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ST. NICHOLAS.
Y ol . III. N O V E M B E R ,  1875.  No. 1.

A B O U T  T H E  P A I N T E R  OF  L I T T L E  P E N E L O P E .  

B y  R e b e c c a  H a r d i n g  D a v i s .

L i t t l e  Penelope Boothby looks at us all with 
such a friendly, innocent face, over the gap o f a 
hundred years, that I, for one, felt I must ask the 
little girl, in some way, how the vvorld had used 
her in that long-ago time. It was a  brilliant, 
w icked world into w hich she had come, but with 
plenty o f gracious, good women hidden, as now, 
in quiet homes. Did little Penelope grow into one 
o f these wives and mothers, or was she am ong the 
famous dazzling beauties whose histories no child 
could read?

T here is an old library near me that is a verita- 
ble Doomsday-book in itself,— a record o f the lives 
o f obscure, forgotten people. There, after diligent 
search one Septem ber afternoon, I found the story 
o f  the little lady, hidden in a  brown old book, its 
leaves thin with age. I found in it this little girl’s 
picture, which St . N ici-io l a s  has now so beauti- 
fu lly  engraved after S ir Joshua Reynolds’ painting, 
and beneath, written by her father, “  Penelope, 
aetat. s. iv .”  H er eyes, he said, w ere blue, and the 
hair under the queer old cap “  translucent gold.” 
T h ere  was a picture, too, o f her honre, Asbourne 
H all, buried am ong trees, and o f the quaint old 
church where the little girl knelt beside her mother 
on Sunday m ornings; and there was much fond 
ta lk  o f how she watched at the gate for her father 
com ing honre, or sat at evening on his knee, and 
was, in a  word, his one only child, too well beloved.

F or the narnc o f the book was “  Sorrows,”  and 
it was the lamentations o f a  father, written at inter- 
vals during a  long life, for the child who died when 
but seven years old. A ll that the age possessed 

V o l . I I I .— 1.

o f genius had come to his aid to preserve her 
m em ory: S ir Joshua had painted h e r; there was 
a marble statue by  Banks o f the child, as she fell, 
sm iling, into her last sleep, her hands closed 
together under her chubby cheek ; and a wonder- 
ful picture b y  Fuseli o f the silent ángel Death 
softly lifting the dear baby, still sm iling, to her 
bosom.

So I was glad that little Penelope never changed 
into a  great court beauty, or even into a  happy 
wife and nrother; but that the child went honre 
just as we see her, to the land where there are so 
m any children, and where H e who loves them 
best o f all never leaves them.

I anr sure the children here who see to-day her 
friendly little face w ill be glad to know som ething 
o f the man who has sent it to us across these hun­
dred years. His story means, after all, nrore to us 
than that o f Penelope.

One July m orning in 1723, a baby was born in 
the schoolmastcr’s house in the E nglish sea-coast 
village o f Plynrpton Earl. T h e  schoolmaster had 
six children a lread y; the news, therefore, pro- 
duced no great stir am ong-the neighbors. Y et, 
although the village was nigh a thousand years old 
when the baby was born, and more than a hundred 
and fifty years have passed since then, it is only 
known to the world as the birthplaco o f this little 
boy, who was christened Joshua, and grew up with 
his eleven brothers and sistcrs, noticed by nobody, 
coarsely dressed and poorly fed. T h e  children 
were fond o f drawing, as all children are, but were 
too poor to own paper and pencils, and used cliar-
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coal instead, on the cellar walls. W e  have the 
ñame o f the lady who gave them their first pencil, 
so great a  possession did they hold it. Joshua’s 
drawings were different from the others, in the 
scrupulous care with which they were finished. 
M any o f  the boys who read this can dash you off 
a  tiger o r a  ship on a black-board so effective that 
their mothers are sure they will be great art- 
ists. Little Joshua did not w ork in that way. 
Before he was eight years oíd he had found a  book 
on the rules o f Perspcctive, and studied it. There 
is still to be seen a Latin exercise, D e  Labore, on 
the back o f  which is drawn a  book-case in panels. 
Beneath, liis father has written, “ Drawn by Joshua 
in school, out o f  puré idleness.”  But the idleness 
was painstaking, most faithful w ork; for critics 
assure us that in this drawing are to be found the 
sam e conscientious care and delicacy which marked 
the great pictures o f  his later years. His brothers, 
as they grew  older, sketched and daubed away vig- 
orously; but Joshua worked at drawing. Before he 
was ten years oíd, he had studied so thoroughly 
Richardson’s Treatise 011 Painting, that its theories 
worked like leaven in his mind all through his life. 
H e copied faithfully, too, such books o f  engraving 
as fell in his w ay; studied, as other boys do Latin 
and arithmetic, the combination and rules o f color. 
H is pencil (we hope m oney was given without 
grudging for his pencils then) was seldom out o f his 
hand. If he had no paper near, he sketched on his 
thumb-nail some face that struck him. One o f  these 
faces (that o f a  Latin master) he copied from his 
nail in a boat-house under the cliff, using a  piece 
o f oíd sail for canvas, and the wheelwright’s coarse 
paints. T h e  portrait still exists,— a forcible and 
remarkable drawing, according to Cotton.

Joshua’s father, who had m eant to make an 
apothecary o f  the boy, was touched by his diligence 
and faithfulness in the w ork he had choscn, and 
consented to enter him at sixteen as a pupil with 
Hudson, then the first portrait-painter o f England. 
T h e  price paid Hudson was about $800 for four 
years,— a heavy tax on the poor schoolmaster, with 
his swarm o f children, and sometimes but one 
scholar. If Joshua in after years followed that 
branch o f art which paid him best, and saved his 
pence that he m ight give guineas to his family, we 
should not blam e hinj too hardly. H e learned the 
valué o f money in sore experience, and through the 
many sacrifices which his fam ily made for him.

Hudson taught the boy the rules o f his art, but 
he also taught him the formal, stiff style o f por- 
trait-painting then in vogue : every lady wore the 
same glazed smile, every m an carried his hat under 
his arm, and frowned under his fair wig. A s  long 
as young Reynolds copied his mastcr’s work, his 
pictures deserved little n otice; but one day, ventur-

ing on his own theory o f truth to Naturc, he paint- 
ed the portrait o f an oíd servant-woman, and hung 
it up in the gallery. Hudson was honest enough 
to confess that it was better than any work he could 
do, but was too jealous o f his pupil to allow him 
to remain any longer with him. Joshua then 
returned to Devonshire, and began the practice of 
his art in Plym outh as a  portrait-painter. W hen 
he was about twenty-six years oíd, he formed a 
fnendship with Commodore Keppel, and with him 
visited Southern Europe, rem aining two years in 
R om e, studying his art, as he tells us, “ with 
measureless content.”  One o f his first pictures, on 
his return, was that o f his friend, then Adm iral 
Keppel, in which he carried out his idea o f giving 
to the figure characteristic expression and an appro- 
priate background. T h e  gallant A dm iral stands 
upon a stormy beach, his hair and mantle blown 
by the wind, his hand on his sword. T h is  picture 
opened the door to fame and fortune for the 
artist.

Thereafter the history o f Joshua Reynolds was a 
series o f  steady triumphs. He never married, his 
stately house always bein g a  home for his sisters or 
their orphan children. A ll the poets, philosophers 
and statesmen o f the time, all the beautiful women 
carne to him to be painted, quite sure that if there 
were any latent nobility or charm in their faces 
which nobody had yet seen, he would discover it 
and m ake it immortal. Here, perhaps, lay the 
strength o f Sir Joshua’s portraits. H e painted 
m en and women as they ought to have looked in 
their best moment o f life ; henee, although his 
colors now in some cases have given way, his 
favorite lakes dulled, and the carmine turned pur- 
ple, the faces look upon us from the canvas with a 
wonderful power and swectness. W e tell ourselves 
that these were not ordinary men and women who 
lived in that t im e ; they must have been “  gods 
and heroes who blazed across that s k y ; ”  and the 
man who painted them was surely o f  their kin.

T h e R oyal A cadem y, founded during his life, 
elected the schoolmaster’s son the first P resident; 
he was knighted immediately after; and, what was 
o f much more valué to him, he welcomed at his 
table as his friends the most noble and illustrious 
men and women o f his time. A t  the age o f 
sixty-six, while painting the portrait o f the Mar- 
chioness o f  Hertford, he felt a  sharp pain in his 
eye, and was conscious that his sight had failed. 
He laid down his pencil, never to lift it again; and 
Ave years later died, havin g been for nearly h a lf a 
century “  solé dictator in the realm o f English 
art.”

Boys who read this little story will notice that it 
was by  no sudden “ sp u rt”  o f genius, no spas- 
modic effort that he reached this place. H e found
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out the w ork for which he was fitted, and gave to cxcel must go to his work, whether wflmg-
himself to it patiently, both in brain and body. unwilling, m orm ng noon and n.ght^ and h e W
Sir Joshua him self tells it all in a  line, in his find it to be no play, but, on the contrary, y
advice to a young a rtist: “ T h e  man determined hard labor.”

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

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

C h a p t f .r  I.

HARD TIMES AT HOME.

'  T ’S no use talking, 
A rty , there are too 
m any o f us. T h e  pie 
don’t  go round.”  

A rthur smiled a  lit­
tle ruefullv as he ad- 
ded to Barnard’s com- 
p la in t: “  A n d  Sam  
and Oliver wear their 
clothes all out before 
they can be made 
over for me. ”

B arn ard  —  whose 
whole ñam e, by  the 
way, was Barker Bar- 
nard Stevens— show- 

ed his confidence in his younger 
brother’s judgm ent vvhen he 
s a id : “  A s  we are a  too numcr- 
ous fam ily, w liat is to b e  done 
about it ? K ill off a  few ? ”  

A rthur was one o f seven— great hearty boys all 
o f them. H is trousers were inherited from his 
ekler brother Sam , and had been “  turned”  in the 
legs and were already inconveniently short. W itli 
an impatient little je rk  at the knee o f one o f these 
objectionable legs, he said : “  Let ’s em igrate ! ” 

Barnard, five years older, and more cautious, 
asked : “  W h ere  to ? ”

“ O h, anywhere, so that we have a  chance to 
strike out for ourselves. F ath er em igrated from 
Verm ont w ith all o f us young ones, and why 
should n’t we p ut out for the F ar W est, I ’d like to 
know ? It is n’t so far from Illinois to Somewhere- 
else now, as it was from Verm ont to Illinois when 
we were brought here.”

“  A  great deal you know about it, young Arthur

boy. W h y, you were only six years old when we 
came here.”

“ A ll right, Barney, but I ’m iifteen now, and 
have not studied geography for nothing.”

“  B oys ! boys ! i t ’s time to turn in. Y o u ’ve got 
to go down to Turner’s to-morrow aftcr those grain 
sacks; and your m a says there ’s no rye-m eal in 
the house for Saturday’s baking.”

This was the voice o f Farm er Stevens from the 
porch. T h e boys had been sitting on the rail-fence 
in front o f the house while the twilight fell. The 
evening was tranquil but gloomy, and they had 
taken a somewhat somber view o f fam ily affairs, 
considering what cheery, hopeful young fellows 

they were.
But it was a  fact that there were loo m any of 

them. There were four boys older than Arthur, 
two younger, and a  baby sister. Since the Stevens 
family had settled in Northern Illinois, tliings had 
gone wrong all over the country. First, the chinch- 
b u g  came upon them  and ate up their crop— and it 
was not much o f a  crop, either. T hen  they had a 
good vear and felt encouraged ; but next there fell 
a  sort'of blight on the R ock R iver región. It was 
dry in seeding-time and wet in harvest. T h e  smut 
got into the wheat— and nobody planted anything 
besides wheat in those days. So, what with rust, 
mildew, and other plagues, poor Farm er Stevens 
was left without much more than grain enough to 
feed his growing boys. His cattle went hungry or 
to the butchers. From  year to year things alter- 
nated between bad and worse. It was discouraging.

A s the boys clim bed down from their perch, Bar­
nard said to his fa th er:

“  A rty  and I are going to em igrate.”
“  Y es, to Turner’s m ili; and be sure you bring 

back all those grain-sacks, A rth u r.”
But the watchful m otlier heard the remark, and 

said, as the boys lum bered upstairs to b e d :
“ Barnard was cut-up lo-night because h e missed

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



4 T H E  B O Y  E M I G R A N T S . [ N o v e m b e r ,

his piece o f pie. Joe Griffin was here, and it did 
not go round.”

“  W ell, I must say, m other,”  replied Farm er 
Stevens, “  it ’s hard lines when the boys fall out 
with their provender; but Barney is dreadful no- 
tional, and he ’s out o f conceit with Illinois.”

“ Y e s, father, he is a restless boy, and he and 
A rty  set so much by each o th er; when one goes 
the other will.”

T h e poor mother laid her sleeping baby in the 
eradle, and sat for a moment looking out over the 
dim landscape beyond the open window.

Sugar G rove was a  small settlement on a brolcen 
rise o f ground. Behind stood a  dense grove o f 
sugar-maples, extending two miles east and west. 
In front o f the few houses and the roiv o f wheat- 
farms was a broad valley, belted with trees, and 
through which R ock R iver wound in b ig  curves, 
now faint in the early Sum m er night. T h e crop 
was m ostly in the ground, and the little farm looked 
tidy. But the fcnces were not in good repair, the 
house had never been painted, and the whole place 
seemed pinched and poor.

“  T his is n’t the ‘ rich W est,’ after all,”  sighed 
Mrs. Stevens, sa d ly ; and the tears gathered in her 
eyes as she thought o f her noble boys growing 
up in such strait circumstances, with defeat and 
poverty continually before them. “ So the pie 
would n’t go round ? Poor Barney 1 ”  T h e  mother 
laughed a  sad little laugh to herself, as she thought 
o f  Barnard’s grim discontent.

Returning from Turner’s, next day, A rthur 
brought the fam ily mail which had been left at the 
m ili by  some o f the neighbors down the road, on 
their way home from town. It was not a  lieavy 
m a il; and, as A rthur jogged  along on Old Jim, 
sitting am ong the grain-sacks, he opened the vil­
lage  newspaper. T h e L ee County Banner  was pub- 
lished once a week, and the local news usually 
occupied h a lf a column. T his w eek that important 
part o f the paper was led off with a long paragraph 
headed “  Latest News from California ! Arrival 
o f  Joshua G ates, Esq. ! ”  A rthur lield his breath 
and read as follows :

W c  t a k e  g r e a t  p le a s u rc  in  in fo rm in g  o u r  frien tls a n d  p a tro n s, as  
w e ll as  th e  p u b lic  g cn e ra lly , th at J o sh u a  G a te s , E s q .,  o u r  esteem ed 
a n d  h ig h ly -rcsp e cte d  fe llo w -c itizen , h a s  ju s t  arrive d  from  C alifo rn ia , 
o verlan d . A c c o m p a n ie d  b y  a  b o ld  a n d  a d v e n tu ro u s  b a n d  o f  M is- 
so u rian s, h e  h a s  cro ssed  th e co n tin e n t in  th e  u n p rece d e n tc d  tim e o f  
s ix ty - f iv c  d a y s , s to p p in g  111 M o rm o n d o m  tw o  d a y s  to  recruit. O u r  
fo rtú n ate  fe llo w -c itizen  b rin g s a m p ie  co n firm a tio n  o f  th e  ric h n ess  o f  
th e  g o ld  d isco v eries  o f  C a lifo rn ia . T o  s a y  th at h e  b r in g s  tan g ib le  
p ro o f o f  a ll th is w o u ld  b e  to  p u t  th e  c a se  in  it s  m ild c st form . O u r  
h a n d s  l la v e  h a n d led  a n d  o u r  o p ü cs  h a v e  g a z c d  u p o n  th e real s tu ff  
b ro u g h t  b y  o u r  en te rp ris in g  fe llo w -c itizen , w h o  a s su rc s  u s  th at the 
h a l f  h a s  n o t b e e n  told  u s, a n d  th a t  h e  p ro p o ses to retu rn  a s  so o n  as 
p o ssib le  to w h a t  m a y  n o w  w ith  ex tre m e p ro p rie ty  b e  c a lie d  th e  L a n d  
o f  G o ld , w h e re  w e  a r e  told  th a t  a  “ s t r ik c ”  o f  h u n d red s o f  th o u sa n d s 
is  a  co m m o n  th in g , a n d  a n y  in d u strio u s m an  m a y  m a k e  from  $ 1 5  to 
$ 1,5 0 0  p e r  d a y . W c  w eleo m e o u r  d is tin g u ish e d  fe llo w -c itizen  h o m e 
a g a in , a n d  co n g ra tú la te  liitn  o n  h is  w ell-d c sc rv c d  su ccess . W e  a p -

p en d  a  fe w  o f  th e  re ig n in g  p ric e s  in  C a lifo rn ia  : F lo u r, $ 1 5  p e r  b b l.; 
p o rk , $ 1 .5 0  p er I b . ; fresh b ce f, $ r .o o  to  $ 1 .5 0  d itto ;  mining-boots,' 
$50  p e r  p r . ; q u in in e , $50  p er o z . ; n cw sp a p e rs , a n y w h c r e  from  $1.00 
to  $5.00 each.

“ G o ld !  G o l d !  G o ld !  G o ld !
B r ig h t  a n d  y e llo w , hard  a n d  co la ,
M o íte n , g ra v e n , h a m m cr 'd  a n d  ro lle d ;
H e a v y  to g e t  a n d  lig h t  to h o ld .''

A rthur did not stop to rcad the p oetry; he folded 
up the paper with emphasis, jam m ed it into his 
pocket, pulled his straw hat tightly on his head, 
and said : “  T h e  very thing ! ”  Old Jim, who had 
been browsing off the hazel brush as his young 
rider absorbed the news, looked around with meek 
surprise.

“ Y es, you old rascal, th a t ’s the very thing! 
W e '11 go to California, m y b o y ; and when we are 
picking up the diamonds and gold-dust, wont we 
tell Old Turner to go han g for an old hunks 1 ”

Jim neighed and pricked up his ears, just as if 
he understood that the m iller had taken more toll 
from the rye than young A rthur thought he was 
entitled to.

“  D iggin g up gold in California ! H ey, Jim ! ” 
and A rthur went cantering up the road as blithely 
as i f  he were already in the Land o f  Gold.

“  Say, m other, Josh G ates has got back.”
“  Has that worthless, miserable vagabond come 

back to plague his poor old mother once more ? ” 
asked the plain-speaking Mrs. Stevens. “  W ell, 
well, h e ’s the bad penny, th a t ’s certain sure.”

“  B u t he ’s rich— got lots o f gold from California 
— and the Banner  says he ’s a  distinguished fellow- 
citizen,”  remonstrated A rthur, who suddenly re- 
flected, however, that Josh Gates had gone off 
“ between two days,”  when he departed from Lee 
County, and that he had been indicted for stealing 
hens, and that his former reputation in the town of 
Richardson was not at all fragrant.

A rthur was a little crest-fallen, but he handed 
Sam  the paper, and s a id :

“  Pcrhaps Gates is a  liar, as well as a  chicken- 
stealer; but you see the newspaper man says that 
he has seen his gold-dust; so there ! ”

“  O h, pshaw ! ”  said his m other, returning to 
her wash-tub ; “  these gold stories about Califor­
nia are all got up to help the shipping people. 
T h e y  are selling their vessels, and advertising to 
take folks out at great prices. So the Chicago 
papers say 1 ”

“ But Josh Gates carne back overland, 111a,” 
said the boy.

“  ’T is  m y opinión that that scamp has never 
been farther west than Iowa,”  cried Sam , holding 
up the paper with a knowing air. “  H i Fender 
saw him over to Council Bluffs last Fall, sweeping 
out a  billiard saloon. H e w ent from there to St. 
Louis as deck hand on a steamboat. H e aint 
worth shucks.”
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H aving so said, Sam  went on m ending his ox- 
yoke, as i f  the case were finally settled.

That day, A rthur and Barnard vvorked together 
in the field putting in a second crop where the 
first seeding had been winter-killed. T h e y  talked 
over and over again the chances o f the journey to 
California, the story o f the gold discoverics, the 
truth or falsehood of Josh G ates, and all the ways 
and means o f getting across the continent. About 
this last branch o f the subject there was a great 
cleal o f doubt. It would cost m uch money.

“ But only think, Barney, how grand ’tw ould 
be if we could come hom e in a year or two with 
lots o f  gold, pay off the m ortgage, build a new 
house, and fix things comfortable for the folks 
during the rest o f their'U ves ! W o u ld  n’t that 
pay ? ”  A n d  A rthur, in a great glow o f anticipa- 
tion, scattered the seed-wheat far and wide b y  big 
handfuls.

“  T a k e  care there, boy ! yoti ’re throwing away 
that grain,”  grum bled Barnard, who was twenty 
years old, and a  little less enthusiastic than Arthur. 
But he added, “ I do ju st believe there ’s gold in 
California; and i f  we can only figure it out to satisfy 
the folks, we ’U go  there, b y  hook o r crook."

“  It ’s a  whack ! ”  cried A rthur, who was ardent, 
and a  little slangy.

C h a p t e r  II.

G R E A T  P R E P A R A T I O N S .

“  N o w , if I was in a  story-book,”  said Arthur 
to himself, .one day, “  I should find a  wallet in the 
road, with one hundred and fifty dollars in it.”  
One hundred and fifty dollars was just about the 
sum which the boys had found they needed to 
complete an outfit for California. W ithout any 
formal declaration o f their intention, or any 
expression o f opinión from father and mother, Bar­
nard and A rthur had gone on with their p lan s; 
but these were all in the air, so far. T h e  details 
worried them  a  great deai.

T here was a  spare wagón 011 the farm which 
m ight b e  fixed up and m ended well enough to 
last for the journey across the Plains. Old Jim 
could b e  taken from the p lo w ; but they must 
have another horse, some rnining tools, harness, 
and provisions. From  a  New E ngland newspaper 
thcy cut a list of articles considered necessary for 
the journey. It was fascinating, but formidable. 
This is the way it ran :

1 W a g ó n .............................................................................  $ 12 5 .0 0
W a g ó n  C o v e r ...............................................................  12 .00

2 H o rs o s  o r  M u le s ..........................................................  150.00
H a r n e s s ........................................................................... 60.00

T e n t ..................................................................................  25*°0
4 P ic k s .................................................................................. 5-o °
2  S h o v e ls .............................................................................  4-4»

4 G o ld - P a n s ......................................................................  $ 1 .0 0
2  A x e s .................................................................................. 5-50
8 C w t. F lo u r . ................................................................. 24.00
1 B u sh . B e a n s .................................................................  1-2 5
2 B u sh . C o r n  M e a l . . ..................................................  4-75
1 C w t. P o r k ......................................................................  t o .o o
4 C w t. B a c o n ...................................................................  44.00
1  C w t. S u g a r .................................................................... 8 .00

50 L b s . R ic e ................... - .................................................. 5*5°
60 L b s . C o f f e e ...................................................................  to .8 o

S u n d ry  S m a ll S to re s ..........................   10 .0 0
A m m u n it io n .................................................................  12 .00
M e d ic in e s .....................................................................  5- ° °

T o t a l ...........................  $523-20

“  More than five hundred dollars ! ”  A rthur would 
say, over and over again. “  More than five hun­
dred dollars, and we have n't five hundred cents ! ”  

B y  degrees, however, the boys had managed to 
reduce the sum-total somewhat. T h e  w agón, they 
thought, m ight b e  taken out o f the list. So m ight 
one o f the horses, if Old Jim could b e  put instead. 
T hen  the sixty dollars for harness could be brought 
down to less than h a lf that amount. T h ey  could 
make som e o f the old harness on the farm avail- 
able— with their father’s consent. T h ey  could take 
less pork and more bacon.

“  I hate pork, any how ,”  said Barnard, who 
had worked one season o f  haying with a  neighbor, 
and had been fed on fried pork and hot bread 
three times a  day, for five weeks.

“  B u t we can’t have hams and shoulders,”  ob- 
jected Arthur. “  Don’t they cost a  good deal ? ”

“  Side-meat ’s the thing, A rty. N o bones in i t ; 
easy to carry, and cheap. N ine cents a  p oun d; 
and w e’ve got a lot in the smoke-house, you know, 
that perhaps father will let us have some from.” 

“ A n d  this fellow has got down bacon at eleven 
cents a  pound ! ”  said A rthur, with great disdain. 
“ A nd what he should put in ‘  Sunday small stores’ 
at ten dollars for, is more than I know. W h at are 
‘  Sunday sm all stores,’  any how ? ”

“  Ho, you goose !— those are ‘ sundry small 
stores.’ Y o u ’ve made an a out o f an r ; th a t ’s 
all. ‘  Sunday small stores 1 ’ W ell, th a t’s a good 
one ! H e ’s guessed at the lo t ; and I guess it ’s 
high for a little salt, spice, and such knick-nacks. 
Besides, there ’s five dollars for medicine. W h o  ’s 
going to be sick on the Plains, I ’d  like to know ? ”  

A  multitude o f  such discussions as these, with 
m uch contriving and figuring, put the young emi- 
grants where they could sec their w ay clear to an out­
fit— if  they had only one hundred and fifty dollars 
in cash. T h at was a  b ig  sum ; and, even with this, 
they had calculated on obtaining permission to take 
from the farm m any things which were needed.

T h e boys studied over the ways and means of 
getting to California with real enjoyment. Hubert, 
the b ig  brother, who was em ployed in a  store in 
town, and cam e hom e on Sundays, declared that 
A rthur carried the printed slip from the Plow-
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man  to bed with him. Nevertheless, the whole 
fam ily joined in the debate over the propriety of 
taking corn-meal on such a long journey, o r the 
cost o f extra boots and clothing for the travelers, 
with a glow o f satisfaction. It was a novelty, and, 
though none but B arn eyand A rthur really thought 
anything would com e o f it, all the boys discussed 
the route, outfit, and dangers o f the way, at morn- 
ing, noon and night.

T h ey  made out new lists o f things indispensable 
for the trip, and fingered these with a certain sort 
o f fascination for the items and figures which was

the plains? W ould  he fincl there the romance and 
fun which he anticipated ?

“  I f  I was only in a  story-book, now, I should 
find a wallet in the road with one hundred and fifty 
dollars in it.”

A rthur had said this to him self a  great many 
times. T his time, as he lay at full length  on top 
o f the hill behind the house, looking off down the 
valley o f the R ock, he built once more his golden 
dream. Beyond the brown, newly plowed fielcls, 
suggesting only hard work ; beyond the tail cotton- 
woods that bordered the stream, and beyond the

'ir1'  ■■■•: -■ •"
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quite satisfactory. A s Sam  said one day, they had 
the fun o f talking about it, even if nobody should go.

T h e care-worn mother looked on and listened. 
She could not contentedly think o f these dear young 
fledglings o f hers flying so far away from the home 
nest. There were dreadful tales o f Indians on the 
way, disease, and death, and violence and crime in 
the gold-diggings. W hat would becom e o f  her 
boys, alone and unfriended, in that rude country, 
even i f  they should ever reach it ? She looked at 
A rthur’s golden head, deep in the mysteries o f the 
cookery-book, which lie  was studying for future 
u s e ; and she sighed and smiled together. Could 
she trust her boy to the chances o f  a roving life on

palé blue line whcre the valley o f the R ock River 
melted into the sky, was the promised land. So 
far away it w a s ! Y et he could see, he thought, 
the gay caravans pressing on to the golden shores 
of the Pacific. There were long trains o f brave 
men with wagons, horses and arms. There were 
the rolling prairies dotted with buffalo, deer, and 
strange gante. T h e red man lurked by the trails, 
but fled away to the snow-capped mountains as the 
white conqueror carne on apace. T h e  grand Rocky 
Mountains, whose devious line he had painfully 
studied on his school-map, rose majestically on the 
horizon, lying like clouds against the sky,

How mean and narrow the little farm below
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hira lo o ked ! How small the valley and how “  B u t,”  cried A rthur, “ it is for four persons, and
wearisome the plowed fields ! H e remembered we have figured it down so that we only w aiit one 
that his back had ached with the planting o f that hundred and fifty dollars. Can't you think of 
ten-acre lo t ; and he remembered, too, how his some other fellow that would go ? Then we should 
father had said that little boys’ backs never ached; have a  party o f four.”
that little boys thought their backs ached, but they “  I allow that T o m  m ight go. He wants to go to
did n ’t. A rthur turned his eyes westward again Californy powerful b a d ; but I aint right sure that
with a vague and restless longing. Surely, there d a d ’l l  let h im .”
was a place for him somewhere outside the narrow Now, T om  was H iram ’s younger brother and
valley, where he could make a  ñam e, see the A rthur’s particular aversión. So A rthur dubiously
world, and learn som ething besides plowing, sow- said : “ W ould n’t Bill g o ? ”
ing, harvesting and saving. “  B i l l ! ”  repeated Hiram, with great disgust.

“ O ne hundred and fifty dollars,”  he murmured “  Bill has n ’t got spunk enough to go across the 
once more, as his eye fell on H iram  Fender, slowly Mississippi. W h y, he ’s that scared o f Injuns that 
plodding his way through the tall grass below the he gets up in the middle o f the night, dreaming 
hill. “ Oh, H i ! ”  caíled A rthur, and Hiram, shading like enough, and yelling “  Injuns ! Injuns ! ”  He 
his eyes from the sinking sun, looked up where was scart by  a  squaw when he was a baby, and 
Arthur lay on the ledge. Everybody liked the he goes on like mad whenever he hears ’em men- 
cheery A rth u r; and Hi Fender clim bed the hill tioned.”
with “ W e ll, now, youngster, w h at’s u p ? ”  A rthur laughed. “ A n d  h e ’s older than you,

“  Nothing, only B arney wanted me to ask you, H i ? ” 
whenever I saw you, what you ’d  take for that white “ Y es, B ill’s the oldest of the family. But
mare o f yours. She is yours, isn ’t s h e ? ”  th ere ’s little Tom , now. A in t he peart, though?

“  W ell, yes, I allow s h e ’s mine. Dad said h e ’d H e can yoke up a  pair o f youn g steers, or shuck 
gin h er to me on m y twenty-first buthday, and a  bushel o f corn equal to any grown man about 
that was A prile  the twenty-one.”  these parts. A n d  he ’s only fifteen come liarvest,

“  W hat ’U you take for her ? ”  too ! H e ’s just afraid o f nothing. H e ’ll go fast
“  D on’t want to scll. Besides, what d’ ye want enough.” 

her for? ”  “  T h a t is if your father will let him .”
“  T o  go to California w ith.”  “  Y es, if d a d ’ll let him . A n d  we can put in
“  Be you fellers going to C aliforn y?” m y white mare agin your Old Jim. But my white

Y es, i f  we can get up an outfit.”  mare will kick your Old Jim all to pieces, I allow; ”
H iram  Fender looked languidly over the glow- and Hiram grinned at what he thought was the 

ing landscape. Fie was a “  slow-molded cliap," great contrast between the two horses.
Farmer Stevens sa id ; and he never was excited. A rthur was very much elated at the prospect o f
But the sun seemed to burn in his eyes as he reinforcements to the party, though he could not
said: “ W ill you take a feller a lo n g ? ” regard T om  Fender as a  desirable recruit. T om

“ W h o ?  Y o u ? ” was an awkward, loutish lad, disposed to rough
“  Sartin, sartin; I ’ve been a-thinkin’ it over, and ways, and holding very contemptuous views o f the 

! ’ll go i f  you fellers go.”  manners o f the Stevens family, whom he called
A rthur jum ped up, swung his ragged hat two or “  stuck-up Boston folks.” A rthur had felt obliged 

thrée times, and said: “  Good for you, H i ! and to challenge T o m  to opon combat on one occasion, 
the list is m ade out for four ! ”  when that young gentlem an, secure behind Old

Hiram looked on him with a mild query expressed Fenner’s corn-crib, bawled out “  mackerel-catch- 
on his freckled face, and A rthur took out o f his ers ! ”  at A rthur and his brothers as they were jog-
pocket the well-worn list for the outfit and re a d : g in g along to church one Sunday morning. T h e
“  T h e following list is calculated for four persons, consequence was that both boys wore black-and- 
m aking a four months’ trip from the Mississippi to blue eyes after that encounter, and suffered some 
the gold diggings.”  family discipline besides. T h e y  had since been on

Fliram looked at it and said : “ F ive hundred very distant terms o f  acquaintance.
and twenty-tliree dollars ! Phew  ! ”  “ I don’t  care. H i Fender is a downright good

Hiram’s father was a thrifty Illinois farmer. T h e  fellow,”  said A rthur, when Barnard oponed his 
neighbors said he was “  forehanded; ”  but he had eyes at the information that the two Fender boys 
brought up his boys to look at least twice at a  dol- m ight b e  secured for their party. 
lar before spending i t ; therefore, when H iram  “  Y e s, but how about Tom  ? ” 
looked at the sum  total o f the list, he said “ Phew!-”  A rthur hesitated. “  W ell, I want to get off 
with an expression o f great dismay. across the plains. T h a t ’s a fact. I think I could
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get along with Tom , if you can. H e  is real smart 
with cattle and horses, you know.”

“  Oh, I don’t care for T o m ,”  said Barnard, dis- 
dainfully. “  H e ’s only a little chap, smaller than 
you, and he wont worry me. Besides, his brother 
H i is a  m ighty good fellow, even i f  he is rough. 
H e is pretty cióse, I know, but we sha’ n’t quarrel 
about that. W e  ’ve all got to be economical, i f  we 
are to get across to California.”

So it was agreed, and when word came up the 
road that M r Fender had consented that his boys

know but what I ’d  go myself. It ’s pretty hard 
pickings here.”  Farm er Stevens had a roving dis- 
position, which he had not quite outgrown.

“  B u t,”  remonstrated the mother, “  they have n’t 
money enough to give them  a  good outfit. It 
would be-a frightful thing to let those thoughtless 
boys go out on the great plains without food and 
other things sufficient to take them through.”

“  Now, mother, I ’ve been thinking that we 
m ight sell the wood off the lower half o f the wood- 
lot down by the marsh. Page has offered me one-

D E P A R T U R E  O F  T H E  G O L D - H U N T E R S .

should go, there was great excitem ent in the 
Stevens house. It really seemed as if the boys 
were going to California. T h e y  had insensibly 
glided into the whole arrangement without taking 
any family vote on it. Neither father ñor mother 
had once consented or refused that the boys should 
go  with so much o f an outfit as they m ight pick up.

“ O h, father,”  said Mrs. Stevens, “ it is heart- 
breaking to think o f those boys going off alone into 
the wilderness. I ’m sure I shall never see them 
again, i f  they go .”

“  W ell, mother, I should like to keep them on 
the place ; but they are getting restive, and I don’t 
much blame them. T h e y ’ve got the gold fever 
pretty bad ; and if I was as young as they, I don’t

hundred dollars for the cut. That, with what the 
Fenders put in and what we have on the place, 
would give the boys a tolerable fit-out.”

T h a t wood-lot was the special pride o f the family. 
“  T im ber,”  as every species o f tree was called in 
those parts, was scarce. W ood was dear, and in 
some seasons the prairie farmers used corn for fuel, 
it was so much cheaper than w o o d ; and it cost a 
great deal to get the grain to market. It was a 
great sacrifice to cut down those maples and sell 
them  for fire-wood. But Farm er Stevens, poring 
over maps, estimates o f provisions, and California 
news, with his boys, had been secretly fired with 
the gold fever. He could not g o ; but he was will- 
ing to give up the standing timber in order that
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Barnard and A rthur should have a  good outfit. 
It cost him a  struggle. But, oíd as he was, he 
sympathized with the boys in their adventurous 
ambition. H e was not so sanguine about the gold 
of California holding out long. But it was there 
now. H e had seen and handled Josh Gates’ pile 
of d u st; and Solomon Bookstaver, who went to 
the Colum bia River, five years before, had just 
come back from California and had fired the entire 
population o f L ee Centre with his display o f golden 
nuggets, or chispas, as Sol called them.

W h en  the father’s determination to sell thewood 
off his wood-lot was made known the next day, in 
family council, Barnard’s face glowed, and Sam 
said : “  W ell, I swan to man !”  A rthur dashed out 
by the back door, turned five or six “  flip-flaps” to 
calm himself, carne back, and, putting his arm 
about his father’s neck, whispered in his ear, “  You. 
are the best oíd father a  boy ever had ! ”

So it was finally settled that the boys should go 
to California, across the plains, the party consisting 
of Barnard and A rthur Stevens, and Hiram and 
Tilom as Fender.

Great were the preparations. T h e  provisions 
available on the two farms were laid under contri- 
bution. T h e tent, a  marvel o f comfort and light- 
ness, was made and set up before the house, to the 
great curiosity o f the passing neighbors, who stopped 
their teams, and asked : “  Gwine to Californy ? ”

In those days, groceries and clothing were cheaper 
than now, and, with the cash which the party had 
collected, they laid in a  very fair supply. and had a 
little money left to use when absolutely necessary 
on the journey. T h e young fellows hu gely enjoyed 
getting ready. T h e  woolen shirts and' jean over- 
alls, wide hats and leather belts, which were to be 
their uniform, were put on with solid satisfaction. 
T om  swaggered around with a  seven-barreled Colt’s 
revolver, nearly as b ig  as himself, slung on his hip. 
T hose delightful days o f packing flew quickly. 
T h e  wagón was crammed full to the ash bows 
which supported the canvas cover. A  sheet-iron 
camp-stove was tied on behind. W ater-pail and 
tar-bucket dangled underneath. T h u s equipped, 
one fine M ay m orning, the gold hunters drove 
away. Oíd Jim and W hite Jenny trotted gayly 
down the road, their faces turned toward the 
W est.

Father and mother stood at the gate. H i Fen­
der drove the w agón, the rest o f  the party trudging 
along by the side. Hubert, who had come over 
from town to see the departure, with Sam and 
Oliver, accompanied the young adventurers to the 
top o f the divide, where they left them.

A n d  so they were off. Behind them was home. 
Before them an unknown sea o f privation, danger, 
want and adventure. T h e  wagón disappeared over 
the ridge. T h e boys were gone.

( T o  be  c o n tin u ed .)

H A N S  C H R I S T I A N  A N D E R S E N .
(C o p etih a g en , A u g t t s í  4Ü1, 1S 7 5 .)

THERE is silence in the Northland, for one hath passed away 
Honored o f all, a  veteran, weary for m any a  da>—
W eary of earth, o f suffering, o f toil and cum bering care,
E ager to lay the burden down, but w illing still to bear.
A  silence in the Northland. Y e t  Denm ark’s soul is glad—
G lad for the honored veteran, the truest man she had !
G lad for the countless little ones who crowd about his bier,
G lad for the voice that evermore the listening world shall hear !

T h ere  is jo y  am ong the angels. T o  that bright company
One cometh as a little child— all gladly cometh he !
Our Lord hath lifted off his load, hath led  him to the light,
A n d  happy spirits, welcom ing, leacl up the pathway bright.
Now shall the ransomed poet hear the holy, glorious song,
T h e grand, eternal story he hath waited for so long !
O children ! y e  who love his ñame, wait on, and watch and pray—  
In reverent thought still honor him the Lord hath called this day !
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A  F E W  A L L I G A T O R S .  

B y  F r e d  B e v e r l y .

F l o r i d a  m ay b e  called the home o f the alliga- 
tor. Mere he finds water and climate exactly to 
his liking. F urther north, the rigors o f W inter 
com pel him to subside into the mud. His deli- 
cately organized system cannot endure coid.

Scattered along the G eorgia coast, in the creeks 
and bayous, they are occasionally see n ; but it is 
when sailing up that wonderful river o f Florida, 
the St. John, that we m eet them , in constantly in- 
creasing numbers, till nearly every stretch o f sandy 
shore, every half-sunken log, shows one or more.

In the little-known creeks o f the interior, and in 
the swamps o f the Everglades, they fairly swarm. 
But there are not so m any now as in former years, 
for travelers and hunters have reduced their ranks, 
and rendered them  shy where once they were bold. 
T o  the hunter o f  hides, more than to the tourist, is 
due the diminution, as very few are killed by  the 
latter. A  great trade has arisen, and declined, in 
alligator hides, and a  few years ago all the native 
hunters were engaged in killing alligators. Even 
the swarthy Seminóle Indian was induced to bring 
in the skin o f a  reptile his ancestors held in rever- 
ence and awe.

Now, though there is little demand for their 
skins, they are made to yield a  revenue to the na-

tives, in various ways. Their teeth, beautifully 
carved, and m ounted in gold, are offered for sale, 
and boots and shoes are made o f the best portions 
o f their skins; while the small alligators are cap- 
tured, held in captivity until the departure o f winter 
visitors, when they are sold and transported north.

T h e  alligator, although it very much resembles 
its cousin the crocodile, as you will see by  the pict­
ure on the next page, is a  different animal, and is 
found nowhere but in Am erica. It is said that a 
crocodile or two have been killed in our Florida 
w aters; but even i f  this is true, such instances are 
extrem ely rare.

L et us commence with the alligator ab ovo, or 
from the e g g , and follow him to m aturity, noticing 
his peculiar traits and the methods employed in 
his capture.

T h e  eggs are o f  the size and shape o f goose eggs, 
though a little more rounded at the small cnd, of 
a yellowish-white color. T h ey  are laid in nests 
constructed o f mud and vegetable substances, which 
produce heat by  fermentation, thus aiding in hatch- 
ing the eggs.

T h e maternal alligator always keeps watch near 
the nest, as the male parent is very fond o f young 
alligator, raw o r cooked, and it requires all her
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diligence to prevent the total destruction o f h er off- 
spring. A s it is, the old fellow generally contrives 
to snatch up a  few, though the little ones follow 
cióse in  their mother’s wake, spreading out like the 
tail o f a comet.

T h e  youn g are very nimble, even on land, and 
when in the water very deceptive in appearance as 
to size. I rem em ber catching one by the tail, 
which appeared in the water to be about a foot in 
length, but it was a three-footer that turned upon 
me when it was jerked out o f the water.

T h e size o f the largest alligator is a matter of 
much dispute. E very  native Floridian has his 
story to tell of “ that b ig  ’gator,”  and statements 
vary, none exceeding twenty feet, most o f them 
being satisfied with eighteen. Tolerably corred 
information has been obtained o f the capture of 
one sixteen feet in length, but they rarely exceed 
fourteen.

F or m y part, though I have hunted in the wild- 
est portions o f Florida, I have yet to sec an alli­
gator exceeding a  length o f  twelve feet. M y guide 
and m yself once captured one m casuring twelve 
feet. W e  harpooned him  as he lay at the bottom 
of the river, and it was as 
though we had hitched on to 
a whale. F or half an hour he 
made the boat spin through 
the water as it never went b e­
fare. It took three shots to 
kill him , but we finally did 
it, and a  steak from his tail 
was upon our bilí o f fare that 
night.

W as it good ? W ell, I have 
eaten better m eat, m eat more 
to m y liking, than alligator 
steak.

T h e  alligator, at all times, 
and under any circumstances, 
cmits a  disagreeable, musky 
odor, and his flesh is strongly 
impregnated with it.

H is food is— any and every- 
thing. H e is as omnivorous, 
or all-eating, as a crow. Birds, 
fishcs, hogs, dogs, and even 
chunks o f wood, are swallowed 
by him. W hether the wood 
is swallowed for sustenance, 
or to aid digestión, the alligator alone can answer.

T h e  vulnerable points o f  an alligator are greater 
in number than is popularly supposed. T h e  state- 
ment that a  rifle-ball w ill flatten out upon his side 
or back is now known to be incorrect. Contrary 
to the general belief, a  rifle-ball will penétrate any 
portion o f the body, i f  it strike fair.

Is the alligator dangerous ? T h at depends upon 
circumstances. T h e only danger to be feared from 
an alligator, on land, is in his tail. H e cannot run 
rapidly, and, conscious o f his inability to escape, he 
either quietly submits or lashes out furiously with 
his tail.

T h ey  rarely leave their watery abodes, except 
from an insufficient depth of water or scarcity of 
food. T h ey  seem to scent a  body o f water a  long 
way, for their trails to them are generally direct. 
V ery  few  instances have come to m y knowledge of 
any one bein g bitten by an alligator. One was of 
a  man being seized by the hand, as he was stoop- 
ing to drink from a  pool. It was only by  the op- 
portune arrival o f  aid that he escaped.

T hey prefer negrees lo white men, and hogs and 
dogs to either. A n  alligator will follow on the 
trail o f a dog for a long distance, and it is difficult 
for settlers near the banks o f an alligator-haunted 
river or lake to keep dogs at all.

I recall one o f m y adventures while hunting 
some rare water-birds. M y friend and m yself had 
penetrated a swamp, and had entered a  place where 
the water was waist-deep, black with mud, and alive

A  C R O C O D 1 I .E  Í A M A U  *»»»•

with alligators. It was a strange sight to me, and 
I rather shrank from proceeding any furth er; bul 
m y friend, who had been acquainted with ’gators 
for years, said there was no danger, and we went 
in O n every side were the knotty heads and evil- 
looking eyes' of scores o f alligators. T h e y  swam 
about us, seem ingly more from curiosity than from
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any other motive, but they gulped up our dog 
w ith a rapidity that set m y heart a-beating. I shot 
and shot, as fast as I could, with a  breech-loading 
shot-gun, but failed to disperse them. T h at they 
did n ’t eat us I attributed to the abundance o f food 
that, in the shape o f young birds, literally dropped 
from the trees into their mouths. M any were the 
. wc lost- for as they fell into the water the al- 
ligators rushed for them and seized them before we 
could get them.

I do not think that an alligator will attack man 
unless he has him at a great disadvantage. They 
are cowardly, but know their power in the water 
and probably would seize a man if  they met him 
swimm mg beyond his depth.

T h e following description is from the pen o f 
Bartram, the botanist, who visited Florida a hun- 
dred years ago. A lthough he was known as an 
accurate w nter, one cannot help surmising that 
here he drew the long bow a trille :

“  Behold him rushing forth from the flags and 
reeds. His enormous body swells. H is plated 
tail, brandished high, floats upon the lake. The 
waters, like a cataract, descend from his opening 
jaws. Clouds o f  smoke issue from his dilated nos- 
tnls. T h e earth trembles with his thunder, when 
ímmediately, from the opposite coast o f  the lagoon 
emerges from the deep his rival Champion. They 
suddenly dart upon each other. T h e boiling sur- 
face o f  the lake marks their rapid course, and a 
ternfic confhct commences. T h ey  now sink to the 
bottom, folded together in horrid wreaths. T h e 
water bccomes thick and discolored. A gain  they 
rise; their jaw s c iap together, reechoing through 
the deep surrounding forests. * * * * M y appre- 
hensions were h ig lily  alarmed after bein g a  specta- 
tor o f so dreadful a  battle. It was obvious that 
every delay would but tend to increase m y dangers 
and dimculties, as the sun was near setting and the 
alligators gathered round m y harbor from all quar-

( N o v e m b e r ,

ters. M y situation becam e precarious to the last 
degree, two large ones attacking me closely at the 
same mstant, rushing up with their heads and nart 
o f their bodies above the water, roaring terriblv 
and belching floods o f water over me. T hey stru¿k 
their jaw s together so cióse to m y ears as almost to 
s n  me, and I expected every moment to be dragaed 
out o f  the boat and devoured.”

Such is the story o f an encounter in 1773. j 
think, however, that actual adventures o f  this kind 
must have been rare even then. Bartram was 
probably am ong the first to penétrate the dismal 
regions which are the home o f the alligator Little 
was then known o f  it save by actual investigation 
and with a  p.oneer in those vast, lonely tropical 
forests, such sounds and sights as those which the 
odious habits o f  this creature afford, m igln easily 
inspire an undue fear o f  it. Certain it is, at least 
that a century later, we find the alligator possessed 
o f a much m ilder temper. T h e  decrease in their 
numbers m ay have made them more cowardly but 
am ong people who have seen much o f  them I 
think that they are at this day regarded with d’is- 
gust rather than with fear.

Doubtlcss many o f  you have heard o f “ crocodile 
tears ”  tears shed for effect only, not tears o f real 
genum e feeling. I do not know where or how 
the term onginated. It may have been that the 
position sometimes assumed by the animal when 
lying upon a  bank, o f placing its fore-feet over or 
near its eyes, suggested the fancy to some facetious. 
tourist. However, some oíd writers solemnly aver 
that the crocodilo actually sheds tears. I f  he weeps 
at all, it must be to think that any one could tell 
such a story about him.

W hile I am  sure that alligators never weep, it 
is probable that they are sometimes the cause of 
tears in others, especially people who own nice 
little fat pigs. Alligators are extrem ely fond o f  
fresh young pork.

á l S  . -V.

‘ ‘ H E  C A V E  T O  M I S E R V  A L L  H E  H A D ,  A  T E A R . "
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a  D O L L ’S W E D D I N G .

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

S a y s  Ivanhoe to M im i:
“ It is our wedding-day;

A n d  will you promise, dearest, 
Y o u r husband to o b e y ? ”

A n d  this is Mimi’s answer:
“ W ith  all m y heart, m y dear;

I f  you 'w ill never cause me 
T o  drop a  single te a r ;

“ I f  you will ask m e nothing 
But what I want to do,

I ’ ll be a sweet, obedient, 
D elightful wife to you.”

Says Mr. Fenw ick, giving 
H is brown mustache a  tw ist: 

“ I shall com m and you, madam, 
T o  do whate’er I l i s t ! ”

Miss M im i answers, frowning, 
His very soul to freeze: 

“ T hen, sir, I shall obey you 
Only just when I please ! ”

Says Ivanhoe to M im i:
“ L et us to this agree,—
I will not speak one word to you, 

I f  you ’ll not speak to me ;

“ T h en  we shall never quarrel,
But through our dolly-life 

I ’ll b e  a model husband,
A n d  you a  model wife 1 ”

A n d  now all m en and women 
W h o  m ake them  wedding-calls, 

Look on, and almost envy 
T h e  bliss o f these two dolls.

T h ey  seem so very sm iling,—
So graceful, kind, and bright 1 

A n d  gaze upon each other . 
Quite speechless with delight.

N ever one cross word saying, 
T h ey  stand up side b y  side, 

Patterns o f good behavior 
T o  every groom and bride.
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T H E  K I N D  T U R K E Y - M A N .
I N o v e m b e b ,

T H E  K I N D  T U R K E Y - M A N .

B y  S a r g e n t  F l i n t .

It  was the cvening before Thanksgiving.
T h e  sun had gone down behind the hills of 

Greenville, leaving them coid and bare against 
the dull sky. T h e squirrels were safe andtvarm  
m then own little houses, cracking nuts for their 
T hanksgiving dmner. T h e trees waved their tall, 
bare branches m the biting coid, but they knew 
that then roots were sheltercd by the kind earth. 
T h e  coid wind shouted a merry “  good-evening ” 
to everything, as he rushed over the frozen ground 

H e raced over the bare hills ; the squirrels drew 
closer together, and exulted over their crowded 
storehouse ; the trees bowed a  stately good-night 
as h ew h isked  aw ay; but he calmed down as hé 
met a little figure on the frozen road, and gavo 
her tune to draw her faded cloak tighter over her 
blue hands, before he rushed on again.

A  wagón was heard. “  R attle, rattle ! ”  Even

1 °  l o n f r  ‘"i C° ld ’ 'i" 2 Ch¡ld thoUS ht’  ^  she heard the loose spokes ratthng in the wheels.
She stepped aside for the wagón to p ass; the

a n H « ia I i ! aSanv 'l00kÍng man’ St0PPed h‘S horse, and asked her whither she was going.
T o the city,”  answered the child.
T o  the city 1 ”  cried the man. “  W h y, you will

ta k T y o m ” ’ UnkSS y° U a ' e bl° Wn there> or 1

‘ ‘ W ill you take m e ? ”  she asked, not eagerly, 
but hke one accustomed to refusals.

h e f  upanSWer W3S t0 reaCh d0W"  h ‘S hand t0 helP

‘ ‘ N o w ”  said he, as he put her under the heavy 
buffalo-robe, what ’s your ñame ? ”

“  M a r y ,- o n ly  M ary,”  she answered hastily.

t l n n í V - i f l í 6 man S0{Úy’  more to himself than the child, I wish it had n’t been that. ”
¡( W h y  there ’s lots o f M arys,”  said the child.

Yes, I know it,”  he said. “  I had a little
M ary last Thanksgiving. I— I don’t l¡ke to see
an)' °n e  named M ary in trouble.”

“ I aint cryin g,”  said the child, smiling, “ be-
cause 1 m in trouble, but 'cause I ’m so coid I
ought to have trouble, G ranny says.”

s t o n S n Í f  •t° , haVC tr0'!ble’  h ey  ! ”  ^ id  the man, 
h S r t  Í  ’ and dra" ’ing  from und«  the
b e e Í o f f í e  a  r n ° f  h0t COffee‘ “  T h at has n’ 'been off the stove more than five minutes ”  he

her “  t  í Ueí  3 IÍttlC tín CUP and handcd’ it to her. T a k e  that, and drink to your G ranny 1 »
is very m ee,”  she said, when she had drank

t all. She did not say, I have tasted nothine 
before to-day. W h y should she, when there had 
been so m any days like this in her short life ?

T h e man replaced the can, pulled the robe un 
even with her chin, and told the horse to “  J

7  n f °  a l° n g ; ”  then he whistled awhife 

£ = p s o , “ ' “ . , i s m i s h t y c o l d -

“ O, don’t ! ”  exclaimed the ch ild ; “  ’cos j. 
makes turkey cost so much, poor folks can’t have

“  Don’t you care anything for me 1 ”  cried the 
keysJ„Pa icaHy; “  here ’s m y wagón full o f tur-

t n " y o u  * .

“ Yes, I am  a  ‘  turkey-m an,’ and I think even 
poor people can afford to buy a turkey once a 
year, , f  they high. T h e  turkey-men have 
been w aiting a year for this day.”

h„ T b " e 'VaS a Uvinkle in his eye she did not see; 
he looked down into the little palé face. “  I am 
afraid you don’t care for the tu rk ey -m e n !”  he 
said, soberly.

She h u n g down her head, started to say some- 
thing, but stopped. y

“ W ell, what is i t ? ”  he said, laughing.
do like you,”  she answered, earnestly; “ but 

the poor people— I have known them always ”
T hey rodé on for awhile in silence. T h e  hot 

coffeehaclw orketlw on tíers; the blue little hands 
had stopped shaking, and the child smiled as she 

w the city hghts in the distance 
“ Now  you are a little more com fortable,”  said 

the turkey-man, “ let us hear where you are 
g °in g , and what your other ñam e is ”

“  M y ñame is only ‘  M ary,’ and I am going to 
find m y cousin.”  s  8

“  Nonsense 1 ”  he said, a little sharpjy. “  O f 
course you have got a  ñam e.”

“  T h e y  e l ,  , M ary  K e n (;, b u t j  h a te  and

' ' ° ”  ,,have ! t !  ”  shc cried, passionately. 

g e n t i l  d ‘d th6y Caü y° U th a t? ”  hC askcd’

G rann vUr  i” 7  ra"  aWay’ and left me «G ian n y C o le s  house, when I was little. He
pinned a  paper on m y dress, that said on it,

Left to pay the rent.’  ”

T h e turkey-m an whistled, and asked i f  Granny 
L ole  were good to her.
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“  Pretty kind,”  said the child, wearily. “  Any- 
way, she did n’t ’spise m e like Sally did.”

“  W ho m ay Sally be ?”  asked the turkey-man.
“  She is G ranny Cole’s daughter.”
“  Did G ranny Colé send you alone to the city ?” 

said he, watching her suspiciously.
“  She told me the other day,”  said the child, 

mournfully, “  i f  I ever come home and found her 
gone, to go  to the city and find m y cousin. Yes- 
terday she sent m e off' with Sally, an’ when I come 
back Sally ran away from me, an’ I could n’t find 
G rann y.”

“ A re  you quite sure you can find your cousin?”
She looked up in his face, and laid her thin hand 

on his sleeve.
“  I never saw m y cousin,”  she said, calmly.

“  If Granny has run away from me, I have n ’t 
anybody I know .”

“  W h y, then, did you com e to the c i t y ? ”  said 
the turkey-man, wondering where he could leave 
her.

“ I know  the city best,”  she sa id ; “ Granny 
used to live there, till a  w eek ago. It is so dark 
in the country, when you have to stay alone 1 
T h ere  are the market-men,— see how bright they 
are 1 ”

It was the night before Thanksgiving, in the 
city as well as in the country ; the markets shone 
as they always do the evening before the great 
feast. N ever were garlands more green, never 
apples more red, or gobblers more plump.

T h e  turkey-m an drove up and stopped.
“  Here is as far as 1 go, little one,”  he said, as 

he lifted her out and stood her safely in the bright 
ligh t o f the market.

She was a pretty child, but palé now, with blue 
lips and shaking hands.

“  Poor little thing 1 ”  he m uttered; “  I wish they 
had n ’t named her M a ry ; ”  and he entered the 
market.

T h e  market-men beamed on everybody. T hey 
rubbed their hands as customer after customer 
vanished with the coid form o f some kind o f fowl 
neatly covered, all but its feet, in brown paper.

It was growing la te ; the turkey-man had sold 
o u t ; he waited only to get a hot supper before 
starting for home. He had been thinking entirely 
o f dollars and cents ; but as he walked out o f the 
market, he thought o f his hom e, his wife waiting 
alone for him in the great white house, and his 
little M ary safe in G od’s home above— he had for- 
gotten the homeless child left alone outside the 
market.

A  heavy hand was laid on his arm “  Stand 
back a  moment 1 ”  whispered a voice. He looked 
up, and saw a  large policeman watching a  child at 
a barrel o f red apples.

It is his little fellow-traveler 1
“  T h a t ’s a sharp youngster 1 ”  half laughed the 

policeman, under his breath. “  T h is  sort o f thing 
is going on here all the time. N othing is safe for 
a m om ent.”

T h e little blue hand was already on an apple.
It faltered a  moment, then grasped it tightly, then 
dropped it.

She hid her face in her hands. T h e  turkey- 
man stepped up to her and touched her shoulder 
gently. She had not seen h im ; but, without 
looking up, the child knew who it was— it was the 
only friend she had.

“  I could n ’t  do i t ! Oh, I could n’t ! ”  she 
sobbed. “ But I ’m  so hungry 1 ”  and she fell 
against the barrel.

T h e stars were shining coid and clear. T h e  
turkey-man’s wife was looking out, and wishing 
the therm om eter could go up, without the price 
o f turkeys going down. “  It is so coid for John 
riding from the city alone 1 ”  she said to herself. 
She opened the door, hoping to liear the wagón ; 
but the coid wind sent her back to the blazing fire. 
She thought o f a  year ago, when she did not sit 
w aiting alone. She im agined she heard the little 
voice, though it had been hushed nearly a  year—  
how plainly she saw the sweet face, though it had 
been covered so long 1 She wiped the tears from 
her eyes as she heard the rattling w h eels; John 
must not see her sad. She opened the door, hold- 
ing the lamp high above her head.

T h e  turkey-man cam e in, with som ething wrap- 
ped in the buffalo-robe ; he laid it on the b ig  din- 
ing-table. “  Don’t  say no 1 ”  he cried ; “  let us 
do som ething for M ary’s sake, this Thanksgiv­
ing 1 ”

“  A re  you crazy ? ”  she exclaimed, as he uncov- 
ered the palé face.

“  W ait till I tell you all,”  said the turkey-man.
W hen he had told his story, he said, earnestly, 

“  How could I go to church to-morrow and thank 
G od for H is care o f us, i f  I, with no little one to 
care for, had left this child alone ¡11 the great 
city ? ”

“ Y o u  did right, John,”  said his w ife; “ you 
always d o .”

W ith  these words, the woman— good, practical 
s o u l!— hastened to wash the little girl’s face and 
hands. T hen  she warmed and comforted her, 
while the kind turkey-man went to take care of 
his horse.

“  I rem em ber this house,”  said the child, as she 
looked out o f a large blanket before the bright fire. 
“  I saw it one day with G ranny Colé ; I stopped 
and looked through the fence, and tlirew stones at 
the turkeys. I did n’t know he was a kind man
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N I K O L I N A .

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

O  t e l l  m e, little  ch ild ren , h ave  y o u  seen  her_
T h e tiny maid from Norway, N ikolina?
O, her eyes are blue as cornflowers ’mid the corn, 
A nd her cheeks are rosy red as skies o f morn !

O buy the baby’s blossoms if  you meet her,
A n d  stay with gentle words and looks to greet her 
She ’ll gaze at you and smile and clasp your hand,

Nikolina ! Swift she turns i f  any cali her,
A s she stands am ong the poppies hardly taller, 
Breaking off their scarlet cups for you,
W ith  spikes o f slender larkspur, burning blue.

In her little garden m any a  flower is growing—  
Red, gold, and purple in the soft wind blow ing; 
But the child that stands amid the blossoms gay 
Is sweeter, quainter, brighter even than they.

O tell me, little children, have you seen her -  
T h is  baby girl from Norway, N ikolina?
Slovvly she ’s learning English words, to try 
A n d  thank you i f  her flowers you com e to buy.

B u t no word o f  your speech can understand.
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A R N E L D  A N D  H I S  V I O L I N .

B y  H a r r i e t  P r e s c o t t  S p o f f o r d .

A  M E L A N C H O L Y  little Swiss boy was A rneld, for 
he felt him self all alone in the world. His father 
and mother had been lost in the shipwreck from 
which he him self was rescued to find a home at 
last with a  warm-hearted Am erican farmer. But 
kind though every one was, nobody was his own, 
nobody remembcred the same things that he did, 
or loved the sam e things ; and so slow was he in 
learning a  new tongue, that to nobody could he 
speak of a ny one o f all the thoughts that labored in 
his little breast.

He did his best to please the farmer, though, who 
gave him m any a  kindly toned word and m any an 
encouraging slap on tlje shoulder, while the good 
motherly farmer’s wife set aside for him now a cus- 
tard and now a  turnover, and little R osa used to 
take her own custard and go and stand beside him 
to eat it in concert, as i f  that m ight lessen a  little 
the loneliness which she knew he must be feeling. 
She.undcrtook, too, to be his especial instructress 
in our language ; but as she did not know it very 
well herself, h er pupil did not make progress 
enough to be proud of, and was, in fact, more 
likely to teach R osa his own dialect than to learn 
hers.

H e could, indeed, signify simple wants and cali 
simple ñ am es; but he wanted to tell o f other 
things. H e wanted to tell o f the terrible wreck, 
and the black waves where his father and mother 
went down. H e wanted to tell R osa o f his little 
sister Marie, with her eyes likc A lpine violets; of 
the echoes am ong the hills, the pictures in the 
lakes, the valleys full o f the roar o f  waterfalls ; of 
the white-tipped mountains m elting into heavcn : 
o f all the thoughts they used to give h im ,— but 
nothing could he say. A nd when, on some clear, 
bright day, he chanced to look upward and see the 
white angle o f the liouse against the blue o f the 
sky ,— or higher yet, and see a  snowy cloud repos- 
ing on that blue,— then the rem em brancc o f some 
mountain-side shining white against the sky  at 
home would rush over him and bring the tears to 
his eyes : some snowy mountain-side that he never 
knew he loved so till he had lost it. T hen  little 
R osa would com e and slide her hand into his, and 
look at him so wistfully that A rneld would long 
more than ever for some w ay o f telling her what it 
was o f which he thought so sadly and longingly.

“  I f  I only had m y violin that went down on the 
great ship,”  he would sigh to himself, “  then she 
would know ! ”  A n d  with that thought he began 

V o l . III.— 2.

to count the coppers that had been given him from 
time to time, to do little odd jobs for more, to get 
a penny here and a  half-dime there, till one day he 
spread them all out before the farmer and signified 
b y  some pantomime, a  little English, and a  great 
deal of what the farmer called gibberish, that he 
should like to go into town with him when he went 
to sell his vegetables. A nd as soon as the farmer

“ T H E  V A L L E Y S  F Ü L I . O F  T H E  R O A R  O F  W A T E R F A L L S .”

got at his meaning, he took A rneld b y  the shouldcrs 
and swung him into the cart, and they plodded 
along together. A rneld told the farmer a great 
deal that m orning o f  what he had wanted to have 
and how he intended to get it. and what he would 
certainly do with i t ; but though the farmer nodded 
and nodded, not one word did he understand; and 
when at last he set the boy down in the market- 
place and saw him dart away, he felt very much as 
an oíd robin must feel who by accident has had a 
young cuckoo hatched in his nest.
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Itw as just as the farmer was rcady to mount into Rosa, “ and that he is going to malte one verv 
his wagón again for a good rattle home, that A rneld good,— very much better.”
m adc his appcarance with a little fiddle tucked un- ' “  Better,”  said Arneld, “  very better,”  catching 
der his arm. H e looked at the farmer, and stood the spirit o f what she s a id ; and there came an- 
a moment grinning from ear to e a r ; then he tucked other confusión o f  unknown tongues to explain to 
the little fiddle under his chin, and began to play a the farmer w hy cherry-wood was not as good to 
tune,— a good lively tune, such as the peasants carry the vibration o f the tone as m aple ancl pine ; 
m ight have danced by. Clear and strong he drew why this was so thick here as to dull the sound! 
it out, and presently the farmer was laughing and and so thin there as to brcak i t ; w hy this piece oí 
nodding and beating tim e ; and not the farmer wood, if you struck it, resounded in a  key ven 
only, but all the others in the market-place, and different from the key o f that piece, instead of 
the boys were crowding round him and the people resounding in tune with it; w hy such a line should 
were throwing him  coppers. A rneld looked at the be longer, and such a one should be shorter, for 
coppers, amazed ; he had only meant to show the the sake o f elasticity in conducting the sound; and 
farmer what he could do. But he took them, after how there was nothing like a good fiddle any way 
a moment or two,— they would buy strings and for bcauty o f  perfect curves,— just a true lover’s 
varnish and rosin for the beautiful new violin he knot o f lovely lin es; how  those lines represented 
would make ; and he took off his cap and made a waves,— and music itself was w aves,— and just as 
great how to the people. It was his first appear- the shell repeated the murmurs o f the sea, so the 
anee in p u b lic; but it was not his last. Then he violin repeated the m urm ujs o f the air, and made 
chmbcd into the wagón with the farmer. itself a voice ; and much more that he had learned

“  Bad, very bad,”  said he, tapping the little fid- at home, where his father had madc the bows of
dle, as they went their way. violins, and his little sister M arie had picked the

‘ Good, very good,”  said the farmer, slapping long and even hairs for him to fasten under their 
his back h e artily ; and thereat Arneld, though Hat píate. A nd the farmer said, “  H m , hm, hm ,” 
wincing a  little under the good-natured blow, be- as if he knew  what it was all about, although he 
gan to tell the farmer volubly, in an indistinguish- had n ’t the least idea; and having said “ H m , hm, 
able swarm o f  English and foreign words, how he h m ,”  felt that he was compromised by a passivé 
should now make an excellent violin himself, the sort of consent, and must not interfere with Arneld’s 
very least murmur o f which would be enough to future operations.
win his soul out o f  him the way the Lurley’s voice A nd what operations they were ! W h at a rum- 
w°n the fisherman into the stream,— and not m aging in the great garret and in the barn charn- 
m aking a syUable o f it understood, though he went bers, after it had been discovered that permission 
on unhindered, for “  It does him good, and does n’t was wanted, and it had been granted ! W h at a 
hurt m e,”  said the farmer. gathering o f  sections,— o f here a broken bureau,

W hen the farmer had finished his out-door work and there a  useless table-top; and in another place
that night, he came into the kitchen, saying, an ancient fire-board, a  ruined spinning-wheel, an 
“  Now, A rneld, m y  boy, let us have a  tune,”  suit- unprized box ! T hen  what a splitting, and shav- 
íng the action to the word, and sawing aw ay with ing, and planing ! what a hollowing o f  tiny vault 
the edge o f his right hand on his left arm, and and arch with knife and ch ise l! what a bending of 
stopping surprised to see the table covered with one wood and another over the steam o f the tea- 
strings and pegs and fragments o f cherry-wood that kettle ! what a setting away in the sun, bound into 
had been once cut into odd shapes, and with great shape and turned over and over every d a y ! what a 
sheets o f brown paper, on which A rneld was draw- m ixing o f gum s and rums for varnishes, and what 
ing strange lines, stout Román curves, long lovely a  varnishing o f all the farmer’s furniture, till nearly 
G reek ones, whorls, volutes, m easuring and com- everything in the house was sticky, and at last the 
paring and reckoning- like an old astrologer. very varnish o f all was hit upon ! A n d  then what

Little R osa liung over his chair, her face still a  drawing o f designs, what a calculating o f  curves,
wct with her tears. “ H e has torn his pretty what a delicate whittling into form, what a slicing, 
fiddle all to pieces ! ”  she cried to her father. and paring, and m incing, till the beautiful wavy 
A n d  for a  moment her father felt really angry, m aple o f  the bottom was all in shape, till the long,
because, never having been in the habit o f spend- narrow “ ouies”  were exactly in place in the old 
ing much money, the fiddle had seemed to him a  seasoned pine o f  the top, till the light willow was 
great acquisition, and its ruin was a wanton de- bent for the sides, and for the ledges that little
struction o f property. A rneld looked up eagerly, Rosa called the pipings, till the rolling volute at
though, and began, »  B a d - v e r y  bad ! ”  the end o f  all was ca rv ed ! A nd then what a

“  He means that it was a  bad fiddle,”  cried little breathless putting together o f the parts, Rosa
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hanging over the table and handing A rneld every- pine for his bridge,— perhaps he thought it would
thing in the very place, and delightedly telling all whisper o f his mountains to the strings as they
who were near that she and A rneld were m aking a passed over,— and if  R osa had understood no
violin. A n d  at length it was ready for the var- more, she could not in the frequent hearing have
nish,—  that varnish which he had gotten with so helped understanding th a t; and she was as eager
much trouble, taking such pains that it should not as A rneld for that bit o f Swiss pine.
be too tough and hard, and so hinder the elastic One day the farmer’s wife, in a scarch for some-
wood from carrying its soun d; that it should not thing she wanted, opened a drawer from which she
be too thin, and so leave the instrument unpro- produced various treasures,— things she had valued
tected from the changos o f the w eather; that it when a  girl,— keepsakes, and trinkets, and her 
should not be o f glarin g tint, and so spoil the wedding ring, which she held far too precious for 
beauty of the wood. W ith  what loving strokes he every-day wear. A m ong the rest was a little 
laid that varnish on, while R osa held the little ja r  carved box that kept her mother’s string o f gold 
for him ! A n d  then at last the new violin was put b ead s; and no sooner did A rneld’s eyes ligh t upon 
away to mellow like an unripe pear. that box than Rosa saw them sparkling with new

“ E very  day,”  said A rneld to R osa,— and she ligh t; and when he askcd to take the box in his 
really thought she understood h im ,— “  every day hands, and turned it over and over, and gave it 
it gains a little richer color, and every day all the back with a  long sigh, she knew that the little 
woods put themselves one little bit more in tune box, with its cover carved in a group o f goats, was • 
together.”  made o f the Swiss pine,— oíd wood, with the right

A n d  then they used 'to go  and look at i t ; and grain, seasoned m any years. 
although oíd Jacob Steiner m ight have laughed at T h at afternoon R osa brought to A rneld a bit of
this little A rn eld  violin, they would not have dark oíd wood,— it was the bottom o f that box.
exchanged it for one o f the precious violins which “  I knew she would not give it to me, and so I 
that oíd T yrolean  m ade for the T w elve Electors o f took i t ; and you can m ake another bottom that 
the E m p ire! T o  these children that rude little will do just as w ell,”  said Rosa, whose eyes had
fiddle was a  part o f themselves ; days, weeks, become so blinded by the visión o f the violin, that
months had passed in its manufacture ; while at she could not see right from wrong.
work upon it, A rneld had almost ceased to be A rneld looked at her a  moment in amazement,
lonesome, for the whole house had been interested when he comprehended h e r ; and then he looked 
in i t ; little R osa had been one soul with himself, at the little piece o f oíd brown wood, and looked 
and she had meantime learned som ething o f his and looked again, longingly. But presently he 
tongue, and he could in a w ay make him self seized R osa’s little hand and led her back to the 
understood in hers. spot from which she had taken it, and began to

“  It wants but a  single thing,— its bridge over put it in its place again, explaining to her, in his 
which the strings shall pass,”  he would say, as he broken lingo, that the stolen wood must make a 
and R osa w ent to look at i t ; and as he was not discord in the music that he, at any rate, would 
particular whether he said it in his native patois, or always hear. A n d  while he was doing this, the
in his lingo that was half his patois and half farmer carne into the room, and with a single
R osa’s,— for R osa’s English was not the very best glance took in the situation,— the wrong way. 
in all the world,— I will transíate it for you : “  So, sir ! so, sir 1 ”  cried he, with a  blazing face,

“  A n d  that must be a  bit, a tiny tiny bit, o f oíd “  you are teaching m y daughter to steal, are you ?” 
Swiss pine,”  he said, “  i f  we can ever find it. A n d  A r n e l d  hung down his head and never said
A n d  then you shall hear it hum 1 It is thinking a word, though the farmer was whirling him
now what it will say,— how it will tell us o f the life round b y  the shoulder, and R osa was looking on 
it used to live before it was a  violin, the life it used with a white, scared face.
to live when it was in the forest, when the willow But directly her mother, drawn by the loud 
in it set its feet in the spring brooks, when the tone, was com ing into the room, and Rosa ran and 
m aple in it burned scarlet in October, when the hid her face in her mother’s apron, cry in g : 
pine rustled all its pins together to hear the soft “  O h, I did i t ! I did i t ! A n d  he would n ’t ; he
snow falling. It will tell us how storms sound up said N o ; and he was putting it back ; oh, he was
in the very tops where it used to rock, how the putting it back  ! ”
birds sing to one another in the branches,— once it A nd two m inutes after that, the precious piece 
lived the life o f the woods, you know, but now it is of coveted wood was in A rneld’s hands, his own,
like their risen soul.”  his very own,— and Rosa was in the great dark

A n d  so A rn eld  would run on, always ending best room, that was seldom used except for funer-
with a sigh that he could not find a bit o f oíd Swiss ais, hearing some heart-breaking words from her
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m other; and then A rneld, forgetting all else, was 
at his table in the long kitchen, carving away, with 
all his heart, upon the lovely outlines o f  the 
bridge, as delicate as the contours o f a  flower. A t 
last the bridge was in place, the strings were drawn 
over it, the bow was freshly rosined,— the violin 
was in tune,— the m agic moment had come !

Softly A rneld passed the bow over the strings 
and drew out one long, slow tone to satisfy him­
self the thing was done, hesitatingly, half afraid to 
be heard, lest, after all, it were a  failure. But in 
another moment he had forgotten all about whether 
he was heard or not, as tone after tone came leap- 
ing from the strings almost as if they chose to 
crowd and come without his e ffort; he had forgot­
ten Rosa, and the farmer, and the people,— he 
thought only o f the sounds that came bounding 
underneath the bow, so silvery, so strong, so clear, 
in a  wild and joyous flight, as though they had 
been so long imprisoned that now they rushed into 
the free air as gladly as the rivers rush and run 
when the sun loosens their icy  fetters.

W h at visions filled the long, low room as he 
played ! He saw the dews dropping am ong the 
singing pines ; he saw the brook darken beneath 
the swaying sliadow of the w illow ; he heard the 
birds warble in the m a p le ; he heard the wind 
brush all their tops together. A ll the sweet 
sounds that he had ever known seem ed to send 
their spirits into the m usió  that he drew from his 
violin,— the hum o f  bees in the blossoms, the 
laughter o f children frolicking on the meadows; 
all the half-forgotten tunes o f hom e, the yodle of 
the shepherds echoing through the deep, dark, 
starry blue from peak to peak, the gay jan glin g  of 
m arriage peáis, the slow toll o f a passing b e ll;—  
and it appeared to him, as he played, that he saw 
the elves rocking in the flower-bells, Lurley sing­
in g  as she swept along the tide, the W ild  Ladies 
riding on the wind.

A n d  then the m elody grew slower and softer,—  
he was rem em bering a  tune his mother used to 
s in g ; there came the tinkle o f the little altar-bell 
in the chapel am ong the crags, the praising voices 
o f the ch o ir; and then the little chapel opened 
out into wide darkness, and A rneld was playing to 
him self the wild music o f the storm, the crying 
wind, the rushing billows o f  shipwreck, till the 
sound seemed to rise from all the troubled chords 
and discords to the sweet and silver sonority o f the 
voice that can say to the waters, “  Peace, be s t i ll! ”

“  W ife ,”  said the farmer, as they sat in the best 
room and listened,— at the cióse o f the lecture to 
poor little sobbing, repentant, and forgiven Rosa, 
— “  m y mother used to tell me never to turn a 
b eggar from the door, as I m ight entertain an 
ángel unawares. D o you hear yonder ? ”

“  I thought,”  said the farmer’s wife, “  that I 
heard the rustle o f  an angel’s w ings beside m e.”  

A n d  the next day the farmer drove into town 
and took A rneld to the parson; and the parson 
took him  to the organ ist; and the organist taught 
him all he knew, till A rneld could better teach

“ H E  S A W  T H E  B R O O K  D A R K E N  B E N E A T H  T H E  S H A D O W .

him. A n d  now, if you go to evening concerts, 
some time when you see a  tail, fair-faced man, 
with flowing hair and dream y eyes, begin to play, 
bending his head down lovingly to his violin, to 
play so that the violin seems to sing with a human 
voice and a hum an soul, you will know that it is 
A rneld,— though it is not the little rude fiddle 
that he and R osa made, with which you will hear 
him w ork his wonders, but a  dark and perfect in- 
strument two hundred years o ld ; while as for 
that m agic wand, his bow, I should not daré to 
tell you how m any diamonds there are in it that 
kings and queens have given him.
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F I F T H  O F  N O V E M B E R :  G U Y  F A W K E S ’ DAY.

By  L.

N o w  all who fear a suelden shock 
O f rhymes, must stand from under !

T h e tale 1 tell you sm ells o f smoke,
A n d  mutters lovv o f thunder !

It is a tale o f England old,
In times when thrones spoke louder 

Than nowadays,— o f England old,
K in g James, G u y Faw kes, and powder.

K in g Jamie was a prudent king,
Though more in plan than action;

Y e t  well his prudence needed was,
F or m any a traitorous faction 

Held England in “  those good old d a y s” —  
So called in modern fashion,

W hen present deeds and present men 
I’ ut some one in a  passion.

W ell, children! G u y Faw kes was employed 
B y  some disloval schemers,

T o  blow up those who made the laws.
“  Men o f perdition ! Dreamcrs 

O f  e v i l ! ”  their stern critics said ;
“  T heir every canon loaded 

W ith fell destruction to the land ;
Such men should be— exploded ! ”

A t last a plan grew  ripe for deeds ;
But one conspirer yielding,

F or auld lang syne’s sake, warned a  friend, 
In covert letter shielding 

His m eanjng with am biguous phrase 
(He dared not breathe it louder).

T h e friend put James upon the scent,—
T h e royal nose smelt p o w d er!

A n d  so was caught the traitor Fawkes,
W ho served the plot's ig n itin g ;

Though in the cellar dark he thought 
T o  do another lighting,—

W aiting a  sign to thunder forth 
A  Parliam ent’s last meeting,

T h e members o f a lordly Housc 
F or evermore unseating !

But he was taken, and then soon 
T his traitor knave disloyal,

A nd all his mates, were put to death 
B y  Jantes’ own mandato royal !

’T  was very long ago, yet this 
Great treason to remember,

T h e English boysJin effigy
H ang Faw kes each Novcmber.

W e  are going to assist you in finding out for 
yourselves some o f the wonderful things connected 
with the life and growth o f  plants ; and if you will 
try the simple experiments here mentioned, you 
will surely be interested, and, besides, will lcarn a 
great deal that you ought to know.

I.et us begin at the beginning, th e n ; and as 
most plants grpw from secds, we shall talk first 
about sceds.

W e will suppose that you have collected a few 
Sceds, such as m ay be easily obtained— peas, beans, 
grains of wheat, corn, &c. O f course, you have a 
penknife in your p o ck e t; and if, in addition to the

knil'e, you can have a small m agnifying glass, many 
o f your lessons will be much more interesting.

T ak e a  bean first (Fig. i), 
and with your knife remove 
the skin, which is called the 
seed-coat. Y o u  find that the 
bean separatcs into halves as 
soon as the covering is re­
moved. Now, each part is 
called a  lobe, and sceds 
which naturally split in two 
are called two-lobed.

T ak e a grain o f corn, andS P L I T  D E A N .
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treat it in the sam e way. It does not sp lit; i f  you 
want to part it, you must cut it. Seeds which do 
not split in two are called undivided; and you will 
find that all seeds belong to one or other o f these 
classes.

Now examine those from which you have re­
moved the seed-coats, and you will find at the end 

of each a small worm-like ob- 
ject (Fig. i ,  a, and F ig . 2, a), 
which m ay easily be removed 
with the point o f the knife. If 
you look carefully at the speci- 
men removed from the bean, 
you will be able to see that it 
bears somewhat the appear- 
ance o f a  little plant. Such in
truth it is— the germ , or baby
plant. But put your germsaside 

f i g .  2 .  a  s p l i t  g k a i n  for awhile, and let us look at 
the rest o f the seed. Y o u  will 

find in the corn that it resembles dry flour or starch, 
while in the bean it looks more like a mixture of 
flour and water which has become dry. T h is  is 
the food o f the baby plant, and consists mostly of
sugar and starch. Upon this the germ  lives till
oíd enough to obtain nourishment from the earth 
and air.

Perhaps you think it strange, i f  the plant and its 
food are both contained in the seed, that it is 
necessary to sow seeds in order to have them  grow. 
But the plant cannot appropriate the food until it 
has been moistened. But i f  moisture can be ob- 
tained in any other way than from the grouñd, the 
seed will begin to grow just as if put in the earth ; 
and you m ay prove this for yourselves.

F ill a  tumbler with water, and cover the top with

F I G . 3 . — A  O R A I S  O F  C O R N  B E G IN N T N G  T O  G R O W .

cotton-wool, on which you may place a  few beans 
or some seed o f the kind. Place the glass in the 
window, and in a  few days you will find that your

seeds have sprouted; and they will continué to 
grow until the nourishment is exhausted.

But let us return to the germs. Place them un­
der the magnifying-glass, and you will find that 
some have a  root, stem , and • two leaves, while 
others have a  roo.t, stem, and but one leaf. You 
will also notice that all those having two leaves 
have been taken from two-lobed seeds, while those 
having only one leaf have come from the undivided 
seeds ; and you will find, when they begin to grow, 
that they present the same differences. T h e two- 
lobed seeds put out two leaves at first, the un­
divided only one. So that, by  looking at a young 
plant, you can tell a t once from which class o f seeds

F I G . 4 .  A  B E A N  G R O W 1N G .

it has sp ru n g ; or, looking at a seed, you will be 
able lo foretell the appearance o f the plant.

Now we shall require the plants in the tumbler, 
and such leaves as you m ay be able to collect.

Observe first, that although you m ay have placed 
the seeds in various positions upon the cotton, still 
in every case the leaves have shot upward into the 
air, while the roots have passed downward through 
the cotton into the water. Som e o f them  have had 
to do a  good deal o f twisting in order to accom- 
plish it. It has been hard work, but they have 
succeeded. It is one o f Nature’s laws that leaves 
must go up, roots down. But how or why the 
plants should know what this law  requires o f  them, 
we cannot tell. Experim ents made upon this point 
prove that, rather than bréale the law, plants will 
sometimes slowly transform their p arts; that is, 
the branches o f trees which have been planted up- 
side down. will in time becomp foots, while the 
roots will turn into branches.

Now  take the leaves which you have before you, 
and exam ine the veining o f each, by  holding it 
between your eye and the light. In some o f them 
— maple, oak, and beech leaves, for instance— you
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will find the veins, or fine lines o f the leaf, running 
in every direction; while in others, as the leaves 
o f the calla, lily-of-the-valley, grasses, & c., they 
are parallel to each other— that is, they run side by 
side, extending from the top of the leaf to the 
bottom, or else from the outer edge to the stem, 
which passes down the middle. T h e blades of 
grass and lily-of-the-valley leaves are examples of 
the first; the calla leaf of the second.

Look at the plants in the tumbler. and you will 
find that the leaves all come under one or other of 
these two classes; they are either net-veined or 
parallel-veined.

Next consider the seed s; those that are two- 
lobed have all produced net-veined leaves, while 
the leaves growing from the undivided seeds are all 
parallel-veined.

L et us sum  up what we have learned in this way. 
Two-lobed see d s: Tw o leaves at first, net-veined 
leaves. Undivided seed s: One leaf at first, parallel- 
veined leaves.

I f  you will commit these two short lists to mem- 
ory, you will often find it an advantage, as one 
point will immediately recall the others.

But let us look once more at our young plants. 
Y o u  will notice that in the case o f the two-lobed 
seeds, the lobes have grown up with the plant, and 
are now to be found one on each side of the stem 
(Fig. 4, a, a). T h ey  have changed not only their 
appearance, but their ñame, since our last lesson, 
and are now callcd seed-leaves. Perhaps by this 
time they m ay have turned green ; but they will 
never resemble the other leaves in anything but 
the color. B y  and b y  they will begin to look 
shriveled, as they part with the nourishment which 
is stored in them, and when it is all gone they will 
drop off.

Perhaps you are wondering what the plant is 
going to do after it has exhausted the food con- 
tained in the seed, but by  that time it is quite able 
to support itself, b y  draw iñg upon the earth and 
the air. From  the earth it obtains earthy matter 
and moisture ; from the air, some o f  the gases of 
which it is composed ; and these three things con- 
stitute the food o f the plant.

A  little later we shall tell you som ething of the 
manner in which the food is obtained and pre- 
pared.

A L L  T H l'M H S !
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“  M O T H E R ’ S B O Y ” A T  S E A .  

B y  C y r u s  Ma r t i n , Jr .

B a r u y  very much liked being called “  Mother’s 
B oy.”  I am  not so certain that he would not have 
also liked the ñame o f “  Father’s B oy,”  i f  that title 
could have been given him. But it so happened 
that Barry’s father was a  sea-captain, and was off 
on forcign voyages so much that 
Master Barry sometimes said, with a 
pout, that he m ight as well have no 
father. So he was called “ Mother’s 
B oy,”  and he was tolerábly well con­
ten ted.

But when Barry went to Sagadunk 
with his mother the case was different.
A t home, in the city, he went to walk 
or ride with his mother, and together 
they visited the galleries where pict- 
ures and m any other beautiful and 
curious things were to be found. A t 
Sagadunk, where the coast is very 
rocky, the water deep, and the past­
ures b o ggy, Barry would have had 
great delight i f  his mother could only 
clim b and wade as he did. But the 
fact was that his mother could neither 
climb ñor wade. I am  sorry to add 
that she could not swim a stroke.
Evidently her early education had 
been neglected.

In the city, you see, the fact that 
this lady was- so ignorant and incapa- 
ble had never been brought out. It 
was a  great surprise to Barry when he 
discovered it. A nd as he lay on the 
rocks, one day, looking wistfully out 
to sea, he said softly to him self:

“ M y gracious ! to think that m y 
precious mamma can’t swim ! ”

He had thought that his mother 
could do everyth in g; and he added, b y  way of 
explanation to him self: “ I don’t believe women 
were made to swim, anyhow.”  On the subject of 
wading he was not quite so clear. It was possible 
for h er to wade ; but evidently she did not like it.

Now, Mrs. Dingle was not willing that Master 
Barry should go wandering about the cliffs b y  him­
self, scrambling into places where she could not 
climb, and wading out to the rocks where the lim- 
pets, sea-weed and kelp grew  so lovely and thick. 
Y o u  have scen a hen stand on the brink o f a pond 
when h er little ducklings paddle away from her on

the smooth surface ? Pretty little Mrs. Dingle 
used to laugh to herself and think o f  the mother- 
hen’s distress, as she called after Barry when he 
waded out to the reef, in the bright sea-water, and 
secured such a prize as a comical little crab, or a

coral-like star-fish, hiding in the crevices o f the 
rock. She would cry o u t:

“  Y es, yes, it is very curious, Barry ; bring it 
here. I am  afraid the tide is rising.”

Barry was a duckling who sometimes preferred 
staying in the water.

I don’t know what Barry thought about it, but 
his mother often felt that “  Mother’s Boy ”  was 
growing out o f her reach. H e had been brought 
up at her side. It gave her a  little pan g to see 
him restive when she tried to keep him there. A n d  
it must be said that when Barry climbed up to the

B A R R Y  O N  T H E  R E E F .
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ledge called the “  W hite Boar,”  and sat looking off 
on the ocean, he had a vague longing to be out on 
that lovely sheet o f  water, shining in the sun, tum- 
bling into bright green waves, and stretching so

B A R R Y  A T  T H E  W IN  D O W .

far, so far, down to the sunset, where the red rays 
blurred out the horizon. Somewhere beyond that 
crystal gate in the south was his father’s b ig  ship—  
sailing am ong the spice islands, m ay be ; or gliding 
by  shores where strange birds and beasts and 
painted savages were dotted along, as in the pict­
ures o f a  geography.

T h e  Sagadunk fishermen used to go out o f the 
harbor early in the m orning and return late at 
night. Barry sometimes saw them  from his cham- 
ber window as he dressed him self at sunrise. T hey 
spread their sails like w ings; the soft morning 
breeze sprang up ; and so they sailed away and dis- 
appearcd down the far-off horizon. T h ey  seemed 
to sail into the sky.

O ne day, Barry privatcly inquired o f “  Oíd 
K utch ,”  who was a  famous fisherman o f Sagadunk, 
if he ever saw his father’s ship, the F ly in g  Fish, 
out at sea. T h e oíd fisherman sa id : “  Never, so 
far as I knowed of,”  which was not satisfactory to 
M aster Barry. He thought that “ Oíd K u tch ” 
must see the whole world when he got below that 
dim horizon.

“  I know m y papa’s ship, and i f  I were to go 
with you I m ight show her to you, and find my 
papa,”  said Barry.

O íd Kutch laughed. “  B ut your mar would n ’t 
let you go so far away, m y little m an.”

Barry’s countenance fell, but he explaincd :
“ She would be so glad i f  I brought back my 

papa, that she would n’t care if I did go without 
her knowing it.”

Barry was on dangerous ground for “  Mother’s 
B o y .”

A fter many mysterious talks and movements, 
which took several days, Oíd Kutch agreed that 
M aster Barry should get up early some fine mom-

ing, and steal away to the boat at the wharf. A t  
night, Barry scarcely slept at a ll;  and when he 
dreamed, it was o f curious and often frightful sights 
in foreign lands. W hen day broke, he was in such 
haste that he scarcely dressed himself. He m igh t 
have gone out at the d oor; but, creeping past his 
mother’s chamber, he got out by  the hall-window, 
stole down through the orchard, scrambled over 
the stone wall, slid down the bank, and was soon 
on board the Polly A nn , commanded by Captain 
Kutch.

It was a great adventure. He was going to sea 
in search o f his father. His heart was a  little 
heavy when he looked back at the oíd farm-house 
where he had left his mother. But the Polly 
A nn  was under way, and, with a curious sort of 
feeling in his throat, he watched the village fade 
away. H e was at sea.

It would not be pleasant for me to tell you o f all 
the troubles that befell M aster Barry that day. In 
the first place, he was very hungry ; and he ate a  
great deal o f a  nice luncheon which one o f the 
fishermen produced from a b ig  basket, strangely 
like one of his mamma’s. T hen, when he had 
satisfied his hunger, his luncheon did not agree 
with him at all, H e felt very queer. Everything 
seemed going around. His stom ach was all in a

“  W H E N  H E  D R E A M E D .”

whirl. He was sea-sick, and he lost all interest in 
what was going on about him. T h e Polly A nn 
was very lively, and, although she was anchored 
on the fishing-grounds, she bounced about at a
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great rate. T h e  sun was hot, and, as Barry looked 
over the edge o f the bulwark where he lay, he saw 
nothing but horrid, tum bling waves everywhere. 
No land in sight, unless a low cloud on the dull, 
gray horizon were land. H e was hom esick; and 
if he cried silently behind the ill-smelling tarpaulin 
that screened him, I do not think any o f m y boy- 
readers should laugh at him. I have been in just 
such a  plight, and probably did ju st as Barry did.

W hat was worse, there was no sign o f the F lying 
Fish, or anything that looked like her. Once 
in a  while, a  brown sail crept up from the horizon, 
drifted along against the sky, and melted away into 
the dim distance. It was “  a  Down-East coaster, 
loaded with lim e,”  Old K utch would say, unless he 
was too busy with his fish to say anything. Barry 
only wanted to get home once more.

“  O h, what will m y poor, degr mamma s a y ? ”  he 
moaned.

“  You oughter thought o f that afore,”  Captain 
Kutch madc answer. A nd so he should have.

Meantime, was Mrs. D ingle goin g up and down 
the beach, crying out for her “  Mother’s Boy ? ”

thing as sea-sickness and discomfort in all the 
world. She was possibly thinking o f the hen and 
her willful duckling.

T h at night, when the stars came out and the 
Polly A nn  drifted up Sagadunk harbor, the most 
tired, weary and homesick little chap you ever 
heard of, scrambled out into the small-boat which 
was to take him  ashore. Mrs. D ingle, sotnehow, 
happened to be on the la n d in g; and when Barry 
jum ped into her arms and cried, “  I could n’t find 
papa 1 ”  she only hugged him tight and whispered, 
“  Mother’s Boy 1 ”

It seemed an age to Barry since he had been 
gone. T h e familiar little bed, with its blue-and- 
white check cover, looked like an old friend from 
foreign p a rts ; and the hollyhocks in the parlor 
fire-place were fresher and brighter by  candle-light 
than any hollyhocks he ever saw.

I need not tell you how Barry settled affairs with 
his mamma. W h en  he found Old K utch, after 
that, one leisure day ashore, that venerable skipper 
asked him when he proposed goin g again on a 
voyage o f  discovery. Barry replied :

“ A S  T H E  PO LLY A N N  D R IF T E D  U P S A G A D U N K  H A R BO R.”

Strange to say, she was doing nothing o f the sort. 
She sat at the gable window that overlooked the 
sea, and, as she sewed or read, she glanced out 
over the sapphire waters o f the bay, and over the 
shining waves that rippled toward the sunset as 
brightly and silvery as though there were no such

“  I shall not be so naughty and run away again, 
for I am ‘ Mother’s B oy,’ you see.”

“  W h y, she knowed it all the tim e.”
A nd so she d id ; and when she let Barry go off 

in charge o f Old Kutch, she was trying two experi- 
ments— one on herself and one on “  Mother’s B oy.”
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G R E A T  E X P E C T  A T I O N S .

BV JOEL STACY.

v ’r y  little  grape, dear, th at c lin gs unto a  vine,
Expects some day to ripen its little drop o f wine.
E v’ry  little girl, I think, expects in time to be
Exactly like her own m am m a— as grand and sweet and free !
E v ’ry little boy who has a  pocket o f his own,
Expects to be the biggest man the world has ever known. 
E v ’ry little piggy-w ig that makes its little wail,
Expects to b e  a great, b ig  p ig  with a  very curly tail.
E v ’ry little lam bkin, too, that frisks upon the green,
Expects to be the finest sheep that .ever yet was seen.
Ev’ry little baby-colt expects to be a h o rse ;
E v’ry little pup expects to be a dog, o f course.
E v ’ry little kitten pet, so tender and so nice,
Expects to be a  grown-up cat and live 011 rats and mice.
Ev’ry little fluffy chick, in downy yellow drest,
Expects some day to crow and strut, or cackle at its best. 
E v ’ry little baby-bird that peeps from out its nest,
Expects some day to cross the sky  from glowing east to west.

Now ev’ry hope I 've mentioned here will bring its sure event, 
Provided nothing happens, dear, to hinder or prevent.

IN T H E  P O N D  A N D  ON T H E  M A R S H .
( T r a n s l a t e d f r o m  th e  G e r m á n .)

B y  A b b y  S. A l g e r .

C h a p t e r  I.
T H E  D O L L  U N D E R  T H E  B R I A R - B U S H .

T h e r e  was once a little girl, whose ñame was 
Beata. S h e was only five years oíd, but she was a 
good, clever little girl. On her birthday, her oíd 
aunt made her a  present o f a dolí who was a  real 
beauty. There was not a fault to be found with 
the dear creature, except that perhaps her left eye- 
brow was drawn up a  tiny grain too high.

“  It ’s just as if she were frowning a little bit 
with one eycbrow. Is n’t she pleased?”  asked 
Beata, when she first took her into her arms.

“  O h, yes,”  said aunty, “  but she does n ’t know 
you yet. She always raises her eyebrow a little

when she tries to examine any one carefully. She 
only wants to see i f  you are a good little girl.” 

“ Y es, but now she sees that I a m ; for I think 
her brows look just alike," said Beata.

T h e dolí grew very dear to her, almost dearer 
that even little Marie and Louise, although they 
were lier best friends.

One day she went into the yard with her dolí. 
She had given her a ñame now, and they had be- 
come trusty allies. T h e  dolí was called Beata too, 
because that was the little girl’s own ñame, and be- 
cause aunty was called Beata. It was Spring time, 
and in one córner o f the yard, round a pond, there 
was a  nice green plat, with thick, soft grass; and 
in it grew a low, bushy willow tree covered all over
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with the yellow tassels which, you know, Germán 
children cali goslings. A nd they do look like gos- 
lings, for every one has soft yellow down on it, and 
will float on the water, but then they can’t move. 
So b ig  Beata— to be sure she was only five years 
old, but still she was much bigger than the other—  
and little Beata agreed that they would pulí the 
goslings from the tree and throw them  into the 
pond, for they knew they would like it as well as 
the big goslings did, which they had seen swirn- 
m ing about there. It was really b ig  Beata who 
m ade the proposal, but little Beata said nothing to 
the contrary; for no one can think how intelligent 
and good-natured she always was. So b ig  Beata 
climbecl up into the willow-tree and gathered the 
cunning yellow goslings into her white apron, and 
then she counted them, and when she had counted 
as far as twenty-two, she said that now she thought 
they had enough, and little Beata never said a 
word against it. She came down again, and that 
was very hard work, because she liad  to hold her 
apron together with one hand all the time. She 
fancied that little Beata cailed out to her to drop 
the goslings down on the grass, but she dared not, 
for fear they would hurí themselves in the fail.

T hen  they both ran to the pond, and b ig  Beata 
helped her friend to fasten her legs cióse between 
two o f the palings round it, so that she could stand 
there comfortably and watch the dear little goslings 
swimm ing about in the water. O ne gosling after 
another slipped in, and as they approached the 
water, they seemed to come to life and begin to 
move a  little. T h at was fun ! B ig  Beata clapped 
her hands at the darling wee little downy birds, 
and when she just helped little Beata a  tiny bit, 
she clapped her hands too. But soon all the gos­
lings lay quite still and would not stir. T h at was 
very stupid, and Beata asked her little namesake 
if she did not think she (big Beata) could lean over 
the edge o f the pond a  little and blow on them, for 
then she truly believed they would come to life 
again. Little Beata did not answer.

So b ig  Beata bent over the pond and blew on the 
nearest oncs. Y e s  ! that was right— they began to 
move at once. But those which were farthest away 
lay quite still. “ Som e o f  them  are very silly !’’ 
said Beata, and she leaned far, far over the e d g e ; 
her hand slipped on the wet railing and— plump ! 
she fell right into the w ater; it was very, very coid, 
and it closed over her head and carried off her 
straw h a t; she had no time to hear whether little 
Beata screamed, but she felt sure she did. W hen 
her head rose above the water again, she saw her 
dear friend little Beata standing, mute with alarm, 
staring at her, with her right hand extended over 
the water. B ig  Beata hastily grasped it, and little 
Beata made herseif as stiff as she could and stood

fast between the palings and held her dear friend 
up. So she kept her face above water long enough 
to give a  shriek o f terror, and her father and 
mother both came running to h e r; they were palé 
with fear and pulled her out. She was dripping wet, 
the water streamed from her, and she was so fright- 
ened and coid that her teeth chattered. H er father 
was going to carry h er right into. the house ; she 
bcgged him  for m ercy’s salce to take little Beata 
too, lest she should fall into the pond also. “  F or 
it was she who saved m e,” she said.

Beata was put to bed, and little Beata had to lie 
beside her. W hen she grew  sleepy and had said 
her “  Our Fath er,”  she patted her little friend and 
said : “  I can never thanlc you enough for saving 
me from the horrid, deep pond, dear little Beata. 
O f course I know that our Lord helped you to 
stand fast between the pales and to make yourself 
stiff; but still it was you and no one else, who 
reached me your hand, so that I did not sinlc to the 
bottom, and for this you shall be my best friend as 
long as I live, and when I grow big you shall stand 
god-m other to m y first daughter; she shall be 
named little Beata like you.”  T hen  she lcissed the 
little one and fell asleep.

But b ig  Beata had a brother, who was still b igger 
than she ; he was eight years old, and was a  wild, 
unruly fellow. H is ñame was V ig g o ; he had read 
in an old history book about a horrid, bearded V ik- 
in g, who had the same ñame, and who sailed from 
land to land and killed people, and often took pris- 
oners, and all the gold and silver he could find, on 
boarcl his ship. A nd so V igg o  got him self a little 
axe, such as he read the old Vilcing had, and told 
his sister that henceforth she must cali him V iggo  
V iking, for that was what he m eant to be when he 
grew up. H e chasecl the hens and ducks in the 
yard and tried to cut off their heads with his a x e ; 
they shriekcd and ran away, which made the little 
V ik in g  all the bolder. But when he went into the 
goose-fields with his axe on his shoulder and raised 
his war-cry, the old gander grew angry, bent his 
long neclc and snapped at V iggo  V ik in g ’s legs so 
savagely that he dropped his axe and ran how ling 
away. F or the old gander knew that V ikings had 
no right to cut off heads in their own country, not 
even on the farthest side o f the goose-pond.

One day V igg o  V ik in g  came to his sister, looking 
very fierce; he had a  paper helm et on and was 
scowling furiously.

“  Now, I ’rn going to carry off somebody. I ’ve 
come out on purpose,”  said he. “  Y o u  are too big, 
but I shall certainly take little Beata. I shall carry' 
her a  great way off, at least to the plowed field, 
and perhaps as far as the pasture. A n d  you will 
never see her again as long as you live.”

“ Y o u ’rc a bad boy, and do nothing but mis-
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Y o u  have all heard, I d aré 'say, o f the French 
Revolution. But do you know how it carne about, 
and what its terrors were ?

It carne about because there had been a  great 
many wicked kings and wicked nobles in France, 
who had lived only for their own selfish ends, and 
had considered the people as beasts o f burden to 
be  used to help them  forward for pleasure-seeking 
and for money-getting. I f  they wanted war for 
any ambitious purpose o f their own, whole rcgions 
were desolated, and sons and fathers and husbands 
swept aw ay down the bloody path that w ar always 
makes. I f  they wanted Service o f any kind—  
whether honest labor or vile labor— children were 
torn from parents, and new-married wives from 
their husbands. But the poorest o f the French 
people were so ignorant, and had lived in a  State 
o f slavish dread o f those w ho were above them in 
rank for so long a  time, that perhaps they would 
have borne their triáis longer if it had not happened 
that very m any am ong the richer people and the 
better educated ones suffered too, by  reason of 
quarrels with the nobles, or quarrels am ong them- 
selves, or abuses from the k in g  or his courtiers. 
A m o n g  the most fearful o f these abuses were those 
which were committed under the authority o f what 
were called lettres d u  cachet, o r letters with the 
royal seal. T hroughout the reigns o f  Louis X IV . 
and o f Louis X V . this sort o f  tyranny was com- 
mon. T hus, i f  a  noble bore a  grudge against some 
neighbor, or had a  fierce quarrel with some old-time 
friend, and wished to take him  out o f the way, he 
would apply to the k in g  or to a  royal minister and 
beg or buy an order with the royal seal upon it, 
and send a  file o f soldiers or an officer to seize—  
under authority o f this royal order— his enerny, and 
thrust him into a prison o f the statc, where he 
m igh t languish for years, without any communica- 
tion afterward with wife or children or friends. 
Friends or fam ily would not know, indeed, whither 
he had g o n e ; and so secretly would the w ork be 
done, that they would not know when or by  whom 
he was torn away. Sometim es an old, white-haired 
man, who had been almost forgotten, would sud- 
denly appear am ong his friends again, after twenty 
vears o f dungeon life.

I f  you should ever read Mr, Dickens’ “ T ale  of 
Tw o Cities,” — and it is one o f the strongest stories 
he wrote, and well worth your reading,— you will 

VOL. III— 3.

find a  most thrilling narrativo of such a  long im- 
prisonment of a French physician, who was torn 
aw ay from his young wife, and for sixteen long 
years never heard if she were alive or dead. No 
wonder that his mind gave way, and that when 
he found liberty at last he was a poor decrepit 
shadow o f a man.

T h ere  is also another terrible story o f abuse 
under these lettres du cachet, which is said to be 
wholly trae, and which appeared in a book called 
“  Letters from F ran ce,”  b y  H elen M aría W illiams, 
an English lady who passed much tim e in France 
before the Revolution, and who was herself a pris- 
oner in the T em ple under the rule o f Robespierre. 
H er story was about a  black-hearted father, who, 
under eover o f one o f these kingly orders or letters, 
caused his own son, who had offended him , to be 
snatched away from his family, and to be buried in 
a dungeon for years. In  fact, there was liardly 
any crime against persons that m igh t not be per- 
m itted under shelter o f onc o f those terrible “ let­
ters ”  o f the king.

W h a t would you think, pray, i f  G eneral Grant, 
or G eneral Sherm an, or Mr. Fish, m ight issue a 
letter, with the State seal affixed, which would em- 
power any m arshal or politician, or whoever might 
gain possession o f  the letter, to seize upon any 
enem y o f  his at dead o f night, and bear him  o ff to 
prison, and keep him there so long as he might 
choose ? W o u ld  not such a  power, unchecked by 
any courts o f justice or by  law, malte o f  our coun- 
try, or o f any country, a very doleful place to live 
in ?

A n d  can you wonder that those poor people in 
that far-away country o f  France, and in that far- 
away tim e (nearly a  hundred years now), should 
have cliafed under it, and talked bitterly and threat- 
eningly, until after awhilc their angry and threaten- 
ing talk grew into a  great tempest that swept 
through the París streets like a whirlwind ?

N o wonder they were m addened; no wonder 
their passion got the better o f their ju d g m en t; no 
wonder the population, led on by enraged fanatics, 
worked deeds o f cruelty which made all Europe 
shudder. V ery  great and disorderly wrongs are 
almost always balanccd, sooner or later, b y  very 
great and disorderly avengement.

W hen that tempest o f madness I was speaking 
o f just nbw first swept through the streets o f Paris

A  D A R K  B I T  O F  HI S T O R Y .

B y  D o n a l d  G . M i t c h e l l .

A  D A R K  B I T  O F  H I S T O R Y .
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(in the reign o f Louis X V I .), it drove the crazed 
people in herds to glut their vengeance upon those 
who were keeping captives in chains within the 
great prison o f the Bastille. It was indeed a  grim 
and dismal-looking building upon the borders of 
Paris, with sluggish w ater around it, and its door 
was entered by a  draw-bridge. Tow ard the frown- 
ing walls o f  this prison (there is only a  tail bronze 
column upon the spot now) the populace o f the 
city rushed headlong, with whatever weapons they 
could lay hands upon. Butchers took their cleav- 
ers, stable-men their forks, carters their heavy 
oaken stakes, carpenters their a x e s; and there were 
thousands with guns and cutlasscs, and there were 
brawny women with heavy pistols. T h e soldiers 
who guarded the prison were so frightened by the 
sights and sounds o f this tempest o f the people’s 
fury, that they could hardly m ake any opposing 
fight at all. T h e  governor o f the prison, seeing 
what mad rage he must encounter, would have 
blown up the huge building altogether, and had 
actually laid the match to do so, but the soldiers 
rebelled and forced him  to surrender. T hen  the 
ragin g m ob flowed in, and those who wore the 
uniform o f the kin g were smittcn to death, and 
dungeon-gates were unlocked, and prisoners stag- 
gered out who had not seen the day for dozens and 
scores o f years.

A  beautiful girl was caught sight o f flying down 
one o f the great stair-ways, and she was straight- 
w ay seized upon by those who believed her to be a 
daughter o f the governor, and would have been 
burned in the court-yard had n ot a few generous 
soldiers stolen her away and secreted her until the 
sack was over. A s for the governor, who was a 
marquis and the king’s friend, they cut off his head 
and bore it bleeding from the top o f a  pike-staff all 
down the Street; and all down the Street poured 
the m ad, rejoicing rabble, slaying m any another 
as they went, and carrying the trophies with them 
— gory heads on pikes, or gory heads on chafing 
dishes carried b y  women.

A s  it was that day so it was on many a day there- 
after, and for many a  week and m o n th ; and for 
years whoever was a  noble, or friend o f the hated 
nobles,— or rich, or friend o f the hated rich,—  
lived, i f  he lived at all in that city o f revolution, in 
great dread and danger.

There was not much feeling at the first against 
Louis X V I ., for he was a farbetter k in g  than those 
who had gone before him. H e was kindly at hcart, 
and what we m ight cali nowadays a  gentlem anly, 
amiable man, with not much forcé o f  character, 
and disposed to yield to the opinions o f those who 
had been his oíd advisers. T hese, by  their ob- 
stinacy, brought him very soon to grief. T h e 
people forced him  to trial, and there was a forced

condemnation. H is head, too, fell before the fury 
o f  the enraged people, and was held up by the 
executioner upon the scaffold for the thronging 
mob to look upon.

T h is  poor k in g  had ieft behind him  in the prison 
a  son, whom he had taught, as he best could in 
those dreary prison hours, arithmetic and geogra- 
phy. D o you think the boy ever forgot those les- 
sons, o r ever forgot the sorrow and the loud wail- 
ings o f his mother, the queen, when the k in g  went 
out to his bloody death ?

A  little after this, those crazy ones, who were 
governing France so m adly in this time, gave over 
this prince boy to the care o f a shoem aker and his 
wife, to whom  they furnished a lodgment in the 
prison for this purpose ; and they did this in order, 
as they said, that the bringing up o f the boy m ight 
be as low as that o f the lowest o f the people. Poor 
boy ! poor prince !

A  little later, Marie Antoinette, the queen, was 
taken out o f her dungeon to go to trial. T h ey
called it a  trial, for the sake o f d ecen cy; but I
think they knew how it would end before they 
called on her to appear. I f  the judges before
whom she stood had said she was innoccnt and
must go free, I am  sure that the wives o f  the wine- 
sellers, and the fish-women, and the liags o f  Paris 
would have snatched her away and carried her off 
to execution, i f  they had not slain her w ith their 
own bread-knives in the Street.

These m ad people had such a  thirst for blood !
It was better, perhaps, that the ju d g es should 

say the Queen must be beheaded (as they did), 
than that these wild women should cut her in 
pieces.

She certainly died an easier death b y  the guillo­
tine.

Y o u  don’t  know  what the guillotine is ?
It is sim ply a great knife sliding in grooves 

between two upright posts, which by its fall severs 
the head from the body in an in stan t; and it is 
the most humane way o f executing capital punish- 
ment— if  there be any humanity about it.

T h e  m achine was called Guillotine, after a Dr. 
Guillotin, who, in the French Assem bly in 1791, 
proposed a  better w ay o f cutting o ff people’s heads 
than the oíd w ay o f  doing it by  an axe ; which he 
said was a  clum sy way, and clumsy headsmen 
sometimes made bad w ork o f it. B u t Dr. Guillo­
tin was not the inventor, as some books will tell 
you ; ñor did he lose his own head b y  it, as other 
books will tell you.

In 1792, the question o f finding some new way 
o f execution was referred to D r. Antoine Louis, 
the Secretary o f the C ollege o f Surgeons, and he 
advised such a  method as had been hinted at by 
Dr. Guillotin the year before. So, then they had
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a machine made for trial b y  one Schm idt, who 
was a  knife-maker. A nd they tried it on a body 
or two, and found it worked so well that they 
adopted it; and people called it at first “  Louisette.”  
B ut Dr. Louis said he did n’t  invent it or m ake it. 
(W ebster’s U nabridged Dictionary, which is so 
rarely wrong, malees a mistake in saying he did 
invent it.)

So the people went back on the ñame o f Dr. 
Guillotin— all because a  poet o f  that day had made 
some jin g lin g  rhymes, in which the honor had 
been referred to him.

T h e real truth is, that a  machine like it had 
been used in Italy, at Gcnoa, two hundred years 
b efore; and in England, at Halifax, and in Scot- 
land, at Edinburgh, more than a hundred years

before. T h e Scotch people had called it “ The 
M aiden.”

It is a  dreadful machine, and does very quick 
work, as I know ; for I have m yself seen a man’s 
head taken o ff by  i t ; and I never wish to see 
such a  sight again.

A n d  now, w hy do you suppose I have run over 
this bloody bit o f history ? Only as a  sort o f intro- 
duction to two o f your good friends— a  man and a 
woman, who lived in París through all this time 
o f blood, and who yet have written the two most 
charm ing and pleasant stories for children that are 
any where to be found in the French language.

Y o u  know them both in English. W ho the 
writers were, and what the stories were, I must tell 
you some other month.

B A S S  C O V E  S K E T C H E S . — Y O U N G  J O E  A N D  T H E  D U C K S .

By  J. T . T r o w b r id g e .

O n e  day, a good m any years ago, young Joe 
Scoville, o f Bass. Cove, went up to town to sell 
some wild ducks he had shot. Old Joe (that was 
his father) had said to him , early in the season, 
“  W hen I see you come a-luggin’ home a  couple o’ 
dozen ducks to oncet, then I ’ ll let you go and try 
your hand sellin’ on ’em ; ”  and young Joe, having 
bagged that morning his two dozen and upward, 
had now for the first time in his life come alone to 
market.

A n d  very proud was youn g Joe, I assure you. 
He drove sm artly into the Square, and cried, 
“  W h oa ! ”  and “  H ere ’s yer nice fine ducks, gen- 
tlemen ! w alk up, gen tlem en ! ”  and nodded re- 
spectfully to customers, and felt and acted very 
m uch like old Joe, his father.

He thought everybody appeared greatly pleased 
with him. Som e looked at his freckled face, long 
hair, and old coat that had been his father’s (and 
had seen I don’t know how m any A tlantic storms), 
and sm iled approvingly. Som e appeared delighted 
with his manners— so fresh and natural, you know. 
Others regarded his little old one-horse wagón, 
and queer little pony,— with his unkempt mane 
about his face and eyes, wjiich gave him a  striking 
resemblance to youn g Joe with his long hair,— as

if  they had never seen anything so agreeable. 
“ W h a t pleasant folks these city folks be ! ”  thought 
young Joe.

“  W alk  up, gentlem en, and take a look ! Don’t 
cost nothin’ to take a  look, whether ye b u y or 
n o t ! ”  he called out. “  How d’e do ? ”

H e said “ H ow  d’e d o ? ” to about the hand- 
somest, best-dressed, and fattest man either he or 
anybody else ever saw. H e had a  cañe in his hand 
and a  cigar in his mouth, and was altogether a 
nice, plump, shiny fellow, from his h at to his boots. 
H e did not say in reply, “ Pretty well, thank y e ; 
how are you ? ”  as Joe, who had been taught good 
manners at home, thought he ought to have done; 
but, with his hat tipped airily on one side o f his 
head, and his cigar sticking up jauntily out of one 
córner o f his mouth, he came along and looked 
carelessly into the wagón.

“  Helio ! ”  said he, when he saw the ducks. He 
took the c igar out o f  his mouth, and said “  H el-lo ! ” 
again, more em phatically than before, and looked 
up at young Joe. “  W here did you get these ?”

“  Shot ’em ; where d ’ ye s’pose ? ”  said young 
Joe, proudly.

“  Yon did n’t shoot ’em ?— a boy lik  a y o n / ’ ’ said 
the fat man.
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“ M abby I did n’t,”  replied Joe, indignantly ; 
“ and then, ag ’in, m abby I d id ; and i t ’s a  little 
more I did than I did n ’t, this time, I guess ! ”

“  Bless m y h e a rt! i f  I aint surprised ! ”
Now the handsome and well-dressed plum p gen- 

tleman happened to be no other than Mr. Augustos 
Bonwig, the confectioner, whose celebrated candy- 
shop was well and favorably known to every good 
boy and girl in town. He looked almost as if he 
had been made o f candy himself—  clear white and 
red, and a  great deal o f it. T h ere  was one thing

“  D o— you— want —  to —  b u y — them  —  ducks ?”  
demanded young Joe, ungram m atically, but very 
distinctly, beginning to distrust Mr. Bonwig. “ If 
you don’t, you need n’t  feel obliged to handle ’em 
any more, th a t’s all.”

“  N o, I  don’t care to purchase; but I ’ ll give 
som ething for a  chance to shoot a  few such birds,” 
said Mr. Bonwig— and blessed his heart again.

“  O h ! th a t’s i t ! W al, you come down our way 
some time, and I ’ll show y e  a  chance. Y e  can 
shoot as m any black ducks and coots and old wives

J O E  A N D  H I S  D U C K S .

he was rem arkably good at, but on which he did 
not pride him self at all, and that was— his business. 
There was another thing he was not so good at, 
but on which he naturally prided him self a good 
deal (for that is the way with some o f us), and 
that was— gunning. H e did n’t care whether you 
praised his sweetmeats, or n o t; but i f  you hap­
pened to say, “ Bonwig, people tell me you are a 
fine shot,”  that pleased Mr. Augustus Bonwig. It 
was this ambition o f his which caused him to regard 
young Joe with sudden interest, and to exclaim 
again, very emphatically, after havin g examined 
him  and the ducks once more, “  Bless m y heart 
now ! I am  surprised 1 ”

as y e  can carry away on yer back. A n d  I wont 
charge y e  nothin’ fo r ’t, neither. Takes gum ption 
to g it ’em, though, sometimes ! ”  said Joe.

“  I guess i f  y o u  can get ’em /  can, fast enough ! ”  
said the sm iling Augustus. “  W h ere  do you live ?”  

“ B assC ove. A sk  for old Joe Scoville— th a t ’s 
my father. Stage-driver ’ll set ye down righ t by  
the door. H ope you ’ll bring a  good gun. I ha’nt 
got much o f a gun, ñor dad ha’nt, neither;— some­
times I take mine, and sometimes I take his ’n, and 
sometimes I take b o th ;— flint-locks ; miss fire half 
the t im e ; but we m anage to make ’em  do, seein’ 
we ’ve got the h an g o’ the ducks."

T h is  speech greatly encouraged Mr. Bonwig,
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T O  A  Y O U N G  G I R L
W it h  a  S p r a y  o f  A i i t u m n  L e a v es.

T h o u g h  A u tu m n  w in ds are  s ig h in g  in you r future, M a ry  dear,
T heir music m ay b e  sweeter than the early Spring-time cheer;
A s the fleeting moments ripen in the fullness o f your prime,
T h ere  ’ll be tints and shadows richer far than those o f  Sum m cr-tim e;
A nd, so, these leaves prophetic made me dream, m y girl, o f you 
A s  they trembled in their gladness, with the sunlight shining through.

M. M. D.

A  F A M O U S  V I C T O R Y .  

B y  E t h e l  C . G a l e .

f t e r  all, it was n’t  much o f a 
thing to fight about; but, then, 
i f  every one should refuse to quar- 
rel till there was a  good reason for 
it, how could there be famous vic- 
tories ?

It happened in this way. Every- 
thing has a  beginning, and the 
beginning o f this victory dated 
back to the corn-husking. Not 
an old-fashioned, social husking- 
bee in a b ig  barn, with a  b ig  sup- 
per afterward, such as we some­
times read a b o u t; but a  modern 

husking, w here several men stand or kneel all day 
ín the frosty Autum n weathcr by  the “ stouts”  of 
corn, and, taking ear by  ear, pulí off the husks, 
leaving some fast to the stalks, and scattering 
others over the ground. It was these scattered 
husks w hich made one o f the partios to the battle.

T h e  corn had all been husked, the bundles of 
stalks carried and stacked beside the barn, and the 
corn itself had been sorted and stored in the cribs ; 
so the wide corn-field, lying on the south side o f a 
hill, and still further sheltered b y  a  thick maple 
grove on the liill-top, would have been left all 
alone had not a number o f large yellow Pumpkins 
and the loosened Corn-husks have staid to keep it 
company.

Now  one would think that, under these circum- 
stances, the Corn-husks and the Pum pkins would 
have been the best o f friends. But it is n ’t always

circumstances that make good friends of people or 
th in gs; it ’s the kinds of natures they have. A  
Corn-husk is naturally light-m inded and vain.

Pum pkins, on the contrary, are not very brilliant 
(I never yet heard o f one o f them  m aking an after- 
dinner speech, although they are often present on 
festive occasions, and m uch liked), but they are 
quite content to be useful, good-natured members 
o f the community.

One m orniijg, an hour or two after the sun had 
kissed the hill-side field awake, the Corn-husks be- 
gan a  pleasant chat with the Pum pkins,— that is, 
the chat was pleasant to the Husks because it was 
all about themselves ; and it was not disagreeable 
to the Pum pkins because they were good-humored 
enough to take an interest in whatever subject 
would best please their friends.

“  N eighbor Yellow -face,”  exclaimed an uneasy 
H usk, fairly jum ping up and down in his excite- 
m ent, “  how can you bear to spend your life in 
ly in g there so quietly, week in and w eek out? 
W h y, I could n ’t  endure it for an hour ! Look at 
me now. I stay at home a  little while, then coax a 
friendly wind to give me a  lift in his carriage, and 
take me to cali upon some o f m y brothers and 
sisters on the other side o f  the fie ld ; then I may 
go down to the road-side and amuse m yself looking 
at the passers-by; then I m ay go up b y  the grove 
and listen to the gossip o f the trees— very enter- 
taining it is to o ; and then, in the afternoons, we 
all get together to have a dance. W e  Corn-husks 
are constantly goin g about, always having a good
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time, always im proving our minds by  intercourse
with the w orld; while y o u   O h ! dear neigh-
bor Yellow-face, I think your life must be dread- 
fully monotonous. Don’t you often wish you were 
a Husk ?”

“ W e ll,”  sm iled the Pum pkin, rolling him self a 
very trifle more to one side, “  1 don’t know that 1 
ever wished that. I think my life is very pleasant.
I dream  o f a  great m any happy things, and don’t 
find th ed ays long or dull. A  great deal passes

V I C T  O R Y . [ N o v e m b e r ,

them that people shall learn always to think of 
peace and happiness when they see m y face.”

“  H ear him now ! ”  shriekcd the little Corn-husk, 
m his hasty temper not h a lf hearing what the 
Pum pkin had said. “ O nly hear him ! Old Yellow- 
face here says that we were all sent into the world 
just to eat and drink and sleep, as he does, from 
m orning till n ig h t ! ”

W ith  this aróse a great rustling and a confusión 
o f m any voices. U p  sprang the Corn-husks, every

/VW) CO K N -H U SK S.

before m y eyes, and I ’m  so busy thinking that the 
time seems short. In  fact, there is but one thing 
that troubles me, w hich is that b y  thinking so 
much I ’m a little afraid that m y head is swelling. 
D o you think I  shall die o f it ? ”

“ D ie o f w h a t? ”  snappishly answered the irri- 
tated Husk. “  Y o u r head is  swelling, but it ’s all 
because you lie  here all day in the sun and do 
nothing but eat and drink. I should n’t wonder 
one bit i f  you died o f  laziness. Y o u  ’ve no ambition 
at all, o r you would try to rise in  the world ! ”

“  O yes, I have ! ”  said the Pum pkin as placidly 
as ever. “  Y es, I have an ambition to do as well as 
I can what I was sent in the world to do, and that 
is to think o f  happy things, and grow  so full of

one o f  them  indignant at the presumption o f  the 
Pumpkins.

“  T h e y  are all alike,”  cried the Husks. “  T h e 
lazy, stuck-up things ! T h e ignorant, conceited 
lo t ! Husks o f our position should n ever have no- 
ticed them ! L et us m ake w ar upon them .”

A n d  with this the H usks began to tlirow them- 
selves upon the Pum pkins, to rain down blows 
upon them, and at the sam e time to pelt them  with 
words.

“  W hat in the world is this about ? ”  exclaimed 
the astonished Pumpkins. “ W h at have we done 
to deserve this ? ”

But for answer they received only more blows 
and hard words from the now furious Husks.
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In the midst o f the turmoil, both parties m ight 
have seen, i f  they had not been too busily engaged 
to do so, the farmer and his ox-cart slowly ap- 
proaching.

“  Land sakes ! ”  exclaim ed the farmer. “  I do 
believe those Husks think they.’re really hurting 
m y Pum pkins ! H o, ho ! T hin gs that are worth 
the least always think the most o f themselves.”

A n d  he began tenderly lifting the Pum pkins one 
by  one into the cart.

A s this was slowly creaking out o f sight again, 
and not a  Yellow-face was left upon the ground, 
the field felt lonely, and sighed for its late friends. 
But the Corn-husks called a convention, and passed 
resolutions and issued reports, to prove to all the 
world that they had gained a famous victory.

T H E  R E F O R M E R .  

B y  M r s . M . C . P y l e .

A  GOODLY sound has that word “  Reform ,”  
A n d  with it this age kccps its virtue warm,
But m any reformers, w ell we know,
Spend their strength showing others the way 

to go ;
W ith  zeal and knowledge telling each one 
How his neighbors' duty can best b e  done, 
W h ile  neglecting to prove to all beholders 
How such loads would b e  borne b y  their own 

strong shoulders.
T h e  guide-post maxim keeping in view,

“ D o as I say  and not as I do.”
R em em bering this, we xnust duly prize 
One hero who acted otherwise,
T o  whom  these words o f honor are due,
T h a t he showed the duty and did it too.

O ur poultry-yard was a cheerful place 
W ith  its tenants o f various hue and race : 
Geese, and turkeys, and w addling ducks, 
M otherly hens w ith anxious clucks,
Speckled Dom iniques, Polanders dark,
G uinea fowls with their queer “  Pe-trarch;  ”  
But the proudest and grandest o f all the flock 
W as G obble, our gorgeous turkey-cock; 
Strutting about w ith stately tread,
W ith  wattles o f scarlet and tail outspread,
H e seemed to feel h im self set to guard 
T h e  moráis o f all in the poultry-yard.
He m eddled with broods which the mothers 

reared,
In every squabble he interfered,
H is swelling importance seem ing to say 

“ Do as I d o ; ’t  is the only w ay.”
A t  last, his ideas expanding yet,
He would teach the very hens to set,

Since his views on the subject no setting hen 
H ad propcrly showed to the world till then. 
From  each nest that he found in the fragrant 

hay
Its anxious tenant he drove away,
Settling him self on the warm, round eggs, 
W ith  his awkward and sprawling wings and 

legs,
A n d  looking about for the admiration 
D ue to such lessons in incubation.
B u t as such a genius none could ask 
T o  bind him self to so dull a  task,
W hen the mother crept back he was always 

gone,
A nd the nest and the eggs were as coid as stone.

But Nemesis comes surely i f  never fast,
A n d  our G obbler was brought to grief at last, 
W h en  A u n t P egg y ’s burning wrath was hurled 
On this w ork o f  reform in the chicken world. 
Sternly she vowed herself “  bound to fix 
T h at m eddling turkey, and cure his tricks 1 
T h at he should liatch out, b y  hook or by  crook, 
T h e  very next brood that he undertook ! ”

So said so done ; for that very  day 
He drove off oíd D orking the usual way 
From  the nest she had set on two weeks and 

more,
W ell hidden just back o f  the tool-house d o o r; 
T hen, tiring soon, would have sallied out,
B ut he found A u n t P egg y  waiting w ith o u t! 
Cióse b y  the door she had taken her stand,
A  paddle she wielded with strong rig h t h a n d ; 
A gain  to the nest, with resounding thwack, 
She chased the astonished reformer back;
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“  B U T  T H E  P R O U D E ST  A N D  G R A N D E S T  O F  A L L  T H E  F L O C K  

W A S G O B B LE , O U R  G O R G EO U S T U R K E Y -C O C K .”

Conning the lesson severe and surprising, 
T h at doing is harder than criticising.

So there, at m ora, and night, and noon,
Poor G obble sat through that week in June, 
T ill D orking’s appointed tim e had run,
T ill the chicks hatched out and his task was done.

He saw, through the tool-house window low,

So, sadly sitting in doleful thought,
A  change in old G obble’s zeal was wrought, 
A n d  he learned, as a lesson strange but true, 
T h ere  was som ething in setting he never knew.

W ith  rum pled feathers and drooping crest 
Pie carne at last from that hated nest;
N o more a  teacher longing to be ,—
A  sadder and wiser fowl was he.

A n d  again and again, in the self-same way, 
She taught him  that there he was bound to stay. 
Vainly, peering with outstretched head,
H e crept from the tool-house with stealthy 

tread ;
T h e vigilant watchér was there before him,
T h e  terrible paddle was flourished o’er him, 
A n d  its very sight m ade him  judge it best 
T o  scuttle hastily back to the nest,

T h e  stars pass over,— the sunset’s g lo w ;
How on dancing boughs and on waving grass 
T h e sunbeams and shadows would come and

pass.
T h e  proud hens cackled, the pigeons flew,
T h e  summer breezes fitfully blew,
R ipe mulberries dropped from the low-hung 

limb,
A ll things in nature tem pted him,
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P O S T A G E - S T A M P  C O L L E C T I N G .

ABOUT ten years ago, when 
_ the passion for collect- 

ing postage-stamps 
had just begun, all 
that was known o f 
them  could be told 
in a  few pages o f 

S t .  N ic h o la s .  B u t at the present day, postage- 
stam p collecting, in m any parts o f  this country 
and Europe, has so increased, that a ñame—  
“  Philately ” — has been given to the pursuit, and 
m uch attention has been paid to it in various ways. 
In  some o f  our cities there are shops where nothing

Indian stamps we learn som ething o f the peculiar 
characteristics o f these islands ; while in the stamps 
o f our own country, in common with others issuing 
from other quarters o f the globe, we have national 
portrait galleries.

W hile postage-stamps are being collected, 01- 
when they are put into their albums, they are ex- 
am inedand studied. T h e  m ap is consulted to find 
the location o f  the country issuing them. T h e  his- 
t°ry  is opened to find whose portraits are figured 
on them. T h e  cyclopedia is brought out to get 
some idea o f their valué. Som e learned friend 
is questioned to find the m eaning o f the peculiar

N ew  South W ales, 1850. Orangc F rec  States. 1868. Paraguay, 1870. V irgin  Islands. 1868. T u rk cy , i86j.

S O M E  N O T A B L E  P O S T A G E - S T A M P S .

but foreign postage-stamps are sold, and in Paris 
there is a  regular postage-stamp exchange on the 
Champs Elysées.

I h e  collecting o f postage-stamps is not always 
such a  frivolous pastim e or occupation as many 
people imagine.

These little bits o f colored paper, ornamented 
with portraits, or coats-of-arms, or peculiar devices, 
have a  great deal o f  information in them. T hey 
tell o f the rise and fall o f  p rin ces; o f the history 
o f republics; o f  the manners and customs o f the 
people ; o f the peculiar characteristics o f  the coun- 
try- T h e  French and Spanish stamps are epitomes 
o f the histories o f  their respective countries; the 
English colonial stamps are a  geography in them­
selves ; the South Am erican stamps present a  fine 
display o f mottoes and devices; from the W est 

VOL. III.— 4. .

¡nscriptions or legends. A nd, little by  little, this 
research goes on until the collector often finds him­
self, in a  manner, getting hints o f  alm ost every- 
thing o f interest goin g on in the world. I f  Russia 
and T urkey are quarreling over M ontenegro, he 
can discuss the cause o f  the troublcs. H e found it 
out when exam ining the Montenegrin stamps in his 
álbum. W h en  a  youn g boj- is placed on the throne 
o f  Spain, and the collector’s attention is called to 
this country, stamps show him the m any changes 
in that unfortunate country; and Amadeus, and 
D on Carlos, and Isabella, and the proud and 
haughty nation which unveiled a new continent, 
pass before him  as a  panorama. T h e Centennial 
is spoken o f; our young collector takes out his 
álbum, and sees Franklin with his kite, W ashin g­
ton at Yorktow n, Perry on the Lakes, Jefferson

W estern Australia, 1873. Cashm cre, 1867. Itritish G uiana, 1850. N aplcs, 1858. líg yp t, 1867.
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and Louisiana, Jackson behind the cotton bales at 
N ew  Orleans, Scott on the plains o f M éxico, and 
Lincoln with his emancipation proclamation.

In stam p-collecting the judgm ent is sharpened 
in endeavoring to detect the good stamps and to 
discard the countcrfeit; the eye is drillcd to appre- 
ciate the harm ony and contfast o f colors, in the 
proper arrangem ent o f  the stam ps; patience is 
acquired and taste cultivated in the efforts to pro­
duce fine effects; and cases are known o f foreign 
languages being studied sirnply to enable the col- 
lector to decipher the legends and inscriptions on 
the stamps. A  pursuit which is productive o f so 
m uch good should not b e  decried as a  mere child- 
ish pastime.

T h e  introduction o f  the postal system, as it at 
present exists in all countries on the globe, has 
been credited to England, when, in 1840, covers 
and envelopcs were devised to carry letters all over 
the kingdom  at one penny the single rate. This 
plan was adopted through the exertions o f Sir 
Rowland H ill, who has been aptly term ed the 
“  father o f postagc-stamps.”  It now appcars, how- 
ever, that there is another aspirant for the intro­
duction o f the stamp system. In  Italy, as far back 
as 1818, letter sheets were prepared, duly stamped 
in the left lower córner, while letters were delivered 
b y specially appointed carriers, on the prepayment 
o f  the m oney which the stamp represented. T h e 
early stam p represented a  courier on horscback, 
and was o f three valúes. It was discontinued 
in 1836. W hether Italy or G reat Britain first in- 
troduced postage-stamps, other countries afterward 
began to avail themselves o f this method for the 
prepayment o f letters, although they did not move 
very promptly in the matter.

G reat Britain enjoyed the monopoly o f  stamps 
for three years, and, though the first stamps were 
issued in 1840, she has made fewer changes in her 
stamps than any other country, and has suffered 
no change at all in the m ain design— the portrait 
o f Queen Victoria. In  other countries, notably in 
our own, the Sandwich Islands, and the Argentine 
Republic, the honor o f portraiture on the stamps 
is usually distributed am ong various high public 
ofñcers; but in G reat Britain the Queen alone 
figures on her stamps, and not even the changes 
that thirty-five years have made in her face are 
shown on the national and colonial postagc- 
stamps.

T h e  next country to follow the example o f E n g­
land was Brazil. In  1842 a  series o f three stamps 
was issued, consisting sirnply o f large numeráis de- 
noting the valué, and all printed in black. Then 
came thecantons in Switzerland, and Finland, with 
envelopes which to-day are very rarc, and soon after 
them, Bavaria, Belgium , France, Hanover, New

South W ales, Tuscany, Austria, British Guiana, 
Prussia, Saxony, Schleswig Holstein, Spain, Den- 
m ark, Italy, Oldenburg, Trinidad, W urtem burg, 
and the United States. Other countries followed 
in the train, until, at the present moment, there is 
scarcely any portion o f the globe, inhabited by 
civilized people, which has not postage-stamps.

In looking at a  collection, one is struck with the 
variety and peculiarities o f the designs. You 
would not suppose that Cashmere, noted for the 
beautiful designs o f  its shawls, could ever sanc- 
tion such a  stam p as the one shown on the preced- 
ing page. A n d  it would puzzle a hieroglyphist to 
decipher the queer device unless he stretched his 
imagination to see some resemblance between it 
and the Cashmere goat. These stamps are printed 
from ivory blocks, which accounts for their daubed 
appearance, the figure in the cut being decidedly 
superior to the stamps themselves. T h e  stamps 
for the V irgin  Islands are very significant. T h e 
first that appeared represented a  virgin holding in 
her hand a lam p, and surrounded b y  eleven lamps. 
Collectors at once put their heads together, and 
agreed that Colum bus, who discovered these islands, 
h avin g regard to their number, named them in 
commemoration o f the celebrated eleven thousand 
virgins o f  Cologne. T h e  truth is, however, that 
Colum bus discovered these islands on the Virgin ’s 
day, and accordingly named them after the Virgin 
M ary, and that the twelve lam ps represent the 
twelve primitive Christian charities. T h e  V irgin  
Isles are a  group o f sm all rocky islands north of 
the Caribbecs.

W e  know o f a  postage-stamp issued in the Isle 
o f Reunión (formerly the Isle o f  Bourbon), in the 
Indian Ocean, w hich, originally worth a few cents, 
cannot now be bought for one hundred dollars, 
although this is b y  no means the highest price 
which has been paid for a postage-stamp.

T h e  British G uiana stamp, represented in our 
cut, though ugly enough, is one o f the rarest 
stamps known. Perhaps there is not a  complete 
set in any one collection.

W e m ight proceed in this w ay, describing the 
peculiarities o f postage-stamps, the rcasons for the 
numerous devices and changes, and find a  pleasure 
in the re c ita l; but the youn g collector must have 
som ething left for his own industry, and it is bet­
ter, therefore, to leave this part o f the subject, and 
say som ething about the proper w ay o f keeping 
the stamps.

It is a disputed question whether prepared albums 
should be used or not. A lth ough there m ay be a 
certain measure o f usefulness in them , they leave 
no room for the exercise o f individual taste. T h at 
the prepared álbum should be entirely discarded is 
the opinión o f nine out o f every ten collectors, and
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our advice would be, therefore, to use books made 
o f heavy paper, with perfectly blank pages. On 
these the stamps m ay be arranged to suit the col- 
¡ectors’ fancy.

T h e principie o f  m ounting the stamps now 
adoptcd by amateurs is that known as hingeing. 
Several methods have been advocated, but the 
one we ñam e is superior to all others in conve- 
nience and adaptation to the purpose. First, then, 
as to the paper used for the hinges. There is a 
kind of fine, foreign letter paper, strong, thin, and 
almost transparent, called by  stationers “  onion- 
skin,”  which answers the best. Sheets o f this 
should be washed on one side only with a weak so- 
lution of puré gum arabic, just thick enough to flow 
easily, and to not crack when dried. T h e  sheets, 
when dry, must b e  cut into strips o f about one-half 
inch in width. T h e  stamps, having been freed 
from all adhering paper, should be placed side by 
side on the strip, one edge o f which has been pre- 
viously moistened to the depth o f one-eighth inch, 
as illustrated in the following figure :

ofpummeáp/zpcr, ¡'

Stamp S t a m p S t a m p

and trim the adhering portion o f the strip, when it 
should look like the follow ing:

Jlinge.

S ta m p

T hen, with a pair o f scissors, sepárate the stamps,

Fold the strip backvvard upon itself, and by the 
application of a  little water from a camel’s-hair 
brush, the stam p is ready to be placed in position. 
T h e great advantage o f  this plan lies in the fact. 
that a  stamp once mounted can be easily removed 
from the page without injury to stamp or page, by 
m oistening the hinge, the paper being so thin that 
a slight touch o f water will loosen the hinge from 
the page.

A  word or two on the subject of counterfeits may 
not b e  amiss. Stamp-dealing is quite a  lucrative 
pursuit, and the profits are certainly large enough 
to induce the dealer to sell only genuine stam ps; 
it is a  sad fact, however, that m any persons counter- 
feit nearly every rare stamp, and palm  off their 
cheat upon the youn g collector, and even upon 
the experienced amateur, as a  valuable original.

Y o u n g  collectors should b e  careful to collect none 
but genuine postage-stamps, and to have no deal- 
ings except with respectable and honest persons.

T R I P  A N D  T OM.  

B y  J. B  L.

‘ L e t  ’s do it ,”  said Trip.
“  Let ’s ,”  said T om  ; and two little white figures 

popped out o f  bed.
W hat could they be up to ? N ot ten minutes 

before, they had repeated “  Now 1 lay me down to 
sleep,”  and received mamma’s good-night kisses. 
Y e t  now here they were, draw ing on stockings and 
shoes, aprons and coats, and acting decidedly as if 
“  to sleep ”  was the last thing they had lain down 
to do.

T h e “ Swiss Fam ily R obin son ” was at the bot- 
tom of' the mischief. Eight-year-old Miss Trip  
had just devoured that story of delightful advent-

ure, and six-year-old T om  had listened admiringly 
to her narrations and entered heartily into her 
plans.

A n  early and secret leaving of the paternal roof, 
in scarch o f personal adventure, was the project 
with which T rip ’s busy brain had teemed all day. 
T o  accomplish this more successfully, they had de- 
cided to re-dress.

W hen mamma looked in upon them  before re- 
tiring, instead o f two white-robed children, there 
was T om  in his top-boots, trousers, and c o a t; Trip  
w ith h er dress half-buttoned, h er shoes on the 
w rong feet, her apron fastened at the to p ; and
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over all, tightly clutched in four little hands, was 
the bed-spread, drawn up to hide from mamma’s 
prying eyes anything curious below. M am m a un­
derstood at a glance.

“  L et ’em  go ,”  said papa, in answer to a  “ what 
shall I do ?”  “  T h e y  wont go far, and they ’ ll find 
out for themselves how much fun there is in it. ”

So two uncomfortably dressed children tossed 
and tum bled all night.

“  I ’ve wondered all day what T rip  was up to ,” 
said mamma.

“  S h e ’s been m aking preparations, I guess. W e 
shall find her provisions hidden away somewhere.”

A  little search brought to light, under the bed, 
the family valise and market basket. In the valise 
were a pillow, a  blanket, a  knife, two forks, one 
píate, a  teacup, a coffee-pot that had 
suffered the loss o f a  nose, a syrup 
pitcher, a  spoon, T rip ’s work-box,
“  Mother Goose’s Melodies,”  an oíd 
jacket, two dolls, two aprons, and a 
neck-ribbon. In  the basket were some 
coid corn-brcad, a  tiny bag o f flour, 
some salt, a  huge paper o f  saleratus, 
a  parcel o f sugar, two beets, a turnip, 
a dozen raw potatoes, and a slice of 
uncooked ham.

On the floor lay T om ’s agricultural 
implements and wcapons o f w ar,— his 
spring-gun, his glittering sword o f tin, 
a tiny hoe, a  hatchet with a split clothes- 
pin for a  handle, and a  four-bladed 
jack-knife (that is, oné that had long 
ago been fou'r-bladed, but, as far back 
as T o m ’s mem ory went, one very rusty, 
very jagged, and very short blade was 
all it could boast).

T h e early dawn found T rip  and T om  
astir. .

“  It ’s dark,”  said Tom .
“  Oh, come on 1”  said Trip.
“ I t ’s all sm oky,”  said T o m , look­

ing dubiously out into the dull gray of 
the early morning.

“  O h, T o m  Nelson ! I f  I would n’t 
be  ashamed to back o u t ! C o m e! Y o u  
take the basket, and I ’ ll carry the b a g ,”  said Trip.

Clatter, clatter, bum p, bum p, and T rip  and Tom , 
basket and bag, were down-stairs, through the hall, 
out of doors.

Mamma cautiously peeped from her window and 
saw two wretched little figures, in the mist o f an 
uncomfortable, drizzling morning, starting out to- 
ward the great elm in the back-yard.

T rip  staggered along under the w eight o f her 
valise, dragging an um brella behind h e r ; while 
Tom  brought up the rear, his gun slung over his

shoulder, his sword dangling from a  clothes-line 
belt, his hoe and hatchet carried á la  tomahawk, 
and his precious knife in the deepest recess o f his 
deepest pocket.

M am m a Nelson dressed herself and two-year-old 
Katie, who had not been taken into the conspiracy 
on account o f her inexperience and extreme youth, 
and went down-stairs to b e  ready for developments. 

“  R ap , rap ! ”  at the door.
“  M um ,”  said a  small voice, m aking desperate 

attempts to speak large, “ can you lend m e a  few 
kindlings this m orning ? ”

“  Certainly, sir, certainly,”  said mam m a, briskly. 
“ V ery  happy to accommodate you. Y o u  are 
m oving, I see ! ”

“  Shipwrecked,”  said T om  in a deep bass, glanc-

O N  T H E  D F .S E R T  ISI.AND.

ing at the griddle-cake preparations for breakfast, 
as i f  famine were added to the ordinary horrors of 
shipwreck.

“ A n  unpleasant m orning for your furniture to 
be exposed,”  said sym pathetic mamma.

“  G oin’ to build a house,”  said Tom , disappear- 
ing with his kindlings.

“  R ap, rap ! ”
“ I would like to retain a few matches, if you 

please, ma’am ,”  said the smooth voice of T rip, 
whose curious m ixing o f the Q ueen’s English was
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the family joke. “  M y stove don’t draw well, and 
I can’t exceed in starting a fire.”

“  I s u p p o s e  y o u  lost y o u r  flint and S t e e l  in the 
w r e c k ,  and a  sun-glass is a  f a i l u r e  such a  cloudy 
morning. ”

“  Yes, m a’am ,”  said T rip , glancing at the grid- 
dle-cakes.

M am m a slyly helped little Katie to an extra nice- 
looking one, just as two hungry-looking black eyes 
gave their last backward glance.

T rip  put some more kindlings into or under her 
primitive stovc, which certainly bore much more 
resemblance to the fire-places our great-grand- 
mothers loved than to the cooking-stove in her 
mother’s kitchen.

T om  looked solem nly into the battered tin pail, 
in which six grim y potatoes were supposed to be 
cooking.

“  I t ’s a nasty old t h in g ! ”  said Tom , crossly. 
“  T h e y  woñt never cook ’n the world.”

“ W ell, we can eat our brown bread i f  they 
don’t, and put lots o f sugar 011 it, lo o ,”  said T rip, 
philosophically, her eight-year-old pride rebelling 
against giving up her pet plan.

So the children spread their umbrella, and sat 
down to wait for breakfast.

“  O h, Tom m y ! see these dear little incident 
birds ! ”  said T rip , vainly endeavoring to cheer the 
drooping spirits o f her fellow-adventurer. “ Aint 
they pretty ? ”

“  N o, they aint,”  said T om , snappishly. “  Their 
backs are all humped up, and they can’t walk,—  
they just hop, hop ! ”

“  L e t ’s tell stories,”  said T rip, beginning with- 
w aiting for T om ’s assen t: “  Once there was a 

and she lived in a beautiful pal- 
1 n’t like it, and she put 

• that the min’ster 
on the

tell manir 
tion.

“ N o you wont, either ! ’T  ; 
m a’s book said so 1 ”  said T rip , whose gooc 
like m any an older housekeeper’s, was not quite 
proof against the combined misfortunes of domestic 
experience and the growling masculine element in 
the domestic atmosphere.

“  M y feet are all wetted, and my froat ’s sore,” 
said Tom , beginning to whimper, “  and 1 want 
some griddle-cakes, too.”

“ W ell, T om m y,”  said T rip, “ don’t you cry. 
W e '11 play there ’s a ship in sight, coming to take 
us off, and then we ’ll run home, and s’prise mam­
ma, and get some breakfast, too. I ’ ll shake my 
apron, to make ’em see us, and you screarn ‘ Ship 
ahoy 1 ’ just as loud as you can.”

But, alas 1 what solitary, uninhabited córner of 
the globe ever was free from some dangerous mon- 
ster ? Lions prowl around, tigers spring upon their 
unwary prey, and terrible cannibals silently ap- 
proach.

So just behind our little adventurers stood a 
threatening foe. Old Billy, the neighbor’s goat, 
had passed some minutes in quiet examination of 
that strange object under the elm.

A ll o f a sudden— rush, w hang !— and two fright- 
ened children were tumbled over on their faces, 
while poor Billy and the um brella had it all to 
themselves.

Tom  scream ed lustily, according to the pro- 
gram me, and Trip  stopped signaling and joined 
in the scream ing. In a moment, mamma hove in 
view, bearing down gallantly to the rescue o f the 
distressed family.

Soon after, two little children, with dry shoes 
and stockings, very happy faces, and very empty 
stomachs, m ight have been seen stowing aw ay a 
sufficient quantity o f provisión, in the form of 
smoking and well-buttered griddle-cakes, to last 
through an)- ordinary experience o f shipwrcck and 
famine.

Here is T om ’s letter to his dear friend W inches­
ter H ardy, telling what he thought about his recent 
dangerous experience :

D e e Z  W / U .  T R ¡  A
AHD Mee F-ee/CT THe

T  A T  0 SD/ Z) A  t  / í7 //f  9» P  F  
wc£ VK/li’ S T J  aa hU sV < ?R Í  
4  B E F S T  K a m  

¿ F e  V ' A S R E Z R V D E

.  y  fí . ToAA A /E  bSff H
/  S  D t v  N E T n U h y  
H e -  i F A f  A  &  ¿ T  E  

T A  T ¡ V T M V C H  F U / V H  
y  V D F  Be Te. R tVcTT  
Veo SOe.
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m

J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T .

A  NEW VOLUME OF ST. NlCHOLAS !
N ow  th is v e ry  m o rn in g I heard  th e p retty  school- 

m istress sp e a k  o f  th u n d er as a  “ volu m e o f  so u n d ,” 
a n d  a  few  m om cnts afterw ard she rem arked  th at 
the n ew  v o lu m e o f  S t . N i c h o l a s  w ould b e , in 
m any w ays, th e m o st fascin atin g  a n d  w onderful 
th at had ye t been  issued. S o , m y  ch ild ren , i f  a  
volum e o f  sound is  thun der, yo u  m a y  w ell im agine 
that a  th ird  volum e o f  S t . N i c h o l a s  w ill b e  som e­
th in g  trem endous. H ow  is you r J a c k  to m ake 
h im self heard  in a ll the d eligh tfu l com m otion, I 
w on d er ?

T h a t  rem in ds m e : A m  I a  real Jack-in-the- 
P u lp it?  you  h ave  asked— a  true p lant, g ro w in g  and 
p re a ch in g  ou t in th e su n sh ine ? W e ll,  perhaps no. 
P erh ap s yes. T h is  m u ch  is certain  : I do live  in 
th e su n sh in e ; I do try  to g r o w ; a n d  I  do love  to 
ta lk  to th e b o y s a n d  girls o f  S t .  NlCHOLAS— to 
open th eir eyes and th eir m inds b y  p o in tin g  out 
a ll sorts o f q u eer truths here, th ere , and yon d er—  
and to put into their hearts gratefu l, lo v in g  th ou gh ts 
tow ard th e G iv c r  o f  a ll good.

S o , m y  darlin gs, if  yo u  ’ re satisfied with tluj| 
explan ation , I am . N o w  w e ’U ta lk  about

P R O L O N G IN G  LIFE.

“  It  can ’ t b e  d o n e,”  said D eacon  G reen , in Jack ’s 
h e a rin g , one m orning. “ T h e re  is n ’t  a  m an  liv- 
in g , doctor o r no doctor, w ho can  p ro lo n g  h is  life 
for a  sin g le  day. T h e  m o st th at can  b e  done is not 
to sh orten  i t ! L e t  ’ em  lo o k  ou t n ot to do that, 
sir ! L e t  e ve ry  m an , w o m an  a n d  c h ild  ta k e  care 
not to  do a n y th in g  to shorten  life, a n d  their days 
w ill lcn g th en  out, in G o d ’s  g o o d  provid en ce—  
h e a rty , h a p p y  days, and ju s t  a s  m an y o f  ’em  as is 
r ig h t and possible.”

D eaco n  G reen  alw ays hits th e n ail on  th e head, 
I ’m  to ld ,— th ou gh , n ever h a v in g  seen  h im  when

he ’s ham m ering, I can’t speak from any positive 
knowledge. But h e ’s a  right, smart good man, 
I ’m  sure, and knows what he ’s talking about. He 
is a  new-comer in m y neighborhood, and he lives 
in the red cottage across the road from the school- 
house, a  little toward the west. If I hear him say 
anything more, I  ’l! let you know.

J A C K  M A K E S  A N  O F F E R .

Now, m y chicles, I  warn you that I ’m about to 
tell you an absurd story— “ just for larks,”  some 
of you would s a y ; but I don’t say it, for I have n’t 
the sliglitest idea o f am using the larks at this mo­
ment. Now listen sh arp ly :

“  One day a  brown thrush was resting on top o f a 
post-and-rail fence, enjoying the cool morning air. 
Pretty soon a  crow came hopping along the same 
fence, and the thrush quickly flew away. A  beauti­
ful pigeon, that was calm ly hopping about in a 
neighboring door-yard, picking up crttmbs, did not 
see the crow, o r he, too, would have hastened to 
take his departure.

“ Not  so with a  busy little sparrow in a  maple 
tree on the other side o f  the field. He, too, saw 
the crow, but not being in the least afraid, he soon 
sought the cool grass at the m aplc’s roots, and 
walked about as unconcernedly as possible. Soon 
he was joined by a  fine youn g robin, and, strange 
to say, the crow, after eying them  curiously for a 
moment as they walked about together, soared 
into the air and was seen no m ore.”

A  sim p le story en o u g h , is  n’ t it ? A n d  ye t there 
are  four m istakes o f  fact in it— m istakes which 
a lm ost a n y  rea lly  ob serv in g  b o y  o r g ir l should 
be a b le  to d etect a t  on ce. W h a t  are th e y ?  No 
gram m arian s or sp ellin g-m atch es n eed  apply. 
T h is , a s  I  have said, is sirnply a  question o f  fact. 
T h e  first b o y  o r  g ir l w ho w rites m e a  letter (in,S{. 
o f  E d ito r o f  S t .  N i c h o l a s ) ,  co rrer*Iv ,^ ti* jh  ~v 
m y  fou r m istakes, sh all 
p re tty  sch óolm a’a m  sha' 
bo ok  a s  wise

'  "  *  ^  

other day, 
ÍTÍueriánd.”  A nd how they 

T i  be a  very funny book, thought 
^¡uthor must be a jo lly , rollicksome sort 

One o f the little girls had just told the 
other that he was an Englishm an who had been 
called Lewis Carroll, but that nobody knew his 
real ñame. Now, as I ’d seen E nglishm en before, 
I could see this one in m y mind’s eye very clearly. 
Y es, there he stood, plain as day (though he was n’t 
there at all, you understand), a  great, florid, jolly, 
portly Englishm an, with plaid trousers, and red 
side-whiskers— Mr. Anonym ous Carroll, author of 
“ A lice in W onderland.”

But dear, dear ! how mistaken one can be ! In 
less than ten minutes, and while the little girls still 
sat reading and laughing, the pretty schoolma’am 
came along. • Both children jum ped up eagerly—
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She had once visited England. Had she ever 
seen the author o f  “ A lice in W onderland ”  ? thev 
asked.

“  O h, yes, indeed.”
“  O h, do, do tell us all about him ! ”  cried the 

little girls in a  breath.
“ I can’t quite do that,”  said the pretty school- 

m a’am, laughing, “ but  I can tell you a little. His 
ñame is Dodgson— R ev. Charles L udw ig Dodgson. 
H e is a youngish-looking man, with a  very pleas­
ant, earnest face, and a  kind, gentle voice. H e is 
rather smáll and thin, and so shy and modest that 
i f  his own A lice had m et him in W onderland, she 
would have said, in her sim ple w a y : ‘ Oh, don’t 
stay here, sir; everything and everybody are so 
very strange that y o u ’ll b e  quite uncomfortable. 
Y o u  wont understand them  at all, sir, I ’m  sure 
you wont.’ ”

E A R L Y  B IR D S .

T h e r e  ’s  an early morning song, I ’m  told, that 
belongs especially to.cities and factory-towns. It 
is not a  bird song exactly, but it is high and shrill 
and early birds with tools and aprons and kettles 
gather at its cali. T h e y  are not yellow birds, ñor 
blue birds, these early ones,— they have grim y faces 
and hard hands,— but they are strong and cheery, 
knowing w ell enough that fine feathers don’t always 
make fine birds.

H ave ever you hcard this morning song? And 
do you not honor the early birds who flock at its 
cali, and do so much o f  the world’s w ork ?

LIV E  P O T A T O - B U G S  W A S H E D  IN B Y  T H E  S E A .

D e a r  J a c k - in -t h e - P u l p i t  : L e t  m e  te ll y o u  o f  a  w o n d erfu l th in g. 
Y c s te r d a y  so m e la d ic s  a n d  g cn tle m e n  w e n t  to R o c k a w a y , on the 
s h o re s  o f  L o n g  Is la n d . T h e y  t o o k  m e  w ith  th em , b e c a u se  o n e  o f  the 
la d ie s  w a s  m y  au n t.

W e  e n jo y c d  ¡t  v e r y  m u ch . I t  w a s  g r e a l  fu n  to see  th e  b ig  w a v e s  
c o m e  ro llin g  u p  th e  b ea ch , b u t  th e  m o st a s to n ish in g  th in g  w a s  to see 
g r e a t  q u a n u tie s  o f  p o ta to -b u g s  a ll in  a  b ro a d  lin e  a lo n g  th e beach, 

ju s t  as th e y  h ad  b e e n  w ash ed  in  b y  th e sea. T h e y  w e re  a liv e , and 
a s  w e  too k  u p  g r e a t  h a n d fu ls o f  th em , w e  lia d  v e r y  g o o d  e v id e n c e  o f  
th e  fa ct, th o u g h  p o ta to -b u g s  a r e  n o t  a s  I iv c ly  a s  crick ets . O n e  o f  the 
g e n tlc m e n  o f  o u r  p a r ty  is  ca lle d  a n  ag ricu ltu ris t, a n d  h e  cu ltív a le s  a  
la r g e  farm . H e  sa id  t h e y  c e r ta in ly  w e re  p o ta to -b u g s. I  c a n ’ t tell 
y o u  h o w  m a n y  th o u sa n d s o f  th em  w e  sa w . I  p ic k e d  so m e u p  m y s e lf  
from  th e top o f  th e  w a te r . T h e  a g ricu ltu ris t  sa id  h e  h a d  re a d  m an y  
a c c o u n ts  o l d c a d  p o ta to -b u g s  la te ly  b e in g  fou n d o n  th e sc a -s h o re ; bu t 
th ese  w e re  a liv e. W a te r  d id  n ’ t e v e n  seem  to  w e t  them .

N o w , d e a r  M r. J a c k , I  ’ d  l ik e  to  k n o w  i f  a n y  o lh e r  o f  y o u r  b o y s  
h a v e  se en  a  s ig h t  ju s t  lik e  th is .— Y o u r  a flb etio n ate  friend,
,  N e w a r k , A u g u s t  2 5 * ,  18 75. H i r a m  G -------.

F O R B ID D E N  L E A V E S .

A  K I N D ,  good soul, who evidently has your in- 
terest at heart, sends a  letter, m y chicks, w hich she 
begs m e to give you, so here it is. Y o u  should 
have seen it earlier, but as this number o f S t . 
N i c h o la s  will appear about the eoth o f  October, 
m any o f  you m ay yet profit by  its good advice:

^ ¡r An Y o l i NG L r i p n d s  : E v e r y  y e a r  I  h e a r  o f  so m e b o d y  w h o  is 
d re a d fu lly  p o iso n ed  w h ile  g a t h e n n g  th e b ea u tifu l A u tu m n  leav es. 
L e t  m e  tell y o u , th e n , h o w  to  a v o id  th is  d a n g e r . Y o u  m a y  g a th e r  
t h e  lo n g , p o in tcd , s e r ía te  (or sa w -ed g e d )  le a v e s  o f  th e  su m a c h  that 
h a s  v e lv e ty - h a ir y  s ta lk s , a n d  g r e a t  b u n c h c s  o f  p u rp le -b la c k  berrios 
so u r  to th e taste. T h e  b erries  a r e  u sed  b y  c o u n try  p eo p le  som etim es 
fo r  m a k in g  a  d y c  fo r  w o o len  c lo th  o r  y a rn . T h e  le a v e s  o f  th is  su m ach 
a r e  v e r y  h a n d so m c, a n d  it  is p e rfe c tly  harm less.

B u t  y o u  m u st n o t tou ch  o r  g o  n ea r (sin ce  its  v e r y  c fllu v iu m  is d a n -

g ero u s) th e  p o ison  su m ach , o r  d o g w o o d , th o u g h  its  le a v e s  are  far  
m o re  b n lh a n t  in  sc a rle t  a n d  y e llo w  th an  th o se  o f  th e  harm less Irind 
th at th e y  so  c lo s c ly  resem blc. Y o u  m a y  k n o w  it b y  its  lo ose  elu sters 
o f  y c llo w ish -w h ite  fruit. I t  g c n c ra lly  g r o w s  in  sw a m p y  g ro u n d s, 
w h ile  th e  harm less su m a c h  is often est fou n d on rich  hill-sidcs. It is 
a  p it y  th at th e  p o is o n  su m ach  sh o u ld  e v e r  h a v e  been ca lle d  d o g w o o d , 
s in c e  th e  re a l  d o g w o o d , w h ic h  is  a  h ig h  tree  w ith  v e r y  la rg e  an d 
s h o w y  w ln te  b lo sso m s in  S p n n g , a n d  w ith  lo v e ly  p u rp le  le a v e s  in 
A u tu m n , is  p e r fe c tly  harm less.

Y o u  m a y  g a th e r  th e crim so n  five -c lc ft  le a v e s  o f  th e  V irg in ian  
crc cp e r , o r  A m e rica n  iv y ,  th at l ia s  sm all b lack ish  berries, a n d  that 
clim b s b y  f ix in g  th e en d s o f  its  tendrils lik e  little  su ck e rs  to its  sup- 
p o r ts ; b u t  b e w a rc  o f  th e  poison  iv y ,  th at h a s  th rcc  Icaflets, a n d  that 
clirabs b y  loose, th rca d -lik c  rootlets. I t  is v e ry  beautifu l, bu t v ery  
p o ison ou s. Y o u  m a y  k n o w  it  b y  so m e o n e  o f  its  sc v c ra l o th er ñ am es: 
poison  eid er, p o ison  o a k , o r  m crc u ry  v in e . T h e  la tter  ñ a m e is  ap- 
p lie d  to sc v c ra l o th e r  p o ison ou s v in es, in  v ario u s p n rts o f  th e  U n ite d  
S tates. L e t  th em  all alone.

T h e  b ea u tifu l A u tu m n a l w o o d s are  o ffe r in g  y o u  su ch  v a rie ty  in  
form , co lo r, a n d  sh a d e , th at y o u  n ee d  n o t  g a th e r  le a v e s  o f  th ese  tw o 
forb idd en  so rts. m .  B .  C . S l a d e .

B L U E  J A Y S  T A K IN G  P IL L S .

J a c k  has received a  letter from an oíd lady in 
South Carolina, in which she tells a  trae  story for 
the benefit o f m y boys and girls. She says that 
she had been m aking some “  home-made pills,”  
and after they were all nicely shaped she put them 
out on the window-sill to dry. Pretty soon some 
blue jays carne along, and not having anything 
better to do they swallowed every pill. T h e oíd lady 
went to the wlndow just in time to see the last dose 
disappear, and so, as she says, she ju st had to make 
the best o f it. W atchin g the jays, and wondering 
what effect the pills would have upon them, she 
saw them tum ble about in a sort o f  confused state, 
and finally hide themselves away as best they could. 
In the m orning they were found dead in her gar- 
den. T h e  oíd lady felt very sorry for them, but 
she says she “  could n ’t help thinking that perhaps 
it was all for the best, as the pills contained opium, 
and m ay be there was something w rong about 
them .”

Jack thinks so too. There is apt to be some- 
thing w rong about home-made things that contain 
opium. Better, however, to lose a few blue jays 
than to have a nice oíd lady killed in that way.

H O W  C E R T A IN  W O O D P E C K E R S  P A C K  T H E IR  T R U N K S .

_  r  _  N o rd h o ff, V e n tu ra  C o .,  C a lifo rn ia .
D e a r  J a c k : D o  y o u  re a lizc  h o w  m a n y  little  p erso n s ¡n a ll parts 

o f  th e  c o u n try  e a g c r ly  read  y o u r  serm o n s o f  life  a n d  n a tu re  ?  H a v e  
" " L o f  y 0Mr  m ess<-'nS CIS o v e r  to ld  y o u  h o w  tile  th rifty  w o o d p eclier  
o f  C a lifo rn ia  sto res a w a y  h is  fo o d ?  H is  fav o rite  d ie t sc cm s  to be 
aco rn s. H e  se le ets b is  tree, I  th in k  preferrin g  a  rcd w o u d  o r  w hitc- 
o a k ; th en  b o ro s o r  p c c k s  th e b a rk  fu ll  o f  h o les o f  the sizc  o f  the 
aco rn . W h e n  h is  h a rve st is rc a d y , h e  im m cd iate ly  b r in g s  an  acorn 
a n d  tries u n til he fin ds a  p la c e  w h ere  ik w il l  fit in n ic e ly  ( if  n o t p u t  in 
t ig h tly  it  w o u ld  d ro p  o u t), inserís th e  t a l l e r  en d , then  p o u n d s it in
. . . . . U  L —  L U I I .  i i %  . . .  .  1 ,  . .

H is  little  red c a p  bobs

| d ,  w h ic h  is  inh abited  b y  
^ jn d  e v e r y  la rg e  lim b  are 

are  n o w  ful!.
J e n n i e  L a n n e r .

w ith  his bilí. I t  is in tere stin g  to w a tcl. 
to  a n d  fro  u n til h is  sto re is sa fb ly  p?.ckc<- 

W e  h a v e  a  v e r y  la r g e  w h itc-o a k  in  ou._ 
a  c o lo n y  I sh o u ld  th in k . T h e  b o d y  or tri? 
perfo rated  w ith  th ese  h o les, th e  m o st o f  

Y o u r s , w ith  g o o d  w ish e s,

S H I P  A H O Y !

N e x t  m onth, I ’m  told, S t .  N ic h o la s  is to 
have a  high-popolorum, full-rigged, double-dccker 
o f some sort by  the Little School-mistress herself. 
A n d  th e re ’s sharp work expected from you, my 
youngsters 1 There ’s a prize, too. Deacon Green 
has a hand in it, I have n ’t the slightest shadow of 
a  doubt.
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[N O V E M B E R ,F O R  V E R Y  L I T T L E  F O L K S .

A N  A L P H A B E T  F R O M  E N G L A N D

B y  C h r i s t i n a  G. R o s s e t t i .

is the B aker B o y bringing the bread, 

r black Bear and brown Bear, both b eg gin g  for bun.

C is a Cornflower come with the corn ; 

O  is a C a t with a comical look.

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

is

is

an elegant, eloquent Earl ;

an E g g  whence an E aglet emerges.

ili i.L O Q U K N T  E A R I -
F  is a  Falcon, with feathers to fu r l;

P  is a  Fountain o f full foaming surges.

is a dinner which Dahlias adorn ; 

is a D uchess who diñes with a 

D uke.

E
E

A  is the Alphabet, A  at its head ; 

A  is an Antelope, agile to run.

D

D
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T H E  G A N D E R , T H E  G O SLIX G , T H E  G OO SE.

H  is a Heartsease, harmonious o f  hues ; 

H  is a huge Hammer, heavy to hold.

I  is an Idler who idles 011 ice ;

I  am I— who will say I am not I ?

J is a Jacinth, a jew el o f p rice ; 

J is a Jay, full o f  jo y  in July.

L is a Lute or a  lovely-toned L y r e ; 

L is a L ily  all laden with dew.

M is a M eadow where M eadow-sweet 

blows ;

M is a  Mountain made dim by a mist.

G  is the Gander, the Gosling, 

the G o o se ;

G  is a Carnet in girdle of 

gold.

K  is a  K ing, or a  K aiser still 

higher ;

K  is a Kitten, or quaint K ang- 

aroo.
A  H A M M E R  H E A V Y  T O  HOLD.

A  J A Y  F U L L  O F  J O Y  IN' JULY.

t

N  is a nut— in a nutshell it grow s ; 

O r a Nest full o f N ightingales singing 

— oh, list 1
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F O R  V E R Y  L I T T L E  F O L K S . ( N o v e m b e r ,

P is a Pony, a pet in a  p a r k ;

P  is the Point o f a Pen or a Pin.

Q is a  Quail, quick chirping at mora ;

Q  is a Quince quite ripe and near dropping.
A  K E D -B R E A S T E D  ROBIN.

R  is a  Rose, rosy red on a  thorn ;

R is a red-breasted Robin come hopping.

S is a Snow-storm  that sw'eeps o’er the S e a ; 

S is the S o n g that the swift Sw allows sing.

T  is the T ea-table set out for tea; 

T  is a T ig e r  with terrible spring.

T H E  U M BR E LLA .

TJ, the Umbrella, went up in a shower; 

O r Unit is useful with ten to unite.

O  is an Opal, with only one 

spark ;

O  is an Olive, with oil on its 

skin.

A  PO N Y, A  P E T  IN  T H E  P A R K .
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P O L I C E M A N  X  E X E R C I S E D .

V  is a V iolet veinecl in the flow er;

V  is a V iper o f venomous bite.

W  stands for the water-bred W hale ;

Stands for the wonderful W ax-w ork so gay.

X, or X  X , or X  X  X  is ale,

O r Policeman X , exercised day after day.

Y  is a yellow  Yacht, yellow  its boat ;

Y  is the Yueca, the Yam , or the Yew .

Z  is a Zebra, zigzagged  his coat,

O r Zebú, or Zoophyte, seen at the Zoo.

‘ S E E N  A T  T H E  Z O O ."
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T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

L i b r a r í a n . — “  T h e  P r e t ty  S ch o o l-m istress ,”  to w h o m  w e  referred 
y o u r  letter, w ritcs  ¡n  re p ly  :

T h e r e  is  g o o d  a u th o rity  for M r. J a c k -in -th e -P u lp it ’s  rem a rk  that 
L e o n ard o  d a  V in c i  in v e n te d  th e  w h eelb a rrow . 1 fou n d th e sam e 
statcm cn t in  an  Ita lia n  L i fe  o f  th is g re a t  p a in ter, p u b lish ed  in  M ilán  
in  1872, th e  a u  th o r o f  w h ic h  h a d  th e p r iv ile g e  o f  e x a m in in g  L co n a rd o ’s 
o w n  m an u scn p ts . A ls o , a  w riter  in  th e E d in b u r g h  R e v ie w  in  an 
a ru c le  on th e “  L iv e s  ”  o f  th is  p a in te r, a fte r  n a m in g  m a n y  u scfu l th in gs 
in v en ted  b y  L e o n a rd o  d a  V in c i, d e s ig n s  for a n d  descrip tio n s o f  w h ich  
a r e  fou n d a m o n g  h is  still c x is t in g  m an u scrip ts, ad d s— “  A n d  fin a lly , 
la s t  b u t  n o t leas t, a m o n g  th e  m a n y  th in g s  m o v ed  b y  w h e e l, th e  com - 
m on w h e e lb a rro w .’'

T o  b e  sure, th e  h o n o r  o f  th is  in v en tio n  h a s  b een  ela im ed  for others. 
S o m e au th o n tie s  g iv e  it  to  a  cc rta in  S ie u r  D u p in , in 16 69 ; oth ers 
claim  it  for P a s c a l, so m ew h ere in  th e  m idrlle n f  ih e  ron>nn< .

N e x t  m o n tli w c  sh a ll p u b lish  in  Ih e  "  R id d lc -b o x  ”  a  b ea u tifu l and 
o n g in a l p n z e -p u zz le . T h e  p r iz e  w ill b e  s o m e th in g  th at o u r  b o y s  
a n d  g ir ls  w ill  co n s id e r sp len d id , a n d  w e  m a y  p r in t  a  p ictu re  o f  it 
F u ll  an n o u n ce m cn ts  w ill be m a d e  in  o u r  n e x t  nuinbcr.

. W » iuuci-ic-i_/uc g xves a ja c - s im u e ,  a s  ** L ib ra ­
r a n  tru ly  s a y s ,  o f  a  p ic tu re  ta k e n  from  a  m an u scrip t o f  th e  en d  o f  
th e  th irteen th  c e n tu ry , rep resen tin g  an  o d d -lo o k in g  m an  w h eelin g  
w h a t  a p p e a rs  to  be th e b u st o f  a  k in g  in  a  w h ee lb a rro w  !

T h e  o n ly  w a y  in  w h ic h  w e  ca n  c x p la in  th is  m atter, w ith o u t  d irectly  
d o u b tm g  th e  e v id c n c e  o f  L e o n a rd o  h im se lf, is  b y  su p p o s in g  th at in  
th e o ld  d a y s , b efo re  tc lc g ra p h s  a n d  rap id  tra n sits  o f  a n y  k in d  w ere 
k n o w n , a  w h eelb a rrow , o r  a n y  o th e r  n eed ed  th in g , m a y  h a v e  been 
in v e n te d  a n d  u sed  in  o n e  p la c e  fo r  e v e n  a  c e n tu ry  befo re  it w a s  heard 
o f  th ree  hu n dred  m iles  a w a y . S o  th ere  m a y  h a v e  b e e n  half-a-dozen 
w o rth y  a n d  h o n e st in ven to ra o f  th is u scfu l im p le m e n t; in  fa ct, it 
w o u ld  h a r d ly  su rp rise  m e  to fin d  th e w h ee lb a rro w  tru n d lcd  back  
th ro u g h  th e a g e s  lili i t  rea ch e d  th e w o rk sh o p  o f  th e  ea rliest  in ven to r 
k n o w n  to m en — th e “ cu n n in g  w o rk e r,”  T u b a l C ain .

T h i s  b ea u tifu l p o em , w ritten  b y  M rs. B ro w n in g  a s  a  tribute to 
H a n s  C h ristian  A n d e rse n , ca n n o t fail to  in terest a ll lo ve rs o f  th e  
n oble o ld  p o e t, a n d  is therefore rep u b lish c d  here. I t  h a s  a lso  an o th er 
claim  u p o n  u s , th at it  is th e  la s t  p o em  w ritten  b y  th e g re a t  p o c tc s s :

T h e  N o r t h  a n i > t h e  S o u t h .

I.
“  N o w  g iv e  u s la n d s  w h e re  o liv e s  g r o w ,”

C rie d  th e  N o r th  to  th e Sou th ,
“  W lie rc  th e  su n  w ith  a  g o ld en  m o u th  c a n  b lo w  

B lu e  b u b b lc s  o f  g r a p e s  d o w n  a  v in e y a rd  r o w !”
C rie d  th e N o rth  to th e  Sou th .

“  N o w  g iv e  u s m en  from  th e  su n less p la in ,"
C rie d  th e  S o u th  to  th e N o rth ,

“  B y  n e e d  o f  w o r k  in  th e sn o w  a n d  th e rain 
M a d e  s tro n g , a n d  b ra v e  b y  fam ilia r  p a in !”

C rie d  th e  S o u th  to  th e  N o rth .

II.
“  G iv e  lu cid o r h ills  a n d  ¡n tcn se r s e a s ,"

S a id  th e N o rth  to th e S o u th ,
“  S in c e  e v e r  b y  s y m b o ls  a n d  b r ig h t  d e g rees,

A r t ,  ch ild -lik e, c lim b s to th e  d e a r  L o r d ’s  k n e e s J "
S aid  th e  N o r th  to th e S o u th .

“  G iv e  stren u o u s so u ls for b e lie f  a n d  p ra y e r ,”
S a id  th e  S o u th  to th e N o rth ,

“  T h a t  sta n d  in  th e d a rk  o n  th e  lo w e st stair,
W h ile  a líirm in g  o f  G o d , ‘ l i e  is  c e r ta in ly  t h e r e ! ’  ”

S a id  th e  S o u th  to  th e N o rth . 

ni.
“ Y e t ,  o h , for th e  s k ie s  th at a r e  so fte r  a n d  h i g h e r ! ”  

S ig h e d  th e N o r th  to  th e  S o u th ,
“  F o r  th e flo w ers th a t  b laze, a n d  th e trccs th a t  aspire,

A n d  th e in seets  m a d c  o f  a  s o n g  o r  a  f i r e ! ”
S ig h e d  th e N o r th  to th e S o u th .

“  A n d ,  o lí, for a  sc cr  to d isccrn  th e s a m e ! "
S ig h e d  th e S o u th  to th e N o rth ,

“  F o r  a  p o e t ’s  to n g u c  o f  b ap tism al llam e,
T o  c a l í  th e  tree  a n d  th e  flo w er b y  its  ñ a m e  1"

S ig h e d  th e S o u th  to th e  N o rth .

I V .

T h e  N o rth  sen t, therefo re, a  m an  o f  m en 
A s  a  g r a c c  to  th e  S o u th ;

A n d  th u s to R o m e  ca m e  A n d e rse n ,—
" A l a s ,  b u t  m u s t  y o u  t a k e  h im  a g a in  f "

S aid  th e S o u th  to  th e N o rth .

T h e  fo llo w in g  an sw e rs  h a v e  been  rcc e iv e d  to th e q u estio n  in  the 
S ep tc m b er n u m b e r  re g a rd in g  th e co u rse  o f  a  sh ip  from  N e w  Y o r k  to 
L iv e r p o o l:

r ,  c  . .  L a n s in g b u rg li , N .  Y . .  A u g u s t  301I1, 1875.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  M y  siste r  se n d s th e a n s w e r  t o — W h v  does 

a  s to p  C r o s s i n g  th e A t la n tic , a n d  sa ilin g  in  a  s tra ig h t  lin e  from  N e w  
Y o r k  to L iv e rp o o l, sa i! a  h u n dred  m iles  fu rth er  than a  sh ip  sa ilin g  
from  N e w  Y o r k  to L iv e rp o o l on a  c u rv e d  l in e 'u p  to w a rd  th e  n orth  ? 
t iccau se  y o n  ca n n o t g o  direct, a s  y o u  h a v e  to g o  a ro u n d  Ire la n d ; 
therefore i t  w o u ld  b e  n c a re r  to  g o  on a  c u rv e d  lin e  th an  011 a  stra ig h t 
lne* L a u r a  S .  B e n e d i c t .

D e a r  S  r . N ic h o l a s  : A  sh ip  s a ilin g  from  N e w  Y o r k  to  L ive rp o o l 
in  a  stra ig h t l in e  w o u ld  sa il fa rth er than in  a  l in e  c u r v in g  to w a rd  the 
north , b ecau sc th e  a r e  o f a  g r e a t  c irc le  b etw een  tw o  p o in ts  is g rea ter 
than th e are  o f  a  sm a ll c irc le  b e tw e e n  th e sa m e points.

D a r l i n  L .  A m e s .

n  o  P a rk e rsb u rg , W . V a . ,  A u g u s t  3r s L  1873.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : J a m e s  S . ,  m  th e  S e p te m b cr  n u m b e r  o f  S t  

N i c h o l a s ,  w ish e s  to  k n o w  w h y  B a ltim o re  w a s  so  n a m e d , a n d  i f  there 
b e  a n y  c i ty  o f  th e  sa m e n o m c , , ,  th e  O ld  W o rld  ? I  d o  n o t  k n o w  o f  
a n y  fia lu m o re  m  th e  O ld  W o rld . A b o u t  ,6 2 4 ,  S ir  G e o r g e  C a lv e n , a  
K o m a n  C a th o lic  n o b lem an , w h o s c  title  w a s  L o r d  B a ltim o re , w ish in g  
lo  p ro v id e  an  a s y lu m  fo r  th e  C a th o lic s  then  p ersecu te d  in  K n glan d  
a s k e d  fo r  a  g ra n t  o f  la n d  m  A m e ric a  u p o n  w h ic h  to  csta b lish  a  co lo n v ’  
C h a rle s  I - ,  th e  k in g ,  re a d ily  a g r e e d  to g ra n t  h is  req u est ¡ b u t  before 
th e p a p ers  re c e iv e d  th e  ro y a l se a l. C a lv e n  d ied . T h e  ch a rte r  w a s  
then  is su e d  to  h is  so n  C e c il , w h o , b y  th e  d e a th  o f  h is  fath er, su cceed cd  
to th e title  o f  L o r d  B a ltim o re . T h e  first im m ig ra n ts  carn e o v e r  in  
1634, a n d  co m m cn ce d  fo u n d in g  cities, o n e  o f  w h ic h  w a s  ca lle d  B a lt i­
m ore, a fte r  L o r d  B a ltim o re .— Y o u r s  resp ectfu lly ,

H a t t i e  A .  W k l l e s .

W e  h a v e  a lso  rcc e iv e d  an sw e rs  to J a m ie 's  q u e stio n s from  M a b el 
H o s k in s , M a r k  W . C . ,  “ J .  J . , "  J .  C .  B e a rd s le y , “ N a m lig ,”  a n d  
“  C o m u s, ’ a l l  o f  w h o m  a g re c  w ith  H a tt ie  a s  to  th e  o r ig in  o f  th e  
ñ am e. B u t  th e se co n d  q u estio n  m u st h a v e  been  a  h a rd  o n e, for 
a lm o st a l l  th e  an sw e rs  to  it  a r e  in c o n e c t. M a b e l H o s k in s , M a r k  W . 
C . ,  a n d  J .  C .  B e a rd sle y  a s scrt  th at th ere  is  n o  B a ltim o re  in  th e  O ld 
W o rld , w h ile  “ C o m u s ”  a d d s , " u n le s s  it  b e  a  sm all v i l la g e .”  B u t 
th at is  ju s t  w h a t  it  is ,— a  sm a ll se a p o rt v i l la g e  in  th e s o u th  o f  Ireland . 
T h e  A m e rica n  c i t y  o f  B a ltim o re  c e r ta in ly  r e c e iv e d  its  lla m e in  the 
in an n er d e scrib ed  b y  H a tt ie ,  b u t  th e  title  o f  th e  p e e r a g e  h e ld  b y  S ir  
G e o r g e  C a lv e n  m a y  h a v e  been  d e riv ed  from  th e ñ am e o f  th is little  
Ir ish  tow n.

H e r e  is  a  s to ry  b y  a  v e r y  l it t l e  g i r l :

M a g o r .

M a g o r  w a s  a  la rg e  d o g . H e  h a d  a  k in d  little  m aster, su  M a g o r  
w a s  e v e r  w e ll off. H e  k n e w  M e r r y  e v e r y  s in c e  h e  w a s  a  p u p p v  
O n e  d a y  M e r r y  a n d  h e  w e re  a t  p la y  n ea r  th e p o n d . M e r r y  h ad  quite 
fo rg o ten  w h a t  m a m a  h a d  to ld  hu n n o t  to g o  n e a r  th e p o n d . M a g o r  
th o u t i t  w o u ld  b e  m e e  to  h a v e  a  sw im  ; in  h e  w en t. T h e  little  b o v  
th o u g h t  M a g o r  w a s  g o in g  to  g e t  v e r y  d a m p  a n d  co id . H e  w a s  
s ta n d in g  o n  th e  v e r y  e d g e  o f  th e  p o n d , s a y in g  “  C o m e  b a c k  ”  H e 
p u t  o u t  o n e  fat h an d. H e  g a v e  a  little  cry — a  sp lash . M e r r y  h ad  
fallan . H e  h a d  ro se  fn s t  tim e w h e n  M a g o r  c a u g h t  h im . C aried  
h im  h o m e to  m am a. W h a t  d o  y o u  th in k  sh e  d id  ? W h y ,  s h e  took 
M e rry , d id  him  u p  in  b la n k cts , p u t  h im  in  h e r  o w n  so ft ’  hed and 
k isse d  h is  p a lé  fa c e  m a n y  tim es. I t  w a s  o n e  w c e k  b efo re  M e rry  w a s  
h im slfc  a g in . S ix  tim e s M a g o r  s a v e d  th e  little  b o y s  life. D o  y o u  
n o t  th in k  M a g o r  o u g h t  t o  b e  lo v e d  fo r  w h a t  h e  d id  ?— M a m i e  L .  L .

H e r e  is  s o m e th in g  fo r  y o u n g  m ath e m a ticia tis  a n d  lo g ic ia n s :

T o  t h e  E d i t o r  o f  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : A l lo w  m e  liere w ith  to send

a th e  fo llo w in g  a r ith m e tica l p u zz le , co m m iin icated  to m e b y  m y 
er, a n d  sa id  to h a v e  o rig in a te d  w ith  M o s e s  M en d elsso h n  : 
Q u estio n .— H o w  c a n  y o u  p ro v e  th a t  th ere  m u st b e  in  th e  w o rld  at 

le a s t tw o  tre es  o f  th e  sa m e  n u m b er o f  le a v e s  ?
S o lu tio n .— I t  is  ccrta in  th at th e  n u m b e r  o f  tre es  in  th e  w orld  e x ce ed
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ñ u m ? í r ! l f 1 e S v S b" a 0n V X - em 0' ' l , an yf  0 n c  lree' C a "  th e  g rea lc st  
a ll th e  trees h a v e  d’iíTcrent nu m bere fro m '”  to  ^ " S 4 v a n d  s.uP P °se 
- f  p lu s  r  m u sí h a v e  a  n u m b er o f  lea v es  r a n e i W h í n  ’  ' í e  'rcc

e q .:a l ¡á C, h p u m L n o n « v ¿ f o„eae r f  .h e  L c s l  .  ™ e“ f° “ ¡ t » 5

~  * . " 5 $ »  ' t ' t e a ^ X ^ f  f  *“ «  “ V  - e

i  a n d  1,000,000, b e c a u sr  it m n n n . u  *e a v e s  w ith  o n e  tre c  bctw ecn  
a ll th e  n u m b er o f  le a v e s  b etw een  i  ^ ¡ ¡ ¡ d t han ' . “ » ,o o o , a n d  as  

o f  these n u m bers m u s. b e  repca’t « Í '0 T | £ 2 f  T  g iv en  
a t  le a s , tw o  trees in  th e w o rld  w h ic h  l n v V T „  „  ,  eref‘»9 th ere  are
— R c s p c c tfu lly  y o u r s , a n  e1 “ a l  n u m b er o f  leaves.

M o r r i s  J a s t r o w .

question  a s  is  p u l 't ó 't h e m ^ h i s  b y  B r a a  F * ^  PraCtÍ“ 1 
a s k s  i f  a n v  b o y  c a n  te ll h im  .1 t , -  r u c c  F . J o h n so n . H e

S ta .e s , in  A m e ric a , in  C r e a .  B rita in  " n ^ u r o ^ '̂ A  •”  •'h e  U nÍ,Cd 
H e  e v e n  in e lu d e s  A u s tra lia  a lso  atld  r l n ^  ■ ,n  A i K c a ”
total le n g th  o f a l l  th e  ra ilro a d s in ’th e  w o “  *  reqUeS‘  f° r  “  Ü' c

there w ere , in  th e w b o l^ w o r l T T ,"  “ U' S d ' f s - A t  l llc  c '° s e  o f  i8 74 

56,700 lo co m o tives w e re  em p lo y e d  ’.o  d m w “ o t  S O ” " * '  ° "  ' Vhich 
a n d  1,356,600 fre ig h t ca rs . io 3, 7o o  p a sse n g e r  ca rs

D e a r  S t  N i c h o l a s : I  l¡v e  in  C a l i f o S f .  F ,a n c isc 0 ,. A u g u s ,  rS.

d í ' l u r " -  ? r c s  S t r e e t  1  th in k  i t  is  ca b e d  1 '“  m n o  y e a r s  nld-
o ld  M issio n  c lu irch  o n  it, w ith  g r a v e s  ro u n d  i ,  b ccau “  there is an

I t l s  m a d e 'o f  a^lobe.1̂  ° “ ‘ T h "

catu-^ °^ n, tr¡lt^ m e!^ j(x ' ^ v e ,3 ei¡^|pd "d^fcn d ers,  b u t  I  « tn n o t  g e t  m y

S il V 5! p a n !cl u c t' b c c a u sc  it  sq u e5 ^ S “ h’, M y  c a t  is  afrnid
R e c i n c h e n ,  , t  w i,l  k i„  it  ¡n a S r i n u ^ w t ,  t lT d "  ̂  ̂  

b e ^ S ^ «  H o d fre y , a n d , ^  a w h i .  “ o T m a y

F ra n k lin  w a s  b o m ín  B ^ t o n  - '° U m  r ig h t
o r  h is  sta te m e n t w a s  an  in g e n io u s  d e v ^ f f  f o r  on ce'
henrers o u t  o f  th eir A u g u s t  d o re  l n g  b is  y o u n g

6 l

„  ,D e ;u!,  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : Y cstrrd -,,. r A u g u s t  236, ,8 75. 
sch o o l, 1 m et S a m  D o g a n  a n d  h e  h a d  T  g o m *  10 S u n d a y .
"■as g o in g  to  g iv e  to  h is  ca r  I  .  j  í >-u r  rol>ins 111 a  c a c e ,  th at he

LUt'dX m\ a4 y a"d^ d ''Shmup^d í™  ‘“ .!?  d,cm «'>' b-t h=
m oh e  y  h ? Ie l them  g o . I  a m  a  B ird  5  j  sSm e  m ° re> and 
m a k e  S a m  b e  o n e. ,v fv  b m i U  H . Í  • d?r’  an d a ”  g o in g  to

p ^ d T w n - r  to o  b ig .  bC 3  B W - ^ nd« - i £  ' “ is

SCHOOL-TIME.

A R V' i v ® bo  e a r ly  to school,

A2 n “ n? 'ob̂ “ Ihcr’

A w a y  to th e  fie,ds°youalia n  ronV ^  “ ™ :
A n d  b e  ju s t  a s  fre e  a s  th e  a h

' w K ^ . / / ah.hings,

fAV , wncn 11 nnL
í u p * y o u r  p la y .

a lw a y s  b e  g o o d ,
y u u  m usí

Y o n  ̂ 0nL shI0U,d a ,w a y s  b e  g o o d : '
T h e n  í ,o u ld  do, a s  y o u r  te a c h e r  a s k s

You'Vwbí,n¿°ehd leaT d al' y°a could,w ill b e  g la d  y o u  h a v e  fim sh e d  y o j r  task s. 

W h e n  sc h o o l t im e ’ s  a t  an  en d ,

ButhM , V nt e UrP'ay:

A n d  i f  y o u  fo llo w  it  w ell. 
m  h a p p m css  y o u  then  w ill  live.

A s  y o u r  fu tu re  Ufe w ill  tell. a l l i b  r e i c i i .

w a s a  p le c e te n ín g 'l ío w  ¡ o  m a k e  í s a  w e í d í b '  ° f  y ? Ur p a p cr  lh erc

' f  1 C° u ,d  p >" ' - v e s  o n  p a p V rtn T íe la m e ^ y  f L ^ r s t V ?  

Y e s , i f  y o u r  p a p e r  is  n o t  too  th in . H a r r v  G r i f f i t h . V’

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s : W ill  v o u  I I  a " “ c° ’  A u g u s t  ,s t .  =875. 
fo r  th e  sa m e n u m b er o f  s u b s e n b e r í  to  A o 5* " 1*  ü reso n ls n e x t  ye ar, 
y o u  p n n tc d  la s t  y e a r ?  A n d  w h S  T g e tl,,nf  UP  clu l>s, tha¡

D e a r  E d i t o r • T h e  f  „  ~  - « d ° y o u

S t e ? .  l " d “ O .» « > f  f o r a .  W ¡"  * « •  p E -  an sw cr, a n d

N e l l i e .

-  . " j  a n a  n o  o n e  h a s  Iw m  „ u  .  .  . 1 «am iiy lo r  a t
«nost in te lh g en t h a v e  tried ii  a n d  S t í f t ’ u  S o m e o f  the
su b m it th e  r id d le  to  y o u , f t k ’k in g  t h ^ . ^ h  1  th o u g h , I  w ould

I  -  ¡ r t - j * ,

ca n  c a u n ,   lh e  s ™ c  a s  la 5 t y ™ .  y o u

R i d d i .e .

!iSPHi-asr
fM rniim
lJv ^ í í  d  - w o rd  for e v e r y  S e

and b ro u g h t  th em  u p  to g e th e r  w  ' f i  l ° ~ to o b  ah a r g e  o f  th e  c h ic k s

3 8 f « ~  lE~ ”
A n n i e  T .  B r o w n .

B ir u - D e f e n d e r s .

'-ch;'Sm 0if e ^  Mâ y’
E d d te H u tch is o n , W ill ie  O ’ N e a l H u e h  r)3^  n k '  •W a i"  R o u n d s ' 

C u n n in g h a m , .M ary M o ^ L e w ^ G e H k ” ’̂ ^  ^  M “  
K r e b s , L a u r a  F u m e ll, H a r r y  D a v is  K a n * R  b°  C a * ood’  A nna 
J o se p h  L e e ,  J e ss ie  H e n d e rso n  F m  T  B ro w m " &  C h a s. P ark er, 

P a rk e r , H a r r y  E llen w o o d , W ill ie S e a v e lle 0? ^  l í v ' ^ .  S lo n c ’  E ltíe  
w al! H e n d e rso n , N .  P  A rm strn n e  r  t  C h a rh e  D u n b a rg e r , S to n c- 

M « y  H a rriso n , N d l k  ^  ’  L a ' " a  S m ¡,h ’
M a m ie  G e tt le , L o n n ie  H u tch is o n  n ° f  r  ’  A ,d (:"  W i" iam s. 

J e n n ie  H u u te r , M o rris  R a r ic k  J f a d ~  a 3 ° 7 ’  N u z u m ’

L a u ra  J a sm e r, E m i ly  S h e p p ard ’  M a tt ic  M a T '  S *  B e m " g , ° " ’ 
K a h e  B o e g y ,  J e n n ie  T u r to n  k  ¿  M a y b e rry ,  M a g g te  C o w le , 

S c h u lcr , M a r y  C la rk , M a r y  M ills '" L ili, ^ " 1  B a s ,p  D o n a h n e, Ida 
A n iñ e  S a v o y , N e l lie  P a rm a le e  %  i í  ° Cb’ M a r y  G a lla g b cr ,

W a b e h e id , C h a r i i e ^
Ayuntamiento de Madrid
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P r e s le y , G e o rg e  A a s tru p , J a so n  T h o m a s , J im m ic  C ra w fo rd , J o h n n ic  
H u tch in so n , F ra n k  S w c c n e y , G e o rg e  D a v is ,  G ra n t D o n a ld s o n , K a tic  
K la u s , J o h n  G illso n , G e o r g e  C la rk , M ich ael M c K c o n , N e llie  M o n k- 
m an , L e w is  C o e , a n d  K a t ie  D o u g la ss .

J o s ic  L o u is , o f  C e n tra lia , 111. ,  sen d s th e fo llo w in g  l is t :  J o s ie  L o u is, 
B e rtie  L o u is , E lla  L o u is , A l ic e  L o u is , M in n ic  L o u is , M a m ic  L o u is, 
D e lla  L o u is , M o n cta  L o u is , S u s y  L o u is , F lo re n c e  L o u is , O llie  L o u is. 
G u ss ie  L o u is , F a n n ie  L o u is , L a u r a  L o u is , A m a n d a  L o u is , M a m ic  
L o u is , R a c h c l L o u is , R e b e c c a  L o u is , A d d ie  L o u is , L o t t ic  Lou is, 
R o s y  G r e g g , J ero m c L o u is , W ill ic  L o u is , A lv in  L o u is , W a ltc r  L o u is, 
J u liu s  L o u is , H c r b c r t  L o u is , U r ia  L o u is , R  i le y  L o u is , Char'.ie L o u is , 
C la rc n c e  L o u is , B o b b ie  L o u is , P c r c y  L o u is , A l li c  L o u is , J c s s ic  L o u is, 
L u d w ig  L o u is , M ilto n  G re g g , C h a r lie  G r e g g .  a n d  M a ría  Lou is.

T h o m a s  M c G e h a n , o fH a m ilto n , O .,  se n d s th is  l is t :  W a ltc r  K u m - 
ler, H o ra c e  B e ld cn , L o u  B e a u ch a m p , H a r r y  H a y ,  D a n  M c G ly n n , 
W ill  R o b c r ts , J o h n  H a ll ,  N e l ly  P h illip s , M ilt  T r a b c r , H a r r y  T rab cr, 
C h a r lie  T ra b e r , O liv c r  T ra b c r , J o h n  T ra b e r , W e b  F itto n , S cott 
S y m m c s, C h a s. C o o ch , J im  D u rro u g h , O liv e r  C ro w , D o d c  H a rg itt, 
A lic e  H a n k in s , N e l l  M ille r , A lc x .  M . H a ll ,  E d w a rd  ShafTcr, V ic k y  
S m ith , T h o m a s  C o llin s , C y r u s  F a lco n e r, E lla  G ilb e rt, D a v e  H o w e ll, 
J .  B . O u s le y , L .  B  D ila k o rt, J .  W . M c c k lc y , T o m  H o d d c r , L au ra 
P o rte r, A lb io n  D y c r ,  E d  F le n n e r, W ill  M o o rc , R o b e rt  P e c k , C h a rlc y  
H c isc r , E d  B e a rd s le y , F r a n k  S k in n e r , F r a n k  W h itc h c a d , Charlie 
M ix e r , a n d  H a r r y  M c E lw c c .

H c r b c r t  D e a n  se n d s th e  fo llo w in g  l i s t : H c rb c rt  D e a n , J o h n  Scam - 
m o n , J o h n  K e e fe , C h a rle s  K c l l c y ,  M in n ic  S m ith , L u c y  P e a b o d y , 
M a r y  P e a b o d y , J c n n ie  L itd e fie ld , H a tt ie  W a rsa w , M a r y  T a y lo r , 
B e ll O d e ll, L i ll ia  B re w ster, A l ic e  H c a lc y ,  K a t ic  K c c f c ,  N c t t ic  H o a g , 
H a tt ic  H o a g , F r c d  J c w c l l ,  F r c d  F a d d e n , a n d  L iz z ie  Y o u n g .

F a n n ie  O . N e w lo n  se n d s th is  l i s t : M is s  S c lin a  C .  B a rrett, M iss  
B e rth a  K e e sh o rn , L u lu  W h ite , F a n n ie  S tin d e , L e titia  R o g e r s ,  A b b ic  
S an fo rd , T e r e s a  Stal!, C h a rtie  S an fo rd , F a n n ie  R o w la n d , A d d ie  Stall, 
L u c y  T h o m a s , F a n n ie  T h o m a s , K a t i c  T h o m a s , M iss  L u c y  Barrett, 
a n d  D o rc a s  C arr.

F . L . C h a se , o f  W o b u m , sen d s th e fo llo w in g  ñ a m e s: E fíie  C . 
S w ce tscr, N c t t ic  H .  F is k c , K itt ie  R o s e  F isk e , F .dd ic H . F isk e , 
F lo re n ce  L . C h a se , G e o rg ie  H . G re e n , G e o rg ic  H a m lin , C h a rle s  F . 
H a m lin , a n d  L o th ro p  C h ase.

“ T w o  F r ie n d s ”  H a tt ie  J o h n so n  a n d  E . L o u is c  T ib b e tts — send 
t ’.icse  ñ a m e s : F a n n ie  W ild er, G ra c ie  B ro o k s , C a rr ie  J o h n so n , M am ie  
D a m o n , M rs. S .  F .  D a m o n , M is s  A n n ie  D a m o n , H a tt ie  J o h n so n , 
E .  L o u ise  T ib b e tts , a n d  F r a n k  T ib b e tts .

M a x  U lr ic h , o f  S a n  A n to n io , T e x a s , sen d s these ñ a m e s : M rs. 
L e w is , M rs. L iflr ie n g , M rs . U lr ic h , M r. U lr ich , L e w is  U lr ic h , and 
M a x  U lrich .

R o b  R .  S h e rm an  se n d s h is  o w n  a n d  th e  fo llo w in g  ñ a m e s : H a rm o n  
R .  Sh erm an , B e lle  S . H o w a rd , W a lte r  S m ith , a n d  J o h n  A  B u ck .

W ill  E . B . ,  o f  N o rth  A d a m s , M a ss ., sen d s th is  l i s t : L o t t ie  A . M il- 
lard , B la n c h e  C .  B ra y to n , H a tt ie  F .  B ro o k s, a n d  H a tt ie  S .  B rayto n .

E ste lle  R ilc y ,  o f  C o lu m b u s, T e x a s ,  se n d s h e r  o w n  a n d  th e follow ­
in g  ñ a m e s : I d a  R ilc y ,  K a t i c  M o o rc , a n d  E m m a  D c la n y .

L e s tc r  W o o d b rid g e  se n d s th is  l is t :  Ire n e  E .  W o o d b rid g e , B e ssy  
W o o d b rid g e , C h a r lc y  W o o d b rid g e , a n d  L e s te r  W o o d b rid g e .

T h e  fo llo w in g  ñ am es a lso  h a v e  b een  r e c e iv e d : W a ltc r  H .  M orrison, 
C h a rlie  M o rriso n , M a ria n  C .  M o rriso n , E m ilie  N e v ille , A n ita  H cn - 
drie , M a r y  E l la  B a k e w e ll, EITie B a k e w e ll , M a r y  B. S m ith , C h a rles 
W illco x , M a m ic  L o c k c , W ill ie  F .  M o r g a n , Id a  F.. K id d , G crtru d c 
G u n n , L .  H . B ra n ch , G e o . H o ld e n , In e z  S im ons, W . C .  H o u g h to n , 
a n d  H c rb ic  H o u g h to n .

A n s w e r s  b y  th e  fo llo w in g  b o y s  a n d  g ir ls  to p u z z le s  in  th e A u g u s t  
nu m b er w e re  r e c e iv e d  too  la te  fo r  a c k n o w lc d g m e n t in  th e O c to b e r 
n u m b e r : C h a r lie  a n d  F ra n k ie  R u p e rt , H . W ig m o r c , B c llc  G ib so n , 
H a tt ie  G ib so n , L iz z ie  B lo o m ficld , W illia m  M . N o rth ru p , E d w ard  
B ro o m c, A l lic  A n t h o n y , M a r y  F .  C ra n e , E . L . T ib b e tts , H a tt ie  F . 
Jo h n so n , W illia m  C .  D c la n o y , M a r k  W . C o llc tt , L e  R o y  a n d  C o y  
Y o u m a n s, A l ic e  M o rrow .

T H E  R I D D L E - B O X .

E A S Y  E N IG M A .

I  AM composed o f forty-two letters. M y 6, 19, 42, 16 
is a  part o f  the head. M y 40, 35, 14 is a  cover for the 
head. M y 5, 24, 2 is a  quadruped. M y 39, 1, 18 is 
another. M y 15, 21, 17 is a  pronoun. M y 20, 41, 34 
is an insect. M y 36, 26, 7 is a  foreign product. My 
27, 9, 11, 28 is constructed by birds. M y 8, 3, 4, 31 is 
seen at night. M y 37, 38, 32 is a  covering. M y 12, 10, 
22, 29 is wealthy. M y 30, 25, 23 is a  kind o f  tree. My 
33, 13 is a  musical note. M y wliole is a  proverb.

B O D IN E .

P E E F I X  P U Z Z L E .

1. June, July, and August are Summer months. 2. 
But I carne when you called. 3. She sings in grand 
style. 4. H ow  slow Ellen’s movements are. 5. Let 
Royce go with us lo the store. 6. Lady Franklin sends 
Kane a  telescope. F. J. and M. P.

D IA G O N A L  P U Z Z L E .

1 .  A  c o n s o n a n t .  2 .  A  p e r s o n a l  p r o n o u n .  3 .  A  
w r i t i n g  i n s t r u m e n t .  4 .  A  f a i r y . .  5* A  p r a n k .  6 .  A  b a d  
m a n .  7 .  A  t e r m  i n  m u s i c .  8 .  A  m u s i c a l  i n s t r u m e n t .  
9 .  A  t e r r i b l e  d i s e a s e .  1 0 .  W e a r i n e s s .  T h e  d i a g o n a l s  

f o r m  a  l i o u s e h o l d  s u n b e a m .  L . o .

D O U B L E  A O R O ST IC .

T h e  missing words in the following stanzas being 
supplied, the initials and fináis wil! give the ñames of—  
(1) A  great p o e t; (2) A  great composer :

1 .  “  W i n d y  ,  w i t h  i t s  f r o l i c  g a l e s ,
F i l l i n g  t h e  w o o d s  w i t h  t h e i r  m u s i c a l  r o a r ; 

W h i l e  o v e r  t h e  w a t e r  s c u d  w e t  w h i t e  s a i l s ,
A nd the foam breaks fast on a rough lee-shore.”

2 .  “  N o w  t h e  g o a t  m a y  c l i m b  a n d  c r o p
T h e  s o f t  g r a s s  011 M o u n t --------’ s  t o p . ”

3 . “  M o o n s l i i n e  a n d  a r e  l e f t  t o  b i t r y  t h e  d e a d . ”

4 .  “  W h i c h  l i k e  t h e  --------,  u g l y  a n d  v e n o m o u s ,

Bears yet a  precious jew el in its head.”

5 .  “  T h e  s i l v e r y  g r e e n  o f  t h e -  s h a d e
H ung dim o ’er fount and bow er.”

6 .  “  A n d ,  b y  a l l  t h e  w o r l d  f o r s a k e n ,
S e e s  l i e  h o w  w i t h  z e a l o u s  c a r e ,

A t  the ruthless o f iron,
A  little bird is striving there.”  H. H. H.
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C H A R A B E , N o . 3 .

C o n t e n t m e n t ’ S s im p le ,  s m i l i n g  f lo w e r ,
Fair blossoms that at twilight sleep,

Bright, golden cups from Spring’s  glad bower, 
And bells that through the snow-rifts peep; 

Rich Autumn clusters, full and gay,
Devotion’s loveliest, rarest bloom,

Then, “  for remembrance,”  here ’s the spray 
And tendrils from the ruins’  gloom.

W e ’ve gentlest sprigs o f  fragüe white,
And w axy buds, intensely sweet,

A nd flag-like llowers, both fair and bright, 
W ith blooms immortelle, here we meet.

T h e “  trophy flower ”  w e gladly bind ;
T h e wind’s frail love has, too, a  place ;

A nd now a  spicy tw ig we find 
T o  mingle with the “  Daystar’s ’ ’ grace.

F il l  the blanks in each sentence with the same word, 
one meaning o f which is a  boy’s ñame :

1. ------  helped to raise the weight b y  holding the
 . 2.  • rodé to the seaside in a  . 3. -------------
wheeled the coal to the pit in a  . 4. The only thing
 noticed ¡11 the church was the   which hung
from the ceiling. 5. -----  loved to b e   in all his
assertions. 6.  was fond o f  the bark o f t h e  .
7-  ornamented his box with a border o f  . 8.
 üfled the stone to its place with a  . 9. -----
gave his pennies for a  . 10 . gathered a  buncli
o f  for a  friend. 1 1 .  threw a  toy boat into the
  to watch it wliirl. 12. ------ refused to join  the
boys who thought it sport t o  the rabbit. 13. -----
lighted his pipe with a  . 14.  pluclced a flower
o f th e  in  the woods. B.

E A SY  1UETAG RAM .

F ir st , I  am a  bird. Change m y head, X am part o f  a 
sh ip; again, I am to p u lí; again, and I  am dim ; again, 
I  am replete; again, and I  am to quiet. c . c.

C H A R A B E ,  N o .  1 .

F IR S T .

T o  greet the morning sun I rise,
And trill m y gladness through the skies.

SE C O N D .

I  guard the fowl, yet the noble horse 
I  torture oft without remorse.

W H O LB.

In pink and white and blue I dress—
W hat am I  ? Children, can you guess ?

A . o ’ n .

P IC T O R IA L  B O U B E E  A O R O ST IC .

From Summer woods we culi the pride,
And from the porch meek springs we bring,

Spring’s sweetest scented buds beside 
W e lay the Flow ’ret poets sing;

A nd last o f  all, with fragrance mild 
W e place the streamlet’s radiant cliild.

T hese flowers, from garden, wood and dell,
A  gay and perfumed garland ma k e ;

T o  enshrine a ñame you ’ll surely tell,
I f  you the pains w ill only take.

T h e ñame is one all children loved—
A  ñame first known in snow-clad d im es;

But now well-known in every land,—
See can you find it in these rhymes.

S P O R T IV E  A N A G R A M S .

F i l l  one blank with the ñame o f  some game, and 
the other with the same ñame transposed.

1. T h e game o f  often occasions . 2. A
challenge to play a  game o f  w a s -------------. 3.
N ever cheat a s --------------------------- . 4. I  have passed
pleasan t------------- the game o f  . 5. Charlie thinks
M ary s i l ly ,--------------would n’ t p la y   at her age.
6. H e   disconsolately, having lost his  . 7.
Strength must be     playing  . 8. Little
children,  -----  older ones, like to p la y  . 9.
-------------------- is an excellent sort o f  game. 10. The
only game was a litt le  o n ------------ . c h a r l .

. An ac- 
Before. 
L . o .

E N IG M A , N o . 3 .

I  a m  composed o f twelve letters. M y 5, 8, 3, 12 is 
the ñame o f a tree. M y 10, 4, II, I, 2 is food for the 
sick. M y 7, s , 6, 11 is the ñame o f a  queen. My 2, 9, 
4, 11 is what every boy would like to be. M y whole 
is a  part o f S t .  N i c h o l a s .  s .  c .  m .

A  F L O W E R  A O R O ST IC .

I f  my first is m y second,
’T  is sure to be fleet;

I f  m y second’s m y first,
It is not fit to eat;

And what is m y whole 
W ill depend upon whethcr 

M y second and first 
Y o u  fit rightly together.

I f  m y second comes first,
’T  is an anim al; but 

I f  m y second comes second, 
W hy, then, ’ t is a  nut.

So if  it ’s an animal,
Then you may back i t ;

But supposing it is n’t—
I leave you to crack it.

B IA M O N B  P U Z Z L E .

1. A  c o n s o n a n t . 2. T o  place anything. 
count. 4. A  wild animal. 5. T o  mark out.
7. A  consonant.

E C L IP S E S .
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