m air  t  ”  16 . H e r e  a l l  o f  u s  “  w ish e d  to  l iv e  to  b e  m n e ty , 
ro llic k in g  p a r ty  th a t  w e  w e re  1 17 . T o  t ln s  p la c e  w e  w e n t  o v e r  o n  a  
s o e c ia l  train . 18 . H e r e  a l l  w h o  v is it  h a v e  m ee  tim es. 19 . H e r e  w e  
s a w  a  g e n tlc m a n  o f  th e  P .  R - ,  a  g u c s t  w h o s e  c o m p a n y w a s  n o t  an  
a g r c e a b le  acq u isitio n . 20. H e r e  w e  h c a rd  th is  from  a  I' ren c h  t o u n s t : 
“  I  v ill  z e e  L o n d res, d en  z e  res t  o f  z c  V e s t  E n d  a i .  H e r e  w e  h ad 
often  to recall th at th e  G e rm á n  v e r b  to  l iv e  is  “ lcb e n . 22. H e r e  w c  
c n io v e d  a  to u rn am e n t o f  w it , ten  b u rg h e rs  v o c ifc r a u n g  a t  o n ce . 23. 
H e r e  w e  s a w  a  sp le n d id  rev ie w ,— c a v a lr y  w ith o u t  n u m b e r, h n e s ol 
in fan try, a ll th e  d e p a itm e n ts  ¡11 p e rfe c t  co n d iu o n . c o m m id g e .

E A S T ?  M E T A G K A M .

( B Y  A  V E R Y  L I T T L E  G I R L .)

C 11A N G E  ¡n id a l le tte r  o f  a  g ir l’s  n a m c , a n d  fin d  a  t im e ; a g a in , an d 
fin d  a  w o rd  m e a n in g  d e s t in y ;  a g a in ,  a n d  fin d  a n  e n tra n c c ; a g a in , 
a n d  fin d  a n  em o tio n  th a t  y o u  sh o u ld  a v o .d ;  a g a in , c h a n g o  im u a l let­
ter  a n d  f in d  s o m e th in g  w liic h  w e  a ll sh o u ld  d ish k e  d e a r  S t .  N i c i i o l a s  
[Q  j j g  L 1 Z Z 1 E  K I E R N A N .
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C O N S O N A N T  P U Z Z L E .

I n t e r s p b r s b  co n so n an ts in  th e  fo llo w in g  lin c  o f  v o w c ls  (w itho u t 
d isa rra n g in g  th e  o rd er o f  th e  v o w e ls) , so th a t  nine S ta te s  a n d  one 
T c rr ito ry  w ill a p p e a r :

E E E E E A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A A Ü E O A O I A I I I I I I I A .

F . N .  C.

A B B R E V I A T I O N S .

1. B ic h e a d  a n d  cu rta il a  p la in tiv e  p o em , a n d  le a v e  a  p a rt  o f  the 
b o d y . 2. B eh ea d  a n d  cu rta il a  sm a ll fruit, a n d  le a v e  a  q u ic k . sm a rt 
blow . 3. B e h ea d  a n d  cu rta il a  p rec io u s  sto n e , a n d  le a v e  a  do m estic 
anim al. 4. B e h ea d  a n d  cu rta il a  co n iferou s tree, a n d  le a v e  a  p a rt o f  
a  c irc lc . 5. B e h ea d  a n d  cu rta il a  T u r k is h  officer, a n d  le a v e  a  forest 
tree. 6. B e h e a d  a n d  cu rta il a  b ird  u sed  for food, and le a v e  a  pin ch 
w ith  th e n a ils  o r  teeth. 7. B e h e a d  a n d  cu rta il a  m o tiv e  p o w c r , an d 
le a v e  a  b c v e ra g c . 8. B e h ea d  and cu rta il a  co lo r, a n d  le a v e  a  resin o u s 
su b stan cc. p . B e h ea d  a n d  cu rta il a  sm all a n im al, a n d  le a v e  a  num - 
ber. 10. B e h ea d  a n d  cu rta il a  la r g e  b a s k e t  o r  h am per, a n d  le a v e  a 
sm a ll a n im al. i s o l a .

B E H E A D E D  H H Y M E S .

W h v ,  w h a t  a  v e r y  s t r a n g e ------
T o  o fler s te w s a t  s u c h ------
O f  co u rse  c a c h  o n e  m a y  h a v e  h i s ------
B u t  rath er th an  eat m ca t a n d ------
W h ic h  co s ts  so  m u ch , I  ’d  liv e  o n  . X .

E A .S Y  E N I G M A S .

I . — E lG H T  L E T T E R S .

A  BO Y h e ld  a  5 , 6 ,  7, 8  c ió s e  t o  th e  e y e s  o f  m y  w h o le ,  t o  5 , 4 , 2 , 8 
a t  h im  b e t t e r ,  a n d  la u g h e d  to  s e e  h im  3 , 2 ,  1 a n d  1 , 5, 6 , 7, 8.

I I .— E l e v e n  L e t t e r s .

Y o u  find m y  w h o le  in  th e 1 , n ,  3, 5 , 4- H e  k e e p s  a  4 , 6, 3 , 1 1 ,  9  
lo ok o ut, a n d  w h e n  h e  6, 10, 3, a, 5  th e  lea st n o is c  6, 7 , 9 , 4 q u ic k ly  
b ey o n d  y o u r  1 ,  x i ,  3, 5, 8. J. p .  u.

D O ü B I jE  A  O R O  S T I C .

T h e  in it ia ls  a n d  f in á is  g i v e  t h e  ñ a m e s  o f  t w o  p la c e s  w h e r e  b a tt le s  
w e r e  f o u g h t  d u r in g ; th e  R e v o lu t i o n a r y  w a r .

1. A n  In d ian  ch ief. 2. A  m y th o lo g ica l sh ip . 3 . A  s in g in g  bird. 
4. A  p a rt o f  th e  b o d y . 5. A  g a rd e n  v e g e ta b le . 6. A  k in d  o f  brass. 
7. A  d o m e stic  an im al. 8 . A  fo re st tree. i s o l a .

E A .S Y  D I A M O N D  P U Z Z L E .

1. A  c o n s o n a n t . 2. F ro ze n  w a ter . 3. Is  u sed  to  p ro p c l vessels. 
4. A  reptile. 5 . A  co n so n an t. h .  K.

P U Z Z L E .

T h e r e  i s  a  w o r d  o f  s e v e n  le t te r s  w h ic h  s ig n i l i c s  t o  b e  w o r t h y  o f  
d is t in c t io n .  I f  i t  b e  d i v id e d  (w i t h o u t  tr n n s p o s it io n  o f  le t t e r s )  in t o  
t w o  w o r d s  o f  t w o  a n d  f i v e  l e t t e r s  r e s p e c t i v e ly ,  t h e y  s i g n i f y  a  w a n t  o f  
a  H o u s e h o ld  c o n v e n ic n c e  a n d  o rn a m e n t .  I f  d i v id e d  in to  w o r d s  o f  
th r c c  a n d  f o u r  le t te r s  r e s p e c t iv e ly ,  t h e y  s i g n i f y  in c a p a c i t y .

L . w .  h .

C R O S S - W O R D  E N I G M A .

M y  first is  in  ic e , b u t  n o t  in  s n o w ;
M y  sc co n d  is  in  a s h , b u t  n o t in  p in c ;

M y  tliird  is in  sa il, bu t n o t  in  r o w ;
M y  fou rth  is  in  d r in k , b u t  n o t in  w in e ;

M y  f ifth  is  in  e v il , b u t  n o t in  w r o n g :
M y  s ixth  is  in  like , b u t  n o t in  sa m e ;

M y  se ve n th  is in  tu n e , b u t  n o t in  s o n g :
M y  w h o le  is  a  v e r y  p r e t ty  n am c. a . b.

S  Y  N C O  P  A T I  ON.S.

1. S y n c o p a t e  a  trop ica l p la n t , a n d  le a v e  a  b c v c ra g e . 2 . S y n c o p a tc  
a  rc la tiv c , a n d  le a v e  an  in scct. 3. S y n c o p a te  a  nsh, a n d  le a v e  a 
c o v e r in g  fo r  th e  h e ad . 4. S y n c o p a tc  a n  artic le  o f  c lo th in g , a n d  le a v e  
an  an im al. 5 . S y n c o p a te  an  a n im al, a n d  le a v e  a  d w e llin g . 6. S y n ­
co p a tc  a  m etal, a n d  le a v e  a  b o y . 7. S y n c o p a te  an  e x c u se , a n d  leav e 
a  v eg eta b le . 8. S y n c o p a te  a  p la n t, a n d  leav e  a  co lo r. 9. S yn co p ate  
a  f lo w er, a n d  le a v e  a n  anim al. 10. S y n c o p a tc  a  p o n d ero u s volu nte, 
a n d  lc a v c  a  p a rt  o f  th e  b o d y . i s o l a .

E A S Y  C I T A R A D E .

I  A M  a  w o rd  o f  th rcc  sy lla b le s . M y  first a n d  scco n d  u nited  form  a  
k itc h en  utensil. M y  th ird  is  a  to y , a n d  is  u se d  in  th e a rm y . M y  
w h o le  is  a  fash io n ab le  en tertain m en t. R. r.

C O N N E C T E D  D I A M O N D S .

F i r s t  d iam o n d  : 1 . In  a  store. 2. A  card. 3. T o  frig h te n . 4. A  
tim e. 5. In  a  m u scu m . _

S c co n d  d ia m o n d : 1 . I n  a  c ircu s. 2. Jíeforc. 3. L o m m o n  Dirüs. 
4. A n  an im al. 5 . I n  a  d w ellin g -h o u sc .

C e n trá is  c u n n e c tc d : U g l y  th in g s  so m etim es fo u n d  111 fields.
c .  D.

S Q U A R E - W O R D .

1. A  PR E C IO U S  sto n e. 2. A n  e v e rg re e n  tree. 3. A  g ir l’s  nam c. 4. 
A  h e a v y  m etal. i s o l a .

R I D D L E .

A n  in terjectio n  ; v o w e l s o u n d ;
A n o th e r  c x c la m a tio n ;

A  g a m e o f  c a r d s ; v e r b ; r e la t iv o ;
A  ru ler  o f  a  n ation  ;

A n d ,  ly in g  s n u g  w ith in  them  all,
A  little p rep osition

T h a t ' s  n e v e r  o u t  w h e n  la w y c r s  rcad 
A  le a m e d  d ep o sitio n . _

T h e s e  e ig h t  I  find w ith in  a  w o rd,
N o t  m o v in g  c ’ c n  a  lc t tc r ;

T h o u g h  u s in g  c a c h  o ft  a s  I  p icase,
T o  m a k e  m y  r id d le  better.

S o . in  th e  n e x t ,  I  find a  sou nd 
T h a t  o ft  le a d s  to th e  rig h t. s ir;

F o llo w cd  b y  th a t  w h ic h  to th e hcart 
O f  lo v e r  g iv e s  d e lig h t, sir.

A n d  th en  a  little  a d ve rb , q u ite  
A s  harm less a s  a  d a is v ;

B e s id e s , a n  a n im a l w h ic h  oft 
I s  s tu p id  d eem ed , a n d  lazy.

N o w  p u t  th e tw o  d o w n  sid e  b y  side,
W ith o u t  a sh a d e o f  m ix tu r e ;

Y o u  ’ ll fin d  a  so m e th in g  b ro u g h t  to  niind
Q u ite  c lc a r ly  in  th is  p ictu rc. j o f i . s.
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G E O M E T K I C A L  T R A N S i 'O S I T I O N S .

A  N e w  P u z z l e  f o r  O l d e r  B o y s  a n d  G i r l s .

(T ra n sp o so  w h a t  ¡s  cx p rc s sc d  b y  e a c h  f ig u re  in to  a  s in g lo  w o rd  w h ic h  w ill  a n s w e r  to  th e  d e fin id o r. g iv e n  b e n e a th  U tc fig u re . T h u s : the 
f irs t  fig u ro  rep resen ts “ tria n g le  o n  Q  U  D , "  w h ic h  c a n  h e  tran sp o sed  in to  g r a n d ilo q u e n t  )

T o  fe ig n  ig n o ra n ce . A  n h isto rie  river.

P o m p o  u s.

A n  ir re g u la r  c ry sta l. W ith  deliberation.
J. P. B.

D iv c r t in g .
W aitin g -tim cs.P e r ta in in g  to  th e circus. A  g ir l ’s  líam e.

A N S W F .R S  T O  P U Z Z L E S  I N  S E P T E M B E R  N U M B E R .

T r a n s p o s i t i o n s .— i .  T u rn in g , m a h g n . 2. S tra y , tra ys . 3. A b o d e , 
ad o b e. 4. K e e n , k n e c . 5- In k *. *¡n k - s k ,n - 6- S tatem cn t, tc s ta m e n t 
7. D isp ro v e , p ro vid es. 8. B eset, b ce ts . 9. P h ra se , se rap h . to .  b in ó te, 
tom es, m otes, n .  S erv es , S c v re s , verses, se ve rs . 12 . T r a c e ,  cra te .^  

R e b u s .— “  M a n  lo o k s  before a n d  a fter, a n d  s ig h s  for w h a t  is n o t  
E n i g m a .— B altim ore.
R e m a i n d e r s .— F lorida

T r i  — F —  les 
M o  — L — ded 
T h r — O — u gh 
C a r  — R —  cts 
L a b  — I—  a is  
T r i  — D — cn t 
G re  — A —  ter

D o u b l e  C r o s s -w o r d  E n i g m a .— T h e  L e tte r -B o x , T h e  R id d le-B o x. 
W o r d - S q u a r e .—  c h a k t

HONOR
a  k  n i  e
N O  I S E  
T  R  E  E  S

R lD D LE .— B o x .
E x c e p t i o n s .— X. A lb u m , alu m . 2. B o y ,  b y . 3. W re a th , w rath. 

4 . R o m á n , roan. 5. H o rs e , h o sc. 6. R o s e , roe. 7.  T a b le ,  tale. 
D o u b l e  D i a g o n a l  P u z z l e . — B ird ’ s  n est, S aü sn ed .

B l u e b  i r d S 
b I l o c u l A r  
b a R r i s T e r  
h o o U w I n k s
B L E S S l N G S  

b l u F f N e s s  
I* R I C E  I. E  S S 

M  E  C  H  A  N  I S  T  
D e p e n d e n T

B e h e a d e d  R h y m e s .— C ra ft, raft, a ft. S b a rk , h a rk , a rk . S p ill, 
p ill, ¡11. B lo w , lo w , o w (e ) . C h a rm , h a rm , arm .

I l l u s t r a t e d  P r o v e r b .— F o rew a m e d , forcarm cd.
A n a g r a m s .— 1. A d m in istrato rs. 2. A g re e m cn ts . 3. P en s ió n . 4. 

A p p re n tice . 5 . P en sió n . 6. M o rtg a g e .
P i c t u r e  P u z z l e .— “ O w c  n o th in g , b e  b eh in d h an d  m  n o tm n g , a n a  

b e  on tim e.”  .
H o u r -G l a s s  P u z z l e .— T id al, L a d le , O rder.

t  R o  L  L 
I R A  

D 
L E A  

E  R R O L

D o u b l e  A c r o s t i c .— D elig h tfu l S t. N ich o la s .
D  — elic iou —  S 
E  — leg a n —  T  
L  — in d e—  N  
I — g n is  F a tu — I 
G  — alli—  C  
H  — a s h e e s—  H  
T  — oront—  O 
F  — in g a —  L  
U  — m brell—  A  
L — u m inou—  S

D o u b l e  D i a m o n d  P u z z l e .—
o

E M U  
B A N K S  

D  E  R  I  D E D  
D E B U T  

D  V E
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ch ie f; mother said so, too, only the other day,”  re- 
plicd his sister. “  Little Beata never did a single 
tliing to plague yon ; she never even said a cross 
word to you.”

“  N ot done anything to plague me 1” said the 
V ikin g. “ D id n ’t she stand down in the yai-d 
under the b ig  geranium  in the flower pot, when I 
carne and fastened m y wooden horse there ? Don’t 
you suppose I saw hoxv she pushed the horse so 
that he fell down and broke his left hind leg ?  If I

and that she m ight not be wet when it rained or 
dew fell, her b ig  friend laid a green grassy turf 
over her. T h ere  little Beata had to sit alone, but 
it was no great hardship, for she had her cloak, 
which she could put on at evening when it grew 
coid, and a  sugar-eake on a little mound beside her, 
and the roses sm elt sweet about her. T hen  big 
Beata bade her good-bye and good-night, and told 
her to be quiet, and to be sure not to stir out, for 
fear V igg o  V iking should set eyes on h e r ; b ig  Beata

L IT T L E  B E A T A  HO LIJS  H E R  U F A R  F R IE N D  UP.

did m y duty I should cut off her head,”  said the 
V iking, trying the edge o f his little axe with his 
finger.

“  O h ! you really are a  dreadful boy,”  cried 
Beata, “  but I shall contrivc to hide little Beata so 
snugly that you can never set your bloody hands 
on her. Y o u  m ay trust me for that.”

T hen  she went straight to her little friend and 
told her with great distress what a  wicked villain 
V igg o  was, and that he m eant to murder her, and 
that she, b ig  Beata, dared not keep her in the 
house another day. “  B ut I know where I ’ll hide 
you. so that he never can find you.”

She took the little one and went across the field 
to a  great pile o f stones. On the top o f this grew 
a  briar rose in full bloom , the flowers drooping to 
the ground on all sides. It formed a  sweet-smell- 
ing little bower o f groen twigs, and there little 
Beata was to live securely, sitting on a  grassy couch ;

promised most faithfully to visit her next m orning to 
sce how she had slept and how she was getting on.

Next m orning Beata only stopped to wash her 
little face before she ran to her friend; she hardly 
took time to braid her hair. She was very much 
afraid that little Beata had lain awake and been 
frightened, because she was alone in her leafy hut 
at night. Beata hurried as fast as she could and 
reached the bush quite breathless and exhausted. 
But imagine her horror! Outside the bower lay 
little Beata, her head was chopped off and lay at 
her feet. V iggo  V ik in g  was the guilty one, as 
Beata but too plainly saw ; for he had left his little 
axe behind him  on the heap o f stones. B ig  Beata 
had never been so wretched in the whole course of 
her existence. She burst into tears, snatched up 
her little friend and kissed her again and again. 
T hen  she dug a grave beneath the briar rose and 
laid her in it. She set her head 011 her shoulders
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I N  T H E  P O N D  A N D  O N  T H E  M A R S H .

tered her r r  gTaSSy tUrf which had sheb
t W  6 , y and 'Íghtly 0ver her- A nd

W h o  u w  Vly and ,nournf"Uy homc. 
n(. J  °  would be her best friend now? who would 
never have any will but hers?
and who would stand godm other 
to her first daughter, when she 
grew  b ig  ?

[ N o v e m b e r ,

swam away over the marsh so fast that it left a 
w a k e m  the water behind it, and then suddenly it 
dived down under the water and disappeared 

Beata stood gazing at the water, watching for it

C h a p t e r  II.

THE FLOATINO ISI.AND.

Be a t a  had now grown two 
whole years bigger, but she had 
never found a dolí to equal little 
Beata. None were so good and 
obedient, and none so neat and 
pretty— all her dolls were too 
rosy-cheeked, or else they had 
no idea o f  dressing thenrselves 
properly ¡ they were all stiff and 
unnatural when they tried to 
move their arms or legs, and it 
was almost useless to try to have 
any conversation with them.
T h ey  were like the dolls in a 
story she had read, whose moth- 
crs had to wlrip them every 
M onday morning to keep them 
good through the week. But 
Beata had a lovely doll-house 
now, with chairs and tables and 
a chest o f drawers in one córner.

It was Saturday, and on Sun- 
day Beata expected her friends 
Alarie and Louise to malee her 
a visit, so she wanted to make 
the baby-house ¡ook as pretty 
as possible. A ll the furniture 
was set in order, and juniper and 
yellow dandelions were strewn
on the (loor; but still she needed a  few trilles to set 
on the chest o f drawers.

Beata knew what she would do. She remem- 
bered seeing on the hill behind the house the love- 
■est little snail shells imaginable, round and smooth,

lnnd i° ^ ,!V|t yC" ° 'V and bro'vn- T h ey  would 
iooksplend,diyon the chest o f drawers, ifsh e  could

She ran f ST e ^  ^  “ y  S" aÍ'S ¡"  lhcm - 
\  , Sp0t and crePt about am ong the

hazel bushes and under the walnut trees on the hill 
a n d fo u n d e m p ty  snail shells by  the dozen. But 
the best o f  all was, that she heard a  bird cry out

out'hoí n f U d° WnÍn thC m arsh; she peepedout between the green branches and saw a big, big

w h í r r m,ngi there ; ¡t had a ,on& bluc ne<* and 
breast’ but lts back  was bright black. It

T H E  M O N D A V  M O R N IN G  W H IP P IN G . 

to come up againj but she ^  ^

no bird carne. She began to be afraid that the 
dear thing was drowned; then she saw it pop up 
far away, almost m idway out in the water. It beat

u Z T  T ' r  tHat grCat rÍn^  spread ar°und 
¡ wider and wider on the smooth surface. Then

! | S'Vam aga"?’  f y  s,lüu'l>'- toward a wee little green 
sland, which lay there. W hen it reached the 

island, ,t  stretched ,ts neck in the air and Iooked 
about ,n every direction, and then crept into the 
tail reeds which ovcrhung the edge. Beata stood 
and Iooked at the beautiful little island; it was 
lovely and small, and oval in shapc, with tiny bays 
runm ng into it here and there. There were ozier 
bushes on the grass in spots, and at one end grew 
a  slender white birch. Beata thought she had
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never seen anything so charm ing as this little green 
island out on the smooth, darle water.

A t  last the evening breeze began to blow and to 
ripple the water. Then Beata knew that she must 
hurry h o m e; she stooped to pick up a  few more 
snail shells to give to Marie and Louise, fór there 
were some right at her fee t; she looked up again 
and peered through the bushes to bid the island 
good-night— only faney ! the little green island 
was gone ! She could not believe her own e ye s; 
she thought that she must have moved without 
knowing it, so that the bushes hid the island from 
h e r ; but no, she was in the self-same spot. She 
thought o f mermaids and fairies and ran up the hill 
as fast as she could. But when she reached the 
top she looked around again. She was even more 
astonished than before, for now she caught sight of 
the little green island, but far from the place where 
she first saw i t ; it was sailing slowly across the 
marsh in the southerly breeze, and the little white 
birch was the sail.

A s  soon as Beata reached home she told A nne, 
the nurse, w hat she had seen. A nn e knew the 
floating island w ell; it had been in the marsh for 
m any a  year. E very  year a  loon built her nest 
there, and A nn e had her own opinión, both about 
the loon and the island; but when Beata teased to 
know  more, oíd Anne only shook her h ead ; for she 
was not one to tell all that she knew. A t  last she 
yielded, and said that i f  any one stands on the 
floating island, and takes the loon’s e g g  from the 
nest for a  m om ent, and wishes som ething, it will 
surely come to pass, i f  the loon does not forsake 
her nest, but hatches the e g g  in peace.

“  I f  the loon sits on her nest till Autum n, even 
if you wished to becom e an E nglish princess, it 
will certainly happen,”  said oíd A nn e. “  But there 
is one thing more to be remembered. T h at you 
must not say  a  single word about it to any living 
creature. ”

“ N ot even to your father and m other?”  asked 
Beata.

“ N o ,”  answered A nne, “ ñor to any mother’s 
son or daughter.”

Beata thought o f nothing but the island the whole 
evening, and when she fell asleep she dreamed of 
nothing else all night.

A s  soon as she was up in the morning, she 
begged h er father very prettily to row Marie and 
Louise and herself out to the floating island when 
they carne that afternoon, and he promised to do 
so. But he also asked what made her think o f it, 
and what she wanted to do there. A t  first she 
was goin g to tell him a ll; but she remembered 
A n n e ’s words, and did not tell him  all, but only 
that she longed to g o  there, because the little green 
island looked so cunning.

“ Y e s, it is pretty, and you shall see a  loon’s 
nest there too,”  said her father, stroking her brown 
hair.

Beata grew quite red in the face and tears carne 
into her e y e s ; for she knew about the loon’s nest 
very well, and felt that she had deceived her father, 
and that she had never done before.

In the afternoon her father took the three little 
girls to the marsh.

T h e  water was calm, dark and b rig h t; the pine 
wood on one shore and the green hill on the other 
were reflected upside down in it. Here and there 
were broad green leaves, and big, shining white 
marsh flowers, swimm ing on the dark water. 
Beata’s friends thought it was the rnost delightful 
sight in the world, and begged her father to stop and 
fish up some o f the Iovely flowers for them. But 
Beata only longed for the floating island.

There it lay in the midst o f the marsh, and 
when they approached it it looked as i f  there were 
two small islands, one above and one below the 
water, the last almost more beautiful than the first. 
T h e  father rowed cióse up to it and around it, and 
when they carne to the other side the loon jumped 
suddenly out o f the rushes into the water and 
dived down.

“  Here is the loon ’s nest,”  said the father, and 
steered the raft that way.

T h e  girls bent over the raft while the father held 
them, one b y  one, and they were indeed d elighted; 
the nest was right on one córner o f the island, 
am ong the grass, and on the bottom o f it lay two 
b ig  grayish-brown eggs with black spots, bigger 
than any goose-egg.

M arie and Louise shouted and laughed, but 
Beata was very still and shy. She begged her 
father to let her stand on the island, only for one 
minute and take one o f  the loon ’s eggs in her 
hand, “  so that she could see it better,”  she said.

H er father would not refuse, lifted her in his 
arms and placed her on the floating turf, but told 
her that she must only touch the e g g  with her fin- 
ger tips, for else the bird would know that some 
one had meddled with it and would never hatch 
the young one out.

So there stood Beata at last on the green floating 
island ! and she grew palé with excitement as she 
stooped to pick up the grayish-brown egg . She 
took it between two fingers. Now she could have 
whatever she chose! W h at do you think she 
wished? T o  becom e an English princess? No, 
she knew som ething much better than th a t; her 
lips moved and she murmured so ftly:

“ 7  wish that little Beata w as safe a n d  sound, 
an d  s illin g  under the briar rose again  /”

But just at that moment the loon rose up cióse 
by  h e r ; and when she saw Beata standing by her
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nest with an e g g  in her hand, she gave such a 
shrill, shrill scream , that, in her alarm , Beata 
dropped the egg. It fell into the nest right upon 
the other, and— crash 1 they both broke in two, so 
that the yokes spirted out.

Beata stood petrified, with the right hand, which 
had held the e gg, still upraised, until her father 
¡ifted her on to the raft again. Then the tears

gushed from her eyes and she told him the whole 
sto ry ; but she promised faithfully that it should 
be the last time, as it was the first, that she would 
be so naughty a  girl. H er father said that that 
was a  good resolve, which he hoped she would 
always keep, and then he rowed them to shore.

But the loon forsook her nest from that time forth, 
and the green island has grown fast to the land.

T H E  “ M I S S  M U F F E T T ” S E R I E S  

(N o . V .)

L i t t l e  Dutch Gretchen sat in the kitchen, 
Eating some nice sauerkraut,

W hen the little dog Schneider 
Carne and sat down beside her,

A n d  little D utch Gretchen went out.
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who thought that i f  such a green youth as Joe 
with an oíd flint-lock, could bag  wild ducks at Bass 
Cove, surely he, A ugustas the sportsman, with his 
fine double-barreled fowling-piece and modern ac- 
couterments, must have great success there and 
astonistí the natives at their own gam e H e named 
an early day for his visit, and already imagined 
him self shooting ducks by  the dozen „

“  ’A rly  in the mornin’ ’s the best time for era, 
said Joe, who accordingly advised him to come 
down the evening before, and stop overmght.

T o  this Mr. Bonwig agreed, and walked away in 
fine spirits, with his hat on one side, swinging h.s
cañe, and puffing his jau nty  cigar T hen  havin 
sold his ducks for a good pnce, and bought a  new 
fur cap for W in ter wear, and a  glass o f ve iy  small 
bcer for immediate consumption, and a rattle tor 
the baby, and a paper o f brown sugar for the 
family, all with the duck m oney, youn g JoeAurned 
about and drove home, with a  pretty good handful 
o f small change still jingling in his pocket.

One evening, not long after, the stage-coach 
rolled up to oíd Joe’s door at the Cove, and a  stout 
sporting gentleman got down over the wheel from 
the top, and jum ped to the ground. It was Mr. 
Augustus Bonwig, looking plumper than ever, in 
his short hunting-jacket, and handsomer than evei, 
to young Joe’s fancy, in his m agm ficent lnintmg- 
boots (red-topped, trousers tucked into them ), and 
with the fine double-barreled gun he carried.

“  O h, a’nt that -------! ”  exclaim ed Joe, poising
the "un . H e did not say what—  no word m  the 
language seemed adequate to express the admira- 
tion and delight with which he regardcd the beau­
tiful fowling-piece. “  A nd what boots them  are for 
wet walkin’ ! A nd ha’nt you got the splendidest 
gam e-bag, though ! A n d  what a huntin -cap ! -  
it don’t  seem as though a  man could  miss a. bird, 
that wore such a cap as th a t ! Com e in ,”  said Joe, 
his rcspect for Mr. Bonwig grcatly increased, now 
that he had seen him  in such noble sporting rig.
“  Father ’s to home. A nd I ’ ll show you our guns 
— old-fashioned queen’s-arms, both on ’em .”

“  Bless m y h e a r t !”  said Augustus, smiling.
“  W ell, now, I am  surprised ! Y o u  don’t mean 
to say you shoot ducks with those things? W ell,

w e ll!  I a m ! ”
“ M y boy there,”  said oíd Joe, filling his pipe 

and cocking his eye proudly at the youngster, 
“  he ’d  shoot ducks with ’most anything, I believe. 
H e ’d  bring ’em down with a  hoe-handle, n  he 
could n ’t git holt o’ nothin’ clse. H e ’s got a knack, 
s ir ; it ’s all in havin’ a  knack.”  A nd oíd Joe, who 
had been standing with his back to the fire, turne 
about and stooped to pick up a  sm all live coal with 
the tongs. “ T h en  ag’in,” - h e  pressed the coal

into the bowl of his pipe, and took a puff, 
“ ducks is ” — puff, puff— “  puty plenty,’ - p u f f , -  
“  and puty tame on this here coast, about now.
A n d  the oíd man, having lighted his pipe, and re- 
placed the tongs in the chimney-corner, stepped 
aside, to make room for his wife.

Mrs. Joe swung out the old-fashioned crane, 
hung the tea-kettle on one o f the hooks, and swung 
it back again over the fire. T h en  she greased the 
iron spidcr, placed it on the coals, and made othu
preparations for supper.

“  Sed down, sed down,”  said oíd Joe; and Mr. 
Bonwig sat down. A nd the children crowded 
around him, to admire his watch-chain and h.s 
red-topped boots. A n d  the am.able Augustus, 
who had come prepared for such emcrgencies, 
pulled out o f  one pocket one kind o f candy, and 
another kind out o f another pocket, and still a 
third variety from a third receptado and so on 
for his hunting-suit seemed to be literally lincd 
with pockets, and all his pockets to contain more 
or less o f those celebrated sweetmcats so well and 
so favorably known to the good boys and girls in 
town. A n d  Mr. Bonw ig was plcased tp obseive 
that hum an nature was the same everywhere ; 
country boys and girls were like city boys and 
girls, in one respect at least— all liked candy.
°  “  O, a’nt it good !”  said M aggie.

“ Prim e! I tell y e ! ”  said Joe, who had his

share, o f course.
“  Goodie, good ! ”  said Molly.
“  G oo, goo ! ”  crowed the baby.
“  O h, m y ! ”  said Tottie.
A n d  they all sucked and crunched, with cheeks 

sticking out and eyes glistcning, just like so many 
children in town, for all the world. A nd Augustus 
was happy, thinking just then, I imagine, o f three 
or four plump little darlings at home, o f whom he 
was very fond, and whom he never left for a  single 
night, if he could help it, unless it was to go on 
some such glorious hunting frolic as this.

It was a  poor man’s kitchen. I don t think theie 
was a  carpet or a  table-napkin in the house; the 
ceiling was low, the windows were small, the watt 
smoky, and everything was as pla.n and old-fash­
ioned as could be. B u t Mr. Bonwig, mee gentle­
man as he was, appeared delighted. H e  pnded 
him self on his sportsmanlike habits, and so the 
rougher he found life down on the coast, the better. 
H e admired the little sm oky kitchen, he liked the 
fried perch and coid wild duck for supper, and he 
was charm ed with the hom ely talk o f  gunnm g and 
fishing, and storms and wrecks, wlnch took up the 
evening, and with the bed of wild fowls’ feathers on 

which he passed the night. .
T h e  next morning young Joe carne to his b 

side, candle in hand, and awoke him, before dawn.
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opinH el' n l l o - d lM r' B ° nW'>  nibbing his e>'es 

dücÍsa anPden Í(d tíme ' F -
g  , but I was just goin g to shoot, when vou 

woke me. I wish I had fired before ! ”  5

dream Í  J ? "  T ™  mC’ and m^ b y  your 

him the Ü S f  y0Ung J° e’  ^

f a s f ^ í r 0^  WaS aheady COokinS  their break-
b ?  back t il n aS n° V ’ She Said’ “ lhcy would n’t oe back till noon, and they must have a bite of
som ethm g to start with ”

that ‘ ‘ b ite.’'6330”  t0 ^  thankfUl th3t hc had taken

A t  daylight they set out, Mr. Bonwig with his 
ne, stub-twst, two-barreled fowling-piece and

b° th ^  ° ’d ^ - s - a f m Ps, hi’s own

t m s S i g ’  h “ d í i  , h ' > '  —

‘ ‘ and 1 ^ 1 7  ” ly  gUn th¡S time>” said Augustus- and I shall want you to carry the birds. ”
hat was a  somewhat startling s u g e s tió n  . hllt

in’ ; but ’f L °  r e ún the Way 0f y0ur
■ ,. í  take what vou leave tliouo-h i

don t suppose that will be rauch," said he.
was a  cool A utum n morning. T h e air wat

d e r ' ^ T l f / ^ ’ Clímbin’ around them rocks yen-

- t l M u z Sh 0met klndS Can’ With Sale water aIone 
we ’re a Í  J  r ,  0 g °  t0 fresh water t0 ««nk, and 
’for T L T  ar0Und Beach B r°o k  hereS ^ -.W .s s £

“ ° ry'  j ~ ? ”  A " ^ « -  

“ T rue as guns,”  said Joe. “ y P w  „

[ N o v e m b e r ,

“  I should think n o t 1 ”  said iu.-

show me such a  chance ! » 0nI>’

“  | ’ ll wait here in the hollow,”  said loe “  v« ,

flock hghtin’ now !— see ’em  >”  '*  Y ' r° S a

« e 7 ¿ Z m y  h m ’ "  »  ™  * *

f »  « v » »  minutes, w ^ J o u  
double report o f  the destructive fowling-piece and 
to see the frightened flock o f  d u c k s - o r  su ’ h Í

J a i n  ° f  them  aftCr M r' Bon"dg ’s s h o ts - f ly  up 

¡n g  through an openm g, saw a wonderful ’ sight£St",pnS'thebI“d' <*““ 
o í  t  c o i ,  ¿ z  T r * 1  wi” d
rough and long, heavy break’ers c a r n e 'c u r W  
and plungm g m agnificently a long the shore T h e 
m orning clouds were reddening over the agitated 
ocean, w hich faintly reflected their tints.

tus r L  J  S'gh t T h'Ch m° St intcrcsted Mr. A ugus- 
° "  ,6 ; as the Same that awaited him. T h e 

brook, which cut out afresh its channel across the 
beach as often as the tide, which filled it with sand

b r o o W  tT enty-fbur hours» receded,— the little
tMe) ’w a sT r ,C ’T k,S ÍO thC SUrf <¡t ' - s  now h a í  t>de), « as alive with ducks, and more were alight-

M r Bonwig silently blessed his heart two or 
h r e e tim e s -a n d  well he m ight, for it was beating 

with very unsportsmanlike rapidity at that cxciti.m 
moment His hands shook so that it was wefl th!af 
Joe, he was to retain his high  respect for him as

a g U r ’- d i n0t SCe them' In fact> M r- B°nw igw ho fancied h lm se lf a  sportsm an becauge h e  h 6

been somet.mes successful in firing at a mark 
found this a  very different business. H e hardlv

vrenT o ff  t0° k  a‘m ° r n o t  T h a t one barredwent o ff  prem aturely i„  the air is quite certain

coas hndeP°  ’7 thC 1¡ke ° f  WhÍCh ducks that oast liad made acquaintance with before and

hundrIda ort m e a n flmÍSChÍef’ ~ the ent¡re floc’k  o fa  
01. more flew UP at once, with a sudden 

noise o f  wings which could be heard above the

K  b r “ t e i  T h “  i i í
h it  , , J 1 y0Ung JoC came running up in
b;gh glee, to offer his congratulations and to he

sP e thePh b e h T d bÍrC'S- H ° l0° kcd’  exPectíng to see the beach strewn with them.

T here was n ’t a bird on the beach, dead o r alive !
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In utter amazement, Joe turned and looked at 
Mr. Bonwig. T h a t gentlem an stood with his portly 
form erect, his head thrown back, and his mouth 
and eyes open, staring at the sky, into which his 
fine covey o f ducks were rapidly vanishing.

“  W ell, w e ll! ”  said he. “  Now, now ! I f  I aint  
surprised! W h o  ever saw anything happen like 
that ? BLESS— MY— HEART ! ”

“  N ot a  darned duck ! ”  said Joe.
“  O , I must have wounded some ! I must have 

wounded about twenty ! ’’ Augustus declared. He 
looked critically at his g u n ; then he turned his 
gaze once more at the s k y ; then he looked at 
young Joe, who was beginning to grin. “  I think 
m y shot must b e  too fine,”  said Mr. Bonwig.

Joe asked to see his lead.
“ ’T a in t  no f in e r ’n what /  use. Feathers on 

a  loon’s breast are so thick them  shot would n’t

go  through ’e m ; have to fire at a  loon’s head, 
when he ’s facin’ ye. But I don’t  see how y e  could 
let fly into a  flock o’ loons even without knockin’ 
over a  few.”

“ I t ’s a v e ry  remarkable circumstance ! — very 
sin g u la r! — very su rp risin g!”  observed Mr. Bon­
w ig, wounded in his tenderest point,— his pride as 
a  sportsman,— and betraying a  good deal o f chagrín 
and agitation. H e was very much flushed. He 
took o ff his cap and w iped his forchead. “ Just let 
me try that thing over again, that ’s a l l ! ’ ’

“  B est way now will b e  to go off to the island,”  
said Joe. “  T h at ’s our dory. Jest help  me shove 
it off, and we ’ll have some fun yet ! ”

“  Y e s , yes— so we w i ll ! ”  said Bonwig.
A n d  so they d id ; but we shall have to post- 

pone our account o f it for a future number o f St . 
N i c h o l a s .

L A S T  D A Y S  A T  T H E  S E A -S ID E .
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T E N  L I T T L E  C O U N T R Y  B O Y S .

[ N o v e m b e r ,

T e n  little  cou n try  bo ys underneath a  v in e ;

A  darn in g-n ced le  írig h ten ed  one, and then’ there w ere  b u t nine.

cou ntry boys learn in g  abou t heaven  
t asleep , a n d  then  there w ere bu t se

T E N  L I T T L E  C O U N T R Y  B O Y S .
( A n  o íd  s o n g  to  a  n e w  t u n e .)
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a tree;
and then thcrc were

little country boys clim bing up 
farmer carne and whipped one,

but three.

both named John; 
down, and then there was

T w o little country boys, 
One lcnocked the other

, , T E N  L I T T L E  C O U N T R Y  B O Y S . ____________4 *
' ° 75-J       —
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T H E  F O R T U N E S  O F  A  S A U C E R - P I E .

[ N o v e m b e r ,

t h e  F O R T U N E S  O F  A  S A U C E R - P I E .

B y  S u s a n  C o o l i d g e .

T was on the day before Thanks- 
giving that the saucer-pie carne 
into being. Miss Hepzitah made 
it. A ll the grown-up pies were 
done and in the oven. T h e 
Indian pudding was m ixed and 
flavored, w aiting its turn till all 

(he other things should be drawn out, when the 
oven door would be shut and it p ut in and left to 
slowly balee all night long, and come out in the 
m orning brown as a  chestnut and spicy a s - w e ll,  
as an old-fashioned Indian pudding. There is 
nothing else in the world spicy enough to be com­
pared with it.

Row s o f  loaves, brown and white, stood covered 
w ith  f° w f ls  011 the shelves o f the buttery, which 
sm elt delightfully, and not o f  fresh bread alone 
(or m the córner, under a  tin pan, was the lm gé 
jd ly -cak c, a  miracle o f  light sponge, and jam , and 
pmk and white frostmg. A pple sauce and cran-

k m l n ^ n 6 W,erC SI™merin» over the «re in little 
kettles. On the wmdow-sill stood the great clhcken
pie, set out to cool, while beside it to-morrow’s
turkey lay trussed and ready, its drumsticks and
« ngs m eekly folded over a  well-stuffed breast

t e D o l í r  7 ,  Cnd f°  the.? 00d thing s> (hought lit­
tle Dolly. It was as exciting as Thanksgiving-day
itself, Just t0 stand by and watch and see, and smell 
the fiagrance o f  the im pending feast.

A  morsel o f paste remained on the board after 
he b .g  p.es were finished, and at the bottom of 

the bowl a  little stramed and lemon-flavored apple 
sauce Miss Hepzitah stepped to the dresser and 
took down a  sm all blue and white saucer. Dolly's 
e>es grew round as the saucer with expectation 
when she saw this. T o  and fro went Miss Hepzi- 

presently the paste had become a 
smooth, fíat sheet, which was laid over the saucer 
and neatly tnm m ed about the edges. T hen  the 
apple was poured in, covered with another sheet 
o f  paste, three little fork-holes were pricked in the 
middle, and lastly, “ sizz, sizz”  went Miss Hepzitah’s 

J'gger, and belmld, in one second o f time a 
pretty scalloped border grew into shape and rounded 
he pie into perfect beauty. D olly had been hold-

b ut no" br,eatfh .du™ g  the Iast o f '¡'ese operations, 
but now she felt that she must speak or d ie '

“  W a it and see,”  replied Miss H epsy. T h e  pie

™eantT,for D ° 1,y- but’  like '"a n y  grown per- 
sons, M iss Hepzitah enjoyed baffling children and 
puttm g them  o ff when they asked questions. She 
had never had m uch to do with any child till 

olly carne and did not understand how little

is foSretl>tÍ emSdVeS ° n 1ÍU,e th¡ngS’ 0r how hard 
L  , l6 P a d e c e s  to “ wait and s e e ”  when 

they are bidden to do so.

J ! , l h anxiousinterest D olly  watched the saucer- 
pie shoved into the oven. Y o u  m ay be sure that she 
managed to be on hand to see it come out. Miss

DoíívyhÍda r  n7 er ,mf de 3 Sauce,'-P¡e before since 
D o y  had lived with her. T h a t was almost a year

S e Wat L  t SlnníIí g  l°  f° rget the time th«  wentbefore— the time when she lived with mamma and 
was petted with baby-talk, had treats and suTprises

S T . Í  Penn¡es given her *n candy instead 
o f puttm g them into the missionary box, as Miss 
Hepsy made her do. Miss Hepzitah m eant to be

s t r o L  K ly’ bUt h6r SCnSe 0 f dufy  was
was a ’ f  th0Ught a  &00d deal more o f  what 

as good for D olly's character than o f  what Dolly

m e T "  t ,! °  1Sh¡ng and lonS m g f°r at the m e

S . e n  S U " ' " ™  “

w a?f,an ' ? tle Do" y !  H er pink and white fot foce 
Sf  °  i anX,ety aS,MÍSS H ePsy Iifted the saucer- 

p ie from the oven and set it on the table to cool.

she s a í  y ° U mC ¡t ’S f° r me> vvont you ? »

“  v « S”  íh ? n y  rt ntCd’ a" d  was just  g °m g  (O say 
yes, when, unfortunately, somebody knocked at

the door. It was little K itty  Blane who knocked

offZ  WmJ  ,°f  a  n eÍgh b° r  n0t qU¡te 30 welÍoft as Miss Hepzitah was. Mrs. Blane happened

H e l  T  h°  laíd UP With nheumatism, and Miss
K ittv was Pr° miSed her a Pnmpkin pie, which

table r r J  T ?  t0 fCtCh- 11 St° ° d ° n the
Í Í h ,  n P , m  3 basket with a  mold of
S  a  ele J y’  v  M¡SS Hepzitah Proceeded to tuck a  clean napkin neatly about it.

Suddenly a bright thought struck her. She
turned sharp round and seized the saucer-pie.

Now, D olly,”  she said, “  I d id  mean this pie

sick d r  'S K ltty ’ you see, whose m a is 
3 and who aint going to have any Thanksgiv- 
m g at all, none o f her folks, ñor nothing. Now

lírn n d ^  A Hnt JeSSÍ6’ y° U kn0W’ and ^J™ ’ and ^ an dina, and all the cousins, and a 
good dinner and a  first-rate time gen era lly; so I
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think you ’d better give this little pie to K itty !
Y o u  d  rather, would n’t  you ? Y o u  don’ want to 
feel sclfish about it, I ’m  sure, do you, D olí .

Miss Hepzitah thought that to make this lit- 
tle sacrifice would b e  good for D olly’s;character, 
you see; so she was m uch disappointed when, m- 
stead o f cheerfully replym g, hke a  little^girl m  ■ 
book, “ Y es, indeed, Miss H e p s y ,le t  K itty  have 
it ”  D olly  burst into tears, and sobbed out, Oh, 
was it for m e? I don’t  w ant to give ,t  away. I 
don’t, Miss H ep sy! I don’t  want to !

“  D ollv ! ”  cried Miss H epsy, sternly, I am 
ashamed o f you ! Here, K itty, take the little pie 
and go. I ’m  sorry that D olly should behave so

'^ “ i f h ,  please, Miss H epsy,”  faltered K itty, “ don’t 
give me ü o lly ’s pie. I ’d  a  great deal rather she
had i t ; indeed I would."

“  It is n ’t  hers. I t ’s your pie ! declared Miss 
Hepsy, with a  stam p o f her foot. «  I never gave 
it to D olly at all. There, K itty, I ’ve put it  m the 
basket. G o hom e, now, and tell your m a l  11 
look in sometime to-morrow, and see how she s

^ K U t y S  sorrowful look at the sobbing DoUy. 
But it was never of any use to oppose Miss Heps>, 
so she took the basket up and went away without 
another word. She liked little pies very m uch; 
but this, she felt, it would be impossible to enjoy, 
because, while she ate it, she should be thinking of 
poor D ollv, left behind pieless and tearful.

A rrived at hom e, she gave Miss Hepzitah s mes- 
sacre to her m other, set the pies and the je lly  away 
in a cool place, m ended the fire, hung on the ket- 
í e  for t  a ! and then sat down on the broad stone 
door-step to rest for a little while. T h e  sun was 
setting, m aking liaste to go to bed, as sleepy suns
d o  o n  N ovcm ber afternoons. T h e  a,r was nuld 

j u , .  a ( » .  b rig h t touch 
to add freshness to it rather than chill. K itty  a 
ways liked to watch the sunsets, they w ere¡so  
pretty, from the kitchen door. A ll the leafless 
woods turned into beautiful co lo rs; the pond. wMch 
shone in the distance, gleam ed go den and still, 
like a  b ig  burnished mirror. O dd, unexp ame 
fragrances carne from the forest, as though the 
írhosts o f the dead flowers had come back to haunt 
t°he spot. A  belated bird hopped by. A bove was 
a dome o f puré yellow sky with here and there a 
little fleck o f crimson cloud dnfting over it, hke a 
tiny, rapid boat. Surely no summer evening cou d 
be more beautiful. Frost and winter, all unlovely 
things, seem ed just then impossible and a  long

Waprefently K itty  left off looking at the sunset to 
watch a  sm all figure which carne ^
road, dodging behind fences, and kicking up dead

leaves with a pair o f brown little feet It was a 
girl about K itty ’s own age, a girl with a  thin, d< 
face, tangled hair, and a raggcd frock, 'vhich onl 
h a lf hid her limbs. Behind her ran a  dog, which 
barked and snapped at the leaves wlnch the g.il

kicked up with her toes. .
W h en  the girl saw K itty sitt.ng A e re  sh e s  opped 

and looked for a minute, as though she ' v o u ' d  turn 
and run away. T hen  she sidled siowly nearer 
glancing shyly out o f her large black eyes, and not

speaking till K itty  spoke.
“  Is that your dog ? ”  asked Kitty.
“  Y e s ,”  said the girl, “  h c ’s mine. H is ñame

SP°  A n d  what ’s your ñame ? ”  was K itty ’s next

qU“SDono what ’t  is now. Mother used to cali me

N ance sometimes.”  _
“ B u t don’t they cali you N ance any longer.

asked K itty, surprised.
“  No. Nobody don’t cali me no ñame at all, 

only just ‘  Com e here, you,’ or ‘ G et out, you
lim b 1 ’ or som ething like that.”

“ W h y , what horrid people they must b e . 
would n’t stay a n y  longer with people who called
me ñames like that,”  cried K itty, open.ng wide

h6“ W h ere  would you stay, th e n ? ” demanded 

the girl.
T h is  was a poser 1 ■
11 j  >cl I ’d— run away, or— something. i ci 0

somewhere else,”  said Kitty.
5 " y e s - b u t  w here? Nobody wants a tramp- 
child like m e about. ’M ost always at nice dean 
houses like this they dn vc me away. O n c e  a 
boy set his dog on me, but Spot was the b i es■ 
and he gin it to ’em, I tell you. Jack and Sp c lter 
Sal well, they aint so very kind, I spose, but 
they gin m e a  m eal of vittles whenever they ha 
anv thcirselvcs, and I sleep under the tent with 
’em ; and i t ’s better than outside. T  aint so eas> 
as it sounds to go hungry, I can tell you.

“  O h, I am  so sorry for you 1 ”  cried K it y, 'vi 
tears in h er eyes. “  W a it here just a  minute, and
let me ask mother if I may n ’t give you some sup.
per. I ’m sure she ’ ll say yes.”  A nd in she ran 
leaving the poor little vagrant at the gate, wit
Spot jum ping a n d  barking at her heels.

“ H ere,”  cried she, cornrng back with a mug 
and a píate o f bread in her hands I kne"  
m o th er’d  let me. H e re ’s some bread-and-m.lk 
for you, N ance. Sit down on the step and eat it 
all up. Poor Nance 1 it ’s dreadful for you to be so 
hungry. W h v, I never was hu n gry in m y h e,
no”  so hungry that I could n’t wait, 1 mean, 
added, corrccting herself. .

N ance evidently had reached the point o f hun-
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[ N o v e m b e r ,

ger when it was not easy to wait. She attacked 
the bread-and-milk like one famished. But, half- 
starved as she was, K itty  observed that she stop- 
ped every now and then to throw a  bit o f bread to 
Spot, who sat on his tail w atching with wistful 
eyes each mouthful that went down his mistress’s 
throat. W hen ICitty saw this, she ran for more 
bread, and fed Spot herself. H er tender heart was 
full o f pity for the forlom creatures; she longed to 
help farthcr, to do more for them. A  sudden 
thought crossed her mind.

“ Shall I ? ”  she asked herself. “ Y es, I w ill.”  
A n d  without farther delay, she hastened indoors 
once more, and carne back with a  happy flush on 
her cheeks, and in her hand the saucer-pie !

“  Mere,”  she said, “  look at this dear little pie. 
Is n ’t it cunning ? Miss H epsy gave it me for m y 
own, and I ’m going to give it to you. I wont 
gtve you the saucer, though, because th a t  does n ’t 
belong to me. D on’t touch it till I come back.

m going to ge t a knife and some paper to wrap 
it in.”  1

You should have seen N ance’s face as K itty 
carefully loosened the edges o f the pie, turned it 
out, and folded it in the paper ! I suppose such a 
treat had never lighted upon the poor little waif 
before in the whole course o f her life. Spot 
appeared to understand that som ething o f  unusual 
importance was going on, for he stood on his hind- 
legs, barked wildly, careered about, and behaved 
generally like a  distracted dog. W hen the pie was 
placed in her hands, N ance looked at it silently 
and then she looked at K itty. She did not say 

T h an k you ” — I suppose no one had ever taught 
her to do so, but her eyes made up for the clefi- 
ciencies o f her tongue, and K itty  missed nothing.
“  Spot 1 Spot 1 ”  called N ance, and, squeezing the 
precious pie very tightly in her hand, she smiled 
once more into K itty’s face, and walked away. 
K itty  watched her go, with a  warm , happy feeling 
at her heart. It was a great deal nicer that poor 
Nance had the pie, than i f  she had eaten it her­
self,— this was the thought in her mind, when at 
last she went in and shut the door.

N ance, meanwhile, was m aking the best o f her 
way toward the gypsy tent, which was a  long way 
off in the woods. She had no idea o f keeping the 
pie till she got there, because then Jack and Spel- 
ter Sal would, she knew, take it from her; but

she wished to enjoy the pleasure o f possession till 
the last possible moment. A s she walked she 
every now and then lifted the parcel to her nosc 
for a  rapturous sniff, but she did not undo the 
paper until nearly a  m ile was passed, and she and 
Spot were almost within sight o f the tent. Then 
she sat down under a  tree, untied the string, and 
after feasting h er eyes for a  moment, raised the pie 
to her lips, and took a  great bite. It was even 
better than it looked,— the best, the very best 
thrng, Nance thought, that she had ever imagined.
‘ Oh, if it would only last forever, and never be 

eaten up 1 ”  she thought, as she took the second 
bite.

Now, Spot had scated him self also at the same 
tune with Nance, and exactly in front o f  her. He 
too, smelt the pie, and admired its looks. W heií 
she took the first mouthful, he writhed himself 
about, and his tail rapped sharply in the dry 
leaves beneath him. H is mouth watered, his red 
tongue hung out from his jaw s, and waved to and 
fro stiggestingly. A t last he gave a short remind- 
m g bark. Nance stoppcd eating. She held the 
pie a  httle way off, and looked first at it and then 
at Spot.

“ Y e s,”  she said at last. “ Y o u  shall have 
some, Spotty, 'cause you ’re the only friend I Ve 
got. Poor Spotty, dear Spotty, don’t w ag so—  
you shall have a  b it.”  She gave a  little guess o f 
sclf-renunciation, broke the pie bravely in two 
and held the smaller piece out to Spot. It was a 
large piece— almost half o f  all that was le f t ' Spot 
seized it joyfully. M unch— crunch — down his 
throat it went in large morsels. Munch— crunch 
— Nance’s share was also disappearing. In  a  very 
short tune there was no pie le f t - n o t  a  cru m b ; 
and which o f the two who shared the feast enjoyed 
it the most thoroughly, it would indeed be hard to 
say.

So D olly and K itty, and Nance, and Spot, each 
and all, had a saucer-pie. W ere  these four pies 
then, or was it but one, m ultiplied and made 
m any by the blcsscd arithmetical rule called gold­
en, which consists in g iv in g each to the other? 
A n d  which o f those who gave enjoyed the giving 
most, think you,— D olly, who parted with the pie 
against her w ill; K itty, who gave from pity and ten- 
derness o f h e a rt; or N ance, who lovingly shared 
her little all with her dum b and only friend?
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