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LITTLE KAREN

By

The cottage in which little Karen lived stood
igh up on the hill-side, ciése to the edge ofa great
orest. Itwas a strange, lonely place for a young
ife, almost a girl, to be so happy in; but Karen
not afraid of the forest, and never thought
er home lonely, not even when the strong winds
lewin winter-time, and brought the far-offbaying
fwolves from the mountains beyond. Her hus-
and, her boy, her housewifely cares, her spinning-
heel and her needle, kepther busy all day long,
‘dshe was as cheerful as busy. The cottage was
tlarge, but it was strongly built of heavy beams
nd stones. Its low walls seemed to hug and
the ground, as if for protection, in time of
tonn. The casement Windows, with their very
all panes of thick glass, let in little sun, but all
mmer long they stood open, and in winter, what
ilhthe crackling fire, the hum of the wheel, and
aren's bright face, the living-room never looked
rk,and, for all its plainness, liad an air of quaint
mfort about it. Fritz, Karen’s husband, who
skillful with tools, had ornamented the high-
acked chair, the press for clothes, and the baby’s
eneradle, with beautiful carving, of which little
renwas cxceedingly proud. She loved her cot-
,she loved the great wood ciése by; her lonely
e"asdelightful to her, and she had not the least
htocxchange it for the toy-like village in the
ley below.
But Karen was unlike other people, the neigh-
said, and the oid gossips were wont to shake
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their heads, and mutter that there was a reason for
this unlikeness, and that all good Christians ought
to pity and pray for the poor child.

Long, long ago, said these gossips,— so long that
nobody now could remember exactly when it was,—
Karen’s great-great-great-grandfather (or perhaps
his grandfather— who could tell ?), when hunting in
the high mountains, met a beautiful, tiny maiden,
so small and light that a man could easily carry
her in the palm ofone hand. This maiden he fell
in love with, and he won her to be his wife. She
made a good wife; kept the house as bright as
new tin; and spun on her wheel linen thread so
fine that mortal eye could hardly see it. But a
year and a day from the time of her marriage, she
wentout to walk in the wood, and never carne back
any more! The reason of this was, that she was
a gnomide,— daughter of one of the forest gnomes,
— and when her own people encountered her thus
alone, they detained her, and would not suffer her
to return to her husband. The baby she left in
the eradle grew to be a woman,— bigger than her
gnome mother, it is true, but still very small;
and all the women of the race have been small
since that time. Witness little Karen herself,
whose head only carne up to the shoulder of her tall
Fritz. Then her passion for woods and solitary
places,— her beautiful swift spinning, her hair, of
that peculiar palé white-brown shade,— all these
were proofs of the drops of unearthly blood which
ran in her veins. Gnomes always had white hair.
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298 LITTLE KAREN

This was because they lived in holes and dark
places. Even a potato would throvww out white
leaves if kept in a cellar,— everybody knew that,—
and the gossips ending thus, would sliake their
heads again, and look very wise.

Karen had heard these stories, and laughed at
them. No fairy or gnoine had ever mee her eyes
in the woods she loved so well; and as for hair,
Rosel Pilaff's, and Gretchen Erl’s too, was almost
as palé as hers. Blonde hair is common enough
in the German mountains. Her little boy— bless
him !'— had downy rings which promised to become
auburn in time,
She did not believe in the gnorne story a bit.

But there carne a time when she almost wished to
believe it, for the gnomes are said to be wise folk,
and little Fritz fell ill of a strange disease, which
neither motherly wisdom fior motherly nursing was
able to reach. Each day left him thinner and
weaker, till he seemed no more than half his former
size. His very face looked strange as it lay on the
cradle-pillow, and Karen was at her wit's end to
know what to do.

“ 1 will go to the village and ask Mother Klaus
to come and see the child,” said Fritz. “ She may
know ofa remedy.”

“ It will be of no use,” declared Karen, sadly.
“ She went to the Berards’, and the baby died,
and to Heinrichs’, and little Marie died. But go,
go, Fritz!— only come back soon, lest our angel
take flight while you are away !”

She almost pushed him from the door, in her
impatience to have him return.

A while after, when the baby had wailed himself
to sleep, she went again to the door to look down
the path into the valley. It was too soon to hope
for Fritz, but the movement seemed a relief to her
restlessness. It was dusk, not dark,— a sweet, mild
dusk, with light enough left to show the tree-
branches as they met and waved against the dim
yellow sky. Deep shadows lay on the moss-beds
and autumn flowers which grew beneath ; only a
faint perfume here and there told of their presence,
and the night was very near.

Too unhappy to mind the duskiness, Karen wan-
dered a little way up the wood-path, and sat down
on the root of an oid oak, so oid that the rangers
had given it the fame of “ Herr Grandfather.” It
was only to clear her brimming eyes that she sat
down. She wiped them with her kerchief, and,
with one low sob, was ab'out to rise, when she be-
came aware that somebody was standing at her
side.

This somebody was a tiny oid woman, with a
palé, shadowy, but sweet face, framed in flossy
white hair. She wore a dark, foreign-looking
robe; a pointed hood, edged with fur, was pulled

the color of his father’s beard..

AND HER BABY.

over her head ; and the hand which she held at
as she spoke was as white as the stalk of celerv

“ What is the matter, my child ?” she askcd u
a thin, rustling voice, which yet sounded
antly, because it was kind.

* My baby is so sick,” .replied Karen, weeping.

“ How sicli?” inquired the old-woman, anxiously.
“ Isitcoid ? Is it fever? Do its eyes water?
baby once had a coid, and her eyes.
stopped abruptly.

“ His eyes do not water,” said Karen, whofelt
singularly at home with the stranger. “ Buths
head is hot, and his hands; he sleeps ill, and for
these ten days has hardly eaten. He grows thn
ner and whiter every hour, and wails whenever te

S¢

is awake. Oh, whatarn | doing ? | must gohak
to him,”— and, as she spoke, she jumped fromher
seat.

“ One minute !” entreated the little oid women
* Has he pain anywhere ?”

“ He cries when | move his head,” said Karen,
hurrying on.

The stranger went too, keeping ciose beside her
in a swift, soundless way.

“ Take courage, liebehen, child tolierwhowW
child of my child’s child,” she said. *“ Weepnot,
my darling. | will send you help. Out of lre
wisdom of the earth shall come aicl for the litle
dear one.”

“ What do you mean ?” cried Karen, stopping
short, in her surprise.

But the oid woman did not answer. She hed
vanished. Had the wind blown her away?”

“ How could I wander so far? How couldl
leave my baby? Wicked mother that I am!"
exclaimed Karen, in sudden terror, as she raniro
the cottage.

But nothing seemed disturbed, and no oneled
bcen there. The baby lay quietly in his erde
and the room was quite still, save for the hissdf
the boiling pot, and the fall of an ember onte
hearth. Gradually her heart ceased its terified
beating; a sense of warmth and calm crept ora
her, her eyes drooped, and, seated at the eade
foot, she fell asleep in her chair.

W hether it was an hour or a minute that ¢e
slept, she never knew. Slowly and dimly her
waking senses crept back to her; but though de
heard and saw and understood, she could reither
stir Aior speak. Two forms were bending overte
eradle, forms of little men, venerable and shadtwji
with hair like snow, and blanchcd, palé hands, Ife
her visitor of the afternoon. They did not looka
Karen, but consulted together above the sleeplnj
child.

“ It is here, brother, and here," said one, lajirg
his finger gently on the baby’s head and heart.
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1Does it lie too deep for our reaching ?” asked
|he second, anxiously.

‘No. The little herb you know of is power-
i

“And the crystal dust you know of is more
Dowerful still.”

Then they took out two minute caskets, and
liaren saw them open the baby’s lips, and each

upina pinch ofsome unknown substance.

“ Heis of ours,” whispered one, “ more of ours
Uanany of them have been since the first.”

“ He has the gift of the far sight,” said '..e
llher, lightly touching the closed eyes, “ the dwin-
Ingglance and the lucky finger.”

‘I read in him the apprehénsion of metdis,”
Jaid the second oid man, “ the sense of hidden
(reasures, the desire to penétrate.”

‘Wewill teach him how the waters run, and
|hat the birds say— yes, and the way in and the
|rayout!”

“Put the charm round his neck, brother.”

Then Karen saw the little men tie a bright object
lound the baby’s neck. She longed to move, but

.she sat rnute and powerless, while the odd
jigures passed round the eradle, slowly at first, then
pster and faster, crooning as they went a song
|rhichwas like wind in branches, and of which this
jerap lodged in her memory :

“ Eyes to picrcc the darkness through,
Wit to grasp a hidden cluc,
Heart to feel and hand to do,
These the gnomes have given to you.”

So the song and the circling movement went on,
hster and more fast, and round and round, till
prcn’s head swam and her senses seemed to spin
iawhirling dance, and she knew no more, till
Joused by the opening of the door, and Fritz’s voice
Btclaiming: “ Come in, Dame Klaus— come in!
Taren! Where are you, wife ?
»stasleep, and the little man is asleep too.”

Ah, here she is,.

“ 1 am not asleep,” said Karen, finding her voice
with an effort. Then, to her husband’s surprise,
she began to weep bitterly. But, for all his urg-
ings, she would not tell the cause, for she was afraid
of Dame Klaus’s tongue.

The dame shook her head over the sick baby.
He was very bad, she said; still, she had brought
through others as bad as he, and there was no tell-
ing. She asked for a saucepan, and began to brew
a tea of herbs, while Karen, drawing her liusband
aside, told her wonderful tale in a whisper.

“ Thou wert dreaming, Karen ; it is nothing but
a dream,” declarcd the astounded Fritz.

“ It was not a

“ No, no,” protested Karen.
dream. Baby will be well again, and great things
are to happen! You will see! The little men
know !'”

“ Little men! Oh, Karen ! Karen !” exclaimed
Fritz.

But he said no more, for Karen, bending over
the eradle, lifted the strange silver coin which was
tied round the baby’s neck, and held it up to him
with a smile. A silver piece is not a dream, as
every one knows; so Fritz, though incredulous,
held his tongue, and neither he fior Karen said a
word of the matter to Mother Klaus.

Baby was better next day. It was all the herb-
téa, Mother Klaus declared, and she gained great
credit for the cure.

This happened years ago. Little Fritz grew to
be a fine man, sound and hearty, though never as
tall as his father. He was a lucky lad too, the
villagers said, for his early taste for minerals caught
the attention of a rich gentleman, who gave him
great learning. Often when the mother sat alone
at her wheel, a smile carne to her lips, and she
hummed low to lierself the song of the little oid

men :
“ Eyes to pierce the darkness through,
W it to grasp the hidden clue,
Heart to feel and hand to do,
These the gnomes have given to you.”
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MAKING MAPLE

SUGAR.

MAKING MAPLE SUGAR.

By Ruth

WINTER had been whistling around with his
hands in his pockets a good three months and
more; but the violets and daisies, tucked under a
thick blanket of snow, had been kept from freezing.
People cali Winter a very coid, severe fellow ; still
there must be a tender spot in his heart some-

STIBRING

where, so kindly does he protect all the delicate
plants.

But now the great warm-hearted oid Sun was
coming back, and Winter, afraid of his long bright
days, ran off to the North Pole. A flock of blue-
birds carne to welcome their oid friend, and one
robin-redbreast ventured out early to sing him a
song. A little warm breeze crept through Farmer
Cheery’s maple forest, awoke the trees from their
long, long sleep, and they all began to shake hands
and nod toward each other, whispering: “ Good !
Good ! Here comes the Spring!”

Soon the warm air made them feel thirsty and
faint; the tiny twigs complained to the branches;

Kenyon.

the branches told the trunks, and the trunks
ried the news down to the roots. Maple-trees
all their provisions in an underground cellar;
the roots finding that, sure enough, the goun
was no longer frozen and hard, began to feel about
and sent out little rootlets that gatliered up

THE SAP.

good things,—just the kinds they knew ng
twigs loved best. Doesn't it seem funny thatt
can tell ? The maples take one kind of food,
pines anotlier, the birches another, and for ex
the rootlets pick out just the right kind from |l
same ground. As fast as the rootlets gathei
the food, they sent it up to the branches—awe
delicate, sweet drink; and still they sent nu
and more, the little twigs always taking the fre
est, and sending back what was left over.
branches felt very much revived as they were
grew very social, and began to tell of the pe
red dresses they would put on before long; red
the cool spring days, and afterward grcen fat
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LUCK AND

mer. They were merry planning their new
drobes, | assure you ; you could have heard it
yauliad had the right kind of ears.
'Farmer Cheery came in from his barn chores.
“1 say, wife, it’s grovving warm ! Should n’t
nder if the sap would run such weather as this ;
es 1 must tap one tree and see.”
SoFarmer Cheery took his auger and went out
Othe maple orchard. It did n’'t take him long
meke a little hole in one of the tree-trunks, and
Njua little spout; fior was it many minutes
foedrop by drop came the sap.
“Ah! that's fine! ” said Farmer Cheery, and
went home in haste. The next we saw of
'mhe was driving out into the orchard with a
dof one hundrcd and fifty clean, bright, tin
p-buckets and one hundred and fifty fresh little
ughs. Then, in each one of his hundred and
y maple-trees he bored a hole and put a trough
and a bucket beneath to catch the sap as it
edropping out.
“Did n't it starve the poor little branches wait-
gfor their food ?”
Oh, 110! There was enough for them left,— all
ly needed to keep them very fresh and make
mgrow. So many, many pailfuls ran up and
tevery day, that the one Farmer Cheery took
Idhardly be missed.
Everymorning and night for two or three weeks,
egood farmer might be seen with his great tank,
nas clean could be, driving around to collect
esapthat had run out. He knew that one rea-
why maple sugar is sometimes dark-colored is
"use the pails and tanks that hold the sap are
washed thoroughly; so he took great pains
his. He knew, too, that ifany water gets in,

LABOR. 301

the sap must be boiled longer to make sugar of it,
and the longer it is boiled the darker it grows; so,
if he saw a storm coming, he collected all the sap,
and turned the buckets upside down till the rain
was over.

Farmer Cheery had a great iron pan, which
would hold,— oh, I don’t daré tell you how many
pailfuls,— a great, great many; and this very
large pan rested on some stone posts about two
feet from the ground. Under this he built a fire,
and into it he poured his sap, stirring it while it
boiled almost all day long. When he drew it off,
such beautiful clear sirup I don’t believe you ever
saw. This he did two or three times each week
for nearly a month; after that, the sap was not as
good for people to use, though just what the little
twigs needed as they grew older.

Some of his sirup the farmer put up in cans to
send to the cities ; some of it he boiled more and
more, so that it would be sugar when cooled.
Then he poured it into pretty scolloped tins, to
harden into the round cakes you like so much;
and some of it his little grandehildren waxed on
snow.

You don’t know how that is?

Well, May packed a panful of snow, just as hard
as she could crowd it in; then she smoothed off the
top as even as a marble table, and she and Sally
carried it to Grandpa Cheery, who dropped upon
their snow a spoonful of the hot sirup here and
there. The little thin, waxy sheets of suddenly
cooled sirup, picked up with a fork and eaten as
soon as cool, made an excellent luncheon ; and the
children tugged their pan of snow around to give
every one a taste, declaring that “ sugar-season”
was the very best time in the year.

LUCK AND LABOR.

By Mrs. Carolinf. A. Soule.

Luck doth wait, standing idly at the gate—
Wishing, wishing all the day ;
And at night, without a fire, without a light,
And before an empty tray,

Doth sadly say :
To-morrow something may turn up;
To-night on wishes | must sup.”

Labor goes, plowing deep the fertile rows—
Singing, singing all the day;
And at night, before the fire, beside the light,
And with a well-filled tray,
Doth gladly say :
To-morrow |’ll turn something up;
To-night on wages earned | sup.”
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CATHERN.

CATHERN.

(A Sequel to "The Asl-Giri"*)

By Lucy G. Morse.

Does anybody remember the little ash-girl,
Cathern, who wanted a mother so much that she
wandered up and down the streets, day in and day
out, for a great many weeks, trying to find one ?
She had been laughed at, scolded and repulsed,
until her courage nearly failed her; and the great
hope in her heart grew less and less and at last
seemed to be fading quite away, just as the color in
her cheeks had done.

But now— now Mis. Percy had opened her arms
to the lonely child, and was resting the tired head
upon her bosom. Only a few days before, a little
golden head had rested there, and a face as puré
as an angel’s had lighted up with smiles in answer
to the mother’s look of love. But the angels had
beckoned to the child and carried her lo heaven
with them, leaving the mother desoiate. Thinking
of all this, and looking down upon Cathern, Mrs.
Percy saw that the sudden happiness had been too
much for the poor child. The little face, looking
so worn and white under a mat of dusky hair, but
with the light of its new joy full upon it, lay quite
unconscious. Very tenderly, with her heart aching
for her own darling, Mrs. Percy carried this poor
stranger child upstairs, and laid her upon the
vacant bed.

It was several weeks before Cathern wakened
from a delirium in which she seemed to be going
over her weary wanderings again. At one time
she would complain that the stones were coid, and
hurt her feet; at another, that her bones ached;
then, that she was hungry. Sometimes she would
mistake Mrs. Percy, who watched over her almost
constantly, for some onewhom she had encountered
in her searcli. “ Wait! wait!” she would plead,
pitifully. “ Don’t shut the door on me. | haven’'t
got any mother, an’ | wants one so bad!” Then
she would cry, and in a moment say, bitterly:
“ No matter! A reel mother would n’t drive me
away, an’ I 'm goin’ to git on to a boat an’ go all
over the world till I finds a reel, true mother !”

In this way, Mrs. Percy learned a great deal
about Cathcrn’s sufferings, and became so full of
compassion for her, that her interest grew very
strong. Again and again she thought over her
impulsive promise to the child that she would be
a mother to her, and wondcred if it would be a
difficult one lo fulfill; but whcnever she looked at
Cathern, her wondering changed to pity, and she

*For the first story, see St .

said to lierself:
of these little ones

Opposite the bed where Cathern lay, there hunl
upon the wall a beautiful portrait of the twowld
had died,— Mabel Percy and her father,—andth
mother, looking at it, fancied that she sawini
child’s eyes, which seemed to look down upon |
from the picture, an earnest expression, which i
sembled the pleading look so intense upon
forlorn little beggar child’s face when she hadf
seen it. It seemed as if Mabel were pleading |
Cathern. That thought would rnake Mrs. Rod
bend over the sick child, and try, with all herski|
and patience, to restore her.

At last carne the day when Cathern openedh
eyes, gazed intently at Mrs. Percy for a momenj
and then, with a radiant smile, put up her lit
wasted arms, and cried, joyfully:

“ Mother!”

She was so happy that she did not notice hof
the face over her grew sad with a sudden painj
that word. She felt nothing but her own ex
of joy, and innocently took for granted, on Ms
Percy’s part, all the feeling of a mother overl
recovery of her child.

“ | forgot all about it, mother,” she said, brighiljl
with a low laugh. “ I dreamed all the time td
I was a-huntin’ for you ag’in. W as n’t that fury
An’ it aint true at all ! 1 has n’t got to hunlanl
more, has 1? Oh, I 'm so glad! Aint you? Bif
o’ course you are, 'cause you have n’t got anylill
girl now, 'cept me.” Oh, the pain the noh
felt at every word! But Cathern was quite uor
scious of it, and went on, and on: “Aintyf
glad, too, you 've got me ? | knows you are, ’@s
all the reel mothers ever | seen was glad with thel
little girls, an’ called 'em every kind o’ word td
could think of. Nice fames, | mean. O’ cusf
they would n’'t go to cali 'em the things Biddy Dda
called me! S/ie aint nobody’s mother. Anyd
called me ‘my darling,’— so | knows, ye sce. TH
first mother I knowed said that. Mother! Mother]
You ’'ll cali it me often, wont you ?”

The pain in the mother’s neart was veryda
just then, but the joy and trust in Cathern’sver
perfect; and the tones of her voice, weak W
sickness, and very touching as she kept repealhj
this fiame she had never called any one hefo
were such as no true mother could have dsg

“ Inasmuch as ye do it unto al

N ichotas for April, 1876; page 386.
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CATHERN.

linled; and this sorrowing orie hid her face in
irepillow, and whispered :

“1will, my darling.”

1Oh, that’s the beautifullest, the goodest thing

cried the little one, in ecstasy. “ You 're
best of all the mothers,— 1 knows you are.
up your head, mother,— | wants to see you,
hides your face so | can’'t. Oh, mother!

you 're a-feelin’ bad, an’ you wants to
Cathern’s voice changed to one of the ten-

pity, and, drawing down the mother’s head,
patted and soothed it with her weak little
hands as if it werc a baby’s, and she its com-

! There, my mother!” she said. “ Lay
doan ciése to me, an’ 1’'ll make you feel better.
Se how | can strokc you an’ love you? Yes, in-
deed | will; an’ by an’ by you can go to sleep
tere, on my pillow, an’ | ’ll watch you, an’ | wont

nothing touch you fior wake you up till you 're
dl rested. Is that what your other little girl 'd
do? Yes, | knows she would. An’ now she can’t,
youknow. An’ ifshe could ax me to do it for her,
she would,— an’ | will. She 's beautifuller for

but when I gits well 1 '11do everything

of she’'d be axin me to. There!

cryin’ reelly, mother! You can hide

agin mine, an’ I wont let nobody see ye.

n't try not to do it, neither, for it 's dread-
to keep it in,— I knows itis!”

Cathern had so often squeezed back the tears
swallowed sobs when they wanted to come out,
she understood at once the pain the mother
in her cffort at self-control. All through her
life, as far back as she could remember, she
becn forced to do without things that she

bitterly, and she had been too lonely ever
since the longing for a mother had seized her, not
lo feel now Mrs. Percy’s intense longing for her
daughter.

Her words and tender caresses touched Mrs.
Percy to the heart, and, lifting her head presently,
se kissed the sick child tenderly, and said, with a
brighter look than Cathern had seen before:

“There! You make me feel better, darling.
~ou are a poor little waif who has strayed into
nmy path, | think, because I need you as much as

need me. . We will help each other, and it
be good for us both that we have come

Mrs. Percy sat by the bed, and holding
feeblc hand, told her gently about her
daughter— how tenderly she had carried
first walk down the path to the spring at
home, whcre the daisies smiled up at
stranger, and the quivering leaves

of the white-barked poplars winked down in baby’s
laughing face ; how baby had come to the city and
grown into a happy little girl; and how very still
and lonely the house had seemed when, at last, the

BABY S FIRST WALK.

Listening to this,
and at last fell

bright eyes were sliut forever.
Cathern became perfectly quiet,

into a sweet sleep.
* » » » * *

The cross waiters and indignant cooks who had
shut the doors in the ash-girl’s face would not have
recognized her the following spring, when, restored
to health, she was singing to hcrself one morning
while she watered some flowers in the large bay-

window of the dining-room. She was dressed in a
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blue soft woolen gown, with dainty white ruffles at
the neck and wrists, and, with her hair brushed
into delicate waves behind her ears, and her face
rounded and rosy, she did not look much like the
forlora girl who used to pick ashes and beg from
house to house all day long.

Mrs. Percy, who had been upstairs getting ready
to go out, returned and stood in the window put-
ting on her gloves, when she noticed that Cathern
had put down the pitcher, and was hitching her-
self nervously, as if she had something to say.

“ Well, what is it, little Kathleen?” asked Mrs.
Percy.
“ It aint nothin’ on'y—on’y that ” faltered

Cathern, looking up wistfully.

“ Only what?” asked Mrs. Percy.

“ On'y that— that other fust mother— she took
her little girl out along with her,— she did !”

“ And you have never been out with me,— is
that it?” asked Mrs. Percy; adding: “ Well, you
are quite strong enough now to take a walk every
pleasant day, and you may come, ifyou like.”

Here was a climax of liappiness reached. To go
out walking with her new mother, and to be seen by
the passers-by, in her company and in pretty clothes
instead of rags, was a summit ofjoy beyond which,
to Cathern’s mind, it was impossible to wish for
much.

“ W ait till they sees my coat with the torsle
down behind!” she said, as Mrs. Percy tied her
hat; and when she reached the sidewalk, she stop-
ped a minute to look at her feet and say, triumph-
antly: “ 1 guess they never thought | 'd be having
boots what button !'”

“ Whom do you mean, Kathleen?” asked Mrs.
Percy.

“ 1 mean them boys that kep’ a-knockin’ me
away from my barr’ls when | got there fust, an’ the
people that shut the doors. | wisht they 'd all see
me now, an’see if they 'd do itag’'in! | wants 'em
to see me an’ find out if I wont there’s
one of 'em now!” she cried, suddenly; and, be-
fore Mrs. Percy could see what the child was about,
Cathern had run to the curbstone a little ahead of
them, deliberately bounced against a boy who was
picking ashes from a barrel, and stood looking at
him contemptuously, with her chin in the air.

The boy looked up in wrath, ready to resent the
injury, but was taken aback by seeing that it had
come from a daintily dressed child, who was already
grasping the hand of a fine lady. His expression
changed from anger to an indefinable look of sulky
submission.

“ W hy, Kathleen! How could you ?” exclaimed
Mrs. Percy, in amazement.

“ 'Cause,” said Cathern, scowling at the boy,
while she took a few mincing steps before him, and

CATHERN.
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tried to attract his attention to her dress, “he's
got rags an’ patches, an’ I aintl1 An’ he hast
pick ashes an’ I don’t, an’ he would n’t daré to
touch me, nohow!” And, to expres her sent-
ment comprehensively to the boy, she puckered
up her mouth and lifted her chin at him again.

The boy, doubling up his fists, made an angry
gesture in the air at her. Quick as a flash, e
sprang to the other side of Mrs. Percy, clutched
that lady’s skirts, and drew them around her for
protection. Then, thrusting her head out to peep
at the boy, she made another grimace at him, ad
said, in jeering tones:

“ Ya-a-ah ! Come along and do it, if ye daré!

All this happened in just about a minute, ad
Mrs. Percy had not been able to interfere effect-

ually. Now, however, she caught Cathern by the
wrist, drew her to a little distance, and sad,
firmly :

“Comel This will never do. This boy hes

done nothing to you, Catherine, and | will notlet
you be so rude.”

Then she turned to the boy, who, after selecting
a good-sized bit of coal from his basket, and hold-
ing it behind him, ominously, was moving offasif
he meant to throw it at Cathern when he got toa
suitable distance from them. But his intention
altered as Mrs. Percy took her purse from her
pocket, and he dropped the coal quietly when se
gave him some pennies, saying, with much sneet-
ness:

“ 1 am sorry she treats you so badly, my poor
boy. Try to forget her naughty words, and re
member that your rags cannot rnake you al
boy any more than her clothes can make hera
lady.”

W ith a pleasant nod, she took Cathern’s hand
again, and walked hastily away.

Her first feeling was indignation at Cathern's
showing toward another the same resentmentand
contempt which, from others, had made her om
life so miserable. But, after a few moments’ oo |
sideration, she said to herself:

“ Poor child! What can | expect? Shehes|
never had any one to teach her, and it is to beny
task to try and let the light into her darkened j
soul.”

But their walk that morning was a curious ae
After they had gone a few blocks farther on trer
way, Cathern again let go of Mrs. Percy’s had,
darted across the Street, paraded hastily, intwoor |
three paces backward and fonvard, before a b
gar-girl who was sitting upon a door-step, and was
back again in an instant, meeting Mrs. percy ad:
taking her hand as before.

“Ho! hol hol” laughed the beggar.
cares if I haint?”

“ Who |
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“Why, whatwas that for, Cathern ?” askcd Mrs.
fpercy, annoyed.

“1did n't say nothin’ much then, at all,” an-
Iswered Cathern. “ |1 on’y showed her me hat an’
Icoat, an’ shook the torsle at her, an’ stuck out me

Iboots to her, an’ said shc liad n’'t got 'em ! An’
Ineithcr she aint.”
“Oli, little girl! little girl! How sliall I ever

Iteach you all you have got to learn ?” exclaimed
iMrs. Percy, lialfto herself and half to Cathern.
They walked on in silence, Mrs. Percy vvonder-
lingby what means she would be best able to reach
Ithis poor little ignorant mind, while its possessor
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upon its feet. But Cathern resisted the action,
and again too quick for Mrs. Percy, saying “ Git
out o’ me way!” stuck out her foot and gave the
baby a push which sent it rolling backward into
the gutter. Its head struck against the stones, and
it lay there unconscious. Mrs. Percy stooped in-
stantly and raised the little one in her arms. There
was the usual confusiéon which follows such an acci-
dent. Those who happencd to be passing stopped
to look, and, apparently, would have been con-
tented simply to gaze upon the tiny white face
indifferently; and there was a momentary dispute
between a huxter-woman and a vender of boot-

lacings for the best view of the little drooping/”'
limbs. To Mrs. Percy’s question, “ Where doest
the child live ? Who is her mother?” there wasi’.'V
a chorus in answer of, “ She aint got 110 motile»,W vaj
and shouts of “ Mr. Daffle! Mr. Daffle!” frorif
various small boys who had gathered around Mrs? '
Percy, with adetermination to see “ the whole thiAgi
through.” A very shabby oid man, vviping his”
mouth on his coat-cuff, carne limping out of a /
grocery-store, and the crowd made way for him.

ntskipping along at her side, singing gayly to
herself.

Presently a handsomely dressed lady met, and
liras in the act of passing them, when Cathern sud-
Idenly stood quite still, planting herself, stiff and
Irigid, directly in the way. The lady was obliged
Inot only to move to one side, but also to brush
Idose against Cathern in order to get by, and

ine looked down frowningly upon the irritating

Ichild. Mrs. Percy turned to speak, and saw
iCathern, with a low, merry laugh, looking back
lover her shouldcr at the lady, in great glee.

‘Why are you so glad to make that lady see
Jhow rude you can be?” asked Mrs. Percy, in a

ouraged tone.

“Hal ha! ha!” laughed Cathern, more merrily

Ithan ever. “ Did n’t you see how she liad to turn
iutforme? She was n’t afeerd to touch me then.
|Her gownd went all over me face, an’ she did n't
wipe the place where it touched her, neither!
at's the way the ladies used to do, though ;
aid the gentlemen used to put out their canes to

*p me from comin’ nigh to ’em, 'cause they
thought some o’ me rags might fly off an’ stick to

fem. But I ’'m just as good as they is now. Oh

a, I be! Oh yes, | be!” she went on singing.

“1 don't know about that,” answered Mrs.
‘ercy, doubtfully. “ Come home and let me
legin the task that is before me of showing you

lyou may become so.”

And shc drew the child’s hand into hers, and
purried along, impatient to put an end to the an-
'‘Oyance of such a walk.

But one more incident occurred before they
ached home, which helped much to make Mrs.

ircy's task a simpler one than it then promisad

be. As they reached the cérner which was
Nthin a few rods of Mrs. Percy’s liouse, they en-
-ountered a litiie child, scarcely more than a baby,
with a mighty effort, to climb from the gut-

to the sidewalk. Mrs. Percy, on her guard
slime, kept a firm hold on Cathern’s hand, and
iempted to draw her hastily over the curbstone
lasafe distance before helping the little one

“Oh, my! Oh, my! Oh, Trudy! Is she
dead ? Is she killed?” he cried, bewildered.

“ No, no,” Mrs. Percy answered. “ She is
stunned. It was an accident. Come quickly to

my house,— it is cidse by.”

And, without losing more minutes, which seemed
long ones, she carried the baby hastily to her own
door.

Cathern was there before her, ringing the bell
violently; and, by the time Mrs. Percy reached
her, the door was open, the housemaid, aghast,
asking questions as fast as she could talk, and the
small boys, who had every one resolutely fol-
lowed Cathern, were all answering and pointing at
once.

During the next few minutes, Cathern, with a
face as white as the injured child’s, watched every
look and motion of Mrs. Percy’s. Her eager hands
were the first to bring water when itwas called for;
and, without a word, she answered every demand
for assistance to the best of her small power. 1In a
few moments, amid the wails of the oid man, the
child opened her eyes, and, as Mrs. Percy bathed
her face and put some reviving drops into her
mouth, began to move naturally with recovered
consciousness. Cathern bounded with delight.
The oid man held out his hands to “ Trudy,” as
he called the little one, and expressed his joy by
cuddling her in his arms and trotting around the
room with her.

After a little while, Mrs. Percy drew from him
the few leading facts concerning the child’s his-
tory,— the death of her parents, her dependence
upon him as her grandfather, how he supported
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her by running on occasional crrands for two or
three grocery stores in the neighborhood.

* 1 goes first to one an’ then to t other to git a
job,” he said; “ for it’s only leaving things to
places that |I'm good for, bein’ so oid, ye see,
ma’am, and,” touching his forehead significantly,
“ my mem’'ry bein’ near gone,—why, | aint no
‘count for messages. W hiles | 'm off, the children
round about looks arter Trudy; but when anything
like a target company or a hand-organ with a
monkey comes along, she 's mostly forgot.”

CATHERN.

an'— an' Mother! mother! | feels bad! ]
feels bad!” she cried, quite Overedme, throning
herself into Mrs. Pcrcy’s arms and sobbing.

It was too much for her,— the sudden change
from delight in her possessions and general sif.
satisfaction, to acute pain at the realization thet
here was another child, so much weaker and saller
than herself, who was as desoiate as she had been
and whom she had treated with the same thought-
less cruelty which she had herself expericnced. To
see this and feel it for herself, did more than al

LITTLE TRUDY MAKES HER FIRST APPEARANCE.

Cathern, who had listened attentively to every
word, planted herself in front of the oid man, and
said: “ Look a’ here!”

He looked, but Mrs. Percy could see more than
he did in the changed expression and earnestness
of Cathern’s manner.

“ /Il mind her an’ look out for her when you 're
off, if ye 'll let me,” she said, earnestly. “ I did n’t
have no mother, neither; but | ’'ve got one now,
an’ she ’'ll let me, if I ax her. She’s my mother,”
pointing to Mrs. Percy; “ an’ | aint ‘Cathern’
any more, but I 'm *‘Kathleen,” an’ she gives me
everything nice. 1’ll look out for Trudy, an’ I
wont never let her get hurt, an’ I ’ll give her nice
things, too. She can have the torsle off my coat,

Mrs. Percy’s gentle teaching could do. In te
evening, after Mr. Daffle had come againandcar-
ried his grandchild away, she sat down with her
and talked with her long and patiently about tre
possibility ofthere being a life for her in the futuc
more beautiful than cven her oid visions had been
in the dingy court.

This was reallv the beginning of Kathleen’s no»
life. Until then, she had been happy in taing
the comfort and fresh delight of every day; bhut
now her heart went out to Trudy, and, although
too young to be fully conscious of what was re
vealed to her, she caught a glimpse of whatjoyit
might bring to her to live and do for another then
herself.
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Mrs. Percy had given Mr. Daffle permission, in
answer lo Kathleen’s entreaties, to leave the little
Trudy with them every morning, calling for her
every evening when his day’s duties should be
ended. She had not much confidence in the
ivorking of Kathleen’s plan, and was also half
inclined to suspect that the oid man, satisfied with
the present of money which she had given him,
would not bring Trudy again. But the next mom-
ing, while they were at breakfast, the door-bell
rang, and great was Kathleen’s joy at seeing
Trudy's little shaggy head and grirny figure, in a
ragged and dust-colored gown made after the most
primitive pattern, ushered into the room by the
astonished maid.

Kathleen was so full of the idea of beginning at
once to take active care of the little one, that she
ivasrather impatient during breakfast. It was dis-
appointing that Trudy could not eat more,—
Kathleen had piled upon her piate rather more
than one would offer to a hard-working laborer,—
and that she was rather inclined, in her bewildered
gazing at everything and everybody, to forget her
breakfast altogether. Presently, however, when
Mrs. Percy sent them both to the nursery while
some household matters were occupying her down-
stairs, Cathern thought that her opportunity had
come, and, pouncing upon Trudy, exclaimed:

“The fust thing is to get washed !”

Great was Mrs. Percy’s astonishment when, soon
afterivard, she opened the bath-room door and be-
held Kathleen, her sleeves rolled up and a towel
pinned around her, scrubbing away at Trudy, who
lookedjust then in some danger of being drowned
in soap-suds, but who seemed also to be in a state
oi too much wonder at the novelty of the situation
to object to it.

Perceiving that Kathleen was really intent upon
caring for the child, Mrs. Percy did not interfere,
excepting where it was necessary, and avoided,
heroically, laughing at the various dilemmas which
occurred in the process of purifying Trudy’s very
diminutive pcrson. She even had flannels ready
inwhich to wrap the shivering little form, when
Kathleen, despising, of course, Trudy’s oid gar-
ments, suddenly cricd:

“Oh! 1 forgot about clo’es1
nothin' to put on her, mother 1”

I Trudy could only have written the history of
thet day, from her point of view, her story would
hae been vastly entertaining. How she was
scrubbed, and combed, rocked and trotted until
h« brain must have felt like a mold of jelly !
Howshe was caught round the body, carried and
Humped, first in one place and then in another!
HowKathleen pinned and tied upon her all sorts
of her oivn garments until she was half suifocated;

She aint got
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and, finally, how she was penned into a cérner by
a barricade of chairs while Kathleen undertook to
scrub in the wash-basin the heap of rags she had
arrived But at the cidse of day there was a
pretty story which anybody there might have told
when Mrs. Percy appeared, holding up before the
happy children the neat little garments which she
had made on her seiving-machine.

“ Well, well! an’ it's a queer wurrcld !”"*said
Susan, the housemaid, to the cook. “ Not sence
the firrst day whin the p’or little Mabel was took
doivn, | have n’t sane the misthress look the likes
o' that! There she was a-laughin’, with her
cheeks like the June roses, an’ the gay sound in
her voice a-callin’ the childers ! An’ there was the
oivild man coom afther his yoong un, a-worrikin’
his hands oop an’ down with amazement! An’
there was this yoong fancy o’ Miss Parcy’s, holdin’
onto the table an’ swingin’ her legs in under it
with j'y,—an’ all the whiles there was the childt
herself that they were all gittin’ excited over,—
there she was, with nothing onto her save K'tleen’s
long llannel ni-gownd swaping the. floor, shtarin’
firrst at the one an’ thin at the tother of 'em with
stupefaction ! ”

W hen, afterivard, Mrs. Percy went to see Kath-
leen tucked up in her little bed, she was surprised
to see her face screwed up into many wrinkles, and
tears making their way down her cheeks.

“What is it?” asked Mrs. Percy, gently.
* You have worked too hard over your little
charge, and | fancy you are tired,— is that so ?”

in!

“ Oh, | don't care for that!” sobbed Kath-
leen. “ But | wisht— I wisht 1 had n’'t shoved that
boy! May be— oh ! oh !'—may be he had n't no

mother neithcr ! Nor that girl on the step! Oh!
an’ | was thinkin’ on’y about me clo’es an'— an'—
the t-t-tor-torsle on me coat, an’ | never thunk
about the mothers,— not wunst 1 didn’t!”

“ But you have learned a great deal about the
mothers to-day, darling,” said Mrs. Percy, sooth-
ing her, “ and | do not believe you will forget
them so any more. Be as much like a mother as
you can to this poor little Trudy,—-just as | try to
be a mother to you,— and you will learn more in
that way than | could ever teach you. To be.to
some one else what you want me to be to you, will
rnake you gladder than anything else in the world
can.”

The light was coming fast now into Kathleen’s
shadowy understanding. After Mrs. Percy had
gone, she sat up in bed and repeated, ina whisper:

“Just as| try to be a mother toye! As | try!
W hat ye want me to be to ye !'”

Then for a few minutes she was so busy thinking
that she did move even a finger, and almost held
her breath. After a while she said, very softly:
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“ I never thunk before! 1 thunk on’y she was
goin’ to be my reel mother forever and ever! An'
I don't know even who my own reel mother
was, on'y that she was like Biddy Dolan. An’ this
mother is the reel mother on’y of her Mabel!
An’ Mabel was good, an’ | was n’t,— | wasbad. |
was n’'t never good in my whole life, not till this
mother showed me how; an’ then I was on’y good
a litfle.”

Kathleen sat quite still, thinking very hard
again, for a few minutes. Then she heaved a
sigh, and said ' An’ there’s Trudy !”

Another pause.

“ She aint got nobody on’yjust a grandfather,
an’ he'’'s so oid,— his face is all rumpled up !'”

Another longer pause, and then, with another
sigh,— a happier one this time,— she said :

“ 1 must be like a little mother to Trudy, my
mother says. So I will,— I will,— I will,— 1 willl”

In the morning, Mrs. Percy noticed a change in
Kathleen. She was more quiet than usual, and
there was a thoughtfulness in her face which gave
it rather an oid look, and was rather painful to see,
as if it were a shadow of her oid dreariness. The
smile which was always so bright and sunny carne
back as Mrs. Percy kissed and pinched her cheeks
playfully, and, nestling against her loving bosom,
Kathleen forgot the shadows for a time. They
carne again, and the little face looked older than
ever when Mr. Daffle brought Trudy. Mrs. Percy
went into the parlor to write a note which she was
going to ask the oid man to post for her, and acci-
dentally left a little ajar the door which opened
directly into the dining-room, where he was waiting
with the children, so that she could hear distinctly
every word of the singular conversation which fol-
lowed.

“ My mother made Trudy that gownd,” said
Kathleen; “butl'm going to learn to make all
the rest of her clo’es,— every one of 'em !~

“You 're pretty small for that, missy.
harder than ye think,” said the oid man.

“ No matter ! ” said Kathleen. “ I can do it if
I works hard.”

“'T aint no use, missy, to trouble yerself,—
Trudy ’s too little. She wont care for 'em, an’ she
can get along without much of anything,” said
Mr. Daffle.

“ No, she can’t,” said Kathleen, decidedly; “ an’
I’'m goin’ to make her everything she wants, ‘cause
she aint got no mother, an’ by an’ by that 'll make
her feel bad, when she gets as big as me. So I'm
goin’ to play I'm her mother, an’ see to her, just
as this here mother ”— motioning toward the par-
lor— “ plays she 's mine.”

“ If she aint your mother, what is she ? and
where ’s yer own ?” asked Mr. Daffle.

It ’ll be

“ She’'s dead, o’ course,” answered Kathleen
cheerfully. “ Butshe was n't this kind ofa mother
no how, | guess,— she was like Biddy Dolan, an'l
did n’t like Biddy. Oh !'” she said, confidentially,
drawing nearer to Mr. Daffle,—oh ! | wantedal
mother orfle ! So | hunted for one. But | hadto
hunt a long time, 'cause they was n’t any on'y just
this one, an’ | foun’ her, an’ she took me for her
child, 'cause hers was dead, just like my mother.
So | foun’ her an’ she foun’ me,— don’t ye see?
An’ then | was sick.”

“ What made ye sick ?” Mr. Daffle asked.

“ Oh, gettin’ tired goin’ after my mother anl
never findin’ her, an’ always bein’ hungry, an' then
goin’ back to the shanty. Did you ever Uve ina
shanty ?”

“ No,— I
Daffle.

“ You better be glad it aint a shanty,” sad
Kathleen, shaking her head, knowingly.

“ Tinaments is jest as bad,” said Mr. Daffle.

“ Are the people in tinaments ever as hungry &
the people in shanties ? " asked Kathleen.

“ Law, yes !” exclaimed Mr. Daffle. “ The top
floors is mostly hungry.”

“ Was you ever ?” asked Kathleen.

“ Hundreds o’ times,” said the oid man.

“ Don't it feel orfle?” said Kathleen, drawing
nearer still, and rubbing her hand significantly
over her pinafore, she added, mysteriously: “ Don't
ye know,— when ye feels as if it was all holes in
side ?”

“ Yes !” said the oid man, “ an’ye gets weakall
over! An’then gripes!”

“Yes !” pursued Kathleen, putting her hand
to her throat; “ an’ ye feels a lump come right
here, an’ yer head goes spinnin’ roun’ an’ roun'l
But ” here her tones brightened: “ Trudy
sha’ n't feel that ways, 'cause she 'll always hawe
me now. An’if my mother don’t want her toea
things here any time, I can go beggin’ ag'in for
her!”

Mrs. Percy, loath to hear any more of the con

live in a tinament,” answered M.

versation, carne in now, hastily dispatched M.
Daffle with her note, and took the children u-
stairs.

From that time, Kathleen was quite serious ini
her anxiety to adopt Trudy as her own especia
charge,— to nurse her, play with her, and “ mind
her as well as she possibly could,— and Mrs. Percy |
wisely decided to encourage the child’s faney.

Mr. Daffle continued to bring the little one every 1
morning and cali for her every evening, and, es
cepting for an hour or two daily, when Kathleen
had lessons to occupy her with Mrs. Percy, se |
spent nearly all her time in amusing Trudy, &
tending, as far as her small might was able, to tire
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childs wants, or, with Mrs. Percy’s help, trying to
|seff for her.

Itwas not long before Trudy learned to trot after
I'mnerwherever she went, to go to her in trouble, and
Ito begin in earnest to return the affection which
[bad so suddenly come into her little life. The
Ifirst thing, every day, as soon as Mr. Daffle set her
Idown in the dining-room, she would look all about
[her for Kathleen. Sometimes Kathleen would
Ibidé, and then Trudy would run about in great
[excitement, peeping into every comer, until, spy-
ling her friend, she would run into her arms with a
lery of joy that defied the mighty efforts of the
Icanary-bird to drown it.

Soweeks flew by until summer-time carne, and
mIs. Percy was preparing to go to her cottage
[inthe country. The kind lady had not cared for
Ithe motherless little ones in vain. It was no new
1thing now for Susan to discover the “ June roses”
lon her mistress’s fair cheeks, or sunny smiles
labout her mouth. When she looked now at the
[beautiful portrait in her bedroom, and her heart
Ivearned for her dear ones, the thought of these
I desoiateehildren dependen! upon her would comfort
lher, and, still looking at the picture through her
Itears, she would say, softly :

“ 1 had too much love for you to bless me alone,
I—it runs over to bless these little helpless ones
Itoo!”

Kathleen had listened so often to Mrs. Percy’s
Idescriptions of her country horne, and had asked
Iso many questions about it, that she had grown
I quite familiar in thought with the cottage and its
|surroundings.

A few evenings before they went to it, just after
I Trudy had been taken home, she crept up to Mrs.
1Percy, who was sitting alone in the twilight, with
Jone more question which had been on herlips con-
Istantly of late, but which she had not yet had the
[courage to ask.

“ Mother," she whispered, “ did ye say they was
|lachicken-house to the country? ”

“Yes,” answered Mrs. Percy,—
|bigas my store-closet.”

“ And chickens ?”

“Yes, plenty of chickens.”

“Don't you think, mother,— say, don’t you
|think » Kathleen halted.

“Well? Don’t | think what? Out with it
Ibravely, my little girl,” said Mrs. Percy, who had
|guessed what was in Kathleen’s mind.

“W hyl” said Kathleen, “ don’'t you think we
Itould clear out the chickens an’ give 'em another
Iplace, an’ 1'd scrub the chickens’ house; an’
jwuldn'twe fix a little bed into it, an’— an'— keep
[Trudy there nights ?”

Ms. Percy laughed as she drew Kathleen closer

a nice one, as
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to her, and answered, playfully clapping the child’s
hands together:

“ Why, how funny ! | thought of Trudy too,
but I never thought of the hen-house 1 If | had,
I might have sent a bed forit; but, as I did n’t, |
bought a little crib and sent it to be put intoyour
room, right next to mine. W hat do you think of
that ?”

Such a shout ofjoy as Kathleen gave ! She had
to jurnp and dance all around the room before she
nestled up to Mrs. Percy again, and cried:

“ Oh, you are the best mother in all the world 1
I wish— I wish all the little childers that have n't
got any mothers could find you, my own mother!
I knows you aint my reel mother, butif | get gooder
and gooder, you 'll get reeler and reeler,—wont
you, mother?”

“ Stay ciése to me, poor little mother-hungry
child!” said Mrs. Percy, “ and | will tell thee
where thou canst find some one better than I am
for thy true parent 1”

And, with the child’s head on her bosom, she
told her beautiful true stories about the real Father
whom there was for her and all of us, and who
would watch over her and help her to be good and
useful.

Into the happy country they all went, and the
rooms where the darling Mabel used to play, the
garden, grassy lawns and woods she had made
bright with her young life, were less lonely now to
the mother, because of the merry song and laughter
of two ehildren who had never seen such a Para-
dise before.

Summer went, and they gathered many of the
gay autumn Icaves before they went back to the
city home.

Trudy did not go to live with her poor oid
grandfather again. He was easily persuaded to go
himself to a quiet place out of town where there
was a good home for such as he, and to leave
Trudy altogether with Mrs. Percy.

Kathleen began to go to school the next winter,
and became a devoted little scholar.

There is very little more to tell about her. She
did not grow all at once into one of the good, wise
little girls one reads about sometimes. Mrs.
Percy had to teach her a great many things which
were difficult for a little girl whose beginning in
life had been in such a bad place, but Kathleen
could be as earnest in seeking after other beautiful
things as she had been in seeking after a mother,
and, as she grew older, it was her delight to gather
about herself other poor little pcople beside Trudy,
to study their needs, and try to show them how to
live good, happy lives.

For stronger and stronger grew a purpose in her
young heart,—a purpose which she revealed to
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Mrs. Percy on one of those evenings when it carne
to be their habit to sit and talk together in the
twilight, long after little Trudy was fast asleep.

“ Mother,” said Kathleen, “ you oponed your
arms to me that night, long ago, and took me just
as | was,— all sick at heart and tired,— tired nearly
to death,— and you showed me so much love that

LETTER-WRITERS.

it has been growing and growing in me eversime
And now | feel as if I wanted to seek out all¢

children who want me as much as | wanted yM|
and open my arms to them. You have taightl
me how, and now | want to work, and work, afil
try with all my might to be like a mother toJ
many little children as I can.”

A LETTER TO LETTER-WRITERS.

By Susan A. Brown.

OW many of the readers of St.
NICHOLAS like to write letters ?
It is certain that some of them
do, or Jack-in-thc-Pulpit would
not receive so many from young
subscribers. But I am quite sure
that some of them have been
heard to say, “ Oh, 1 hate to
write letters !” and it is to such
as these that I would spcak.

As we may safely take it for
granted, from the alacrity with
which the postman is met at the

door, thatevery one likes to receive letters, it seems
to be worth while that boys and girls should learn
how to write, with ease and pleasure to themselves,
those letters which their friends shall find it a
pleasure to read.

Letter-writing is very much a matter of habit,
and for that reason it is important that young
people should learn early to consider it a pleasant
way of communicating thoughts and feelings to
their friends, instead of a burdensome task to be
got over as quickly as possible.

W e often hear people excuse themselves by say-
ing that they have no “ gift for writing letters,” as
though itwere something like an ear for rnusic, only
accorded to a favored few. But the truth is that
any one can write interesting and pleasant letters
who will take a little trouble and really persevere
in the effort. The grand difficulty in the way is
that they are too selfish and too indolent to try.
Nothing that is worth anything comes without
effort, and if you do not care enough about gratify-
ing your friends to take a little pains for it, you
deserve never to receive any letters yourselves.

A few simple rules, carefully observed, will help
you over some of the things which you cali diffi-

culties. In the first place, a/ways write distinctly.l
It destroys much of the pleasure in receivingal
letter if it cannot be read without puzzling outl
every word. Many an epistle, written on heawyl
cream-laid paper, with a monogram at the top, isl
only an annoyance to the one to whom it isad[
dressed, on account of palé ink and careless hand-1
writing.

Be particular in the matter of dating, givingl
every itcm distinctly, and sign the letter with your[
full Aame. If this habit is formed, you will notl
run the risk of losing valuable letters, which cannot |
be forwarded from the Dead-Letter Office, unlessl
accompanied with the full address.

You will find it more easy to reply to a letterl
soon after you get it than if you neglect it fora fewl
weeks, because you will have the impréssions which [
the first reading made upon you. Tell your friend]
when you received the letter which you are answer-[
ing, and take up the topics in the order in whichl
they naturally come, remembering to answer alli
the questions which have been asked. Try to thirkl
what your friend would like best to hear about, ad|
when you undertake to tell anything, do not leae [
it half told, but finish the story. People whoae
not careful about this, often give a false inipression |
without meaning to do so. For instance, one <
these careless writers, in giving an account ofal
fire, simply stated that the house was burned, with-1
out giving any qualifications, thus giving the im-1
pression that it was entirely consumed, therebyl
causing a whole family much unnecessary troule
and anxiety, as the actual burning in question sl
very slight.

Do not consider anything too trivial to witel
about, which you would think worth mentioningl
in conversation. Writing letters is simply' talking [
upon paper, and your friends will be much noel
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mntertained by the narration of little every-day
iliairs, than by profound observations upon topics
rhichyou care nothing about.

In writing to very intimate friends, who will be
interested in the details of your daily life, it is well
jometimes to make your letter a sort of diary— tell-
Jg something of how you have spent each day
lince you wrote last; what books you have been

ding, what letters you have received from mutual
friends, and what you have heard’or seen which
las interested you.

Write all that you have to say on one subject at

That is, do not begin to tell about your
den, and then about ydéur school, and then
ibout your garden again ; but finish one subject
jefore you begin another. Do not be afraid of
ising the pronoun /. Somé people avoicl it, and
lhus give their sentences a shabby and unfinishéd
und, as, “ Went to Boston—called on Mrs.
femith.” Never apologize for what you write, by
aying that you do not like to write letters. You
ould not think it quite polite, in visiting a friend,
3say, “ 1 do not like to talk to you, so I shall not
tay much.” Keep the idea before you that you
ewriting for the sake of giving pleasure to your
tiend.

When your letter is merely an inquiry, or on a
(netter of business, the case is different. You
icn should try to be as brief, conciso, and clear as

isible. An elaborately drawn out business letter
sasout of.place as it is inconsiderate.

"Do not think what to write, but write what you
think,” is an oid rule, and a good one to remem-
Y. If you are away from home, it is very selfish
lot to share your good times with the family by
priting frequent letters. You can tell what you

:enjoying so much better while it is fresh in
‘our mind, than you can after you return, when

i may not have leisure to go over the wholc

ound; and these home letters may be a means
fterivard of refreshing your own memory, and re-

; you of incidents which you would. other-
ihave forgotten. There are many other things
[hich might be said here, but this will do for the
icnt. A very good rule for letter-writing is the

;odenone, “ Do as you would be done by.”

Here are two letters, both written not long
Igo, which jlldstrate so well some of the things
jdiich I have been saying, that | must give- them

you. They remind one of the oid story of

Eyesand No Eyes,” where one boy saw nothing
[nteresting in a long walk, while his brother, in

over the same ground, saw a great many

wonderful things. Fanny wrote with a real desire
to give her cousin pleasure, but Ellen wished only
to get a disagreeable duty off her mind.

Here is Fanny’s letter :

Inglcsidc, Mass., April 2oth, 1876.
Mv dear Annie: | was very glad to receivc your kind letter,
which carne last Thursday.

W e are very busyjust now, as we go to school every day. Aunt
Alicc is visiting us, and every cvcning shc gives us a short Icsson in
drawing. W e have takcn only six, and so have not got on much;
but I hope soon to be able to draw from copies pretty well. After
that, we are going to take lessons of a regular teacher in sketching
from nature. After we are through with Aunt Alicc, mamma reads
aloud to us while wc restour eyes. She has just finished the second
volume of “* Mr. Rutherford’s Children,” and 1 think it is the niccst
book I ever read, except “ Little Women.”

Lastwcck mamma took us both to see Mr. Starr exhibit his magic-
lantern in the Town Hall. He had a large white screen putup at
the back ofthe stage, and the hall was darkened so thatwe could see
the reflections on the screen. He showed us the sting of a bcc and
the point of & cambric-needle, very much largcr than they really are.
The ncedle looked like a blunt stick, but the sting was as sharp as
He had a little animal which he called a walcr-tiger. Itis
buton the screen it looked

ever.
reall/so small thatyou can hardly see it;
as large as a kitten, and wc could see it eat bits of food which he
threw into the water. | cannotremember all the things he showed
us; but after that part of the exhibition was over, he pretended to
talk to a man in the cellar, and he made his voice sound as ifanother
Then he made believe saw a log ofwood
We never heard a ventriloquist before, and
You asked me what color would be
prettiest for your room-paper. | should think you would like blue
best. Ncxt week we are invited to Maggie Alison’s party. F.very
one ofthe girls must cither leam some little piccc of poctry or a funny
story, to repeat there. After suppcr, Mrs. Alison is going to show
us a set of photographs which have been sent her from Europc.
Ellen and | are working a set of burcau-mats to give Maggie.

I wish you could see our new kittens that are playing on the rug.
Mine is gray and Ellen’s isbuiT. You know our kitty ran away, and
wc both feltso badly that our neighbor, Mrs. Williams, sent us these
two last Saturday. | wish you would tell us what to cali them. We
cannot think of any fiames pretty enough. Next week the garden
will be made, and we are going to try and keep our flowcr-beds in
better order than we did lastycar.

I had a letter last week from Cousin John.
he was as oid as papa. He isgoing to Phillips's Academy next Scp-
tember. All the family are sitting here, and send their love. Aunt
Alice says she shall not make her visit at your house until June.
Give my love to aunt and Gnele. Thnnk them for asking me to go
and see you this summer. Your aflectionate cousin,

man was answering him.
and catch & bumblc-bee.
ofcoursc enjoyed itvery much.

His letter sounds as if

Fannie A. Holmes.

Ellen’s letter:
Ingleside, April.
DEar Agnes: We arevery busy, so | cannot write much. We
take lessons from Aunt Alice. We go to school all day. | study
arithmctic and geography and other things.
We went to an exhibition, and had a splcndid time. The man
sawcd, and caughta bee. The weather is quite warm now. Warm

weather is better than coid fora great many things. W e don’'t have
any vacation until June. Sixtccn girls are in our class. The man's
He had a water-tiger that he fed. Aunt Alice
I am working a mat. W are going to have a bed
in the garden. Mamma sends love toyou all. 1 do not like to write
letters, so you must excuse a short one. Wc are going to planta
great many seeds We are invited to a party. Mamma and papa
are very well; so are Fanny and I. We have two kittens. | cannot
think of anything more to say. | hope you willwrite me a long letter
I like to get letters often.
Your aflectionate friend,

fiame was Starr.
sends her love.

very soon.
Ellen.
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THE SEVEN AGES.

THE SEVEN AGES.

By M. B. Whiting.

was an age of Fire,
long years ago,
oo great melted rocks,
earthquake shocks,
In torrents of fiame did flow.

It was an age of Mollusks,
Long, long years ago,
When the clam and the oyster,
With the mussel much moister,
By the sad sea waves sang low.

Sccond
AKec.
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It was an age of Fishes,
Long, long years ago,
Tage When the shark and the gar-fish,
With the dear little star-fish,
Swam about stately and slow.

It was an age of Carbons,
Long, long years ago,
Foage.  When the fern and the pinc,
And other plants fine,
Were made into coal, you know.

\4,, IV.—21.
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It was an age of Reptiles,
Long, long years ago,
When the ichthyosaurus,
By the banks of the Taurus,
And the pterodactyl,
By the gurgling rill,
Danced in the moonbeam’s glow.

It was an age of Mammals,
Long, long years ago,
When the wild mastodon,
Sk With his war-paint on,
The behemoth wooed,
And the mammoth sued,
W here glaciers once did go.
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It is the age of Man!

Now tell me, if you can.

W hy no more on the hills
March the pterodactyls ?

W hy the ancient tapirs,
Through the morning vapors,
Chase not the whale,

Or the sportive snail?

Seventh
Age.

ON THE

By

“They swecp
On sounding skates, a thousand difierent ways,
lo circling poisc, swift as (he winds along."— T homson

Few peisons, however sedate, can look upon a
ad smooth sheet of ice without feeling a desire
go and slide upon it. Even Mr. Pickwick was
«acked by this temptation, and he— fell. Indeed,
strong within us is the propensity to slidc, that
Ocultivatcd it, and refined upon it, and made
an of it,— with rules, theories, and scientific
pparatus. O f the lattcr, the best, the oldest, and
most universal is the skate.
'mmenonly be conjectured when skating was firet
«'ccd; but it was certainly very long ago. In
a ancient collection of Scandinavian songs and
Msknown as the'* Edda,” Uller, the hand-
cgod, is described as being the possessor of
Rr of skates. This proves that skating is at

ICE. 315

And when men have gone,
What next will come on
This peculiar earth,

W hich had its birth,

As you surely know,

In an age of fire,

Long years ago—

Yes, long ago?

ICE.

Irwin Russell’

least a thousand years oid. It is supposed to have
been introduced into England about the twelfth
century, and into the central parts of Europe
somewhat earlicr. It is curious, that although all
northern nations possessed the sledge, those of
America knew nothing of the skate, while the
people of Europe did not have the snow-shoe.
The conree of invention varied, according to rc-
quirements. In America, in high latitudes, the
snows are heavy, and opon ice is comparatively
rare. In the corrcsponding parts of Europe, there
is much more clear ice, and proportionately less
snow.

The ancient skates were nothing but the shin-
bones of oxen or other large animals, pierced with
holes to receivc the cords or thongs which bound
thern to the fect. Fitzstephen’s “ History of Lon-
don,” written in the thirteenth century, is the earliest
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English book in which skating is'spoken of; and
we learn, from its description, that the performers
upon these bone skatcs kept themselves in motion
by striking against the ice with an iron-shod pole.
Sometimes specimens of these bone skates have
been discovered, in the progress of excavations, in
several European countries; and a very well pre-
served pair, so found in England some years ago,
can now be seen in the British Museum.

It is unknown when or where iron was first em-
ployed in the construction of skates. It was prob-
ably in Holland; for skates, of a pattern very much
like that of the ones we have now, not only were
known in that country, but were cxtensively used
by all classes ofits people, long before the pastime
of skating bccame general elsewhere. Skating is
something more than a pastime in Holland.
There it is one of the uscful arts, and is uni-
versally practiced and highly csteemed. It offersa
very convenient mode of travel in winter over
the canals that almost entirely supply the place of
roads in the Land of Dykes; and people skate
from farm to farm, and from town to town, and to
church, and to market, often carrying heavy bur-
dens. The Russians have constructed an ice-
locomotive, with roughened driving-wheels to lay
hold of the slippery surface, and it has proved a
success; but in Holland, every man is his own ice-
locomotive. And so is every woman hers,— for it
has long been customary for ladies to skate in
Holland; whereas in other countries, until re-
cently, this most excellent of out-door exercises for
them has been almost tabooed.

The first skaters in our part of the world were
the honest Dutchmen of the “ Province of Nieuw
Nederlandts,” who doubtless brought their skates
with them in that celcbrated vessel, the “ Goede
Vrouw,”— which, we are told by the Ilearned
Dicdrich Knickerbocker, “ had one hundred feet
in the bcam, one hundred feet in the keel, and one
hundred feet from the bottom of the stern-post to
the tafferel.” The Dutch certainly deserve high
honor for having introduced skating and Christmas
presents into America, if for nothing else. As
they did so, the worthy St. Nicholas must be es-
teemed the patron ofall American skaters.

The modern skate has within the past few years
undergone many modifications, some of which are
great improvements. The skate of twenty years
ago was fastened to the foot with a single long
strap, which passcd through rings, crossed and
recrossed, and was finally clasped in a common
tongue buckle. The runner was always “ square”
at the heel, and extended up over the foot at the
toe in a great useless curl. A spike entered the
heel of the shoe, and the blade was fluted or
“ guttered ” on the bottom. This latter feature,

ON THE

ICE.

allhough is still occasionall
retained.

The oid style of skate has been superseded
better ones; and these are so many, and sod
ferent from each other, that it is useless to attem
an enumeration of them. It may be said, briefld
that the best skates are those without straps, an
with solid, broad blades, curving up behind as«<el
as before, and lowest in the center. They shoul
be constructed so as to bring the foot as citset
the jce as possible, and thus avoid a great lcverat
upon the ankle.

Professors of the fine art of skating recogni;
about twenty-five regular “ steps” and “eou
tions.” All of these, however. may be rangedinti
two classes: the skating of the *“ inside edge,
and that of the “ outside edge;” so called ftoi
the relative positions of the blade to the ice «in
performing them. Outside-edgc skating is th
most graceful, and at the same time most difficult
because it requires that the body be thrown aut
ward from the perpendicular,— thus rcndering i
difficult to preserve the equilibrium. Althougi
skating, as is seen, has its theory, it is purely
matter of practice. No amount of written instruc
tion or advice will make a skater. Tliat liapp
consummation is only arrived at by going througi
a thorough course of hard falls, as is sliown b
statistics. The requircd number of falls has n
yet been exactlv computed, but it is well alongi
the thousands.

On the 29th ofDecember, 1860, the riverWitham
in Lincolnshire, England, prcsented the novel o
tacle of a military parade on skates, in whcl
three full companics took part, and proccedt
through a long and complicated drill in excellen
style; some of the maneuvers being perforan
with a motion at the rate of fourteen miles"’
hour. “ Frost Fair,” with booths for exhibition;
and canvas-covered restaurants, has occasionall
been lield upon the Thames at London. since 18
— the date of its first occurrcnce. Many ordim
popular amusements, particularly games of Hl
have been attempted on the ice, with more orle
success. And there is one garne that is peoulr
to the ice, was invented for the ice, and cam
be played anywhere else except Ol the ice
curling. Itis a Scottish national amusement, an
until recently revived in Cafada and some on
munities of our Northern States, seldom lias bt
practiced outside of Scotland. There itiscxcfl
ingly popular, and is played by oid and yon
gentle and simple; and there appears no rea
why it should not become equally popular he
We' have already adopted one of its techn
terms,— the word rink. This word, which
apply to the houses or rooms that are no» a

it is a great fault,
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cities for common or for roller skating, orig-
meant the area of ice upon which the game
is played.

though not supposed to be so oid as

a respectable degree of antiquity. It

to have been played throughout Scot-

least two hundred and fifty years. The

in the game, however,. are all of

or German extraction ; and it is thought

that the amusement may have existed in

Lotv Countrics, and have been brought into

by the people of Flanders who immigrated
reign of James I.

has been sung by Goethe and Klop-

has been no less honored. Most of
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The game is played with large stones, which are
very similar in shape to a fiat onion,— that is, they
are in the form of spheres that have been so com-
pressed that their breadth is nearly twice their
thickness. The “ solé” of the stone—its under
surface— is polished as smoothly as possible; and
a handle, shaped like the letter L turned upon
its side, is inserted in the top. Such stones are
chosen as are least hable to split, and their weights
are graded according to the strength of the players.
The ordinary average weight is from thirty to fifty
pounds. About fifteen or twenty pounds would
be hcavy cnough for stones to be used by boys.

The rink is a smooth place marked off upon the
ice, about thirty yards long, and ten feet wide.

AT THE CUKLING-IiINK.

Scottish poets have eulogizcd it, the most emi-
etmen of the nation have praised it and played
"it,and cven .the great Burns speaks of it in his
wm “ Tam Samson’s Elegy ” :

“W hen Wintcr mufiles up his cloak.
And binds the mire up like a rock;
When to the lochs the curlers flock
\Vi' gleesome speed,
Wha will they station at the cock?—
Tam Samson's dead!

“He was the king o’ a’ the core,
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore;
Or up the rink like Jehu roar
In time o’ need;
But now lie lays on Dcath’s hog-score,—
Tam Samson ’'s dead !”

At each end of the rink a small mark or lidle is
chipped out, which is most commonly called the
tee, although it has other fiames in some parts
of Scotland. Two circlcs are drawn around each
tee, with the latter as their common center. The
inner one may be made about four feet in diame-
ter, and the outer one six feet. These circlcs are
called b?-oughs, and their object is to assist the eye
in judging the distances between the stones, when
played, and the tee. Lines are drawn across the

rink, in front of the tees, and about fifteen feet
from them; which two lines are cntitled hog-
scores. The rink should be perfectly clear of ob-

structions, as should also the ice beyond the tees
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for several fect. The number of stones is usually
sixteen, and eight players upon each side is the
coinmon number. There may be any number less
than eight, however, if so agrecd.

There are thirty-one “ points” in the game.
All the players stand at one tee, and slide their
stones up the rink to the tee at the other end, in
succession ; and the stone resting nearest the tee
counts one, and is called “ the winner.” If the
stone next nearest the tee, and the one next after
that, etc., belong to the same party who own the
winner, they each count an additional point;
othcrwise, they are not “ scored.” When any
player fails to propel his stone beyond the hog-
score at the opposite end, one is dcducted from the
score of his party.

On each side, he who plays last is called the
driver, and he directs and advises the others. The
first player is the lead. He grasps a stone firmly
by the handle, and slides it up the rink at the tee;
attempting to place the stone either upon the tee,
or a little on the hither side of it. The others fol-
low; attempting to lay their own stones near the
tee, or to place them so as to guard the stones of
their own party which have been wcll laid, or to
drive away those of their opponents. When all
the stones have been played, and the points

ICE.

M

counted, the game is resumed by playing backatl
the first tee; and so on until thirty-one are countc
by one side or the other. A bore is a stone thtl
lies in the way of a player, between him and the!
tee.  Wicking is “ caroming” from or glancinj
off from one stone to another.

Such are the general principies of curling:-
game that affords excellent exercise, is highlyl
amusing, and gives room for the displav of muciif
judgment and skill. When clubs are formed, trel
cost of having the stones prepared is not great fal
each individual member. There are many cricket-!
clubs in America, and our English brethren ael
adopting base-ball. W hy should not curling ais
become an international game ?

There is no doubt that the sports of the id
should be cultivated to the fullest extent; for;
time is coming, say the wise raen, when our whole
globe is to be enveloped in a solid casing ofice;|
and the man of the future (who will probably muchf
resemble the modern Esquimaux) will be oblig
to slide, and to skate, and to curl, without cessa-l
tion, to keep himself warm and comfortable. Thatl
“ glacial epoch ” is some hundreds of centuricsc
yet, to be sure; but there is nothing like acquirind
good habits early. Wherefore the moral hereofl
is: Go and have your skates sharpenal!

A VISIT FROM JACK FROST.
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THE TwWO WISI-IES.

(A Fairy Story.)

By Susan

P,erot and Pierotte were a small brother and
aster who were alvvays wishing to be something
;hU they were not, or to have something which
theyhad not. They were not unhappy or discon-
fented children,— far from it. Tlteir home, though
poor, was comfortablc ; their parents, though strict,
«ere kind; they were used to both, and desired
nothing better. W ishing with them was a habit,
an j(He game which they were forever playing. It
meant little, but it sounded ill; and a stranger
listening, would have judged them less well-off
andcheerful than they really were.

= wish | need n't wake up, but might lie still
dllday,” was Pierotte’s first thought every morn-
ing; while Picrot’'s was, “ | wish Pierotte wasn’t
such a sleepy-head, for then we could get out be-
fore sunrise, and gather every mushroom in the
meadow while the Blaize children are still snoring
in their bcds.” Then later, at breakfast, Pierotte
would say, “ | wish | were the Princess, to have
coffee and white bread to my déjeuner, instead of
jircsomc porridge. | am tired of porridge. White
bread and coffee rnust be better,— much better !”
Butall the time she spoke, Pierotte’s spoon, tray-
clingbetween her bowl and mouth, conveyed the
“tireseme"” porridge down her throat as rapidly as
though it were the finest Mocha; and Periotte cn-
joycd it as much, though she fancied that she did
not

“lwish I were the young Corntc Jules,” Pierot
would next begin in his turn. “ No fagots to bind,
o cow to fodder, no sheep to tend. Ah ! a fine
lile he leads ! Beautiful clothes, nothing to do.
Six medis a day, two of them dinners, a horse to
ride—everything I 1 wish ”

“And a nice yellow skin and eyes like boiled

gooseberries,” chimed in his mother. *“ Better
wish for these, while you are about it. Much you
tnow of noblemen and their ways! Didst ever
have an indigestién ? Tell me that. When thou

hest tried one, wish for it again. if thou canst.”
Then Pierot would laugh sheepishly, shoulder
hishatchet, and go off after wood, the inseparable
Pierotte trotting by his side. As they went, it
would be:
“1 wish 1

were a bird,” or “ | wish we could

jump like that grasshopper; ” or, ‘-Pierotte, 1
wish our godfather had left us his money. We
shouldbe rich then.”

For the children had the same godfather. Pie-

Coolidge.

rotte first, and then Pierot having been named
after' their father’s cousin, a well-to-do peasant,
whom it was expected would remember his little
relatives in his will. This hope had been disap-
pointed, and the children’s regrets were natural
and excusable, since even the wise dame, their
rnother, did not conceal her opinién of Cousin
Pierre’s conduct, which she considered irregular
and dishonest. Children soon learn to join in
chorus with older voices, and Pierot and Pierotte,
in this case, found it particularly easy, as it chimed
with the habit of their lives.

One wartn July morning, their mother roused
them for an carly breakfast, and sent them into the
forest after wood.

“ My last fagot is in,” she said. “ You must
bind and tie smartly to-day. And, Pierotte, help
thy brother all that thou canst, for the father can-
not spare him to go again this week, and on Sat-
urday is the sennight’s baking.”

So they set forth. The sun was not fairly risen,
but his light went before his coming, and even in
the dim forest-paths it was easy to distinguish Icaf
from flower. Shadows fell across the way from the
trees, which stood so motionless that they seemed
still aslcep. Heavy dew hung on the branches;
the air was full of a rare perfume, made up of
many different fragrances, mixed and blended by
the cunning fingers of the night. A little later,
and the light broadened. Rays of sun filtered
through the boughs, a wind stirred, and the trees
roused themselves, each with a little shakc and
quiver. Somchow, the forest looked uiifamiliar,
and like a new place to the children that morning.
They were not often there at so carly an hour, it is
true, but this did not quite account for the strange
aspect of the woods. Neithcr of them knew, or,
if they knew, they had forgotten, that it was Mid-
summer’s Day, the fairies’ special festival. Nothing
met their eyes, no whir of wings or sparkle of
bright faces from under the fern-branches, but a
sense of something unusual was in the air, and
the little brother and sister walked along in silence,
peering curiously this way and that, with an in-
stinctivc expectation of unseen wonders.

“Isn’t it lovely ?” whispered Pierotte, at last.
“ It never looked so pretty here as it does to-day.
See that wild-rose,— how many flowers it has! Oh1
what was that ? It waved at me !”

“ What waved ?”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



320

“ The rose. It wavecl a white arm at me !”

“ Nonsense ! Itwas the wind,” replied Pierot,
sturdily, leading the way into a side-path which
led off from the rose-bush.

“ Is it much fartlier where we get thewood?”
asked Pierotte, for the children had been walking
a considerable time.

“ Father said we were to go to the Hazel Copse,”
answered Pierot. “ We must be almost there'.”

So for half an hour longer they went on and on,
but still no sign of fallen trees or wood-choppers
appeared, and Pierot was forced to confess that he
must have mistaken the road.

“ It is queer, too,” he said. “ There was that
big red toad-stool where the pathsjoined. | marked
it the other day when | carne with the father.
W hat's the roatter?” for Pierotte had given a
suddcn jump.

“ Some one laughed,” said Pierotte, in an awe-
struck tone.

“ It was a cricket or tree-toad.
laugh ?”

Pierotte tried hard to belicve him, but she did
not feel comfortable, and held Pierot’s sleeve tight
as they went. He felt the trembling of the little
hand.

“ Pierotte, tliou art a goose!” he said; but all
the same he put his arm round her shoulders,
which comforted her so that she walked less tim-
orously.

One path after another they tried, but none of
them led to the cleared spot where the fallen trees
lay. The sun rose high, and the day grew warmer,
but in the forest a soft breeze blew, and kept them
cool. Hour after hour passed ; the children had
walked till they were tired. They rested awhile,
ate halftheir dinner of curds and black bread, then
they went on again, turned, twisted, tried paths to
right and paths to left, but still the dense woods
closed them in, and they had no idea where they
were, or how they should go.

Suddenly the track they were following led to a
little clearing, in which stood a tiny hut, with a
fenced garden full of cherry-trees and roses. Itwas
such a surprise to find this fertile and blooming
spot in the heart of the wild vvood, that the children
stood still with their mouths open, to stare at it.

“ How strange ! ” gasped Pierot, when at last he
found his voice. “ The father always said that
ours was the only hut till you got to the other side
the forest.”

“ Perhaps this
Pierotte.

An odd chuckling laugh followed this remark,
and they became aware of an oid woman sitting
at the window of the cottage,— a comical oid woman,
with a stiifsquare cap on her head, sliarp twinkling

W ho is here to

is the other side,” suggcsted

THE TWO WISHES.
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eyes, and a long hooked nose. As the childreil
looked, she laughed again, and, extending U
finger, beckoned them to come nearer.

Timidly they obeyed, setting down their bid
wood-basket at the gate. The oid woman leaned
over the window to await them, her hand on;]|
square glass jar full of yellow liquid, in whichl
floated what secmed to be a pickled serpent with hisl
tail in three coils, and the tip in his mouth. Pierotte!
shuddered at the serpent, but Pierot was boldcr.

“ Did you want us, good madam ?” he asked.

“ Want you ? No,” replied the “ good madam.”1
“ How should | want you? | saw you staringatl
my héuse as if your eyes would pop out of vourl
heads, and | thought, perhaps, you wanted me.”

“DIO YOU WANT US, GOOD MADAM?"

“ It was only— we were only— surprised,” stam1
mered Pierot. “ Because we did n't know tha |
there was a house here.”

“ There was none last night, and there wontbe |
any to-morrow morning— at least— none for chil-j
dren to stare at,” replied the oid woman, coolly.

“ What do you mean?” cried Pierot. astor |
ished beyond measure. “ How can a house be |
built in one night? And why wont it be here to- |
morrow !”

“ Because to-morrow wont be Midsummer’s Day
— and to-day is,” replied the oid woman; “ anda
fairy-house is visible to mortal eyes at that ting
and no other.”

“ Fairy-house !” faltered Pierot; while Pierotte,
jumping more rapidlv to a conclusion, farv
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reamed : “ Oh, Pierot! Madam, then, is a fairy !
treal fairy ! Pierot, think of it, only think ofit!”
‘Very much at your service,” said the oid
romen, with a malicious smile. “ Do you like

(@rics then ? Do you admire my pickled snake ?
[\voud you wish to puli some flowers ?”

Somcthing in the smile made Pierotte draw

.ck; but Pierot said, politely :

‘ One rose, perhaps—-since Madam is so good.”

The fairy leaned out and plucked a rose from

;vine which grew on the wall ciése by.

“Now, listen,” she said. “ Each of my roses
icloses a wish. You are great wishers, I know; ”
lantl her eyes twinkled queerly. “ This time the
|,rish will come true, so take care what you are

iout. There will be no comingto get me to undo

ewish, for I sha’ n’t be visible again till this time
Inext year on Midsummecr’s Day,— you know.”

“Oh, Pierot! what shall we wish for?” criecl
| Pierotte, much excited; but the oid woman only
Irepeated, “ Take care !” drew her head in at the
Irindow, and all in a minute,— how they could not
Jexplain,— the cottage had vanished, the garden,
miegate,— they were in the wood again, with noth-
ling bul trccs and bushes about them ; and all would
mmesccmed like a dream, except for the rose which
iPierot held in his hand— red and fragrant.

‘What shall we wish for?” repeated Pierotte,
i they seated themselvcs under a tree to talk over
thismarvelous adventure.

“We must be very careful, and ask for some-
Ithing nice.” replied Pierot.

“ It would be better to wait and think for a long

itime first,” suggested Pierotte. .

“ Thott art right. We will. Art thou not hun-
Igry?”

‘Oh, so hungry ! Let us eat the rest of our
|bread now. | can’t wait any longer.”

So Pierot produced the big lutnp of bread, and
Idivided it into two equal portions.

“Look, look !'” cried Pierotte, as her teeth met
lin the first mouthful. “ A cherry-tree, brother,—
la real cherry-tree here in the woods ! And with
liipe cherries on it! How good some would be
|with our bread ! ”

“First rate!” cried Piérotand, putting their
lbread carefully on the grass, both ran to the tree.
|Alas! the boughs grew high, and the cherries hung

tbcyond their reach. Pierot triecl to climb the

* but the stem was both slight and slippery.

Then they found a forked stick, but vainly at-
I'emptetl to hook and draw down a branch.

“Oh,dear! I wish we were both grown up,”
cred Pierot, panting with exertion.

“So do I. If we were as big as father and

tother, we could reach the boughs without even

Hjing on tiptoe,” chimed in Pierotte.

TWO WISHES.

Lucklcss words! As Pierot spoke, the rose,
which he had stuck in his cap, shriveled and
faded, while a queer sensation as if he were being
carried up into the air swept over him. He
elutehed at somcthing to hold himself down. That
something was the cherry-tree bough! He could
reach it now, and as his eyes turned with dismay to-
ward Pierotte, there she stood, also holding a twig
of the tree, only two or thrce incites lower than
his own. Her prettv round cheeks and childish
curls were gone, and instead of them he beheld a
ntiddle-aged countenance with dull hair, a red
nose, and a mouth fallen in for lack of teeth. She,
on her part, unconscious of the change, was
staring at him with a horrified expression.

“ Why, Pierot!” she cried at last, in a voice
which sounded as oid as her face. “ How queer
you look ! You 've got a beard, and your fore-
head is all criss-cross and tvrinkly, and your chin

rough. Dear me, how ugly you are! 1 never
thought you could be so ugly.”
“ Ugly, eh ! Perhaps you would like to see

your own face,” said Pierot, enraged at this flatter-
ing criticism. “ Just wait till we get home, and
I show you the oid looking-glass. But stay, we
need n't wait; ” and he dragged Pierotte to the
side of a little pool of still water, which had caught
his eye arnong the bushes. “ Here’s a looking-
glass ready made,” he went on. “ Look, Pierotte,
and see what a beauty you have become.”

Poor Pierotte1 She took one look, gave a
scream, and covered her face with her hands.

“ That me ?” she cried. “ Oh ! | never, never
will think it! W hat is the matter with us, Pierot?
W as it that liorrid fairy, do you think ? Did she
bewitch us?”

“ The wish 1” faltered Pierot, who at that mo-
ment caught sight of the faded rose in his cap. “ I
wished that we were both grown up, don’t you
remember? Oh, what a fool | was!”

“ You liorrid boy ! You have gone and wished

me into an ugly oid woman! 1°’ll never forgive
you !” sobbed Pierotte.

“ It was your wish too. You said you would
like to be as oid as father and mother. So you

need n't cali liorrid!”
grily.

Silence followed, broken only by Pierotte's sobs.
The two oid ehildren sat with their backs to each
other, under different trees. By and by Pierot’s
heart bogan to smite him.

“ It was more my fault than hers,” he thought;
and, turning round a little way, he said,
ingly, “ Pierotte.”

No answer. Pierotte only stuck out her shoulder
a little and remained silent.

“ Don’'t look so cross,” went on Pierot.

me answered Pierot, an-

coax-

“You
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can’t think how horrid
your age !'”

“1’'m not a woman of my age. Oh, how can
you say such things?” sobbed Pierotte. “ I don’t
want to be grown-up. | want to be a litttle girl
again.”

“ You used to be always wishing you were big,”
remarked her now big brother.

“Y—es, so 1 was; but | never meant all at
once. 1 wanted to be big enough to spin— and
the— mother— was— going— to teach me,” went on
poor Pierotte, crying bitterly, “ and | wanted to be
as big as Laura Blaize— and— pretty— and some day
have a sweetheart, as she had— and—but what'’s
the use— I 've lost it all, and 1'm grown-up, and
oid and ugly already, and the mother wont know
me, and the father will say, “ My little Pierotte—
‘ Cceur de St. Martin— impossible ! get out you
witch!’” Overedme by this dreadful picture, Pie-
rotte hid her face and cried louder than ever.

“1’ll tell you what,” said Pierot, after a pause,
“ don’t let us go home at all. We will just hide
here in the woods for a year, and when Midstim-
iner’s Day comes round, we '11 hunt till we find the
fairy house again, and beg her, on our knees, for
another wish, and if she says ‘yes,” we 'll wish at
once to be little just as we were this morning, and
then we’ll go honre directly.”

“ Poor mother; she will think we are dead!”
sighed Pierotte.

“That's no worse than if she saw us like this.
1 'd be conscripted most likely and sent off to fight,
and me only twelve years oid. And you 'd have a
horrid time of it with the Blaize boys. Robert
Blaize said you were the prettiest girl in Balne aux
Bois. | wonder what he 'd say now ?”e
“ Oh yes, let us stay here,” shuddered Pierotte.
I could n’'t bear to see the Blaize boys now. But
then— it will be dark soon— sha' n't you be fright-
ened to stay in the woods all night?”

“ Oh! a man like me isn’t easilv frightened,”
said Pierot, stoutly, but his teeth chattered a little.

“It’s so queer to hear you cali yourself la
man,” ' remarked Pierotte.

“ And it’s just as queer to hear you cali your-
self a little girl,” answered Pierot, with a glance at
the antiquated face beside him.

“ Dear, how my legs shake, and how stiff my
knees are!” sighed Pierotte. “ Do grown-up peo-
pie feel like that always ?”

“ 1 don't know,” said Pierot, whose own legs
lacked their oid springiness. “ Would you like
some cherries now, Pierotte? | can reach them

it makes you—a woman of

“

easily.”

“ Cherries! Those sour things? No, thank
you. They would be sure to disagree with me,”
returned Pierotte, pettishly.

THE TWO WISHES.

“ Times are changed,” muttered Pierot, buthe
dared not speak aloud.

“ Where shall we sleep ?” asked Pierotte.
Under the trees, so long as the summer lasts”

“ Gracious! W e shall both die of rheumatism.1

“ Rheumatism? W hat an idea for a child like
you !”

“ 1 wish I luere a child,” said Pierotte, witha
groan. “ Here’'sa tree with grass below it, ad
I’'m getting tired and sleepy.”

When the brother and sister woke it was broad
sunlight again.

“ One day gone of our year,” said Pierot, trying
to be cheerful.

It was hard work as time went on, and with dl
their constant walking and wandering they neer
'seemed to find their way out of the forest, or of
that particular part of it where their luckless at
venture had bcfallen them. Turn which way they
would, the paths always appeared to lead them
round to the same spot; it was like bewitchment;
they could make nothing out of it. The dullness
of their lives was varied onlybyan occasional quar-
rei. Pierot would essay to climb a tree, and Pie-
rotte, grown sage and proper, would upbraid hm
for behaving so foolishly— “ just like a boy,"-or
he would catch her using the pool as a mirror,ad
would tease her for caring so much for a plaln od
face when there was nobody but himself to look
How the time went they had no idea. It seened
always daylight, and yet weeks, if not months,
must have passed, they thought, and Pierot at lest
began to suspect the fairy of having changed tre
regular course of the sun so as to cheat them ot
of the proper time for finding her at home.

“ It’s just like her,” he said. *“ She is making
the days seem all alike, so that we may not kmw
when Midsummer comes. Pierotte, 11l tell you
what, we must be on the lookout, and search for
the little house every day, for if we forget just oe
that will be the very time, depend upon it.”

So every day, and all day long, the two ad
children wandered to and fro in search of the fary
cot. For along time their quest was in vain, but
at last, one bright afternoon, just before sunset, &
they were about giving up the hunt for that chy,
the woods opened in the same sudden way ad
revealed the garden, the hut, and— yes—at dc
window the pointed cap, the sharp black eyes; it
was the fairy herself, they had found her at last.

Fora moment they were too much Bewilderedio
move, then side by side they hurried into the ga+
den without waiting for invitation.

“ Well, my oid gaffer, what can 1 do for you,ar
for you, dame ?” asked the fairy, benevolently.

“ Oh, please, I am not a dame, he is nota
gaffer,” cried Pierotte, imploringly. “ 1 am 111

“
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pierotte’— and she bobbed a courtesy. “ And this
| 5Pierot, my brother.”

“ Pierot and Pierotte! Wonderfull” said the

Ifairy. “ But, my dear children, what has caused
ihischange in your appearance? You have aged
|remarkably since | saw you last.”

“Indeed, we have,” replied Pierot, with a
I grimace.
“Well, age is a very respectable thing. Some

I pereons are always wishing to be oid,” remarked
the fairy, maliciously. “ You find it much pleas-
|anter than being young, | daré say.”

“ Indeed, we don’t,” said Pierotte, wiping her
leyeson her apron.

"No? Well, that is sad, but I have heard peo-
I pie say the same before you.”

“ Oh, please, please,” cried Pierot and Pierotte,
Ifalling on their knees before the window, “ please,

THEV FIND THE COTTAGE AGAIN,

dear, kind fairy, forgive us. We don’'t like to be
grown-up at all. We want to be little and young
again. Please, dear fairy, turn us into children as
|wewere before ?”

“ What would be the use?"said the oid woman.
"You'd begin wanting to be somebody else at
nuce if you were turned back to what you were

| before.”

“Wc wont, indeed we wont,” pleaded the chil-
| dren, very humbly.

The fairy leaned out and gathered a rose.

“Very well,” she said. “ Here’'s another wish
foryou. See that it is a wise one this time, for if
| youfail, jt will be of 110 use to come to me.”

With these words, she shut the blinds suddenly,
ad lol in one second, house, garden, and all
bad vanished, and Pierot and Pierotte were in the
| forest again.

THE TWO WISHES.
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There was no deliberation this time as to what
the wish should be.

“ 1 wish 1 was a little boy,” shouted Pierot,
holding the rose over his head with a sort' of
ecstasy.

“ And | wish | was a little girl, the same little
girl exactly that I used to be,” chorused Pierotte.

The rose scemed lo melt in air, so quickly did it
wither and collapse. And the brother and sister
embraced and danced with joy, for each in the
other’s face saw the fulfillment of their double wish.

“ Oh, how young you look! Oh, how pretty
you are 1l Oh, what happiness it is not to be oid
any longer1 The dear fairy1 The kind fairy 1”
These were the exclamations which the squirrels
and the birds heard for the next ten minutes, and
the birds and the squirrels seemed to be amused,
for certain queer and unexplaincd little noises like

laughs sounded from wunder the
leaves and behind the bushes.

“ Let us go home at once to
mother,” cried Pierotte.

There was 110difficulty about the
paths now. After walking awhile,
Pierot began to rccognizc this turn
and that. There was the hunts-
man’s oak and the Dropping W ell;
and there— yes, he was sure— lay
the hazcl copse where the father
had bidden them go for wood.

“ 1 say,” cried Pierotte, with a
sudden bright thought, “ we will
wait and bind one fagot for the
mother’s oven— the poor mother 1
Who has fetched her wood all this
time, do you suppose?”

Plenty of sticks lay on the
ground ready for binding. The
wood-choppers had just left off

their work, it would seem. Pierotte’s basket was
filled, a fagot tied and lifted on to Pierot’s shoul-
ders, and through the gathering twilight they
hurried homeward. They were out of the wood
soon. There was the hut, with a curl of smoke
rising from the chimney ; there was the mother
standing at the door and looking toward the forest.
W hat would she say when she saw them ?

W hat she said astonished them very much.

“ How long you have been 1” were the words,
but the tone was not one ofsurprise.

“ O mother, mother 1” cried Pierotte, clinging
to her arm, while Pierot said, “ We were afraid to
come home because we looked so oid, and we
feared you would not know us, but now we are
young again.”

“ 0fd 1 young 1" said the mother. “ What
does the lad mean? One does not age so fast
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between sunrise and sunset as to be afraid to come
home. Are you dreaming, Pierot?”

“ But we have been away a year,” said Pierot,
passing his hand before his eyes as if trying to
olear his ideas.

“ A year! Prithee! And the sheets which 1
hung out at noon not fairly dry yet. A year!
And the goats thou drovest to pasture before
breakfast not in the shed yet! A year! Thou
wouldst better not let the father hear thee prate
thus! W hat, crying, Pierotte! Here’s a pretty to
do because, forsooth, you are come in an hour late!"

An hour late! The ehildren looked at each
other in speechless amazement. To this day the

THE GOLDEN FISH
By William

Of aH the sports at which the boys in Japan
amuse themselves, kite-flving seems to afford the
most fun and enjoyment. Japanese kites are not
plain coffin-shaped bits of tissue-paper, such as
American boys fly. They are made of tough
paper stretched on light frames of bamboo, and of
all shapes,— square, oblong, or oval. They are
also made to imitate animals. | have often, in
my walks in Japan, seen a whole paper menagerie
in the air. There were crying babies, boys with
arms spread out, horses, fishes, bats, hawks, crows,
monkeys, snakes, dragons, besides ships, caits,
and houses. Across and behind the top of the
kite, a thin strip of whalebone is stretched, which
hums, buzzes, or sings high in air like a hurdy-
gurdy or a swarm of beetles. When the boys ofa
whole city are out in kite-time, there is more music
in the air than is delightful. The real hawks and
crows, and other birds, give these buzzing counter-
feits of themselves a wide berth. In my walks, |
often was deceived when looking up, unable to tell
at first whether the moving black spot in the air
were paper, or a real, living creature, with beak,
claws, and feathers.

A kite-shop in Japan is a jolly place to visit. 1
knew one oid fellow, a toy-maker in Fukui, who
was always slitting bamboo or whalebone, painting
kite-faces, or stretching them on the frames. His
sign out in front was— well, what do you think?
I am sure you can’t guess. It was a cuttle-fish. A
real jolly oid cuttle, looking just as funny and oid,

OF OWARI CASTLE.

Moy

amazement contindes. The mother still persisul
that they were absent but a few hours. Where
then, were the weeks spent in the wood, thegray |
hair, the wrinkles, the wanderings in search of thé
oid woman and her hut? Was all and each buta
bit of enchantment, a trick of the mirth-loving
fairies? They could not tell, and neither can ?
Fairies are unaccountable folk, and their doit
surpass our guessing, who are but mortal, and |
stupid at that! One thing | know, that the two
ehildren since that day have dropped their foolish
habit of wishing and are well content to remain |
little Pierot and Pierotte till the time comes for i
them to grow older, as it will only too soon.

OF OWARI CASTLE.

E. Griffis.

with its pulpy forehead and one black eye, as much
like Mr. Punch, or an oid man with a long nose
and chin made out of lobster-claws, as such a soft
fellow could.

This is the sign for kite-shops all over Japan.
The native boys cali a kite tako, which is the |
Japanese for cuttle-fish. It is just such a punas
would be played if a kite-maker in our country
were to hang out for his sign the fork-tailed bird
after which our kites took their fiame.

On the faces of the square Japanese Kkites you
can see a whole picture-gallery of the national
heroes. Brave boys, great men, warriors in helmet
and armor, hunters with bows and arrows, and all |
the fainous ehildren and funny folks in the Japa-
nese fairy tales, are painted on them in gay colors,
besides leaping dragons, snow-storms, pretty gils
dancing, and a great many other designs.

The Japanese boys understand well how to send
* messengers” to the top of the kite, and howto
entangle each other’s kites. When they wish to
they can cut their rival's strings and send te
proud prize fluttering to the ground. To do this,
they take about ten feet of the string near the end,
dip it in glue and then into bits of powdered glass,
making a multitude of tiny blades as sharp asa
razor, and looking, when magnified, like the top
of a wall in which broken bottles have been setto
keep off climbers. When two parties of bos
agree to have a paper war near the clouds, they
raise their kites and then attempt to cross the
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strings. The most skillful boy saws off, with his
saw, the cord of his antagonist.
°The little boys fly kites that look for all the world
lite themselves. | have often seen chubby little
fellons, scarcely able to walk, holding on to their
peper likenesses. Would you bclieve it? Even
ire blind boys amuse themselves with these buz-
jing toys. and the tugging string that pulis like a
Uefish- This fact, as 1 have often seen it, loses
isivonder, when you rcmember that a good Kkite
inthc hands of a boy who is not blind often will
jetout of sight. The Japanese blind boy enjoys

ATTEMPTING TO ROB THE GOLDEN FISH.

trefun with finger and ear. It is like Beethoven
going in raptures over music, though stone deaf.

Square kites, with the main string set in the
center, do not need bobs, but usually the Japanese
hoy attaches two very long tails made of rice-
straw.

The usual size ofa kite in Japan is two feet square,
hut often four feet; and | have seen many that were
six feet high. Of course, such a kite needs very
heavycord, which is carried in a basket or on a big
sik They require a man, or a very strong boy,
'oraise them; and woe betide the small urchin
"ho attempts to hold one in a stiff breezc! The
huraming monster in the air will drag him off his
fot, puli him over the Street, or into the ditch,
before he knows it.  Tie such a kite to a dog’s tail,
andno Japanese canine could even tura round to
hite the string. If the Government allowed it,
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boys and young men would make kites as large as
an elephant. Why do they not permit it? 1 can
best answer the question by telling you a true
story.

In nearly every large city in Japan there is, or
was, a large castle, in which the prince ofthe prov-
ince or his soldiers lived in time of peace, or fought
in time of war. In Nagoya, in the province of
Owari, in the central part of the main island, was
seen the largest and fincst ofall the castlcs in Japan.
They were built of thick walls of stone masonry
from twenty to one hundred feet high, and divided

(DRAWN BY A JAPANESE ARTIST.)

from the outside land by moats filled with water.
At the angles were high towers, built of heavy
beams of wood covered with lime to make them
fire-proof, and roofed with tiles. They had many
gables like a pagoda, and port-holes or Windows
for the archers to shoot out their arrows on the
besiegers. These Windows were covered with cop-
per or iron shutters. At the end of the topmost
gable of the tower, with its tail in the air, was a
great fish made of bronze or copper, from six to
ten feet high, weighing thousands of pounds. It
was a frightful monster of a fish, looking as if
Jonah would be no more in its mouth than a sprat
in a mackerel's. It stood on its lower gili, like a
boy about to walk on his hands and head. It
always reminded me of the old-fashioned candle-
sticks, in which a glass dolphin rampant, with very
thick lips, holds a candle in his glass tail. In
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Japan, however, the flukes of this bronze fish’s ta.il,
instead of a candle, were usually occupied by a
live hawk, or sometimes an eagle, cormorant, or
falcon. Half the birds in Fukui solemnly be-
lieved the castle towers to have been built for their
especial perch and benefit. 1 often have seen
every fish-tail of the castle occupied by crows.
They were finishing their toilet. enjoying an after-
dinner nap, or making speeches to each other,
observing the rules of order no better than some
assemblies in which several persons talk at once.

We sometimes say of a boy having wealthy
parents, that “ he was born with a silver spoon in
his mouth.” Now, as the Japanese eat with chop-
sticks, and use their silver for other purposes, they
express nearly the same idea in other words.

In Japan, the better class of people— those who
enjoy the privilege of wealth, education, of posi-
tion— live either within or near the castle. One
of the first things a well-born Japanese baby sees
and learns to know out-doors is the upright bronze
fish on the castle towers. Henee a Japanese is
proud to say, “ | was born within sight of the
skachihoko” (the Japanese fiame of this fish). The
princes of Owari were very proud, rich, and pow-
erful; and they determined to erect gold instead
of bronze fishes on their castle. So they engaged
famous gold and silver smiths to make them a
skachihoko ten feet high. Its tail, mouth, and fins
were of solid beaten silver. Its scales were plates
of solid gold. Its eyes were ofblack glass. It cost
many thousands of dollars, and required about
twenty men to lift it.

This was at Nagoya, a city famous for its bronzes,
porcelain vases, cups, and dishes, its wonderful
enamel work callcd cloisonné, and its gay fans.
Thousands of the Japanese fans with which we cool
our faces in summer were made in Nagoya. Well,
when, after much toil and the help of great derricks
and tackling, the great object was raised to its
place, thousands of persons carne from a distance
to see the"golden wonder. The people of Nagoya
felt prouder than ever of their handsome city.
In all kinds of weather, the golden fish kept its
color and glittering brightness, never tarnishing or
blackening like the common skachihoko on other
castles. Morning and evening, the sunbeams
gilded it with fresh splendor. The gold and the
sunlight seemed to know each other, for they always
kissed. The farmers’ children, who lived miles
distant in the country, clapped their hands with
joy when the flashing flukes on the castle towers
gleamed in the air. The travelers plodding along
.the road, as they mounted a hill, knew when the
city was near. though they could not see anything
but the gleam like a star of gold.

Alas that | should tell it! What was joy to
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the many, was temptation to some. They we»
led to envy, then to covet, then to steal the prheR
A man whose talents and industry niight havj
made him rich and honored, became a robberl
— first in heart, and then in act. Fie began lol
study how he might steal the golden fish.” Howl
was he to'reach the roof of the tower? Even if]e|
could swim the moat and scale the wall, he couldl
not mount to the top story or the roof. The gatesl
were guarded. The sentinels were vigilant. andl
armed with sword and spear. How should hel
reach the golden scales?

The picture tells the story. It was drawn by thel
famous Japanese artist in Tokio, Ozawa, and isl
true to the faets, as | have seen, or have been toldl
them. A kite, twenty-five feet square, was madel
of thick paper, with very strong but light bambool
frame, with tough rope for a tether, and a pairofl
bobs strong enough to lift two hundred pounds.i
No man could liold such a kite. The rope «asi
wound round a windlass and paid out by one per-l
son, while two men and three boys held the hand-1
cart. A very dark, cloudy night, when a briskl
wind was up, was chosen. W hen all was readyat |
midnight, the hand-cart was run out along thel
moat, the robber with prying-tools in his belt, andl
his feet in loops at the end of the bobs, mounted |
on the perilous air-ship, more dangerous thana]
balloon. The wind was in the right direction, and |
by skillful movements of the cart and windlass, thel
robber, after swinging like a pendulum for a fewl
minutes, finally alighted on the right roof. Fasten-1
ing the bobs so as to secure his descent, he |
the work ofwrenching off the golden scales.

This he found no easy task. The goldsmithsl
had riveted them so securely that they defied hisl
prying, and the soft, tough metal could not be toml
off. He dared not make any clinking noisewithl
hammer or chisel, lest the sentinels should hearl
him. After what appeared to be several hours T
work, he had loosened only two scales, worth]|
scarcely more than fifty dollars.

To make a long story short, the man was caught.
The sentinels were awakened, and the crime de-
tected. The robber was sentenced to die a cruel |
death,— to be boiled in oil. His accomplices re-1
ceived various other degrees of punishment. Thel
Prince of Owari issued a decree forbidding the fly-1
ing ofany kites above a ccrtain small sizc. Hence-
forth the grand oid kites which the boys of the
province had flown in innocent fun were nerer |
more to be seen.

As for the big golden fish, it was afterwaxd taken
down from the castle in Nagoya, and kept inte
prince’s treasure-house. When | saw it, itwasin
Tokio at the museum. It was afterward takento]
Vienna and exhibited at the Exposition in 1873
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EXTRACTS FROM THE JOURNAL OF A
BLUE-COAT GIRL.

[ThereadasofSt. Nicholas will find all about the Blue-Coats in
| VEy first atticle of the first number of the magazine.
km educated there as well as boys, but the girls’ school after a while

| ,asremoved lo Hertford.]

Girls were

Marc/i30th, 1689.— Oh ! what shall I do? Such
llittle thing as | to be left all alone! Father!
Imother! where are you ? Can not you speak to
me from the better world where you are gone
mvay? It is so lonely, that I must keep this little
journal to talk all to myself. I promised dear

athat | would do it. Little he thought, when
he took so much pains to teach me to read and
irrite, tliat 1 should soon have no other comfort.
Can it be possible, that only last week, dear mam-
ai ivas with me, sitting so palé and gentle in that
chair, with her lovely white hair and darling oid
face? And now, where is she ? And what shall |
do? There is no one to love me, or take care of
Imeany more.

My Unele carne to see about the funeral. He is
| very coid and formal, and not a bit like mamma.
li does not seem as if he could be her brother. He
isoid and poor, and badly dressed, and thin. He
cannot do anything for me, he says, he is such a
poor man. His eyes look wild sometimes; he
| frightens me. Ah ! 1 cannot stay here. Every-
Ithing must be sold he says, and | must even part
with mother’s chair. Her Bible I will keep. No
|oreshall take that from me, if | starve.

Hoiv it rains and blows ! What a stormy night!
land she is lying alone there, in that dreadful
church-yard, under the black, dripping trees. Oh,
mother! mother!

Apriljrd.— All is sold and gone, even mother’s

| cheirand bed. Unele John gave me money to pay
the landlady, and said, “ It is better so, child.”
Perhaps it is; but I’ve kept the portraits, and

i mother's clothes, and her Bible and Prayer-Book.
Mother was a good Church-woman, if father was

la Round Head. | don’'t know what a Round
Head means, but it can’'t be anything bad, except

iet poor papa lost all his money very long ago,

before 1 was born; and we were so poor always.

Before papa gave up hisliving, mamma said we had

suwcha happy home in a beautiful parsonage, by an

my-towered church down in Devonshire, and not
feroff were great cliffs, with thickets of gorse and
}femand bramble at the top, and the wide sea
tossing and shining below. But | was not born

Ben There were other ehildren, but they are all

idnow. How I wish one— just one— of them had

lived! I should like to see the sea (I who have
never been out of London in my life), and to play-
6n the beach with those little brothers and sisters.
But | forget— they would all be grown up now.
Mother used to talk so much about Dorothy, who
had fair hair like me, and was so very lovely. 1
wonder if | look a bit like her? She would have
been married now, and | should have lived with
her. Somehow, | feel as if I would rather have
had a brother who was strong and big, to run
races on the beach mother told me of. What a
baby | talk like ! Yet, I'm not much more than a
baby, tliough the neighbors tell me I'm “ old-fash-
ioned,” and 1 do feel very oid, at least fifteen,
though I'm only twelve. But nursing poor mam-
ma, and the funeral, and all the dreadful things,
have made me feel so very, very oid.

Unele says he will send me to school, to Christ’s
Church “ Spittle.” 1 wonder what it’s like, and if
I shall be very unhappy there? Anything is better
than this empty room, with the eyes in the pictures
following me about, as | siton mother’s chest; and
oh, I willnotcryso! 1 will try--———

Aprilgth.— I've been here at the school almosta
week, and oh ! it’s dreadful! So many girls star-
ing at me ! And these long rows of beds, and 1|
can’'t even sleep alone. The high walls seem to
shut me in from mother, and the church-yard is far
away. The great courts are bare and desoiate,
and oh, how hard the mistress is! [If she beats
me, | know | shall run away, I know I shall! oh,
mother! mother! But where could I go? Our
good Kate, that lived with us so long, is married
away in Scotland. | could not find her. And the
public suppers !— (the dinners are the worst!) The
great tables, and the noise and staring of people,
and slamming of trenchers, and clashing of knives
and pewter mugs, and the great joints of mutton
that smell so, and the coarse boiled beef, so salt.
Yesterday was Thursday, and there was fresh beef
in hunches, and the girl who sat next me, who
squints so, said, “ Don’'t you hate gags?” In the
morning there are great chunks of bread she calis
“ crugs,” and small beer in great buckets. But
the broth, so thick, and slab, and choking, I can’t
help minding that. What an ungrateful child I
am, to feel so, when | ought to be thankful to be
here, and not think of the nice things | used to
make and share with mother. Unele was very
good to get me here. He is a very poor man,
he says. | know he lives all alone in a dreary oid
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lodging in a dingy Street. | may go and see him
sometimes, and | am glad, for he has taken care of
the portraits and mother’s chest for me, which has
her wedding dress and things. How pretty she
must have looked in the sky-blué brocade with
white roses! She was pretty, even when she died,
an oid lady.

Ah, welll 1'll try to make the best of things. |
am young and healthy; and, perhaps, when I leave
school, they may get me a place in the country,
with lafies and hedge-rows such as mother used to
talk of in Devonshire, where the wild roses hang
over the red banks, with fern, and briony, and dai-
sies. How she used to talk of those things! Just
before she died, she showed me a sprig of spced-
well in her Bible, all brown and faded. It was a
pretty blue flower once, like Dorothy’s eyes, and
she gathered it the day she left home forever. My
eyes are blue, too. Father gave up his living to
join Cromwell, but when the King carne in, all was
lost, and wc were always poor. Butbeinga Round
Head must be something noble, after all.

April jjth, 1689.—This has been a very great
holiday, for my unele took me to see the corona-
tion. The King is a very fine man, to be sure,
and Quecn Mary looked lovely in her robes. My
Gnele knows a verger of the Abbev, and he put us
into a little nook in the clere-story, where we could
look down on everything. I never dreamed of
anything so beautiful; and the new music by Mr.
Handel ! oh! it was like heaven ! Such splendid
lords and ladies ! 1 wondered if | should ever wear
anything besides this coarsc, blue stuff and a bib-
apron. Mother was lady cnough to have been
there in her sky-blue brocade. Some people that
were near us hissed softly and said he was n’t the
right king, but she must have been the right
queen, in her robes all velvet and ermine, and she
so gentle and mild. She smiled like an angel.

May 1501, 1689.— | don’t write much in myjour-
nal, it malees me too sad, and | don’'t have much
time. The other day, as we were coming out of
chapel, boys first and girls after, | saw a boy sitting
on the steps with his face hidden in his hands. It
was against the rules to speak, but 1 did linger and
ask him what was the matter, when the rest were
gone. He said his father and mother were dead,
and he wanted to go to sea, but his grandfather
would send him here, and it was very unkind. He
was to be educated here first, he said, and then go

to sea. But he wanted to go to sea now. He would
run away. A great tear trickled through his fin-
gere. lcould not help wondering why abig, strong

boy should cry, and then I remembered how sad |
had been, and how alike we were in our lives. |
talked to him a little, and said it would be much
better to wait and get an education, and then he
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might go into. the navy, instead of being a common
sailor. He said Iwas a brave girl, and | was right
His grandfather was an admiral, and he meant to
be one too. But he believed his grandfather hated
him, and had put him into this bad place, where he
was flogged almost every day, and he meant to bea
great man some day, on purpose to spite him. “ He
hated my father,” said he, “ because he wasa
music master, and married my mother against his
will, and he never spoke to my mother again. But
my fatherwas notbad ; he was good and kind, and
played beautifully on hisStradivarius."”

I ran away then, but | had been seen, and I got
a whipping and bread and water. 1did n'tcare,
though, for I was glad to comfort him. His fare
was Charles Stanley.

June loth, 1690.— My Gnele comes often to sc
me, and gets leave to take me out for long walksin
the country on holidays. | love to walk with himin
the lafies near Kcnsington, and to gather flowers in
the fields,— mother’s favorite flowers. One davhe
took me to see the beasts at the Roya! Exchange.
How the lion did roar and frighten me ! Charles
Stanley was there, feeding the elephant with apples.
I wonder he was r.'t afraid.

July 6th, 1690.— This evening my Gnele took e
to see a great illumination and fire-works because
ofa great victory, the battle of the Boyne. Itwss
a very important battle, he said, and had seated
King William and Oueen Mary firmly Ol te
throne, and the Papists could not make head again.
1 don’t know much of politics, but | hope 110 liam
will happen to the Oueen. My father never iked
Papists. The illumination was splendid. Even
house had ever so many candles; for if a housews
not lighted, the crowd was furious, and threatened
to tear it down, screaming “ No Popery!” like
mad. On the Thamcs were lighted barges, full of
splendid people, and the King and Queen on te
steps of Whitehall, and wonderful fire-works oi
Britannia and Neptune, and Plenty, and Fame,
and Glory. My Unele explained all to me very
kindly.

Septeniber 8th, 1690.— Charles Stanley comes lo
talk to me whenever he can get a chance. | gerne
rally get punished forit; but I don’t tell hims
He says he is, though. One day he broughtmea
nosegay, and wanted me to promise to be hs
sweetheart, but | said it was nonsense, and re
went away quite angry. He says he likes school
better now, and studies hard, though the masteris
cruel sometimes. |I’'m sorry | made him angry.

May 20th, 1692.— My Unele carne again today,
and took me to see the rejoicings over the great
naval victory of La Hogue over the French ad
oid King James. He must be very bad, tomake
so much trouble, and cause so many people ©
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killed. 1 hope Charles Stanley wont go into
navy till there 's peace. It was a good deal
the other illumination, only finer. A great,

all of fire, was on the river, and the whole
was as light as day. There was Service at
Paul's, very solemn and beautiful with grand

the whole school went. People seemed
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May lyth, 1694:— My Unele carne to-day, and
talked a great deal about something very bad, he
called the Bank— the new Bank of England. |
could n’t understand it at all, but he looked quite
wild. He said this banking was a dreadful, fatal
thing, a great monster that would ruin and devour
everybody. Banks and kings, he said, could never

COMFORTING CHARLES STANLEY.

adwith joy, the rejoicings lasted three days, and
* bells never stopped ringing all the time.

hify iS/h, 1692.— Charles Stanley ran up to me
“eday, and said, “ You shall be my little wife,
«reday.” And he cut offa lock of my hair, just
ofront, where it shows, and put something in my
»dand ran away. It was the halfof a sixpence !
"ish he would n't! The girls all tease me so.
faalwill keep the piece.

exist together. Some people said that the bank
would help the King, but he knew better. Banks
were Republican institutions. This was only an-
other of the plots, plots, plots! He raved like a
madman. | asked him if it would hurt poor folks
like us. He said he hoped not. He “ was poor,
very poor.” I'm sure he looks so—all thin and
sickly, and his clothes so threadbare. I wish 1
was oid enough to take care of him. He hardly
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looks as if he had enough to cat.
Unele! i

Nov. loth, TO%.— 1 don’t like to think of there
being so many executions, and plots, and dreadful
things. My Unele wanted me to go to the hang-
ings to-day of the enemies of the King, but I would
not see one for the world. There is a great deal
of small-pox in London now. It would be awful if
it got into Christ’s Church. Some say the Quecn
has got it, some the King, some the Duchess of
Marlborough. It could not make her much uglier.
I saw her in. her State coach one day. There were
prayers for the Queen in the Abbey yesterday.

Dec. 27th, 1694.— W e are all dressed in black.
The poor, good Queen is dead. It is a sad Christ-
mas liolidays. Everybody is heart-broken, and
the King in agonies of grief, people say; for he
loved her dearly, and was with her night and day,
though she died of that dreadful small-pox. W hat
will happen now ? She was so good! They say
she has founded a hospital for poor sailors, and
helped the Huguenots, who were so cruelly used in
Franee. What a dreadful thing it would be if
King James should come back ! My Unele thinks
he will, and, at any rate, that he and his son will
make trouble if they can. There is peace now, at
any rate, and the good Queen was glad of that
when she died. She was reconciled to Princess
Anne on her death-bed. People are very uneasy,
and there are plots upon plots. If Marlborough
had n’'t been a traitor, he might have helped us
now. My Unele told me all this politics. The
Queen is lying in State at Whitehall, and crowds
go to see her, notwithstanding small-pox.

Jan. isi, 1695.— Our good friend, the verger,
let us see the funeral in the Abbey. Oh, how I
cried ! The organ roared like a thunder-storm,
and then it was like a sweet, sad voice. The pro-
cession was very fine, with four royal State mourn-
ing coaches,— all black and silver,— and a grand
hearse with six pairs of splendid black horses, and
black-and-white plumes three feet high, and em-
broidered hangings. Almost everybody wept as it
passed ; but it was horrible ! there were some bad
people who hissed, and groaned, and even spat.
They must have been Jacobites or Papists. The
poor King was as palé and white as a ghost. It
was a very, very sad day.

July 12th, 1695.— W hat a big girl I am grow-
ing. | must leave here soon and go into service.
A great, big, grand city lady carne to-day to see
about taking me, dressed in a fine tabby gown,
with lace lappets, and such a high head ! with long
pinners and streamers. She carne in a fine coach,
and yet she looked so cross and asked so many
questions that | was glad she did not take me.
Perhaps the next one will be nicer. Oh1 why

Poor, poor
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must | go away from here? | have not beenven
unhappy, and | am used to if. These oid cloister
are pleasant in the sunshine, and 1 like the grU
and they like me. 1 am never beaten now, ad
though they make a servant of me, as they doo
all the big girls, I do not mind that. It prepare
me for the future. 1 do not mind work if it isrtt
too hard. They say, perhaps | shall be 'premia

I just wish I did know what was to become ofne. |

August igt/i, 1695.— Charles Stanley carmne 1
bid me good-by. He says that he is going ino
the navy, and that his grandfather is kinder tohm
now, for he is ill and oid, and has no one to tad
care of him but a sister who is oldcr than hel
“ This will be my last chance to see you, Millicent,")
said he, “ for | am going to stay at his house, ad
from there into the navy. By and by when 11
my own master, we will be married, dear Milly, and
you shall be a lady, as you deserve.”

Oh, how sweet it sounded ! But | said Iwasa
poor girl, and I could not promise mvsell to himl
for his family would be angry, and when he wert]
into the world he would find some real lady1l
marry, and be sorry he was bound to me. Afi]
he said, I was a real lady, and he would res]
have any other, and | looked too good for himid
my blue stuff gown. He showed me his half-sal
pence and | showed him mine, but | did not proml
ijse. It was hard.

Sept. 8th, 1695.— My Unele is ill, and | got leanj
to go and see him. He was lying all alone in:
wretched garret, palé and ill, with no one totad
care of him, but he said he was better, and |
would not let me stay. On the way home anum]
ber of wild young men, half tipsy, ran up tor
and one of them took me by the arm, and triedtd
puli me away. | screamed and was dreadfullyi
frightened, when who should run up but Charla
Stanley 1 It was strange that he should have bad
there, when his grandfather lives near St. James!
It was ciése by Christ’'s Church, and he gawej
whoop, and a dozen blue-coats carne running up|
They gave the young lords (they must have beer
lords, they were so richly dressed) such a beating
Charles Stanley kicked the one who spoke tomi
quite out of sight. Then he went to the outel
gate with me, and tried to make me promiseagainj
but | held out. He will soon be off, he says.

Sept. 9U1, 1695.— I felt as if I ought to g
my Unele again this evening, but | hardly da#
until I thought of putting on a big pair of specta
cies of my father’s, and carrying a stick. Thegil
all laughed, and one said she would n't mndi
word from a handsome gentleman; and anot«|
said, not even Charles Stanley would know ne
was glad of that. So | went out with the ga
on, stooping and walking lame and leaning onl
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‘tick, with my hood over my face, and no one even
jokedatme. Unele was better.

Sepl. 10th, 1695.— A dreadful thing has hap-
Inoned. My poor Unele was found dead in his bed
Ithe morning after 1 was there. He must have

all alone in the night. His funeral is to be
Ito-morrow. Poor oid Unele! And now I am truly
lili alone, without a friend. If I could have dared
lo promise Charles Stanley ! But 1 was right. He
ssohandsome and so brave that he must go into
mother world from me. | wonder when they will

.tme aplace! [Ifl could only be his servant!

Sepl- 1lth, 1695.— To-day at dinner there was a
jreat buzz as | carne in, and the mistress carne up

lonstrous polite, and said : “ There’s great news
Ifor you, Miss. Something very wonderful has
lappened.” | could n’'t think what she meant by
|“Miss,” I was always plain Milly before. “ Your
"unde has left you a big fortune,” says she. “ His

Iwas found under his pillow, and he was worth,

,s0 much ! 1 don’t remember." Everything
ipnround, and | turned giddy and sick. They
brought me some water and then some wine.

iur, poor Unele! He must have been crazy to
iveso. It is very strange; it don't seem real. It
an't be! | am afraid the first thing I thought of

Charles Stanley. He did not come near me
‘retday, when they were all wishing me joy, and

:so polite.

‘pt. nth, evening.— They have given me a
prettyroom to myself to-night, and it is so still and
Ipleasant, after the great, stifling dormitory. There
san oriel window looking out upon the court, and

ue violets and snow-drops in the window, and a
[filieboiv-pot on the table of spring flowers. How

nteful 1 ouglit to be ! It isvery quiet and still,

1the great clock has just struck twelve, yet no

jcomes to make me put out the light. How
moonlight falls on the cloisters. I cannot
fleep. 1 think and think, and everything seems to
1bubbling and boiling around me. | wonder if
jrewine has got into my head? | have never
isted it since mother died.
12th.— Mistress said this morning that it
snot strange after so great a change and such
1fortune left me, that I could not sleep for joy.

Idon't think 1 feel any joy. So much money

1be a great burden. But I will give a great

ledl of it away to the poor, and then live in a
meet little house in the country, like mother’s,

mong green lafies and fields. *okoox kX

p)' Unele was buried to-day; all the school was

tere, and it was a very handsome funeral, which

la great comfort to me. He was so shabby

'nen he was alive ! But | saw nothing of Charles
ptanley. After the funeral, who should come to
phrists Church to see me but the Lord Mayor’s

lady, all in velvet and satin. | was never so much
frightened in my life, and she so kind, and grand,
and polite. And she said: “ My dear, don't be
frightened, but there is something that pleases me
very much. A blue-coat boy has had a fortune,
the same as yours, left him on the very same day,
and we think it would be a very pretty thing to
make it a match between you.”

I grew sick again, and then | burst into tears,
and she was so kind, that somehovv | got bold
enough to say that | loved some one whom, per-
haps, | should never see again, but | could never,
never marry any one else. | was very young, and
why, why need | think about it? And then, she,
so kind all the time, said that nothing should ever
be done against my will, and she wiped my eyes
with her own ’kcrchicf, and said : “ My dear young
friend, don’'t be worried. | only ask you to see
this young man of whom | speak, for he is every
way worthy of you, and you may, in time, forget
the other and learn to valué and esteem him as he
deserves.” | knew better, and | said, at first, that
I never would see him; but she said ever so much,
and insisted that | should go with her, and made
me get into her grand gold coach, and go to her
grand house. To think of my riding in a coach
with the Lady Mayoress! | was so bewildered 1
hardly knew anything till she took me into a great
room, and there, standing by a fine harpsichord,
was Charles Stanley ! 1 was wondering, as if in a
dream, how he got there, when the Lady Mayoress
said : “ This is the young man, my dear, of whom
1spoke.” 1 gave a cry, and | don’'t know what
happened next, only we were alone, and Charles
was holding me up. Everything was right after
that. Charles told me his grandfather was dead,
and he had a great fortune, and it should be all
mine. He wished | had n't one too, but that could
n't be helped, and we would be married directly
and be ever so happy. The bestof it is that he is
not going into the navy, but we are going to live
at his grandfather’s seat in Devonshire. Think of
it! In Devon! Not so very far from Mary
Church, either ; and he will take me there.

I wonder how much the Lady Mayoress knew ?
Charles could not tell me.

Sepl. i8th, 1695.— Such a beautiful wedding as
we have had to-day. There was a grand dinner
for all the school afterward. Charles was dressed
in blue satin, led by two of the prettiest girls, and
I in blue, with a green apron and yellow petticoat
(but all of silk), led by two boys. All the school
went before, singing and strewing flowers, and thus
we went from Chepo to Guildhall, where we were
married by no less than the Dean of St. Paul's!
The Lord Mayor, his lady, and a great many fine
people were there, and | feltvery happy, but I must
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say rather shame-faced. A great many handsome
presentswere sent me, and the Lord Mayor gave me
a silver tankard, and his lady a silvcr porringer. All
the dear girls gave me something; one a pincushion,
another a shift that she had made, and a great
Bible from the mistress. And some cried, and all
kissed me good-by and wished me joy, and said 1

MASTER. (M

had been a credit to the school. | ¢ sorrytol
part from them all, and did not know how I lovedl

the place till I left it. To-morrow we godowntol
Hartley End, the grand seat of the admiral iJ
Devon. | wish it were a cottage, but | supposeitl

can’'t be helped. | am afraid | shall be too happyl
ever to write in my journal again.

Millicent Stanley.

“ Two wcalthy cirizens are latcly dead, and Icft their estatcs, one to a Blue-Coat boy and the other to a Blue-Coat girl in Chritt'sl

Hospital,— the extraordinariness of
he in his habitof bine satin, ledby two ofthe girls,

whichhas ledsome of the niagistrates to carry iton to a match, which is ended in a public wedding= 1
and she in blue, with an apron grcen and petticoat yellow, all of sarsnct, lcd by i»01

of the boysof thehousc, through Cheapside to GuildhallChapel, where they were married by the Dean of St. Paul's, she given bymyl

Lord Mayor.The wedding dinner, itseems, was
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given inthe Hospital Hall.” — Pepys to Mrs.

Steward, Sept. 2oth, 1695.
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By J. T. Trowbridge.

Chapter XII.

JACOB IS LEFT BEHIND.

It was still pouring heavily when the tug’s skiff
carne alongside the steamboat, and the drenched
passengers were taken on board. An excited crowd
awaited them at the gangway, among whom Jacob
noticed Florie's mother, and the mother of the
twins.

“01), girls!” exclaimed Mrs. Chipperly, her
arms extended, “ how did it happem? 1 told you
there was danger ! You'll ketch your death-colds !
And just look at your dresses! They're a sight
to behold ! Dory, my dear, where’s your hat?”

“ Don’'t talk of hats and dresses, when we 're
half drowned !” said Dory, as she reached the
deck and stood dripping. “ I thought much as
could be I was gone, one spell, but somebody
pulled me up where | could hold on to the boat.”

Perhaps she did not know that that somebody
was Jacob. Nor did he think of taking any credit
for what he had done. He felt that he must be an
object of horror to everybody, as he was to himself.

“ Oh, Jacob !” said Florie’s mother, as she re-
ceived the dripping girl in her arms.

Florie had just said, “ Don’t blame him or any-
body— he saved my life!” But Jacob had not
heard that; fAor did he know that the mother
spoke his iame in an impulse of real gratitude.

He did not get out of the boat. When all the
other drenched ones were on board the steamer,
the oarsmen asked him if he was n’t going too.

“ No !” said he. “ I am going with you to look
for him."

“ It's no use ; you can’t help,” they said.

“ But | am going!” he answered, firmly.

The steamer’s whistle was blowing. She wasoffl
the bar now, and was ready to start. After so|
much loss of time, the captain was anxious to5
under way. Having helped the others up, hel
noticed Jacob still in the boat, and called to him;

“ Come aboard ! We must be offnow !”

“ Not without finding him ?" replied Jacob,in|
almost savage despair.

“ If there was any hope of saving him, or anyl
use in waiting, we would stay,” said the captain. [
“ But we can do nothing. The tug will continiie|
the search. Come aboard !”

He spoke in a tone of command, but not unl
kindly, for he was the last man to think of blaming|
Jacob for such an accident.

“ Go ?” said the boy. “ And leave himt” Hel
spoke as if some utter impossibility, some base adl
criminal act, had been proposcd to him. *“ Heis]|
the only friend | have in the world ! | can’'tgo

“ Then we must leave you,” said the captain.

“ 1 can’t help it,” Jacob replied, in a passion of|
grief. “ I shall stay with the tug.”

“ 1 understand your feelings,” said the captain, |
touched by the boy’s devotion and despair. *“ Buj
don’'t be foolish. Take a friend’s advice. Youl]
were not much to blame ; and your staying canc
no good. | ’'ll take you to Cincinnati. No mnatter|
about your fare, if you have n't any money.”

“ Hasn't my fare been paid ?” said Jacob, start
ing from his stupor of woe.

“ No. Mr. Pinkey said he would payit Bul|
he had n’'t yet paid his own. He would havedonel
it, of course, before he left the boat. Come aboard”™
my lad ! You have n’t got your baggage.”
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'That don't amount to much,” said Jacob.
1"But I'U go for it,” he added, after a moment’s
| hesitation.

His anguish for the loss of his friend had up to
I thistime been of so wholly unselfish a nature, that
rehadnotonce thought of his little black traveling-

;and its modest contents, or ofany such trivial
Imetter. He had indeed felt in how utterly desoiate
lacondition he would be, in Cincinnati or any-
where, without his friend,— if that was selfish. But
now, at the captain’s kindly meant words, a more
| sordid consideration intruded upon his grief.

Not only were all his clothes left in the little
[state-room,— everything, in fact, which he pos-
liessed in the world, besides the drenched garments

had on,— but all his money was in the belt
Iwhich Alphonse wore about his body.

This was an additional reason for his remaining,
Iffhich he had not considered before. He thought
litso mean and selfish a motive, that he did not
Ispeak of it now.

“ Please to take charge of his things,” he said to
Ithe captain. “ | will take mine.” Then to the
Imenin the boat: “ Wait for me one minute!”—
landhe hurried to the state-room for his bag.

The lighted saloon, through which he passed
md repasscd, presented a cheerful contrast to the
Istormand gloom without. The table was set; the
Isupper waited. The cheer and comfort he was
lleaving for darkness and uncertainty, did not
Itenpt him; itseemed rather like a mockery of his
laffiiction. How could any one eat and drink and
ibe merry in the cabin that night, while he who
lhadso lately been the bright star of all was in the
iblack depths of the river ?

He knew the room occupied by Florie and her
imother. He paused just a moment at the door,
ijlonging to know that all was well with the young
igirl after her narrow escape. Perhaps he would
lhave wished to speak with them,— to beg their
iforgiveness and bid them good-bye, since he was
ijgoing, never to see them again. But he could not

i°p. He heard Florie’s voice, and was grateful.

hat ifshe too had been lost? The bare thought

»what would have been his feclings in such a case

>too terrible.
The saloon was almost deserted. Nobody gave
jrenany attention as he hurried out. The passen-

lon the sheltered parts of the decks were too
Jintentwatching the second boat from the steamer
°give much heed to Jacob. The yawl had gone
JPand down in the rain, searching the river and
lesliorc, and the fallen trees along by the shore,

traces of the body, and was now returning,

‘gging something heavy in its wake.

Jacob felt a shudder of dread, as he saw it at first

eobscurity. But a flash of lightning, flooding

the scene with one swift, dazzling gleam, showed
him what it was.

The water-logged boat was in tow. The passen-
gers, crowding to look over at it, did not notice
him. The captain too was occupied giving orders,
and he dropped unobserved into the tug’s boat.

The men pushed off. Jacob gave one backward
look, and felt a sharp sting of regret, as he saw the
groups on the deck and heard the muffled rush of
the great paddles rolling slowly to keep the steam-
boat in the stream. The deck-hands were hauling
in the hawser. Then carne the sound as of a small
cataract, as the water-logged boat, raised by the
steamer’s tackle, bow foremost, poured its contents
into the river. Over all was heard the voice of the
captain coolly giving his orders for the start. The
paddles stopped, then rolled the other way, the
whistle gave a wild snort, and the steamboat and
the tug parted company.

The storm was now nearly over. It was still
raining a little where Jacob was; but the clouds in
the west were broken, showing a peaceful sunset
sky— a sea of liquicl gold overtopped by avalanches
of fire-tinted snow. Toward that gate-way of glory
the steamer glided away, and disappeared ; while
over Jacob’s head still hung the rainy canopy, bor-
dered in the west with a fringe of surging llame.

Chapter XIII.

DEPARTURE OF THE TUG-BOAT.

IT was not until the excitement caused by the
accident had subsided a little, that anybody thought
of making inquiry for Jacob.

* 1did n’t mean to let him off,” said the captain,
coming in late to the supper-table. “ | thought if
I got him to come aboard for his baggage, | could
keep him. But | was busy for a few minutes after,
and when | thought of him again he was gone.
He is certainly a plucky little fellow ! How is your
daughter, Mrs. Fairlake?”

The question was addressed to.Florie’s mother,
who was also sitting down to a late cup of tea.

“ Florence is quite comfortablc,” she replied,
without her usual drawl. “ 1've been so absorbed
in my care of her, that | feel myselfquite guilty—
I 've scarcely thought of that brave boy at all!
She is sure that he saved her life, and that she
carne very near drowning him,— she does n’'t know
what saved them. It is terrible to think of his
being left behind! What will become of him ?
He has no money.”

“ Are you sure of that ?” said the captain.

“ He told me that Mr. Pinkey had his money.”

“ And Pinkey has gone to the bottom with it!”
remarked Mrs. Chipperly, taking some nice bits
from the table, to carry to the state-room for her
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daughters. “ No wonder the boy was so anxious
to stay and have the body recovered !”

“ 1Idon’t think the money was his chief motive,
by any means !” said Mrs. Fairlake. “ He idolized
Mr. Pinkey.” Something of the drawl carne into
her voice again as she added : “ He thought him
a perfect model of a fine gentieman ! You can
hardly wonder at it; Pinkey’s manners were extra-
ordinary, and Jacob is very young.”

“ If my head had n’'t been full of other matters,”
said the captain, “ I would have kept the boy
aboard long enough at least to have a purse made
up for him.”

“ Oh, why did n't you?” exclaimed Mrs. Fair-
lake. “ | suppose | am wicked, but I must own
that | am a great deal more troubled about him
than | am about Mr. Pinkey. Mr. Pinkey doesn’t
seem to me to be a very genuine character; and
somehow his death does n’t seem to be real. If he
should walk into the cabin now, with that pretty
mustache and that exquisite smile of his, | don’t
think | should be at all surprised.”

Jacob was at this time in even a more pitiable
situation than anybody imagined. The steamboat
was gone; and now the tug-boat, which he had ex-
pected would remain, perhaps all night if the body
was not sooner found, was going too.

It was growing dark ; and after dragging the
river-bottom and cruising up and down until further
search seemed useless, the captain recalled his mcn.

The tug was laid up by the bank a little distance
down the river. The boat carne alongside, the
men got out, and it was taken in tow.

Drenched, haggard, broken-hearted, Jacob stood
upon the tug, with his little black bag in hand.
The moon shone upon the river and the wooded
shores. The water gurgled mournfully under the
wales. The hands were preparing to cast off.

“ Which is the captain ?” Jacob inquired.

“ There at the wheel,” said one of the men who
had been in the boat with him.

Jacob approached the little wheel-house, and,
standing in the moonlight, spoke to a face that
looked out at him through the open window.

“ | thought you would stay and hunt longer!”
he burst forth with a sob, after trying in vain to
control his voice.

“ Stay?” echoed the captain. “ We can’t stay
all night. W e’ve done more than we agreed to,
and now we must be off.”

“ Where are you going ?” said Jacob, mastering
himselfat last.

* To Pittsburg. Where do you want to go ?”

* 1 don’t want to go anywhere 1”

“ You are easily satisfied, then,” said the captain.
He continued more kindly, seeing the utter discon-
solateness of the boyish figure trembling before
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him in the moonlight: “ If you want to g0 to
Pittsburg, or any place up the river, stay aboard;
1’1l give you your passage. It’s a liard case, i
know.”

“ What should | go back up the river for?” said
Jacob. “ I might have gone on to Cincinnati.
where | have an Unele ; but I can’t go back home!
— 1 have no home! | have n't a friend in the
world, now that he ”

“Well, make up your mind what you’ll do"
said the captain, “ for we 're off.”

“ My mind is made up,” replied Jacob.

“ Going ashore?”

The boy could not answer. A moment later he
stood alone on the bank. The men, who felta
great deal more kindness for him than they knew
how to express, called to him, and begged him to
come aboard.

He had not a voice even to thank them; hut
there he stood, silent, with only the great riverand
the solemn woods about him, and watchcd the tug
steam slowly away.

CHAPTER XIV.

NIGHT IN THE WILDF.RNESS.

IT was soon out of sight. The sottnd of paddles
and panting steam died in the distance, and Jacob
lieard only the noise of night-singing inseets about
him, and the roar of a torrent, causecl by the rain,
pouring down the bank into the river just abowe
the fallen trees. Then of a sudden he felt all the
loneliness and danger of his situation, and a sense
of fear carne over him.

He was in a wilderness— he knew not how far
from any human abode. He was wet and chilled,
for the weather had turned cool after the rain. He
had declined to sliare the hasty supper which the
tug's men offered him : he was not hungry then
and he was not hungry now— his heart was too ful
of misery. But he felt the need of food. He fdt
the need of warmth, and, more than all, the need
of human aid and sympathy.

He took a last look at the spot where his friend
had been lost,—where the water now shimmered
as brightly in the moonbeams as if there wee
never such a thing as loss or grief in the world,-
then, with a great sigh, turned away.

It was, after all, a sort of relief that he could mt
find what he sought. He would have sluiddered
to see any human-looking thing afloat, or washed
up against the bank. He would have been terrified
to meet his dead friend there alone.

He thought there must be a farming countrya
little back from the river, and that he might fin
help and shelter in some house not far away; »
he at once climbed up into the woods.
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The land continued to rise, and he went on and
wuntil he reached more level ground ; but it was
adllwoods— woods— as far as he went and as far as
hecould see. He tore his way through the wet
undergrowth; he stumbled at fallen trunks; he

ied cagerly forward, and stopped to listen often,
tith a heart beating hard with fatigue and fear.
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raccoon “ whinneyed,” or an owl filled the hollows
of the woods with its unearthly “ Who ! who !”
The moonlight slanted down through the thick
boughs and amidst the tail stems, making little
silver patches of light in masses of shadow, and
silver gleams on the trunks and bare ground,—
gleams which wavered as the boughs moved. He

“all woods— woods—as far as he went.”

For there was something fearful in the solitude.
‘hewind swept over the forest-tops with a low,
jnournful roar. Pattering drops fell, shaken in
«le showers from the boughs. A limb creaked
°erhead. As he moved on, the sound of his own

on the dead twigs had in it something

"minous and startling. When he stood still, a

was more than once deceived by these glimmer-
ings, thinking he saw a way out of the forest.
Then carne a rush of selfish thoughts'and self-
reproachcs.
W hat was he there for? He could do no good
to himself or anybody else. If Alphonse was
drowned, why, he was drowned, and that was the
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end of him. As for the money, he wished he had
never let him take it; but now, he did not want
it— he had a horror of it! Besides, the search for
it was hopeless. W hy had n’t he stayed on board
the steamboat, as any other boy would have done?

And again Jacob asked himself, as he had often
done before, when his conscience or his good im-
pulses had kept him from things which seemed
pleasant:

“ Why can't | do as other boys do who don’t
care? Joe Berry never would have left a comfort-
able berth on board a steamboat, to do as | have
done,— no, notif his own brother was lost in the
river! He’'d have looked out for himself. W hat
was it made me stop off? Mr. Pinkey was n't
always a good friend to me.”

Then he thought of all that gentleman’s faults,
and even blamed him for getting drowned and
putting him to so much trouble.

It is a comfort to know that such unworthy
thoughts as these did not continué long. The
boy’s stout heart soon rose from its terrible de-
pression. He was not sorry that he had stayed,
though he had stayed to so little purpose. He re-
membered only the better qualities of his friend,
and felt that he could never have been happy— that
he should always have hated and despised himself
— if he had left him to his sudden and dreadful
fate, and gone on in the steamboat, caring only for
his own safety and convenience.

It is sometimes worth the while to obey con-
science, and follow our better impulses, at what-
ever seeming sacrifice, if only for the after satisfac-
tion of feeling that any other course would have
been wrong. That precious satisfaction is, to
every noble nature, more than all worldly ends
unrighteously attained. Many a man, and many a
youth, would to-day give up all he has ever gained
by unworthy means, to be able to say to his own
soul, “ I resisted the temptation— | did right!”

But now that he had done all he could do, Jacob
saw that he ought to lose no time in caring for
himself. He became discouraged, at last, in his
efforts to find a house in the direction he had taken,
and turned back. Over humps and hollows and
through underbrush he went, and was glad to see
the shining river burst upon his sight again, as he
carne down out of the woods.

There were frequent villages scattered along the
shores, and he now resolved to keep on down the
river until he should come to one.

He had started, walking very fast, when a noise,
different from the sound of the wind in the tree-
tops, arrested him. It was the hoarse panting
breath of a steamboat coming up the river.

As it approached, its red signal lantern made
broken reflections in the water before the rushing
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prow. Its smoke-pipe spouted a huid fountainOf
cloud and fire. The cabin, with its doors and
many Windows, looked like a delicate shell full Of
light, as it advanced steadily up the stream, in the
misty moonshine.

It reminded Jacob of the companionship and
cheer he had lost, and made his present loneliness
seem all the wilder, all the more remoéte from
human aid. It carne abreast of him, alm ost within
reach of the sound of his voice, had he chosen to
hail it; then passed on, rolling its white wake in
the moon, and trailing its banner of smoke side-
ways far off over the darkened water.
and Jacob resumed his tramp.

He kept along the summit of the bank, which
sloped down some forty feet to the river, then a
its usual summer level, though not very low. At
high-water, that lofty bank was brimmed, and even
overflowed. There was a strip of grass alonghby
its edge, and above that rose the woodcd hills.

He walked about halfan hour, meeting with no
adventures, and finding no signs of any clearing or
settlement on the heights at his right.

Then the curve of the bank which he followed
changed abruptly. It took a sudden turn to the
north, while the river swept away toward the South-
west. The woods, too, receded suddenly; and he
soon found that he had come to some sort of inlet
or broad creek, which lay directly across his course,

It was gone,

Chapter XV.

THE RIVER PEDDLER.

As he stood on the bank, looking across the
misty gulf, uncertain what to do, he heard a dog
bark. The sound carne from the water’s edge
below, and only a few rods up the creek.

The moonlight slanted down the slope, ad
showed him some sort of craft by the shore. At
the farther end of it, a warm glow— ruddier than
the moonlight, and confined to a small spacc-
shone upon the bank and the water. The thing
looked to Jacob like some gigantic lightning-bug.

It proved to be a little box of a steamboat, occu-
pied by a man and a dog. The dog leaped on the
deck, and kept up a furious barking at the boyas
he approached. The man was soon visible, cook-
ing something at a curious little stove under a po-
jection of the deck, or cabin roof, over the bo™.

Jacob stopped at the top of the bank, afraidof
the dog. The man silenced the barking, and called
to him :

“ Want anything in my line ?”’

“ Yes,” said Jacob.

A pleasant odor from the cooking was wafted up
to him, and he saw that the man was frying fish.
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“Come down here, then,” said the man.’
“Wont the dog bite me ?”
“ Not without you go to take something from

“From the what?”
“The Ark. | aint exac’ly Father Noah; but
the flame of my craft. Have n't ye heard
and his Ark ? | thought you
n my line of business.”

‘I'm going to

“What is that?” said Jacob, descending the
1 bark

“My line of business? Dry goods, fancy goods,
Itin-ware, brooms, books,— anything, from one of
Imvpatent stoves to a side-comb,— the best variety
Ionthe river; come aboard and examine. Hush
lyour noise, Ripper!”

Ripper seemed to be the dog.
| hushed, and Jacob stepped aboard.

‘If ye aint in a hurry,” said Mr. Longshore,
| set down on the rail there, and make your-
N f comfortable as ye can, while | give this fish
| Mother turn.”

As he resumed his cooking, Jacob noticed that
Ibewasa man of médium height, but very spare,
I'ttih a narrow, wrinkled, serious face, small eyes,

At any rate, he
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and a mouth about which there was a pucker of
self-conceit.

“ 1 did n’'t care to buy anything,” said Jacob.

“ Then what do ye want? You see, | 'm a ped-
dler. I used to drive a peddler’s cart in York
State; then as the railroads made trade better for
the stores and worse for me, | cante out here, and
finally took to the river. It don't make much
difference where a man is, or what he does,— it’s

gratify your alimenitiveness.”

all about the same thing. My Ark aint much
bigger 'n a peddler’s cart, and | carry on much the
same sort of trade in it, and in much the same
way. Folks are about the same everywhere, and
want about the same kind of truck ; | know what
they want, and try to furnish it.”

Jacolo sat down on the rail, and meekly waited
for a chance to put in a word. Sam Longshore
turned his fish and kept on talking.

“ 1 go from village to village along the shores;
I can go up shaller streams, where big boats can't;
my boat can run where there’s a good heavy dew.
I 'm a great reader, and a great thinker. There
aint many subjects that | haint thought over and
come to my own conclusions about.”

And the puckcr about the peddler’'s mouth
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showed that he was confident of having come to
pretty correct conclusions.

“ 1 don’t take anybody’s word for anything,” he
went on, interrupting Jacob, who was beginning to
speak. “ If | hear of a book I want, | buy it, and
read it, and weigh it according to my judgment,
and put it by to read it again if it's worth it, or
sell it to the next customer. | can always find a
customer for a thing T don't want. | know just
how to deal with foiks. There’'s a monstrous sight
in phrenology, and | 've studied the Science till |
know just how to apply it to my business. | know
a benevolent man, or an avaricious man, or a vain
woman, or a woman of good sense and taste, the
minute | set eyes on 'em, and | approach ’'em
accordingly. | excite the benevolent man’s be-
nevolence, and make him want to make presents
to somebody of all my most valuable articles. Ifa
man has large acquisitiveness, | let him understand
that there never was such a chance for good bar-
gains before and never will be again. Take a vain
person, and | lay on a few touches of flattery here
and there,— none to hurt,— and make ’em think
there’s nothing in the world so becoming to their
style ofbeauty as some of my fancy articles. Then
when | fall in with large causality and caution and
good perceptive faculties, I come right down to
hard pan— talk plain sense, show my best goods,
and tell how things are made, and interest my cus-
tomers that way. There’s everything in knowing
what organs to excite. The last war might-have
been avoided just as well as not. But the trouble
was, the two parties excited the wrong organs in
each other. They went to fighting; and fighting
always excites combativeness. Whereas they ought
to have tried to excite each other’s benevolence.”

Weary and woe-begone as he was, Jacob was
almost moved to smile at the wiry tone of voice,
the quirks of the head and puckers of the mouth,
with which the peddler, who was so much of a
philosopher, laid down these shrewd observations
and rules of life.

“ Now, | know just what organs | am exciting in
you,” Longshore went on, pouring out a cup of
coffee, buttering his fried fish, and arranging his
little supper on the top of a box used as a table.
“ 1 am exciting your alimenitiveness” (learned as
he was, he got some of his words wrong), “ your
hope, and your comparison. Your alimenitive-
ness— that is your desire for food— suggests to you
that fried perch, fresh caught from the river, with
a little salt and butter, and a cup of Sam Long-
shore’s coffee to wash it down, would taste good.
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The second organ is in a lively State, and ma
you hope that I will offer you some. Your com
parison— which | notice is very large— sets you o
comparing me with other peddlers, my Ark witl
their wagons, and my idees with common men]
idees. 1’'m going to gratify your alimenitiveness
and offer you one of these fish.”

The philosophical peddler held out the dish tg
Jacob, adding, with a shrewd twinkle of the eyj
and a comical twist of the neck:

“ Have | hit your case right?”

I can’t eat now, thank you !” said Jacob.

Ah ! then it is n’t so much your alimenitive-
ness that is excited as your alidrinkitiveness. Then
is no such word in the books, but | think thei
ought to be one, to make the distinction betweeij
hunger and thirst. In some persons alimenitive
ness is small, while alidrinkitiveness is large ad
active. Have a cup ofcoffee.”

“ 1 can’t eat or drink anything,” said Jacob,!
“ until I have told you.”

“ Told me what ?” said the philosopher, in sone!
amazement at the failure of his science.

“ | was upset in a boat up the river, along with
a whole party— a boat from the steamer bound to
Cincinnati—we were passengers—and or
drowned— and | stopped off, because we could ng
find him, but the steamboat went on, and hei
my only friend, and nowT have nobody and nothj
ing in the world !~

W ith which last words Jacob burst forth in alili
of violent sobbing.

The peddler who was a philosoper— the pliiloso-I
pher who was a peddler— became also a man.

“ Why did n't you tell me? 1 thought, if yotil
did n't wish to buy anything, it must be some olT
my supper you wanted. You ought to take Spme-I
thing the first thing; it will fortify your stomachj
and restore the loss of protoplasm, wasted by over-l
exertion and excitement. Protoplasm is the primi-l
tive substance of all nutrition, and grief will was(c|
it as fast as hard work.”

He could not help throwing in this bit of scien-|
tifie information. But he accompanied it withl
what was better— a cup of coffee, which he madel
the disheartened boy drink without more ado.

“ Now tell me all about it—just the main pojnts|
— and what I can do for you.”

Jacob drank, and also ate a fried perch. whichl
he held in his fingers. His body was nourished1
and his heart warmed. Then, getting control of|
his feelings enough to speak without sobbing,
told his story.

“

(To be conlinued.)
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LITTLE FLORENCIA.

(A Tnte Story o/ Mexuan Life.)

By Newton Perkins.

Florencia

Tomayao is a brave girl—a brave
mi,and only thirteen years oid. She lives in a

| country vvhere ihere are no schools, and has not
| tebefiefit of such instruction, fior the enjoyment
10 such pleasant surroundings as the children of
liscountry possess. She is an orphan, and lives

|with her mother in a poor little village in México
ed Guantla-Morelos. Yet beneath her darle

ddinshe has a heart full of sympathy ; and despite

tersurroundings and uncultivated life, she is truly

anoble little girl. Do you not think from her

picturc that she is bright and intelligent, quick to

| understand, and just such a companion as you
would like to have join you in a game of romps?

Seknows as little about playing tag and croquet

Usyou do about minding sheep or grinding corn.
Paroff in México the little girls are not of much

| tonsequence, the people think, and they are valued
I onlyas they can do a good day’s work— draw water
I jnbuckets from a well, and carry it on their heads
1>nearthen jars, or sit on the ground all day and
km around a large'flat stone, under which the

vellovmaize, or Indian corn, is ground into meal.

" Tovarythe occupation, perhaps she has to carry
little baby sister or brother in her arms for

hours together, while her mother hoes the com in
the field, or plows the ground, holding by the
handles a great wooden plow, which is drawn across
the field by one or two bullocks. Little girls in
that country work as soon as they begin to walk,
and they never cease working until they are dead.

Dress? Oh yes! they have dresses, but | hardly
think you would like to walk with the best ciad

among them for halfa block in our streets. They
have but one garment, and that is a long cotton
robe, with a lidle cut in the top, by means of which
they can slip it over their heads and let it fall grace-
fully about their bodies. When they grow up to
be women, then they come out in their full attire,
—in gorgeous array for holidays and fes/a days,—
by adding a pctticoat and a sliawl folded across the
breast. Ifthey are very rich, they have ornaments
of gold and silver in their hair, and perhaps wear
finger-rings and necklaces.

As to their houses '— well, I hardly think -a re-
spectaba goat would like to live in one of them.
They are not by any means as good as a dog-
kennel, and yet these peasant people sleep and eat
in them. The walls are made of mud, baked hard
in the sun, and the roofs are thatched with the
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leaves of the yucca-tree, which are long and nar-
row, like a sword-blade, and have at theend a long
black thorn. Sometimes the houses are made of
large fiat stones, built low, so that the earthquakes
shall not overthrow them. There is no such thing
as a floor to their houses, except the earth ; for are
there any windows or chimneys. The fire is built
on the ground, and of course the smoke filis the hut
and blackens the walls, and a portion of it escapes
at the open door. Perhaps a few of these houses
have one square window cut in the wall under the
roof, but without any glass in it! The family
usually eat, dress and sleep in one room, as well as
cook their medis and receive their friends therein ;
in fact, as there is but one room in the dwelling,
they can do naught else. As for beds, the leaves
of the yucca are plaited together, and make nice
mats, which are rolled up in the day-time and at
night are spread out on the floor of the hut. This
is the kind of bed used in the Eastern countries,
and it is very easy to “ take it up and walk," as the
man did whom we read about in the Bible.

Food is plentiful, and it would seem as if the
more naturc provides for the people, the Icss work

they do themselves. Cattle are abundant; goats.
FLORENCIA S

sheep, game and fowl are plentiful. The Indian

corn grows everywhere ; potatoes, yams, coffee,

tobéaceo, barley, and the like are also cultivated.
Then in other parts of México are to be found the
tropical fruits and plants,— oranges, figs, bananas,
olives, sugar-cane, palm-trees, apples, and guava,
— so that the country is ricli, but the inhabitants
lazy. The women do the hard work; the men

LITTLE

FLORENCIA.

smoke, hunt, and too often plunder travelerc.
Then there is the great thick-leaved cactus-plant]
bristling all over with thorns ; it grows everywheri

One would think it useless; but no— it serves twd
most important ends. You can see long hedgesc

it growing in the fields, for it makes a most jmi
penetrable barrier; no man or beast can passover!
under, or through it. Its points are like a thouj
sand bayonets, turning down, up, sideways—everjl
way. But the peasants cut off the leaves, put then

on a stick, and hold them in the fire till the thomnl
are burned off, and then feed their cattle upon them|

Now, in such a country lived our little friend!
Florencia. She had no father, and
brothers or sisters; so as soon as she was
enough, she began to help her mother take
of the house and field. One day, when she va
twelve years oid, she heard a man who was gather-
ing a crowd about him in the streets and talk-
ing to them. Drawn by curiosity, she
him, and heard him tell of a good man
at one time lived on the earth. She heard how
this good person had been kind and forgivingi
to his enemies— how men had cruelly treated him]
and yet he returned good for the evil he had re
ceived. She was interested ; it was the first tine
she had heard of the Saviour, and she eagerly fd-
lowed the missionary about and heard him talkto
the people, until at last, from being a heathen, se
became a Christian girl.

Some months after this, the incident happenedj
which I am about to relate. At Morelos, in thef
province of Guantla, about five miles from
home of Florencia, was a cemetery. In that pa
an oid custom still prevails which was practicet
among the Romans hundreds of years ago,—thel
offering of meats and drinks to the dead. On th]
first of November (All Saints’ Day), the people}
to the graves of their dead friends, and place onl
them dishes full of meat, bread, fruit, and wire.
They have a curious belief that this, in some way,
benefits the dead. We know this to be a heathenl
custom, and consider it a nonsensical ceremony;l
but in the country where Florencia lived, the igno-i
rant and superstitious people believe in it—inl
truth, it is a part of their religion. On the firstd
November, 1875, Florencia went to the cemeteryj
with all the other people from her neighborhood,
for a great crowd had collected there. Whilel
walking through the cemetery, she saw her friend,a
the missionary, addressing a little band of his|
people, and she stopped to listen to him. He wesj
telling them that the dead needed no offerings o
meats and drinks, and that Christians did not folio'
such customs. It may not have been wise or genS
erous in him to talk against their custom just dlj
that particular time, when the people were folo»-j
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»itasa solemn rite ; but he was sincere, and his
_ifitwas friendly, and his aim was to enlighten his

ers. The crowd resented, however, and even
ghe spoke a man near by threw a stone at him,

MEXICAN STONE HUT.

jhich wounded him. Then others laughed, and
«rebad men shouted, “ Kill him ! kill him !"—
ad others threw more stones, till he was beaten
doanto the ground, wounded and bleeding. Five
timesthe poor man ardse, and as often was beaten

MARCH.
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down again. Just then, Florencia saw a man hold-
ing a large flat stone, running to throw it upon the
missionary’s head, which, had it struck him, would
really have killed him.

Poor little girl ! Her eyes filled with tears. She
saw her good friend being stoned to death, and in
a moment she rushed through the mad crowd and
threw herself down upon the suffering, bleeding
man, covering his head with her arms; the big
stones intended for him fell upon her and wounded
her, but she clung courageously to her friend and
shielded him, unmindful of her own danger, and
caring only to save his life. In vain did they try to
puli her away; she held on with all her strength,
and cried for help. In a few moments help carne;
for the getis d'armes drove the assailants away,
and took the missionary and little Florencia, both
bleeding and sore, to the house of friends, where
they were carefully nursed. But for this noble act
of self-sacrifice, the man would have been Kkilled.
The bravery of this little peasant girl alone saved
him. She sympathized with his suffering, and
dared to help him at the risk of her own life.
Noble impulses of the heart do not always attend
on fine faces and gentle living. Many a girl would
have run, screaming with fright, from such a scene
as that in the cemetery of Guantla-Morelos. But
such bravery in a child gives promise of greater
things when she becomes a woman ; and in the
noble Florencia we look for a kind-hearted, gener-
ous, self-sacrificing woman, who, under proper
influences, will do great good among her country-
people. She is now only fourteen, and is being
educated in a Protestant school in México, away
from her wild home, and is growing daily in favor
with her teachers.

MARCH.

By M. M. H. Conway.

An, surly March ! you 've come again,

With sleet and snow, and hail and rain ;

Coid earth beneath, dark sky above you,
What have you, pray, to make us love you ?.
No month is half so rough as you,

Dccember winds less harshly blew;

What churlish ways ! what storm-tossed tresses !
Your presence every one distresses !

Haste, haste away ! We longing wait

To greet fair April at our gate.

Coid earth beneath, dark sky above you,
Surely you 've naught to make us love you !

Ah, see these blossoms!” he replied,
Tossing his hail-torn cloak aside,—
Though other months have flowers a-many,
Say, are not mine as fair as any?

See, peeping from each dusky fold,

The crocus with its cup of gold ;

Violets, snowdrops white and stilly,
Sweeter than any summer lily;

And underneath the oid oak-leaves

Her fragrant wreath the arbutus weaves,—
W hatever sky may be above me,

Surely for these all hearts will love me !”
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By Richard

Ursa M ajor is now swinging round toward the
highest part of his course aboye the pole. It is his
forepavv that you see, marked by the letters O, k,
and t, very nearly above the pole; while o and O
are the “ pointers” whose motion has been already
described.

The Little Bear is nearly in a horizontal position,
and, according to my promise last month, 1proceed
to give a short account of this small but most inter-
esting constellation. 1 do not think that the Little
Bear, like the larger one, was so named because of
any imagined resemblance to a béar. The original
constellation of the Great Bear was much older
than the Little Bear, and so many different nations
agreed incomparing the group to a bear, that there

THE LITTLE BEAR.

must have been a real resemblance to that animal
in the constellation as first figured. Later, when
star-maps carne to be arranged by astronomers
who had never seen bears, they supposed the three
bright stars forming the handle of the Dipper to
represent the tail of the bear, though the bear is
not a long-tailed animal. They thus set three stars
for the bear’s tail, and the quadrangle of stars form-
ing the dipper itself for the bear’s body. This
done, it was natural enough that, seeing in the
group of stars now forming the Little Bear the
three stars n, 6, and eon one side, and the quad-
ranglc formed by the stars f, 17, O, and y on the
other, they should cali this group the Little Bear,
assigning the three stars to his tail and the quad-
rangle to his body. Thus did the constellation of
the Little Bear probably take its rise. It was not
formed by fanciful folks in the childhood of the
world, but by astronomers. Yet it must not be
imagined that the constellation is a modern one.
It not only belongs to oid Ptolemy’s list, but is
mentioned by Aratus, who borrowed his astronomy
from Eudoxus, who “ flourished” (as the school-

IN MARCH.
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A. Proctor.

books cali it) about 360 years before the Christianl
era. It is said that Thales formed the constella-l
tion, in which case it must have reached the re-1
spectable age of about 2500 years. It is usuallyl
pictured as shown in Fig. 1, and a very remarkablel
animal it is.

But if the Little Bear is not a very fine animal itl
isa most useful constellation. From the timewhen|
the Phcenicians were as celebrated merchant sea 1
men as the Venetians afterward became, and asthel
English-speaking nations now are, this star-groupl
has been the cynosure of every sailor’s regard. Inl
fact, the word “ cynosure ”,was originally a fiame |
given either to the whole of this constellation orto
a part ofit. Cynosure has become quite a poetical
expression in our time, but it means litérally “ the|
dog’s tail;” and either the curved row ofstarsa 1
¢, ?, and O was compared to a dog’s tail, or else the |
curved row of stars 4, 5, /3, and y. | incline, for
my own part, to think these last formed the true
cynosure— for this reason simply, that when the
constellation was first formed these stars were
nearer the pole than was our present pole-star.
Even in the time of Ptolemy, the star 0 was nearer |
the pole than a, and was called in consequcnce by
the agreeable fiame Al-Kaukab-al-shemali, which
signifies “ the northern star.” (For the reason why
the fixed stars thus clianged in position with regard
to the pole of the heavens, | must refer you to |
books on astronomy, and perhaps to a later paper.

I only note here that the star-sphere remains the |
same all the time ; but the earth, which is whirling

on its axis like a mighty top, is also reeling like a

top, and just as the axis of a top is swayed now

east now west, now north now south, so does the |
axis of the earth vary in position as she reels. 1

may add that the reeling motion is somewhat

slower than the whirling motion. The earth whirls

once on her axis in a day, but she only reels round

once in 25,868 years.)

Admiral Smyth gives some interesting particu-
lars about the two stars O and vy, called the “ guard-
ian? of the pole.” “ Recordé tells us,” he says,
“in the ‘Castle of Knowledge, nearly three hun-
dred years ago, that navigators used two pointers
in Ursa— ‘which many do cali the Shafte, ad
others do filame the Guardas, after the Spanish
tonge.’ Richard Edén, in. 1584, published hs
‘Arte of Navigation,” and therein gave rules for
the ‘starres,” among which are special directions |
for the two called the guards, in the mouth of the
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‘home,” as the figure was called.” (The pole-star
would mark the small end of the horne.) “ In the
‘Safeguard of Saylers’ (1619) are detailed rules for
finding the hour of the night by the ‘guardes.””
i'How often,” says Hervey in his “ Meditations,”
"have these stars beamed bright intelligenceon the
sailorand conducted the keel to its destined haven!”

The constellation Cepheus is now about to pass
belowthe pole. The royal father of Andrémeda is
presentcd in @ somewhat unkingly attitude at pres-
et standing, to wit, upon his royal head. In any
case, the constellation is not very like a crowned
Ikingg The stars g e, and d form his head, (A
London cockney might find an aid to the memory
bynoting that these letters z, e, and d spell, after

THE CONSTELLATION
asort, “'iz 'ed;” but | think young folks in
America can hardly imagine the utter demorali-
| zation of cockney aspirates.) The constellation
Cepheus was probably simply fitted in, that the
history of the sacrifice and rescue of Androémeda
might be complete ; we have Cepheus and Cas-
siopeia, her father and mother, on one side, and,
awill be seen later, Andrémeda herself, and her
rescuer, Perseus, on the other. But of all the
figures, Cassiopeia alone seems suggested by the
stars themselves; or rather a chair is suggested,
and imagination readily suggested a lady seated
thereinn. W hy Cassiopeia rather than any other
| hdy from Eve downward, is not apparent.
Turning to the Southern heavens, we find that

*1 heard of a similar case not a hundred miles from Louisville.
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a remarkable cliange has taken place since last
month. Orion has passed over toward the South-
west, whither the Greater Dog is following him ;
and where Orion stood in full glory last month,
there is now a singularly barren regién. Not only
are no stars of the first four magnitudes visible be-
tween Hydra and the Milky Way, but over a large
portion of this space there is not a single star
visible to the naked eye ; insomuch that an ingeni-
ous Frenchman namcd M. Rabache was led to
suppose that there is here a monstrous dark body
millions of times larger than the sun, and hiding
from view stars which really lie in this direction.
He even went so far as to assert that when the sky
was very clear he had discerned the circular outline

OF THE GREAT SHIP

of this great body,*— the center, he said, round
which all the stars are traveling. But unfortunately
for our faith in this little story, the telescope shows
multitudes of small stars scattered over the whole
of this region.

The constellation Argo, or the Great Ship, now
occupies the regién immediately above the Southern
horizon. This constellation is not at all well seen
in England, or even (as you can see from the way
in which the horizon line of the latitude of Phila-
delphia divides it) in the greater part of the United
States. Only when the latitude of New Orleans is
approachcd, does the keel of the ship, and the
bright starCanopus in the rudder (or guiding oar),
show out well above the horizon. But, to say the

A philosopher whose theories required that a planet should travel

I Joser to the sun than Mercury, and who had somehow calculated that such a planet suppdsed to have been sccn by a Frenchman namcd

i Lecaibaultin March, 1859, wou'd pass across the sun's face in a ccftain Septcmber, succeeded in seeing jt there.

Subscqucnt calculation

shoAed, unfortunately, that the planet, if it exists at all, would indeed have then lain in the same direction as the sun, but beyond him,

I soton this side of him ! An

I Proposes to invent an observation should be a correct Computer.

d proverb says that certain persons should have good memories; it is at least cqually true that one who
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truth, this fine celestial ship nowhere presents in
these days the ship-shape appearance which it had
some three thousand years ago. The same cause
which has shifted the position of the poles of the
heavens, has tilted Argo up by the stern, until she
resembles rather one half of a vessel which has

O/schepointover/ieacl
fot-//eM dudeofPM ad*”"-

\~Siarof/stM affg '~ ~ SCOr
lir « v3rd./

LYN>5
AURIGA
CAMELEIOP.
w
,CEPHEUS

I-lorizon
of

XQ/Ztana

Horizon

\ fiitttsv iffe

been broken on a ridge of rocks, than as she was
formerly described, “ the stern half of a vessel
drawn poop foremost into harbor.” | have drawn
her in Fig. 2 as she was placed three thousand years
ago. You have only to tilt the picture sideways a
little, until Sirius on the dog’s nose is above Cano-

IN MARCH.

pus, to place the constellation as it now
above the Southern horizon. I believe
reality the oid constellation, besides being
placed, was much larger than the present.
fine group of clustering stars now

Dove and the hind-quarters of the

®'ellielIc™ oisthepointover/ieadibrthc

--~JafW Bostcn O'ior/afofMritans

AN\~Ntaro/~"ndM i/e*
y »dth +

URSA
MAJOR

|,

'JURSA MINOP.”c/C

I think, to the stern of Argo. In fact, these stars
form the well-marked outline of one of the ol-I
fashioned lofty poops. The Dove, by the way, tsal
well-placed little constellation ; but the Dog pranc-j
ing just behind the stern of Argo forms an alto-]
gether incongruous element in the picture.
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The constellation Argo is divided. We have
he poop or stern; Malus, the mast; Vela,

; and Carina, the keel. Not to confuse
with many lines, | have not shown the
these parts. In fact, they can only be

in a regular star-atlas. (InMapV.

pockct-atlas for schools these subdivisiohs
Only it is to be notiCed that while the

refer to the wliole ship, the italic and

letters refer to the various parts. Thus
stars marked Aand i (on the summit of the

lilcn) «'ould be called respectively & Argis and

Vol. IV.—23. '

IN MARCII.

JArgus, but the stars ciése by marked and «i,
would be called k Puppis and n Puppis, and so on.

The part of the Milky W ay occupied by Argo is
remarkable for its singularly complex shape. It is
well to notice how incorrect is the ordinary descrip
tion of the Milky Way as a zone of cloudy star-

light circling the entire heavens. Here you see it
spreading out into a great fan-shaped expansion,
separatcd from a somewhat similar one by a wide
darle space.

Above the equator,
are seen,— the fine constellation Gemini,

two zodiacal constellations
or the
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Twins, and the poor one Cancer, or the Crab.
Céancer used to be the sign in which the sun attained
his greatest elevation in summer, or rather it was
as he entered this sign that he was at his highest.
But you see from the map that all the way through
the part of Gemini shown, and onward through
Céancer, the sun's course is down-hill,— or, in other
words, it is after midsummer that he traverses these
constcllations.  The sign si marks the beginning
of the zodiacal sign of the Lion.

The constellation Gemini no doubt derived
fiame from the two bright stars, nearly equal in
luster, Castor and Pollux. Of these, Castor was
formerly the brighter, but now Pollux is brighter,
nearly in the proportion of four to three. Formerly
this star-group was represented by a pair of kids;
but the Greeks substituted twin-children with their
feet resting on the Milky Way. The Arabian
astronomers, in their turn, changed the twins to
peacocks ; and the astronomers of the middle ages
pictured the twins as two winged angels. It would
be difficult to say whether the group reminds one
more (or less) of kids, or twins, or peacocks,
angels.

Gemini is said by astrologers to be the sign
specially ruling over London, though why this
should be so they do not tell us. We can under-
stand why sailors should regard the sign as pro-
pitious to them, for when the sun is in Gemini the
seas are usually calm,— at least summér is more
pleasant for sailors than wintcr. You will remem-

its

or

* This description is truer for Europcan than for American nights

IN MARCH.

IMwics, |

ber that the ship in which Paul sailed from Mital
had for its sign the twin brothers, Castor ad]|
Pollux.

As the Twins pass over toward the west, hour byl
hour, or night by night at the same hour, thevl
come into the position described by Tennyson,
where he sings of

“a time of year
W hen the face of night is fair* on the dewy donns,
And the shining daffodil dies, and the Charlotea
And starry Gemini hang like gloriou» crowns
Over Orinn's grave low down in the west."

Cancer is a very poor constellation to the eyt. |
but full.of interest to the telescopist. Even withal
very small telescope, the little cluster called Prat-l
sepe, or the Bee-hive, is found to be full of str, |
Galileo, whose best telescope was but a poor o |
counted thirty-eight stars in this cluster, which tol
the naked eye looks like a mere fleck of faintlyj
luminous cloud.

The weather-wise of oid times regarded Pra-I
sepe with peculiar interest. When it was clearlvl
visible they expected fine dry weather, while itsl
gradual disappearance as the air thickcncd withl
moisture was regarded as a sign of approachingl
rain. On the whole, however, | think the Weatherl
Probabilities more trustworthv than this and similar|
prognostics.

Next month, Hydra, the Sea-serpent, will batel
come fairly above the Southern horizon, and «itlr
deservedly claim our attention.

, for the pleasant nights ofspring come later in America than withus

SPRING WORK.

Drawn by Mary A. Lathbury
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'S HOUSE.

By Joy Allison.

Chapter 1V,

MAKING CANDY.

THE minister said : “ Now for the molasses can-
dy, Bring the jug,— Seth, Sammy, Sandy,— some
ofyou !”

The jug was brought with alacrity, and a full
quart of molasses poured inlo the skillet.

Thirza and Tilda had the dishes to wash, and
ihey wished very much that they were done, so
theycould sit round the stove with the rest, and
wetcli the boiling of the molasses ; and Tiny-toes
hed to rock the eradle, but only for a little while,
dll her mother was ready to sit down to her sewing,
and then she would jog it With her foot.

“Let's never mind to wash the big pudding-
dish” whispered Tilda to Thirza. “ It’s heavy
and hateful to do, and we can push it under the
sink-board and let it be till morning.”

"1 wont be a shirk,” said Thirza.
mey be wanted for the candy.”

Then Tilda was ashamed, and her cheeks grew
hot, because she had been willing to be a shirk ;
adshe wiped the heavy dish in silence, and put it
anay.

The molasses had but just begun to boil when
the last dish-towel was rinsed and hung up, and
the neatly wiped sink closed for the night.

“ Better butter the dish before you sit down,
girls,” said their father. “ Then it will be all ready
when we want to pour out the candy.”

“ What dish shall you want ?” asked Thirza.

“The large pudding-dish,” said the mother;
andTilda's cheeks got hot again. They had a way
ofreddening at the slightest provocation. She was
glad now that the dish had not been pushed under
thcsink-board. When it was well buttered, they
satdown with the rest, to watch the boiling of the
molasses.

“ How shall you know when it is done, when
yauhave n't any snow to try it on ?” asked Thirza.

“Oh, 1can tell 1” said the minister.

“ How ?” persisted Pattikin.

“ By experience,” said her father.

The big word daunted Patty for a minute, and
shepondered what it might mean.

“ Does anybody have any ’'cept ministers?” she
asked by and by.

“Any what, Pattikin ?”

“ Sperence,” said Patty, gravely.

" Ha, ha, ha !” laughed the minister.

* Besides, it

* Why,

yes, child 1 Experience is what we learn by trying.
I have learned by trying, so that | can tell pretty
well when the candy is done.”

“ O h!” said Pattikin.

By and by, the candy bubbled clear up to the
top of the skillet, and the minister had to take it
off the fire and hold it up, and let it cool a little,
or it would have boiled over.

‘1 guess it’s 'most done. Get a saucer and a
spoon, Sandy, and we will try it,” said he.

It was tasted, and worked with the spoon, and
the children all judged it done; but their father
said, “ No, it needs another ten minutes.”

At last, he took it off and tried it again, and
tasted it, and whopped it over and over with the
spoon, and said, “

Then he took it to the table, where the pudding-
dish stood ready, and poured it out,— the children
clustering about like bees to watch every move-
ment.

* Will it take long to cool ?” asked Pattikin.

* Very long, if we stand by and watch it. That
is, it will seem very long. We will set it by the
open window in my study, and then come back
here and each tell a story, and by the time we get
round the circle it will be cool.”

* Well, you begin,” said Pattikin, who liked her
father’s stories.

* No, we will let the youngest begin, and go on
up to the oldest.”

“ 1 can’t think of any,"” said Pattikin.

Done !'”

“ Tell something. It need n't be very long,”
said her father.
“ Once, last winter,” began Patty, “ you let me

go to the post-office. It was a pretty coid day, and
before I got there | wished | had n't started. But,
coming home, | carne acrost a sleigh, and the man
stopped his horse and said, 1Hop in, little girl.
You can ride home just as well as not.” So |
hopped in, pretty glad. And he said, ‘ You are
the minister’s little one, aint you ?’ 1 don't know
how he knew, for I did n't know him ; but | said,
‘Yes, sir.” Then he said, ‘It must take a lot o’
foddcr to keep such a flock of boys and girls as
there is at your house.” 1 said, ‘We don’'t eat
fodder— we eat bread ;’ and he laughed. And
then, in a minute, we stopped at the door ; and he
pulled out a codfish from under the buffalo, and
said, ‘You give that to your pa, if he wants it:
and if he don’'t want it, you can have it to slide
down hill on.” And | hoped awf'ly that you

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



348

would n't want it, 'cause it would 'a’ been just big
enough for me to slide on ;. but you said, ‘Of
course, and much obliged to him,’—and that’s all
I can tell.”

“ And so you lost your slide ?” said her father,

laughing. “ Well, Sandy, it’s your turn now.”

“ There did n't nothing ever happened to me,”
said Sandy.

“ Tell how you planted the chenangoes last

spring,” suggested Seth.

“ Half a peck in a hill,
a-fishin’,” said Sandy.

“ Ho ! that aint the way to tell it1” said Patti-

and then went off

kin. “ Can’t you make a story of it?”
“ W e shall have to let Sandy go, and give him
up as an incorrigible,” said the minister. We

might as well try to get a story out of the oid
gobbler as out of him. Tilda, you can tell one.”

“ When | was a little girl,” said Tilda--—---

“ What are you now ?” asked Samuel, mischiev-
ously.

* Hush, Sammy !
his mother.

Tilda began again.

“ Last summer, Mr. lturbide’'s folks had com-
pany ; and it was Mehitable’s cousin from Boston,
and her fAame was lda Ella Fonsa Iturbide. |
thought that was a very fine flame. Well, one
day, mother let me go over to see Hitty and lda.
I carried my rag-baby, and Hitty had hers; but
Ida had a real doli, with red cheeks and curly liair,
and she made fun of ours, and said they had n’'t
any noses, and all such things. We did n’t like it,
Hitty and I, though we did n’t say much, because
Ida was a city girl, and Hitty’s company. By and
by we went out into the barn, and we laid our
babies down on a little bcd that we made in the
hay. When we carne back for them, Prince (the
puppy, you know) was lying beside them, and he
had chewed up one of Ida’s dolly’s arms, and the
sawdust was all coming out; and he had licked
some of the paint off its face too. You never saw
such a mad girl as Ida was. She wanted to whip
Prince with a big stick, but we would n’'t let her.
The school-mistress covered the arm over new,
and painted the dolly’s cheek. Only it did n’t look
so nice as it did before. And that’s all.”

Here the minister got up and went to look at the

You must n’t interrupt,” said

candy.
“ As truc as | live, it’s cool already !” said he.
* We shall have to hear the rest of the stories

another time.”

“ Shall we all have some to puli ?” asked Tilda.

‘* Every one that can show a clean pair of
hands.”

The wash-bowl and the soap and the towels were
in. great demand then, and such faithful scrubbing
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was n't done every day by the minister’s children
One pair of hands after another was presentid forl
inspection, approved, and, after being buttered j
reccived a portion of the candy to puli.

And such glee as there was, as they walked thel
kitchen, working the candy. The minister’s didn't
stick a bit, and such handsome yellow strands a
he would draw out! But the rest did not succced
so well. |

* Mine gets all stucked on to my fingers,” said
Pattikin.

“ Keep farther from the fire. and put on morel
butter,” said her father.

Pattikin kept out in the cérner after that. Shel
worked like a little hero, but the more she worked
the worse it would stick. At last, the minister
heard a sound like a little sob, and looking round
there was Patty in the farthest and darkest comer
of the room, with her face toward the wall, her ten
little fingers stuck together by a'hopelessly dark,
dauby-looking rnass, and her tears falling right
down on it.

“ The hateful stuffl 1 did n’t think it wouldl
acted so 1” said she, when her father carne to her.

“ Why, Pattikin! Come out here and let rael
clean you up. You shall have some of mine tof
eat, and yours can go to the piggy. Of coursej
he ’'ll want some,” said the minister.

“1'H do jt, father, if you'll finish mine,” saidl
Sandy. “ It don’t do so well in my hands as it[
does in yours.”

So Sandy took a knife and carefully released his
little sister’s fingers, and then washed them and
wiped away her tears, and by that time the candy
was worked enough.

Thirza brought the molding-board, and then the
father twisted out the sticks, while Seth cut them
off and laid them straight on the board to get
hard.

“ Another knife-handle carne off to-day," sad
the mother.

“ Another! Our supply must be getting short!”
said the minister.

“ Only three left 1” said his wife.

The minister drew a little breath through hisl
lips as if he were about to whistle. But he did n't |
He said :

“ 1 shall have to attend to that business.”

“ We all have to eat with knives that have lost
their handles but Seth,” said Thirza, with an in
jured air.

“ They would n't have come off so soon if yon
had been more careful about putting them intohot [
water,” said her mother.

‘* Bring out all the broken pewter spoons there
are. |’'ll see what | can do,” said her father.

Thirza found six.
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“ Now that oid teapot with the bottom melted,”
sad he.

Then he opened the front doors of the stove.
There was a splendid bed of glpwing coals, and he
pu a part of his oid pewter into the fire-shovel
ad set it O11 the coals to melt. Then he got the
handleless knives and wound some strong, thick,
brown paper into a little smooth, straight, hollow
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And three more verses. Only Pattikin did n’t sing
after the first verse, because she fell to wondering
who “ Mary Turn” was, and what she had done
that was so bad. She was thinking so earnestly
that she nearly forgot to kneel down at prayers.
May be you 'll think they went to bed without a
taste of that candy. No, indeed ! They had been
eating it all along, as they worked it and as it was

SANDY TO THE RESCUE!

hande, and tied it on. He liad sprinkled some
firepowder all over the bit of iron to which the
tadle liad been fastened. Then, when the lead
«s melted in the sliovel, he very carefullj- poured
liehollow paper full, and set it aside to cool. To
«P it in an upright position, he stuck it in a
nackin the floor of the back kitchen.

""‘Now, when that gets hard, we Tl take off the
Paper and see if it is worth while to try another,”
sadhe.

, ‘h's been time the youngest ones were abed
Hshour,” said the mother.

I» they all sat around the fire and sang:

* 'fiC*S I,C §nC 1° SerVe The Lf)rd»

I'he time to insure the great rcward:
And while the lainp holds out to burn,
I he vilest sinner rnay return.”

cut up; till they really did n't care for another bit
that night. Only I forgot to say so before.

Chapter V.

AUNT SARAH'S VISIT.

In the morning, the knife was taken out of the
crack in the back-room floor, and the brown paper
taken off, and there appeared a beautifully round,
smooth handle, as white and shining as silver. It
was a little heavy, to be sure, but on the whole the
minister was so well pleascd with the succcss of his
experiment, that lie put on the other six that day,
before he started for the Association, and left them
in the crack to cool while he was gone, or till they
should be wanted.

“ Will hot water hurt these ?” asked Thirza one
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day, while they were yet a new thing, examining
them with great satisfaction.

“ Never a bit!” said the minister; and then
remembering his dignity, “ Not at all, my dear.
Those are good, I think, for the next fifty years.”

I must pass by the digging of the potatoes,—
though, you may be sure, they made something
interesting of the job ; and the stone-picking, and
the corn-husking.

I think the next thing that happened out of the
ordinary course of events was Aunt Sarah’s visit.
She carne about Thanksgiving time. The first
snow carne that same afternoon, and the big yellow
stage-coach, the veiled and fur-clad passengers,
were all seen through a mist of fine feathery flakes.
Aunt Sarah had to alight into the soft fleece, but
three or four brooms were quickly engaged sweep-
ing a broad path for her to walk to the house.

They almost forgot their joy at the coming of
the snow for an hour after her arrival. But they
soon were tired of sitting quietly and watching the
new-comer, and she was too coid and numb, after
her long ride, to talk much ; so they presently stole
out, one by one, to revel again in the new delight.
They held up their hands to catch the falling flakes.
They made unnecessary paths in all dircctions,
which were filled up in an hour. They pelted one
another with snow-balls, and even began a snow
man, which they had to leave at the knees, because
supper was ready.

After supper, they got off shoes and stockings,
as they always did, unless it was very coid indeed,
and their mother forbade it; and a whispering
began at Tilda, and passed round the circle to all
but Pattikin (who was in Aunt Sarah’s lap) and the
baby in his eradle, and shortly after they were all
missing, and down the hill they went, their white
feet flying through the whiter, softer snow, ankle
deep already, and their gleeful shouts rousing Mrs.
Vesta from her first snooze, and causing her to
wonder what had got into the little Joneses now.

Aunt Sarah was horrified when they carne back
into the kitchen, two minutes after, rosy and pant-
ing, and huddling about the fire to dry their glow-
ing feet. She had been living in the city, where
the children were like flowers grown in a hot-
house, and she had no idea of such sturdy “ olive-
plants.” But their mother took it very quietly, for
she was used to their pranks and never needlessly
frightened.

“ You will slide down-hill on my sled some day,
Aunt Sarah, wont you— when there is snow enough
for good sliding ?” asked Seth.

“ 1?2 Why, it's been twenty years since
been out sliding down-hill !” said Aunt Sarah.

“ So much the more reason why you should
do it now, then !” said the minister.

l1've
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Seth being thus encouraged by his father, and
assisted also by the importunities of Samray
Simén, and Sandy, prevailed upon his aunt toi
give a promise.

But they had to wait a good while. One liglul
soft snow fell after another. There was plentv off
breaking roads, shoveling paths, and nierry sleighj
riding to school, but the wind would not ma
drifts, for would the sun melt the snow enough tol
allow the formation of a crust. They made thef
path from the front door to the road broad and
smooth, and did some sliding down the slope. Butl
this was not their sliding-place.

Over west of the frog-pond was a long, not td
steep slope. Then a short, level stretch, and then[
an abrupt fall of the land as in a terrace, and ths!
brought them to the edge of the pond. The im
petus of that last leap sent them clear across thel
ice to the farther side. W ith such a glorious place
as this, no wonder they looked scornfully upon te!
gentle decivity in front of the house. Therewa
one thing, however, which redeemed it, and ga
it some zest. This was the fact that the least in
advertence in steering down that narrow ph
brought them up in a snow bed at once.

As the time of Aunt Sarah’s visit was drawing d
a ciése, the boys concluded it must be the slopeo
nothing ; and she being more willing to take tg
risk of being plunged into the snow here, thant
face the dangers of the “ flying leap,” favored tha
idea of taking her ride at once. She had insista
that it should come off in the evening. She'
not going to make a spectacle of herself by broad
daylight.”

So, one moonlight night, they led Aunt Saral
out for her promised slide. She looked at thj
long, narrow, frail-looking structure they calla
“ the sled,” and said :

“ You go down once first, while I stand here and
watch you. Two or three ofjou pile on at oncel
I want to be sure the thing wont break dotnj
under me.”

“ Why, Aunt Sarah!
We've all of us been on it at once !"” said Sth
“ Well, come on then, boys. Let’s go down once|
and let aunty see if itis n't finé fun.”

They were ready,— more than “ two or three,0
them,—and in a minute the sled was loaded and
went gliding swiftly down the slope, and awa|
across the road, where the load resolved itself inid
separate youngsters, who carne trooping back i
hind the sled.

There was no excuse for delay, so Aunt S
took her place, behind Seth, on the sled. Justa
they were starting off, the minister himselfcarneoutj

* Now steer carefully, Seth ! Remember, youl
got valuable freight on board,” said he.

It’'s as strong as iy
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“Yes, sir 1", replied Seth, and they went down.
Smoothly, gracefully, not too swiftly, they glided
ontill they reached the place where the sled had
stopped before ; and Aunt Sarah, pleased to find
herself right side up and in good order, walked
smilingly back up the hill.

“ 1 believe 1’ll try it myself,” said the minister.
“Sarah, we used to slide down-hill together,—
supposc we try it now.”

She had gained so much confidefice by her first
succcss, that she made little objection to trying
again, especially with her brother. Doubtless, if
Seth could steer so well, his father could do still
better. So the robes were tucked up again, and
off they went.

But somehow— not even the minister knew how
-the sled slewed to one side, and instantly they
found themselves floundering in deep snow outside
ihe path. There was a great shout of laughter
fromthe irreverent voungsters at the top of the hill.

“Did you do that on purpose, John?” the vic-
tim asked reproachfully, as she got up and shook
her garments and stamped off the snow.

“ No, really, Sarah 1” said the minister, laugh-
ing, but mortified. “ It takes more practice than
lsupposed to steer a sled like this down such a
narrow path.”

Aunt Sarah would go in then. She had had
enough of sliding, she said,— should n't get over
the twist her neck got for a week, shc dared say.
Soshe and her brother went in, and the children
stayed to have their good time out.

She went away two days after— back to her city
home. She could n't stay any longer, because it
was almost Christmas, and Unele Ralph's family,
where she made her home, made much account
of Christmas. The minister’s family did not. It
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had not yet become the fashion up among the
New England hills; and they were in no hurry to
introduce it, because where the families were very
large it might be doubtful whether oid Santa Claus
could fill all the stockings. They were thankful,
for their part, to be able to furnish the stockings
themselves at present.

They had a fire in the best room the afternoon
before Aunt Sarah went. The minister’s wife had
made a plum-cake, and they got out the strawberry
preserves, and made a grand supper in her honor,
with the best dishes and all. Nobody was there
but the home circle, of course, but that was “ a
party " any time and all the time. And it pleased
Aunt Sarah better than if they could have had a
grand ball.

After it was over, they all went back to the best
room, and sat round the fire, talking, except the
girls, who staid in the kitchen to wash the dishes.

Tilda and Pattikin almost quarreled over a bit of
cake that had been left on the table. Their judg-
ment in discerning a hair-breadth of difference in
the size of the two pieces into which they had cut
it was really surprising; and when it was settled
between them at last, it dawned upon their greedy
little minds that Thirza ought also to have a share
in the leavings.

“ Here 1 we've left none for Thirza! We must
each give her a piecc of ours !” said Tilda, pre-
paring to divide hers.

“ 1 don’t want any cake that’'s had to be fought
about,” said Thirza, scornfully.

Tilda’s cheeks grew hot, and her cake seemed
tochokeher; but Pattikin coolly swallowed hers,
and then retreated to the parlor, as if her share of
the clearing-up was done. And | suppose it was,
for she was such a little girl.

(To be contiuued.)

POOR KATY DELAY.

By Maria W.

With cheeks like pink roses abloom in May,

And eyes like the stars, so sparkling were
they 1

With breath like sweet clover, or new-mown
hay,

Ah ! pretty and sweet was Katy Uelay.

And good and wise we should find her this
day,

Had it not been for a very bad way

She had, whenever her mother would say,

'Come, Katy, and learn !” ofcrying, “ I'll stay

Jones.

Just five minutes more !” or “ Dear mother, pray
W ait till to-morrow,— | want so to play !”

Now she is oid and wrinkled and gray.

And knows no more than they do at Cathay,—
Foolish and oid, and never a ray

Of comfort for her who once was so gay ;

And all because she would have her own way.
Somehow or other, 't is always to-day;

She never has found, I'll venture to say,

Any to-morrow. Poor Katy Delay!
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FOR VERY I.ITTLE FOLKS.

“MISS MUFFETT" SERIES— No. VII.

Little Tradja of Norway, There carne a big badger,
She sat in the door-way, And little Miss Tradja
Eating her reindeer broth ; Soon carried her meal further north.

THE SICK FROG.

Have you ever seen a green frog which was fed on nothing but pennies?
Marie had one. It was made of iron, and painted green, with large black
eyes, and it was to be used as a savings bank. It was a curious-looking
frog, with its green speckled back ; and when Marie pressed her finger
on its left foot, it openecl its mouth wide. Then she dropped a penny
the mouth, and let go of the foott What do you think froggy did ? He
shut up his mouth, swallowed the pennies, and winked his two black
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if to say, “ That’s good—give me another!” It was such fun to feed

frog and see him wink !

But one day poor froggy was sick. He would not eat fAlor roll his eyes.
did n't know what to do. She shook him till he must have been

She turned him upside down, she pounded him, but it was all

no avail,— froggy would not move his mouth or eyes. At last she took

to mamma.

“Mamma, dear, froggy will not eat any more !"

e=To0 bacl, indeed!” said mamma. “ Let me see what is the matter.”

So she looked in the frog’s mouth, just as a doctor looks at little girls’
when they are ill and cannot eat.

“Why, what is this | see?” said mamma. “Bring me my scissors."

Marie brought the long shears, and mamma thrust them into the frog's
and soon brought out a piece of slate pencil.

“Why, no wonder poor froggy was sick! Now, dont ever put any-
in his mouth, my little girl, except pennies, and he will be all right.”

Just then the frog gave a wink with both eyes, as he always did when
was well, and little Marie was happy.

“Oh, you good frog!” said she. “ Now you shall have a real nice
linner,” and she dropped a silver ten-cent piece into his mouth, which he
Ruickly swallowed, seeming to say, by his winks, “1’'m all right now.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

How d’'ye do, my cliicks ?

Spring is ciése at hand, they say ; but, ifso, she
has forgotten to bring her weather. May be it is
to be sent after her by express—who knows ?

Meantime, here is something that will interest
you.

CRYSTALLIZED HORSES.

Real, live horses encrusted with crystal! Most
of my children would think that could not be a pos-
sible thing, | suppose; but | have some boys and
girls away off in British America, or even in Min-
nesota, or lowa, or Dakota, who could tell you that

. it is possible, for they have seen it.

In these places, as in other coid countries, a
horse when resting after a rapid drive in the frosty
atmosphere will be found covered with ice-crystals.
It is the moisture from his body and his breath
which has frozen upon him, forming beautiful little
ice-crystals over his whole form. In this condition
he looks like an immense toy horse covered with
sugar.

Who among you have seen this thing “ with
your own eyes?”
a
A FRESH WATER WHALE.
You must know that as the white whale in the

great New York Aquarium is at present the only
captive whale on earth, he is, of course, a great
pet, and always has the best of treatment. He has
two bushels of live eels daily, and until the icy
winter interfered, he had his enormous tank kept
constantly filled with frequent supplies of salt sea-
water. Of late, this has been so hard to obtain,
that he has had to depend on Croton. Yes, for
many weeks this great sea-king has been living
entirely on fresli water! There’s a let-down for a
respectable whale ! | suppose he considere himself
in a very decided pickle, though it may strike us

differently. And how strange he must fee]-tj
great, heavy, floundering, flapping thing—inJ
so much lighter than he has been accustomcd t|
to say nothing of its want of flavor! Still |
thrives, and gulps down his two bushels oflivec
with great relish. Long may he prosper!

Laler—By Telegraph.— Bad news! The
white whale is no more 1 He has gone to sil
fresher waters. He died suddenly on January 2711!
while the music was playing and crowds of unsui
pecting visitors were looking on, wondering at hl
unusual liveliness.

SCHOOL LUNCHEONS.

Dear Jack : Will you allow me to say a fcJ
words to your young folks on the matter of schoi
luncheons? (Yes, indeed, Jack will!) 1 hatl
noticed that new scholars coming to the red school
house, usually, until they fall into the ways.
establislied pupils, bring for their noon lunchet
cakes, pies, and even candies. One day a little giJ
actually brought a pop-corn ball, a whole box <
guava jelly and a pickle! Such things, youli
admit, form very improper nourishment for grow
ing children to depend upon daily from 8 a. m.1
4 p. M., and boys and girls cannot be too wannll
advised against their use. Fruit in its seasotf
apples and oranges at any time, good bread ana
butter, meat sandwiches— these always are s
and wholesome. But it occurs to me that thi
may be many other things equally good, and tg)
the young people can help each other to find theld
out. Therefore, with this in view, and also intha
hope of partially ascertaining the extent of thecvf
to which I have alluded, | have a request to mak]
of one and all:

W ill you not, dear girls and boys, each writ|
a letter telling me what you ordinarily takel
school for your noon feeding ? Tell me of
luncheons you like best, and which you ofteneste
tain. Don’t write out an ideal lunch, namingt
things that you would have, if you could, when il
your most enlightened State. Tell me what yo
actually take. Ifitbe molasses candy and pichica
say so. |If it be minee-pie and sausages, or plaifl
apples and crackcrs, tell me frankly. Considef
yourselfin the light of workers for the public gw
and let the whole truth come out.

A good Boston school lately took occasion innj
annual catalogue to say that its pupils suffermo:
from want of nourishing food than from all othe
matters combined that come into the school-hoinr
They adcl: “ Itis of little use to arrange forvarié»
lessons, frequent change of position, softened lighll
proper attitude, and puré air, if health is constanlll
undermined by inattention to food.”

Do you not see that it is time for school-gin]
and school-boys to take the matter into scriouj
consideration ? Talk it over with your parcnU
young friends, and beg them to have fortitude 10
withstand you when you coax them for méringuej
and minee-pies 1

Who knows what may be the result of Ib

Ayuntamiento de Madrid

“moven
core in
children
cleared |
what ros
Iriumphi
Address,
ner& C
onlyon |
and adc
and, ab
telling b

Now,

myrequ

pear J/
baby-house
Little Scho
It is built
roof to ket
Our house
cfglass in
insidewayi
isthe uppe
There is i»
bread, stev
it lights u;
have also
isold, anc
ooe, butgi
gentle to 1
efiinking u
cari wheni
sheis very
she will b
lloor of ou
toofor a c

picture, w
show to u
be much 1
arevery c



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

| “movement,”— what dainty, excellent things may
Icome into general adoption among you school-
lehildren; what sallow, blotched faces may be
cieared up; what hcadaches may be driven away ;
what rosy cheeks brought into bloom ; what school-
llriumphs may follow ! A Il write, little and big !
IAddress, “ The Little Schoolma’am, care of Scrib-
Irer & Co., 743 Broadway, New York." Write
oniy 0N one side ofthe paper; give your full iame
ad address'(“ confidentially,” if you prefer it),
and, above all, let straightforward, simple fact-
lellingbe the order of the day.

Now, dear Jack, if the boys and girls respond to
myrequest, | shall indeed be

Your happy

Little Schoolma’am.

A REAL BABYHOUSE.

Talbol County, near Easton, Md.

Df*R Jack-in-the-Pulpit: | ara going lo tell you about our
baby-house, because it is built out-of-doors, and some of the dear
LillicSchoolma'am's girls may like to make one of the same kind.
It is built of rough little pinc-logs. It has pinc-rushes on the
roof 10 keep the rain out, for, you know, pine rushes shed water.
Ourhousc is very dark inside, for it has no Windows exccpt a pane
ofglass in the door. The door is very narrow, and | have to go
mndeways. as | am rather fat. W e have a stove in ourhouse; it
Isthe upper part ofan oid hall-stove, but it cooks very mcely on top.
There is no place to bakc. W e cook coffee, tea, chocolate, toast
bread, stew taffy, and boil eggs there. Our stove is very warm, and
it lights up the room niccly when there ism good fire in it. We
bave also a little cartand an oid horsc; herfiame is “ Doily. She
isoid, and has a swcllcd leg. Mother would not sell her to any
cale,bul gave her to us, on condition thatwe would be very kind and
gentle to her. W e liaul rushes from the woods for the roof and for
tbinkingup our house, and wood for our stove
can whenever we want to, for Dolly is
sheisvery willlng to hdp us. Alice puts her to. (Alice is my sistcr;
she will be eleven years oid lo-morrow.) We have not nxed the
floor of our housc yet, butitis to be of boards, with pine rushes on
topfor a carpet. | am fourteen and a half years oid.

We go out in our
very easy to caten, and

I inclose a

picture, which | drew myself.

I hope it is good enough for you to
showto inv St

Nicholas cousins. The door ofa ncw one ought to
hemuchlargor, so that escape would be easy in case of fire.
arevery carcful.— Yours truly,

Butwe
Minnie.

A SEED IN THE WOOL.

A LITTLE bird told me lately of a tinv flower
which appeared, a few years ago, along the rail-
roads in the Southern States. It suddenly and com-
plctely carpeted the ground.

The Little Schoolma’am says that it iscalled Acan-
thospermum,— she delights in using a large part
°f the alphabet in one word, you know. It is a

South American plant; and how do you think it
happened to be traveling by railroad?

The seeds are supposed to have been introduced
by the wool imported from that country.

If the producis which were sent to the “ Cen-
tennial ” from all over the world, and from all parts
of our own land, have scattered seeds in this way,
what startling carpets may greet our eyes this

spring

CINDERELLA’'S SLIPPER.
Bangor, Me.
Dear Jack: Of course you keep posted on the dotngs of the
fairies. If any of the desccndants of Cinderellas fairy godmother
are with you, will you picase ask them about this paragraph, which 1|
cutfrom a newspaper?

“ W as it real)y a glass slipper by means of which Cinderella tri-
umphed over unnatural rclatives and won the hand of the pnnee’.
No, that is a philological blunder. The storyof Cinderella was a
tradition before itwas put into printin the French of Charles Per-
rault. In medieval Frcnch, the phonetic equivalentof verre (glass)
was vaire, a kind of variegated or spotted fur. The first man who
turned the spoken into the writtcn legend is answerablc for the intro-
duction ofverre instead ofvaire, and henee forchanging the slipper
of the ancient story into the now univcrsally accepted glass slipper.
The verre is a manifest absurdity; the pretty Cinderella could not
have danccd in it. The fur slipper, on the contrary, has abundant
excuse for its appcarance in the story, for was not the weanng of
“fur and other pellctry ’ rigidly forbidden by the sumptuary laws to
all but princes and princesses? "

Now, dear Jack, in behalf of my anxious little ones, I ask you— is

]:hls truc?

Dear me! This is sad news, indeed. But it
might have been expected. The moment a man
of inquiring mind gets hold of a fairy story or a
legend, he plays the mischief with it. Now, dear
mother of a constant reader, if you take Jack’s
advice, you 'll treat this so-called itern of informa-
tion as a base slander. Letit go. The ehildren.
don’'t want anything more of that sort. The fel-
low may pride himself as he picases on being able
to see through a glass slipper,— but it’s no credit
to him. Why, he'll be trying next to haul down
Jack’s bean-stalk ! He 'd better look out1

Yours truly,
A CONSTANT ReADKR S MAMMA.

THE OLDEST ORGAN IN THE COUNTRY.

Dear Little Schoolma'am : Inthesewondcrful Centennlal times,
when people are eagcrly bringing fortb their ancestors treasures from
trunks and attics, | am surc lile ehildren join in the prcvailmg interest,
and would like to hcar the history of the oldestorgan in the country.

Portsmouth,down by the sca-side in New Hampslinre, is quite nch
in anliquitics, and one of the choicest relies— better to me than the
ofid houses, or the oid chairs or china— is the oid organ in the Epis-
copal chapcl. W e claim that it is the first organ eyer brought to
America M any years ago, the faets concernmg this organ were
collected, and publishcd in some musical journal, and an extract was
cut from the paper, and pasted upon the organ Though the
print is yellow with vamish and time, yet m this way the organ is
able to tell itsown story; and this is, in substance, what it says:

“The organ was built in England, was purchased by
Brattle, Esq., and brought to America in 1713:
King's Chapel.” . - . . r r

You know what a prejudicc existed, in the days of our torctathcrs,
against organs. The record admits that the prejudicc was not
abated in favor of this instrument. Just think of its coming to us a
stranger in a“strange land, nieeting no cordial rcception, but treated
to an imprisonmentof seven months in the

lhom as
and was set up in

~ 83b, ir

became the home of the oid organ; the pricc paid foritat the time
of the last parchase was nearly $450. For one hundred and sixty-
three years its pipes have sounded, and it has notyet wholly lost its
swcctness or its uscfulness,— notso oid that it may not at tunes be
hcard accompanying the chants of the church. W e like to feel that
it has found its home, that the pretty rccess of the chapel where it
now stands shall forever be its resting-place. L. o. k».
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS’

PANSY'S LOVERS

By a Little Girl.

Sfring-time.

Pansy, little pansy,
Wrappcd in velvet hues,
Pansy, little pansy,
Bathed in morning dews;

Pansy, little pansy,
I'm your lover true;

I am gcntlc Spring-time,
Come to welcome you.

Summer.

Pansy, little pansy,

Art thou here, my sweet,
W aiting for the lover

Thou hast longed to mect?

I am he, my darling,
I am Summer gay;
When | come, my sweethcart,

Spring-time hastes away.
A utu/nn.

Pansy, litttle pansy,
Dost thou not know me ?
I am glorious Autumn,
Tinting vine and tree.

Pansy, little pansy,
Grant me this one boon,—
Stay with me, my darling,
Winter's coming soon.

W inter.

Pansy, little pansy,
Dost thou love us all?
Then, my darling pansy,

Answer Winter's cali.

Pansy, little pansy,
I'm the flowers' night,—
1’1l fold you in my arms, pet,
Wrappcd in mandes white. L.D.D.

SOME CALIFORNIA SCENES.

«rVn-in ~ak,and* California. Last vear dear papa took Harry
and W allie, my two brothers, and myself up to the Summit, Donner
Lake and Lake Tahoe. W c had never seen snow falling until we
went to the Summit House, where we arrived by the overland rail-
road about midnight. When | looked out of the window in the
morning, | saw something flying about, and thought it was mosqui-
toes. | called to papa, who was in the next room, to look at the
great number of mosejuitoes; lie told me | was mistaken, thatit was
snowmg. When we heard thiswe all jumped up and were soon out
in the snow. The snow shcds (called gallcries) over the railroad
track, and the mountains all around, were white, and the snow was
falling in beautiful large flakes like soft white down. But | do not
mtcnd to tell you about that trip in this letter.

Pescadero— which, papa says, is the Spanish for fisherman—
is a little village near the occan On the firstofJuly wc all— that is,
papa, mamma, aunt Mattic, Harry, W allie, with my little playm ate,
Maud, and two ladies and one gentleman, and myself— left Oakland
onltheeighto'clock train for the wharf at the end of the overland
railroad, where we wenton the ferry-boat to San Francisco,and then
on the street-cars to the stcam-cars; we left the cars at San Matoe
and rodé in a four-horse coach to Pescadero; the coach was full
mside, and papa, Harry, Maud and | rodé on top The road winds
along the sides of mountains to Half-Moon Bay: in some places
wc were hundreds of feet aboye the little houses in at the footof the
mountains. W e stopped fordinner at Half-Moon Bay, and arrived
at Pescadero about five o’clock. The Swanton House was decoratcd
with flags, and a large flag was on a pole in frontof the hotel, and
ropes, with hundreds o flittle flags on them, were fastened to the fiag-
pole and to houses across the streets. W e children had each a cen-
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tennial flag, which we waved as we drove up to the hotel We
notstop at the hotel, but had a cottage There are four bcautiful
cottages, with a green lawn and trees in front; ours was namJ

MTrlle, the.others.were “ lvy,” “ Oak,” amd “ Fem, .~

The next morning we went to Pebblc Beach, a little beach witha
high bank on one side, and large rocks ateach end, over which the
waves dash with a great booming sound and splash. The bcach is
covered with beauuful smoolh pebbles, white, green, pbik and othér
cojors, all washed mee and clcan by the waves ; some are very beau
Mui. There area great many common pebbles, which nobody cares

is in hunting for and picking up the nice round colored
squats down, or lies flat down 01l the beach
or box, or something to hold the pebbl*;
in the pebbles to find thé

The fun
Everybody
bottlc,

ones.
and has a little

and they scratch over and dig holes
prettiest ones. It looks very iunny to see thirty or fortv people.
big and litdc, squatting or lying down, hunting for pebWcs W?

children took off our shocs and stockings and ran down the beach
when a wave wentout, and when a big rolier carne in wc scampered
back ; we got caught sometimes, and got awful wet, but did not
mind it a bit. The sun was very bright, and we all got sunbuniL
We wentto the bcach nearly cverv day, and brought home several
srnall bottles and boxes full o fpebbles. Little W allie picked np peb-
bles like the rest, ahd brought home one ofpapa’s socks ful!; heand
papaempty the pebbles on a paper on the floor, and lie down on the
beach' Ihe Pretty ones, and cali it playing “ pebble

One day papa, mamma, aunt M attic, Harry, Wallie, and myself
went in a camage to Camp Spaulding in the rcdwoods. It is3
lovely place; the trees grow very large and tail. Papa stood up
against the end of one that had been sawed off, and it was higher
than his hcad. There were a great many larger than tliat one. The
ground was covered with ferns, growing five and six feet, and
so high and strong we could hardly get through them. Papa and |
went up a little caflon where a little stream of water trickled down
over the rocks, to look for fems for his fernery, and we had great
sport The cafién was full of oid logs, brush, fems and weeds, on
which wec walked; sometimes wc would come nearslipping throuch,
and sometimes when papa reached up the steep bank for a bcautiful
fern, his footwould slip and he would slide down among the bnish
and ferns. W e saw greatquanlities of hazel nuts, but they wcrc not
npc,and we only gathered a few to show to the others at the cottage.
Un the road wc passed ¢lsteam saw-mill, where they make boirds
and smngles from the redwood trees. Great wagoén loads of shinglcs
are hauled through Pescadero to the landing by mulé teams; the
mulcs have bells on their collars which make a merry jingle in the
to give noticc to people in carriagcs to stop, as the road
in a great many places that two

Lizzie.

woods
through the forest is so narrow
wagons cannot pass each other.

St. Paul, Minn.
Nicholas: Allow me to present this picture of“The
drew it as a companion-pico:
Cannot Tell a Lie,’
in your June and

Dear St
Youthful Rubcns Drawing Flics.” 1
to the Young Contributor pictures— “ Father, |
and “ Sir lsaac Ncwton Discovering Gravitation,”

September numbers oflast year.— Your voung contribiitor,
P. N. B.
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It isvery appa.renl lh‘at Dr. Egg!eslon s little Fairy Show for Sun- B _ W ashington, D. C-, Jan. rath, 1877.
I ¢ly-schools, pubiished in the .Christmas number of St. N icholas, Darling St. Nicholas: As | saw so many little girls were
metaneed precisely. W e have rcccived, and still are getting, many writing, | thought | would send you a few lines to congratdlate you
I pleasant letters from delighted young correspondentswho saw it played 0n your mimense success. | have taken you from your birth asa
intheirschools, or themselves took part in it, and everywhere it has wn(er.(o your magaane S_a'd' I_(h'"k you are grand, and 1 hope
N . R . . . you will hve forever. | like " His Own Master” ever so much. |
preved a “ succcss Minnic W hitney writes that the people of her hope Jacob will many Florie. | am making up a list of Bird-
Sunday-school, in Hudson, Mich., “ were tired of Christmas trees,”  gelcnders, and will send it as soon as it is full. Give my best regards
*ocarricd out Dr. Egglcston’s plan,— “and it was splendid!” Ina to Ucacon Oreen and the Lude Schoolma'am, and always remember
Wisconsin town they admitted the children free, but chargcd the me as your devoted reader, Mamie King.
tlhersand mothers ten cents each,and so eleared almost three times
:heirexpenses, besides hpving a deal of fun In cities, where the . - Xt - . Flushing, N. Y. .
churchcs were larger, and the bestarrangemonts for getting up and Uear br. Nicholas: | have a piecc of money, on one side of
umamenting the stages most casily procured, the play sccms to have which is: victoria d: g: brit: reg: pid: df.f: mdecclvi
R : On the other side is a lintish devicc, and also, “ one florin, one-
aated greater admiration even than in rural towns, less accus- " . . .
tenth of a found." Is this an English, Austrian, Dutch, or
loroed to theatrical representations, and the dainties from Santa 1 russtan piecc of money? How much is it worth ?
Claus's pack were cspccially weleomed by the children of the poor, Jos. F. Dabling
bo always collect at the festival of a city Sunday-school. The Thisisacommon English coin, sometimes known as a florin, but
North Presbyterian church of St Louis, for example, brought out usually called a two-shilling piece. Itis worth two English shilings.

the Fairy Show in a grand manner, in the presence of over 500 chil-

drenand a houseful of older people. The pulpit, we are told, was

handsomely dccorated with evergreen trees, while on the north side Liltie Wolfersburger, Henrv H. Swain, and o. H. B.— The
wasplaced a miniature house, about ten feetby six in sizc, thatched “0” on some coins is only a badly cut "C * (for Garson City).
and trimmed with cvergreens, tufts of raw cotton and strings of Coins from that mintare sometimes badly stamped, and the C readily
fcppcd com, and with a vcritable-looking chimney The front of bccomes an O.

«epulpitwas also adorned with evergreens and popped corn. Fivc

Imndred and six boxes of candy, each labeled, “ A merry Christm as,
Heidelberg, Germany, November, 1876.

11876, from the North Presbyterian Sunday-school,” and 1,200 h
A . | | Dear St. Nicholas: | am a very little boy, and | have not been
crangeswcrc given away to the little folks, who enjoyed the occasion m dear America for four years I am awfully homesick at times, and
rastly. would be a great deal more so if it was not that my papa sends me
the weleome St. Nicholas every month from away out in Michigan
Ri w I am m Heidelberg with my two great big brothers, studying Gen
. _ - ipon, Wis. . .
Uear St. Nichotas: In vour Decembcr number it is said that amaDnu.lcr:mg;nlo the public school, and can tafk the janguage~here~hkc
thegiant Captain Bates and his wife live in Rochester, N.Y. But This i b. iful pl full of I Iy dri d m We li
thattsamtslake. They live in Seville, Ohio. I know this because Is is a beautiful place, u of lovely drives and walks. € _'VE
R . . nght under the w-allsofthe oid castle, and we walk up to the Konig-
randma. 3,1 ,asl summer, who lives in Medina, stuhl often. b
IOT\owhlch is unly a few miles from Seville. I am nine years oid . R
I andhave been taking St. Nicholas for two years and a half froni 'The big boys are ver'ybad here, and fight awf.ully, and try to cut
I thenews office here, and 1 like it very much indeed.— Yours truly, oli each other s noses with swords. They have _b'g spotted Fjogs, a.s
Witlie B. G large as calves. You ought to see the German girls dance, with their
title B. Geery blue stockings. They are lovely.

They drink an awful lot oflager-beer here. Can vou tell them in
vour mee paper thatit is very wrong to drink and fight? 1 am going

. [‘JEE, §(_ Nicholas: IE:‘an you |nf0rm me whypBIullal?slgphclaandy home to Grosse lie, Michigan, next summer. | should like to stop
| maltesit changc its color.— Yours truly, in New York and .see you, St. Nicholas.— Y our friend,
James Taft Hatfield. W illie S. Biddle, Jr.
Agood -juestion, and one towhich we will gladly reply in an early > Chicago.
I number. Meantimc, whatdo ouryoung correspondents say about it? Uear bT N icholas: I am sick and cannot go out, so | thought
I would wnte you a letter. | have a little dog. He has a bal!, and

1 take itand putitin my pockct Then he will puthis head in, and
growl until he gets itout. Then he will run away with it, but bring

R R it back forme to itagain. He willget mamma’s slippcr and try
- Dear St.Nicholas: Although I am nota boy thatlivesin some . ) . . .
. . tochew itup; and ifwe go after him, he will run and try hard not
I queerplace that you would like to hear about, yet 1 have something to b ht I'h ‘ N - th | b |
| taray to tell you, though it may not scem truc. o e, caught. ave wro pigeons; ey arevery lame, because
h onak I d d d n d K L am kind to them. They like me, and when 1 go in the coop to feed
ehavea ?nake all spotted red an ye_ow, and we l?ep itina them, they fly down and eat outofmy hand. | am eight years oid
I * ,u-gc!s tamen Ycslerday morningwc put my little baby 1 like the *Boy Emigrants " better than any story.
IS k S m Casc and went away* We d,d « just for fan, Walter Garfield.
I rY k WCC?mc back’ ,hc whistle wa» gone and we could n't find
] then we hcard a queer noise, and when wc looked,
! I- fnakcall COLed UP_ and whistling, with a little bit of the Pleasant letters have been reccived from Hugh Toland Camey,
I's's slck,ng O»>tof its mouth. Once | heard of a snake Lizzic Spencer, Winnie H Maric L. Haydel, Kittie Blanche
| gv Irds and a load- 1 would ,iky 10 hnow if this_could be P ' N ) Y ! '
1 =Yours truly, Tom C Grant. “ Kate,” Mamie Kennedy, A. T. C., Julia E. Botsford, Hattie and

Anna Mack, Alien Browning, Martha L. Munger, and others.

nB._ j. %l . Bethlehem, Pa., Jan. 6th, 1877.
I Ola*akn « " rs,CH? LAS:tT k»s cvening | read a letterin St. N ich-

li .?‘Oul PJJtzesm Bethlehem, and | was very .much interested in Dear St. Nicholas: | amF(;nIilAtAIe“;iar\I/,C::nMyzgfsrdm'cd.n”OTcecxaas?(.)n-
Pt ]n:Jf7 ulzeesuf)\e?eetlmliesheemar and am a Moravian. There W?I’E a ally | see lettersin your “ Lcttcr-Box” from boys and girls living jil
yp Year.  on onecould be seen the Switch- the army, so | thought | would send you a short letter from Texas.
:‘\]Nh751 (1 ”;t‘k‘hc coall rcg:;ns. on a""ltrer_ Dan'\wT) saw a th‘led’ W ¢ hve at Fort McKavctt, one of the best frontier posts in the State.
l«luoe ane crs over ,i- ere wcerccattle in the barn-yard, an The surrounding country is very pretty. There are fivc infantry and
| Biltieras giandimg and watehing thei sheep. W c had atree and a two cavalry companies stationed here. | have a pony, which I ride
18 W °Urde°,S* 1 have a sistcr»and! W& PBI1 P13y With 64F nearly every day and enjoy it so much. My papa went on a scout
I Kichaixe 87? I«f greal many Christma:s presenls, among them St. two years ago and brought home this pony; he belonged to the
Ilannu. evcr so much> would come oftcncr. Indians. | think he must have been one of the squaws’ ponics, be-
nmcyearsmd — From your ““IE frlend Ernie H. cause he is so gentlc and likes women better than men around him.
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| have a black and tan temer dog named Nipper, and a eat called
Teeny I could notUve away out Itere without plenty of pets— It is
so lonely. I have no brothers or sistcre, but there are eighteen
ofliccrs’ ehildren in the carrison, and all

under twelvc years of age.
I have not been Norlh for four years: |

am getting tired of 1ving

South solongl enjoy reading St. N .cholas so much, andout
itere itis doubly welcome. | am afraid I am wnting toomuch, so
will ciése for this tim e.-1 remam one of your besUhends,

Inquiry: Can any one tell where lo find a little poent on the

now,” commencing:

“ Look at the beautiful flakes of snow ,-
W here do they come from, whence do they go

I)u[e(ly‘ silently, gently they fall:
fbey do not jostle each other at all.
W e in the world are not like the snow,
Josding and pushing wherever we go.

Little Falls, N. Y.
You have come to us ever smee your cxist-
and we would hardly know how to do without you. ostér
Gracc isaway at school, and says you maycome in my fiame another
year Brother says he will pay fora copy .0 go to ?~ covstns atvay
on the pratries of Ncbraska. I think it very kind in him, foritwill
be so appreciated by them, as they have had a hard time toget along.
It seems hardly true that they lived in a hole

Dear St. Nicholas:
cnce,

in the ground when

,hiysupposeyouare tired ofthe many letlcre you get from the rcaders
ofSt. Nicholas, but, if possible, I would like you to print this liule
extract at least, that | read in a paper a fcw days ago, asking Ule
voune French scholars for a Iranslation, or give it yoursclf, as you
S It was styled “ A Beautiful Truth.” "Ce ¢(cstfas lav.cto.re
auifaitlajoie des nobles canirs; c'estlecombat.

Hoping to see it jn the " Lctter-Box soon, | remare your hule
friend,
W est Union, lowa, Deceniber, 1876.
Dear St. Nicholas: | am a little hoy nine years oid. I go to
school and study the Tliird Reader 1 like the story of His Own

M aSer” very much. Papa has taken.St. Nicholas

for me ever
s nce it was published. i have got a

little: brother named Robby,

,his 11 ST NI- n r

Louisville, Ky.
D far Boys and Girls of St. Nicholas:

I saw a little girl last
summer who never saw St.

Nicholas I felt very sorry for her
She read “ dryoid books," and stories of astomshingly good ehildren
and impossible grown people, and she never had any real, merry

"0 S 'no,shewas'nt a “very poor child,” either. She liad algreat
many unneccssary things for a little girl, one of which was a little
black girl to wait on her. | thought the little black girl was very
funny, and used to laugh at her every day-not because: she was
black but hecausc she said such very odd things and often got her
wordswrong One morning she said: “John lie did n 1 come home
‘tall las' night— leas' ways he never slep in he bed, cause us all
uniangled this mornin'." W as she wrong to think when the bed was
all made up thatitwas untangledf
Sunday, Bcss wanted to dosomething she was told was wrong, and
hermistress said: “ Don’tyou know the Bible says you mustnotdo
such things on Sunday?" Bess rolled her great eyes un,and
“Oh! yes, missie, buldey isa heap in things in de_Bible whatyou
can'tfiu-fulL” She saw a small marble bustof Dickens, an.d she
said: “ How dis man git lie portagraph took so hard n white. Mus
V been awful palé he self, I reckon Bess keptthe flies off the
table at meal time. The big fly-brush was fastened over the table,
and Bcss liad 10 puli a cord to move the brusli, I never knew her to
getthrough one meal withoutgoing tosleep at her work. She would
nod and pulithe cord at the same time. Itlooked as though she had
the cord fastened to her head, and pulled it down each time her head
carne down. It looked very strange to see her sleep standmg up
and all the time going on with herwork. Bess often heard the white
people talk of things she did not at all understand, hut she.would
remember the sound and try to use the words aftcrward. Whentes
was sentto do errands away from home, as liappcned sommimes, she
never Cerned to have butone idea, and that was to go .0 the place
which she was sent. Then she secmed to think herermnd was done
She was sent to me at another house, oneday,and the first I knew of
itwaswhen 1 looked up and saw the quecrhttlc tinng stand,ng ,nmy
“ She had a bright yc-llow dress on She never likcd any .other
I could not help smiling at her, she looked so contented and

«ud

o

color.
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as thoueh her errand was done, although she had notsaid a word. 1
knew she had been sent for something,

and 1 sai “ Good mom-
ing, Bcss: whatdoyou want this mormng? She stood pcrfectly
still and rolled her great eyes up and said: Nuffin." 1 waited
to give her time to think, and then | said:

“*What did you come
for, Bcss?” “ Nuffin.” “Who told you to come?" “ Missw."
“ What did she tell you to do?” “ She done tole me to come
straight to your room an’ stay till you tole me to go home again,”
How was | to get at the message? I knew one had been sent

After a little 1 said: “ W hat did your mistress tell you to say to
me?” “ She say tell you to look at my breas-pin— that's all she
say.”

I lookcd and found a note fastened by a pin at her throat.
I laughed at this and wondered why she could not have carried it in
herhand.
to carry.

this note?

I found aftcrward that she losteverything she was trusted
I answered the note and said: * Bess, what shall 1do with
I wantyour mistress to have it.” W ith a perfectly indif-
ferent face, and still looking any place butat me, she says; “ 1do’no;
‘'speck I rcckon you better tie it to me. 1 mout loss it.” 1 took a
string and tied the note around hef neok like a locket, and she secmed
very proud 0% it. Mhen 1 f6Ud Ko+ 18 By HORt Batk 18 her midhes
and give her Ule note. She madea queer bow and said: “ Yes,miss,
I goin'," and she was gone as rapidly and as quietly asshe liad come.
She went to her mistress as she had come to me, and withouta word
waited to be examined. If you would like to see Bcss, and will go
with me to Virginia, you can hear her talk. | think you d laurha
good deal. They are used to her where she livcs, and don't think
her funny. Bess would be surprised if she knew | hadwntten loyou
about her.— Yours truly, M-A. C.

Oakland, Cal.
Dear St. Nicholas: | am going towrite you a receipt for choco-
late enrom éis; | think you will find them very nice :— Quarler. pound
prepared chocolate : onecup of molasses; one cup ofsugar hrown:
one cup of milk (orcream) ; halfcup ofbutter. Boil until done,sur-
ring bnskly all the time, and just as it is done put ni thrce or four

drops of extract of vanilla. I have not tried Gussie s receipt yet,

but I intend to soon. From your affecuonatc reader,
FinuiK M. Bkicher.
Media, Jan. roth, 187;.
Dear Jack: In the January St. Nicholas, “ M. S.’

gave a
senlence containing five “ thats'’ jn order, and asked how 11 would

he parsed. Atan examination in our school, some tune ago, wc tad
to parse a scntencc of a like natura. The first * that is a conjuro,
tion, connecting “Jane said” wtth the rest of the scntencc. The
sccond “ that"” isa demonstrative pronominal adjecUve relatuig to the
third “ that,” which is a noun, subject of the verb
fourth “ that" is a relative pronoun, jts anteceden! being the llura
“ that." The fifth “ that"” is a demonstrative pronominal adjecuve,
Ilmiling tile noun “ boy."— Yours truly, E. N-

was Ihe

Fussell

Leavenworth, Kansas
I have a little anccdote about Kansas mu,
that perhaps your readers will enjoy. s .

During Quantrell's raid, which was 111 1864, the townlof Laj"™ "'
was burned. There were 110 rats jI1l Topeka. On ihe day follm™8
the fire, they appearcd in forcé, and persons who went over the reau
hetween the two places,saw innumerable tracksofhule fcvt, shovrng
that the little quadrupeds had eyidently gone m an amtyTmm oro
town 10 the other. Since that lime, there have been plenty of lab
both jl1 Topeka and all stadonswest— Truly your R R

Dear St. Nicholas:

" Santa Claus,” of New London, sends thisingeniously rhjmed

answer to Rebus No. 2 in the January number:

The Witches' Spell.

This remarkable spell

Is devised very well,

On a truly original plan:
If 1've not got it right,

ThSypfayCSE ?1.im “8 ~ it Wm en,”

In addiuon to thosewho were credited la*' mSn,h' ¢ r number:
boys and girls sent answers to puzzles in the DecemW
Prentis Dow, Clara Lee, EdIth Heard, “ Profeso”™ lete F " '
NcllieS. Thompson, Howard Steel Rodgcrs. ThomasDj n
Mary J. Tilghman, Willlam C. Delanoy, Nettic

w fa?!8% £ é i S 7 ilheldoo Sery
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n sent.
say to
all she
ihtoal
ed itin
trusted
dowith

do’ no;
took a
seemed

d come,
ta word
will go
laueh a
i't think

.CHKR.

, 1877,
gave a
it would
> wc had
conjunc-

following
- the road
, shoxving
from one
ity of rats

M aic*.

i, H. Bunv
etc Biankf.
McUrtPi

THE

RIDDLE-BOX.

THE RIDDLE-BOX.

BEHEADED ENIGMAS.

BY A LITTLE GIRL

.. Do you need a i, 2, 8, 3, 6 to find the place where you shot the
<! ti 2. Whileonour7,8,3,1, 2,wc went underan 8, 3, 1, 2.

, . i'thiink ctwas 3, 8,5, 2 to fell the 8, 5, == 4 she was not 5, 7 8,
?6toyoto the 7. 8, 3,6111 searcbhof'», 3, 6. 5. Trlue+re-ts-a stove in
fassttooHho@ise. Do you often 9,4, 6 by 4, 6? 6. He had best
%éi?gffa little of that 3, 4, 7. 7- wore the 1, 2, 8,3, 7asa

A nine lettcrs~in7thcir proper order, and find a pleasant holi-
LIZZIE KIERNAN.

HIDDEN LATIN PROVERB.

FiNDin the following sentcnce a Latin motto for puzzle-guessers:
A student so thoroughly patient 1 admire greatly; he evinces
thatoualitv which is the basis of all cxcellence in scientific knowl-

JpB

PICTORJLAL LIBRARY PUZZLE.

W ho are the sixtecn authors represented on the shclves?

INCUMPLETE SENTENCES.

Fitrthe blanks in each sentence with words pronounccd alikc but
spdleddifTercntly and having difie-entmeanings.

1.The beauty of that horseis his
hauting in his netsadded much to the--——-.
mgn—  the tiller and start across the
‘itha to procure for him some

— with an awkward 6. Once a week the society and
77 out the to the poor. 7. No doubtthe ancient used
dwr shields for pillows for many . 8. Ithink rats must have

2. A fisherman--——
3. He7 the hcims-
4. Wilham aboy
5. He carne through the

7— inthis--—--, for the corn is all nibbled. 9. They had the--—-—-
I "id with a ch 10. Taking a ., Mary
| J.tcmpted to it with a of scissors. stallknecht.

CENTRAL SYNCOPATIONS.

«.Svxcopate musical instrumenta and leave edibles. 2. A series
°fsteps, and leave to arousc. 3. Very important, and leave a bottle.
1 VAbeautiful substancc found in the sea, and leave a useful substance
JMod underground. 5. A vessel, and leave to spill.
wjedclay, and leave fastenings.

6. Pieces of

1 syncopated letters, read down, form an acrostic, meanmg a
IM'd. CYRIL DEANE.

METAGRAM.

W hole, I am a riverin England.
Transpose, and | am a stanza. Omit one letter and transpose, and |
am without end. Transpose, and | am to turn aside.
transposc, and 1 am a partof the day.

Curtail me, and | am to part.

Curtail and
stallknecht.

TRIPLE ACROSTIC.

P riMALS, centrais, and finais form three animals.
1. A great musician. 2. Part of Oceanica. 3 A shade of color.
4. An earth-worm. 5. A Latin council. 6. A color.
LITTLE ONE

MELANGE.

1. T ransposf.a kind of fish, and give the namc ofa poet; again,
and give an article of food; again, and give a pledge. 2. Behead
the fish, and leave a girl's iame. 3. Syncopatc the fish,and leave to
satisfy appetite. 4. Behead the ardele of food, and leave an Oriental
tree. 5. Behead the pledge, and
leave to seize. 6. Transpose to
satisfy appetite, and find a rcsi-
dcncc. 7 Curtail the Oriental tree,
and find a beverage 8. Behead the
residence, and find what wc all do.

ISOLA.

EASY DIAMOND PUZZLE.

1. A consonant 2. A young
animal. 3. A wild animal. 4. A
domestic animal. 5. A consonant

ISOLA.

DOUBLE ACROSTIC.

1. Anger. *2. A peculiar sub-
stance, obtained from certain sea-
wceds, or marine plants. 3. More
recent 4. An animal. 5. Empty.

6. One who entertains. 7. A small
period of time. Primais and finais,
read down, give two boys* fiames.
Behead and curtail each word,
and the following will remain: 1
An animal. 2. An ancientgod. 3.
A heathen goddess. 4. A verb 5.
A girl's nickname. 6. To ponder.
7.A sign CYRIL DEANE.

HIDDEN FRENCH
PROVERB.

Find a French proverb in the fol-
lowing sentence which may teach
us to be charitablc in ourjudgment

ofothers:
Do lprefervalcncicnnes to Honi-
lon laces? O ! it seems quite

malicious, Amy, to ask me; but |
will relieve your suspense, and say

“ Yes.” B.
HALF WORD-SQUARE.
1. A far Western State. 2. A report. 3. To cast forth. 4. Pos-
sessed. 5. A conjunction. 6. A consonant. little one.

OMNIBUS WORD.

W hat word of five letters contains;

|.— Two word-squares. First: i. An animal. 2. A vegetable. 3.
An organ of the body. Second: 1. What the hungry desire to do.
2. A verb. 3. A beverage. . .

Il.— A diamond puzzle. 1. A consonant. 2. A penod ol time. 3.
To preach. 4. Whatthe hungry did do. 5. A vowej.

I1l.— Words which, transposed, will fill the blanks in the following
sentence properly: We must up every
the crop if they grow at this .

IV.— Four reversible words. t. A statc of equahty; reversed, a
knock. 2. A stratagem; reversed, a portion. 3- A
versed, to mend a shoe.

, or they will spoil

light blow ; re-
4. An animal; reversed, a resmous sub-
stance.

V.— Words meaning: 1.

Duplicity. 2. Quick. 3. Lamed away
by excitemcnt or wonder.

And a prefix and a prepositxon.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



360 THE

RIDDLE-BOX.

REBUS.

ANSWERS TO

Hour-Glass Puzzle.—Innocence.
OIEDI EN CE
LEANI NG
HONOR
TOE
c
FEE
D ONOR
SPECTER
PERPETUAL
Anagbahs OF Cities.-i. New Castle. 2. Charleston. a. New
Orlcans. 4. Syracuse. 5. Muntreal. 0. Provideitce. 7. St. Aucus-
tine. 8. PorLsmouth.
Mathematicai. Puzzle.— Mild.
PICTORIAL NUMERICAL RebUS.— 2],008
82,000,000,$08
49,000,006
82,049,032,767
D ifficult Diamond Puzzle.— Indistinguishable.
1
I N N
LEDGE
HOL I DAY
K ORE S I GHT
RECEPTAC LES
PRE MEDITA T ION
REPRESEN TATIONS
INDISTINGU | SHABLE
SOMNAMBULATIONS
INVEST I GATION
KURRYSKURRY
SHEPHERDS
M1 R A CLE
SABLE
ALE
Enigma.— Parfs.
Double Meanings.— i. Racine. 2. Rouen (ruin). 3. Cork. 4
iilunalo. 5. Tours. 6. Lyons. 7. Lancaster (lank aster).
Numerical Enigma.— “ Idle folks have the most labor.”
PicroRiAL P uzzie.— Plum, Lime, Date, Prickly-pcar.
Double Acrostic.— Paris, Genoa
P -i- G
A —lo— E
R —ai— N
I —ndig— O
S—ahar— A

PUZZLES

IN FEBRUARY NUMBER.

Novel Diamond Puzzle.— t
nE t
t E nE ¢t
t En
t
Square-Word.— rose
oOPAL
S Al L
5~ * Ppuzzle.—!. 1, js‘a'kV'bawl). 2. It is a wct «atoa.

5. Becausc tlicir hani
7. She nmU >»

X0 HisX w
uDov's

4 's,an °«rflow ofsalt water.
are together. 6. Bccause they are in tiers (tears).
unbend. 8. It ,s upbraided. 9-They are in arms.
areout 11. “ I'se hid " (eyes hid).

“ Kind hearts are more than coronéis,
And simple faith than Norman blood."”
, I',DI,EN W °rds.— Ragout, gout. ou, si, de, te, en, le, combat, bal,
baton, ton, on, Lyon, ont, fi, fiel, the
Diamond Puzzle.— n
s 1p
. ST ARE
DI AMOND
PR OUD
K NI
D

Rebus.—

Riddie.— Firc, iré, fir.
Easy Enigma.— A versién, a versién, aver, Sion.
D iamond Puzzle s
a pe
ag ent
s PE CTR E
EN TR Y
TRY

Easy Double Diagonal Puzzle— A gate, Slate.

A hi e S
a G il.e
neAcH
sT a TE
Ey r 1 E

Bkheaded R hymes.— Prelate, relate, elate, late, ate.
I-ONCEALED DIAMOND AND W oRD-SqUARK.—

Cross-word Enigma.— YOorktown.
M etagram — Ada, Adam, madam, mad, lad, bad, a.
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