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R E D  R I D I N G - H O O D .

B y  J o h n  G r e e n l e a f  W h i t t i e r .

On  the vvide lawn the snow lay deep, 
R idged o’er w ith m any a drifted heap ; 
T h e  v/ind th a t through the pine-trees sung 
T h e  naked  elm  boughs tossed and sw ung; 
W hile, through the window, frosty-starred, 
A gainst the sunset purp le  barred,
W e saw the som ber crow flap by,
T he haw k’s gray fleck along the sky,
T h e  crested blue-jay flitting swift,
T h e  squirrel poising on the drift,
E rect, alert, his thick gray tail 
S et to the north wind like a  sail.

I t  carne to pass, our little lass,
W ith  flattened face against the glass,
A nd eyes in which the tender dew 
O f pity shone, stood gazing through 
T h e  narrow  space h e r rosy lips 
H ad  m elted from the frost’s eclipse :
O h, see,” she cried, “  the poor blue-jays ! 
W hat is it th a t th e  black crow s’ays ?
T he squirrel lifts his little lcgs 
Because he has no liands, and begs ;
H e ’s asking for m y nuts, I k n o w ;
M ay I no t feed them  on the snow ? ”

H alf lost within h e r boots, h e r head 
W arm -sheltered in h e r hood of red,
H er plaid skirt cióse about h e r drawn,
She floundered down the w intry lawn ; 
Now struggling  through the misty veil 
Blown round her by the shrieking gale ;
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E d ith  W illt lñ s o n , “ C a p t.  N em o ,

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

R E B Ü S .

H ID D E N  F R E N C II P R O V E R B .

F lN D  a  F r c n c li p ro verb , a s se rt in g  th e p ec u lia r ities  o f  dtffcrcnt
co u n tries, in  th e  fo llo w in g  se n te n ce  : .  ,

S u c h  a q u e d u e ts  p a y ; s a tis fy in g  áU , a n d  p ro v m g  a  sa fe  a n d  u n áis- 
g u ise d  b lessin g.

LOGOGRIPn.
W h o l e , I  m ean to d isco u rse  u poni; b eh ead  a n d  tran spo se , a n d  I 

a m  a  d e g re e  o f  v a lu é  ; tra n sp o se a g a tn , a n d  I  am  a  w e e d  ; tt->n sP ° “  
a g a in , a n d  I  am  to  r e n d í T astly, b eh ead , a n d  I  a m  a  p a rt o f t h e  

h e ad .

A B B R E V IA TIO N S.

i  B e h e a d  a n d  cu rta il a  co m e d y , a n d  le a v e  p a rt o f  a c u d e . .. 
B e h ea d  an d cu rta il a  p recio u s je w e l,  a n d  le a v e  a  part o í  the body.

B e h e a d  a n d  cu rta il a  p a rt o f  th e  b o d y , a n d  le a v e  another panof 
th e  b o d y . 4. B e h e a d  a n d  cu rta il a  p a rt o f  th e  b o d y , an d eave an 
in stru m e n t fo r  fa s te n in g  e lo th es, e tc . 5 . B e h e a d  a n d  curtail a  bght 
liq u id  food, a n d  le a v e  a  m ed ic in al p la n t . 6 . B eh ea d  a n d  curtail an 
a rtic le  o f  food, a n d  le a v e  a  nu m ber. 7. B e h ea d  a n o  curtail another | 
artic le  o f  foo d , a n d  le a v e  a  m easu re o f  e n g th . 8 Behead
an  a r t ic le  o f “¿lothTng,“ a n d  ie a v e  a  vehicleT  9. B eh ea d  and cum il a 
l a r y  a n im al, a n d  le a v e  a  portion  o f  lan d . 10. B e h ea d  an d curlail a 
d ried  fru it, a n d  le a v e  a  sm a ll stream  o f  w a ter . isola. |

A N S W E R S  T O  P U Z Z L E S  I N  M A R C H  N U M B E R .

BEHF.ADED E n i g m a s . - i .  C h a rt, h a rt. 2. M a re h , are h . 3. 
a sh . 4. S m a rt, m art, a rt. 5- S it , it. . 6 . T n m , n m . 7- C h a rm , harni 

H i d d e n  L a t í n  P r o v e r b . — "  P a o e n u a  v in ce s . ,
P lCT O R lA t. LlBB ARV  P u z z L E .- S p e n s e r ,  P in d a r , L o n r f d l o v ,L o iv  

e ll . H a r te ,  C arsar, B u m s , T e n n y so n , K a n e ,  P a le y , B e n tlc y , B u n ja n  
L o c k h a r t , L a m h , H o o d , G rim m .

I n c o m p l e t e  ¿ e n t e n c e s . —  t .  M a in , m an e 2. S e e n , scen c._ 3  
S e c s  se ize  se a s. 4. S e n t, ce n t, sc e n t. 5 .  G a te , g a it. 6. J le e ts  
m e m s .m e a k  7. K n ig h t s , ’ n ig h ts . 8. B e en , b ,n . 9 .  L y n rr, h n k s  

10. P e a r , p a re , pair.
C e n t r a l  S y n c o p a t i o n s . —

i . P i  —  P  —  e s  P ie s
а . S t — A  — ir  S o r

V i — T — a l V ia l
4. C o - R - a l  C o a l
5. SI —  0  —  op  S lo p
б . T i  —  L  —  e s  T i c s

M E T A G R A M . - S c v e m ,  s e v e r , v e rse , c v e r  v e e r ,  =ve.
M e l a n g e . — 1. S k a te , K e a t s ,  s te n k , s ta k e . a. S k a te , K a te . 3.

S k a te , sa le . 4. S te a k , te a k . s- S ta k e , ta k c . 6. S a te , s c a t  7. T e a k ,  
te a . 8. S e a t, eat.

D o u b l e  A c h o s t i c .— W iU iam , H e rb crt.
W  — rat—  H
I — o d in —  E 
L  — ate—  R  
L  — a m —  B  
I  — n a n —  E  

A  — m u se—  R  
M —ornen— T

E a s y  D ia m o n d  P l-z z l e . - B ,  K id ,  B iso n , D o g ,  N . 
H id d e n  F r e n c h  P r o v e r b .— “  H o m s o i t q m  m al y  pense. 
T r i p l e  A c r o s t i c .— W alru s, B a d g e r , R a b b it.

H a l f  W o r d -S q u a r e .—
O  R  E  G  O  N 
RUMOR 
E  M I T  
G  O  T  
O  R 
N

O m n i b u s  W o r d .— P rate.

I I I .
IV .

V .

EAT
ARE
TEA

ERA
PRATE

ATE
T e a r , tare , ratc 
P a r—  rap , trap— part, pat— 

tap , rat— la r  
A r t ,  a p t, rapt. P re . n t

R e b u s .— “  T h e r e ’ s  m a n y  a  slip  ’ tw ix t  th e  c u p  and th e 1*P-

F.iinnaM o o n  Face

A N S W E R S  T O  ru ¿ / .L L s  . ..  . . . . . .  J  p )u t0  "  R o b e r t  S m it li, A l ic e  tiarto w -iv io o rc, ,  y  n V
E liio tt, D a is y  H o b b s , " E h z a b e t h  E h z a  P c le ' k ? , t  ,  ,, "J-1" ! ,  r  M itc h e ll H o w a rd  S . R o d g c r s ,  L o u isa  L .  R ic h a rd s , B e s s ic T a y lo r , '  ■ 1 ■ 
G ra n d  P ie rrc , M a n d e L .  E d g e e o m b  A l fr e d A . M . t e h e l l , C a r n e B Fr i e d„  £  L ¡p p c rli K i .t ie  H .C h a p m a n  A r t U D .  Sm.
H a ll ie  M y g a t t ,  L o r a  N . ,  J a m e s B . l ^ m i l t o n ,  l^ n n ie  hL^CH ^sivold,^Lesm r^ i ^ ,  C - C o m U c . s

E liio tt, D a is y  H obbs, D . Smitl

G c n n ie  A llis ,
A n n ie  W ic k e s , A .  H u glw s

G e o r g e  H e rlicrt  White,
S i Jim tibr V l a l t ,  L o ttíe  W e stla n d ,

a n d  B u d g e ,
I d a  A .  C a rso n
M . W . C o lle tt , V .u n e  .7 a " r  r
g o ld ,"  C a rro ll S . M a x e y ,  A .  G . C a m ero n  A .  B .  C . ,  
A r th u r  C .  S m ith , C .  F . C o o k , E d d ic  V u lte c .
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Now sinking in  a  drift so low 
H er scarlet hood could scarcely show 
Its dash of color on the snow.

She dropped for bird and beast forlorn 
H er little store o f nu ts and corn,
A nd thus her tim id guests bespokc :

“  Come, squirrel, from your hollow oak ,— 
Come, black oíd crow,— come, poor blue-jay, 
Before your supper ’s blown away 1 
Don’t be a fra id ; we all are g o o d ;
A nd I ’m  m am m a’s R ed R lding-H ood ! ”

O T hou, whose care is over all,
W ho heedest e’en the sparrow ’s fall, 
K eep ¡n the little m aiden’s breast 
T he pity which is now its guest 1 
L et no t h e r cultured ycars m ake less 
T h e  childhood cliarm  o f tenderness,
B ut let her feel as well as know,
Ñ or harder with her polish grow ! 
U nm oved by sentim ental grlef 
T h a t wails a long som e p rin ted  leaf,
But, prom pt with kindly word and deed 
To own the claims of all who need,
L et the grown woman’s self m ake good 
T he prom ise o f R ed  R iding-H ood !

T H E  S L E E P I N G  C O U R I E R .

B y  F r a n k  R . S t o c k t o n .

In  m any countries of the East there are vast 
territories where such things as public roads, houses 
o f public en tertainm ent, and  regular mails are 
alm ost unknown. W hen people wish to travel, or 
to  send letters to a distance, they  m ake the ir own 
prívate arrangem ents for the purpose, and hire con- 
veyances for the journey, o r perhaps use their own 
horses, o r elephants, or camels, o r legs, as the case 
m ay be. Fortunately , the inhabitants o f these 
regions are  no t much given either to visiting or 
to lctter-w riting.

W e m ust not suppose, however, tha t the people 
o f the E ast, even in countries th a t we consider 
heathen  and  barbarous, are now ignorant o f rail- 
roads, telegraphs, and  post-offices. T hese useful in- 
ventions have penetrated  to m any regions in which, 
to  som e of us, it  would seem  alm ost absurd to ex- 
pect such things. In  E g y p t and  the Holy Land,

w here, when we th ink  of traveling and travelers, 
our m inds are ap t to rest on A braliam  when he 
journeyed into Canaan with his family and his 
fiocks and his herds, o r on Joseph’s brethren  travel­
ing  down into E gypt with their asses and their 
sacks,— you can now rush along through many of 
the oíd places m entioned in the Bible, in comfort- 
able steam -cars; and  steam boats will carry you 
about on the R ed Sea which the Children of Israel 
crossed.

But, as I said before, in m any E astern regions 
there are  none o f these m odern improvements, or 
im provem ents o f any date, and in some of these 
places letters and m essages are  sent by couriers, or 
m en who are  accustom ed to go very rapidly on long 
journeys. Sometim es they go on horseback, sonte- 
tim es on camels, and  som etimes on foot. These 
men often pcrform  wonderful journeys,. and the
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T H E  S L E E P I N G  C O U R I E k ,

stories told o f them  are  alm ost too strange to 
believe. Often a courier will ride hundreds of miles 
without resting, and, jum p ing  from a tired horse 
and m ounting a  fresh one, keep on by day and 
night until the  journey’s end  is reached.

The pony-riders who carried the mail in our far- 
ivestern States before the Pacific R ailroad was built 
used to take wonderful rides, b u t som e of the feats 
performed b y  E astern  couriers never have been

he should adopt some m eans to prevent his over- 
sleeping himself.

So he unwinds a  portion of a  rope which he 
carnes w rapped around his ankle, and slipping it 
between the toes o f one of his naked feet, he draws 
out the end beyond his foot, to w liat he considers a  
proper length for his purpose. Tliis rope is madc 
of some substance which will burn  very regularly 
and slowly, and so the courier pulís out as much as

W liE N  T H E  R O P E  BL'RNS C L O S E  T O  H IS  T O E , H E  W IL L  W A K E  U P  Q U ICK LY  E N O U C H .”

equnlcd elscwhere, if  we are to believe the stories 
we hear.

W hen a courier, o r m essenger, agrees to go from 
one place to another, he m ust calcúlate very carc- 
fully the tim e he takes for his actual traveling, the 
time for his meáis, and the tim e for his sleep. 
Arnong the expedients for m easuring tim e adopted 
by some of the m en who perform  their journeys on 
foot, is a  contrivance which is ra th er curious.

W hen one o f  these m en , so tired  with a  long 
tramp tha t he is glad to lie down on the open 
ground, and perhaps under a bu rn ing  sun, deter­
mines to take a  short nap, it is very necessary that

he thinks will bu rn  for an  hour, o r h a lf  an  hour, or 
as long as he wishes to  sleep, and sets fire to the 
end of it. T hen  he lies down and  takes his nap, 
feeling sure tha t when the rope burns cióse to his 
toe he will wake up quickly enough.

T h is  is a  very ingenious plan, and for a m an who 
can ru n  barefootcd over the burning sands o f the 
East, it m ight answer very well ; b u t even the 
sleepiest boy in th is  country— especially if he be a 
city boy and  accustom ed to wear shoes— m ight well 
hesitate a  long tim e before adopting it— unless he 
does no t object to hobbling about with a burn  on 
his toe.
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M A K I N G  A  F A I R Y  S T O R Y .

B y  J u l i u s  A . T r u e s d e l l .

W e  were sitting in the tw ilight, when fairy stories 
best m ay be told. T he th in , faded after-light of 
sunset carne trem bling in a t the west Windows, like 
the very ghost o f full, warm daylight, and mingled 
with the glim m er from the fire on the hearth .

E verything in the room  was clothed in a  gro- 
tesque fashion of blending lights and shadows. 
You m igh t have seen a  bevy o f sprites ever and 
anón peering  and grinning over the rim  of the 
g rea t central vase on the m a n te l; while a miscel- 
laneous troop of elfish forms flitted h ither and 
th ither from one piece of w hat-not to another, as 
though they were delirious with the pleasure of 
some fairy gam e of hide-and-seek.

Twice I saw a  huge shadow -giant leap ou t on the 
ceiling and stalk across; one tim e disappearing 
down behind th e  m eshes of Miss A m y’s ambitious 
passion-flower; a t  another, descending so suddenly 
and violently into the piano, th a t I fancied I heard 
the peaccful wires m urm ur a  shuddering  protest.

I arn sure it was a  fairy queen tha t carne flut- 
tering  ou t from behind the folds of the curtain in 
the north  window, and, dancing lightly away on 
the a ir to the air-castle (a reality, m ade of bristles, 
wax and  ribbons), roguishly folded h e r gossamer 
wings, and began to  swing and climb about in its 
aerial apartm ents,— unless you th ink  such merry 
sport were unbecom ing in a  fairy queen ; and in 
case of th a t opinión, I shall stoutly aver tha t it was 
a t least one o f her maids o f honor.

But I am  not sure tha t you could no t have con- 
vinced m e th a t I was w rong cven th e n ; for, soon 
after, the  m oonbeam s plunged in from over the high 
hill in the east, and  sent the shadows drifting and 
flying away to the corners o f the room , where they 
lay piled upon each other in deeper darkness and 
confusión. Perhaps m y fairy queen, o r maid of 
honor, was only a  spot of fluttering moonlight.

S itting  thus, each in his own qu ie t m using m ight 
have yielded to the spcll o f the tw ilight, and glided 
away to the realm  o f faney, forgetting hom e, where 
slates and  books and dishes and chores have their 
place as well as the fairy tales and songs, had little 
Miss G ertie not called ou t for a  story.

“ Yes, and a fairy story too ! ” cried both  the 
boys together.

“  Oh, I don’t know about a  fairy story to-n igh t; 
suppose we each th ink  one ou t to ourselves in 
qu iet,” said I, being somewhat loath to p u t my 
fancies into words.

“  T here  ’s  no fun in  th a t,” said E v ere tt; “  we ’d

each have too sm all an aud ience; besides, what ’s 
the use of doing anything we can’t share all around? 
H ere are five o f us, if Am y stays; if we each think 
ou t a  sepárate story, four o f ’em  are lost entirely, 
for one is enough for all when it is told ou t loud.” 

“  T h a t ’s so,” voted ’Nio, whom we sometimes 
cali “  the Ju d g e ,” as a  sort o f a  .joke on his long 
sedate face in the presence of older company, 
“  A nd we ’d all be telling our stories out loud after 
a while, any way.”

“ A nd I  could n ’t th ink  one for m yself at all,— 
that is, no t a  nice one such as you  tell, únele Jcd,” 
said Gertie.

“  Tell a  leap-year fairy story,” suggested ’Nio.
“  Oh, únele ! ”  E verett cried out, with the well- 

known em phasis o f an  enthusiast who has just dis- 
covercd som e priceless idea tha t all m en must be 
made to understand a to n ce ,— “  I '11 tell you what! 
I t would be glorious fun if  each of us would make 
u p  a  part o f  a  story. I don’t m ean  that we 
should each tell a  p a rt o f the story and then hand 
it over to th e  n e x t; bu t let ’s each m ake some of 
the persons in it, and have some one m ake a  story 
o f them . Say we have G ertie to get up the fairies, 
and queens and  princesses; ’Nio the kings, princes 
and  knights, if we w ant a n y ; and  I ’ll try  m y liand 
on a g iant and  a  dw arf or tw o ; then, Unele Jed, 
you can p u t ’em all together, and p u t in as many 
m ore as you like.”

T h is  plan seem ed to carry conviction of its excel- 
lence by the enthusiasm  of its author, without any 
question or vote in regard to it  a t all, for Gertie, 
who has reached th a t estáte o f girlhood where shc 
can exercise h e r taste in millinery, a t once forsook 
her stool by the hearth , and  spring ing  upon my 
knees, proceeded to convince m e th a t it  would be 
ju s t 110 fairy story a t all unless the fairy had on a 
long trailing skirt m ade of a  calla lily, and a waist 
and overskirt from a p ink geranium  blossom.

“  A nd I th ink  she ought to have pretty  curling 
hair,” the young lady con tinued ; “  and tha t splen- 
d id  change of color in h e r wings, as if there were 
tiny  waves of rainbows in them . A nd she musí 
have a  slcnder silver wand, with a g rea t big ruby 
in the end  of it.”

’Nio offered the criticism th a t a ruby was n’t nice 
enough for a fairy, and thought th a t a  little, blue, 
tw inkling star would be much prettier, and more 
in taste for the white airiness o f such a tiny bodyas 
a  fairy.

T hough  reluctant to yield to  a  boy’s idea of the
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fitness o f feminine apparel and  adornm ent, still, 
with a  good-natured smiie o f doubt, G ertie as- 
scnted, p u t the sta r 111 the  place of the ruby and 
continued : “  W ell, I w ant h e r to have an apron 
out o f  ”

“  O h m y ! A n apron on a  fairy ! You ’d better 
r°ll l'P  her sleeves and  give her a  scrubbing brush, 
next th ing ,— or ad ish-clo th  m ight suit you b e tte r.” 

“  Now, De-wz-o B/aisdell, you m ust no t stop m e 
and spoil m y fairy. A prons look nice on girls, and 
I know they  would on fairies, and m y  fairy shall 
have one. You can p u t w hat you please on your 
kmg and prtnce, when you come to them , and I 
wont say a  word, and  so you m ust leave m e alone 
tvhen I am  dressing my fairy, wont you ? ”

“ Y es,” said E verett, in a  tone of authoritative 
peace-making. “ N everm ind , G ertie ; you rig 'up  
your fairy in all the  ribbons and fixin’s you want 
to. ’Nio ’ll keep still, and  when you get done, we’ll 
make a  g ian t th a t ’ll scare che curls righ t ou t of 
your hair. W ont we, ’N io ? ”

’Nio responded with a  g rin  and an  ominous nod 
of the head.

« r  WClc  n° 'V’ ¡f 1 m ay  g°  0n’” resum cd Gertie, airy  Starling— I am  going to ñam e h e r S tarling 
bccause she carries a  star in h e r wand— Fairy  Star- 
hng shall w ear an  apron m ade of a  puré white 
satm-flower blossom, and she shall have a  sash to 
bind it  on, o f som ething golden yellow, to go with 
her blue sta r and white dress. Perhaps a  water- 

Petal would d°> ° r  two o f  them , if  they were 
pieced together so they would n ’t show .”

“ A re you done ? ” asked E verett, after a  m om ent 
of silence in which G ertie seem ed to be thinking 
whether she had forgotten som ething of im portance 
m the attire o f her fairy friend.

“ Yes, I guess so. I f  I th ink  o f any th ing  m ore, 
can I pu t it in aftenvard ? ”

“ W hy, n o ; o f course n o t.”
“ W ell, wait a  m inu te ! Before you begin, I 

want to have m y fairy have eyes blue as the s’ky 
and keen as sunshine. W hen  she goes ou t nights 
she carnes a  fire-fly for a  lan te rn .”

“  T here , now if  you ’re  done for good, we ’ll 
introduce to you oíd Mr. D undernose, the R ight 
Honorable G iant, if you please, o f this story. ’Nio 
you get your k ing and prince ready, for it  wont 
take me long to m ake a giant.

“ Now, one, two, three, and  here  goes for the 
oíd gentlem an : G iant D undernose is a jolly oíd 
Jellow, with a  head as b ig  as a  hay-stack, and  eye- 
brows th a t p lunge out from his head like dormer- 
windows. H e is called D undernose because they 
say that when it thunders it  is only oíd D undernose 
sneezing.

“ H is nose hangs on his face like a g rea t big 
double-barreled trum pet, with the nostrils thin and

round. I t  was a  good th ing  to  ñam e him after his 
n o se ; he will always follow that.

“ F o r boots he wears a  pair o f wholc hides of 
hippopotam i (rem em ber tha t, G ertie ; the p lural of 
hippopotawrrrr is m i). H e keeps the hind legs on 
for straps, and  wears the noses on his toes, so he 
can kick with the horns i f  he wants to. H e wears 
an  U lster overcoat, m ade ou t o f a  whole elephant 
skin, with the head, ears and trunk , hanging  down 
over his shoulder for the cape. A  pine-tree don’t 
suit him  for a  c lu b ; it is too small, so he always 
uses a  steeple.”

“  Oh, how funny ! ” cried Gertie.
“  G ertie, you m ust n’t'b re a k  in upon the thread 

o f m y giant. Now, ’N io, I ’m th ro u g h ; bring  in 
your k ing .”

“  D on’t you w ant to  p u t in a d w arf?”
“  No- W e ’ve got alm ost enough now ; and 

G ertie m ight be in the story too, you see ; she ’d 
do instead .”

“  I don’t believe,” said ’Nio, “  tha t we w ant any 
km g or knights. Every story has one or the other, 
and  we w ant ours to be different. But I Ve go t up 
ju s t the m an we do want. H e ’s  Prince Jim -jam ,— 
th a t ’s his ñam e. H e has a jolly nub of a  nose, 
with a  m outh th a t curls up around it, alm ost meets 
on top, and  is always ready to laugh. H is eyes are 
not bigger ’n  two black peppers, and look as lively 
and  sharp  as peppers would taste. H is legs are 
stubbed and  bandy, and  his toes tu rn  up ju s t so. 
H e has no hair on top  of his head, exccpt a  little 
wisp th a t always sticks up, and he never wears a 
hat o r a  cap. H e gets his ñam e from a habit he 
has, every tim e any one asks him  a  question, of 
answering by singing like this : ”

[H ere  the young  im provisatore pursed his lips 
and  w histled a  strain  th a t was ju s t like Prince Jim ­
jam  for all the  world. E verett caught it, and Gertie 
hum m ed it, and soon the room  whirled with the 
lively air. ]

G ertie stepped to the piano and  picked it out, 
and  we found it w ent like th is :

J im ja m , jim ja m , jim m y  jim if iy  j a n , ; jim ja m , jim ja m ,

I -
'  n S ¿ .  _

j im -m y  j im -m y ja m , jim -ja m  jim - ja m  ja m .

A nd thus it m ight have gone on, forever jum p­
in g  down the keys, had  there  been octaves enough 
to  travel on.

A t this point, E verett, who was zealous for the 
success o f his plan, gave m e a  hint tha t m y task
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was about to  begin, by asking G ertie to save the 
jim -jam  strain for som e o th er time.

“  H eigho ! W hat a  budget you ’ve b rough t to 
m arket ! ” said I, by way of overture to  the story 
proper. “  A  dolí o r a bouquet, I  hardly know 
which, for the fairy,—a jum ble  o f m enagerie and 
m eeting-housc for a g ian t,— G ertie for heroine, and 
a  frisky bundle o f racket and royster for the p rin ce ! 
W hat a  com pany to  pu t in m y hands for weal or 
woc ! M ind, I ’m  no t to be held  responsible for 
the doings o f  your various oharacters. I only shall 
set them  going, and we m ust see w hat will tu rn  up. 
Y our m enagerie-and-m eeting-house giants, liow- 
ever, are ap t to have a  mild streak in them , through 
all their ferocity. But one can’t tell. O n the 
whole, it is well for our real G ertie th a t she is no t 
runn ing  wild under our g ian t’s very nose, b u t can 
listen to the story from h e r cozy nest on the 
lounge. Now, all look sharp, for I ’m going to 
ta lk  ‘ ju s t like a book.’ ”

A nd, straightway, I began the story of

F U T A N T O , T H E  S lL V E R  F R O G .

O n a  by-road from the pre tty  village of Kein- 
dorf stands a  large white mansión tha t stares out 
011 the  road like a  great, dull-eyed boy. T hough  it 
is so stupid without, it is b righ t and pleasant 
within. T h e  floors are  o f soft white pine, bare 
and neat. T here  are huge fire-places walled with 
gray slate and  curious tiles w rought w ith quaint 
pictures o f black kn igh ts and  p ink ladies riding on 
b lue and crimson horses th a t prance on muddy- 
looking clouds. In  sum m er, these fire-places are 
the coolest spots in th e  h o u se ; in w inter, they 
glow with g rea t fires o f beech and  oak logs.

O n the m antel over the largest, and realiy the 
coziest, o f these fire-places is the present abode of 
Fu tan to , the Silver Frog.

H e stands there pulling  a t a  beautifully pol- 
ished shell laden with a  cluster o f purp le  velvet 
grapes. B ut pulí h e  never so stoutly, for m any a 
year he has no t been known to budge his load an 
inch,— except when some mischievous child has 
helped him  along b y  the nose.

Children delight.to watch the Silver F rog , though 
h e  is so still. T hey  see him  pulling  a t the shell, 
and faney him successful in starting  it and setting 
out on his journey, and then regaling  him self on 
his way with the toothsom e load, tha t has been 
mellowing and  sw eetening th rough  all these years. 
T hey  never have seen the Silver F rog  dance, but 
they often have invited him to join in jig s and cotil- 
lons, and have im agined the pranks and capers he 
would cut on his dapper, lank legs. B ut the Silver 
F ro g  has always declined these invitations with a 
quiet indiffcrence. H e is very set in h is way, and

it would not com port with his gravity to be seen 
jum ping  and frisking about in a  crazy dance. It 
is plainly his duty  to pulí a t tha t shell, though ¡t 
never move.

Such is P rince Fu tan to , as you would see him 
were you to sit by th a t fireside. B ut there used 
to be a pleasant tradition also a t  th a t fireside, ¡n 
the days when I knew it, th a t told o f  the wonder- 
ful adventures and m ighty  exploits o f the Silver 
P rince am ong the g iant kings of the Báldese.

A t home in the cool and  peaceful ponds of 
F roschland, Prince F u tan to  often had heard long 
and marvelous stories o f D undernose and Bandy- 
pyradur, tw in-brothers, and  kings o f the vast em- 
pire o f Balda. D undernose, it was said, could 
hold a castle in his h a n d ; B andypyradur had two 
hundred  thousand m en in his arm y, and a body- 
guard  of ten thousand picked m en, none of whom 
was short enough to take off his Hat without sitting 
down, and all o f whom were garrisoned every night 
in B andypyradur’s vest pockets. These stories 
m ay have been m ore extensive than  a safe regard 
for the tru th  would allow. N evértheless, when 
F u tan to  heard  them , they had  traveled a  long dis- 
tance, and  he saw no reason to discredit them.

F u tan to  no t only believed these rem arkable sto­
ries, b u t determ ined to behold the scenes and the 
characters th a t rendered them  so entertaining.

T im e, who brings all things around, soon fur- 
nished our hero  with an opportunity  to carry out 
his determ ination. A s frequently occurs in every 
w ell-populated com m unity, the inhabitants of 
F roschland found them selves complaining of 
“ hard  tim es.” I t is needless to relate the causes 
o f  such a ca lam ity ; its only importarme to us is, 
tha t it gave F u tan to  an  excuse for leaving home 
and gratifying his desire to go abroad.

I t was a beautiful m orn ing  in Ju n e ; the sun 
was sh in ing  upon the wooded hill-sides, the liquid 
h ea t was trickling down upon the meadows, and 
the air was warm and  elastic, and bubbling with 
the sweet notes of the birds. O ur hero was taking 
leave of h is parents and  his little brothers and 
sisters.

“  My dear F u tan to ,"  cried his m other bctween 
her sobs, ‘ ‘ hovv can 1 bear to have you go ? . But 
if you m ust, be wise, b e  puré, be good, and I 
know you always will be happy .”

F u tan to ’s father drew his son aside, and quietly 
informed h im  th a t he was no t yet o f age, and that 
it would b e  necessary for him  to purchase his 
tim e; if he d id  not, some stranger might seize 
him , and  finding no proof o f his independencc, 
send him  hom e again.

F u tan to  im m ediately gave his sire a  note for 
h a lf  the net profits o f his tour, and taking a re- 
ceipt for th e  sam e to prove his independence to
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any curious stranger, he tore him self away and 
journeyed toward the land  of the Báldese, with

T H E  G A T E -K E E P E R , PH ELY G Y R A N D U R .

the usual bitter-sw eet o f m inglcd  hope and regret 
in his heart.

T hough p a rt o f the tradition, there is no time 
now to te ll the  adventures o f the prince on his 
long journey. In  the course o f  a  few m onths he 
carne in sight o f the wall th a t surrounds Balda, 
and in a weck from that tim e he sought admission 
at one of its m any gates.

Here the prince was introduced to the gate- 
keeper, Phelygyrandur, a  g ian t renow ned in war 
and hated  in peace, who had  been retained as 
gate-keeper for m any vears in return for Services 
rendered the governm ent. T h is  official invited 
Futanto into his palace, and  then retired  to his 
prívate office to read  our hero’s card. T his he 
succeeded in doing in the course o f an hour, when 
he returned and  asked the prince if  he had  any 
baggage upon which he would like to pay duty, 
and a t the sam e tim e held ou t his hand  for a pass- 
port.

This dem and staggered the prince, for never 
once had he thought o f a passport. B ut he was 
fertile in expedients, and it did not take him  long> 
to decide upon an answer. D raw ing him self up 
proudly, and  tapp ing  his stom ach with a haughty  
air, he repli'ed: .

“  I— I— I — I— I— I— I, sir, am  m y passport.”
Phelygyrandur laughed. T hen  he said, impres- 

sively ;
“  My dear sir, I take a different view of things, 

■and if you don’t take off your sword, lay down 
your arms, and  accom pany m e to the royal asylum 
for tram ps, you will very soon im agine your legs 
dancing a  jig  in the k ing’s p la tter.”

F u tan to  drew his sword and ran  ou t by the back 
door, in the hope tha t th e  g ian t would follow him , 
and offer ba ttle  in clear grouncl.

A fter w aiting for m ore th an  an  hou r behind a  
projection in the kitchen wall, the  prince con- 
cludecl tha t e ither he had  no t seen the giant, or 
the g ian t had  no t seen him , and it would be just 
as well to continué his journey.

T h a t this conclusión was a  sound one, is plain, 
from the fact tha t orders were given and  executed, 
soon after the prince’s departure, for the burning 
o f an unpleasant d ru g  in tha t k itchen , which m ust 
have causcd our hero som e uneasiness, and per- 
haps his death, before he could have encountered 
so w orthy a m an as Prince Jim -jam , whom he m et 
a t the next Street córner.

T h e  two princes shook hands cordially, and 
exchanged cards before a  word was said on either 
side, and then  Prince Jim -jam  casually rem ark ed : 

“ Jim -jam  jim -jam , jim m y jim m y jam , jim -jam  
jim -jam  ja m .”

“  C ertain ly ,” replied Fu tan to , th inking him  a 
harm less so rt o f lunatic. “ L et us go a t once to 
the royal palace."

A rm  in arm , the two princes proceeded to the 
public square. H ere they found a  g reat crowd of 
peasants, artisans, and  tradesm en, discussing some 
royal proclamation. A fter elbowing the ir way 
through the excited disputants, they reached the

F U T A N T O  A N D  PR IN C E  JIM -JA M .

gates o f the palace, and  saw the following procla­
m ation posted up on the royal bu lle tin -board :

“  B e  it h e r e b y  k n o w n  to a ll fa ith fu l su b jeets o f  o u r  m o st h ig h  an d 
e x c c llc n t  so v e re ig n s, D u n d ern o se  and B a n d y p y ra d u r , k in g s  o f  th e  . 
B á ld ese , th a t  th is  d a y  a  s p y  from  th e p ro v in ce  o f  F ro sch la n d , s ty lin c  
h im se lf  a  p rin c e , a n d  u s in g  th e  ñ am e F u ta n to , h a th  su rrep titio u s 'J  
en tered  o u r  rca lm , a n d  is n o w  lu rk in g  w ith in  o u r  ca p ita l. T h e r e fo iJ
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be it  a lso  k n o w n  th a t  a n y  person  w h o  sh a ll a p p re h e n d  a n d  d e liver 
in to  th e  CUSIody o f  t lie  ca p ta in  o f  th e  r o y a l  g u a r d  th e  sa id  P rin ce 
F u ta n to , sh a ll b e  in v ited  to  d iñ e  a t  th e  ro y a l p a la c e  a t  th e  e a rlicst  
o p p o rtu n ity .'’

I t was no longer a w onder th a t the Báldese werc 
so earnestly engaged by th is p roclam átion ; for if 
there  is any one th in g  tha t will enlist a  m an’s 
a ttention  m ore than  another, it  is the prospect o f a  
good dinner.

B ut it  was now a  greater m atter o f wonder to 
o u r hero th a t h e  liad  no t been recognized before 
this. H e a t  once settled  into profound m editation 
upon the subjcct.

H e was in terrupted  by a  criticism offered by 
Prince Jim -jam , who still was studying the procla- 
m ation. W h a t he had  to say was th is :

“  Jim -jam  jim -jam , jim m y jim m y jam , jim -jam  
jim -jam  ja m .”

F u tan to  did no t dis­
p u te  th e  tru th  of the re­
marle.

A t this juncture , a 
th o u g h t occurred to  Fu- 
tan to  th a t relieved him 
o f his doubt. I f  this 
though t had  no t occurred 
to  h im  ju s t then , prob- 
ably he never would have 
know n why he had not 
been  discovered by the 
Baldose. I t  is a  very 
good th ing  to have a 
though t occur.

Futanto- rem em bered 
th a t in the delightful days 
o f  his pollywoghood, his 
m other often had  be- 

uiled him  into qu iet by

telling him  of his fairy godm other Starling, who 
ahvays dressed in flowers and  never grew oíd. He 
rem em bered, also, in th a t connection, an employé 
ofM adam e S tarling’s, whom they  called Jim-jam. 
T his recollection explained it  a ll ;  F a iry  Starling 
had  seen his danger in the gatc-kecper’s kitchen, 
had sen t Prince Jim -jam  to  help him , and from 
tha t tim e he had  been  invisible to  the people of 
Balda.

Come to tliink  it all over, he rccalled his aston- 
ishm ent a t  the indifference of the Báldese when 
he passed them ,— an indifference th a t was not to 
be w ondered at, now he knew th a t h e  had not 
been seen a t all b y  them .

T h e  prince was very grateful to the good fairy 
for her provident kindness, and  knowing that his 
invisibility would no t render him  ludicrous, he 

knelt down there in the 
Street and  thanked her.

H e m ust have thanked 
the fairy m ost acceplably, 
for when he opened his 
eyes shc stood before 
him  dressed in a  calla lily 
blossom and  a  pink gera- 
nium . A s Futanto was 
about to tliank her again, 
she blinked his eyes with 
the light o f the star in 
h e r wand, and  said : 

“ N o m ore thanking, 
if you picase, my dcar 
F u ta n to ; you must get 
to work. These Báldese 
giants I h a te ; it is your 
mission to  slay them. If 
you succeed, you shall 
have whatever you canB A N D Y PY R A D U R  COM M LTS S U IC ÍD E .

T H E  D A U G H T E R  O F  B A N D Y PY RA D U R.
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wish for inside of ten m inutes. I will watch over you, 
and my jolly Jim -jam  shall a ttend  you. Farew ell."

Futan to opened his eyes once more. T he fairy 
had disappeared.

, Futanto im mediately placed th e  foliovving proc- 
lamation above the other on the royal bulletin- 
board:

“  B e ¡t  a lso  knovvn to  e v e r y  B á ld e s e  a liv e ,  t lia t I ,  F u ta n to , P rin c e  
of Frosch land and h e ir-a p p are n t to its  th ro n e, do  h e r e b y  ch alle n g e  
your m ost h ig h  so v e re ig n s , D u n d ern o se  a n d  B a n d y p y ra d u r , to m eet 
m e  i n  m ortal c o m b a t  (S ig n e d )  * F u t a n t o . ”

Prince Jim -jam  read  it through carefully, and 
announced his approval by softly hum m ing:

“ Jim -jam  jim -jam , jim m y jim m y jam , jim -jam  
jim-jam ja m .”

A nother proclam ation was soon posted up by

D undernose and  B andypyradur wasted no time, 
b u t a t  once drew cuts to determ ine who should 
fight first. T h e  lot fell to D undernose. H e quietly 
took off his U lster, took up his sword and steeple, 
and  in a loud voice called upon F u tan to  to appear.

In  o rder to have a fair fight, our liero desired to 
be visible,—a state th a t would also be desirable in 
case o f success. A  h in t to  Jim -jam  fulfilled his 
wish. T he fight then  began.

D undernose lowered his steeple carelessly, and 
poked toward F utanto . I t accom plished nothing; 
the prince coolly pushed it aside, and  it swung 
around a  quarter o f a  mile, struck a knot o f specta- 
tors, and caused sorrow to  a dozen widows and 
num erous orphans. T h e  g ian t saw that h e  m ust 
change his tactics.

T H E  P R I N C E  A N D  H I S  B R ID E  S E T  O U T  F O R  F R O S C H L A N D .

the captain o f the royal guard , to the effect tha t 
the challenge was acccpted, and  the fight ap- 
pointed for th a t day.

hutanto sm iled a t  this reply, for it virtually 
swallowed the rem arks in the form er proclamation 
about “ a  spy styling him self a  prince,” e tc ., and 
recognized him as a  real prince.

There was an  in te rva lo f an  hou r before the fight 
began. F u tan to  em ployed it in throwing away his 
scabbard and  exhorting him self to do his best.

At leng th , a  shout from the g reat m ultitudes of 
Báldese proclaim ed the appearance o f  the giants.

At a  single stride, D undernose and Bandypy­
radur stepped into the public square together. 
Both wore rhinoceros-hidc boots and clephant-skin 
Ulsters. D undernose carried a steeple.

Laying his shield on the ground, the g iant gave 
orders to his G rand L ieutenant to m arch his arm y 
into it and protect it. H e then laid down his 
steeple, and, draw ing his sword, b rought it down 
with a terrific swoop that m ust have divided nearly 
a thousand Báldese. F u tan to  heard  the shrieking 
of the bladc as it descended, and sp rang  a t the 
g iant in  time to escape it.

H is own blow was so niuch for the g iant tha t he 
lost his ba lan te , and  fell flat upon m ore th an  ten 
thousand Báldese.

F u tan to  ran  up and  cu t off his head leisurely.
A t th is point, the prince heard  his friend Prince 

Jim -jam  singing a glad song of trium ph :
“  Jim -jam  jim -jam , jim m y jim m y jam , jim -jam  

jim -jam  jam ."
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W hen they  looked for B andypyradur, he was 
no where to be seen. Some of the by-standers said 
he had  gone to get som e refreshm ents.

F u tan to  a t once decided to consider him self and 
Jim -jam  invited to diñe a t  the palace. They ac- 
cordingly proceeded th ither, where they learned 
th a t B andypyradur had comm itted suicide by drink- 
ing  to  the dregs a  cup of restauran t coffee.

T here  was noth ing else to do now b u t to take 
possession o f the palace and await the appearance 
o f  Fairy  Starling, which our two friends did with 
the utm ost composure.

' W hen  the fairy called next day and took dinner 
a t  the palace, F u tan to  expressed the wish tha t he 
m igh t secure the hand and fortune of some beau- 
tiful princess, and retire to  quiet and  seclusion, 
where he need no t cxert himself, and m ight enjoy 
the fruit o f the land.

T h e  fairy aróse and beckoned him  to the win- 
dow. Below, in the gardens o f the palace, the 
beautiful daugh ter o f B andypyradur was playing 
with shells-on the beach of a  sm all lake.

Fu tan to  expressed his satisfaction, and Fairy 
S tarling said she would a ttend  to his wish after 
dinner. T hey  then  resum ed their wine.

I never fully understood the particulars, but I 
believe tha t everyth ing went w ell; the prince won 
the lady in question, and  they  set ou t for Frosch­
land, he draw ing h e r in a beautifully polished, 
pearly shell. O n the way, for som e astonishing 
reason, the lady becam e a  cluster o f grapes,— 
tha t possibly being  the fulfillm ent o f Futanto’s wish 
to enjoy the fruit of the land ,— and F utanto  him­
self turnee! to silver, and Prince Jim -jam  went home 
s in g in g :

“  Jim -jam  jim -jam , jim m y jim m y jam , jim-jam 
jim -jam  ja m .”

T he next I  know is, th a t m y grandfather 
b rought hom e a  silver frog, a ttached  to a  pearly 
shell filled with velvet g ra p e s ; and when a bevy 
of children asked him w hat it was, he told us the 
story of Prince F u tan to  the Silver F rog , and added 
th a t it was a  pin-cushion for the grandmothcr.

“  T here, U nele Je d ,” laughed E verett, “ I knew 
you ’d forget th a t it was a  leap-year fairy story.”

“  T h a t fight was n ’t m uch,” said ’Nio.
“ I t ’s  realer th an  most fairy-story fights, any 

way,” said Gertie. “  Besides, th e r e ’s the Silver 
F rog , to prove tha t i t ’s tru e .”

T H E  C U R I O U S  E N D  O F  T H E  G E N E R A L ’S R I D E .

B y  J o h n  L e w e e s .

M any years ago, G eneral Batashef, o f the Rus- 
sian arm y, was on his way from St. Petersburg  to 
his home in the north o f Russia.

H e had  reached a little village about fifteen miles 
from his estáte, and from this place he had  to 
depend upon prívate traveling conveyance. But 
this did no t trouble him , as he was expected at 
h om e; and, when he arrived a t the village, he 
found his comfortable sledge, with th ree good 
horses, and  his own driver, Ivan, awaiting him.

A s it  was no t yet noon, and the snow on the 
road was h ard  and  firm, the general felt quite cer- 
tain  th a t his horses, which had been in the village 
all n igh t, and  were fresh and  strong, could take 
him  hom e before dark.

So off they  started, and  for som e miles the ride 
was delightful. B ut when they had  left the village 
about five miles behind them , the ir way led through 
a  forest, and they had no t gone very far am ong the 
ta ll trees and the snow-covered rocks which linecl

each side of the road, before one of the horses 
began to show unm istakable signs of fright.

“ W h a t is the m atter with him , Iv a n ? ” asked 
the general. “  I see nothing to frighten him.” 

T he m an  answered tha t he saw nothing, either, 
bu t th a t he thought the horse m ust smell some 
wild beast.

“  W ell, push on as fast as you can ,” said the 
general, who had a  good pair o f pistols with him, 
and  was no t particularly afraid of any  wild beasts, 
although he though t it  well to avoid them, if it 
could be done.

So Ivan drove rapidly o n ; b u t soon the other 
horses becam e very restless, and  th en  they stopped 
short, all th ree o f them.

“  W hy, w hat can have got into the creatures? 
cried the general, rising in  his seat. “  There B 
nothing to frighten. them  here. W hip  them up, 
Ivan ! M ake them  go o n .”

So Ivan pliecl his stout whip upon the horses, but
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for a  m inute o r two they would not stir. Then 
all of a  sudden away they dashed, alrnost tum bling 
Ivan off his seat, so quick and strong  was their 
unexpectcd spring.

And they  d id  no t spring  too soon, for they had 
barely darted  away before a  large bear rushed out 
from betw een two great rocks by the roadside. 
He carne with such forcé th a t it was evident that 
he had expccted to spring  upon either the sledge 
or onc of th e  horses.

Happily, neither the sledge ñor the horses were 
there when he bounded into the road. B ut he

“  A lucky escape ! ” said he to Ivan ; “  for that 
was a b ig  fellow, and I am  afraid th a t m y pistol- 
balls m igh t no t have been heavy enough for him. 
W e are well clear o f him .”

“  I f  we are  clear o f h im ,” said Ivan. “  I don’t 
th ink  he will give up the chase so easily. T he 
road m akes a  tu rn  around this rocky ledge, and I 
fear th a t tha t bear will hurry  across through the 
woods and m eet us again over there when we have 
m ade the tu rn .”

“  Nonsense ! ” said the general. “  H e would 
not have the sense to do th a t.”

‘ T H E  H O R S E S  M A D LY  D A S H IN G  A L O N G , A N D  T H E  B EA R  T IG H T L Y  C I.U T C H IN G  T H E  S E A T ."

missed them  by very little. H is sido alrnost 
touclied the ends o f  the furs tha t flew ou t from the 
back of the sledge.

The general tu rned  in  his seat and drew a pis- 
tol, intending to fire a t the bear. B ut the wild 
gallop o f the horses had  already carricd him  too 
for for a pistol to be o f use, and he contented 
bimself with w atching the discomfited beast.

The im petuous rush of the bear had carricd him 
across the road, and for a  m om ent h e  stopped to 
rccover himself. T hen  he looked up and  imme- 
diately set off in pursuit o f the retrea ting  sledge.

But this was useless, for the horses soon left him 
for behind. T h e  general, still looking back, saw 
bim leave the road and re-enter the woods.

Ivan m ade no answer, for he had his own ideas 
about the sense of b e a rs ; bu t he u rged the horses 
forward.

As they turned  around the bend in the road, 
the anim als seem ed filled with frenzy, and dashed 
m adly over the ground.

“  T hey  scent h im ,” cried Ivan, who made no 
a ttcm pt to check th e ir  speed, “  and there  he is ! ”

Sure enough, on a  rock, a little h igher than  the 
road, stood the bear. In  an instant they had 
reached him . A t the pace they were going, it was 
impossible to s to p ; b u t as the horses flew past the 
rock, they swerved to the opposite side o f the nar- 
row road. Yet they could not escape the hungry  
beast. A s they  reached him , he sp ran g ; and
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although he missed the horses, he caught the were the horses o f G eneral Batashef, and  that was 
sledge. W ith  his great fore-paws, and his head his sledge.”
and shoulders inside the sledge, he endeavored to “  I_think you are  righ t,” said the o ther; “ but
draw up  his hind-legs,— a  difficult m atter, a t the how carne a  b ear in it?  H e could no t have lent 
ra te  the horses were going. his sledge to a bear, especially one who drives so

T h e  general, who was sitting on the opposite recklessly. Som ething has happened, as you sav. 
side from th a t to which the bear was clinging, L e t us go back and see w hat it  is.” 
clapped his pistol to the creature’s head, and So back toward the woods went the hunters.
pulled the trigger. W hen  they  had proceeded som e distance into the

d i c k  ! I t  missed fire. A t th is, poor Ivan, who, forest, they saw two doleful figures approaching
with a horror-stricken expression, was looking back them . One was Ivan, who had h u rt his leg when
a t the bear, threw  down the reins and  sprang from he sp rang  from the sledge, and h e  was limping
the sledge. T h e  bear drcw  up one of his hind- along, partly  supported by the general, who had
legs, and  a t the sam e m om ent the general drew  rolled into a snow-bank, and, with the exception of
up both  of his legs, and rolled, sideways, out on a shaking up, had escaped injury. 
the snow. H e saw tha t it was tim e to get out. T hey  were glad enough to see the hunters, and

T he b ear now  drew him self entirely into the still m ore happy to hear o f the dea th  o f the bear, 
sledge, and  looked about him . T h e  horses gal- for Ivan had  had  g rea t fears th a t the brute would 
loped m ore wildly than  ever,— if such a th ing  were jum p  out o f the sledge and  come back after them. 
possible,— and th e  rap id  m otion seem ed to please T h e  two m en took Ivan betw een them , and by 
the shaggy brute. H e sa t down in the bottom  of resting  his hands on a  shoulder o f each of them, he 
the sledge and  looked a t the horses, as if  wonder- found tha t he could get along very well. The 
ing  which one he should spring  upon first. news of the death  o f the bear really made his leg

W hile he was th ink ing  about the m atter, they feel better. T h e  general was strong  and  vigorous, 
reached th e  point w here the road left the woods and so they hoped to get hom e w ithout much dif- 
and led ou t into the open country. T he way now, ■ ficulty, a lthough there  w ere six or seven miles to be 
for som e distance, was down hill, and  as the fright- walked.
ened horses p lunged along, and the sledge was N ot very long after this, the three horses, pant- 
whirled around a tu rn , w here it  carne very near ing  and sm oking, tro tted  into the court-yard adjoin- 
upsetting , the bear had  to hold  fast to th e  front ing  the general’s stables, and  stopped before the 
seat to keep from being thrown out. O n they  g rea t stable door. Some of the m en, who had 
w ent, the horses m adly dashing along, and  the been expecting the.general, carne running out, but 
b ear tightly  elutehing the seat, until they  reached when they  saw no one in  the sledge bu t a dead 
the level road again. H ere  the trem endous pace bear, they were stricken dum b with amazement. 
which they had  been keeping up almost from the “ W hat is th i s ? ” said one, when he found his
tim e tha t they had  entered the forest, began to tongue. “  T his beast has killed and devoured 
tell upon the horses, and, in sp ite of their terror, Ivan  and  our m a s te r! ”
the ir speed slackened. “  How can th a t be so? ” said another. “ He is

A nd now the bear, finding his seat m ore secure, dead himself. If  he killed them  first, they could 
leaned forward, as if he could afford to lose no no t have killed h im  afterw ard ; and  if they killed 
m ore tim e in m aking his choice of the horses. him  first, he could not have killed them .”

B ut already he had  waited too long. A t a  short “  T rue  enough ,” said a  b ig  m an with a  gray
distance in front o f him , b y  the roadside, there beard , who had charge  of the stables. “ They 
stood two m en with rifles on the ir shoulders. cannot b e  hu rt, o r they could not have shot this 
T hey  were hunters. H aving heard  behind them  bear so well. I see how it was. T he general shot 
the noise o f the galloping horses, they  had  stop- the bear ; he shot him  twice,— there are two 
ped and  turned  to see w hat it was which was wounds in his head. T hen  he and Ivan were htt- 
approaching a t such a  pace. T hey  did no t com- ing him  into the sledge when the horses took 
prehend th a t a  bear was the occupant o f  the fright,—they  ha te  a  bear, dead o r alive,—and rail 
sledge, until it had  passed them . B ut then , raising  off, leaving Ivan and the general standing in the 
the ir rifles together, they  took quick aim  ; two road. H ere,— quick 1 B ring ou t another sledge 
reports rang out, and two balls w ent through the and team . H arness in lia s te ; I  will go back my- 
head  of the bear, who dropped dead in  the bottom  self and b ring  them  hom e. B ut remember, every 
of the sledge. On w ent the horses, galloping man of you : N o t a word o f this in the house until
m ore slowly, b u t still going a t  a  rap id  rate. I  re tu rn .”

“  H o ! lío ! ” said one of the hunters. “  Some- T h e  th ree fresh horses soon m et the party o 
th ing  has happened ! I f  I  am  not m istaken, those foot, and , as the sledge was a  large one, they a
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«ere taken  into it,—the general insisting on the 
hunlers com ing to his house and tak ing  posses- 
sion of the bear, which was certainly their prize.

W hen the sledge reached the general’s hom e, it 
stopped first a t the court-yard, and  Ivan and  the 
hunters got out.

The general was driven to the m ain entrancc of 
his mansión, where his wife, hearing  the bells o f the 
horses, ran ou t to m eet him.

After he had alighted, and they  were about to 
go together into  the house, she noticed tha t gray- 
bearded M ichael was the driver, and  no t Ivan,

whom she had  seen start off the day before, and 
she asked how this change had been made.

“ O h ! "  said the general, “ I have changed 
drivers, and have changed sledges and horses also, 
on the way. I even go t out o f my sledge, because 
an  im pudent individual whom we m et on the road 
wanted to ride in it.”

“ A nd you let him  have i t ? ” asked his wife, in 
amazement.

“ Y es,” said the general, “ I thought it well to 
give it up to him . A nd  now le t us go in, and I 
will tell you the story.”

A N  O P E N  S E C R E T .

B y  M a r y  A . L a t h b u r y .

“  A n e m o n e  ! A nem one !
W ho cleft your p re tty  leaves in three,
A nd grouped them  round your little feet 
In  three again ? W ho  left the sweet,
F a in t b rea th  of S pring upon your lips,
H e r flush upon your petal tips ?
W ho  brings you on this A pril day 
F rom  far-off Sun-land, beam s of May,
A nd w arm s the shivering baby shoots 
T hat hide am ong your tender roots ?
A nd, when the north  w ind carne last week, 
W ho deftly pierced his puffy cheek,
A nd tu rned  the flying frost h e  blew 
A cross the hills to balm y dew ?
A nd who ? ”— She shook h e r dainty head 
(O r did th e  wind pass b y  ?) and  s a id :

‘ T he ‘ frail A nem one’ has friends.”
“  A nd who ? ” B ut there  the story ends.
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A  BALL ’s a ball, and nothing more, 
W h en  it lies upon the floor.
See how grave and  still its air !
N ot a bit o f frolic there.

W h a t is th is?  C an Pussy’s touch 
Change the quiet th ing  so m uch ? 
See it start, and tu rn , and hop ! 
Pussy cannot make it stop !

See them  scurry ! See them  leap ! 
See the two fall in a  heap  ! '
Now they roll ! and now they  run ! 
Bless m e ! balls a re  full o f fun !

O U R  L E T T E R .

B y M. F . A rm st r o n g .

T h e r e  were once three young  pcople, a  brother 
and two sisters, who were enabled, through the 
love and  wisdom of those upon w hom  they de­
pended, to m ake a  very delightful journey. F o r 
six long m onths they  dream cd a  dream  of swiftly 
changing  wonders, and  the crow ning wonder now 
is, tha t it  was all reality, and th a t w e three 
grown-ups were those three children. W e actually 
clim bed to  the roof o f St. P eter’s, and into the 
ba ll o f St. P au l’s ; we floated in góndolas and  bathed 
in the sh in ing  Adriatic ; o u r eyes saw M ont Blanc, 
and  our ears heard  the shrill “  Vive l ’hnpératrice " 
of a  Parisian  crow d!

In  tru th , we were hardly m ore than  children; 
and when we found ourselves in E ngland , with 
perm issioñ to w ander w hithersoever we would, 
m any and w arm ly débated were the plans upon 
which our Council o f T hree  was callecl to decide. 
A nd  when, finally, our m inds were m ade up, and 
we had  crossed the little strip  o f ocean whose 
chopping sea is never to  be forgotten, we found 
our first and  m ost perplexing difficulty in the fact 
th a t nobody considered us responsible a g e n ts ; for 
tha t we were either runaw ays or lost children, was 
visibly th e  first im pression of all who m et us.

B ut we were equipped with a fair share o f the 
national spirit o f independence; we had  a  moder- 
ately  well-filled purse, and alm ost no lu g g a g e ; so 
we soon becam e accom plished travelers, and the 
dragons and  ogres of our enchanted  journey only 
added to  its zest.

Before m e, a t this hour, lies the story of tha t 
journey w ritten in th ree fam iliar hands, with here 
and  there  a  sketch o f an Italian donkey or a

French fountain,—here and there  a  dried flower 
from the C am pagna or the M er-de-G lace; or, 
again, a  b a r o f sweet music to keep fresh for us a 
carillón a t Bruges o r a Vo/kslied from the Rhine. 
On the last page of one o f these little books I find 
a  le tter,— put there by careful hands, as being, in 
th e  eyes of the two young girls who were so for­
túna te  as to receive it, a  fitting clim ax wherewith 
to  cióse the record of a sum m er’s never-to-be- 
repeated happiness. A nd from am ong all my 
treasures—to cach one of which some pleasant 
history is bound— I choose this le tter, written on 
coarse blue paper, dated  “  Gadshill T enth  Feb- 
ruary  1862 , ” and signed “ C harles Dickens,” in 
the confidence th a t som e, a t least, o f  the readers 
o f S t .  NlCHOLAS will find pleasure in the tale that 
hangs thereby.

F irst o f all, I m ust tell you tha t we three young 
people were b rough t up to know Dickens by heart. 
W e were like little Miss Thackeray, who, as quoted 
by h e r papa , “  when she is happy, reads ‘ Nicholas 
N ick leby; Cwhen she is unhappy, reads ‘ Nicho- 
las N ick leby; ’ when she is tired , reads ‘ Nicholas 
N ick leby; ’ when she has noth ing  to  do, reads 
1 Nicholas N ick leby; ’ and when she has finished 
the book, reads ‘ N icholas N ickleby ’ over again." 
W e had , moreover, the good fortune to know of him 
as the w arm  personal friend o f our father, and to 
feel tha t, by virtue of auld lan g  syne, we had at least 
som e claim upon his friendship. So when, in the 
la te  au tum n, we carne back to E ngland  and found 
tha t Mr. D ickens had  begun  his famous readings, 
it  was very plain to us th a t in one way o r another 
we m ust h ear him . W e m ade to each other a
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solemn declaration tha t we would expatríate our- 
selves, o r take other equally desperate measures, 
rather than  return  to A m erica w ithout compassing 
our end. T h e  difficulty lay in the fact tha t he 
was reading only in the provinccs, and  it was by no 
raeans easy to find ou t where o r how to catch him. 
The Council o f T h ree  had  a protracted meeting, 
ihe result o f  which was, tha t m y b ro ther wrote 
directly to Mr. Dickens, telling him of our desire, 
and ásking if  he would be k ind enough to advise 
us what to do. Quickly carne back  a little note, 
asking us to  m eet him  a t Colchester, where h e  was 
lo read on a  certain  evening the trial from “  Pick- 
wick” and  selections from “  Nicholas N ickleby.” 
You, who are  feeling now, as we felt then , the 
eagerness o f youth, will understand tha t from tha t 
moment the m atter requ ired  little consideration. 
Colchester is distant fifty m iles o r thereabouts from 
London, and  is the oíd Cam elodunum  of the 
Romans, with ruins and antiquities which ought 
to have interested us. deeply, b u t which in tru th  
occupied a  very sm all share  o f our attention.

We were going to  see and  hear the m an whose 
books had given us hours o f  keen delight,— the 
man who had  m ade us laugh with Sam  W eller, 
shudder with Oliver Twist, and cry with Paul 
Dombey,—ruins and  antiquities m ust bidé their 
time. So, a  few days later, in the au tum nal twi- 
light, we were m et on the platform  a t Colchester 
by the young m an then  ofñciating as Mr. D ickens’s 
secretary, who took us a t once to the queer oíd 
English inn ,— than  which we could have found no 
ñtter place wherein to  m eet him  who wrote of

Boots a t th e  H olly-tree In n ,” and those two dear 
little runaways.

Can anybody im agine how we felt when, h a lf  an 
hour later, a  fat and  solem n w aiter appeared a t  our 
(loor to inform us tha t “  Mr. D ickens hisself had 
hordered supper for us ? ” A nd cannot everybody 
understand th a t our appetites were ra th e r taken 
away than stim ulated  when we found tha t our sup­
per was evidently the work of a host who rem em ­
bered the days o f  his youth, and  had  found tim e 
to give though t to the young people he was 
entertaining ? E verything tha t the appetite of 
sixteea was likely to faney was there,— even to a  
certain kind of little custards which Mr. Dickens 
bad selected as being sure to please the “  young 
ladies.”

And then  we were taken  off to the thcater, and 
ensconced in a córner where we could see and 
bear better than  anybody else, and  where we 
aught, m ore than  once during  the evening, side- 
"ay smiles from the world-known eyes and m outh 
that were so quick and keen in their glances and 
ftpression. O f the read ing  itself I can say noth- 
ln6 ; ask your parents about i t ; those who have

heard  it know w hat it was to them  ; while to those 
who have not been so fortúnate, descriptions can 
only be an  aggravation o f  the ir ill-luck.

W e, a t least, were m ore than  satisfied as to the 
greatness o f our favorite, and after the reading was 
over, it was with no t a little trcm bling that our 
insignificant feet followed the a ttendant to the 
dressing-room, where Mr. Dickens, in his shirt- 
sleeves, was w alking rapidly up and  down, as a  
m eans of getting  through with the cooling and 
calm ing process which was always necessary after 
the great excitem ent and exertion of his reading.

T h e  th ing  which struck m e first, and which has 
always rem ained m y strongest inrpression about 
him , was his powcr o f  pu tting  him self in complete 
sym pathy with o th er people ; and  I believe th a t to 
be the key-note o f his genius. D uring th a t hour, 
and the hours which followed it,— for we w ent 
back with him  to th e  inn and  sa t beside him  while 
he a te  his hearty  supper,— he was literally one of 
us,—a  boy,— only a  boy beyoncl com pare in exu- 
berance o f m irth , quickness o f wit, and inexhaust- 
ible capacity for happiness. H e was absolutely 
never still, m entally  or physically ; thoughts, 
words, and  gestures followed each o ther in  b righ t 
succession, till it was little w onder tha t m y sister 
and  I w ent to becl thoroughly exhausted, to pass a 
n igh t o f m ingled dream s and sleeplessness, under 
the canopy o f  our queer oíd d ingy four-poster.

In  the m orning, we woke to find a sm art little 
snow-storm going on, b u t none the less chcery was 
the breakfast with Mr. D ick en s; for his was a 
gayety dependent neither on w eather, ñor hours, 
ñor people. I wonder if he suspected tha t the 
hand  of the young  girl who poured his tea trem - 
bled to tha t extent tha t she always since has felt it 
to have been a  m erey tha t she did no t forever dis- 
grace herself by letting  fall the  cups and  sauccrs,— 
and I wonder w hat he thought o f the two solemn 
little Y ankee maidens who received his gay hos- 
pitality with such serious appreciation.

T hrough  the softly falling snow we carne back 
together to  London, and on the railway platform 
parted with a  hearty  hand-shaking from the m an 
who will forever be enshrined in our hearts as the 
kindest and m ost generous, no t to say m ost bril- 
liant, o f hosts. O ur gratitude was too exuberant 
to be satisfied w ithout som e speedy and  tangible 
manifestation ; so, after som e deliberation, we 
decided to take advantage of our knowledge of 
Mr. D ickens’s special weakness. H e was a constant 
sm oker and a connoisseur in cigars, and on the 
whole, we believed tha t nothing 'w ith in  o u r reach 
would please him  m ore th an  a box o f w hat he 
called “ A m erican cigars.” Therefore, the best 
tha t we could find was bought and sent to him ; 
and  this is w hat carne to us in  re tu rn ,— “  Our
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Monday, Tenth Februaiy.l8fe.

L e t t e r , « - w h i c h  w e k e e p  a s  a  p re c io u s  m e m e n to  o f  J J v  » »
o u r  c le lig h tfu l v is it  to  C h a r le s  D ic k e n s . I m u s t  t e n  jac¡|¡es>” it would look like a  schoolmistress; and worse than t a
y o u  h e re  t h a t  th e  e x p re ss io n  “ l i t t le  p u b lic  a ffa irs  neither form of words would look familiar and natural, orin chawt
a t  h o m e  »  re fe rs  to  th e  W a r  o f  th e  R e b e llio n . » “» — y « e  «Hat .ooth-ahauering - n „ n ,  cana
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you both, h o w  g ratified  I w a s  b y  y o u r  rcm cm b ran ce , or h o w  often  I  in  U n ite d  S ta tes)  an d g iv e  a  m inu te or tw o  to this p a rí o f  K e n t
think o f  y o u  a s  I sm o k e th e ad m irable  c ig a rs . B u t  I a lm o st th in k  H e r  w o rd s  a re , “ a  d a y  o r  t w o ; ”  b u t  I  rem em b er y o u r  ít a l ia u  fiig h ts,
you must h a v e  h a d  som e m a g n c tic  c o n s c io u sn c s s  a cro ss  th e  A tla n tic , a n d  co rre ct th e  m essage .
°fmy w h illin g  m y  lo v e  tow a rd  y o u  from  th e  g a rd en  here. I  h a v e  o n ly  ju s t  n o w  fin ish ed  m y  c o u n try  rc a d in g s , a n d  h a v e  h a d

M y d a u g h ter  s a y s  th at w h e n  y o u  h a v e  se ttlc d  th o se  litt le  p u b lic  n o b o d y  to m a k e  b re a k fa st for m e s in c c  the rem ó te a g e s  o f  C o lch e ste r! 
a®tirs a t  h o m c, sh e  h o p e s  y o u  w ill co m e  b a c k  to  E n g la n d  (p o ssib ly  E v e r  fa ith fu lly  y o u rs  C h a r l e s  D i c k e n s .
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H I S  O W N  M A S T E R .

B y  J .  T . T r o w b r id g e .

C h a p t e r  XX.

SAM LO N G SH O R E SOLVES T H E  PROBLEM .

HF. terrible catastrophe of the 
n igh t before seem ed some- 
th ing  far off and unreal to 
Jacob as he stood again on 
the shore tha t lovely sum ­
iller m orning. T h e  thun- 
der-storm , the darkness and 
deluging rain, the upsetting 

of th e  boat, th e  struggle in the water, the rescue 
o f  Florie, the search for A lphonse, the departure 
of the stcam boat down the river, and  o f  the tu g  in 
the opposite direction, the appalling  loneliness of 
his situation on the shore and in  the g reat woods,—  
was not all th is som ething h e  had  experienced long 
ago, o r in a  dream  ?

T he peddler, who proved to be ra th er tall and 
rather ben t, now that h e  stood on the m uddy slope 
of the bank , walked about in a stooping attitude, 
looking sharply a t everything while he listened to 
Jacob’s explanations, nodding the little liead on his 
lean neck and  shoulders, puckering his dry m outh, 
and appearing wise. A t leng th  he said :

“  I  ’ve heard  enough, and  I Ve seen enough. 
My m ind is made up about it.”

“  A bout w hat ? ”  said Jacob.
Sam  Longshore stuffed a  heavy pinch of tobáceo 

into his m outh, rolled it  into his cheek, looked 
im mensely philosophical, and proceeded :

“ T his hull thing. You can’t tell m e anything 
m ore, o r show m e anything, th a t will cliange my 
opinión. My m ind  is as clear about it as it is on 
the subjcct o f the nioon’s connection with the tides, 
which rem inds m e th a t there is one k ind of forcé 
th a t a in t connected with the heat o f the sun. You 
are an  Ohio boy, so you never saw w hat is called a 
tide-mill. T h e  tides flow twice a  day on the sea- 
coast, and run up into cricks and  rivers, and then 
run  ou t again with the ebb. D am s are  built in 
some places with gates th a t le t the w ater run  up, 
bu t ketch  it as it goes to run down. T h a t gives a 
water-power which does n’t come from the rain 
caused by the condensation of the vapor raised by 
the heat o f the sun. B ut I told you there was a 
power back of the hea t o f  the sun— the power of 
gravitation. A nd it ’s th a t tha t causes the tides, 
the w aters o f the sea being attracted  by the moon. 
So you see tha t, after all, there  is only one great 
source of power, as I told you.”

“  B ut tell m e about this ! ” said Jacob, trembling 
with anxietv. “  W h a t have you found out ? ”

“ You see these trees with their tops in the water 
and their roots in the m ass o f earth  th a t slid down 
the bank  with ’em .”

“  O f course I see them  ! ” said Jacob, impaticntly.
“ W ell, see ’em  some m ore,” said the positive 

philosopher, d ry ly ; “ for they ’re a  part of my 
theory. Now notice the gully in the bank, where 
the water from last n igh t’s rain is still trickling. 
A pile o f water comes down there in a wet time. 
B ut in a dry tim e it  ’s dry. I t  was dry  at the 
beginning of the shower last evening. Y e take it 
all in ? ”

Sam Longshore looked a t Jacob with an air of 
philosophical inquiry.

“  Yes, I guess so ,” said Jacob ; “  all there is to 
take .”

“  Now, you say this Professor P inkey had  money 
about h im ; and, m ore partic’larly, some of your 
m oney.”

“  H e had  all o f my m oney,” said Jacob.
“ And he had  n ’t paid his fare o r yours on the 

steam boat. B ut he had played cards with the 
blackleg. Now, don’t you see w hat I ’m  drifting 
a t ? ”

“ No,  I  don’t ,” said Jacob ; “ and I wish you 
would tell m e ! ”

“  D on’t be nervous, don’t be nervous,” said the 
peddler, with his dry, leathery  smile. “  Learn to 
take a  philosophical view of things. If  you had 
the sciencc of hum an nature, as I have, you ’d see 
w hat I  m ean. I wonder the captain of the steamer 
did n ’t see it. W hich rem inds m e to say that his 
stopping his boat to look for a drowned passenger 
was an unheard-of th ing  on this river. I was 
aboard a steam boat once, below Leavcnworth, just 
ou t o f the H orseshoe B cnd, when a m an fell over- 
board in the night. I saw him  go, and gave the 
alarm . A nd how long do you suppose the steamer 
stopped ? A bout five m inutes. T hey  did n’t even 
lower a  boat for the poor fellow. ‘ H e ’s drownded 
by this tim e,’ says the captain ; ‘ heavy freight, good 
m any passengers; we ’re in a  hu rry  ! ’ And on we 
went. O h, I tell you, life is cheap on this river!"

“  B ut Mr. P inkey was acquainted— that is, he 
had got acquainted—with the cap ta in ,” said Jacob.

“ T h a t m ade the difference, probably. That 
accounts for the captain’s trusting  him for your 
fares, and w anting to get hold of th a t belt. Other- 
wise, and aside from that, I ’m astonished.”
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“  How, astonished ? W hat do you m ean  ? ” im- 
plored Jacob.

“ W h at I m ean ¡s, your Professor Pinkey is play- 
ing ’possum.” A nd the philosophical Sam smiled 
with the m ost satisfied and  offensive self-conceit.

“  P lay in g  ” stam m ered Jacob.
“ ’Possum ,” said Longshore. “ You know the 

’possum, or opossum, one o f  the queerest creatur’s 
in nature. T he m other has a  pouch a t  her breast, 
which she puts her young  ones in ;  she holds it 
open with h e r fore-paws and  drops them  in  with 
her teeth. She carries ’em  about in it till they get 
big enough to ride on h e r  back, and  hold on to her 
tail by tw isting the ir tails about it— the funniest 
sight ye ever d id  s e e ! T h e  niggers have great fun 
hunting ’em  m oonlight n igh ts.”

“  So do white boys,” exclaim ed Jacob, im patient 
to the point o f vexation. “  I ’ve seen ’possum s; I 
don't w ant a  serm ón on ’em  now 1 ”

“  B ut you w ant to know w hat I  think, and  I ’m 
telling ye,” was the philosophical reply. “  The 
’possum, when caught, has a curious trick o f  m ak- 
ing believe dead. You m ay stir it up with a  stick, 
and even p u t your knife into its hide, and  it ’ll lie 
perfectly quiet, b u t w atching its chance to escape.” 

“  I know a ll t h a t ! ” said Jacob, despairingly. 
“ But it is n’t  possible you can m ean  th a t m y
fricnd, Mr. P in k e y  ”

“ Yes, it is possible,” said Sam. “  I m ean, Mr. 
Pinkey aint drow ndcd any more ’n you or I .”

Jacob stared  a t  him . T h e  peddler continued :
“  Now see how everything works into m y theory. 

Pinkey had  gam bled, and  m ost likely lost money. 
He owed the captain ; he owed you. T h e  boat 
capsized a t  ju s t the rig h t tim e and in the right 
place. In the confusión he got into the tree-tops 
without being seen. T he tree-tops hid h im  while 
he got into tha t gully there, and  he clim bed up 
that into the woods.”

“  I don’t believe a  w ord o f it  1 ” exclaimed Jacob, 
alrnost angrily.

“  You don’t  w a n t to believe it,” said Longshore, 
with a quaint smile.

“ No, I don’t ! I ’d  as lief th ink  m y friend was 
drowned,— alrnost,— as believe he would be so 
cowardly an d  so m ean ! ” replied Jacob, w ith pas- 
sionate earnestness.

“ T hat accounts for i t ,” said the philosopher.
“ It ’s about the hardest th ing  to get a m an to 
believe w hat he don’t w ant to believe. You ’d 
rather, of course, th ink  th a t m oney-bclt is in the 
river than  th a t a rascal has run  away with it. I 
should if ’t  was m ine. T here  ’d  be m ore chance of 
seeing my m oney again .”

“ 1 don’t care for the m oney,”  cried Jacob. 
And I w ould  like to know tha t Mr. P inkey is n’t 

drowned. B ut h e  ’s  no t a  rascal, and  he never

would have lcft m e to think he was dead while he 
was merely runn ing  aw ay! T h a t I ’m  sure of.” 

“ Ju s t w hat I  expected,” replied the sm iling Sam. 
“ Y our m ind has n ’t been used to w eighing evi- 
dence in a  sperrit o f  philosophical inquiry. But 
here comes Q uaker M atthew ; we ’ll pu t it to him , 
and  see w hat he says.”

Cióse by the shore, in a  small-boat, two men 
were approaching, one of whorn had a somewhat 
rugged face, with strong  fcatures, heavy gray  eye- 
brows, and  a  singularly quiet, benign expression. 
T here was no th ing  about his garb  to indícate his 
character, for he wore a  com m on straw  hat, and 
was without a  c o a t; b u t Jacob knew a t once that 
this was the father o f Ruth.

T h e  o ther “  m a n ” tu rned  out to be a boy, con- 
siderably larger, b u t no t m uch older, than  Jacob. 
H e pulled the oars, while M atthew sat in  the stern 
and pushed or steered with a pole. T h e  boat soon 
grounded alongside the A rk, and the peddler shook 
hands with M atthew  as h e  stepped ashore.

Jacob left all the talk ing to his friend, who stated 
the facts in the case, together with his theory, and 
then  appealed to M atthew’s philosophical m ind for 
an opinión. Jacob also looked into th a t calm  and 
powerful face and the clear gray eyes, and waited 
alrnost as anxiously as if  the life or death o f his 
friend depended upon the words about to be spoken.

B ut M atthew L añe, unlike Sam  Longshore, did 
no t set him self up for an  Oracle. H e said, q u ie tly : 

“ W h at thee says, Samuel, is indeed possible, 
b u t by  no m eans certain. O f course, after such a 
rain , it is useless to  look for the m arks o f footsteps. 
A nd  it  seem s to m e tha t search for the body will 
be equally fruitless. I had  made up m y m ind to 
th a t as we rowed up along the shore.”

“ W hat, then , shall I  d o ? ” Jacob b u rs t forth, 
despairingly.

“  I will tell thee, m y lad ,” replied Matthew, lay- 
ing  his large brown hand  kindly on the boy’s 
shoulder. “  T hee shall go hom e with m e, and 
spend as m any days as thee chooses looking for 
thy  friend. W e will also have the loss advertised 
in the towns down the river. I t is a  question which 
time perhaps will solve, and I promise to  help thee 
all I  can .”

T he boy’s hea rt swelled with m inglcd emotions 
o f grief and  gratitude.

“  B ut how can I— w hat can I ever do to pay you 
for your trouble ? ” he stam m ered forth, with diffi- 
culty m astering a  great sob.

“ T here  will be time enough la te r to  consider 
that. B ut go with us now ; I would not rem ain 
here  alone to-day, brooding over thy  sorrow.”

Sam  Longshore g rinned in his dryest m anner, 
and observed:

“  I never found friend M atthew m uch of a  phi-
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losopher, b u t his advice is always good, and  my 
advice is to take it. Anyway, I m ust go about my 
business, and try  to makc up for lost time. If you ’rc 
goin' down the river now, I ’ll give you a  lift.”

T h e  “ lift” was accepted. I t  consisted simply 
in taking the sm all-boat in tow after the A rk had 
got headed down the river. T he little engine c/ioiv- 
chowed, the paddles flew, the cu rren t assisted, and 
away w ent steam er and  skiff in a style which would 
have diverted Jacob, had  he no t felt alrnost stunned 
by the result o f the m orning’s investigations.

T h e  passage down the river and up the creek to 
M atthew  L ane’s shore was quickly m ade. T here 
the boat and  the A rk parted com pany, th e  peddler 
prom ising to give M atthew’s folks a  cali on his 
re tu rn  from the village above.

Ch a p t e r  X X I.

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

J acob rem ained two days with the Q uaker fam- 
ily,— days th a t passcd so quietly th a t there is little 
to be said about them . B ut they  were very m em ­
orable days to the boy. H e never had im agined 
anything so beautiful as the relations óf husband 
and  wife and  daugh ter to each o th er; th a t humble 
little hom e seem ed filled with an atm ospherc of 
love ; and its influence over him  was all the more 
soothing and durab le  for the g reat sorrow tha t had 
j’ust softencd his heart.

M atthew  had  a  small farm, which he him self 
worked, with occasional aid from the boy who went 
with him  in  the boat. Jacob wished th a t he could 
have found w ork there too. B ut tha t was not to be.

O n the evening of the second day, as Jacob sat 
with the farnily in their little sitting-room , M atthew 
said to h im  :

“  M ary and  I have been th ink ing  a  good deal of 
th y  case, Jacob, and it seems to us w rong tha t thee 
should be longer deceived. T o-day, when we saw 
thee going again  to the river-side, looking for thy 
friend, we resolved to tell thee w hat we th in k ; 
though  I fear the tru th  m ay be sadder to  thee than 
the falsehood th a t has been im posed upon thee.”

Jacob tu rn ed  palé. H e could no t conceive what 
was coming. T he O uaker’s clear gray eyes looked 
kindly upon him  from beneath  the ir bushy b row s; 
h e  noticed ,'too , tha t R u th  gave him  a quick glance 
of concern and  sweet pity. H er m other, who sat 
sewing by the table, did no t look up, b u t kep t her 
eyes fixed upon her work w ith an  expression full of 
grave, m otherly solicitude.

M atthew  w ent o n :
“  I t is often easier and  b e ttc r to lose a friend by 

death , than  to lose our faith in him  and in hum an- 
ity through his misdeeds. I  can understand why 
thee did no t wish to accept Sam uel’s conclusión in

the m a tte r ; and for the salce o f thy  young heart,
I wish we m ight say it was wrong. B ut I am now 
well convinced tha t it is in the m ain correct.”

“  You th in k  ” gasped poor Jacob.
B ut his heart was in his th roat, and he could not 

say another word. A ll th e  while he felt the eyes 
o f the sweet young Q uakeress fixed upon him with 
deepening concern and pity.

“  I talked the m atter over with M ary that even­
i ng ;  and since then  we have draw n ou t from thee 
a  pretty  full description of thy  friend’s dress and 
appearance. So th a t no doubt rem ains in our 
minds th a t he is alive, and  th a t he was the wet 
stranger who carne to  our house and  slept with 
thee here  tha t first n ig h t.”

Jacob started  as if he had  been pricked by a 
sharp  point. H e looked appealingly a t Matthew’s 
wife, who now laid aside h e r work, and bent her 
gaze upon h im , with a  gcntle, trem ulous smile.

“  Y ea, Jacob ," she said, “ I th ink  there can be 
no doubt tha t he was thy  bedfellow. H e had thy 
friend’s m ustache and  little strip  o f  beard  up and 
down the chin, and his ringlets, though  they were 
in a  stringy condition from his drenching. And 
though his coat was then  buttoned across his chest, 
and no t with one bu tton  a t  the waist, his dress 
corresponded well with thy  description o f it.”

“  Do not be cast down a t  the news of thy friend's 
unfaithfulness,” said Matthew. “  No doubt lie has 
some good excuse for h im self; cruel as it  seems in 
him  to have left thee to suffer so .”

“ I know he has,” said Jacob. “ And I 
glad—if he is alive. B ut I though t so much of 
h im ,— I would n’t h ear a  word against his honor; 
though all the while, in my own heart, I  felt there I 
was som ething no t quite true  about h im ; and | 
now, to have him tu rn  ou t so m uch worse than 1
suspected, o r anybody s a id  ”

A sob, which had  been all the while coming, 
though resolutely k ep t back, finished the sentence. 

M atthew  w ent on, with gentle k indness:
“  A nd do no t fall into the error o f thinking thal I 

all th e  world is bad because the friend of thy trusl [ 
has deceived thee .”

“  How can I th ink  t h a t ? ” said Jacob,— “ afterI] 
have been in  this house 1 ”

Kind as M atthew was, he, had  appearcd calm and 
unm oved until now. But these words touched him, 
and  his lips quivered before he spoke.again.

“ Now, thee m ust leave thy friend’s imaginar)’I 
grave, and  think o f th y  own future, Jacob. Wel 
would b e  glad to keep thee h e re ; b u t that would I 
no t be well. W e could no t give thee constan! I 
em p loym cn t; and I am  sure thee can do betterl 
clsewhere. W e have a nephew in Jackson, the I 
capital o f Jackson C ounty,— a  m an o f means,—I 
largely interested in the iron-works there ; I 1
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give thee a le tte r to him , which thee will find of 
service. A nd I th ink  thee had better depart in 
the m om ing. R u th  shall convey thee a few miles 
in the w agón ; after which, thee can finish the 
journey on foot a t  the end of the second day.”

This was an o th e r shock to the boy’s heart. Hav- 
ing lost his one friend, his impulse was to clin°- 
to these new ones, with all the  m ight o f his young 
and strong  affections.

“  If I go to the ir nephew, I may see them  again ,” 
ivas the one cheering thought tha t flashed across 
the darkness o f  his future.

th rough  every doubt and  trouble. Rem em ber 
th a t worldly advantages are deceitful, and th a t they 
soon pass aw ay ; bu t th a t tru th , and the gains of 
the heart and soul, are real and eternal. Keep 
thy  youth  and m anhood puré. H elp others. Let 
I°ve be thy  laiv. Fareivell ! ”

Mary said less, b u t gave him a motherly kiss.
“ I can never thank you ! ” he said. “ But  I 

shall never forget you ! ”
W ith  which words, u ttered  in a  broken voice, he 

turned  from tha t hospitable door, which h ad 'b e - 
come so dear to h im , and clim bed up into the oíd

1  hat gleam  of hope consoled him  a t  the time, 
and gave him fortitude to  bear th e  parting  from 
Matthew and  M ary the nex t morning.

Everything was ready for an early  start. M at- 
. ’neiv had his le tter w ritten, which he gave to Jacob

f breakfast, with a  little m oney, and a  few words 
ni earnest counsel.

“  Thee has trusted  an outw ard friend hitherto, 
and he has deceived thee. Now thee m ust rely 
“Pon tha t m ner F riend, who will never betray 
nee, ñor guide thee wrong. Question thy  con- 

ence, Jacob, and follow tha t single ray , which, 
“oiigh som etimes faintly seen, will lead thee safely

" T H E  H O R S E  W E N T  SLO W LY , B U T  T H E  T IM E  W E N T  F A S T ."

one-horse wagón, where the little Quakeress, R uth 
was already w aiting for him , reins in hand.

Ch a p t e r  X X II.
A  J O U R N E Y ,  A N D  A  S U R P R I S E  A T  T H E  E N D  

O F  I T .

IT was still in the dewy m orning, and the world 
was bathed in sunshine and  silvery mist, when 
Jacob started  on his journey, rid ing with R uth in 
the checkered light, along by a fringe of birches 
on the banks of the creek.

B °th  were a  long tim e silent. A t least, it 
seem ed a long tim e to Jacob, who wished to break
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through the constraint which deep em oüon had  
c ís t upon his tongue, and enjoy the kttle: Qu aker- 
ess’s society while h e  cou ld ; for from h e r  too, he 
m ust soon part. She knew th a t he was t 'm k ing  
and  feeling deeply, and would no t in trude  upo 
his reverie with any forced or trivial words

They had  no t gone m uch m ore than a mile, how- 
ever, w hen they heard a  quick pan t.ng  of steam,
and saw the little A rk  com ing down th e  creek.

“  T here  is Sam L ongshore ! cried Jacob, 
should like to  b id  him  good-bye.”

So R u th  drove in betw een the trees, cióse 
edge of the bank , and Jacob stood up in A e  wagon 
and  showed h is little black bag  and swung his cap 

“  Good-bye ! ” h e  shouted down to the peddler,
a t  the wheel with his dog Rippcr.

L o n g s h o re  s h u t  off s te a m , a n d  d n f t in g  n e a r  th e

shore, shouted up a t Jacob :
“  Off, are you ? ”
u  Yes,— going to  Jackson.”
“  F ound  ou t tlia t w hat I  said was about so

d id  n 't  ye ? ” said Sam. “  W ell, you 11 find out

said are so, too. T h in k  on ’em , young m an, and 
rem em ber Sam  L ongshore.”

“  Be sure I  w ill! ”  cried Jacob, heartily.
“  T h e re ’s one o ther th ing  1 w anted o s a y  to 

y o u ,-a b o u t  the attraction o f the sun and planets, 
— which has a  bearing  on the theory of — -

B ut ju s t here, the lan k  form and puckeredface 
of the peddler w ere shu t from view by ■the p o j : -  
tion of his little  cabin roof, as th e  A rk , drifti g 
nas t carried him  down the creek.
^  Is  n ’t he a strange m an  ?" said R u th , aughing 

“ Y es,” replied  J a c o b , - “ th e  queerest m ortal I
ever saw B ut he has set m e th ink ing  about some 
th ings, and  I ’m  very glad I m et him . I t  seenis 
to m e ,” h e  added, after a pause th a t I  have 
learned m ore in  the past few days than  in m j

1Ífe“ H o w 'li  t h a t ? ”  R u th  in q u i re d ,  g la d  to  h e a r

h l “  O hk I  knew so little o f hum an  nature  and life !
I started  off w ith the g rand  idea of be ing  m y own 
m aster ; and  I have found everythm g so different 
from  w hat I  expected !

“  T h ee  h as h a d  a  great tria l,’ said the little
O nakeress. “  Is  thee sorry ? ” .
QU“  How can I  be sorry,” replied Jacob, “ smce 
it has b ro u g h t m e acquainted with your fo lks. 
S h P  he exclaimed, “ after I  had  lost m y only 
friend in the w o r ld ,- a n d , w hat was worse lost 
faith  in h im ,—I  don’t know w hat would have 
becom e of m e if it had  n’t been fo r th e  kindness,
t h e   1  can 't say w hat I m ean .

“  I am  so glad thee carne to our house . said
R u th , soothingly.

“  A re your cousin’s folks—where I am  g o in g - 
any th ing  like y o u ? ” Jacob asked, after another

Pa“ T hey  are F riends,— w hat the world calis 
Q uakers,”  replied R uth . “  And m y cous.n is a 
very good m an, I believe. B u t thee will find Jim 
full o f business, and not very m uch like m y father.
O ur people are no t all alike.”

“  So I have found. I never knew b u t one 
Q uaker b e f o r e , - !  m ean F rien d ,” stammered
Tacob, correcting himself.

“  O h, 1 don’t m ind thy  calling us Q uakers,’ said 
R u th , tu rn ing  upon him  with a sweet, b n g h t smile.

“ H e is a  hard  oíd fellow 1 ” Jacob went on, 
sm iling and  b lush ing  a t  som e am using recollec- 
tion “  H e tried  to cheat m e, buying m y aunts 
cow, and I told him  pre tty  plainly w hat I thought 
I t  was very foolish in m e ; b u t h e  m ade m e mad!

“ T h ee  should no t suffcr thyself to be made 
m ad, Jacob,” said R u th , gently.

“  I know it. A nd I ough t not to have sauced 
F riend David, if  h e  d id  cali me grasping when 
h e  was the grasp ing  one, as was proved a t  the a »  
tion, w hen he paid m ore th a n  I  d  ^ dJ ° r t e “  
before, and m ore th an  twice w hat h e  d offered. He 
gave m e a  sort o f prejudice aga.nst Quakers. But 
ft is cured now 1 I don’t know ju s t w hat your peo­
ple believe, b u t I  would give anything to  be as 
good a m an as your father 1 I t seem s to  m e every- 
body m ust feel how good he is.”

“  Y ea, I th ink  so,” said R uth. E ven  dumb
anim áis feel it, too. People from  ever sofar 
around  b ring  h im  horses and  oxen to tame 
brcak, as they cali it. H e  never whips them, 
they seevn to know a t once th a t he is their r.end, 
and they  give riglit u p  to him . N o dog will ever 
much him  I rem em ber the first tim e we ever saiv 

„ g > W *  A rk. Sam uel Imd «  r t  
to guard it, when m y father and I saw i t b )  th 
shore, and  w ent down to look a t >t- T bc ^  
growled dreadfully, b u t m y father said to ta» 
kindly, though  in  a  tone of a u t h o r i t y  Cnme 
here 1 ’ and he carne n g h t up and licked 
hands. Sam uel said there  was n’t^another man 
the world who could have done it. ’

A notheP  silenpe. T h e n  Jacob said :
“  I hope I shall see you again somet.me.^ I

you ever visit your cousin’s folks in Ja c k so n  
y “ i have been there twice b u t no t very lat í 
I t is more likely th a t thee will visit us, than  that 
shall see thee there. M eanwhile, thee m ust wn | 
to us, and le t us know how thee prospere.

“  A nd will you write to m e ?
“  V ea I th ink  so,” said R uth , simply.
T h a t promise m ade Jacob happy. H .s tongu 

was now loosed, and he talked freely. ̂ . s c o m  
panion during the rem am der of their ride.
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passed the village, and drove several miles along a 
pleasant country road, while the sun rose higher 
and h igher in the heavens, and beat down upon 
them so th a t Jacob took an  um brella from  the 
bottom of the wagón and  held it over the ir head-s. 

At length R u th  said :
“  T here  are  the stum p fences, where m y father 

said I would better leave thee.”
“ O h !  so s o o n ? ” cried Jacob. “ T h e n  drive 

slowly ! I don’t know w hat will happen to me after 
we part, b u t I am  sure I shall be very lonesome ! ” 

“  H e d id  no t say ju s t where I was to  leave thee, 
and I th ink  I m ay drive a  little way beyond the 
beginning of the stum p fences,” replied Ruth.

“ I thought o f that, bu t was asham ed to ask it— 
it seemed too much. You will have to go back 
alone, and  the sun will be so h o t ! ”

“  But I shall have the um brella, and  thee will 
have none, Jacob. I shall not m ind being alone, 
for I shall have m y own thoughts for com pany. I 
shall th ink  of thee, w alking on with thy bag  in the 
h o t sun ! ”

T h e  horse w ent very slowly indeed ; b u t the time 
w ent fast, and the m om ent o f parting  soon carne. 
T he roadway was narrow, and  Jacob helped to turn 
th e  wagón about and  head the horse liómeward. 
T hen , standing by the wheel, he reached u p  to 
shake hands with R uth, and say good-bye.

A fter they  had parted, he walked on, b u t stopped 
and  turned  often to see h e rd riv ing  away under the 
little um brella ; and  once she turned to look at 
him . B ut it was a long way off. T hen  she carne 
to a  tu rn  in the road, and  disappeared. A nd once 
m ore Jacob was alone in the worid.

( T o  be co n iin u ed .)

No t  only in the Christm as-tide 
T he holy baby lay ;

But m onth  by m onth  his home he blessed, 
And brightened every day.

H e m ade the w inter soft as spring,
T he sum m er brave and clear,

F o r C hrist, who lived for all the world, 
W as part of all the  year.
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I V A N H O E .

B y D o n ald  G. M it c h e l l .

I DON’T th ink  I shall ever forget m y first reading 
of Scott’s story of “ Ivanhoe,’’— not if  I live to be 
as oíd as Comm odore V anderbilt.

I t was about the tim e when I  was half through 
A dam ’s L atin  G ram m ar (which nobody studies 
now). I was curled u p  in an easy-chair, with one

T H E  S W IN E H E R D  A N D  W AM BA.

of those gilt-backed volum es in  m y hand, which 
m ade a  long array  in  a  little upstairs book-case 
o f a certain stone house th a t fronts the sea. 
Snowing, I th ink, and  prom ising good sliding 
down-hill (we knew nothing about any such word 
as “ coasting” in those days). But snow, and 
sleds, and  m ittens were all forgotten in tha t charm - 
ing  story, where I saw oíd Saxon E ngland  and the 
b rave Cceur de Lion, who was king, and a pretty 
princess, and  dashing m en-at-arm s, and  heard 
clash of battle , and  bugle notes, and prayerful 
entreaties o f a sweet Jewess, and anthem s in oíd 
abbeys.

A ll these so lingered in m y m ind, th a t when 
years after I  went ram bling through E ngland , I 
w andered one day all around the town o f Ashby- 
de-la-Zouche to find— if it m igh t be found— the

oíd tournam ent-ground  where was held  the famous 
féte tha t opens so grandly the story of “ Ivanhoe;” 
and in going th rough  Sherwood Forest (what is 
left of it), I  th ink  the Robin Hood of Scott's story 
was as lively in m y thought as the Robin Hood of 
the oíd ballads.

A nd now St . N ic h o la s  w ants the story told 
over in a  few pages. A  few p a g e s ! A h ! there 
was a  tim e when I wished the two hund red  pages 
could be stretched into five hund red ! I  hear the 
young people o f our day complain tha t they can’t 
like the long talks and the long descriptions, and 
th a t Scott’s books are  too slow for them . Well, 
w ell! I  know that the day of chivalry, and of men- 
at-arm s, and  “  kn igh ts caparisoned” is gone by; 
b u t there  are oíd heads into which the din of those 
gone-by tim es does come a t odd intervals, floating 
musically, and never so musically as on the pages 
o f Scott. W h a t if we try  to whisk a  little of this 
music into a  page o f story ?

T he first scene shows a  sw ineherd, with rough 
jerkin  ; his tangled hair is his only cap, and a brass 
band is around his neck, and  he is ta lk ing  with the 
fool W am ba, who sits upon a  bank  in the forest. 
T hey  are the serfs o f an  oíd Saxon nam ed Cedric, 
who lives near by, in  a  great, spraw ling, half-forti- 
fied country-house. A nd when G urth , the swine­
herd , and W am ba go hom e a t  n igh t, there  is met 
a g rea t company in the hall o f Cedric, their mas- 
ter. A  famous T em plar knight, S ir Brian du 
Bois-Guilbert, is there with his re tin u e ; and 
Cedric has seated by h im  R owena, a  beautiful 
princess, who is living under his guardianship; 
and there is a  pilgrim  from the Holy Land in the 
com pany,— who is a  disguised kn igh t (and the 
son of Cedric, b u t has been  disinherited by the 
father because he has dared  to love the beautiful 
R ow ena); and  there is a  rich oíd white-bearded 
Jew,— Isaac o f Y ork,— who is buffeted by the com­
pany, b u t who is richer th an  them  all. The tim- 
ber roof o f the apartm en t is begrim ed with smoke, 
tha t rises from a g rea t fire-place a t the end of the 
hall. Y et the m eats are  good, and there is wine 
and  ale. T h ere  is talk  o f the battles o f the Cru- 
saders in Palestine, and  of the valiant deeds of 
R ichard the L ion-heartcd, who is a  prisoner (or 
thought to be) somewhere in E u ro p e ; and there is 
talk , too, o f the g rea t tou rnam ent a t  Ashby, where 
all the com pany is going on the morrow.

B ut no one knows the secret o f the disguised 
pilgrim , who a t  dawn next day steals out secretly,
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—taking G urth  with him , and telling the swine- 
lierd who he really is. H e befriends the Jew, too; 
and so, th rough  his aid, procures a steed and new 
armor for the battle  o f the tournam ent.

I t was a gorgeous scene a t  Ashby. Prince 
John, the ustirping k ing  (b ro ther to R ichard), was 
there with his court, and  Rowena beautiful as

write the ir own ñam es, and it was a long time 
before there was any such thing in cxistence as a 
prin ted  book. B ut yet I th ink  the show of fine 
feathers and siiks, and  coquetry, was as g rea t then 
as it would be in any such great assem blage now.

W ell, in all the  knightly  sports o f th e  early part 
of the day, Bois-Guilbert was easily chief; bu t

T H E  T O U R N A M E N T  A T  A SH B Y .

ever; and still m ore beautiful was Rebecca, the 
“ peerless daugh ter o f  the Jew ,” Isaac o f York. 
Of course there was, too, a  g reat crowd of Saxon 
knights and of N orm an barons, and  of people of 
all degrees,— such a  crowd, in short, as gathers at 
one o f  our great fairs o r races. B ut rem em ber 
>hat very few o f the g reat people, even in this 
gathering of R ichard Cceur de Lion’s day, could

before the day ended, a  new knight made his 
appearance on the field with visor down, unknown 
to all, and with only this device on his shield,— a 
young oak torn up by the roots, and the word 
“  D isinherited.”  Everybody adm ired his motions 
and  his carriage, and everybody trem bled when 
he rodé bravely up to the tents o f the chal- 
lengers and sm ote the shield of Bois-Guilbert with
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the  point o f his lance. T his m eant deadly s trife ; 
while, before this tim e, all the com bats had  been 
with blunted javelins.

So the knights took up position, and a t a  blast 
from the trum pets dashed forward into the m iddle

T his was a m ost splendid th ing  for Rebecca to 
do, we all thought.

T he next day, there was a  little arm y on each 
side in the contest: Bois-Guilbert leading one, 
and Ivanhoe the other. F o r  a  long tim e the

of the lists, and m et with a  shock, th a t m ust have 
been a  fearful th ing  to see. N either was un- 
horsed, though the lances of both  w ere shattered 
in  splinters. A t the second trial, Bois-Guilbert 
rolled over in the dust, and thfe strange kn igh t 
(whose rea l ñam e was Ivanhoe) was declared victor.

T h e  air rang  with shouts, and  Ivanhoe rodé 
around the lists to  single ou t a  fair lady who should 
be queen of the next day’s 
féte ; o f course, h e  cliose 
Rowena, th e  Saxon princess, 
who sat beside A thclstane, 
who was of royal Saxon blood, 
and  was h e r declared lover, 
and  favored by C edric, who 
sa t also beside her.

B u t neither Cedric, ñor 
Rowena, ñor Prince John 
knew who the strange kn igh t 
could be, since he had  re- 
fused to  lift the  visor o f his 
helm et, o r to declare his 
ñam e. T h e  Jew, Isaac of 
York, doubtless knew the 
steed and  the arm or, and 
m ay have whispered w hat he 
knew  to  R ebecca; for when 
Ivanhoe, a t  evening, sen t his 
m an G u rth  to pay the Jew 
for his equipm ents, th e  beau­
tiful R ebecca detained the 
m essenger a t  the door, and 
paid  him back  the money— 
and m ore ; saying th a t so true  and good a  knight, 
who had  befriended h e r father, owed him  nothing.

R E B E C C A  A N D  T H E  M E S S E N G E R .

result was doub tfu l; bu t, a t last, Ivanhoe was 
beset by three knights a t once,—Bois-Guilbert, 
A thelstane, and F ron t de Bceuf; and surely would 
have been conquered if a  new party  had not 
appeared. T h is  was a  gigantic k n ig h t in  black 
arm or, with no device, and  who had  acted the slug- 
gard. H e rodé up a t sight o f Ivanhoe’s sore 
need, and with a  careless blow or two from mace 

o r battle-ax, sen t F ron t de 
Bceuf and A thelstane reeling 
in the dust. A fter this, the 
victory o f Ivanhoe was easy 
and  complete.

T hey  led him  u p  to receive 
the crown from Rowena, the 
queen of the fé te ; and they 
unloosed his helm et, though 
he m ade signs to them  to for- 
b e a r ; and Cedric knew his 
son, and R ow ena knew her 
lover, and Prince John knew 
the favorite o f the wronged 
K ing  R ichard, whose power 
he was usurping.

B u t the poor knight was 
wounded grievously ; and, 
tak ing  off his corslet, the 
attendants found a spear-head 
driven into h is breast. And 
he was taken  away to be cared 
for,— none knew exactly by 
w hom ; b u t it  appeared after- 
w ard th a t it was by those in 

the employ of Rebecca, who, like m any ladies of 
th a t day, was a  great m istress o f the healing craft-

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



I V A N I I O E . 451

A  day or two later, as I rem em ber, he was 
journeying in a  litter under care of the Jew and 
Rebecca, who were attacked by outlaws ; and 
after this, claimed the protection of Cedric and 
Athelstane, and their com pany, who also were

out and  report to the poor kn igh t Ivanhoe how 
the battle is going. She says a  giant, in black 
arm or, is heading the attacking party , and that 
he thunders with his g reat battle-ax upon the 
postern gate, as if  the m igh t o f an arm y were in

journeying th rough  the sam e reg ión ; b u t these 
latter d id  no t know who was the wounded m an in 
the litter. E ven  if  they  had  known, they could 
not have protected him  against the enem ies who 
presently beset them  ; for they all w ere taken  cap- 
tive and lodged in the g reat castle o f F ron t de 
Bceuf.

Ah, w hat a  castle it w as! W hat d u n g eo n s! 
W hat mysterious posterns ! W hat embrasures, 
and courts, and  turrets, and thick walls, and  secret 
passages!

I see in one of its dungeons the oíd Jew , appeal- 
ing te  F ro n t de Bceuf, who th reatens to draw out 
his teetli one by  one, o r  to roast 
him by the dungeon fire, if  h e  will 
not disgorge his money.

I see Rebecca, beautiful and de- 
fiant, wooed by Bois-Guilbert, as 
captives are  always wooed by con- 
querors, until, w ith proud daring, 
she th reatens to  throw  herself from 
the em brasure o f the window, hcad- 
long down the walls.

I see Cedric disguised as priest 
and m aking his escape, and  fling- 
ing back bribes in  scorn. I see 
Ivanhoe stretched upon his sick 
couch, helpless, and  listening yearn- 
mgly to  th e  sounds th a t come up 
from th e  castle walls. I see the 
beautiful R ebecca— who is in at- 
tendance upon him  (we boys were 
all so glad o f  th a t)—exposing her­
self to chance arrows from  R obin H ood’s band , who 
are attacking the castle, only th a t she m ay look

his hand . She says the m en  go down under his 
strokes as if  G od’s lightning had  sm itten them . 
H e knows who it m ust be. I t is— it can be no 
o ther than  th e  Black Sluggard o f the tournam ent— 
R ichard  I. o f E ng land  !

“  Look again, R ebecca.”
“  G od o f A braham  ! T hey  are toppling  over a  

g reat stone from th e  ba ttlem en ts; it  m ust crush 
the b rave k n ig h t! ”

Poor Ivanhoe 1 Poor captives !
“ But  no, he is sa fe ; h e  is thundering  a t the g a te ; 

it splintcrs under his b low s! A h, the blood ! the 
. tram pled m e n ! G reat G o d ! are  these thy  children ?”

F R O N T  D E  BCEUF D E M A N D IN G  M O N E Y  O F  ISA A C.

Y et even now, there are  inner and higher walls 
o f the castle to be climbed or battered  down.
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N ever would they have been taken except there 
had  been treachery within. A  w retched woman— 
Ulrica, victim o f F ron t de Bceuf—has set a  m atch to 
a  great store of fuel, and sm oke and ñam e belch 
o u t: the defenders have fires to fight, and  their 
outposts are weakened, and the attacking party 
press on and secure the citadel. I  seem  to see 
sm oke and  ñam e, and crashing towers, under 
whose rifins lie buried F ron t de Bceuf and the 
miserable U lrica. T hen , upon a patch o f green- 
sward, under the shadow of a  near grove o f oaks, 
the victors ga ther slowly to  m easure their spoil.

T he Saxon Rowena is safe—so is the Jew and 
Cedric. A thelstane has received w hat seem s his 
death-wound. Ivanhoe has been snatched ou t of 
the jaw s of destruction by the arm  of K ing R ich­
ard , who bids Cedric be rcconciled with his son ; 
which b idding the oíd Saxon curm udgeon canpot 
deny ; and  he is h a lf  disposed to favor—now that 
the royal lover A thelstane is ou t o f the way— the 
pretensions o f Ivanhoe to  the h an d  and  heart of 
Rowena. R obin H ood, in his su it o f green, gets 
free grace for all his m isdeeds as outlaw, and, with 
one of h is  “ mer ry m en,”— a  certain jolly friar of 
C opm anhurst (who does n o t know the secret of 
the Black K nigh t),—the easy-going, stalwart king

has a sparring-m atch (which to every boy-reader 
o f our tim e was delightful), and which ended with 
pu tting  th e  g reat jolly friar sprawling in the dirt. 
W hat a  brave, stout k ing  was R ichard , to be sure !

B u t the only real grief am ong all who have 
been rescued is shown b y  the poor oíd Jew— not 
so m uch for th e  m oneys which the barons and  the 
church-people have sliorn him  of, as for his daugh- 
ter. T h e  sweet R ebecca has no t been crushed, 
indeed, in  the ru in  of th e  cas tle ; b u t she has been

borne away a captive by a  kn igh t who was none 
o ther than  the wicked T em plar, Bois-Guilbert. 
W hither, none k n e w ; ñor does the story of her 
seizure come to the ears o f Ivanhoe (for which, I 
fear, Rowena was glad), who is borne away to  some 
religious house, where he will have m ore orthodox, 
though  no t m ore gentle, care than  the tender 
Rebecca would have rcndered.

A fter th is, I seem to see a  great crowd o f mourncrs 
in som e oíd m onastery or religious house of some 
sort, bewailing (w ith good eating and  flagons of 
ale) the lost A the ls tane ; and  in  the middle o f the 
funeral feast—which the k ing  had  honored with his 
presence, and  Rowena, and the kn igh t Ivanhoe— 
lo ! A thelstane himself, with his grave-clothes on 
him , suddenly appears ! Good oíd W alte r Scott 
loved such surprises as he loved a  good dinner. 
T h e  royal Saxon lover o f Rowena was no t rcally 
dead, b u t had  only been stunned by a  fearful blow. 
B ut the blow h as cleared his brain , and m ade him 
see th a t Rowena cares m ore for the little finger of 
Ivanhoe than  for his whole b o d y ; so he tells 
Cedric he gives u p  h is claim.

A nd w hat does Ivanhoe say ?
T here  is no Ivanhoe to be found. A  mysterious 

m essenger has sum m oned h im  away, and though 
scarce able to sit his horse, for his sorc 
wounds, he has p u t on his arm or and 
dashed th rough  th e  outlying forests. He 
rides hard , and he rides fast, for there is 
a  dear life a t stake. W hose ?

(If we were w riting a  novel, we should 
say “  CHAPTER SECOND” here, and  make
a  brcak. T hen  we should b e g in  )

W e re turn  now to Rebecca. Bois-Guil­
bert had indeed borne h e r away, and had 
lodged h e r in  a great house th a t belonged 
to the K nights T em plar. B u t the Grand 
M aster o f the Tem plars, to  whom Bois- 
G uilbert owed obedience, was a very 
severe m an , and a  very curious, prying 
m a n ; and  he found o u t speedily what 
Bois-Guilbert had  done ; and  he found 
ou t th a t this young.w om an, beautiful as 
she was, was a Jew ess; and there were 
som e am ong the Tem plare who said she 
was a  sorceress, too, and  had  practiced 

her sorcery upon Bois-Guilbert. So this Grand 
M aster o f the Tem plare b rough t the poor girl 
to trial for sorcery (though she was the most 
Christian and  m ost lovable creature in the whole 
book ) 1

I t was a sorry, sham  tria l: the  Tem plare all on 
one side, and the poor Jewess on the other (for 
the m iserable fellow, Bois-Guilbert, was afraid to 
open his m outh in h e r defense). H e told her, 
indeed, th a t h e  would save her, and run off with

" C E D R I C  T H R O W IN G  B A CK  B R IB E S  IN  S C O R N .”

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



I V A N H O E .

If her Champion vvon, she mi ght  go f re e ; if he 
failed, by a  ha ir’s bread th , the faggots would be 
kindled around her.

But who would defend a  Jew ess? W h o  would 
be Champion for a  suspected sorceress?

She craved the privilege of sending ou t a  mes- 
senger, in faint hope of finding a Champion. A nd 
>he m essenger rodé— a good fellow— rodé fast, rodé 
far; ’t was he th a t found Ivanhoe, and ’tw as  with

W hat dust is th a t rising  yonder? I t  is— it is a  
kn igh t—in full a rm o r; he approaches— he comes 
in plain sight. I t  is Iv an h o e ; b u t ah, so weak, so 
wearied, so w asted by his sickness! T here  is bu t 
little hope for poor Rebecca. B ut he enters the 
lists; he braves the challenger; the trum pet 
sounds; the stceds dash away to the encounter, 
and  the crash of m eeting  comes.

T he G rand  M aster strains his eyes to see what

r e b f .c c a ’ s  t r i a l .

her, if she would g o ; b u t she scorned him  with a him th a t the good kn igh t left the scene o f Athel- 
most brave and beautiful scorn. . O f course she stane’s coming-to-life.
carne off badly a t  the trial, as they m eant she T he m orning carne. T he faggots were piled up • 
should. She was condem ned to be burned ! Only the m atch-fire was ready ; the Tem plars were alí 
one chance for escape was left—she m igh t sum - gathered ; the stout B rian du Bois-Guilbert, armed 
mon a  kn igh t to her defense, who m ust contend cap-a-pie, was ready for any Champion ; the great 
against the bravest and strongest o f the Tem plars. warning-bell began tolling— One ! two ! th re e____
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figures shall come out from th a t cloucl o f dust. 
One is down,— prostrate u tterly ,—  dying. Of 
course it  m ust be the enfeebled and fatigued Ivan­
hoe. B ut no— no—it is n o t ! I t  is Bois-Guil­
bert who is d y in g ! A nd w hat is th is new cloud 
of dust and  tram p  of cavalry? I t  is R ichard  of 
E ngland, who has followed hard  upon the track 
of Ivanhoe ; for he has heard  of his errand, and 
knows he is unfit to encounter the strongest o f the 
T em plar K nights. H e has brought a squadron 
of arm ed m en with him , too, to seize upon all 
traitors in the ranks o f the T em plare ; and  lo ! 
above the roof and towers o f the G rand M aster 
o f the T em plare the royal standard of E ngland  is 
even now floating in the breeze. A nd Rebecca is 
safe, and Ivanhoe is safe.

A nd did h e  m arry  her?
A h, n o ! H e m arried the Saxon R ow ena; 

and they had  a  g rand  w edding in Y ork M inster, 
where now you may see the pavem ent on which 
they  walked. ,

One day after the wedding,— it m ay have been 
a week la te r,—a visitor asked an interview with 
the bride. T he visitor was a closely veiled lady 
of most graceful figure. You guess who it was— 
Rebecca. She brought a  gift for the bride o f Ivan­
hoe,— a gorgeous necklace o f diam onds,—so mag- 
nificent tha t Rowena felt like refusing the gift.

“  I  pray  you, take them , dear lady,”  said Rebecca, 
“ I owe this, and  m ore, to the good knight,—
your h o n o red  ” H ere  she broke down. But
she recovered herself presently— kissed the hand 
of Rowena—passed out.

I  th ink  Rowena was glad h e r visitor did no t meet 
Ivanhoe upon the stairs; I th ink  she was glad, 
too, tha t the lovely R ebecca w ent over seas pres­
ently  to Spanish G renada, though she pretended 
not to be.

I know if /  had  been Iv an h o e   B ut we will
no t try  to m end a  story of Scott’s ;  least of all, 
when we crowd one of his novéis into a  few pages, 
as we have done here.

T R O T T Y ’S L E C T U R E  B U R E A U .
( N o t  a  T r o tty  S to r y , b u t  a  T r o tt y  S c r a p . T o ld  f o r  T r o tty 's  F r ie n d s .)

B y  E l i z a b e t h  S t u a r t  P h e l p s .

“ OUR peoples do,”  said T ro tty . T h a t was 
reason sufficient to T ro tty ’s m ind for doing any­
th in g ; and  w hether “ our  peop les” were three 
times as b ig  as T ro tty  and th irty  times as wise, or 
not, was a  m atter o f no t the slightest consequence 
in  this young gentlem an’s view of things.

“  O ur peoples have a lecture bu reau ,"  urged 
T ro tty . “  I want the spare-’oom bureau, m am m a, 
vat ’s got a  m arble top. N ita  said it be tter have 
a  m arble top , and N ate, h e  said he ’d ju s t as lieve 
play in t’ the spare-’oom as ou t the tool-house. 
M y lecture is wroten and ready ,” argued Trotty , 
persuasively. “  I wroten ed it  on some oíd ongvel- 
lopes I found in you’ table-drawer while you ’d gone 
to m eeting ! ”

T his final argum ent d id  no t have cxactly the 
effect T ro tty  had  anticipated. H e not only did not 
get a m arble lecture bureau  on th a t occasion, bu t 
his very MS. was uncerem oniously taken  away 
from him , and an oíd French gram m ar serenely 
offered to him  instead,—this no t five m inutes before

the advertised hour of one’s lecture, was, as any 
one will see, an intcrference with free speech diffi- 
cult for calm er m inds than  T ro tty ’s to tolérate.

“  T ro tty ,” said his m other, with som e solemnity, 
“  I cannot y e t bring  m y m ind to  let you take your 
papa’s love-letters.”

“  Poo’ dear dead p a p a ! ” in terrupted  Trotty, 
softly ; “  b u t I did n’t know he. wroten h is Rlters 
in  you’ table-draw er.”

“  Papa’s love-letters for a  lyceum  bureau ! ” 
proceeded m am m a. “  You m ay have the French 
gram m ar, and  there’s an  oíd bureau ou t in the 
tool-house with two casters off. T h a t will do for a 
lecture bureau. D on’t tum ble off. Give me back 
the letters. Send N ate down-stairs, and now run 
away ! ”

So T ro tty  sen t N ate  down-stairs and  ran away, 
and the boys told N ita  about the bureau, and she 
said she ’d rather have had the m arble-top, but this 
would d o ; so T ro tty  clim bed upon the bureau, and 
N ate and N ita  sa t down upon a  wheelbarrow, and
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they sh u t the door o f the tool-house, and  Trotty 
opened the F rench  g ram m ar and delivered the 
opening lecture o f the course as follows :

“  M Y  L E C T U R E  B U R E A U .

“ L E C T U R E  T H E  F I R S T :  W O M A N ’ S  S U F F E R I N G S .

“  My subject, gentlem en and a  few ladies, is 
tvoman’s  sufferings. Conjugation the first.

“  Vis lecture bureau is a little rickcty, and  I ’ll 
be obliged to you, ladies and gentlem an, if  N ate 
would n’t ju s t sit giggling. You can’t laugh, too, 
unless you have four casters. I t  is n’t very safe.

“ W om an’s sufferings. H em  ! H o —  haw — 
hem 1 W om an’s sufferings, m y friends, is an 
atvful subject,— a  norfu l subject. I t has been 
wroten on. I t  has been lectured to. I  ’ve heard 
ministers pray  to it, and  m y bro ther Max makes 
funofi t .  [Pause.]

“  I never heard  it  lectured  a t on such a  rickety 
oíd bureau as this.

“  My bre th ren , women should never vote 1 — 
should nev-er  vote, gentlem en and ladies. Vey 
don't know enough. V ey a in t strong enough. 
Vey can-n o l go to war, ladies and gentlem en !

“  My papa w ent to war. B ut he died. B u t he 
was n’t a  woman.

“  My friends, I tell you girls a in t grow n  to vote. 
They w ear dresses. T hey  can’t play base-ball. 
Once I knew a girl tried to sp in  a  top, bu t she 
could n ’t. I t was n’t N ita ; she need n’t fink. 
Nita was m arried to me. She knows better. 
Brethren, I  tell you vis on purposely,—women 
an-nol vote, I tell you !

“  My friends, vis is a  solem n subject. Let me 
say a  few words to you as a m om cntum  of this 
matter. M y bro ther Max, he gave m e a  nold bad 
cent once as a  m om entum  of him , b u t I  frew it 
down the well, you ’d better fink 1 My brother 
Max says if women should vote, vis country would 
goto------

“ If  the gentlem en in vis audience don’t stop 
frowing papcr balls a t vis lecture bureau, I will 
never assume this subject w ithout four casters 1

“ Brethren, 1 If  the donkey of m y b ro ther should 
carry the p ink silk um brella o f m y sister-in-law ’—  
oh, hum 1—could  wom an leave h e r baby crying in 
the eradle, I ax you ?

“ Vat about the donkey is p rin ted  in the book,

bu t I don’t seem  to stand  very stra igh t w ithout jig- 
gling, and  ven you h it you’ head against the cob- 
webs on top, I fink this lecture is most frough.

“  G entlem en, I apfe a l  to you ! If—oh—well— 
if ‘ th e  h a t o f m y father-in-law  is in the cage 
of the m onkey of my great-grandm other,’ ven, I ’d 
like  to know, when woman should voted, if  vis 
country would not go to sm ash, sir 1 I  ax you, 
fellow-citizens and hearers, in- the irregular declen- 
sion and  indicative case, if—I ax you if—ladies 
and brethren  and  fellovv-gentlemen, w hether vis 
co un try  ”

T here  was a pause, and  then  a noise. I t was a 
solemn pause. I t was a  dreadful noise. W hat, 
under the depressing circumstance pictured by the 
lecturer, will become of the country, I cannot say. 
B ut w hat becam e of the bureau is quite clear. If 
the country does no t go to sm ash, tha t lecture 
bureau did.

T ro tty  says it  was N ate, N ate says it was Nita. 
N ita  says T ro tty  stood on one foot too long. Per- 
haps tha t one foot was the trouble. A t all events, 
in the m idst o f an  impressive gesture with the left 
solé o f the other, over went bureau— lecturer— the 
m onkey of his great-grandm other— the hat o f his 
father-in-law—and woman’s sufferings in  one stu- 
pendous whole upon the tool-house floor.

N ate  picked h im  up. N ita  jum ped  up and down 
and  cried. T he poor little  lecturer was dusty and 
crum pled, and there  was blood about his face from 
somewhere— nobody knew  where. A ll the bureau 
drawers had  tum bled out. N ate though t they ’d 
better sh u t him  in one till he got better. But N ita 
thought they  ’d b e tte r cali his m other.

So his m other carne out and  picked him up, and 
washed him  off, and dusted him  off, and tied him  
up, and kissed him  up, and then they found he was 
about as good as new, and  nothing much the worse 
for the lecture bureau.

“  I fink,” said T ro tty , with the air o f a  m artyr 
who had narrowly escaped translation, “  if I ’d  had 
a  tum bler lem onade and a  zhinger-snap, I would n ’t 
care as m uch ’bout woman’s sufferings w ithout the 
casters. ”

So T ro tty  and  N ate and N ita had  a  little tum bler 
o f lem onade and a  ginger-snap all around, in the 
dining-room , and  m am m a locked the tool-house 
door upon the ruins o f T ro tty ’s lecture bureau.
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F L U F F Y  A N D  S N U F F Y .  

B y  C a r r i e  W. T h o m p s o n .

FLUFFY was a little girl, with some nice clean clothes on ; 
Snuffy was a  little dog, with a  naughty  nose on.

Fluffy had a  bowl o f  broth given h e r for d in n e r ;
Snuffy, from a stool near by, watched h er,— little sinner !

Snuffy, when she dropped h e r spoon, w ent to  learn the reason ; 
Mild respect was in h is eye, —in his h ea rt was treason.

Fluffy though t she heard a noise like an o rg an -g rin d e r; 
T urned  her curly head to loolc through the pane behind her.
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f  T H E  “ H O L L E N B E R R Y ” C U P .

By  M r s . J. P. Ba l l a r d .

“  Mo t h e r , w hat you th ink  ’s brokened ? Y our 
‘ hollenberry ’ cup ! A ll to pieces ! ”  Susie said 
tliis all in one breath , hold ing  up the handle and 
a small fragm ent o f a  clear, delicate china cup, 
wlth only one scarlet “  hollenberry,”  and part o fa  
leafleft on it. “  B ut don’t scold W ill,” she added; 
“ he did n ’t  m ean  to, and  he ’s awful sorry now .”

“ How did W illie b reak  it  ? ” asked Susie’s 
mother, quietly, and  no t looking nearly  as much 
likc scolding W ill as Susie had  expected, though 
in truth, she was m ore sorry than  Susie knew. For 
the dainty F rcnch  china cup and saucer— exquisito 
in shape, and  bordered w ith holly  leaves and chis­
téis of scarlet holly berries— was dear to  her, in 
¡tself, and  as the gift o f an  absent and  cherishcd 
friend.

“ Oh, he was arrang ing  the ferns in the ta ll vase 
—he and B crtha ja rred  ’em  over, w hirling about, I 
5 P°se; anyway, they  were ja rred  down, and  whcn 
he was pu tting  them  up stra igh t the silver vase fell 
over against the cup .”

“ And I  w ish,” said B ertha, wlio now stood ju s t 
hchind Susie, and  was half a  head taller, “  I  wish 

V o l.  IV .— 30.

everything p re tty  we care for was m ade of silver or 
gold, o r else ivory ! The/i they  would n ’t be all 
spoiled to pieces the m inute they were touched ! ” 

M rs. Gaylord sm iled as she followed the children 
to the parlor. W ill was on the sofá, and Bessie, a  
sweet girl o f fourteen, stood by him , try ing  to fit 
together the fragm ents, and  w aiting for Susie’s bit.

“  I ’m  sorry ,” said W ill, as he looked above the 
m antel, contem plating the vacancy h e  had  m ade by 
upsetting  the cup.

Mrs. G aylord knew that, before h e  spoke as well 
as aftcr, so she said, cheerfully, “  I learncd wlien a  
little girl tha t it  was of no use to  cry over spilled 
milk, and  I am  sure it is too late to begin now .” 
F o u r pairs o f eyes were w atching her, and  she did 
no t th ink  how well she was teaching them  the 
sam e lesson. .

“ You may p u t the pieces ou t o f sight, Bessie, 
and we will forget it.”

A ftcr leaving them , Bessie took the b its to  her 
own room, followed by B ertha and  Susie. She 
found that, although there  were h a lf  a  dozen pieces, 
they  were all there, and  she could fit them  exactly.

Fluffy cried and ran away, with no nice clean clothes o n ; 
A nd Snuffy was a little dog, with an injured nose on.

Fluffy’s thoughts carne back to  bro th , a t  the tim e precisely, 
T h a t he turned  it upside down, ju s t to cool it nicely.
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“  W h a t a nice surprise it  would be to  m other 
and W ill if this could be very  neatly  m ended,” she 
said, slowly; “  and if  two little  people can keep a 
secret, I  ’ll do m y best to m ake it all rig h t again.

“  O h, we can,”  said Bertha.
“  W e  tru ly  will,”  said Susie.
Bessie got a  little vial of ccm ent and  looked care- 

fully a t  the directions on its side. I f  Bessie liad one 
fault i t  was im patience. I f  there w ere any tra it 
likely to  enable h e r to overeóm e it, she h a d  this 
also. I t  was the jo y  it gave h e r to give others 
pleasant surprises. H er draw ing teacher had  told 
h e r tha t if anything would prevent her success as an 
artist it  would b e  licr im patience to fimsh a piece 
as soon as it was begun. T h e  broken cup proved 
a  test. She first brushed the cem ent 011 the edges 
o f the larger piece, and fitted it to th e  h a lf  cup. 
T hcn  she tried  the nex t in  size, bu t, in pressing it 
gently in its place, ou t fell the  o ther piece. T his 
she tried  again and  again , while B ertha s O h s 
and Susie’s “  You never can ! ” did no t lessen her 
nervousness. A t last she said, “  I  see how it i s ; it 
is a  long job . I  shall have to  p u t in one piece a t  a  
tim e, and  w ait for th a t to get dry and  tig lit; and 
th a t ’ll take one d a y ; and th en  pu t in another piece, 
and  let th a t dry, a n d  so on .”

“  O h—dear—m e ! ” said Susie.
B u t it was the only way. T h e  next day the chil- 

dren  w ent up  to their secret work. T h e  large piece 
was in  all righ t. Bessie fitted another to it  beauti-
fully T h e n  s h e  t r ie d  one m o re . O ut b o th  fell.

“  O h , d e a r  1 I  ’ve  h a l f  a  m in d  to  th ro w  i t  aw ay. 
M o th e r ’t h i n k s i t ’s g o n e , a n y  w a y ."

“  C an’t  you m ake one piece stav? You know 
w hat you said ,” h in ted  B erth a ; “  and  th en  we can 
go down and  forget it till to-m orrow.”

T h is  helped Bessie’s patience, and  the second 
piece was p u t in, and the cup set away. T he next 
day all proved well thus far, as before, and  again 
Bessie tried  to “  finish the jo b ,” b u t th e  oíd rule of

“ one a t a  t im e ” persisted in being  obeyed. ■ 
“ T h ree  days m ore,” sighed Susie. But, lo! on I 
the th ird  and  last day the one little  triangular piece I 
th a t was left would n’t  fit in. Somehow it  was just I 
a little too large for its place. In  try ing very hard ! 
to press it in, out carne the piece nex t it. This I 
was p u t back  easily, and  Bessie said, “  This little I 
‘ triangle lió le ’ is so far u n d e r th a t it will never I 
show, and  she walked to the coal-scuttle in the I 
closet and dropped the last tiny fragm ent of china 
down am ong  the b lack  coals, sure tha t no eye 
would ever see it again.

“  T h ere  ’ll abvays be a  hole in the ‘ hollenberry’ 
cup ! ”  sobbed Susie, as the b it of china disappeared.

“  W ait till to-morrow and  sec,” said Bessie;
“  we ’ll finish it  yet.”

So th e  little  face b righ tened  again. Next day 
the cup was all righ t except th e  one tiny hole. 
Bessie washed it carefully, and  the china looked 
m ore pearly  than  ever, and  the holly berries a 
b righ te r scarlet. W h a t shouid be done with the 
hole ? A  happy  th o u g h t struck her. She found 
some little snowy flakes o f plaster o f Paris, and cut 
one with h e r pen-knife, p u ttin g  it gently into the 
open place. T hen  she mixed up a  little plaster, 
and sm oothed it nicely over and  let it harden. 
Sure enough it  was all righ t. T ak ing  a  brush 
from her paint-box, with white pa in t she delicately 
brushed over the cracked lines, and lo ! her patience 
was rewarded. -m.

“ N o one could tell it was ever brokened ! sai» 
Susie, bending  forward, and  pressing  h e r  handsas 
tightly  together as possible to  enforce h e r dehght.

“  I would n’t  know  it m y se lf! ” said Bertha.
Bessie carried  th e  cup to its oíd place beside the 

silver vase, happy  in  two thoughts— th a t slic liada 
surprise for h e r  m other (and it  proved quite as 
pleasant a  one as she had  anticipated), and that she 
had  proved th a t she could conquer impatience, and 
learn how good it  is to  “  Labor and  to wait.”
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S O N G S  O F  S P R I N G .
[ P a k t  I I .  1 

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

O M E of th e  m ost charm- 
ing  spring songs of 
E nglish  poets are  about 
b irds th a t we never 
h e a r on this side of the 
A tlantic.

W e have a  b ird  call- 
ed  the cuckoo, for in- 
s ta n c e ; b u t it  is not a t 
all th e  one th a t W ords- 
w orth m eans when he 
says :

“  O cuckoo, shall I  cali thee bird, 
O r but a wandering voicc ? "

or tha t m ade Logan exclaim :

Thou hast no winter in thy year,
N o sorrow in thy  song.

T hese lines, by the vvay, are  taken 
from two m ost exquisite poem s 
o f spring.

N eilher have we the skylark, 
which inspired Shelley's beautiful 

ode, beg inn ing  with the lines :

“  Hail to thee, blithc spirit!
Bird thou never w ert! ”

and H ogg, the E ttrick  Shepherd’s,

“  Bird of the wilderncss,
Blithesome and cumberless;”

and W ordsw orth’s

“  A privacy of glorious light is thinc ! "

And yet o u r fam iliar m eadow-lark has a  note 
plaintive and musical enough for any  poet to take 
delight in.

The nightingales also, which echo sweetly to us 
from E uropean poetry, a re  known here only in 
that way. T he ir singing is to us like music hcard 
in a dream . B ut the whip-poor-will and  th e  herm it- 
thrush fill th e ir place pre tty  well.

A n “ Answer to  a Child’s Q uestion,” by Cole- 
ridge, begins w ith :

“  Do you ask what the birds sing ?
The sparrow, the do ve,

The linnet and thrush say,
‘ I  love,' and ‘ I  love.” ’

A nd  the birds of every country take the same 
them e for their melodies.

W hen the swallow cuts the b lue sky w ith his 
swift curve, we are  sure th a t sum m er is very near, 
although a  poet says,

“  ’T  is not one blossom makes a spring,
Ñor yet one swallow makes a  summer.”

H e well m ay add  :
“  I  know not whether is more dcar 

The summer bird or vernal blossom.”

A ubrey de V ere writes :
“  Who knows not Spring ? Who doubts, when blows 

H er breath, that Spring is come indeed ?
T he  swallow doubts not,—ñor the rose 

T ha t stirs, but wakes not,—ñor the wccd.”

A  little girl’s a ttem pt to  learn h e r singing-lesson 
from the birds is given in  these am using rhym es :

T h e  B i r d s ’  S i n g i n g - L e s s o n .

Mary took 
H er singing-book 
And under a  tree 
Down sat she.
But seconds and quarters she knew them not well,
And what thcy all meant the poor child could not tcll. 
But she sung loud and clear,
Just what carne to her ear,
Whilc she looked a t the notes,
Some black and some white,
And played she could sing tlicm all nicely a t sight.
But the ycllow-bird up in the tree, said h e :

“  That is not the song !
Little girl, that is w rong!

‘ Tshce ! tshee ! tshee ! tship tship tship away ! ’
That is the song for a  summer d a y ! ”
So Mary sung, “  Tship away, tship away, tshee ! ”
And the yellow-bird then flew away from the tree.

Then carne bobolink. “  I ’m ashamed,” said he,
“ To hear you sing s o !

This is the way the song should g o :
‘ Bobolink ! bobolink ! quank ! quank ! quadle quo! ’

I  never make 
A single mistakc;
So sing, * Bobolinkum, quank, quadle quo! ’ "
And Mary sung, “  Quank, quadle quo ! ”
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But the robín said: 44 I t  is not so:
That will never do,—it will never d o !
Sing, ‘ Turclu ! turelu ! turelu ! lu ! *
This, little girl, is the song for y o u !
I  sing a t morn, and I sing a t night,—
’T  is the only way in the world to sing right.”
So what could Mary do 
But sing “  Turelu ? ”

Then the titmousc carne, with black on his head; 
And on a bough,
Hanging now
Upside down, to the child lie sa id :

44 I  ’m sorry to say it, but truly, to me,
That does 11't sound swcctly— * Chickadec-dcc! 
Chickadee-dee-dee ! chickadee-dce ! ’
That is the song for you and for me;
And how you can sing 
Anything
But * Chickadce-dee ! *
Is a wonder to me."
Then Mary began : “ Chickadee! chickadee ! ” 
But the sparrow, said h e :

44 It is 4 Tshee ! tshee ! tshee !
Tchip, tchip, tchee ! ’ ”

Then the swallow flew by,
Quite low in the sky.
And he said: “ No, no; that is n’t it!
Sing, 4 ’T ’lc, ’t’le, ’t'le, ’t’letolit!’
That ’s all I think fit for singing,
While my airy way I  ’m winging.
Sing with me,

4 ’T ’le, ’t’lc, ’t’le 1 ’
Sing it, sing it:

4 ’T ’letolit! ’ ”
And Mary sung as the swallow taught 

44 Now I  am right a t last," she thought

But the blackbird said: 44 I t  is silly, silly, very ! 
Don’t  you know to sing, 4 Quonk, quonk querrie ? 
Quonk querrie,’ d ’yc'see?

4 Quonk querrie, bobolee ! ’
’T  was always easy cnough for me.’’
And Mary sung as the blackbird said.

But the oriole swung on a  bough overhead.
44 W ho taught you to sing, I  pray ? ”

Said he. “ W hy don't you sing 
4 Tship, tship,

Tship, tship, tshoo, too, loo?’
Listen, and I  will teach it you :

4 Tshoo, tshoo, tsherry !
Tship, tship, tsherry!’—
That is very pretty, very.

4 Bobolee’ is all wrong;
4 Tship, tship, tsherry ’ is the song ! ”

44 W ell," thought Mary, “ which is right?
Which is here in black and white?
I  can not guess,—no matter, cithcr!
I  will mix them all together.”
So Mary sung: 44 4 Tship, tship, a-tshec! 
Chickadee! and ’T ’le, ’t’lc, ’t’le !
Bobolink, quank, quadle quo!
Tship, tship, tsherry! and T urclu! ’
Now I ’m right," said she, 441 know."

44 Yes, that ’s  right, and pretty too ;
Mind and always sing just s o !
Each is a good song,
And not one is w rong!"
Ah ! ’t was the mocking-bird 
That Mary heard.
Said h e : 441 lovc to sing that w ay ;
I  sing so through the livelong day,—

A n d  d o w n  sin k s  th e su n  
B e fo re  I  ’v c  h a lf  d o n e  !
O h ! ’ t  is  e a s y  e n o u g h  to  s in g —
E a sie r  th an  a n y th in g !
O h  y e s  ! o h  y e s  ! o h  y e s  ! T h is  is i t :

4’ T ’ lc , ’ t ’lc ,  ’ t’ le, ’ t 'le ,  ’ t 'lc ,  ’ t’ lc , ’ t ’l e t o l i t ! '
4 T s h ip , tsh ee  too  too  ! ’
4 T u r c lu !  t u r e l u ! ’
4 B o b o le e ! ’  4 C h ic k a d e e ! ’
4 Q u o n k  q u a d le ! ’ 4 B o b o lin k ! ’
4 T s h ip , tsh erry , tsh u , t s h u ! ’
4 D c c ,  d e e  ! ’  4 T s h o o  ! tsh o o  ! ’
4 ’ T ’le to lit  tu  ! lu  ! ’  4 W h e w  ! ’  ’ ’

V ery young poets, and  others very unobservant, 
som etimes get the birds and flowers o f foreign 
lands curiously m ixed with those of our own coun- 
try  in the ir verses. Prim roscs, snowdrops, cow- 
slips, and daisies we shall not find in  our  meadows 
on the first o f M ay, whoever tells us to look for 
them  there. O ur only wild daisy (a t the North) is 
the large ox-eye, th a t blossoms early in June,—the 
“  w hitew eed” of the farm er, and his pest, when it 
takes possession o f his hay-field. A nd  our cowslip 
is no t one o f  M ilton’s

44 C o w s lip s  w a n , th a t  h a n g  th e  p en siv e  h e a d ,” —

or tha t Shakspeare’s fairy was hasten ing  to hang a 
pearl in the ea r of,—or th a t Jean  Ingelow sings 
about in h e r lovely “  Songs of Seven : ”

44 S w e e t  w a g g in g  co w slip s , t h e y  b e n d  a n d  t h e y  b o w .”

W h at we cali a  cowslip is the m arsh-m arigold, that 
lives on th e  w ettest borders o f the brooks here, and 
in  E ng land  too. W e liave the snowdrop in our 
gardens only ; and  the “  primrose by  the river’s 
brim  ” does not grow beside our  rivers a t  all. But 
how beautiful the “ daisied tu r f ” o f our mother- 
country m ust be, judg ing  fronr w hat the poets say 
of i t ! D o you rem em ber M ary H owitt’s

44 B u ttercu p s a n d  d a is ie s !
O  th e p r e t ty  f lo w e r s ! ’’

and B urns’s
44 W c e ,  m o d cst, crim so n -tip p ed  f io w c r ! ”

and W ordsw orth’s lines “  T o  a C h ild : ”

44 S m a ll sc rv ic c  is  tru c  S erv ice  w h ile  it  la s t s :
O f  h u m b lc st frien d s, b r ig h t  cre atu re , sco rn  n o t  o n e :
T h e  d a isy , b y  th e s h a d o w  th a t  it  casts,
P ro te c ts  th e  lin g e r in g  d ew -dro p  from  th e  s u n ? ”

T h e  E nglish  daisy, we are told, blossoms every- 
wliere, and the whole year round. Wordsworth, 
M ontgom ery, T ennyson— alm ost all the  English 
poets have w ritten about i t ; and  the first of them 
who wrote o f nature a t all, Chaucer, seems to have 
loved it  as if  it  were som ething th a t could return 
his love. H e says :

44 O f  a ll th e  f lo w ers  in  th e m ead,
L o v c  I  m ost th o se  flo w ers w h ite  a n d  red,
Su ch  th at m en  c a li  th e  d a isic  in  o u r  to w n .”

«t
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He tells us th a t he always rose early on M ay morn- 
ings, to see it  open itself to the s u n ; and that, 
tovvard sunset, he would hasten  to the meadow tó 
watch it as it closed its petáis in s leep ; and that he 
would som etimes stay the whole day in the fields,

“  For nolhing elsc, and I shall not lie,
But for to look upon the daisie.’’

And because it  blossoms only in  the full light, he
says:

"  That well by reason men cali it may 
The daisie, or else the eyc of day."

speak, in its spelling, and you will no t find it  easv 
reading a t all.

Spenser, in his “  F aen e  Q ueene,”  has a  fine de- 
scnption o f the Seasons and the M onths passing in 
a  g rand procession; bu t he also uses a  great m any 
obsolete words.

H errick m ore sim ply gives “ T h e  Succession of 
th e  Foure Sweet M onths” :

1 First, April, she with mellow showers 
Opens the way for early flowcrs;
Then after her comes smiling May,
In  a more rich and sweet array;

irvant, 
oreign 
coun- 

, cow- 
;adows 
ok for 
rth) is 
,—die 
dien it 
owslip

tanga
sings

:1, that 
e, and 
in our 
river’s 
, But 
lother- 
ets say

every- 
iworth, 
inglish 
f tlieni 
o have 
return

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



462 S O N G S  O F  S P R I N G . *

“ Welcome, maids o f honor ! 
You doc bring 
In  the Spring,

And wait upon her.

“  Yet though thus respectcd, 
By and by 
Ye do lie,

Poore girles, neglcctcd.”

T o go back a  little,— of course T hom son, the 
poet o f “  T h e  Seasons,” is no t to  be forgotten. 
B ut it is m ost likely tha t you will no t care m uch for 
his “ S p rin g ” until you are  well acquainted with 
the m eaning  of th e  long dictionary-words h e  uses. 
T hom son wrote ju s t before people had  discarded 
the idea th a t they  m ust get upon literary stilts to 
look a t N aturc and adm ire her. R em em bering 
th a t, we can enjoy h im  better. B ut are  we not 
glad tha t writers nowadays have grown into simpler 
fashion ?

Most o f the “ Odes to Spring ,” w ritten a  century 
and  a h a lf  ago, are tiresom e indeed. T o  a ttem pt 
to  enjoy them  is like try ing  very hard  to get a  
whiff of fragrance from  a bunch of artificial flowers. 
T he reason is th a t th e  writers themselves were 
artificial, and th o u g h t they  could “  m ake up ” their 
poem s w ithout any help  from N aturc. Some of 
their productions are, indeed, elegantly  m ade,—  
finished as neatly  as th e  m ost dainty millinery ; 
bu t then— who cares for them  ?

N o, th e  birds m ust sing, and  the blossoms m ust 
sm ell sweet in the verses, o r they are  no t the real 
thing. T h e  true  poetry  o f  N atu re  m akes you feel 
as open air, blue skies, dancing waves, shadowy 

forest, and  sunshiny meadow 
m ake you feel,— inspired and 
revived b y  the ir own delicious 
freshness. T h e  poet whose 
hea rt is full o f “ th e  gladness 
o f  the M ay,” will m ake his 
songs echo with i t ; and  many 
such poets there are.

W ordsw orth has plenty of 
poem s sim ple enough for all 
o f you to understand. Some 
o f them  are  about the daisy, 
th e  prim rose, the sm all celan- 

dine, daffodils, 
— by the way, 
H crrick’s “  To 
Daffodils" and

“  To Prim roses, filled with m orn ing  dew,” must 
n o t be overlooked,— and these give us an  idea 
of the charm  of an  English spring. W e do not 
w o ndertha t R obert Brow ning exclaims, from Italy,

“  O to be in England,
Now that April ’s  there ! ”

A llingham  has w ritten m any sweet out-of-door 
poems, bu t none, perhaps, th a t little children like 
better tlian

“  R ing-ting! I  wish I  were a  primrose,
'A bright yellow primrose, blowing in the spring! ”

A nd  w hat child has not lcarned to  repeat George 
M acdonald’s

“  Litlle white Lily 
Sat by a  stone,

Drooping and waiting 
Till the sun shone,”—

and  to  m atch it w ith  one by an A m erican writer, 
Mrs. Bostwick, about a  flower which has grown 
wild with us ever since our ancestors sowed their 
fields with English grass :

“  Gay little Dandelion 
Lights up the meads,

Swings on her tender foot,
Telleth her beads?”

W ell, in the meadows of poetry we can all “  go 
a-M aying,” and  ga ther blossoms which we cannot 
find in our own fields,—snow.drops, daisies, prim­
roses, and  lilies-of-the-vallcy,— to the heart’s con- 
tent.

O ur country is so wide and so long  tha t spring 
is a  very different th ing  in its different latitudes 
and  longitudes. T h ere  are wild flowers upon the 
prairies, a long the Mississippi, and  across the 
Rocky M ountains, tha t never have found their way 
into poetry.

W ild  roses, violets, and  liarebells, liowever, are 
found E ast, W est, N orth , and South ; and what 
H errick wrote of the violets three centuries ago is 
true  o f  them  to-day :

“  She has vírgins many, 
Fresh and faire; 
Yet you are 

More sweet than any.

“ Y 'are  the Maidcn Posies, 
And so grac’t  
To be plac’t 

’Fore damask roses.
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They are  home-flowers to  alm ost everybody ; and  rose, the S h a m r o c k ,  and the thistle are o f our sisters 
it is the home-flowers th a t have m ost poetry in across the w a te r; and  certainly this is too pretty 
them, after all. an idea to be altogether neglected.

This is why we know the English cowslips and  T h is  flower's shy way of hiding its pink and

daisies b e tte r than  our own May-flowers, almost. 
They have been the fam iliar friends o f poets and 
little children for cen tu ries; and  it  seems to us 
who read English poetry perhaps m ore than  we do 
our own, as if  we, too, knew  them . By and  by, 
when our b road New W orld  is as rnuch a hom e to 
ils inhabitants as E ngland  is to th e  English, we 
shall have a hom e-poetry of o u r prairies and  sierras 
as sweet to us as theirs is to  them . In  som e parts 
of the country we have it already.

It is very natural th a t in  N ew  England the May- 
flower should be sung  of by the poets. T h e  trailing 
arbutus, o r ground-laurel, is our M ay-flow er; the 
Pilgrims, land ing  from their “ M ayflow er” ship, 
must have seen its leaves peep ing  ou t o f the snow ; 
and the little P ilgrim -childrcn m ust have gathcrcd 
its fragrant blossoms in  spring, for it  is found 
everywhere in the P lym outh woods. W h ittie r has 
a poern which contains such a  fancy.

Some one has suggested th a t th e  May-flower 
ought to be o u r national em blem , as the lily, the

white sweetness under the fallen forest-leaves has 
suggested m any beautiful poems. H ere is o n e :

“  Oft have I  walkcd tlicse woodland paths 
Without the.blest forcknowing 

T hat undcmoath the withered leaves 
The fairest buds were growing.

“ To-day the south wind sweeps away 
The faded autumn splcndor,

And shows the sweet arbutus flowers,—
Spring’s children, puré and tender.

“  O prophet-souls, with lips of bloom 
Outvieing in their beauty 

The pearly tints of occan-shclls,
Ye tcach me Faith and D u ty !

“  ‘ Walk life’s dark ways,’ ye seem to say,
* With love's divine forcknowing,

That where man sees but withered leaves,
God sees the sweet flowers growing.’”

H ave you ever seen the C anadian rhodora, its 
b are  twigs decked with filmy, airy purple gauze, 
looking from the safe seclusion o f a  wooded swamp,
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T H R O Ü G H  T H E  D A IS IE S .

rhodora, however, is som etimes found in m ore T he p re tty  A nem one H epática takes its place 
accessible places. with the May-flower, under the ñam e o f “ squirrel-

E m erson has a poem, beginning, cup ,” in B ryant’s “  Twenty-seventh of M arch” :

“  In  May, when cast winds picrccd our solitudes, 
I  found the fresh rhodora in the woods.

“  Within the woods 
Tufts of ground-laurcl, creeping underneath
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The leaves of the last summer, send their sweets 
Up to the chilly air; and, by the oak,
The squirrel-cups, a  graceful company,
Hide in their bells a  soft, aerial blue.”

W e have been saying a  great deal about flowers, 
but is it  no t th rough  them  tha t Spring best loves 
to m ake herself visible ? A nd not only th a t,—they 
also m ake the Divine Presence visible on earth.

“  Mountains and oceans, plancts, suns, and systcms,
Bear not the impress of Almighty Power 
In  charactcrs more legible than those 
Which H e has writtcn upon the humblcst flower 
Whose light bcll bends beneath the dcw-drop’s weight.”

A s you grow older, and  your life deepens within 
you, m ore and  m ore will you feel the m ystery tha t 
hides in  the least ó f th e  blossoms of spring.

Tcnnyson gives a  liin t o f  how he feels it, in these 
half-dozen lines :

“  Flower in the crannied wall,
I  pluck you out o f the crannies,

Hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower; but if I could understand 
W hat you are, root and all, and all in all,

I  should know what God and man is.”

If you wish to know som e of the best things 
which A m erican poets have w ritten of spring, by 
all m eans read  B ryant’s “ M arch ” ; his “  Invita- 
don to the C ountry ,” and  “  Yellow V io le t” ; and, 
for a  bit o f pleasantry, his “ S pring  in  T ow n.” 
And also Longfellow's “  An A pril D ay,” and  those 
stanzas in “ T he  Birds o f  K illingw orth ”  where the 
music in the orchard-trees is so charm ingly de- 
scribed. Do not pass by Percival’s

“  I  fecl a newer life in cvery gale,”

ñor W illis’s
“  The spring is here, the delicate-footed May.”

And read  also w hat Lowell says of M ay in his 
“  U nder th e  W illows,”  as well as his capital de- 
scription o f  a  New E ngland  spring, in the okl- 
fashioned dialect, in the “  Biglow Papers.”

Almost as m any beautiful things b y  A m erican 
poets have been left out o f our list as are nam ed ; 
but there is no t room  for more.

W e read  o f the p leasant oíd custom of choosing 
a May Q ueen, and  dancing around the May-pole, 
out-of-doors, and som etimes we wish we livecl in 
a climate where such things can be done. But 
May-day, as you children know, is often a  day of 
disappointment,—fog, and  rain , and  sometimes

snovv, instead o f sunshine and  flowers. W e suspect 
tha t it is no t always a pleasant day even in Merry 
E ngland ; for H ood writes a  poem  about spring, 
beginning :

“  * Come, gcntlc Spring! ethereal mildness, come! ’
O Thomson, void of rhymc as well as reason,

How couldst thou thus poor hutaan naturc hum?
T h e r e 's  n o  s u c h  s e a s o n ! "

How it often is with us, we are rem inded in the 
first couplet o f Mrs. Osgood’s “  May in New 
England

“ Can this be M ay? Can this be May?
We have not found a  flower to-day! ”

B ut we can not help  believing in M ay, and  every 
year we hope th a t she will behave better the next 
tim e she comes. F o r  she does m ake us reg re t h e r 
departure sometimes. T his is the way the reg re t 
has been w ritte n :

“  Spring is growing u p ;
Is  not it a pity ?

She was such a  little thing,
And so very p re tty !

Summer is extrcmcly grand;
We must pay her duty—

(But it is to little Spring 
That she owes her beauty).

“  Spring is growing up,
Leaving us so loncly!

In  the place of little Spring 
W e have Summer only.

Summer, with her lofty airs 
And her stately paces,

In  the place of little Spring,
With her childish graccs.”

B ut every season is beautiful in its own way. 
A nd the last days o f M ay in New E ngland, when 
the apple-orchards are  in  bloom , and  the forest- 
trees have fully shaken o u t their fresh foliage, and  
the bird-choruses are  complete, a re  usually m ore 
delightful th an  its beginning.

M ay fades in to  June , as the m orning-star m elts 
into dawn. Life is exchanged for richer, w arm er 
life, b u t noth ing  dies. T he violet goes back into 
h e r roots to sleep the year out, with h e r baby-secds 
reposing in the earth  around h er,— leaving the 
mem ory o f  h e r fragrance w andering like a  breeze 
am ong the flowers o f  sum m er. Even i f  a  frost 
should kill the violet, in  the sweetness she has 
given to the air, she will live on forever.

Children dear, when we are  m issed from  our 
places on earth , m ay it be as the violet is missed 
and  rem em bered am ong the roses o f  June  !
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F O U R  I i U N D R E D  W H I T E  C O W S  W I T H  R E D  E A R S .

B y  A m a n d a  B . H a r r i s .

D id  any of the St . NlCHOLAS young  folks ever 
ee such a  siglit as tha t ? I  th ink  not. A nd no 
me in A m erica ever did ; o r in E ngland, except on 
me occasion, and  th a t was a  long tim e ago, when 
ohn was king. T h a t ho t-tem pered  sovereign,

who was often in a  State o f anger tow ard some- 
body, had  becom e offended w ith a  certain Welsh 
chieftain, and the poor m an’s wife— M aud de Breos 
was h e r ñam e—fearing th a t h e  m ight lose liis head 
unless som ething was done, sen t the choicest pres-

"  L IT T L E  TO M M Y  T U C K E R , S1NG F O R  Y O O R  S U P P E R.”—Mother CoosíS McloditS. 
( D r a w n  b y  M is s  F lo r e n c e  S c a n n c l l . )
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ent she could th ink  of to  the queen— four hundred  
white cows w ith red  ears. Ju s t th ink  w hat a 
charm ing sight it m ust have been, th is fine herd, 
all precisely alike,—small, graceful, quick-motioned 
crcatures,— taken along by the wild, shaggy-haired, 
bare-legged W elsh herd-boys to the park  of the 
palace where O ueen Isabel lived ! I f  she was fond 
of animals, and of w atching the ir ways, and  petting 
them, w hat a  happy  woman she m ust have been 
that day !

Those rem arkable cattle m ust have been rather 
scarce in G reat Britain even then , though  it  is sup- 
posed th a t they  were descendants o f the native 
breed which once ran  wild over th a t country, and 
were som etimes spoken of as the white Caledonian 
cattle.

If  you were in E ngland  now, and should inquire 
about them , you would h ear o f  only one place 
where any of them  are to be found, and  th a t is 
up in the border-country, as it  is called, nex t to 
Scotland, in N orthum berland County, n e a r by 
the fam ous Cheviot H ills— the región where the 
brave Percys lived, a n d  where th e  battle  o f Chevy 
Chase was fought. Y ou m ust ask  about these 
places and  events, and  read  th e  accounts in  his- 
tory, for tha t border-land is renowned in story 
and song.

It is up there  tha t you would h ear o f the cattle, 
and perhaps get a  chance to see th e m ; they' do 
not range over the country’, however, although 
they are  alrnost as wild as if  they  did, b u t are  kept 
on the estáte o f a  g rea t noblem an, L ord T anker- 
ville, and  are  known b y  the ñam e of “ th e  wild 
cattle o f Chillingham  P ark .”

This is one of those im m ense parks, such as 
some o f  the English lords have,— miles o f land  with 
vast woods on it, and  a  “  lower, o r in n er park ,” as 
it is terrned, nearer the castlc. T here  are  rnen 
called “ keepers,” who have c h a rg e 'o f  the cattle 
and deer and  o th er animals.

Lord Tankerville says th a t in  the sum m er, som e­
times, th e re  are  weeks when h e  never can  get a  
sight o f the cattle, for on the approach of any' one 
they will flee to  th e  depths o f th e  woods—their 
“ sanctuary,” as h e  expresses it. Sanctuary, you

know, is som etimes usecl to  m ean a  safe place. But 
in w inter they are m ore tam c, and “  coming down 
for food into the inner park ,” will let persons go 
am ong them , especially if  on horseback.

H e says they  have a  cry  m ore like a  wild 
beast than  like com m on oxen and  cows ; and  tha t 
when they come down into the lower park , they 
are  in  single files, w ith a  bull a t  the head of 
each line, to protect the others ; and when they 
go back, the bulls a re  a t th e  ends, for the sam e 
reason.

T hey  are  tim id, and  will run  like d e e r ; then  
tu rn  around and face you, come a  little nearer, then 
gallop off again, wheel around and gaze a t you 
again, then  flee away once m ore, and  so on, every 
tim e getting  nearer, a n d  a t las t th e  whole herd  is 
ready to charge upon you like a  regim ent o f sol- 
diers, and  you are ready to  retreat.

T h ere  are  o ther curious th ings about their 
w ays; for instance, “  the cows hide their calves 
for a  week o r ten  days, and go and  suckle them  
two or th ree tim es a  day,”  and  if  any  one ap- 
proaches a  calf, the scarcd creature will “ clap his 
head  cióse to  the g ro u n d ” and  lie quiet like a 
haré. W h en  one of the cattle is sick or injured 
or feeble, the others set upon him  and  gore him 
to  death.

M any visitors go to see them , and everybody 
describes them  as m ost beautiful creatures. T hey  
are  ra th er sm all, w ith straight backs, short legs. 
and  fine forms ; and  they  never vary a  particle in 
color. T hey  are  always puré, cream y white all 
over, except th a t th e  tips o f their horns are black, 
and  the tips o f th e ir  noses, their eyes, and  their 
eye-lashes black ; and their ears are  red o r  reddish- 
brow n in  the inside, and one-third of the way down 
the outside from the point.

C an  you im agine a  h erd  of creatures m ore ele- 
gan t?

Sir Edw in Landseer, the g reat pain ter o f animals, 
m ade a  p icture of one of the C hillingham  b u lls ; 
and , longer ago, there  was ano ther made by one of 
the m ost fam ous of wood-engravers and  naturalists, 
T hom as Bewick, au thor of the “  British Birds ” and 
o ther very fine illustrated books.
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T H E  S T O R Y  O F  A  P R O V E R B .  

B y  S i d n e y  L a n i e r .

On c e  upon a tim e,— if m y m em ory serves me 
correctly, it  was in the year 6J,— H is Intensely- 
Serene-and-A ltogether-Perfectly-A stounding H igh- 
ness the K ing  of N im porte was reclining in his 
royal palace. T h e  casual observer (though it m ust 
be said th a t casual observéis were as rigidly ex- 
cludecl from the palace of N im porte as if  they  had 
been  tram ps) m igh t easily have noticed th a t his 
m ajesty was displeased.

T he fact is, if  his m ajesty had  been a  little boy, 
h e  would have been w hipped and  sent to bed  for 
the su lk s ; b u t even during this early  period o f  which 
I am  w riting, the strangeness o f things had  reached 
such a  pitch, tha t in the very m om ent a t  which this 
story opens the K ing o f N im porte aróse from his 
coucli, seized by  the shoulders his g rand  vizier (who 
was no t a t all in the sulks, b u t was endeavoring, 
as best he could, to  smile from the crown of his 
head  to the soles o f h is feet), and  kicked him 
down-stairs.

A s the g rand vizier reached the lowest step in 
the course o f  h is tum ble, a  courier covered with 
dust was in th e  ac t o f pu tting  his foot upon the 
sam e. B u t the forcé o f the g rand  vizier’s fall was 
such as to knock both  th e  courier’s legs from under 
him  ; and as, in  the m eantim e, the g rand  vizier had 
wildly clasped his arm s around the courier’s body, 
to arrest his own descent, the result was such a 
miscellaneous rolling o f the two m en, th a t for a 
m om ent no one was able to  distinguish which legs 
belonged to  the g rand  vizier and  which to the 
courier.

“ H as she a rr iv ed ?” asked th e  grand vizier, as 
soon as h is b rea th  carne.

“  Yes,” said the courier, already hasten ing  up 
th e  stairs.

A t th is m agic word, the g rand  vizier again threw 
h is arm s around the courier, kissed h im , released 
h im , w hirled him self about like a teetotum , leaped 
into the a ir and  cracked his heels thrice before 
again touching the earth , and  said :

“  A llah be praised ! Perhaps now we shall have 
som e peace in  the palace.”

In  tru th , the K ing  o f  N im porte had  been  wait- 
ing  two liours for his bride, whom h e  had never 
se e n ; for, according to custom , one of his great 
lords had  been sent to the court o f the bride’s 
father, w here h e  had  m arried  h e r by proxy for his 
royal m aster, and  whence h e  was now conducting 
her to  the palace. F o r  two hours the K ing of

N im porte had  been w aiting for a courier to arrive 
and announce to him  .tha t the cavalcade was on its 
last day’s m arch over th e  plain, and was fast ap- 
proaching the city.

As soon as the courier had  delivered his mes- 
sage, the k ing  kicked h im  down-stairs (for not 
arriving sooner, his m ajesty incidentally remarked), 
and ordered the grand vizier to cause tha t a  strip 
o f velvet carpet should be laid from the front door 
o f the g rand  palace, extending a  half-mile down 
the Street in the direction o f  th e  road by  which the  
cavalcade was app ro ach in g ; adding th a t it was his 
royal intention to walk this distance, for the pur- 
pose o f giving his bride a  m ore honorable reception 
than  any bride o f any k ing o f  N im porte had  ever 
before received.

T h e  g rand  vizier lost no tim e in carry ing out his 
instructions, and  in a  short tim e the k ing appeared

T H E  R O Y A L PR O C ESSIO N .

stepping  along th e  carpet in the stateliest manncr,. 
followed by  a  vast and  g littering  retinue of courtiers,
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and encom passed b y  m ultitudes o f citizens who had 
crowded to sec the pageant.

A s the k ing, bareheaded and barefooted (for a t 
this tim e everybody w ent barefoot in N im porte), 
approached th e  end of thé carpet, he caugh t sight 
of his b ride, who was b u t a few yards distant on 
her milk-white palfrey.

H er appearance was so ravishingly beautiful, 
th a t th e  k ing seem ed a t  first dazed, like a  m an 
who has looked a t  the sun ; bu t, quickly recovering 
his wits, h e  threw  him self forward, in  the ardor of 
his adm iration, with th e  intention of runn ing  to his 
bride and dropping on one knee a t  her stirrup, 
while he would gaze into h e r face with adoring 
humility. A nd as the k ing  rushed forward with

S O M E T H IN G  H A P P E N S  T O  H IS  M A JE S T Y .

this impulse, the populace cheered with the wildest 
enthusiasm a t finding him  thus capable of the 
feclings o f an  ordinary man.

But in an  instant a  scene o f the wildest commo- 
tion ensued. A t the very first step which the k ing 
took beyond the end of the carpet, his face grew 
suddenly w hite, and, with a  loud cry o f  pain, he 
fell fainting to the earth . H e was im mediately 
surrounded by the anxious courtiers ; and the court 
physician, after feeling his pulse for scveral m in­
utes, and inquiring  very carefully o f  the grand 
vizier w liether his m ajesty had  on th a t day eaten 
any green fruit, was in the act o f announcing that 
it was a  violent attack  of a  very Greelc disease 
indeed, when the bride (who had dism ountcd and 
run to her royal lord with wifely devotion) called

the attention of the excited courtiers to his m ajesty’s 
left great toe. I t was im m ediately discovered tha t,

T H E  V IZ IE R  IM P A R T S  T H E  K IN G ’s  D E C R E E .

in his first precipitate step from off the carpet to 
the bare  ground, his m ajesty had  se t his foot upon 
a  very rugged pebble, the effect o f which upon 
tender feet accustom ed to nothing b u t velvet, had 
caused him  to swoon with pain.

A s soon as the K ing  of N im porte opencd his 
eyes in his own palace, w here h e  had  been quickly 
conveyed and  m inistered to by the bride, he called 
his trem bling grand vizier and  inquired to whom 
belonged the houses a t  th a t portion o f  the Street 
where his unfortunate accident had  occurred. U pon 
learning the ñam es of these unhappy  property- 
owners, he instantly  ordered th a t they  and their 
entire k indred  should be beheaded, and the ad- 
jacen t houses bu rned  for the leng th  o f a  quarter 
of a mile.

T he k ing  further instructed the g rand  vizier 
th a t h e  should instantly convene the cabinet of 
councilors and  devise with them  som e m eans of 
covering the whole earth  with leather, in order tha t 
all possibility o f  such accidents to the k ings o f 
N im porte m igh t b e  completely prevented,—add- 
ing, tha t if  the cabinet should fail, no t only in 
devising the p lan , b u t in actually  carry ing it out 
w ithin the nex t th ree days, th en  the whole body of 
councilors should b e  executed on the very spot 
where the king’s foot was bruised.

T hen  the k ing kissed his bride, and  was very 
happy.

But the grand  vizier, having com m unicated these 
instructions to  his colleagues of the cabinet,—  
nam ely, the postm aster-general, the praetor, the 
sachem , and  the th ree Scribes-and-Pharisces,—  
procecded to his own lióme, and consulted his wife, 
whose advice he was accustom ed to follow w ith the 
utm ost faithfulness. A fter thinking stcadily for two 
days and  nights, on the m orn ing  of the th ird  day 
the g rand  vizier’s wife advised him  to pluck ou t his 
beard , to tea r up his garm ents, and  to m ake his 
w ill; declaring tha t she could not, upon the m ost
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T H E  G R A N D  V IZ IE R  S  V ISIT O R .

m ature deliberation, conceive of any course m ore 
appropriate to the circumstances.

T h e  g rand  vizier was in the act o f separating  his 
las t pair o f bag-trouscrs into very m inute strips 
indeed, w hen a  knocking a t  the door arrested 
his hand , and  in a  m om ent afterw ard the footman 
ushered in a  young m an o f very sickly complexión, 
a ttired  in  th e  seediest possible m anner. T h e  
g rand  vizier im m ediately recognized him  as a  
person well know n about N im porte for a  sort of 
loafer, given to m ooning about the clover-fields, 
and  to  m editating upon things in  general, b u t not 
com m only regarded as ever likely to  set a  river 
on fire.

“  O g rand  v izier! ” said this young person 
(the  inhabitants o f N im porte usually pronounced 
this w ord m uch like th e  F rench  personne, which 
m eans nobody), “  I have come to  say th a t if  you 
will procure the attendance of th e  k ing  and court 
to-morrow m orning a t eleven o’clock in front of the 
palace, I  will cover the whole earth  with leather 
for his m ajesty in  five m inutes.”

T hen  the grand vizier aróse in the quictest pos­
sible m anner, and  kicked the young person down 
the back-stairs; and when h e  h ad  reached the bot- 
tom  stair, the g rand  vizier tenderly lifted him  in 
his arm s a n d  carried h im  back to the upper land- 
ing, and then  kicked h im  down the front-stairs,— 
in fact, quite out o f the front gate.

H aving accom plished these m atters satisfac- 
torily, the grand vizier re turncd  with a  much 
ligh ter heart, and com pleted a draft o f his last will 
and  testam ent for his lawyer, who was to cali a t 
eleven.

Punctually  a t the appointed tim e—being exactly

three days from the hou r when the grand vizier 
received his instructions— the K ing  of Nimporte 
and all h is  court, together with a g reat mass of 
citizens, assem bled a t the scene of th e  accident to 
witness the decapitatiori o f the entire cabinet. The 
headsm an had  previously arranged his apparatus; 
and  presently the six unfortunate wise m en were 
seen standing  w ith hands tied behind, and with 
heads b en t forward m eekly over the six blocks in 
a  row.

T h e  executioner advanced and  lifted a  long and 
glittering sword. H e was in  the act o f bringing 
it  down with terrific forcé upon the neck o f the 
g rand vizier, when a  stir was observcd in the 
crowd, which quickly increased to  a  commotion so 
great th a t the k ing raised his hand  and bade the 
executioner wait until he could ascertain the cause 
o f the disturbancc.

In  a  m om ent m ore, the young person appeared 
in the open space which had  been rcserved for the 
court, and  w ith a  mingled air o f proud self-confi- 
dence and  of shrinking reserve, m ade his obeisance 
before the king.

“ O k ing of the whole earth  1 ” h e  said, “ if

T H E  K IN G  A D V A N C E S H IS  R IG H T  F O O T .

within th e  nex t five m inutes I shall have covcred 
the whole earth  with lea ther for your m ajesty, will 
your gracious liighness rem it th e  sentence which 
has been pronounced upon th e  wise m en of the 
cabinet ? ”

It was impossible for the k ing  to refuse.
“ W ill your m ajesty th en  be k ind enough to 

advance your righ t 'foot ? ”
T h e  young person kneeled, and  draw ing abundlc 

from his bosom , for a m om ent m anipulated the
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king’s righ t foot in a  m anner which the courtiers 
could no t very well understand.

“  W ill your majesty now advance your m ajesty’s 
left foot ? ” said the young person a g a in ; and again 
he m anipulated.

“ W ill your m ajesty now walk forth upon the 
stones ? ” said the young person ; and his majesty 
walked forth upon the stones.

“  W ill your m ajesty now answer : I f  your majesty

“ H I S  M A JE S T Y  W A L K E D  F O R T H  U PON T H E  S T O N E S ."

should w alk over th e  entire globe, would n o t your 
majesty's feet find lea thcr betw een them  and’ the 
earth the whole way ? ”

“  It is tru e ,” said his majesty.
“ W ill your m ajesty fu rther answ er: Is not the 

whole earth , so far as your m ajesty is concerned, 
now covcred w ith leathcr ? ”

“  I t is tru e ,” said his m ajesty.
O k ing  of the whole earth , w hat is it ? ” cried 

the whole court in one breath.
“  I11 fact, m y lords and gentlem en,” said the 

king, “  I have on, w hat has never been known 
in the whole, g rea t kingdom  of N im porte until this
moment, a  pa ir of— o f ------- ”

And here the k ing looked inquiringly a t the 
young person.

“  L et us cali th em —shoes,”  said the young 
person.

Then the k ing , w alking to and fro over the peb- 
bles with the greatest comfort and security, looked 
inquiringly a t  him . “ W ho are  y o u ? ” asked his 
majesty.

“ I belong,” said the young  person, “  to the 
tribe o f the poets—who m ake the earth  tolerable 
for the feet o f m an .”

Then the k ing turned  to his cabinet, and  pacing

along in front o f the six blocks, pointed to his feet, 
and inquired :

“ W h a t do you th ink  of this inven tion?”
“  I do no t like i t ; I cannot understand i t :  I 

th ink  the part o f wisdom is always to reject the 
un intellig ib le; I therefore advisc your m ajesty to 
refuse it,” said the g rand vizier, who was really so 
piqued, th a t he would m uch ra th e r have been 
bcheaded than  live to see the trium ph o f the young 
person whom he had  kicked down both  pairs of 
stairs.

I t is w orthy o f  note, however, th a t when the 
grand vizier found him self in  his own apartm ents, 
alive and  safe, h e  gave a  g rea t leap into the air 
and  whirled him self with joy , as on a  former 
occasion.

T h e  postm aster-general also signified his dis- 
approval. “  I do n o t like it,” said h e ; “  they are  
no t righ ts and  lefts; I  therefore advise your majesty 
to refuse the invention.”

T h e  praztor was like m inded. “  I t will no t do,” 
h e  sa id ; “  I t  is clearly obnoxious to the over- 
w helm ing objection th a t there  is absolutely nothing 
objectionable about i t ; in m y judgm ent, this should 
b e  sufficient to authorize your m ajesty’s p rom pt 
refusal o f the expedient and  the decapitation of 
the inventor.”

“  M oreover,” added  the sachem , “  if  your majesty 
once wears them , then  every m an, woman and 
child, will dcsire to  have his, h e r and  its whole 
earth  covered with le a th e r; which will create such 
a dem and for hides, th a t there  will shortly be not a 
bullock or a  cow in your m ajesty’s dom inions: if 
your m ajesty will bu t contém plate the State o f  this 
kingdom  w ithout b eef and  b u tte r !— there seem s no 
m ore room  for argum ent 1 ”

T H E  K IN G  D IS M IS S E S  H IS  C A B IN E T  IN  D ISG R A C E .

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



472 T H E  S T O R Y  O F  A  P R O V E R B . [ M a v ,

“  B ut these objections,” cried the th ree Scribes- will ra th er betake m e to the counsels o f the poet 
and-Pharisees, “  although powerful enough in  and  he shall be m y solé adviser for the future; 
them selves, O k ing of the whole earth , have not as for you, live—but live in sham e for the littleness 
yet touched the m ost heinous fault o f this inventor, o f  your souls ! ”  A nd he dismissed them  from his 
and  th a t is, th a t there is no reserved forcé abou t presence in disgrace.
this invention ; the young person has actually done I t  was then  tha t the K ing  o f  N im porte uttered

the very best h e  could in  the m ost candid m a n n e r; 
th is is clearly in violation of the rules o f art,—  
witness the artistic restrain t o f our own behavior in 
th is m atter ! ”

T hen  the K ing  of N im porte said : “ O wise m en 
o f  m y form er cabinet, your wisdom secm s fo lly ; I

tha t proverb which has since becom e so famous 
am ong  th e  P ersians; for, tu rn ing  away to his 
palace, with his b ride on one arm  and  the young 
person on the other, h e  sa id :

“  T O  H IM  W H O  W EA R S A SH O E , IT  IS  AS IF  THE 
W H O L E  E A R T H  W AS COVERED W IT H  L E A T H E R .”
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T H E  F I R S T  T I M E .

B y  S a x e  H o l m . •

P e r h a ps  I ough t to have said, instead of “  The 
First Tnne,” “  T h e  first tim e th a t I  can rem em - 
ber. F o r I was e igh t years oíd when I told the lie 
which I am  going to confess now ; and I am  afraid 
I m ight have told som e others before it ; bu t I  do 
not rem em ber o n e ; and on the whole, I do not 
bcheve there  could have been any, for I cannot 
-magme how  l f  there  had  been, I could have for- 
gotten it. I  don’t believe anybody can ever forget 
the misery of having told a lie. I t would be as 
hard as to forget how the toothache feels, after 
you have had  it  once.

W hen I was a  little girl, I  went to a  little school 
which was k ep t by a very little lady, in  a  very little 
house. The little lady berself lived in another little 
house, which was divided from the little  school- 
house only by a  little garden. I did not know then

,  k S’ and  th e  garden’ and ">yschool-teacher were. Miss Caroline seem ed la r-e
and powerful to  m e ; and  as for h e r  ferule, it looked 
bigger to m e than  the big  trees o f  California looked 
when I  saw them  a few years ago. B ut w hen I 
went back, a  grown woman, to m y oíd lióme, and 
valked past Miss Caroline’s cottage and  the little oíd 
chool-liouse, I  hardly could believe m y eyes, every- 

thm g was so tin y ; and  I could have picked Miss 
Caroline u p  under m y arm .

I he school-house had  been a  shoe-m aker’s shop 
once, and som e o f  the shoe-m aker’s furniture had 
been left m  it. T here  was the bench on which he 
® d '° , SIt and  'v° r k > this liad a  little  open box at

W w  Z  u e USCd t0 keeP llis t00 lsi this bcnch stood in  the m .ddle o f  the room , in front of
Miss Carolm e’s desk, and  all the classes sat on it
to recite the ir lessons. T he end which had  the
open box on it  was called the “  head ” o f the class
Once I kep t up “ a t  the head ,” in spelling, á

the edím f  fn i '  gre" ' S°  USed to  having hold of 
and °  ’ and S,¡pping m y f in g e s  backnd forth on it, th a t when I lost m y place, and

wo k n b T  °í a gl,r ? n m y left sidc’ 1 had hard 
k no t t0  keeP all the tim e taking hold o f  their 

J  ms, insfcad o f  th e  box. T h ere  used to be also a  
bt e d aw er under the bench, a t  th is e n d ; bu t

out , W  f C u a t  taken  0ff’ after she found out tha t . t  was there N ed Spofford h id  the “ spit-

h ccited n n  firt  l,p and  d0Wn 311 the obosses
wasT r Í / e  ’ " n a t a  bad  b°y  N ed Spofford «as B ut how we all did like h im ! Even Miss

o th e rT h  r Sdf’ 1 í,hÍn,k’ ‘Íked h¡m  b e tte r than  an y
Sch0,ar ln al1 the school; and  vet h e  gave 

V o l .  IV .— 31.

„  twice as m uch trouble as all the  o ther scholars 
p  together B ut he was so good-natured and 
affectionate th a t nobody could help loving him , in 
spite o f his mischief. H e never resisted ñor strug-
f .  Sbe, had ‘°  punish him . I  really tliink

got feruled as often as once a w eek; b u t he 
used to  hold ou t his hand the m inute she told him 
to, and look stra igh t into her eyes while she struck 
him . Sometim es he would bite his lips, and  the 
tears would come into his eyes, bu t he never 
cned , ñor begged off, as the res t o f us did. H e 
was as brave as he was mischievous. Even when 
h e  had  to sit on the dunce-stool for tw enty min­
utes withMus m outh wide open and a piece o f  corn- 
cob set firmly betw cen his teeth , he never cried.
I  his was Miss Carohne’s worst punishm ent. I  think 
íf  she herself had tried  it once, to  see how much 

.’ she never w°u ld  have had  the hea rt to 
mflict it on us. A t first, when she wedged in the 
P‘eC®,° ,C0b’ y °u felt Iike laughing tha t anybody 
should th ink  such a th ing  as th a t could be much 
of a pun ishm en t; b u t p re tty  soon your javvs began

.acbe’ and then the back of your neck ached, 
and then  the pain  reached up into th e  back of 
your head and  into your ears, and it  becam e real 
to rtu re ; there  was not a  single boy in school tha t 

.could bear ,t w .thout the tears stream ing down his 
cheeks, except N ed  Spofford. Miss Caroline very 
rarely d.d ,t to g irls ; I th ink  no one b u t Sarah 
K ellogg an d  I ever had  it. W e were the worst 
g‘dS S?',00 '> we t'vo and  N ed  Spofford were 
the th iee  black sheep in Miss Caroline’s little  flock 

B ut you will th ink  I am  a long tim e com ing to 
the story o f  th a t lie. T he tru th  is th a t, oíd woman 
as I am I do no t like to live th a t lie over again, 

suffeied so m uch, first and last, from it. B ut I 
have made up  m y m ind to tell you the story, suf- 
ferings and  all, because I think perhaps it may 
help  some one o f you, some day, to keep from tell- 
ing a  lie, if  you recollect how uncomfortable I was 
after telling one.

T his was th e  way it  h ap p en ed :
Miss Caroline used to keep an cxact record each 

day o f  our recitations and our behavior. She used 
to  w nte this down in an  oíd brow n leather-covered 
ledger which had  belonged to the shoe-m aker, bu t 
m  which he had w ritten only a  few pages before he 
diecl. H e left all his things to  Miss Caroline’s 
father, who had built the  little shoe-shop for him , 
bu t never had  had any  ren t for it.

E very  Saturday, Miss Caroline used to  m ake out
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for each scholar what she called a  “  report.” 
T hey  were m ost beautifully w ritten in a fine old- 
fashioned hand, on small oblong pieces o f th in  and 
bluish paper. I can see one before m e a t this 
m inute, as if it were only yesterday tha t I carried 
the last one home to m y m other. T his is the way 
they were m ad e :

'
ús

2.C/1

éc.

1
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<
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2

HE
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•c «

2
c3X
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1

1Q

M onday............................. 5 5 3 - 4 5 5 5

Tuesday............................. 5 5 2 - 4 5 4 2 ¡

W  ednesday....................... 5 5 3 - 4 5 3 1
Thursday........................... 5 5 1 - 4 5 2 1

Friday ............................... 5 5 0 - 4 5 2 1
S a t u r d a y ................................. 5 0 4 5 2 X

T h e  num ber “  5 ” was the h ighest num ber given. 
T h a t m eant “ perfect.” “ 4 ” m eant tolerably 
good; “  i,yí ”  was alm ost as good as “  5.” Sarah 
Kellogg and N ed Spofford and I seldom got 
m ore th an  “ \'/2 " in “  deportm ent.” “ 3 ” was 
p re t ty b a d ; “ 2 ” was very b a d ; “ 1 ” was outra- 
geous; and  there were even such th ings as “ o’s ” 
pu t down som etimes—th a t was a  degree of badness 
too bad for even th e  lowest num eral to represent.

W hen  school was dismissed Saturday noon (we 
never had  any school Saturday afternoons), we all 
went up to Miss Caroline’s desk, and received 
our reports. W e were to carry them  hom e, and 
show them  to our p aren ts; M onday m orning we 
were to bring  them  back, with the ñam e of either 
our father or our m other w ritten a t the bottom, 
to prove to Miss Caroline th a t they  had  examined 
the report. W hen  we left the school-house, we all 
used to walk along very slowly together, looking 
over each o ther’s shoulders, and  com paring our 
reports. Now and  then  a scholar would get “  all 
fives; ”  and we used to look upon such a  one 
with m ingled envy and  adm iration. Sometim es we 
thought Miss Caroline’s m arks were unjust, and 
very angry  quarrels would arise am ong us, in con- 
sequence. You often m igh t see a  group of us 
standing  still in the middle o f the sidewalk, with 
our heads elose together, and  the little pieces of 
th in  blue paper fluttering from hand  to hand, and 
a  Babel o f loud and  excited voices all talk ing at 
once. A  stranger passing would have been much 
puzzled a t overhearing such sentences as th e s e :

“  I don’t care. I was a g reat deal be tter on Fri- 
day than  I was on Thursday, and  here  she ’s given 
m e only ‘ th ree .’ ”

“ A nd s h e ’s given m e ‘ tw o ’ and  N ed ‘ th ree ,’ 
and  I did n ’t fire a  single sp it-ba ll; he fired them  
a ll; I only laughed .”

“ Now, tha t ’s too m ean ! I ’ve only got ‘ four’ 
in arithm etic all this week, and I ’ve never missed 
m ore than  one question. I th ink  she m igh t have 
given m e ‘ four and a  half.’ ”

N ed Spofford hardly ever had anything but 
“  twos ” and  “  th ree s” for “  deportm ent,”  though 
he had  m ore “ fives” in other things than  any 
scholar in school. But he didn’t care anything 
about his rep o rts ; he used to cram  them  into his 
pockets as if they were so m uch waste paper, and 
never k ep t them . Now, m y m other m ade m e keep 
all m ine pasted into a  nice little  b lank-book; and 
then , once in  two or th ree m onths, she would look 
them  over with m e, and  tell m e w hether, on the 
whole, I  was doing better o r worse th an  I had  done 
before. I did no t much like th e  sight o f this little 
blank-book; and yet I always had  a  fine air-castle 
of how it would look som e day when I had two 
whole pages filled with reports— “ all fives.” I 
always got “  fives” on M ondays,— I began  the week 
with such fine resolutions. I don’t believe I ever 
had  a report which did n’t have “  five ” for “  deport­
m en t ” on Monday. I usually held  ou t pretty  well 
th rough  T uesday  also, b u t by W ednesday I began 
to fail; and  from that all the way to  Saturday 
noon I was ap t to get worse and worse. I  recollcct 
m y dear m other, who was as full o f fun as she could 
be, used to say very droll th ings about the dimin- 
ishing lines o f figures on m y reports.

“  O h dear m e, P eggy ,” she used to say, “ Here 
are  these poor little rows of figures sliding down 
hill again, as hard  as they  can go, as if  they  were 
all ru nn ing  a  race with each other, try ing  to get to 
‘ No. 1 ’ f irs t! ”

She used to talk  very earnestly  with m e even 
when she m ade me laugh ; som etim es I think she 
was the very jolliest and wisest m other th a t ever 
liv ed ; bu t, I  suppose, all children th ink  so of their 
m others. I was never afraid to show her my 
reports, however bad they  w e re ; because she 
always was so cheery and  full o f hope tha t 1 ’d 
have a  be tter one nex t time. T h e  th ing  I did 
dread, however, was having them  shown to my 
father. H e was a  stern and silent m an. H e spent 
all his tim e in his study, shu t up with his books. 
W e rarely saw him  except a t meáis, and he never 
played with us. W henever we did wrong, he used 
to sigh so deeply, it sounded as if  his b reath  would 
give o u t; and  say—

“  My child ! m y child 1 ” in a  tone o f what 
seem ed to m e then  terrible grief. Now I know 
th a t it was partly dyspepsia which made him  take 
such gloomy views of little things. B ut it used to 
seem  to m e then  that, if  I did not take care, I 
would really some day be the death o f h im  by my 
misconduct. If  he had punished me severely I 
should no t have m inded it ha lf so m uch as I did
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those long-drawn sighs, 
shakes of the head, and  th o s ^

I usually go t home from s c h o o I ^ |^ * F ,-y noons, 
about ha lf an  hour before dinner. My m other was 
ahvays sitting then in the sitting-room , a t h e r little 
work-table. I gave h e r m y report as soon as I 
carne in, and, after looking it over, she laid it on 
the top of h e r work-basket. W hile the dessert was 
being b rough t in, m y father always sa id :

“  W here is m y little daughter’s report for this 
week ? ” and  m y m other would s a y :

“  R un and  bring  it, P eggy .”
Oh, how slowly I used to walk back to tha t 

dinner-table when I had a very bad report to 
show ! I daré say m any a  soldier m arches up 
toward the cannon with less fear than  I used to go 
to my father’s side, and lay tha t little piece of paper 
in his hand. W hen  the report was m ore than 
usually good, h e  smiled, and  said som etim es:

“ W ell done, m y daugh ter 1 I  see you are  trying 
to give your parents pleasure.” O h, how happy  I 
felt then  ! W hen it  was bad, he only sighed, 
laid it down by his píate, and, w ithout speaking a 
word to m e, w ent on eating  his dinner. T hen  I 
used to wish the floor would open and swallow me 
up ; and  I used to say in m y heart, “  I ’ll never 
have ano ther bad  report as long as I live— never ! ” 
1 even used to lie awake in the night, and  think 
how palé and  unhappy  m y father had looked a t the 
sight o f the report, and  resolve and  resolve th a t he 
should never look so again on m y account. I 
rem em ber once tha t we had  the word “  parric ide” 
in our spelling lesson, and Miss Caroline told us it 
meant the m urderer o f a  parent, and  the thought 
haunted m e for days, tha t if I grieved m y father so 
that he died, I  should be a parricide. T he ñam e 
seemed to m e the m ost dreadful word I ever heard.

I am  telling  you all this, so tha t you can partly 
understand the streng th  of the tem ptation  which 
led m e to te ll m y first lie. I t was about one of 
these reports, the very worst I ever had. I never 
shall forget the Saturday when th a t report was pu t 
into m y hand . I  was not wholly unprepared for.it.
I knew I had played truan t three m ornings in  suc- 
cession, and  I knew  tha t I had behaved outra- 
geously every day. Miss Caroline had  kep t m e in a t 
recess three tim es, had feruled m e once, and  had 
seemed m ore ou t o f patience with me th an  I had 
ever known before. Still I did no t dream  that 
the report would be quite so bad as it was. In  the 
example which I have m ade for you I have filled in 
the figures about as I th ink  they were in that 
dreadful report. You will see th a t for four days I 
had had the lowest num ber in deportm ent, and  a  
very bad record in punctuality. I always had  “ all 
fives” in Latin and  geography. I liked those 
studies be tter th an  any others, and m y Latin I

studied a t  hom e with m y father. A rithm etic I 
never could understand (and can’t yet),— and I 
hated it so, I really did not try m uch. However, 
I never had had a  cipher on m y report before. 
T he tears carne into m y eyes as soon as I looked at 
the paper, and  I threw it  down on the ground 
angrily, and  exclaimed : “  I '11 never carry that 
thing hom e.”

“  I do no t wonder you feel so, Peggy ,” said Miss 
Caroline’s mild, low voice, ju s t behind m e ; “ I hope 
it will be a  lesson to you to be a  be tter girl next 
week.” A nd  she picked up the report and  laid it 
in m y hands a g a in ; she locked the school-room 
door, and walked away. I stood outside, leaning 
against the wall, m y' eyes fixed on the hateful 
paper. N ed Spofford ran  up and looked over my 
shoulder a t it.

“  W hew , P eg  ! ” said he, whistling ; “  tha t is 
ra ther rough on you.”

I was too wretched to speak a t first. T he tears 
began to roll down m y cheeks.

“ O h, pshaw 1 ”  said Ned. “  D on’t be such a 
goose. W h a t ’s  the use o f crying ? W ho cares 
about h e r oíd reports, anyhow ? ”

“  O h N ed,”  said I, “  it ’s only showing it to my 
father. T h a t ’s  all I m ind .”

“  W hy, does your father look a t  them  ? ” exclaimed 
Ned. “  Mine don’t ;  ñor m y m other neither, ha lf 
the tim e. Lucindy signed mine last time. I guess 
they th ink  they  are  all nonsense.”

F o r the first tim e in m y life the idea crossed m y 
m ind tha t I m ight have liked som e o ther father 
and  m other be tter th a n  m ine. B ut there was no 
comfort for m e in any such speculation.

“  I don’t m ean to go hom e a t  all,”  I exclaimed. 
“  I m ean to ru n  away. I ’d  rather die than  show 
m y father th a t report.”

“ O Lor’, ” said N ed, “  I ’m  glad I a in t a  girl. 
I never saw such fools as you all are ! W hy, the 
worst tha t can happen  to  you would be to get a  
th rash in g ; and  th a t ’s soon over. I don’t mind 
’em .”

“ T h a t is n ’t the worst, either,” said I, sullenly. 
“  T h a t ’s all you know about it, N ed Spofford. My 
father and  m other don’t th ra sh .”

“ W hy, P eg ! W h a t is it they  d o ? ” said Ned, 
in an  alm ost terrified whisper, evidently thinking 
he was about to hear o f som e horrible cruelty.

“  M y father ju s t sighs and  looks,— oh, i t ’s 
dreadful the way he looks 1—just as white and  sick 
as any th ing ,” I replied; “ and  once he said tha t he 
was afraid I should b ring  down his gray hairs with 
sorrow to  the grave,” I sobbed.

“  Fiddlestick’s end 1 ” cried Ned. “  Is th a t all?  
Peg, you 're  a b igger fool even than  I took you to 
be. Come on. L e t 's g o h o m e . W e ’re g o in g to  
have boiled rooster for dinner. Come on .”
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B ut I would no t stir, and  he ran  off w ithout me. 
I stood lean ing  against the wall som e minutes 
longer, and  then  I walked slovvly tovvard hom e,— our 
housew as only a  few steps off,— our orchard carne up 
cióse to the south wall o f the school-house. A 
low stone wall separated this field from the S treet; 
usually I  walked hom e on the w all; b u t I had  no 
spirits for w alking on stone walls th is day.

I t  was early in M arch ; the snow h a d  lain unbroken 
all w inter, three feet on a level; now it was melt- 
ing  and breaking up, and swelling the rivers and 
brooks till they  overflowed their banks everywhere. 
Roads were deep in muddy slush, and  sidevvalks

was a  hard  rain, there 
w o u l ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ H ^ ^ o k  undcr this bridge, for a 
few h o u W ^ B ^ W e  lived a t  the foot o f a  liill; but 
the g re a te r ' p a rt o f the time the ditch was dry. 
On this day, however, o f  which I am  telling you, it 
was a foaming torrent. T he w ater carne almost 
up to the planks o f the bridge, and  leaped and 
splashed on the stone wall. I  stopped to look at 
it. T h e  wind was blowing hard , and  as I held my 
report loosely in  one hand , it fluttered in the wind, 
and nearly blew away. “ O h,” thought I, “ how 
I wish it had blown away, where I never could find 
i t ! ” and  then  and there, on th a t very instant, carne

M IS S  CA R O L 1N E  G IV E S  M E  A  “ K E P O R T .

were alm ost as bad. L ittle rivulets of foaming 
water, carry ing along tossing fragm ents o f ice and 
m uddy snow, ran  along the sides o f th e  streets. 
Every child who lives in New E ngland  sees just 
such sights every sp r in g ; and  I often see school- 
children now, with India rubber boots on, wading 
along in d irty  stream s of m elted snow, ju s t as I 
used to long to  wade when I was a little girl, but 
never could, because in those days India rubber 
boots had  no t been invented. W e had only India 
rubber shoes, and  very h ard  it was som etimes to 
keep from getting  o u r feet wet.

A  few  s te p s  f ro m  our house, a l i t t le  b r id g e  had 
b e e n  m a d e  in  th e  s id e w a lk , a n d  a d itc h  d u g , to  
le t  th e  w ater run  off th e  S tre e t d o w n  in to  o u r

the tem ptation to throw it down into the brook and 
say th a t it h ad  fallen in. I  d id  no t yield a t once. 
I recollect very well tha t I  stood a  long tim e on that 
bridge deliberating. I  picked up an oíd dead 
raspberry-bush and w hippcd th e  m uddy, foaming 
snow with i t ; I  pushed the little  bunches out of 
the corners where they had  go t wedged, and  watched 
to  see them  sucked under the stone wall. All the 
tim e the words were going th rough  m y m ind : 

“ T hrow  the report into the brook, and say the 
wind blew it  in, and  you could no t get it  out.” 

T hen  o ther words seem ed to try  to crowd the first 
words out. I t  was ju s t as if two people were whis- 
pering , first one and  then  the other, in m y ears. 
T h e  o ther words said :
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“ No. I t  would be m ean. I t would be cow- 
ardly. I t would be a lie. F o r  pity’s sake, don’t 
do it.”

T h e  longer I listened, the louder the first words 
sounded, and  the fainter soundcd the others. T hat 
is always the way with these uncomfortable things 
called tem p ta tio n s: if you listen to them  a t  all, 
they speak louder and  louder, un til finally you 
can’t hear any  o ther voice b u t theirs. A t last, I 
said to myself, “  I ’ll do it,” and  in a  m inute more 
I had done it. I  rolled the report up in a  tight 
roll, and  threw  it in. I  jam m ed it down with the 
raspberry-bush ; i t  rolled over and  over, and  bob- 
bed up to the surface two o r th ree  times. I  had 
several chances to  pick it ou t o f the water, b u t I 
did not. I watched it swirl in under the stone wall, 
and then  I ran  hom e as fast as I could go. I  felt 
quite light-hearted  for a  m inute, I was so glad to 
be lid  o f  th a t report. B ut m y light-heartedness 
did no t last long. A s soon as I opened the door 
into the hall, I saw the sitting-room  door wide 
open ; and  m y m other called out p leasan tly :

“  W hy, Peggy, how late you are  this n o o n ! 
D inner is ju s t going on the tab le ; have you go t a 
good report to show papa to-day ? ”

Oh, how I did feel! I never dream ed that it 
was going to be so hard  to tell a  lie. I t  seem ed to 
me tha t m y very tongue grew stiff, and  did not 
like to pronounce the words. I t seem ed to me 
an age before I could speak a t  all. T hen  I only 
said:

“  I have n’t  got any repo rt.”
You see I was try ing  to pu t off the tim e for the 

lie to come.
“ Have n’t go t any re p o r t? ” said m y m other, 

in a surprised voice. “  Is  Miss Caroline sick ? ” 
“ N o,” said 1; and  it seem ed to m e m y voice 

grew weaker and queerer every minute. “ She 
made one out, b u t I lost it. T he  wind blew it into 
the brook.”

All this tim e I p retended to  b e  very busy wiping 
my Ind ia  rubbers on the m at, and  hanging  up my 
things. U sually I  would hardly wait to take them  
off, I was in  such a  hurry  to ru n  in and  kiss my 
mother.

She did  n o t speak again for some m inutes. Then 
she said, in  a  grave vo ice:

“ I am  very sorry you lost it. Papa  will be dis- 
appointed not to know how his little girl has been 
doing this week. W as it a  good report, P e g g y ? ” 

Oh, dear m e ! W ould  there never come an end 
to the lies I should have to  tell to  prop up th a t first 
one?

I hesitated. T he sam e wicked voice which had 
whispered in  m y ear, “  T hrow  the report in the 
brook,” whispered n ow :

“  If  you say it was a  bad  one, then  she will be

more likely to suspect you of having lost it on pur- 
pose.”

B ut I could no t m ake u p  m y m ind to say it was 
a good one. So I stam m ered o u t:

“  I don’t rem em ber.”
M y m other did no t m ake any reply. I th ink  she 

had  feared in  th e  beginning, from  the very tone of 
m y voice, tha t I was no t telling h e r the tru th , and 
now she was sure o f it.

W hen  I w ent into the sitting-room , I walked 
slowly toward her, and  she took m e in her lap and 
kissed me. I f  she fiad said one word to show that 
she suspected m e of having lied, I  should have 
b u rs t into tears, and told h e r all about i t ;  b u t she 
was too wise \ a  m other to do that. She knew very 
well th a t the surest way to  m ake m e hate  a  lie was 
to let m e live along with it  fastened to m e for 
a  while. So she began  to  talk  about som ething 
else, ju s t as if  nothing had  happened, and in a few 
m inutes we w ent to dinner.

I hard ly  could ea t a mouthful. I t  seem ed to  me, 
whenever m y father looked a t m e, tha t his eyes 
were sterner th a n  ever. A  dreadful voice seemed 
d inning in m y e a rs :

“  In  a few m inutes m ore, dessert will be b rought 
in, and  then  he will ask  for the repo rt.”

As soon as the servant began to remove the meat 
and vegetables, I s a id :

“  I don’t w ant any  dessert. M ay I be excused ? ” 
“  N ot w ant any d essert! ”  exclaimed my m other. 

“ W hy, Peggy, you m ust be ill. W e are going 
to have Indian pudding and cream .”

Now, there was nothing in the world I  liked so 
well as Ind ian  p u d d in g ; and  m y father and m other 
both  knew it. I t m akes m e laugh now, to think 
how m y dear m other m ust have pitied m e in  h e r 
h ea rt when she heard  m e reply :

“  B ut I  am  not h u n g ry ; I don’t w ant any." 
T hen  my m other sa id : “ V ery w ell; you m aygo .” 
A nd did n ’t I  run  fast tow ard the door ! A nd 

did n’t I hope, for two seconds, tha t my father was 
going to forget to ask  after the re p o r t! Alas ! no 
such escape for m e !

“ Peggy, P eggy ,” he called, “ w hat is all this 
hurry  about ? B ring  m e your report, dear. I 
w ant to see th a t.”

Before I had tim e to reply, m y good, k ind m other 
replied for m e :

“ O h, Peggy  has lost her repo rt,” she said. 
“  T h e  wind blew it  into the brook. So we shall not 
knt>w how good a  girl she has been this week.” 

T his was the worst th ing  y e t : to have to stand 
there and  hear m y m other tell m y lie over again 
for me.

“  W h a t! ”  said my father, vehem ently. “  This 
h igh  wind blow any th ing  into the b ro o k ?”

“ Y es,” said m y m other, in  w hat I now under-
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stand  m ust have been a  very m eaning  to n e ; “  that 
is the way it happened. R u n  away, Peggy dear, 
and  play.”

Play ! I  was thankful to escape ou t o f the room ; 
b u t I  felt no m ore like playing th an  I did like 
drow ning myself. I never had  felt so miserable in 
m y whole life.

I pu t on m y Ind ia  rubbers and  rolled up m y 
pantalets (in those days all little girls wore long 
white pantalets down to the ir ankles). T hen  I 
went out, climbed over the stone wall into the 
orchard, and  began looking iñ the brook after m y 
report. O f course, if I  had  been older, I should 
have known better. B ut I was a  poor, ignorant, 
naughty  little child, only e igh t years oíd, and I 
hoped I should find the little roll o f paper floating 
along on the water, ju s t as I left it. I found a  big, 
strong stick, and  I fished ou t every little th ing  I 
could see in the brook which looked in the least 
like a  b it o f  paper. I t was very coid and  wet, and 
dismal, and  before long I got to crying so tha t I 
could hardly see anything. I t  did seem  to m e too 
bad tha t now I really w anted to get the report back 
and  carry  it hom e to  m y m other, I  could no t find it. 
Suddenly I m ade a  m isstep on the ban lí where it 
was covered with snow, and plungcd in, both feet, 
into the w ater, nearly  up to m y knees. E xcept for 
m y b ig  stick, I hard ly  could have go t out. I was 
horribly frightened and dripp ing  wet, b u t there 
seem ed a sort o f  relief in having a new kind of 
misery. I t p u t the lie ou t o f m y thoughts for a 
few minutes. I w ent into the house crying out 
loud, and looking like a little half-drowncd ani­
mal. T he m uddy w ater d ripped from m e as I 
walked, and I left the wet p rin ts o f m y feet a t  cach 
step.

“  Mercy on m e, child ! where have you been ? ” 
cried m y m other. “ D on’t come a  step farther. 
S tand still rig h t there, till M ary can get off your 
th ings.”

“  I was looking for m y report in  the brook,” 
sobbed I, “  and  I fell in ; and I can’t find it.”

A h, how loving and  sym pathetic m y m other was 
then. She understood all about i t ; she knew ju s t 
how w retched I was.

“ N ever m ind about the report, darling ,” she 
sa id ; “  let it go. T h e  little fishes can read  it if 
they w ant to, and m ake some like it for their 
schools.”

B ut 1 was too unhappy to laugh. I only cried 
the harder. T hen  they undressed m e, pu t on m y 
flannel night-gow n, rolled m e all up in blankets, 
and laid m e on the lounge by the fire ; and  my 
m other sa t down cióse by m e, and  began to read 
aloud a  nice fairy story. P retty  soon, in spite of 
all m y unhappiness, I fell asleep, and when I waked 
up it was about dark. My m other was still sitting

by m y side. I watched h e r for some m inutes before 
she knew I was awake. She was sitting with her 
eyes fixed on the fire, and  looked as if  she were 
th ink ing  very hard.

“ Oh dear,” I though t, “ I know w hat sh e ’s 
th ink ing  about. I don’t  believe she believes me; 
bu t why don’t she say so ? I should think she ’d 
whip m e for telling  a lie.”

As soon as she saw I liad waked, she sa id : 
“ W ell, m y little diver, a re  you re s te d ? ”
T hen  she tolcl m e about the way the divers go 

down in the sea after pearls, and a t the end of the 
story, she sa id :

“  I guess it  was n ’t much of a pearl you went 
diving after, Peggy , was it ? ”

“  N o, m am m a,” said I. “  I don’t believe it was, 
as near as I can rem em ber. I think it  was a  pretty 
bad  report.”

She waited in silence for som e m inutes after this.
I th ink  she hoped I would confess the tru th  to her 
then. But I was too cowardly. I lay still, with 
m y face turned  to  the back of the lounge, trying 
to take a  little com fort to myself, because I liad 
owned up tha t the report was no t a  good onc.
1 h a t was the last tim e she spoke to m e about the 
report, exccpt the next M onday m orn ing , when I 
was setting  off for school, she said :

“  Oh, wait a  m inute, Peggy. I ’ll write a note 
to Miss Caroline, and tell her how you lost your 
report.”

I had  no t though t o f this new occasion for another 
lie. I stood still by her side while she wrote the 
note. O h, how mean I fe lt!

“  Peggy M acFarland,” 1 said to myself, “  you’re 
too m ean to live. T h a t ’s the second time you ’ve 
let your m other tell over th a t lie for you. Why 
don’t you own it  up, and  have it done w ith.”

B ut the terro r o f my father’s suffering and dis- 
pleasurc sealed m y lips.

W hen Miss Caroline read  the note, she looked 
a t m e very earnestly. T hen  she said :

“ W hy, Peggy, your m other says the wind blew 
your report into the brook. W h a t a p ity ! You 
keep all your reports in a little book, don’t you ? ”

“  Yes, m a’am ,” said I.
“ But I th ink  your last weck’s report was n’t a 

very good o n e ; it  wont be m uch of a loss to the 
book, will it ? ”

“  No, m a’am ,” said I, very faintly.
“  Ahcm ! ” said N ed Spofford. “ A hern! A hem !” 

pretending  to have a  bad coughing fit. As soon 
as I looked a t  him , he p u t his tongue into onc 
chcek, and made such a  ridiculous face, that I knew 
in a  m inute tha t he did not believe tha t I  really had 
lost the report.

“  Oh dear ! ”  though t I, “  I ’ll have to lie to Ned, 
too. W hat shall I  do ? w hat shall I do ? ”
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T hen  he lifted up the lid  of his dcsk, and hiding 
his face behind it, m ade a grim ace a t  m e in the 
most insulting m anner. I  knew then tha t he 
thought I had  throw n the report away, and  I felt 
about as afraid of him  as I was of m y father. I 
began to  feel really ill from the long strain on my 
nerves o f all the terro r and excitem ent and  sham e. 
I watched the clock in misery, I  so dreaded to have 
recess come. I t  seem ed to m e the hands never 
went so quick before. If  I had dared, I  would have 
staid in m y seat, and  no t gone ou t with the ch ild ren ; 
bu t I  knew  that would only be pu tting  off the evil 
day ; I m igh t as well have it over w ith ; so I ran 
out with th e  rest, bu t tried  to  keep ou t o f N ed’s 
way. I t  was n o  use. H e followed m e everywhere, 
saying, in tones of mock sym pathy :

“  Oh, Miss Peggy, she has lost h e r report in the 
sea ! W hat shall we do for h e r ? ”

T hen  all the o ther children gathered  around, and 
asked how it happened. N o t one of them  doubted 
my word except N ed. H e was a  good deal older 
than the rest o f us. H e m ust have been nearly 
twelvc, I  think, and  we all looked up to him . H e 
used to draw  us on his sled and give us apples. 
His father was a farm er, and  had  hundreds o f bar­
réis o f apples every year.

I despair o f giving you a fair idea of m y miseries 
for the nex t th ree days. N ed  did no t let m e have 
one m inute’s peace,— on the way to school, and 
from school, and  in recess, he always was saying 
som ething about tha t report. I honcstly think he 
did not do this wholly ou t o f  m ischief; he did it 
partly to punish m e for having done such a  m ean 
and cowárdly th ing  as to tell a  lie. T h a t was a  thing 
he desp ised ; he never had been know n to tell one. 
Even if he knew he would have a  whipping, he would 
own up the very worst piece o f  mischief he ever did.

On T hursday  m orn ing  I waked with a bad  sore 
throat. W hen  the doctor carne, he said I m ust 
stay in bed, and  be kep t very quict. I h eard  my 
m other tell h im  about m y falling into the brook on 
Saturday, and th en  I heard her s a y :

“  I th ink  it is no t so m uch the w etting as it is th e  
excitement the child  has been under.” A nd then  I 
wondered still m ore if  she really knew  all about it, 
and if  she did, why she did not whip m e for the lie.
I really th ink  nothing would have done so much to 
comfort m e as to have had h e r give m e a  very 
severe punishm ent o f some s o r t : not th a t I  was 
not punished every m inute, alm ost m ore than  I 
could bfear, by  m y own thoughts, b u t I would have 
l'ked to have somebody else punish m e too. How­
ever, I had  no t courage to confess the truth.

I was very ill for nearly two weeks. T h e  first 
day I went to school, Miss Caroline gave m e a 
report m ade out for the last three days I had been 
in school, before I was taken ill. I t was “ all 
fives,” b u t it was too late. T here  did n’t seem  to 
be any crcdit in  having done anything well, o r in 
having behaved ever so well, so long as I had that 
lie on my mind. I t did n ’t seem  as if a  liar had 
any business with a  good report.

My m other was much pleased with it, and  at 
dinner m y father said :

“  W ell done, little daughter 1 I wonder if you 
could have kep t it  up all the week if the sore 
th roat had not com e.”

A fter d inner m y m other pasted it in to  the little 
book. I looked over h e r shoulder while she did it. 
She left a  blank space above it, ju s t the size for 
another report, and  in th a t she pu t the date o f that 
unhappy Saturday, and  wrote below i t :

“ R eport for this week drowned in the brook.” 
T hen  she said to m e :
“  Now we always shall rem em ber why there were 

only three reports for last m onth .”
T hen  she wrote in two o ther spaces—
“  A"bsent from school this week on account of 

illness,” and then , kissing m e, she said :
“  A nd now we ’ll begin again, Peggy, with a 

good fresh start, wont we? Poor little girlie, you 
look pretty  th in .”

I began to cry, and  was on the point then  of tell- 
ing  h e r all about it. B ut m y miserable cowardice 
kep t the words back. I though t I would tell her 
som e n igh t in the dark. B ut I never d id : week 
after week passed, and  m onth  after m onth , and 
year after year; and  I grew to be a  great g irl,— 
ten, eleven, twelve years oíd,— and yet I  never had 
told her.

Every tim e I saw the page in the book where it 
was w ritten, “  R eport for this week drowned in  the 
brook,” I felt very unhappy, and resolved tha t I 
would tell the tru th ; b u t I was a  coward ; and I 
kept p u tting  it off, and pu tting  it  off, and  before I 
was thirteen m y good k ind  m other died. T h a t is 
a  g reat many years a g o ; bu t I  rem em ber it as if it 
were yesterday ; and I rem em ber tha t w hen I 
looked on her face in h e r coffin, I  thought about 
th a t lie, and wished I  had confessed it to  h e r before 
she died. Now, if  m y confessing it, a t  this late 
day, can m ake one boy or one girl realize w hat a  
wickcd, m ean, cowárdly, sneaking th ing  it is to tell 
a  lie, and  w hat dreadful m isery all liars live in, I 
shall think I have done som ething to atone for tha t 
wicked Saturday so long ago.
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T H E  D I S C O N T E N T E D  D O W A G E R .

By E . L. B.

On c e  upon a  time, in the drawing-room of a  I t was evident the oíd dowager m ust have been a 
stately mansión, there h u n g  a very fine portrait all h igh and  m ighty  person while she lived, not only 
fram ed in a  golden frame and  sw ung from the cor- from  this fine attire, b u t from a  very comm anding

nice by a  thick silken cord. T his portrait, which 
had  been pain ted  long ago b y  a  famous artist, was 
the picture o f an oíd dowager—which m eans, you 
know, a grand oíd lady— with very  red  cheeks, very 
b righ t eyes, very thick gray  hair, and  very fat neck 
and arm s. She was dressed in  a  red  velvet gown, 
with the funniest short waist you ever saw in your 
lives; she wore a  splendid necklace about her 
throat, bracelets upon both  arm s, and  ever so m any 
rings on her fingers, while h e r h a ir  was tw isted up 
into a queer-looking bunch on the top of h e r head, 
and  trim m ed with ribbons and rich ostrich plumos.

look in her sharp  eyes, and a very proud expression 
about h e r firm lips.

B ut it  was years and years since the oíd dowager 
had  lived, and  a  g rea t m any changes had  taken 
place in the world. People did n ’t go around with 
bare  necks and ostrich plum es any  longér, and 
did n’t do a  good m any o ther th ings it was thought 
righ t and  proper to do in  the oíd dowager’s time; 
and so, as she looked down from the wall and saw 
w hat folks did and  how they  lived nowadays, she 
was very m uch astonished, and  also— though she 
ough t not to have been— very m uch disgusted.
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Indeed, if the family th a t lived in  th e  house could 
have heard  th e  oíd dowager’s rem arks upon them  
when they had  gone to bed and  the lights were pu t 
out,— rem arks addressed to the other portraits in 
the room, and  especially to a  fat, puffy-looking oíd 
gentlem an in a wig and  ruffled shirt, who hung  
opposite,— I am  afraid their feelings would have 
been h u rt very m uch. I t was then  the oíd dowager 
used to  open those tight red  lips, and wink those

boy w ith a d irty  face, painted by a  Mr. M urillo, or 
another portrait cióse by h e r side, painted by  a Mr. 
R aphael, o f a  certain St. Cecilia who no t only had 
no ostrich plum e to h e r head, b u t no t even a  shoe 
or stocking to h e r fo o t!

Do you w ant to know w hat were the things the 
dowager complained of?  W hy, there were so 
m any I could n ’t rem em ber h a lf  o f them . She 
complained of the im pudent way in which people

bright gray eyes, and  speak her m ind freely, about 
the things she saw and  heard, to the puffy oíd gen­
tleman, who thus was robbed o f his rest to such an 
extent, tha t it was no wonder he always looked 
slcepy and stupid.

In short, the oíd dowager found so m any things 
to scold about, and  so m any new  aggravations 
occurred every day, th a t soon she spen t the whole 
of every n ig h t in railing, and gave the o ther por­
traits no peace of their lives. She never stopped 
to think how m uch better off she was than  a por­
trait, on the other side o f the room, o f a  barc-legged

carne up and  stared  a t  h er, and m ade rem arks 
about h e r clothes and  p erso n ; b u t th en  she com- 
p laincd even m ore when they w ent past and  took 
no notice o f her. She scolded now because there 
was too m uch ligh t in the room , so th a t h e r fine 
points could no t be se e n ; again, because there 
was n 't  light enough. She scolded because the 
housem aids dusted  her face with a  brush , as though 
she had  been a  chair o r  a  ta b le ; b u t she scolded 
twice as hard  if she w ere no t dusted. She would 
fiy into the m ost dreadful passion if  any  one 
dared to ta lk  too loudly in  the room , and  yet
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she fell into a rage of curiosity and jealousy if 
they spoke in  a  whisper, o r withdrew out o f ear- 
shot. T hen  the flies lit on h e r face, and bit her 
and tickled h e r nose, so tha t—as she told the oíd 
gentlem an—she felt a  constant inclination to sneeze, 
which spoiled h e r expression. But, worse than  all, 
spiders !— U gh-h  1 black, long-legged spiders !— 
got beh ind  h e r fram e and crawled up h e r back ; 
“ and she ju s t wanted the family to understand she 
could n ’t  and  would n’t b ear it, and  some day she 
would scream  out and  tear her canvas.”  A gain: 
the family used to go to  bed n ights and let the 
fires out, and  the house becam e so chilled tha t she 
told the o íd  gentlem an she was sure she should 
catch h e r death-o’-cold and go into a  decline. 
“ W h y ,” she exclaimed, savagely, “ they crawl into 
the ir w arm  beds a n d  tuck  themselves in, b u t they 
seem  to th ink  I  am  m ade of cast-iron ! ”

But h e r greatest grievance was the children, who 
som etimes carne to  play in the room  where she was 
hung. T here  were only two, to  be sure,—a  little 
boy and a  little g irl,—b u t the dowager did n’t 
approve of their presence, and  so she watched them  
with jealous eyes to  see tha t they did no mischief, 
though I grieve to  say they sometimes did. A t first 
they  never though t o f the oíd dowager’s watching 
them , till one day the little  girl took down her 
m othcr’s beautiful portfolio,—which she had been 
forbidden to touch,— and was strewing the pictures 
all over the floor, when she happened to look up, 
and caugh t th e  dowager’s eye fixed sternly  upon 
her. A nd  w hat do you th ink  she did ?— trcm ble 
and  ru n  aw ay? N o; I am  shocked to  say she 
m ade a  grimace. O h, m y, m y, w hat a  bold, bad 
little girl 1 T h ink  of m aking a  face a t  your great- 
great-great-grandm other 1 How do you supposc 
she dared to  do it ? B ut th a t was nothing to what 
the little boy d id ; for, once when he was playing 
with his rubber ball in the parlor, which he had 
been  expressly forbidden to do, the oíd dowager 
frowned on h im  so sternly th a t h e  threw  the rub­
b e r ball— the sauey little w retch—and struck his 
g-g-g-grandm other in the eye ! I  really do no t know

w hat m igh t have happened then—very likely the 
oíd dowager would have come straigh t down from 
the wall, and punished h im  on the spot,—if his 
m other had no t come in.

T his was the last tim e the children ever troubled 
her, for thenceforth they  were kep t ou t of the room ; 
b u t nonc the less the oíd dow ager fell into such an 
intolerable hab it o f carping and  fault-finding that 
she m ade no t only herself m iserable, b u t all the 
other portraits as well; and though she found only 
food for ridicule and  censure in the sayings and 
doings of the people about her, she nevertheless 
spen t h e r whole tim e in  listening to and  watching 
them , instead of im proving h e r m ind  by reading 
the book in h e r lap, into which she was never 
seen to look.

A t length, misfortunc fell upon the family to 
which the oíd dowager belonged, and the ir stately 
mansión, the furniture, and all their valuables 
were sold a t auction. A rude and  curious crowd 
thronged the room s, and  poked canes and  umbrellas 
a t the oíd dowager, and laughed a t h e r bracelets 
and  ostrich plum es, and m ade jokes about her. 
T hen  she and  the puffy oíd gentlem an were put 
up for sale, and knocked down a t a  very low price 
to a  d irty , hook-nosed m an , who carted them  away 
to a dark , dingy shop, and  there he took the oíd 
dow ager ou t o f h e r fine fram e and p u t another pict- 
u re  in it, and  sold it ; and  after a  few days lie 
packed the poor crestfallen oíd lady away in a 
dark, m usty loft, where a  lot o f rubbish ' was piled 
upon her, squeezing h e r dreadfully. T here she 
lay year after year, whilst the dust gathered thick 
upon her, and the spiders m ade the ir webs all about 
her, and the mice ran  over her face, and  the moths 
gnawed great lióles in her fine velvet gown, till at 
last, when, after a  long tim e, she was taken  down, 
she was such a sorry-looking object tha t she was 
ruthlessly to rn  into strips and thrown into the ash- 
barrel.

A nd now, if any boy or girl docs n’t know the 
moral to  this fable, he o r she m ust write and ask 
Jack-in-the-Pulpit about it.
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G R A S S .

B y  E d g a r  F a w c e t t .

T h e  rose ¡s praised for its beam ing face, 
T he lily for saintly w hiteness;

We love this bloom for its languid grace, 
A nd tha t for its airy lightness.

Each year her buttercups nod and drowse, 
W ith  sun and dcw brim m ing o v e r ;

E ach year she pleases the greedy cows 
W ith oceans o f honeyed clover !

We say of the oak, “  How grand o f girth ! ” 
O f the wiUow we say, “ How  slendcr ! ” 

And yet to  the soft grass, clothing earth, 
How slight is the praise we render !

E ach year on the earth 's wide breast she waves, 
F rom  spring  until bleak N ovem ber;

A nd th e n —she rem em bers so many graves 
T h a t no one else will rem em ber !

But the grass lcnovvs well, in her secret heart, 
How we love h e r cool green ra im e n t;

So she plays in silence her lovely part, ,
A nd cares no t a t all for' paym ent.

A nd while she serves us, with goodness m ute, 
In  return for such sweet dealings,

W e tread her carelessly underfoot,—
Yet we never wound her feelings 1

H ere ’s  a  lesson th a t he who runs m ay re a d : 
T hough I fear b u t few have won it,—

T h e  best reward of a  kindly deed 
Is the knowledge of having done i t !

M Y  F R I E N D ,  C O L O N E L  B A C K U S .
( A  T a lk  w i th  B i g  B o y s .)

B y  J .  G .  H o l l a n d .

I w i s h  you knew Colonel Backus. I th ink  he 
would am use you. H e amuses m e immensely. 
The Colonel belongs to  one o f our best families, 
and was once a  handsom e man. W hen  he is well 
and snugly dressed, he thinks he is handsom e 
now ; b u t there ’s  no denying it—he ’s Tat. H e 
gets short o f breath  and  very red  in  the face going 
upstairs. T his corpulence of his is a  g rea t trouble 
to him . H e says it is constitutional, and he ac- 
counts for it on the ground th a t an  únele— the very 
one he was nam ed for— on his father’s side, and an 
aunt on his m other’s, were fat before him  !

He can’t  ea t oatm eal, o r potatoes, o r bread, 
because these make starch, and starch  m akes fat. 
He rides a  hard-tro tting  horse in the park , with a 
smile tha t would scem  to say to all whom he m ee ts: 
“  Now, this is en jo y m en t!— these breer.es, these 
trees, this beautiful sward, this broad sky, these 
bird-songs, these glassy lakes, how they thrill me

and  ir 11 me with d e lig h t! I am  free from the con- 
ventionalitics o f the town ; I am  one with nature. 
H urrah  1 ”

W hat the Colonel really does say is: “  Confound 
this oíd fu lling-m ill! A  m an m ight as well ride 
the crest o f an earthquake ; b u t I ’m  bound to get 
rid o f this flesh, if pounding will do it.”

B ut it  don’t do it, and  wont do it. H e grows 
stouter and stouter, and snaps off m ore and  more 
buttons when he pu ts on his boots, and talks more 
and  m ore about his tailor scrim ping his clothes.

Now, I suppose I rnust tell you w hat the real 
trouble is with the Colonel, though he never would 
confess it. T h e  Colonel drinks. A nd w hat do 
you suppose the Colonel drinks for? You can’t 
m ake him  believe tha t it has anything to do with 
his getting  stout. I  ’m  going to tell you, by and 
by, w hat I th ink  of i t ; bu t, first, I rnust tell you 
about the Colonel's last experim ent. One night
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h e  carne home to dinner, radiant. H e had found 
his cure.

“  H as it  come ? ” inquired he of Mrs. Backus.
“  H as w hat come ?” she asked.
“ W hy, m y— my lift—m y m achine—m y lifting- 

m achine,” he responded.
“  Som ething has com e,” replied Mrs. Backus, 

“  som ething heavy, and I  have had  it sent into the 
basem ent.”

“ Just the place for it,” said the Colonel. “  Now, 
you see, I ’m  going to get rid o f this fat,”—and 
down-stairs h e  went.

W h en  h e  returned, he had  broken off a  sus­
pender button, and  looked rather limp and solemn. 
But when h e  rose from his dinner tha t day, he 
declared th a t he had  no t felt so well in a year. 
A bout five days after that, while sitting  quietly a t 
the dinner-table, he suddenly pushed back his 
chair and slapped his hand  in a  sharp, vexed way 
upon his knee.

“  Confound it,”  said he, “  I have n’t though t of 
m y  lift-cure for five days.”

A nd so it happened every day. H e was so eager 
to get a t his dinner and  his wine, when he returned 
from  his office, th a t he forgot his lifting-machine. 
M eantim e, h e  grew stouter and stouter.

A nd now, boys, I  come to m y point. W hy  did he 
forget the lifting-m achine, which he had purchased 
for a rem edy?—and  why did n’t he forget the liquor, 
which h e  also professed to use as a  rem edy ? Sim- 
ply because he d id  n’t  like the lifting-m achine, and 
h e  did like th e  liquor. T h a t is all there was about 
it. T h a t is all there is about it  in any sim ilar case. 
Men m ay say w hat they  choose about liquor being 
good for them . T hey  m ay tell you th a t they  can- 
no t m ake ou t a  dinner w ithout wine, th a t water 
■does no t agree with them , tha t they take it  as a 
rem edy for some form of disease ; bu t you will 
notice th a t it is the one kind of medicine tha t an 
hab itual pa tien t never forgets to take. You never 
see  a  m an who takes wine with his dinner, shoving 
•violently back from  the table, slapping his knee, 
and  excla im ing: “ T h e re !. Confound i t ! I forgot 
to  take m y wine ! ” People forget rhubarb , castor- 
oil, sulphur, iron, m yrrh-m ixture, lifting-machines, 
quinine, Peruvian bark , quassia, squills, and  thor- 
ough-wort tea, b u t they don’t  forget wine, particu- 
larly when they have come to  regard it as a  daily 
medicine. T here  m ust be som ething in it th a t 
specifically stim ulates the m em ory !

D on’t  you suppose tha t Colonel Backus knows 
tha t it is the liquor he drinks which m akes him  fat, 
a n d  keeps him  so ? Yes, h e  does know it, and it is 
sim ply ridiculous for h im  to deny it. H e knows 
tha t if  h e  were to stop clrinking he would be obliged 
to  send all his clothes to his tailor to be taken  in. 
B u t he fights this knowledge. H e tries to  forget

his own convictions. H e tries to deceive the 
people around him , and  to deceive himself.

Colonel Backus is a  slave. T h a t is the long and 
short o f it. H e is a good fellow, b u t he is a  slave. 
A nd all these good fellows who cannot le t wine 
alone, and who m ake all sorts o f excuses to them- 
selves and  others for drinking it, are slaves. They 
are  conscious th a t it  does them  no good ; b u t they 
like it. A nd sixty thousand o f them  every year 
lie down in Am erica, in the graves o f drunkards. 
T hese poor, dead m en have all been slaves of the 
sam e sort as Colonel Backus. I t  seem s a pity that 
our good-natured friend, the Colonel, should be- 
come one o f  the ir num ber, b u t th a t is ju s t w hat he 
is going to  become, I suppose. H e has an  appetite 
th a t will grow with the years. I t grows in other 
men ; it will grow in him . By and  by, h e  will stop 
th ink ing  about his fat. H e  will stop caring  about his 
clothes. H e will stop rid ing his hard -tro tting  horse. 
H e will stop caring  about wife and children. Then, 
some pleasant, sunny m orning, when all the world 
is astir, and puré, healthy, tem pérate m en and 
women are  singing a t the ir work, and  sweet and 
m erry  children are  shouting a t the ir play, and God’s 
smile is over the world, there will appear a  strip of 
crape on the Colonel’s door, and an obituary  notice 
in a newspaper, which will State th a t Colonel Backus 
died suddenly of an apoplectic attack. H is good 
qualities will be generously m entioned, and , ju s t at 
the end  of the notice, there  will be a  dclicatc allu- 
sion to the fact th a t the Colonel h a d  b u t one enemy 
in the world—himself.

Now w hat do you th ink  o f the Colonel, and of 
the hundreds o f thousands who are  try ing  to chcat 
thcmselves and  others into the belief th a t alcoholic 
drinks are  good for them  ? A re they  no t to be 
pitied and  blam ed ? Do you w ant to be one of 
these wretched m en? If we are  to have drunkards 
in the future, some of them  are  to come from the 
boys to whom I am  w ritin g ; and  I ask  you again 
if you w ant to be one of them  ? N o ? O f course 
you don’t !

W ell, I have a plan for you th a t is ju s t as sure to 
save you ' from such a  fate as the sun is to rise 
to-morrow m orning. I t never failed ; it  never will 
fa il; it cannot fa il; and I th ink  it  is worth know- 
ing. Never touch liquor in  any form . T h a t ’s the 
plan, and  it is no t only worth know ing, b u t it is 
worth pu tting  into practice. D on’t be fooled into 
the belief tha t it is good for you. I t is not good 
for you. G ood food, puré air, warm clothes, free 
exercise, and  p len ty  o f  sleep, a re  all th a t will be 
necessary to keep you healthy. I t  stands to reason 
th a t liquor m ixed with your fresh, healthy blood 
will b ring  you disease, as it certainly will. If  you 
follow the exam ple of Colonel Backus, you will 
find yourself rum m aging  around for excuses, and
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m aking yourself generally ridiculous by try ing  to 
invent a  cause for results th a t can only come from 
drink. I  know you don’t d rink  now, and it seems 
to you as if  you never would. B ut your tem pta- 
tion will com e, and  it  probably will come in this w ay:

You will fincl yourself, som e time, with a  num ber 
of companions, and  they  will have a  bottle o f wine ' 
on the table. T hey  will drink, and offer it  to you. 
They will regard  it  as a  m anly practice, and, very 
likely, they  will look upon you as a  milksop if you 
don’t  indulge with them . T hen  w hat will you do ? 
Eh? W h a t will you do? W ill you say, “  Boys, 
none o f  th a t stuff for m e ! I  know a trick worth 
half-a-dozen o f  th a t ? ” O r will you take the glass, 
with your own com m on sense protesting , and your 
conscience m ak ing  the whole d raugh t bitter, and  a 
feeling th a t you have dam aged yourself, and  then 
go off w ith a  h o t head  and  a  skulk ing  soul th a t at 
once begins to m ake apologies for itself—ju s t as the 
soul o f  Colonel Backus does, and  will keep doing 
during all his life ?

You will liear m en , over the ir cups, talk ing about 
tcmperance m en. “ O h, these teetotalers ! they 
are always ru nn ing  things into the ground,” they 
will say. “  T em perance is one th ing ,” they  will 
add, “ and total abstinence quite ano ther.” But

that is only ano ther way b /  which those who love 
drink try to cheat them selves and others into the 
belief th a t they are no t doing the m ost dangerous 
th ing  in the world. D on’t be misled by them . 
You may laugh ju s t a  little when they say this, b u t 
when they  offer you a  glass you should say, “  No, 
I th an k  you ; I get a long very well without it.” 
A nd if  you can say, “  G entlem en, I never d rank a  
glass o f liquor in m y life, and  I  know you would 
no t like to have m e begin w ith you,” n o t one of 
them , even if h a lf  drunk, would p u t it to  your lips. 
W ould you w ant any better indorsem ent than  th a t?

I t  is always an  unm anly th ing  to do wrong. W ho  
is th e  m ost o f a  m an—h e  who is w illing to  do an 
im popular th ing  for the sake of safety a n d  principie, 
o r h e  who does w hat h e  knows to b e  unsafe and 
wrong, for fear o f the jeers o f  boys, m any of whom 
in  after-life would give worlds, if  they had  them  to 
give, if  they  had  never seen a  glass o f  wine ? D on’t 
be fooled. D on’t be a  fool. S tand by  w hat you 
know to b e  right, in  all circumstances. Keep 
your blood sweet and puré. Preserve your in- 
dependence. B ut if  you ever becom e a  so t (which 
heaven forbid), don’t try  to m ake yourself believe 
th a t liquor is good for you, o r th a t you drink  it for 
any reason b u t because you love it.

! L O O K ! ’
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T H E  S A D  S T O R Y  O F  H I P P E T Y - H O P .

By Sa m u el  C. W il so n .

5 £ =ssA tiafrt!"’
T his  little girl would never stand  stíU,
Ñ or even walk up n e  si e  ^  top .

W ith"a  sktp a n d ' a jurnp and a  hippety-hop.

F o r she said, “  My ñam e is H ippety-H op,
A nd I ?H skip and  jum p , and 1 no t stop ;
I will not stop for all they say, , „
T hough  I should hop oút of the world som e day.

T h e  very next m orn, when the sun aróse,
She hopped  ou t o f bcd, and hopped into herclothes 
W ith  a bob and a bounce, 'round  the room  she went, 
L igh t as a feather, and quite content.

‘"X

r

fT ' s

- O N  S H E  'D  G O  T IL L  S H E  R E A C H E D  T H E  T O P

She ’d hop ou t o f her clothes, and hop into bed, 

But only th en  would h e r feet keep

i •> coifi this willful girl,Now I can hop . h  a wh¡rl>

As if she were going a  long, lo g
B ut only th en  wou.o ner ^  ^

A nd, a t last, they carned h e r far away .
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On th rough  the garden, the fields, and the 
la ñ e ;

In  a  second, she passed the railroad tra in ,— 
T he ligh tn ing  express, I ’ve heard  people say, 
But it may have been going the opposite way,— 
And the passengers only caugh t a  glimpse 
O f a  child like one of the fairies’ imps.

H er father telegraphed east and  west,
B u t.she  bea t the message—h er tim e was best; 
She was going faster than  lightning or wind, 
A nd she left the telegram s far behind.

She ju s t touched the grass with h e r little toes, 
For she was afraid she would soil h e r clothes 
If she brushed the dew off the b lades below, 
And she had forgotten h e r trunk, you know.

On past village, and  vale, and  hill,
She skipped so fast tha t she felt quite ill;
Past cities adorned with a hundred spires,
And full o f all th a t the heart desires.

She cried for a  bowl of m ilk and  bread,
For she left before the breakfast was spread, 
But she could not stop, for h e r feet would go 
The faster, when try ing  to move them  slow.

Then she heard  a voice from the heavens’ 
blue top

Say, “  H ippety-H op, you rnust never stop 
To eat a  crum b, o r to drink a  drop 
Of milk, though you pass through the -Milky 

W ay,

“ s h e  c k i e d  f o r  a  b o w l  o f  m i l k  a n d  b r e a d . '

Ñ or re tu rn  to your hom e, till your hair is gray, 
A nd your willful tem per has passed away."

She tried to hold back, b u t her feet were too 
s trong ;

So land and water she skim m ed along,
T ill she reached the very edge of the world, 
A nd into space was suddenly hurled.

T hus sadly frightened was H ippety-H op;
She was ou t of the world, and could n’t stop ; 
H er feet were taking h e r righ t to the m oon; 
A t the rate she moved, she would get there 

soon.

A nd the m an in the moon grew fiercer and 
bigger,

As he saw, C orning  toward h im , this queer little 
figure

H opping along on nothing a t all,
A nd m aking stra igh t for his silver ball.

So heb rand ished  his club, andsliou ted , “ S to p ! ” 
B ut she curtly  said, “  I am  H ip p e ty -H o p !
I started  to-day from the earth  so gay,
T h a t spins down there like a silver top,
A nd I rnust go on till they  let me d rop .”

So on she passed like a sky-born rover,
R igh t atr the place where the cow jum ped  over 
W h en  the little dog laughed a t  the m an in

dish ran  away with the spoon.

O
IN

O
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T h a t n igh t, on earth  there was great ado 
A m ong the wise, astronom ical crcw,
W ho n igh tly  peer through the heavcns afar, 
F o r  an asteroid, comet, o r w andering star.

F o r they  saw a  light tha t puzzled them  sore, 
A  com et o r sta r never seen before,
T h a t m oved along near the sky’s b lue top, 
W ith  a  skip, and  jum p , and a hippety-hop.

B righ ter it  shone th an  L una palé,
Its ha ir stream cd back like a  com et’s tail, 
A nd a  round, little face, like M ars was red 
W ith  the ruddy ligh t th a t the sun had  shed.

So th e  wise m en b rough t the ir telcscopes out 
T o  view the stranger, and  solve the d o u b t; 
B ut though  they  gazed, w ithout wink or pause, 
T hey  could n o t tell w hat the queer th ing  was.

A nother said, “  ’T  is a  new -born star ! ”
B ut the last exclaimed, “  W h a t fools you are ! 
’T  is only a little girl gone astray,
Shot from h e r orbit, as I m igh t say,
W ho  hops and skips as she did in play,
A nd see, she is bound  for th e  Milky W ay ! ”

But all the others laughed him  to scorn,
A nd said, “ N o girl th a t ever was born 
Could move so fast o’er th e  sky’s blue top, 
W ith a skip, and a jum p , and  a hippety-hop.”

So they m arked its course, and  measured its 
speed,

T hey  traced  its orbit, and found indecd,
F rom  the ra te  it traveled am ong the spheres, 
I t  would reach the earth  in a tliousand years.

So a  thousand years m ust come and  go,
E re she re tum s to th e  earth  below ;
L v l J  know, from w hat wise peo '

,wore,
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BRO U G H T T H E IR  T E I.E S C O P E S  O U T .”

T his is the story of H ippety-H op,
W ho once got going and could- n ’t stop, 
U n til she was punished, a n d  m ade to sm art 
F o r h e r reckless feet, and  h e r  willful heart.

Hard is the fate o f this willful g i r l ;
A thousand years to skip and  whirl,
A thousand years before she can stop 
To eat a  crurnb or to drink  a  drop.

“ T H E  w i s e  m e n

Vo l . IV .— 32.
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F L O R I D A  F I S H E R S .

By M r s . M ary  T r e a t .

In  the retired  shallow coves along the St. John’s 
R iver may be seen flocks o f the g reat blue heron. 
These coves are  their fishing-grounds during  winter 
and  spring  ; and a beautiful sight it is, when we can

I have heard  gentlem en say they could not 
approach these birds near enough to study them 
with any satisfaction. T his rnakes m e th ink  that 
the herons are such good observéis tha t they know

T H E  G R E A T  B L U E  H ER O N .

approach within a  few feet of these magnificent 
birds. T hey  are  about four feet in  height, and the 
long, glossy, plum e-like feathers about the ncck and 
shoulders, and  the two long feathers on the head, 
m ake them  look quite grand. Especially magnifi­
cent is h e  when, with bristling  feathers and fierce 
action, h e  bends to  catch his prey. T h e  picture, 
copied by perm ission from D r. T enney’s “ Elem ents 
o f Zoólogy,” shows h im  in the act.

a  m an from a  w om an; for severa! times I have 
been allowed to come quite near to them , when 
first one and  then  another would step upon a log, 
and straighten  him self up to his full height, and 
look a t m e inquiringly, and  then  go on with his 
fishing, quite unconcerned. I  have observed, how- 
ever, th a t when they  are  feeding am ong a drove 
o f cattle (Florida cattle often feed in  the river), 1 
can approach much m ore closely than  when no
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cattle are n e a r ; so, they m ay take m e for one of 
the cows, o r  for some so rt o f nondescript a n im a l! 
But if they  do, 1 freely forgive them , and would 
gladly do any th ing  in m y power to protect them  
against the heartless m en who throng the steam ers 
from the N orth , to kill the  beautiful birds of Florida.

These lierons are very sociable and peaceablc, 
living together in perfect harm ony, and  are  on 
good term s w ith all their relatives. T he ir cousin 
—the g reat white heron—is often in the ir com- 
pany, and  they  stand  side by side fishing in the 
shallow water. Some of the birds stand  quite 
still, with their long necks arched, and their eyes 
íixed on the w ater until some unlucky fish or 
small reptile comes within the ir reach, when they 
thrust their long, stou t beaks into the m ud and 
water, and  dexterously secure th e  prey, which 
they grecdily devour; others wade cautiously and 
stealthily about, looking closely for crabs and  fish ; 
and all, w hether w alking or stand ing  quite still, 
seem very successful in catching game.

But so m any of these birds have been shot, is it 
any w onder th a t they  have no confidcnce in  man- 
kind ? They will no t take even a  m eal without 
one of the party  acting as sentinel. T h e  sentinel 
usually stands upon a  log, and  no th ing  seems to 
escape his keen eye.

Now, all depends upon h im  w hether I —a  woman 
—am  allowed to approach ! H e looks a t  me 
kcenly and  suspiciously, and  I pretend tó be wholly 
unconcerned w ith  regard  to  his m ovem ents. I f  I 
can get near a  gentíe cow, I am  quite safe. I f  the 
cattle do no t ru n  from m e, why should they ? So 
they consult over the m atter. T h e  sentinel com- 
municates the fact o f m y approach, and now a

g reat white heron m ounts the log, his feathers as 
white as the puré fallen snow, and from his shoulders 
liang  long graceful plum es. W h a t a grand bird 
he is, and w hat a  heart o f stone a  m an m ust have 
to deprive such a  glorious creature o f life !

Seem ing to be satisfied tha t I  have ncither m ur- 
derous gun ñor hostile intentions, he steps down 
from the log  and resum es his fishing, bu t another 
im mediately m ounts it. By this tim e I am  on such 
good term s with one of the cows, th a t she comes to 
the log on which I stand  and  takes the w ater-plants 
from m y h a n d ; this seems to  reassure the b ird s; 
and  nearer and nearer I am  allowed to  approach. 
A s long  as I can m anage to keep a cow between 
m e and  the birds, I  have no fear o f  alarm ing them . 
T hey  come so near to m e th a t I  can see the different 
kinds o f gam e they  cap tu re ; now one takes a  crab 
and beats it  upon a  log and picks it to pieces before 
swallowing it, b u t how h e  m anages to  do this and 
escape the crab’s retaliating  pinch, I do no t know ; 
he m ust understand crabs better th an  I do.

T h e  color o f the eyes and  bilí in both  the blue 
and  white heron is ycllow, and  th e  legs are a green- 
ish-yellow. Sometim es one of these birds’ legs 
looks stouter and  larger th an  the other. I  find this 
peculiarity has been observed in specimens tha t had 
been shot, and  the reason given in  ornithological 
books is, th a t the birds stand  so m uch upon one leg 
th a t it causes it to grow larger than  the other.

B ut the m ost elegant fisher found in  F lorida is 
the A m erican flamingo. I t is abtm t as tall as the 
g reat blue heron, and  is gorgeously a ttired  in 
b rig h t sc a r le t! One of these days I shall tell you 
m ore about him  in  these pages, and  perhaps show 
you his picture.

M A R J O R I E .

By  C e l ia  T h a x t e r .

Ma r jo r ie  hides in  th e  deep, sweet g ra ss ;
Purple its tops bend over;

Softly and  w arm ly the breezes pass,
A nd b ring  h e r the scent o f the elover.

Butterflies Hit, and  the banded  bee 
Booms in the air above h e r ;

G reen and  golden lady-bugs three 
M arjorie’s nest discover.

U p to the top o f  th e  grass so tall 
Creep they, while Marjorie gazes;
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Blows the wind suddenly—down they  fall 
In to  the disks of the daisies !

Brown-eyed Marjorie ! W ho, do you think, 
S ings in the sun so loudly ?

M arjorie smiles. “  ’T  is the bobolink,
Caroling gayly and  proudly .”

Bright-locked M arjorie ! W h a t floats down 
T h rough  the golden air, and  lingers

L ight on your head  as a cloudy crown,
P ink as your rosy fingers?

“  Apple-blossoms ! ” she laugh ing  cries.
“  Beautiful boats come sailing
O ut of the branches held  up to the skies,

Over the o rchard  railing .”

H appy, sweet M arjorie, h idden away,
Birds, butterflies, bees above h e r ;

W ith flowers and perfum es, and  lady-bugs gay— 
E veryth ing seem s to love h e r !

P A T T I K I N ’S H O U S E .  

By Jo y  A l l i s o n .

Ch a p t e r  IX.

PATTIKIN.

THINGS w ent b e tte r with Thirza after that. She 
b en t all her energies to the task of keeping the 
house orderly, the little ones clean, and, above all, 
the  bread-box full, and  the m eáis in  proper season; 
and as she was really an energetic little body, she 
succeeded pre tty  well. To be sure, accidents hap- 
pened now and  then . H e r judgm ent could not 
always be relied upon. Sometim es the loaf did 
not hold  out, as she though t it would, and she had 
to fall back pre tty  often on those miserable make- 
shifts th a t Sandy called “ slap-jacks.”

But, though Pattik in  seldom forgot her dusting 
till it was quite dinner-tim e, she did not stay in 
the house m uch, and m ade little headway learning 
to work. She said it made h e r “ homesick for 
m o th e r; ” so they  let h e r ru n  pretty  m uch as she 
chose. She liked to sit perched on the top  of the 
wood-pile, in the sunshine, and look down upon 
her brothers, while they sawed, and  split, and piled, 
b reaking forth now and then into a  m erry  “ Oh, 
come, com e away ! from labor now reposing ! ”

Som etim es she busied herself with th e  birch-bark 
tha t she picked from the logs, m aking  sheets of 
paper “ fo rfa ther to write serm ons on ,” o r making 
“  canoes,” as h e r m other had  taugh t her.

“ Y o u ’ll le t th a t child catch her death of coid, 
besides getting  as brow n as a  M alay,” said Miss 
Ellenwood, who called to sce how the minister's 
folks were getting  along.

B u t Thirza was doing the best she could, and 
somehow or o ther P attik in  never caught co id ; and 
if she d id  get to be a  regular little “  nutte-brown 
may d e ,” perhaps it d id  n’t so very m uch matter. 
Som ething happened  to h er, how ever; so Miss 
Ellenwood could say, “  I told you so .”

A log rolled, one day, as she was descending 
from h e r h igh  perch, and  h e r foot was caught 
under it, and the poor little ankle got a bad sprain.

T hen  P atíik in  had  to stay in the house. You 
m ay th ink  she was hom esick,— or mother-sick, 
those days. A nd so she was, till her father saw 
how the poor child was pining, and took her into 
his study. H e m ade h e r a  pallet near the sunniest 
window, and  let her lie th ere  and watch him , as he 
wrote, and  read, and  studied, and  le t h e r look over
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hitherto f "  
puzzle out o j 
would sit bes 
slate for h e r  a i*  
things.

P attik in  had  no idea o f  h e r father’s resources 
before. H e was ju s t as good as a  m other to her. 
W hen h e  had  to go off parish visiting, he wrapped

uncu .iiucn to come a., piay 
with h e r ; b u t there was always a  good deal to 
do. T ilda and  Thirza still had  the hardest o f the 
work and care, notw ithstanding th e  help  they  now

“ t h e r e  s h e  s a t ,  a n d  p l a y e d  w i t h  h e r  d o l l . ”

her up nicely and  took h e r with him . A nd such 
nice people as they  w ent to  s e e ! A nd the curi- 
ous, twisted, crispy, delicious doughnuts, and  the 
rosy-cheeked apples, and  th e  cunning little  scol- 
loped cakes o f  m aple-sugar th a t were given h e r ! 
Pattikin never enjoyed any week in h e r life more 
than the second one after she sprained h e r  ankle.

And when she was well enough to  lim p about a 
little, lest she should try  h e r strength  too m uch by 
'valking, h e  se t his round green-covered table in 
the place of h e r pallet, and  let h e r have it for her 
house. She had  h e r little chair, and  her dolly’s 
bureau on the top  of it, and there she sat, and played

had  from their father and  brothers. I t  is quite 
wonderful how m any steps there are  to  take in a 
large family. I t  was cooking and  washing dishes, 
and then  skim m ing m ilk and  w ashing dishes, and 
then  churn ing  and  m ore w ashing d ishes;— large, 
unwieldy dishes, too. A nd the clothes m ust be 
sprinkled, an d  the ironing took a  whole h a lf  day 
always, and  th en  everything to be sorted, and 
folded, and p u t away. I t  is o f no use to try to 
tell you all. Nobody can know b u t a  woman who 
has had  it all to  do, o r a  little g irl who has tried 
with h e r inexperienced little  head , and  h e r small, 
unskillful hands, to  rem em ber it  all, and  do it all.
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no .vas always

slckness, and  the weannessT 'SBm&tinles' it was an 
hour’s w ork in the k itchen behind th e  b ig  blue 
check apron with his own hands; som etimes it was 
a  b rig h t silver sixpence slipped into the weary 
hands, o r tu rn in g  up unexpectedly under their 
plates; and children  like T ilda and Thirza, who 
rarely  get m oney, and  m ake the best use of it 
when they  do get it, know well how to  valué it. 
Sometim es it  was a  ride beh ind  oíd Gray.

H e found a way for them  out o f every “ slough 
of despond.” Once th e  yeast-jug go t em pty, and 
the un ited  wisdom of th e  whole family could n’t 
produce a  supply of this m ost necessary article. 
I t  seem ed for a  while as if they rnust live on biscuits 
and  “ slap-jacks” th e  rest o f  the four weeks. T he 
m inister took th e  ju g  away a t  last to  a  neighbor, 
and  got her to  fill it.

H e had  to pursue a  sim ilar course with his 
“  bosom ed shirts ,” after Thirza had privately fretted 
and  fussed and  worried two o r th ree days over 
them , try ing  to get one ironed for Sunday. H e 
never knew  how m any tears sprinkled those shirts, 
ñ o r w hat a  struggle it cost his little  girl to give 
up trying, and  own th a t she could no t do them . 
H e only s a id :

“  T h e  shirts !— w hat ails them  ? T hey  only need 
to  b e  starched and  ironed like o ther things, I 
suppose. B ut if  you can’t do them , I '11 take them  
over to M rs. Preston. She ’ll be glad of a  chance 
to  pay p a rt o f  her subscription by  ironing them .”

Thirza only wished he would m ake the attem pt 
to  iron one himself. B ut h e  did n’t, and  it aggra- 
vated  h e r m uch to th ink  it should seem  such a  
sim ple and  easy tliing to him , w hen she had  found 
it  so impossible.

“  Now, th is evening shall see us all busy darning 
o u r stockings,” said the m inister, one day, and the 
party  th a t m ade the molasses candy were not 
m errier than  the party  th a t crowded around  the 
lam p  th a t evening, each arm ed with a darning- 
needle and  a  ball o f yarn.

Pattik in  and  Sandy insisted on having som e work, 
too, so darning-needles and  oíd socks were given 
them , a n d  they worked away with g rea t zeal. 
Thirza vvas voted teacher and general inspector, 
b u t the m inister really did a  g reat deal in  th a t line, 
and m any a  “ bogg le” had to be taken  out, and 
done over in be tter shape a t his bidding.

B ut even this could no t m ake them  believe it was 
any th ing  b u t fun, and  they  w ere ready to  agree to a  
darning-evening once a  week th e  whole year round. 
Seth  advocated it heartily ,— “  it would be such a 
re lief to m other,”  he said. T he m inister smiled

fcctacles,”  said 
nrough the year.

T  canTTi?f!fíPPW ffflrto m ake m y needle come out. 
A nd the strands get all m ixed up, so there  is n’t 
any righ t place for it  to come ou t, I  believe.”

H ere Thirza had  to b ring  h e r chair to  sit beside 
Samuel, and give him  a lesson.

“  I wish m other could look in, ancl see how cozy 
we are ,”  said Seth.

Thirza looked up  gratefully, th ink ing  o f  the 
“  slap-jacks ” a t  d inner th a t day, and  which Seth 
seem ed to have forgotten. T he four great loaves 
of b read had  proved to be sour, too, and  the pies 
were leathery, and  the insides d ry  and  half cooked. 
B ut they all had  healthy  appetites and excellent 
digestive powers, and, w hatever was w rong with 
the cooking, there was always the consolation of 
knowing th a t the food would soon be eaten up, and 
a chance afforcled of try ing  again , with the hope 
of be tter success next time.

B ut the longest m onth  will come to an end, 
and  all were rejoiced when a le tte r carne naming 
the day on which the long-absent m other would 
return. T hey  all were stand ing  a t  th e  gate, in 
good season, w atching for the stage, as they had 
stood four weeks before w atching it away.

A t last it carne,— the oíd, slow th ing ,— rattling, 
and  bouncing, and jouncing along down the hill; 
and  there  !— they were sure they  could see a peep 
o f  the grcen a lp a c a !—and  then  the baby poked 
his jo lly  little fat face o u t o f  the window, and  there 
was m other, holding o u t both  hands to them  ; and 
oh !—joy  o f joys !— they  had  h e r in a m inute, and 
were all clinging to h e r hands, and  her neck, and 
her dress, till the  stagc-driver said to the m inister:

“ D o see to your wife, and  I  ’ll see tha t I ’m 
paid, and  take off the trunk . She ’ll be pulled 
to the ground with all th a t crazy raft o f young 
ones.”

B ut the m inister only laughed, and  joined the 
“ raft o f young ones,”  and  go t a  hand, and the 
baby, and  a smile and  a tear for his portion.

A nd when they  had go t inside the door, such a 
budget o f news as there  was to  tell 1 A nd the 
m inister declared th a t his wife had  grown so young 
and  handsom e th a t he was quite asliam ed o f him­
self, and tha t he rnust go off awhile and  rejuvenate 
too. Also, th a t they  all had  go t to  be such house- 
keepers tha t she would have no m ore such hard 
and  constant work and care, because they  would 
all help m ore th an  th ey  ever had, since they had 
begun to realize how m any steps were necessary 
to keep a  house in order.

A nd Thirza felt so light-hearted  and  free, that 
she laughed and cried for joy, and  let all the water
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boil out of the kettle ¡n which the fowl was cooking 
for supper. B ut o f course it was n ’t spoiled, for 
mother had  got hom e, and h e r quick ear caught 
the sizzle, and  the danger was averted.

W hat a supper it was, to b e  sure ! A nd how 
sweet to Thirza was h e r  m other’s praise o f the 
iight biscuit, the  m ealy potatoes, and  the well- 
baked custard-pie ! I t was w orth all they had en- 
dured, to have the pleasure o f th a t home-coming.

C h a p t e r  X.

T H E  M EN A G ER IE.

THE m inister carne in, one day in the following 
June, with a  great flaming, yellow hand-bill, and a 
look tha t said as plainly as words co u ld :

“ Now for a  t r e a t! H ere ’s som ething th a t will 
picase the youngsters.”

“ H o !— a circus-bill! M ay I have a look a t it, 
father?” said Simón, w ondering a  little  a t  his 
father’s b ring ing  it  hom e, since th e  circus was a 
proscribed am usem ent in tha t hom e. “  Is it  going 
to be here ? ”

“  N o t a  circus-bill, as you will see, if  you look 
at it,” said the father, delivering it  over to the 
eager hands o f the.boys. “ N o circus, b u t a  fine 
menagerie,— the best th a t ever carne into the State. 
It ’s to be a t Belleville next week.”

“  Oh, father, m enageries are  good ! Oh, father, 
could we g o ? ” said Sim ón, and  Thirza, and  Tilda 
all in a b rea th . “  O h, will you take us, father ?”

“  It is V an  A m burgh’s. A  rare collection, and 
he will go into the lion's cage, and perform some 
marvelous tricks,” said the m inister, coolly, bu t 
with a  m erry  tw inkle in his eye, th a t was itself half 
a promise.

“ Oh, could n ’t we go ? I t  ’s  only a  little ways 
to Belleville. Ju s t 'leven o r six miles ! ” pleaded 
Pattikin.

“  Five miles to Belleville,” said the minister, 
musingly. “  F ive miles,— and five back, are  ten .” 

“ You go th ere  and  back in half a  day, very 
often,” said Seth , who was secretly as eager as any 
of them, though  he felt tha t he was too oíd to tease.

“  I th ink ,” said the m inister, very deliberatcly,— 
“  I think— I m ay go. A nd perhaps you, Seth, 
as you are the oldest, a n d  have never seen many 
wild anim als, can go with m e.”

“  And I ! O h, let m e ! A nd m e ! A nd m e ! ” 
cried the rest in chorus.

“ And I th ink ,” the m inister began  again, “ that 
Thirza ough t to go too, because she was such a 
faithful little woman while her m other was gone to 
Boston.”

“ A nd 11—did n ’t I help? W as n’t I  good too ? ” 
said a trio o f listeners, agonized with im patience 
and desire.

“  A nd T ilda, bccause she was always ready to 
he lp ,” slowly continued the tantalizing man. “  Let 
m e s e e ; th a t will take, how m any ninepences ? 
F o u r! F our times twelve and  a  ha lf is—how 
much ? ’’

“  F ifty  cents !”  scream ed the chorus.
“  You need n’t pay for me, father. I  ’ve got 

m oney enough to pay for myself,” said Seth.
“  A nd I, too ! ” said Thirza.
“ I should th ink  I m ight g o ! I ’ve a  whole 

quarte r o f a dollar in m y box,” said Simón.
“  A nd I ’ve got eighteen cen ts,” said Samuel. 

“  I w ant to  go ju s t as much as an y body ! ”
Pattik in  clung to  h e r father’s hand , and jum ped  

up and down, saying all the tim e : “  Me too, 
father ! W h y  don’t you say m e, too ? ”

“  Pattik in  will have to go, I suppose, because 
she is the little one, and it  would break her heart 
to be left a t hom e. A nd Sim ón is so much inter- 
ested in  natu ral history tha t it would be a pity  not 
to let h im  see such a show .”

By this tim e the children had become convinced 
th a t no one would be left out, and  they only had 
to wait patiently, and  their father would find some 
reason for le tting  every one o f them  go. So they 
waited m ore quietly, only laughing and shouting 
a  little when a  new ñam e was added to the list of 
favored ones.

“  Sam uel m ust go, because h e  is such a good 
boy to tend  the baby, and m other will w ant him 
for th a t ; and  Sandy,— I th ink  we m ust take him , 
because h e  ’s  go t such fat cheeks th a t th e  show- 
m an m ay  take a  notion to buy him, to p u t  on 
exhibition."

^There was g rea t shouting and laughing a t this 
ingenious reason.

“  M other and the baby are  going, too 1 ”  cried 
Thirza, deliglitedly. B ut m other and the baby 
dem urred.

“  I ’ve had  m y good tim e for this year, and it 
would be a  hard  day’s work for m e to  go, and  take 
Robbie. You all can do quite as well w ithout me, 
and  I ’d  m uch ra th er stay a t  hom e,” said she. 
A nd neither persuasión ñor p leading could change 
her mind.

I f  i t  should rain !  B ut tha t would be too great 
a misfortune ! O f course it  would n ’t.

A nd  it  did n’t. N ever sun rose on a  m ore per- 
fect day. T h e  birds sang, the dew-drops glistened, 
the violets and  dandelions crowded each o ther in 
the grass, and  the air was balm . N ot a cloud in 
all the sky, except a few great snow-banks that 
w ent floating about in the blue overhead.

Every one of the seven Sunday suits was freshly 
washed and  ironed. T he boys in brow n linen were 
in a m ost uncomm on state of starchedness, and  the 
little girls, in their pretty  light calicóes and  shaker
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bonnets, looked as fresh and sweet and  sm iling as 
the flowers themselves.

T he m inister had  a family ticket. A nd proud 
he was of the family tha t were to go in on it. H e 
chuckled unmistakably, quite forgetful o f ministerial 
dignity as he though t how the showman would s a y : 
“  These all yours, sir ?”  A nd  perhaps a d d : “  You 
get the worth o f your m oney, anyhow ! ” H e quite 
wishcd Robbie was oíd enough to go.

“  W ould  n ’t  you b e tte r go, after all, m other ? ”  he 
asked, ju s t as th ey  were ge tting  into the wagón to 
start. “ W on t cost a cen t m dre, you know ! ”

B ut m other was n o t to  be coaxed into a reversal 
of her decisión. So they drove off, leaving her 
nodding and  sm iling, and waving the dish-towel, in 
answer to the ir vocifcrous good-byes.

T hey  had  plenty of tim e before them . T h e  gray 
pony m igh t choose h e r  own gait. Seth and  Simón 
and  Sam uel jum ped  ou t and  walked up all the hills, 
and  carne back into the w agón with g rea t bouquets 
o f sweet June  pinks, and  delicate white flowers, not 
to be despised or slighted because they grew  in 
every field-corner, and bore th e  very com m on and 
hom ely ñam e, elder-blows.

T hey  stopped a t a  deserted house, and  w ent in 
and  cxplored th e  dilapidatcd room s, and wondered 
who had  lived there last, and  w hat sort o f  stories 
the walls would tell, if  they  could speak.

O f course, none of them  had  wanted any break- 
fast, and of course Pattik in  and  Sandy were hungry 
soon, and m ust have a  slice of b read and cheese, 
and  the res t “  did n’t care if  they had a b it ,” 
and  the y'ellow firkin was opened, and they saw 
th a t there was a  whole chicken beautifully roasted 
for their dinner, and a  pie, beside an unlimited 
supply of b read and  b u tte r,— which did not tend  to 
lower the ir good spirits in the least.

T hey  were so gay th a t the ir father cautioncd 
them . “  T hey  m ust be m ore sober, or the show­
m an m ight take them  for wild anim als, and shut 
them  up in  his cages.” Inwardly, he was scarcely 
less gay than  they were, however. H e had no t yet 
lost the boy’s h eart,—for all h is  m any cares and 
duties,— this minister.

T hey  were grave and  quiet enough, though, 
when they  w ent through the narrow door into the 
g reat white ten t, am ong the crowds of people 
standing everywhere, o r sitting  tier above tier, all 
along one side o f the tent. G ravely and  wonder- 
ingly they  looked into the g rea t iron cages where 
tigers and lions paced back and  forth in uneasy 
confinem ent, o r bears lay and slept, o r gazed back 
a t them  w ith sharp , fierce-looking eyes.

Pattik in  clung fast to h e r father’s hand, Sandy 
hcld on to Seth, and  the rest k ep t cióse in the rear, 
feeling th a t if  they  should get separated  from the 
rest, they m ight no t be found soon in such a  crowd.

T hey  watched the m other-elephant with her 
im mense baby by h e r side, and the majestic oíd 
father-elephant, as he perform ed his tricks in  obe- 
dience to th a t slender little m an , his keeper. It 
was all a  wonder, and a  m ystery. A nd oh, delight 
of d e lig h ts ! there was the least o f sm all ponies, 
who danced and  pranced and  curveted round a 
ring  with a m onkey on his back, dressed in a  red 
coat a n d  yellow pantaloons, with gold on his cap 
and gold on his sleeves, clinging tightly  to his seat, 
and  flourishing h is sm all rid ing-w hip ; and  though 
the pony jum ped , and rearcd on his liind feet, and 
even rolled on the ground, he never could get that 
monkey off. A nd a t  last h e  ju s t gave it up, and 
cantered gayly around the ring.

V an A m burg  him self carne in presently  in splen- 
did costum e, bespangled with gold and  silver, and 
went into the lion’s cage, as th e  hand-bills had 
prom ised, and  played with the terrible creatures as 
if they had  been d o g s ; and he opened their mouths, 
and  showed the people the ir dreadful teeth , till the 
children’s faces grew w hite with cxcitemcnt.

T hey  went away soon after this was over. There 
were m any side-shows, bu t they  lingered only a 
little to  look wistfully a t the pictures on the outside 
o f these, en tering  none. T he ir father w ent to a 
stand  where candies and lem ons and o ther nice 
things were kep t for sale, and  b o ugh t th ree lemons, 
and then they m ade their way ou t o f th e  crowd of 
people th a t were everywhere about th e  tent, and 
went ou t where the gray pony was tied.

T hey  got into the wagón and drove qu ite  out of 
the town, till they  found a  good place to eat their 
dinner, under a shady tree, n ear a  well.

Seth go t ou t the tin pail, and  brouglit a  supply 
o f  well-water. T h e  m inister took a  brown paper 
package from the firkin, which proved to contain 
some sugar, and m ade some lem onade ; and  they 
were so very hungry , and  everything tasted so 
good, th a t the eatables disappeared with great 
rapidity.

A fter d inner they w ent back into the town, for 
the minister had  some shopping to do. T hen  the 
children had  ano ther rare  treat, looking in a t the 
gay windows, where were dolls th a t set Pattikin 
teasing, and m ade the hearts o f Thirza and Tilda 
restless with longing, and  hoops and balls and 
m arbles and tops to coax th e  boys’ m oney out of 
their pockets.

T he ir father had  no t taken  the ir m oney to pay 
for the ir entrance to the m enagerie. V ery likely 
h e  did no t intend to do so, b u t they were not sure.

“  If we only knew ! ” whispered T ilda to  Thirza 
in a whisper. “  I should so like one of those 
dolls ! ”

“  I have though t o f som ething we ’d better do, 
if  h e  does n’t  take our m oney,” said Thirza, though
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her eyes rested  lovingly on a  rosy-cheeked dolí 
with curling hair, that lay near the glass window. 
“ H car w hat father is saying to P attie .”

“ No,  no, little d a u g h te r! W e ’ve spent all 
the money we can afford, for one day .”

T his was w hat the m inister was saying in reply 
to P attik in ’s teasing.

“  W h a t have you though t o f ? ” said Tilda.
“  I can’t tell you now. B ut very soon I will,”  

said Thirza.

( T o  be c o n tin u e d .)
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O n c e  Q  and U  a  bargain  made 
(’T  was very long ago),

A nd they have kep t the contract well, 
A s you, perhaps, m ay know.

“  I ’d  like to be your faithful page ,” 
Said valiant little U ;

“  A nd I your Service will engage,” 
Replied the honest O,

“  If  you will always stand by me,
My ready righ t-hand  m an .”

“  I ’ll take delight,” said earnest U,
“  T o  show you th a t I  can .”

“  I f  I should in a  quarrel get,
W h a t t h e n ? ” asked careful Q.

“  T hen  I ’d  be there to help you out,” 
Q uoth nim ble little U.

“  If, weary of the strife, 1 seek 
R est from the noise and riot ? ”

“  W e ’ll quell disturbance, and secure 
A  safe re treat—in qu iet.”

So, side by side, U  stands with O, 
T hrough  all the passing ages,— 

Proving, by tireless constancy,
T he very best o f  pages.

Q A N D  U.

By J u l ia  P. B a l la r d .

T H E  S T A R S  I N  M A Y .

By R ic h a r d  A. P ro c to r .

T o w a r d  the  nortli we now see the D ipper raised 
directly  above the P o le -s ta r; the constellation of 
the G reat B ear occupying a  m uch wider región of 
the sky. T he L ittle Bear, which last m onth had 
passed ju s t above the horizontal position, has its 
leng th  now in the position of the m inute hand  of a 
clock eight o r nine m inutes past the hour.

Since I wrote the account o f the stars for April, I 
have come across a  singular A rabian picture of a 
p a rt o f the northern  heavens, from which it would 
seem th a t anciently the two Bears had their feet in 
the sam e direction. From  the picture of the Little 
B ear shown last M arch, you will see tha t the feet 
o f the anim al are toward the stars v and y, or away
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from the G reat B ear; and  the feet o f the G reat 
Bear are toward etc., o f tha t constellation, or 
away from  the L ittle Bear. So th a t the Bears are

back to b a c k ; 
and  whenever 
one is placed,
as in nature,
w ith his planti- 
grade feet low- 
erm ost, the oth­
e r has his legs 
w ild ly  w av in g  

F1G- J- a b o v e  h i m , —
which, on the whole, seem s absurd. Now, in  th e  oíd 
Arabian p icture, draw n in the eleventh century, we 
find th e  L ittle B ear tu rncd  the o th er way. His 
tail still lies tow ard th e  Pole-star, b u t his feet lie 
toward the G reat B ear,— the fore-feet a t  th e  stars 4 
and 5 ; so th a t the B ears come into the ir natural 
attitudc simultaneously. T he accom panying pict- 
urs (Fig. 1) is copied from the very rough draw ing 
of the A rabian  astronom crs, except th a t th e  stars 
aro represented a  little m ore clearly than  in  their 
drawing. Only six stars are  shown. T he bear is 
not a  very  good-looking one ; b u t he is m ore like 
a hear th an  the long-tailed creature in the account 
of the stars for M arch. In  fact, astronom y can­
not be said to distinguish itself pictorially, though 
scrious confusión 
would follow a sud- 
den changing of 
its fam iliar repre- 
sentations.

The constella­
tion Cassiopeia is 
now well placed 
for observation,— 
and, according to 
my prom ise last 
month, I  will now 
give a  b rie f ac­
count o f this an- 
cient star-group.

According to 
Hyginus, Cassio­
peia and Ccpheus 
were placed in the 
lieavens with their 
lieads turned  from 
the pole, so as to 
swing head down- 
warcl beneath  it, 
because Cassiopeia 
boastcd th a t her 
beauty surpassed 
that of the N ereids. I t is convenient to keep this 
111 mind, no t because h e r error o f ju dgm en t (she

had  not even seen the Nereids) was of m uch im- 
portance, b u t as a  help  to the m em ory. The 
s ta r f, the  rem otest from the pole o f all shown

M C . 2 . — C A SSIO PE IA .

F IG . 3 .

in our northern m ap  as belonging to Cassiopeia, 
m arks, then , h e r head, and  h e r queenly robes flow 
toward 1 and  50, though in m ost pictures o f Cassio­
peia  a  raised dais is p laced w here these stars are. 
T he figure shows th e  position o f the lady with 
respcct to  the stars. You will see tha t, in o rder to 
m ake it  agree w ith th e  constellation as now seen, 
the picture m ust be ¡nverted. F lam m arion, in his 
book on the heavens, strangely m istakes the posi­
tion of the chair. I  quote from Mr. B lake’s work 
based on F lam m arion’s, and  for the m ost p a rt a 
tran sla tion ; bu t possibly the erro r is M r. Blake’s. 
H e says “  the chair is com posed principally o f five 
stars, o f the thircl m agnitude, arranged in the form 
of an M. A sm aller star, o f the fourth m agnitude

(a), com pletes the 
square formed by 
th e  th ree, /?, a, 
and y. T he figure 
thus formed has a 
fair resem blance to 
a chair o r throne, 
S and  e forming 
the b a c k ; and 
henee the justifi- 
cation for its pop­
ular ñam e.” But, 
apart from the 
agreem ent o f all 
the  oíd authorities 
as to the position 
o f the chair, there 
can b e  n o  doubt 
th a t the six lead- 
ing  stars o f the 
constellation show 
a m uch closer re­
sem blance to a 
chair, having d 
and  a for the back, 
th u s (Fig. 2); that, 
too, is the shape 

of ancient chairs. People who lived in the years 
B. C. did no t lo ll; like Mrs. W ilfer in m ore recent
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tim es, they were “  incapable of it.”  Now the group 
o f  stars placed as in the second draw ing (Fig. 3), 
forms an  unm istakably easy chair.

I t is uscful to rem em ber the letters corresponding 
to  the b righ te r stars, and  any aid to the mem ory, 
however absurd  in itself, is w orth noticing if  it

^  ' c \  *
y  \  A N D R O M ED A

'v  -  -  - ♦ ~ *0

 ftínizon o f LonUon fUng.)---------
The Northern S fcya t/0 pMApril20;a t9 \>uMay 5,and a t 8  e M.Mayftt

helps to  recall th e  arrangem ent o f the letters. I t 
will be observed tha t the five leading stars of 
Cassiopeia have the first five letters o f  the G reck 
alphabet. T o  rem em ber the ir order, notice that, 
beg inn ing  with the top rail o f the chair, they  follow 
thus, ¡i, a, y, ó, and £, m aking the word “ bagde ,” 
or, in  sound, “ bagged .” I have m yself found

this aid to the m em ory so often useful, th a t I do not 
hesitate to  m cntion it, like those others relating 
to the heads of C epheus a n d  H ydra. (I add, in 
passing, th a t the liead o f  Cassiopeia, like tha t of 
Cepheus, has a  star ? in  it.) I t is n o t with the
least idea of raising  a  laugh about these absurd

combinations tha t I mention 
th e m ; though  I can see no
reason on earth  w hy Science
should be studied always with a 
serious face. B ut these little 
helps to  the m em ory, o r others 
like them  which you can make 
for yourselvcs, are often very 
useful.

F o r  instance, I  proceed to note 
th a t the two stars y and  <! of 
Cassiopeia po in t tow ard a most 
wonderful and  beautiful clustcr 
of stars, lying about twice as far 
from <5 as <! does from y. I f  you 
rem em ber the ñam es o f  the five 
leading stars, th is direction at 
once shows you where to look 
for the cluster, w ithout referring 
anew to  any  m ap. O f course, 
the northern m ap belonging to 
th is paper also shows you how 
to find the cluster, which is 
m arked in its proper place. But 
it  is well to rem em ber the way in 
which d and  y point to  it. In 
th e  sky, the cluster can only just 
be seen on clear niglits as a  small 
round m ist. If, however, you 
tu rn  a  sm all telescope, o r even a 
good opera-glass, upon  it, you 
will see th a t it is sparkling all 
over with stars. In  a  powerful 
telescope, it  is one o f  the most 
wonderful objects you can  imag­
ine. Y ou see a t  a  single view, 
in  th a t little spot o f  m isty liglit, 
m ore stars— th a t is to say, more 
suns—th an  the unaided eye can 
see in the whole sky on the dark- 
est and  clearest n igh t 1

T h e  constellation Perseus, or 
th e  R escuer o f A ndróm eda, is 
now approaching th e  región be- 

low th e  pole, and in E ng land  is fairly well seen when 
thus placed. B ut in the g reater p a rt o f the United 
States, the Southern h a lf  o f th e  constellation passes 
below the horizon as it  approaches the northern 
sky. I t  will b e  well, therefore, to  look for Perseus 
h a lf  an  liour, o r even an  hour, earlier than the 
tim es m entioned in  th e  northern  C hart V ., no-
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ticing th a t the stars y  and  (i o f Cassiopeia— or, 
better, the stars k and <!—point toward Perseus. I t 
is impossible to m istake the beautiful festoon of 
stars, v, 7 , a, 5 , and  \  with o ther sm aller stars 
shown in the northern  m ap, which form the north- 
ern half o f  the constellation Perseus. N ext m onth,

I shall give a b rie f account o f the constellation, and 
especially o f th e  sta r A lgol, one o f the most re- 
markable variable stars in the whole heavens.

I  or the present, however, we m ust tu rn  toward 
">e Southern heavens.

The zodiacal constellation for th e  m onth  is Virgo, 
or the Virgin. T h e  m aiden is usually represented

as an  ángel, h e r head betw een the stars o and  v, and
¡3 m ark ing  the upper part o f one w ing, while the
o ther w ing has its tip  near f .  She bears in her 
hand  an  ear o f corn, whose place is m arked  b y  the 
b rig h t sta r Spica, so tha t the young lady’s feet lie 
on a  p a rt of the constellation beyond the range of 

th e  m ap. I t is easy to recognize 
the constellation by the b righ t 
sta r Spica, and  the córner formed 
by the five th ird  m agnitude 
stars, e, <5, y, 17, and  ¡3. For 
som e cause or o ther,— a celestial 
reason, no doubt, since no earthly 
reason can b e  im agined,— this
com er was called by A rabian
astronom ers “ the retreat o f  the 
how ling dog.” T h e  order of 
these star letters is nearly iden- 
tical w ith th a t o f the five stars 
of the sam e m agnitude in Cas­
siopeia— Begde instead o f  Bagde. 
A ccording to the ancients, Virgo 
represented  Ceres, or Isis, or 
Erigone, o r the Singing Sibyl, 
“ 01- some one else,” as A dm iral 
Sm yth conveniently a d d s ; some 
of the m oderas have recognized 
in h e r the V irgin  Mary. Most 
probably she was a t  first in- 
tended to represent a  gleaner 
in th e  field, V irgo having orig- 
inally been the constellation 
through which the sun passed 
in A ugust, and  Spica very near 
the place of the sun a t  gleaning 
tim e in the w arm er parts o f the 
tem pérate zone.

A bove the V irgin is the pretty  
star-group called C om a Bere­
nices, or the “ Tresses o f  Queen 
Berenice.” T he story ran  that 
Berenice vowed to devote her 
h a ir  to V enus if  h e r husband, 
P tolem y E nergetes, was victori- 
ous over h is enemics. On his 
return  in trium ph, he was pained 
to find h e r closely shorn, and  to 
comfort him  they  sen t for the 
priests and  astronom ers, who 
found th a t the queen’s hair had 

been placed am ong  the stars. T h e  story seems 
open to some little question.

H ydra’s leng th  still trails onward' athw art the 
Southern sky. T h e  constellations Corvus (the 
Crow) and  C ráter (the Cup)  are now well seen. 
A  cup is ra th e r strangely placed on a snake’s 
back ; yet you are  no t to  suppose the cup belongs
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to the Virgin. T h e  Crow is usually draw n as 
perched on the Snake, and pecking his back, the 
bird’s head being  where the stars e and a are 
shown. B ut it has always seem ed to me tha t the 
little group rem inds one m ore of a crow resting, 
with his head, as a t  v, depressed betw een th e  raised 
shoulders, whose top would be m arked  by the stars 
(1 and y. T his b ird  has been claimed for N oah’s 
raven.

T h e  C cntaur, o r M an-horsc, is moving toward 
the so u th ; b u t will be better placed next montli, 
w hen 1 will.describe it. T h e  Southern Cross shows 
about two-thirds o f its heigh t above the horizon of 
New O rleans, b u t its leading brilliant, the  foot of 
the cross, cannot be seen from any part o f the 
U nited  States, ñor any sta r o f the Cross from the 
N orthern  States.

T h e  parts o f  the heavens now in view toward 
the south, especially the Locks of Berenice and 
head and  wings of V irgo, are very  in teresting  re- 
gions for telescopic study, being crowded with little 
clouds of light called nébula;, som e of which are 
elustering collections of sm all stars, others formed 
of som e kind of sh in ing  gas. W e owe the dis- 
coverv o f m ost of these to the two Herschels, Sir 
W illiam and Sir John , father an d  son, each the 
greatest astronom er of his day and  generation.

T he sun’s path  through V irgo cardes him , as 
you see by the maps, descendingly across the 
equator. W hen h e  is a t the place m arked the 
sign for Libra (or the Balance), the days and  nights 
are equal. T his is a t the tim e called th e  autumnal 
equinox. T he zodiacal constcllations now to follow 
are  those below, or south of the celestial equator.

“ T H E  W O R T I - I Y  P O O R . ’ 

By M. M. D.

Vi v ;

A  DOG of moráis, firm and sure,
W en t out to seek the “  w orthy poor.”
D ear things 1 ” she said, “  I ’ll find them  out, 
A nd end their woes, w ithout a  doub t.”

She w andered east, she w andered west,
A nd m any dogs h e r visión blest,—
Some well-to-do, som e rich indeed,
A nd some— ah ! very much in need.

So poor they were 1— without a  bone,
B attered and footsore, sad and lone ;
No friends, no help. “  W h a t lives they ’vc led, 
To come to  th is 1 ” our doggie said.

■ 1 ought not give to  them  ; I ’m sure 
T hey  cannot be the w orthy poor.
T hey  rnust have fought o r been disgraced; 
M y  charity rnust be well placed.”
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Some dogs she found, quite to h e r m in d ;
So thrifty they— so sleek and k ind !

“  Ah m e ! ” she said, “  were they in need,
To help them  would be joy  indeed.”

’T  was still the sam e, day in, day o u t,—
T he poorest dogs were poor, no d o u b t;
But they were neither clean ñor wise,
As she could see with half h e r eyes.

’T is strange w hat faults come out to view 
W hen folks are  poor. She said : “  ’T  is true 
T hey need some h e lp ; b u t as for me,
I m ust not waste my charity .”

So hom e she went, and dropped a tear.
“ I 've done m y duty , th a t is clear.

1 've searched and searched the village round, 
And no t one ‘ w orthy .poor ’ I 'v e  found.”

And all this while, the sick and  lame 
A nd hungry  suffered all the same.
T hey  were no t pleasant, were no t neat— 
But she had  m ore than  she could e a t !

A nd don 't you think it was a  sin ?
W as hers the rig h t way to begin ?
No, no !—it was no t righ t, I ’m  sure,
F o r she was rich and  they were poor.

O ye w ho have enough to spare !
T o  suffering give your ready care ;
W aste  no t your charitable mood 
Only in sifting ou t the good.

For, on the whole, though it is right 
To keep the “ w orthy p o o r” in sight, 
T his world would run with scarce a hitch 
I f  all could find the worthy rich.

L A  B O U C H E  D E  M A D E M O I S E L L E  L O U I S E .  

P a r  F . D u p in  d e  S a in t - A n d r é .

La bouche de Mllc. Louise est trés-grande. 
Quand on la voit, on a  toujours envie de dire : 
“ Quelle enorm e bouche ! ”

Eh bien, ce n’est pas u n  m alheur. U ne grande 
bouche est trés-com mode. C’était l’avis du loup 
qui a  si bien croque le p e ti t  Chaperon rouge, et 
c'est aussi l’avis de Mlle. Louise. E lle a  toujours 
trés-bon appétit, e t elle ne trouve pas sa bouche 
trop grande pour tout ce qu’elle a  besoin d’v mettre.

Une grande bouche est aussi bien commode pour 
babiller. Gelle-lá n’est jam ais fatiguée de causer et 
de dire des dróleries. E t quand  elle a  assez babillé, 
elle ch an te : c’est alors qu ’elle s ’ouvre b ien  !

Et pour crier done ! Ce n’est plus une bouche, 
c'est un four, une cávem e, un gouffrc retentissant. 
Quand elle est ouverte connne cela, ce que les audi-

teurs on t de m ieux á faire, c’est de se boucher les 
oreilles e t de se sauver.

Les cris ne du ren t pas toujours. Le rire revient, 
un bon rire qui m ontre de jolies petites dents bien 
b lanches;— elles n ’y sont pas toutes encore, car 
Mlle. Louise n’est guére qu ’un bebé.

E t quand elle a  bien ri, quels bons gros baisers 
elle sait donner, cette bouche !

La m am an ne la  trouve pas du tout trop  grande 
e t l’aim e comm e elle est.

E t plus tard, quand Mlle. Louise sera plus ágée, 
quand  elle sera  devenue trés-raisonnable, tres- 
spirituelle e t trés-bonne, sa  bouche dirá des choses 
si sensces, si jolies e t si aimables, que tou t le monde 
l’aim era et que personne n ’au ra  l’idée de la trouver 
trop grande.

[We give the above little Frcnch story for the benefit of our young readers who are studying French. All translations received
before M ay 18 will be crcditcd in the July number.J
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W hen  th e  clouds above are  drear,
A nd  th e  ra in  m akes th e  b rig h t sun frown, 
L ittle  frog on his ladder goes down,

A nd w aits till th e  sky  is clear.

T H E  L I F E  O F  A  L I T T L E  G R E E N  F R O G .

W h e n  t h e  c lo u d s  a b o v e  a r e  b lu e ,
Little frog in h is b rig h t g reen  coat 
Com es up the  ladder, clearing  h is throat, 

T o  g re e t the  sun, “ H o w  d’ ye d o ? ”
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H e  likes ten d er th ings to  eat—
Q uick  little an ts  and  butterflies ;
H e  snaps them  down, and he shuts his eyes, 

A s if  they  tasted  sweet.

V o l . i v . —  33.

H e  sports all the  sum m er th rough—  
D on’t you think F ro g g ie ’s life is play ? 
H ow  will he live on a  w inter day  ?

H e  has no idea— have you ?

F O R  V E R Y  L I T T L E  F O L K S .

L ittle  frog can sing  a  tune—
H e  is proucl of h is voice, I t h i n k ;
H e  sits and  sings, while his dull eyes blink, 

A s he serenades the  moon.
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J A C  K - I N - T  H E - P U L  P IT.

“  R o b in s  in th e  tree-top,
Blossoms in  the grass,

G reen th ings a-grovving 
Everywhere you p a s s ;

Suelden little breezes,
Showers o f silver dew,

Black bough and  b en t twig 
B udding out a n e w ;

P ine-tree .and  willow-tree,
F ringéd elm , and larch—

D on’t you th ink  th a t May-time ’s 
P leasanter than  M arch ? ”

O f course vou d o !  So do I. Now w e’ll talk 
abou t m atters and  th ings in general, beginning 
with

H O W  A L E T T E R  W O N  A C R O W N .

THE Little Schoolma’am  knows N oah Brooks, 
tlic  au thor of the “ Boy E m igran ts ,” and Noah 
Brooks knows about a  young woman who wrote a 
letter, and  wrote it so very well tha t— th a t—in 
short, it m ade h e r a  queen. Not one o f your faney 
queens, such as the “  queen o f the quill,” ñor 
even the “  queen o f letter-w riters,” b u t a  real 
crown-wearing queen, sitting a t the k ing’s righ t 
hand ; and  Noah Brooks incidentally rem arked to 
th e  L ittle Schoolma’am  th a t soon,— perhaps next 
m onth , o r the m onth after,—h e  would te ll the 
whole story in Sx. NlCHOLAS, giving “ the rea! 
ñam es o f the parties,” etc.

M eanwhiie, get ou t your note-paper, girls, and 
practice. N ever m ind about the “  Y oung W om an’s 
Com plete L etter-W riter ; ” the L ittle Schoolma’am 
does n’t approve of th a t sort of thing. She says 
there was an article by Miss Susan A. Brown in the 
M arch ST. NlCHOLAS th a t is worth m ore than a 
dozen “  Com plete L etter-W riters.”

O IL  O N  T H E  T R O U 8 L E D  W A T E R S .

1 h a v e  h eard  tha t it is the custom of the sail- 
ors on board  fishing-smacks or schooners lying-to 
in a  heavy blow off the Banks of Newfoundland 
to pour oil on the waves alongside of the vessels, 
and  th a t it is effectual in sm oothing the sea,— not a 
wave breaking within its influence.

T h is  is very wonderful, if  true, and  m ight be 
very useful to know. A nd I do no t see why it 
m ay no t be true. T h e  g rea t D octor Franklin 
says th a t once, on a  very windy day, he quieted 
the ruffled surface of n ea rly a  half acre of water, 
rendering  it as sm ooth as a  looking-glass, by 
pouring upon it a  single tea-spoonful o f oil.

I  do no t vouch for these oily bits o f information, 
m y chicks, bu t simply cali attention to them . If 
you find out anything ¡m portant in the course of 
your inquiries, please le t your Jaclc know.

T H E  L O N G E S T  D A Y S .

ONE M onday ’m orn ing  the dear L ittle School­
m a’am  gave out “ Lo n g  D a y s ” as a subject for 
the children’s weekly composition, and I afterward 
heard  her telling D eacon G reen tha t it was won- 
derful how m uch they  m ade out of it. Some treated 
the subject from a m oral point of view, som e treated 
it sentim entally, som e repeated  the oíd joke that 
sum m er days were longest because the heat caused 
them  to expand, and one little astronom er actually 
gave the average lcng th  of day enjoyed by each 
one of the planets. W hich of you can do this? 
T h e  voung rascal said h e  would like lo spend all 
his school-days on Júpiter, and his Saturdays on 
Mars. A nother industrious little fellow, named
Franklin  R  , had  m anaged, w ith the assistance
of a  gazetteer, o r som ething, to find ou t the lengths 
o f  the longest days in various parts  o f the world; 
and as the dear L ittle Schoolma’am  read  his com­
position aloud to the Deacon, your Jack  can give 
you some of the rnost in teresting  points. Here 
they  a r e :

In  New Y ork the longest day, June  19, hasfour- 
teen hours and  fifty-six m inutes o f day lig h t; a t St. 
Petersburg, Russia, and  a t Tobolsk, in Siberia (yon 
have read “  Elizabeth, or the Exiles o f S iberia” 
—have n ’t you?) ,  the 'longest day has nineteen 
hours, and  the shortest five. A t London, the 
longest day has sixteen hours and a  half;  at  Stock- 
holm , in  Sweden, eighteen and  a  half; a t  Tornea, 
in F inland, the longest has tw enty-one and a half; 
bu t a t  W ardhuys, in Norway, w here little Tradja 
of Norway was born , th e  daylight lasts from the 
2 ls t o f M ay to the 22d of July without a  break. 
T here  are longer days even th an  these in the world 
the birds tell m e, b u t little F ranklin  did n ’t men- 
tion them  in his composition.

A H O U S E  B U IL D IN G  F IS H .

In  L ake Nyassa, in the fa r interior of Africa, 
is a  kind of black fish which every year budds 
w hat the natives cali “ a  house.”  In  the mud at 
the bottom  of the lake it m akes a  lióle some two 
or three feet broad, allowing the earth removed 
from the hole to form a little  wall around it. The

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T . 5 ° 7

But the boy kicked ou t to rig h t and  left, 
And no t a fish could stay ;

So they  wiped the ir eyes and  w rung  their fins 
U ntil he w ent away.

“ I k n o w ! ” cried one;  “  w e ’ll go on shore 
A t noon, and  le t them  see

How we can go and bo ther them  
If they can’t let us b e .”

So on the shore they  went, each arm ed 
W ith things th a t lay around ;

One bore the farm er’s oíd buck-saw,
And one his pitch-fork f o u n d ;

Another seized the housewife’s broom , 
A nother got the scythe ;

And thus equipped they soon began 
To wriggle and to writhe.

R O U T E  D U R O I.

1 AM told th a t there is in London a  road called 
R o tten  R ow ; a  very disagreeable ñam e, b u t one 
whose m eaning is as little rem em bered by those 
who use it  every day, as are  the m eanings of the 
ñam es of the Bowery and  C anal Street in  New 
Y ork  b y  people who daily w alk those streets. H ear- 
ing  the ñam es Bowery and  C anal, people rem em ­
b er w ithout difficulty th a t the first originally ran 
through the oíd “  Bowerie ”  farm— or, a t least, was 
once a  “ bow ery” road overhung by trees ; and 
th a t where the second nam ed Street now is, was 
once a  canal. B ut in  speaking of R otten  Row, who 
would supposc tha t it  once m eant Ronte du  Roi, 
“ t he  k ing’s w a y ? ” Y et this is th e  real ñam e, 
given because it  was in former tim es the favorite 
drive o f som e royal person. Yes, “  Route du Roi,’’ 
passing from lip  to lip, finally becam e corrupted 
to R otten  Row, and  nowadays nobody ever thinks 
o f calling the road by its rig h t ñam e.

depth o f the hole and the heigh t of the wall 
measured together m ake a  sm all basin from fifteen 
to eighteen incites deep. In  this little lake within 
a lake the fish feels secure from all enemies, and 
very quietly keeps house until the  eggs are  laid, 
when it becomes restless, and leaves the house as 
a nursery for successors, while it  roam s ¡ibout again 
at will.

T H E  F IS H  T H A T  W E N T  A S H O R E .

D e a r  J a c k  : Hcrc are some verses that I  send as an awful wam- 
ing to vcngeance-takers, if  you allow any such small fry to enter your 
árele.—Yours hcartily, J oel Stacy.

On e  day  the fish w ere so enraged 
A t the boys who carne to  swim,

They vow’d  they ’d catch the first who plunged, 
A nd m ake quick work with him.

T hey  w riggled and  they  writhcd, poor things !
T hey  cried aloud with pain ;—

A nd to the cool refreshing tide 
They never w ent again.

T he farm er stared  and  laughed, “  H a  ! h a  ! ”  
T he children fairly roared;

T hey  caught the fish, and  had  tha t night 
A  feast fit for a lord.

M ORAL.

Now here ’s  the m oral o f  m y tale—
A nd, prythee, well construe i t : 

W hene’e r  you try to  vengeance take,
Be sure tha t you can do i t ;

Or, like the fish who w ent ashore,
You very soon will rué it.
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N E W  P A R L O R  T A B L E A U X - V I V A  N T S .  

B y  G .  B .  B a r t l e t t .

G f . t t i n g  up parlor tableaux is a very pleasant way for girls and 
boys to pass an evening. Thcrc generally is plenty of fun in it, and, 
bcside that and the pleasing of others, the performers get skill in 
ovcrcoming difficulties, leam to tell if things are right and in fit 
places, ana find out how best to set them right when that is ncccs- 
sary and practicable.

Here are some new and cffective tableaux that almost any com- 
pany o f girls and boys will be ablc to get up, if they go to work witli 
a  will, as the arrangements and requisitcs are few and simple :

A drapery of dark shawls can be arranged to conceal the back and 
sides of the room, and curtains may be made to draw away in front 
o f the scene-space upon a rope or wire. A t each side of the curtain 
a  shawl must be hung to conceal the persons who draw it and to 
hide the lamps, which should be placed at the left side. Common 
kerosene lamps answer very well, standing, some upon the floor, 
some on a rabie, and others on a  box upon the table; and mirrors or 
reflectora placed behind them are useful to collect and direct the light. 
Foot-lights should not be attempted, except under the most careful 
direction, and with ampie wirc guards. In  such a case, the light 
from a row of lamps may be reflected by a long board covered with 
tin-foil, and set a t the proper angle, or by mirrors similarly placed.

R o m a .

Román peasants are grouped about a  statue which stands upon a 
high box or table drapea with a  shcct, and is personated by a  per- 
former, as presently described. A girl is leaning over a  córner of the 
pedestal, holding a  bunch of grapes in her.right hand. Anothcr girl 
reclines upon a box, also covered with a  sheet, which stands in front 
of the table, and seems to form a part of the base.of the statue. This 
sccond girl is reaching for the grapes in a gracefully playful attitude, 
and is in the act of raking one olí the bunch with her lips. A t the 
right stands a girl with a brown pitcher upon her shoulder, and at 
the left onc girl is helping anothcr to poise a large basket of vegetables 
on^her head. In  front, two children are at play upon the floor.

The girls wcar plain black or red skirts, white waists and bodiccs; 
each has a large pillow-case folded upon her head, as shown in pict- 
ures of Italian maidens, and all wear aprons made of narrow pillow- 
cases, upon which many strips of bright and black cloth or paper are 
scwcd altemately, and also Román sashes, if convenient. The statue 
is draped with cotton or heavy linen sheets, with a  wig of cotton 
wadding, and the arms and hands are whitened, or clse covered with 
stockmg-lcgs scwed to white cotton gloves. The face is whitened 
with powder or chalk.

O u r  F o r e f a t h e r s .

A patriotic group of four boys, each tending a rag-baby, to the 
tune of Hail Columbia, sung, or playcd on the piano.

T h e  S c u l p t o r - B o y ’ s  V i s i o n .

A boy is a t work upon a block of marble, imitated with a box three 
feet high, the end of which is knockcd out, and the cover removed, so 
that the personator of the statue stands in the box in such a  way that 
only the head and shoulders appear above the box, which is covered 
with white cloth. Suddenly, a screen to the right of the sculptor is 
removed; the boy drops his chisel and mallet, turns to the right, and,

raising his hands, knccls before a  group of fair-haired girls in flowine 
muslin drapery. They all have wings; onc stands upon a table hold­
ing a large cross, another knccls upon the floor at the left of the table, 
and a third stands between them, pointing to the cross with her right 
hand, and touching the shoulder of the kneeling ángel with her left 
hand.

The effcct of this tableau is bettered by a  concealed person reading 
aloud the well-known poem called “  The Sculptor-Boy." In this 
case, the screen is removed on the uttering of the word “ ángel.”

T h e  S p o i l e d  C k i l d .

This may be made a very funny scene. A nurse-maid is tending 
a rag-baby wrapped in a  blanket. A knock is heard, and she runs 
off by the left entrance, laying the baby in the only chair in the 
room. A very stout oíd lady entere, pufling and blowing, and fan- 
ning hereelf. She ovcrlooks the baby, and sits down upon it. Ju>t 
as she has seated herself, the nuree retums, and touches heron the 
shoulder. The oíd lady rises, turns and looks a t the baby, faces the 
audiencc, scrcams, faints, and falls back on the chair. [Curtain. J

T h e  A r t i s t ' s  S t u d i o .

An artist sits a t the left of the center o f the room, just finishing a 
picture. The picture is iinirated with a  large frame standing upright 
upon a box, which should be covered with black cloth and placed 
eighteen inchcs in front of the black hangings, and in the centcr of 
the stage; a bracc a t the top will keep it steady, as it can lean 
against the foot of the girl who stands behind it to represent the 
picture. She may be in Román dress; in which case, another Romnn 
girl must stand a t the right, to represent the model, and must be as 
ncarly like the other as may be, and in precisely the same kind of 
costumc. A statue prepared as already described stands on a table 
a t the back right comer, and between this and the large framc is 
another picture, represented by a  half-lcngth framc resting upon the 
floor just in front of a little child in a reclining position. Various anides, 
suitable for an artist’s room, may be introduccd to add to the cffect.

G k a n d m o t h e r ’ s  J e w e l s .

This tablean represents an oíd lady, with a  high turban, holding 
in her hand a casket of jewels. Children of various ages stand about 
her, one looking over the back of her chair, and a little onc kneeling 
in front, and intent on examining the contcnts of the caskct.

T h e  L o n g  a n d  S h o r t  o f  I t .

A short, stout boy kneels imploringly before a  very tall girl, who is 
standing upon a  desk-stool concealed by a  shawl tied around her waist 
under her skirt, which is thus made to rescmblc an over-skirt. The 
boy should be dressed and wiggcd to represent a very fat man, and 
the girl should wear a  large hat and a  bright shawl. The creases in 
her dress should be straight up and down.

The entertainment may conclude by a  group of all the performers 
of the evening, wearing the dresses they appeared in. The statucs 
stand upon tnc rabies, and the rest are grouped carelessly about. 
They may sing a good-night song, or a  very little child may appear 
with a  candle in her hand, make a  little courtesy, and say “ Good- 
night ” to the audience, as the curtain falls.

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

O ak  K noll. is tm o ., 6, 1877.
M y  d e a r  M r s .  D o d g e  : I  intended, before this time, to send thee 

a  “ T a lk”  founded on my early experience, but I could not quite suit 
myself with it. In its place, I  send a  little pocni, which details an 
incidcnt in our “  Winter in the Country,”  which I hopc will prove 
satisfactory to thy young readers. * » ■ * * *

Thinc always, J o h n  G r e e n l e a f  W h i t t i e r .

By the above extract from the letter which accompanied Mr. Whit- 
tier’s “ Red Riding-Hood,”  printed in this number o f S t .  N i c h o l a s ,  

our readers will see that the poem was sent as a  substitute for the 
expected “ Talk with Boys.”

No one, we think, will regret that the dearly loved poet folJowcd 
his own mood, and sent the thing that he felt most like writing. And 
the “ T alk” is in the fresh, picturcsquc verses, after all; for under 
their beauty lies the great lesson of kindness that is foremost among 
all the lessons to be learned on earth.

T he beautiful tablct by Mr. Pyle, which adoms our cover this 
month, tells a true story in its own livcly fashion. Its  quaint costamos 
of succcssivc centuries, showing how May-day rejoicings have been 
kept up from age to age, will send some of you a-Maying in cncyclo- 
pedias and year-books, but it gives ¡ts real meaning at a glance— 
which is, that through all time people have welcomed the first coming 
of the spring. “  Mcrrie May,” meaning pleasant May (for in oíd 
times “ merry”  simply meant pleasant), was as fresh and beautiful 
ages ago as it is to-day; and in one way or another the thought at 
the bottom of all the rejoicing is ever that of the oíd carol:

“  A  garland gay I  've brought you here.
And at your door I stand ;

I t  ’s but a sprout, but it ’s well budded out,
The work of our Lord’s hand.”
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^  _T New York, Novembcr 25, 1876.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  I  like you very much. I  have takcn you 

for a year. We have a  very funny little dog. H is ñame is Pug. My 
brother John said to cali it Pug, because it was so pugnacious. I  am 
going to teach him some tricks; he knows one now. I stand him up 
ni a comer on his hind feet, and he can hold a little book on his paws. 
I don’t  go to school, but my mother learns me out o f the first primer. 
She taught me how to spell “ Centcnnial.”  One day I was naughty, 
and she shut me up in the closet But after a while I said 1 was 
sorry, and then she let me out. This is all I have to sav.—From 
your dehghted rcader, F a n n i e  B. Brown.

A l i t t l e  corresponden!, M ary N ., a s k s  us to print this picture 
of “A M ay Moving,”  drawn by hcrself.

D f . a r  St . N i c h o l a s :  “ Eloculion Matches” are splendid fun. I 
wish you would tell all your boy and girl friends about them. They 
were started first in Brooklyn, a t the church where Dr. Eggleston 
p r e a c h c s — the same who wrote the Santa Claus playin S t .  N i c h o l a s  
for last December.

The judges are appointcd beforehand, and, a  little while before the 
tim e  for bcginning, all those who want to compete are asked to take 
s e a ts  in the front part of the room, and are separated into classes 
a c c o r d m g  to ages. Lots are then drawn by the members o f each 
c la s s  to fix the order of their speaking; and the one who does best in 
each class generally gets a  pme. Five minutes are allowed to each 
compcütor. Once, we had more than twenty recitations in about two 
h o u rs .

The grown-ups also have Elocution Matches, but some of their 
speakers cannot hold a candle to some o f the girls and boys. Father 
says there are people who will risk their chances in a match, but who 
n e v e r  would recite otherwise, so that amusing failures and startling 
tnumphs add to the fun.—Yours truly,

A l l a n  R .  T h u r l i n g h a m .

. Indianapolis, January 28, 1877. 
D e a r  S t. N i c h o l a s : Will you pleasc be so kind as to answer a 

few <|ucstions for me, and grcatly oblige an ardent admirer of your 
magazme? Ijirst: Does the crown of England fall to the oídest 
child, or to the oldest son? Second: When were the Fiji Islands 
(üscovered1 ? Third : W hy are newspapcr reporters sometimes called 

Jerikins? Fourth: Why are oíd maids called “ spinsters? ” 
Mth: Will you picase tell p ie what ‘‘Charles’ Wain is, in Tcnny- 
sons New Y ears E v e?” Excuse me if I have exhausted your 
patience. But these are questions I  wish to know so much !

Respectfully, J u l i a .

Eirst: Blackstone says: “ The title to the crown of England is at 
present hereditary; the preference of males to femalcs, and the right 
of primogeniture among the males, being strictly adhered to.”

This simple cxplanation should satisfy any rcasonable g irl; still we 
will add: The title to the crown o f England desccnds from parent to 
cliild. Sons succccd in the order o f their birth, and, after a l l  the 
sons, the daughters in like order. I f  all the children are girls, they 
succeed in the order of their birth. But the children of the first-bom 
son mherit before any of their father’s brothers or sisters. The king 
or quecn cannot marry a Román Catholic.

Second: The Fiji (Feejee) Islands were discovered by the Hol- 
wnder, Tasman, February 6th, 1643.

Tlurd; “ Jenkins”  is a term o f contempt for a  repórter who, in 
writing, “ toadies" to the person or persons he describes.
^ Ih e  inquiring Julia may be interested to leam that the term 
‘ loady ” was derived from “ toad-eater,”  and that in former times 

a toad-eater was a lad hired by a traveling conjurer to swallow frogs,

so that his master might cure him o f the ¡11 efleets, and be praised 
for his skill accordingly.

Fourth: In oldcn times, marriageable maidens used to sp irt yam for 
the elothes and linen they would probably require in married life, 
and were called s p in -s te r s , or “ young spinners,” in consequcnce. 
“  Spinstcr ” now means, a  woman who has never married.

Fifth: English country-peoplc cali “ Charles’ W ain”  that star- 
group which is known by the ñames “ Ursa Major,” “ The Grcatcr 
Bear,” and “ The Dipper.” In  S t .  N i c h o l a s  for December, 1876, 
Professor Proctor describes this constellation, whose outlinc was 
once thought to be like that o f a “ wain,”  which is an old-fashioned 
wagón.

W e  print this letter just as it comes to us,—italics, capitals, and 
all. Underlincd words in writing are always printed in italics, doublc- 
underlined in small capitals, and treble-undcrlincd in big capitals. 
Probably our young correspondent, as well as others, will leam a 
lesson from the following copy, viz: that undcrlining and double- 
undcrlining words in a letter, cxcept in rare instances, weakens rather 
than strengthens the effect:

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s : —Sincc the arrival o f the January no. with 
its greeting of “  happy-new-year,” to the present, I ’vc been in a 
f l u t t e r  of delight.-—  I  am made indebted to a kind fricnd, for 
this c h a r tn in g  magazine; and mamma says, she could not have done 
a more g r a c e /u l  thmg, as  the advent of each  number, only makes her 
the more remembered, with pleasant thoughts.

Mamma has rccently been presented with a  bcautiful Canary, all 
day long, he trills his song, and is just as “  h a p p y  a s  a  b i r d ."  We
cali him “ Shade,” ■ “ Sunshine,” would suit him better, but 1
guess, I ’M the “ sunshine,”  being the o n ly  child o f my parents.

“ Shade,” is not to be o v e r l o o k e d  though, on a  warm luly day, 
it is quite refreshing, is n’t it?

My home is ncar the banks of the winding Choptank, and the 
white sails of the boats, as they ply tbc waters, are always visible. 
From our windows, can be seen groups of l a l l  pines, which when 
sno-.v-capped  are so g r a n d  to look upon, just now, they are mirrorcd 
in the bcautiful stream, (spanned by a  rustic bridge) which feeds the 
mili, whose busy hum, awakes me in the m o m in g ,  and often, seems 
a  lu ila b y  a t n i g / t . ------

True, w e  have no towering bilis, ñor mountains reaching almost 
to the sky, neither have I tra v c lle d  much (although I  d i d  go t o  the 
Exposition a t Phila.) but mcthinks, n o w h e r e  do the birds sing so 
sweetly, or flowers so sweet, sky so blue, or air so balmy, as in this, 
“ my own Maryland.” F. F . S.

March i6th, 1877.

W e  have received sevcral letters objecting to statements made in . 
the itcm addressed to Lillic Wolfersburgcr, Ilcnry  Swain, and O. H. 
B., in our March “  Letter-Box.” According to our correspondents, 
the faets concerning the letters on United States coins are as  follows: 
The letter “  O ”  indicates that the coin was struck a t the mint in 
N e w  O r le a n s ; the letter “  C ”  is placed upon all coins from the mint 
a t Carson City, Nevada; the letter “ S ” is the mark of coinage of 
the San Francisco mint; coins struck a t the Philadclphia mint bear 
no such marks.

San Antonio, Feb. 13, 1877.
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  Y o u  did not reach me until the fifth, so 

instead of answering rebuses, I  ’ll tell you about this quaint oíd city, 
for it began in 17x5, and evcrything oíd is the fashion now, you 
know. When we left the ears a t Marión, we thought thirty miles 
of coaching was to be fun. We thought of Colonel Kane’s coach, 
and the driver crackcd his whip, and we were off. Presently the road 
grew rough, and we almost tumbled in one anothcr’s lap ; and when 
we changed horses for the third and last time, we hcartily wished for 
our journey’s end. It was a  new sensation for a  little New York 
girl to ford streams and see wild deer, and quail, and snipe, and to 
ride for miles on the prairic. When we entered the town, we were on 
a  grand open squarc called the Plaza. A great many wagons like 
those in the “  Boy Emigrant pictures,”  drawn by six or eight, and 
sometimes fourteen inulcs, stood there; the drivers worc big felt hats 
with beaded bands, and stared a t us well. Many little tables stood 
around, and men and women selling nuts, and a delicious candy made 
of a dark sugar and peenns. There was the Alamo, and I thoughl 
of the story of the brave three hundred slain. A little farther, and 
there was one o f the oíd Missions, with its stone floors and its beauti- 
fully carved baptismal font. I have been here three wccks, and I 
forget all about your coid winter. I  pickcd violets to-day, and saw 
five kinds of flowers blooming in a garden ncar us. A part o f the 
city is occupied by the Mexicans. They build their houses one story 
high, of mud, and stones, and lath, then whitcwash i t ; they have 
no windows,—only doors,—because their grcat-grandfatheis did.
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I  suppose. They are very quiet and inoffensivc pcoplc; ihe women 
wash with two stones on the banks of the narrow rivers. They never 
wcar bonnets, and they and the men wear shawls and blankets 
wrapped over them. A t Christmas, they raise a  lantern on a  pole 
and fasten it on the roofs of their houses, and they say it lights Christ 
to the earth. Where I  stay the houses are like those a t home, bul I 
live out-of-doors almost all the time. All the children ride here. I 
saw the tcachcr on horscback this moming, with two raggcd little 
boys on behind her. She held the rcins, and the boys did the whip- 
ping. This is an important station for Unele Sam to send supplics 
to his forts, and the Arsenal grounds are bcautifully neat. There are 
new Government depot buildings that are of solid stone, and a  mar- 
vcl of chcapness to those who know what public buildings cost in 
the East. I  have not told you of the beautiful churches, whose doors 
are always open, or o f the interesting things a t the San Pedro 
Springs, or of the oíd Missions; but if you choosc to print this, I 
think a great many childrcn will be interested. The description and 
picturcs in an oíd S c r i b n e r ’s  M a g a z i n e  are the most correct I  ever 
saw, and helped us understand a  great many queer things.

P O L O M IT A .
Mexican (Little Dove).

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s  : This is an oíd charade, but hardly known 
nowadays, I think. I t  contains its own answer. The thing is to 
find it!—Yours affcctionately, M a d d i e  H.

M y first, belovcd of many an ancicnt dame,
From foreign climcs withm my second carne.
Oh! fragrant whole, of which these both form pan,
Thou knowest not Science, but thou teachest art,”

W e  sclect the following letter as a  fair samplc o f the numerous 
answers which we have reccivcd to James T . Hatfield’s question in 
the March “  Lctter-Box ” : “  Why does pulling candy make it chango 
its color? ”

Dakota City, Neb., March 5, 1877. 
D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  In  the March number of S t .  N i c h o l a s ,  

some one asked “ why pulling candy makes it change its color." I 
have inquired, and this is the explanation:

When you pulí taffy, you bcat air into it just as you do into the white 
o f an cgg when you “ whip” it, and this air swells out the bulk of

the candy with a multitudc of minute air-cclls. When you get 
through, it is larger than when first begun, becausc each of the air- 
cells takes up some room. And every one of these little mites of air 
has around it, and bctwccn it and your eye, a  thin film, and the more 
you pulí the more it becomcs a still thinner film, of the solid substance 
of the candy. I t  is this thinning of these multitudes o f films that
makes the candy grow whiter and whiter the more you pulí ¡t._
Yours t r u l y ,  A l f r e d  P o z e y .

Our correspondent has come upon the right idea, but here is a 
simplcr explanation:

When molasses candy is “ pulled," air enters, and makes in it 
countless very small bubbles that reflcct and break up the light, thus 
sccming to palé the color o f the candy. The bubbles are so thin, 
too, that much light is reflected through them. Somewhat in the 
same way, frothing dark ink makes it look nearly white. You may 
know that air has got into the candy, for nothing else can have been 
takcn up, and yet the bulk is greater since the “ pulling." And 
you may know that the bubbles caused the paleness, for, when you 
have takcn them out by re-mclting the candy, the mass will get back 
its oíd color.

D e a r  St . N i c h o l a s  :  I  heard a  ger.tleman telling about the 
Corinth games the other day, and as they interested me greatly,— 
never having heard about them before,—I thought that other readers 
of S t .  N i c h o l a s  might like to hear about them. H e was telling 
about one in particular, and that was about their boxing games. He 
said: “  Instead of the large, soft glovcs which they use in this partof 
the country, they use in Corinth large ones, lined on the inside of the 
hand with iron or lead, and with these the combatants strikc each 
other. And the injuries received in one of these combats often result 
in death.”—Your ardent admirer and well-wishcr. M. C. S.

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  My little boy, Arthur, who is six, attends 
a Kindergarten school, and for some weeks previous lo Christmas liad 
been busily engaged in making mats, crosses, and faney things for 
those a t home, particularly a very handsome mat for his grandpapa, 
who takes him each day to and from school. The last school-day before 
Christmas he brought these things home, carefully covered, as he 
supposed, but in such a  way that we could see all the packagc con- 
tained. H e placed them in a handkcrchicf box, and taking a piecc 
of paper and pencil, ran into another room. H e then carne back to 
his mother, and asked how to spell “ No." She said: “ W hat kind 
of ‘ N o ' do you mean, Arthur? ” “  W hy," he said, “  to know any­
thing." So she told him, K-N-O-W. In a shorl lime he carne 
again to ask how to spell “  mittance,”  and she ¡nnoccntly told him, 
M -I-T-T-E-N-S; and that was all that was said. That evening w e  

found the box nicely covered, and a paper on it with this legend: 
KNOW  IT  M ITTEN S.—Yours truly, W. C. D.

N e w  M u s i c  R e c e i v e d .

W e  have reccivcd from S. T . Gordon & Son, 1 3  East Fourtccnth 
Street, New York City, two Eastcr hym ns: “  Lift your glad voiccs 
in trimnph on high,”  and come scc the place where Jesús lay,” both 
by H. P. D anks; also, “ O, Lovely N aplcs!" a  song, one of the 
“  Souvenirs d 'Europc," by F. Campana; “ David's Song before 
Saúl,” for baritone or bass, by L. Bórdese; “  Haydn’s  Symphony in 
C Minor,”  arranged by J .  J . Frccman, one o f the series of organ 
voluntarios—“  Cathcdral E choes;” Cari Faust’s Waltz, “  From the 
Empirc of M usic; "  “ Angel o f M idnight," a  tn o rc e a u  d e  salón, by 
Charles de Frees; and “  Swects of Life," Polka, by E. W. Luche.

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

N T IM E R IC A Ii E N I G M A .

C o m p o s e d  o f  tw e n ty -fiv c  letters . T h e  1, 10, 13 , 25 is  a  b eautifu l 
w ild  a n im al. T h e  2, 1 1 , 16, 21 is a  tro p ica l p la n t . T h e  6, 23, 15 , 14 
is  p a rt  o f  a  sh ip . T h e  9, io ,  24, 15 is  a  m u sica l in stru m en L  T h e  14, 
23, 17, 4  is a  fav o rite  b ird . T h e  15 , 7 , 12 , 25 is  a  h e a v y  m etal. T h e  
19 , 2, 1 1 ,  8 is  a  s to ry , o r  n arra tiye. T h e  22, 16 , 3, 20 is  a  rud e, igno- 
ran t person. T h e  25, 1 2 , 5 , 18  is  a  tro p ica l fru it. T h e  w h o le  is g o o d  
a d v ic e , from  a  g o o d  b o o k . i s o l a .

L E T T E R  P U Z Z L E S .

x. W h a t  le tte r  jo in e d  to th e m ark  o f  a  b lo w  b ec o m es z c a lo u s?
2. W h a t  le tte r  jo in e d  to a  m ach in e  b e c o m c s  a  person  o f  h ig h  ra n k  ?
3. W h a t  le tte r  jo in e d  to  a  p a rt o f  a  fish  resem b les  a  fa iry  ? 4. W h a t  
íe tte r  jo in e d  to a  Sym bo l b e c o m cs an  o ffic e r?  5 . W h a t  le tte r  is  m ad e 
s a fe  b y  b e in g  sa lted  ?  6. W h a t  le tte r  jo in e d  to  a  stan d ard  b eco m es an 
assistan t c le rg y m a n  ? 7 . W h a t  le tte r  jo in e d  to a  co llcctio n  o f  p a p er 
b ec o m es a  t itle  o f  d ig n it y  ?  h .  h . d .

D E C A P I T A T I O N S .

1 . B e h e a d  talons, and leave rules. 2 . Behead a  rabble, and Icave 
not in. 3. Behead a  very useful article, and lcavc a  plant. 4. Behead 
foreign, and leave a legal claim. 5. Behead frigid, and Icave aged. 
6 . Behead partly open, and leave a vessel. 7 . Behead similar, and 
leave a boy’s  nick-name. 8. Behead an article of food, and leave to 
consume. n. b. s.

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

F i l l  the first blank with a certain word, and the second with a 
word containing only the same letters, but having for an i n i t ia l the 
f in a l  letter of the word chosen to fill the first blank.

E x a m p le .  I  that he did nothing b u t .
I aver “ “  “  “  “  rave.

1. Wcaring heavy  a t the masquerade almost got me into a
 . 2. He passed the m any  of that journey without a  ■-
3. He pul on th e  with a  o f satisfaction. ».
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IÍO U B L E  A C R O STIC .
T h e  i n i t i a l s  a n c l  f i n á i s  g i v e  g o o d  a d v i c e .
t. A meadow or plain. 2. A musical instrument. 3. An authori- 

taiive prohibition. 4. A military badge. 5. A large bird. 6. A 
pointed instrument. 7. A subtlc fluid. isola.

CONCEALED DIAM OND.
1. D id Dan «JcJay declaiming ? 2. My cape needs mending. 3. 

Always respcct and help aged people. 4. W hat degree says the 
thermometer ? 5. This medicine, Ed, you need. 6. Hide your money 
in a safe. 7. Silas slappcd Sarah’s  sister.

Find concealed letters and words to form a diamond.
CYR1L DEANE.

R E D  US.
(The ñame of a  famous musical composer.)

W h a t  four cclcbratcd Englishmcn are represented in this picture ?
J. c .

M ETA G RA M .
. I am cxtensively used by shoe-makers. Bchcaded, I become an 
S UC-,IVC St0ry ’ bebcad again, and I am eultivated. Divide my 
th !? llU0 tWO- equal P.ar,s* and cacb Part becomes a reversible word, 
"ic nrst meaning a mineral, the sccond powerful; read backward, 
Jjy first is changcd into blows, my second into an island in the 
‘cauerranean Sea. Omit my first two and last two letters, and I 

a native of an Eastcm desert country. What is my whole ? d .

S  YNCOPATIONS.

1. S y n c o p a t e  a domcstic bird, and leave a  female wild animal. 2. 
Syncopatc a male wild animal, and leave a covering for the head. 3. 
Syncopate a shell-fish, and leave a pa rto f a peculiar whcel. 4. Syn- 
copate another shell-fish, and ¡eave a  covered carriage. 5. Syncopatc
a fresh-water fish, and leave a  young wild animal. 6. Syncopatc
another fresh-water fish, and leave an article of food. 7. Syncopate
an cvergreen tree. and leave the same article of food. 8. Syncopate
an aquatic plant, and leave a  color. 9. Syncopatc an instrument for 
sharpening, and leave a gardener’s ¡mplement. 10. Syncopate a 
measurc of surface, and leave a unit. i s o l a .

A W O O D -P IL E .
S t i c k s  of wood are big things to hide, but there are ten dilferent 

kinds hidden in what this boy says: “  I have been as busy as a  bee, 
chopping wood, for a short time, hoping to give papa and mamma 
plcasurc by earning some money. O, a king would n’t  be prouder 
tlian I, if I  could—and give up, I never will! I  shall tell Archie 
Taft and Will Owen I ’ll shovcl more snow for them, and if I raced 
around the village all day, I could pick up a good deal of work.”

o ’ b .

S Q U A R E -W O R D .
1. An Italian poet. 2. A tree. 3. Masts. 4. To wait upon. 5. An

a t ta c k . B_

R ID D L E .
I  ’m a part of a flower, a stem and a  leaf.
The gay love me not, for I  ’m always in grief.
The proud and the lowly alike know me n o t;
But the loncly and weary are never forgot.
I am not a day, yet I  make up the week,
And for me in years, not in vain will you seek.
N c musician am I, yet in bells hear me chime ;
And will you but hasten, I  ’m always 011 time.

H . H . D .
E A S Y  P I C T O R I A I i  P U Z Z L E .

A H ID D E N  B O U Q U E T .

F i l l  each blank with the ñame of a flower or plant concealed in 
the sentencc.

1. Gayly blooming in two oíd tin pans, I  espied some choicc .
2. How can there ever be namos enough invented for all the varicties
°*------ • 3* Can costly jewel or chiseled marble rival the beauty of
diC : • 4 - I  hope on your parterre you sometimes allow an old-
fashtoned —— . 5. I wandered o’er “ a  stem and rock-bound coast”
gay with th e  . 6.. In  spring we scarch far and near, but usually
with success, for the beautiful . 7. Stretched on the hill I  lie,
scenüng the fragrance of th e  . 8. That tall and statcly plant I
cali a ——. p. Be off! or get me nothing but a  . 10. Let us
stop in kind oíd Bctsey’s yard, for an old-fashioned . n .  Nancy,
press vinegar on your aching brow, instead of a wreath o f  . 12.
“  Upidec-i-dee-i-da ”  is your favorito song, and your favorite flower
a  • 13- A t sight o í the bush, I cried in ecs’tasy, “  Ring at the
door, and ask if we may pick som e .” 14. Fading Icaf by leaf,
ever fewer and fcwcr, soon we shall see no more our pretty little  .
15. Truly, all I lack in my garden is another bush o í  . 16. Aunt
Sue says that Unele M at is covering the trellis w ith  . o’b.

M A TH E M A T IC A L  P U Z Z L E .

I am a  word o f seven letters, the sum o f which is 752.

M y 3“ m y i  =  m v 7 -f- 10.
M y 7 X  m y 4  =  -fe o f  m y 3.
M y 7 X ( A  m y 1) =  m y 3.
M y 3 — 5 =  m y 6 x  m y 5.

S T A L L K N E C H T .

C R O SS-W O R D  EN IG M A .

Onc-fourth of a vcssel oft seen on the sea;
One-fourth of the man heading our pedigree ;
One-fourth of an object you have in your eyc;
One-fourth of a  number you next must supply;
Onc-fourth o f a  story now next you must trace;
Onc-fourth of a member that'scts off your face ;
One-fourth o f an itcm quite new you ’ll command; 
One-fourth of a sca-bound projcction of land ;
One-fourth of a  something I use when I w rite;
One-fourth of a grain in which horses delight;
One-fourth of a  texture, much for omament used ;
Onc-fourth of the man M áster Caín had abused;
One-fourth of a light every night shining o’er you ;
Will tell you the ñame of what now is before you :
A capital thing all set down, to a letter,
That helps make you jollier, wiser, and better. r . e .  m*d
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P IC T O IÍIA I, PItOVElUB-ACROSTXO.

Each of the small picturcs represcnts a ccrtain word or phrase, and the ¡nitials and fináis of all the words and phrases (rcad from top to 
bottom of initials, and continuing from top to bottom of fináis) form a certain wcll-known provcrb.

ANSW ERS TO PUZZLES IN  A P R IL  NUM BER.

P i c t o r i a l  N u m e r i c a l  T r a n s p o s i t i o n s . —i. Evidcnces (seven 
dice). 2. Heightcns (cight hens). 3. Co-exists (six cotes). 4. Frivo- 
lous (four viols). 5. Festivals (five lasts). 6. Nectarines (nine carts). 

N u m e r i c a l  E n i g m a . — “ Handsome is that handsomc does." 
S q u a r e  W o r d . —False, Aroma, Louis, Smilc, Easel. 
A n a g r a m s . — 1. Legislator. 2. Emancipation. 3. Depreciating. 

4. Indispensable. 5. Contemporarics.—6. Dissatisfaction.
D i a g o n a l  P u z z l e s . —Manon and Robert.

I .  M a r t  h  a
r  A c  h  e  l
D  O R  C  A  S
L  O  U I  S  A
m a r i O n  
L  I  L  I  A  N

D o U B L E  A C R O S T IC .—  T   O—
U —r a n i —

H o u r - G l a s s  P u z z l e . —Conjugation.
C O N J E C T U R E S  

C O  M  P  O  S I T  E  
C O  U N  T  R  Y 

M  A  J  O  R 
C U  T  

G
PAN 

P  u  T  T  Y 
P A  T  I  E  N  T  

P R  I S O N E R S  
P E R  M A N  E N T L Y

W o r d  S y n c o p a t i o n s . — i . Parody, rod, pay. 2. Tridcnt, rid,
tenL 3. Paticnt, tic, pan t 4. Frigate, rig, fate.

C h a r a d e . — Cob-web.
H lD D E N  D o U B L E  D IA G O N A L  P U Z Z L E .—

M A R  I A  
r A l P h  
n a  R  o n  
I« I E  C  E 
L A T  c H

R ebus.—“ A sleeping fox catches no poultry."
H i d d e n  F r e n c h  P r o v e r b . — “  Chaqué pays a  sa guise."

P 
- A

R  —c— D 
I _ o _  U 
N  —in— A 

E a s y  D i a m o n d  P u z z l e . —P, Pea, Pearl, Arm, L.
L o g o g r i p h . — Treat, rate, tare, tear, ear.
A b b r e v i a t i o n s . —1. Farce, are. 2. Pearl, ear. 3. Heart, ear. 4.

Spine, pin. 5. Gruel, rué. 6. Honcy, one. 7. Jelly, el!. 8. Scarf, 
car. 9. Sloth, lot. 10. Prune, run.

A n s w e r s  t o  P u z z l e s  i n  t h e  M a r c h  N umber were received, previous to March i8th, from T . A. R ., Ruth D. Horsley, C. A. 
Montaguc, Arthur Stuart Walcote, Warren Van Vlcck, Waltcr Raymond Spalding, Edith Harrison, Frieda Lippert, Lillie H. Vandegrift, 
Howard Stcele Rodgers, Charlic Bowic, Isabel Jackson, “  Tclcmachus,”  “ Monmouth," Nellie M. I.yon, L. Ford, H am et A. Clark, Hessic 
T . B. Benedict, “ Professor," T . B. M., Allie Bcrtram, CrecyS. Slatc, “  M .,”  Allie P. Mead, Georgiana Mead, “ Bob White," “ Kittiwake," 
Amy Shriver, Ella G. Condie, A. Cárter, Del Howland, May E. Ogdcn, Louis M. Ogdcn, Hugh Toland Camey, Arthur D. Smith, “ White 
Rose,”  Scuddcr Smith, Paulino Schloss, Henry L. Bailey, George H . Hudson, Mabel C. Chcstcr, Lucy Alien Patón, J . M. Patón, M. L. 
W ., Lillie Loverage, John W. Nichols, Homcr Foot, 3d, Constance Grand-Pierre, Arthur C. Smith, “ Alcx,”  Florcncc Shcppard, John 
Hinkley, B. P. Emery, Nina Dalr>'mplc, Charles Fritts, Willie Dibblee, Maud H. Crane, “ Huntcr,”  Nellie S. Thompson, Frank and Mary 
Frick, Edith Lowry, William C. Delanoy, H. M. Howcll, Nellie S. Colby, M. C. Warren, S. Lillie Brown, Edward S. Griffing, Augusta 
Larrabee, Carroll L. Maxcy, “ Vulcan,” Eleanor N. Hughes, H arry Nathan, Nannie Riheldafier, Nellie M ay Sherwin, Wm. Crcighton 
Spcncer, W. Irving Spenccr, Carne Speiden, Austin M. Poole, Fred. M. Pease, C. A. D. and S. A. M., Bertha Blanchard, Eddie Vultce, Clcm. 
M. C. Y., Hclcn Greene, Bessie MacLarcn, M. Josie Pope, Archan D. Fillitt, Maude R. L. Hammer, “ Minerva”  and “ Pluto," MattieG., 
JenniePlatt, Frank J .  Brothers, “  Oliver Twist,” Anna Stuckcwald, Hattic Pcck, Jcnnic Passmore, George Herbcrt White.
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