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Y O U N G  F O L K S ’ F U N  I N C E N T R A L  P A R K .

B y  C h a r l e s  B a r n a r d .

Boys and  girls vvho live in the country some- dark  cave, and  the affectionate donkeys tha t live in 
times tell o f the vare good tim es they have in  the C entral Park.
fields, by the brook, in  th e  barn  am ong the m ounds Come, boys and girls 1 L et us go to th e  Park. 
of hay, and  in th e  woods. T h ere  are  the lañes Come, T om m y and N ed, M aster Charles and 
bordered with berries, the orchard with prizes o f F red. Come K itty  and  Jane ,— and baby shall go 
dropped apples under th e  trees, the spring  violets too. T he P ark  is the place for fun. T his is the 
in the meadows, the nu ts dropping down in the entrance, a t  the córner o f the F ifth  avenue and 
woods, the g lonous swims in the pond in the sum - F ifty-ninth street. T he wide Street called the 
mer, the m ore glorious skating in the w inter. All F ifth  avenue spreads out into an  open space 
the poets and  story-tellers have told and sung of p lanted with trees, and  looking as if the city carné 

s® th .ngs m any times over, till the city boy and  to a  sudden end in the country. T here  is a  broad 
girl have learticd the story by heart. graveled walk, a  wide road, and  a  little sum m er-

Now, really, th is is n’t fair. C ountry  children do house and a  two-horse carriage draw n u p  before 
not have all the  sport in the world. T here  is sure it. “  W ill you have a ride ? Only tvventy-five 
to be fun wherever boys and girls live, even if  it is cents.” Shall we ride, boys and  girls? No. Let 
a city. N ew  Y ork is no t all paved streets, stone us walk— it will be m ore fun. T h an k  you, sir, for 
sidevvalks and bn ck  houses, and the children who live the nice carriage, b u t we ’ll walk a t présent. But 
hiere have the ir good times after the ir own fashion. baby m ust ride ! Ah ! how very nice 1 A  baby- 
Hicre are no b ig  barns and piles o f h a y ;  berry- carriage to let. T uck  h e r in warm , nurse, and 
oushes are no t very thick on the F ifth  avenue, and  then we will start. T h in k  of th a t !—a  baby-car- 
O'Vs " ever S° n u ttin g the sidewalks, b u t there riage all ready a t the gate, and only ten  cents an 

«lie wide and  grassy play-grounds, donkeys to ride, hour.
goat-carriages with fiery steeds, and  swings and ' Now, we will go up the broad path  by the roads.

ats, and swans and m onkeys, lions and bears and Look a t  the horses ! How  they com e prancing 
sheep-dogs, wooden horses tha t speed around and along, with flashing eyes and  arching necks ! They 
“r0un :ls lf  the>' " ’crc alive, and— and— why, there  seem  to be proud to d rag  the handsom e carriages 
|S no end t0 the  JolIy things in New York. I t and they  canter a long in splendid style. A fter á 
si\ery good o f the poets to sing about the sports short walk we come to a  place where the roads 

the country. They should come to  town and divide. O h ! look th e r e ! See the sh e e p ! A 
ee how city boys and  girls play, and then they whole flock of them  in a  field. A nd a  shepherd, too 
mght sing a  new song  of the gay goat-carriage, the — a queer oíd fellow— and—see ! T here  he goes ■ 

wooden horse, the lively owls in the deep, T h a t ’s the shepherd’s dog. Some o f the sheep try 
V o l. IV .—46.
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to cross thc road, and  the dogscuds after them , bark- in, K itty  and Jane, T om m y and Ned. No, Master 
ing  loudly, and  tliey all scam per back again. T h a t’s Charles, you ’re too oíd for th a t fun. How you 
a sight you do not often see, cven in the countiy . would look with your legs all d o u b lcd   Hallo!

T H E  S H E P H E R D  A N D  H IS  FL O C K .

H allo ! Ponies! “ Have a  ride, young m as­
te r ? ” T h e  ponies stand, all saddled and bridled, 
by  the road-side, ready for a  run. T h ere  is a  
boy in  uniform  standing  beside each pony, ready 
to  help  the rider to m ount, and  to keep the pony 
from  ru n n in g  away. O ur boys th ink  they  really 
m ust have a  ride. Baby can sit in h e r carriage 
till th ey  come back, and the girls can sit down 
under th e  trees to rest.

W h a t a  pretty  place tliis i s ! T h e  sheep have 
freo ran g e  over a wide and  sunny  pasture. T here 
are  b road  walks along the road-side, with plenty of 
seats w here we can wait till the  boys come back. 
T hey  have a  jolly canter, and  then  we cross the 
road and come to  a  broad, stra igh t walk, with wide 
lawns on either side, and  four long rows of trees. 
T here  are hcre  a fine sculptured group of an  India'n 
h u n te r and his dog, and statues o f S ir W alte r Scott 
and Shakspeare.

Oh 1 w hat ’s  this ? A  pair o f goats harnessed 
to a  little  carriage. T h e  driver runs beside the 
fiery steeds as they  come tro tting  gayly along. 
T hey  wave the ir horns and  wheel around in a circle 
and  away they  go up the broad path . Now, th is is 
fun 1 See 1 H ere ’s an em pty  carriage coming. 
How  m uch for a  ride, m ister?  “ T en  cen ts.” Jum p

They ’re off! How  fast they go 1 T he driver 
runs beside the goats to keep them  steady, and j 
T om m y holds the reins. W e will follow them.

H a h ! W h a t’s th a t?  M usic? Y es—no. Mas-I 
te r F red  is all excitement. I t is the lions. Hear 
them  roar. Let us go and  see them . No, you | 
m ay have heard  the band  playing. I t  is botli. 
W e can h ear the anim als roaring, and  the sounel | 
o f the band . Really, here  is too m uch fun a t once. 
W e m ust follow the goat-carriage now, and can I 
visit Mr. and  Mrs. Lion afterward. W h a t a great 
com pany o f people 1 T h e  p a th  is full of boys and | 
girls, ladies and  gentlem en, som e looking about, 
and  som e sitting  down in thc shade of the trees. 
T h e  children  finish the ir ride, and  we may sil | 
down awhile and  listen to  the music.

T h is  does no t look like the city. Instead of 
houses there are  sunny fields, a  rocky bank  covered 
with shrubs and surm ounted by  an arbor overgrown 
with vines, and  all abou t us are trees making a 
pleasant shade from  the sun. I t  is certainly a 
pretty  place, b u t there are  so m any m ore things to 
b e  seen we m ust go on very soon. See 1 There are 
parro ts in  cages, calling to each o ther, and biting 
the bars o f  their prisons as if they would like to 
get out. W e m ight stop  to  look a t them , andto
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Y O U N G  F O L I C S '  F U N  I N  C E N T R A L  P A R K .

admire th e  curious fountains flashing in th e  sun, 
but there  are  g reater vvonders ju s t over th e  road.

T h e re ! Is  n ’t  th a t p re tty  ? A  g reat fountain 
showering down spark ling  sheets o f water, a  broad 
walk, and  a  lake and wooded hills beyond, with a 
stone tower, looking like a castle, in the distance. 
And there  are  sw ans and  row-boats on the water. 
The boys are all eagem ess for a  sail on the lake, 
and are  ready to ru n  down the long flights o f  stone 
steps th a t lead to the lake. S top a rnom ent. 
Look a t  this stone-work by the stairs. S e e ! 
It is covered with b irds and  flowers, carved in stone 
in the wall. D o look a t  the duck with a fish in his 
mouth, these quails and  snipes 1 I t  is wonderful, 
but the boys have seen a  boat, and th ey  can’t  stop 
for stone birds and  flowers.

“  Can we hire a  boat, s ir?  ”  “  Yes, indeed.”
A young m an in  a  sailor su it brings u p  a boat, 

and we all get in. Baby m ust go, too, and  we can 
leave h e r carriage here till we retu rn . Now, this is

comes ano ther boat, and  in it a re  two children 
and  a  nurse who is holding a  baby aloft. They 
sweep past us quicldy, laugh ing  and talk ing as 
they go. S ee! T h e re ’s a swan, with itsw in g s  
spread ou t like a  sail before the wind, and  the 
baby in  the o th er boat is shaking his ra ttle  a t  it, 
and  crowing with delight. T here  are m ore swans 
on the banks,— and  ducks, too. How tam e 'they 
seem  ! T hey  do no t pay the slightest attention to 
the crowds of people. H ere  we go under a  bridge, 
and  into a  wider p a rt o f the lake, w here we can 
see a  num ber o f boats and  a  whole flock o f  beauti- 
ful white swans.

Hallo ! W h a t is tha t ? I t is a  pelican standing 
in the w ater by the beach. O h! T hat is too bad. 
T h a t silly boy is troubling him . H a ! h a !  Mr. 
Pelican could n 't  stand  it any longer, and  he opened 
his great m outh as if  he m eant to swallow the boy, 
and  the boy runs away dreadfully frightened and 
frantically chased by the pelican.

T A K IN G  A  D K IV i:.

■un, The boat glides swiftly away, and  the chil- So we go around the lake, pushing into little bays 
rcn on the sliore stand  looking a t us. H ere  w here the trees overhang the water, rówing past
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tha  beeches where children are playing on the 
shore, past rustic arbors on the water-side, and 
under a stone bridge th a t echoes to  ou r voices. 
H ere is an  island, with flocks o f ducks on the grass. 
See tha t water-fall leaping with a splash into the 
lake. Boats pass every m inute, and  after a  de- 
lightful tr ip  we come back to the landing and 
get out.

Baby takes lier carriage again, and  we look about 
to see w hat can  be done next. Perhaps nothing 
m ore to-day, for the sun is getting  low in the west, 
and  it is really tim e we started  for hom e. T his is 
quite enough fun for one day, and  to see m ore we 
would b e tte r com e another time. T h e  boys have 
had  a  pony-ride, the younger people had  a drive in 
th e  goat-carriage, we have seen the sheep and  the 
shepherd’s dog, heard  the band  play and seen the 
parrots, baby had  a  ride in h e r carriage, and 
we all had  a  row on th e  lake. F u n  enough for 
one day.

A s we w alk back  to the gate  we pass the goat- 
carriages again. O ne is stand ing  em pty waiting 
for riders, and beside it is a  company o f poor chil­
d ren  gazing wistfully on the em pty seats. Poor 
th in g s ! T hey  cannot m uster ten  cents am ong 
them  all, and the little carriage seems a  very im-

C entral Park . T here  are  the lions, a n d  the jolly 
m onkeys, the ball-ground, the swings, the croquet- 
field, th e  woods and meadows a t the upper end of 
th e  Park , the tower, the Ram ble, and  m any another 
charm ing  play-ground free to all, rich and  poor. 
A nother day we will come again  and  see more.

W ell, K itty , w hat a re  you th ink ing  about? 
Give these poor children a  ride ? T h a t ’s  a  happy 
thought. How  m uch will it  cost? T here  are 
six o f them  in all. W h a t ’s your ñam e, little 
girl? “  G retchen, sir, please.” A nd yours, sir? 
“  Mikey Duffy.” W ell, Mikey and G retchen, you 
m ay have a ride. K itty  says she has tw enty cents, 
and Jane  has ten, and  Tom m y fifteen, and Charles 
offers fifteen. Sixty cents. Just enough. Jump 
in, M aster Duffy and Miss G retchen, and  the others 
shall go, too. Now, really, we m ust go home. 
W e ’ve had  a  good tim e ourselves, and , perhaps, 
m ade th e  gay party  in  the goat-carriage happy 
also. A t any ra te , they  drive away in great gh 
as if they were having a royal good time. At the 
gate  we give up baby’s carriage, and  then 
soberly hom e, well satisfied with our expedition in 
search o f fun.

A  day o r  two after this we s ta rt again for the 
Park , take the baby-carriage a t the gate, and go at

possible heaven. I t  is a  trille hard  for them , bu t 
there are  plenty of th ings they  can do without 
paying for them — plenty o f fun for poor children in

once to the lake. C o m e! L et us visit the 
and  the R am ble. W e cross a  bridge over 
and  come to a  p a th  through shady woods.
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RID 1N G  DOW N

ty each ready to assist the young rider to a  seat. 
w«y shall have the white donkey, and  Jane  the 
lack fellow. G et a good seat, and  sit perfectly 

seady. W h y ! M aster Charles, your too lengthy 
gs near'y  'ouch the ground. You are  m aking a 

queer spectacle o f yourself. T here  ! W e are  off 
jn a stately procession, the girls in front and the 
°)s next, and  M aster C harles in the rear, on 

account of h is excessive legs, tha t threaten  to trip 
“is donkey up  and  b ring  the ride to a melancholy

T H 1Í S T E P S .

a  little slope, and  then  crosses a rustic bridge, 
where a  tiny brook foams over the stones into the 
lake. T here  is also a  view o f the lake, and  the 
boats and swans. Surely, now, we can’t  go up- 
stairs on donkeys? T he path  leads to a  short 
flight o f stoae steps ju s t w here the bronze bust of 
Schiller stands embowered in shrubbery. A h ! 
H ere  ’s  another donkey party  com ing down. Per- 
haps if  M aster D onkey can come down-stairs, he 
m ay  be induced to go up. I t  will be easier for

Y O U N G  F O L K S ’ F U N  I N  C E N T R A L  P A R K .

Donkeys ! A  whole row of them  stand ing  by 
the path. W h a t queer fellows they  are, w ith their 
big ears and  shaggy h a ir !  H ere  is fun! Every 
one, save baby ,.m ust be m ounted for a  ride. The 
donkeys are saddled and  bridled, and  a  boy stands

end. A  boy runs beside each donkey to look after 
the young rider, and  thus we gayly am ble along 
under the trees, with baby and  nurse to b ring  up 
the rear o f the procession. Look o u t ! W e are 
com ing to a hill. T he  procession goes slowly down

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



710 Y O U N G  F O L K S ’ F U N  I N  C E N T R A L  P A R K . [ S b p t e m b e r ,

us to go u p  on donkey-back th an  to come down in 
tha t way. D on’t you th in k  so ?

T hen  on, past great rocks covered with moss, 
past rustic seats and  bovvcrs, th rough  shady paths 
and wooded lañes, till 
we come to  a  p a th  lead- 
ing  down into a  quiet 
dell am ong wild, rough 
rocks. H ere we dis- 
mo'unt and leave our 
am iable donkeys to find 
their way back again 
with their drivers.

W h a t a  queer place !
See th a t stone bridge 
h a ll hid by flowering 
vines. A nd th is place ?
W h at ’s here ? A cave !
T h e  boys go into the 
black hole in the rock 
and  the girls timidly 
follow. How darle it is !
S tand still a  m om ent 
and  let us see w hat we 
can find. Is n’t tha t 
very queer ? A  pair of 
solemn owls blinking 
and  winking in the 
gloom. T hey  sit on a 
perch behind a netting  
and  stare and  stare, and 
never say a  worcl. T he 
boys find another door 
to the cave lead ing  out 
to the lake, and a  long 
flight o f steep stone 
steps leading to the top 
of the h igh  bank  above 
th e  cave. T h e  boys m ay go up th a t way and we 
otliers will go back, and th en  they  can join us again 
by ano ther path.

T h e  place is full o f w inding paths and  lañes, up 
hill and down, tw isting and  tu rn ing  in every direc- 
tion, and  the boys soon com e back to our party, 
and  then  w e go on through the woods and  over the 
rocks to the stone castle on the hill. H ere  we stop 
a m om ent to  view the wide prospect over the Park , 
the city, the H udson River, and  the beautiful 
country round about. Now for a walk through the 
Ram ble. T h e  paths wind in, the paths wind out, 
now through fields, now past great rocks and 
th rough  deep thickets. Com e, follow m y leader 
through this beautiful garden. A h 1 see him  run ! 
A  white rabb it springs across th e  path  and darts 
away over the sunny grass. Look ! See the bee- 
hives ! A nd there  is a  flock o f G uinea-hens step- 
ping over the grass with the u tm ost dignity. Keep

cióse together, lest we lo s e   W hy  1 where is
K itty  ? K itty  ! K itty  ! Really we m ust find her. 
Boys, each of you take a  different p a th  and see if 
you can find h er, and  th en  all come back  to this 

m agnolia-tree b y  the 
little bridge over the 
brook 1

T he boys searched 
here  and searched there, 
and all through the 
tangled paths, till at 
last they  found her 
where four paths met, 
undecided which way to 
tu rn , and  crying bitterly 
to th ink  shc liad lost 
h e r party . She had 
follovved the rabbit and 
lost h e r way, and it ivas 
really so dreadful that 
she had  to cry. A  pea- 
cock sat on a  low tree 
and  spread h is plumes, 
and  the Guinea-hens 
offered h e r their sym- 
pathy, and  even the rab­
b it paused in  wonder; 
b u t no t one o f tlicm 
had  courage enough to 
show h e r th e  way out 
o f 'h e r troubles. What 
a p icture,— poor Kitty 
lost in  the Ram ble! 
T he rabbit and the pea- 
cock and th e  Guinea- 
hens m igh t well have a 
sym pathetic expression, 
to m ake u p  for their 

intense stupidity  in declining to help  the harmless 
little  girl. Poor th ings ! Perhaps they  did not 
know the way thcm selves, for, it is said, they never 
leave th e  place, sum m er o r winter.

Now we are  all together again , le t us take a  drive. 
Baby can go back  to the fountain with nurse, and 
the others can  go down the h ill to  the road. l’rcs- 
en tly  a  park  carriage comes along, a n d  we get in, 
and  away we go in fine style. See the horses and 
carriages 1 H ow they sweep along in endless pro- 
cession ! I t  is a  granel sight, certainly. Hark. 
W h a t is th a t ? A  horn  playing merrily. O h ! it s 
the coach. T h e  “  guarcl ” winds his horn, and all 
the carriages clraw up a t  the sides of the road to let 
it pass. H ere it comes ! F o u r horses running at- 
full speed.* T h e  handsom e driver holds the reins 
w ith a  g rand  m anner, and  the g rea t yellow coach 
sweeps past in glorious style. T he top  is ful o 
ladies and  gentlem en, and  the footm en sit behind.

IN  T H E  SW IN G S.

*  S e e  fronrisp iccc.
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One raises the long copper horn  to his lips, and 
the lively notes spring  up in  merry music. H u rra h ! 
That was a  s ig h t! They Te gone, and  the sound 
of the mellow horn  grows fainter and fainter.

Then we drive on along the w inding road watch- 
ing the long lines o f carriages, and  the pretty 
ladies and  children, till we com e to  a g rea t house 
on a h igh bank. H ere  we get ou t and go into the 
house, for it is a  k ind  of hotel. W e find a  pretty 
room, with open Windows looking ou t on a  beauti- 
ful garden and over the city to  the river, w here the 
ships an d  steam ers are passing to and  fro on the 
blue water. H ere we have lunch, and after that 
we visit the greenhouse and  the gallcry of statues, 
and then  take a  walk in the woods,— real woods,— 
deep and shady, and just like the country. T here 
is a  brook in the woods, besides water-falls, and rus- 
tic bridges, and  shady pools under the trees. W e 
might spend a  whole day here, b u t the boys are 
anxious to  go back and cali on Mr. and Mrs. Lion. 
So we take another park  carriage,( and  drive back to 
the terrace, a n d  there  we find baby and 
iturse by th e  g reat fountain. Baby h as had 
a milk lunch, and she, too, is ready to visit 
the amiable b ear and the frisky monkeys.
On the way, we m eet a little miss ju s t re- 
turned from  a ride on h e r  pet donkey. She 
comes ou t every day with h e r m am m a for 
aride, and I daré  say, by this tim e, she has 
grown quite in  love with Mr. Donkey. She 
puts her arm s around  his shaggy neck, and 
the pretty lady gives the oíd fcllow a friendly 
scratch betw een the ears. A las for donkey 
love ! T h e  ungrateful fellow never so much 
assays “ t-hank you,”  and  h e  stands there, 
the central figure of a pretty  picture, in- 
different as—as a  donkey. T he keeper of 
the donkeys told m e as m uch as this, and 
011 the nex t page you will see the donkey, 
the little girl, and the pretty  lady.

We follow a  w inding p a th  th rough  lawns 
and gardens, and soon come to  the menag- 
ede. H ere bo th  boys and  girls a re  wild 
"’¡th delight over the lions, tigers, bears, 
and other fierce anim als, in w atching the 
festive m onkeys, the solemn eagles, and  all 
the other strange  beasts and birds. Then 
the girls go into the museum  and see 
the stuffed birds, the cases of butterflies, 
and many m ore queer and  beautiful th ings than 
could be described in a  week. W ere  we to tc ll all

it, and give pictures o f all th e  strangest curi- 
csities, there  would be no room for anything elsc 

| in St . N ic h o la s  for m onths and  m onths to  come.
Leaving th e  m useum , we walked th rough  the 

Park until we carne to the dairy, and here we all sat 
down and each had  a glass o f fresh milk and  a  cakc.

W h en  we had  rested for a  few m om ents, the girls 
clim bed a  steep, rocky bank, and found some 
swings, and a  g rea t arbor overgrown with vines 
and set ou t with rustic seats and tables, a  cool and 
charm ing  place where one could spend a  whole day 
in watching the children a t play in this g rea t play- 
house. T he boys found som ething clse—some 
fiery wooden horses th a t went around and around 
in a  circle. T here  were also little carriages for the 
girls and  others who m ight not care to trust them - 
selves to such skittish steeds. K itty and Jane 
chose the carriage, and the boys, like bravo knights, 
m ounted the ir noble chargers. T he horses shook 
the ir wooden lieads and cham ped their wooden 
b its, and around and around they all raced in  a 
macl gallop. A  queer waltz it was, in a  great circle, 
every horse doing his best and  yet no t one- out- 
runn ing  the other. Even the girls in the ir car­
riage seem ed to be swinging swiftly after them , and 
never able to catch them . Then the whirling race 
carne to an end, and everybody found him self ju s t

A  B K A V E A N D  S K 1 L L F D L  K N 1G H T.

w here he started, which was certainly a  singular 
performance. T hen  the boys each took a  sword in 
his righ t hand , and once m ore the noble wooden 
steeds pricked up their pasteboard ears and started 
again, with every leg  high in the air. A  m ost re- 
m arkable kind o f horse,—but, then, this is Central 
Park , and here  everything is a  trifle uncommon. 
T here  was a post n ear the race-track, and from it
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hu n g  an  arm  with an  iron ring  a t  the e n d ; and as then  they  w ent back to the great arbor to recount 
the horses went around and around in furious haste, their adventures to the girls, who rewarded their 
the boys deftly th rust the ir swords into the rings prowess with smiles, and  invited them  to a  prom- 
and  carried them  off in  trium ph. Sometim es they enade along the side o f th e  arbor. B ut by this 
missed the rings, and then  the o ther knights tim e our com pany felt they really ought to go 
laughed m errily, as well they m iglit. In  thc hom e. Baby, too, was tired and  sleepy, so we all 
p icture o f M aster F red  m ounted on his fiery steed m arched in procession to the Sixth avenue gate.

A  G O O D -M O R N IN G  T

and charging fiercely a t the ring  before him , you 
will notice the trem endous energy of the furious 
wooden horse, and  M aster F red ’s valiant expression 
as, w ith steady aim , he fixes his eagle eye on the 
prize.

T h e  boys captured the rings several times, and 
proved them selves brave and  skillful horsem en and

T H E  P E T  D O N K E Y .

T he baby’s carriage was retu rned , and  we took a 
horse-car and rodé gayly hom e.

L et the poets sing  about the fun and  sports of 
th e  country. City children have also their good 
times in the ir own fashion. T here  is no t much fun 
to be found in the streets, b u t in the Park  are sports 
w ithout end.
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G O N E  A S T R A Y .

B y  G e o r g e  M a c d o n a l d .

In  som e parts  o f Scotland there  are  a  great 
many h igh hills o r  m ountains, crowded together, 
only divided from cach o ther by decp valleys. 
They all grow out o f one root— that is, the  earth . 
The tops of these hills a re  h igh up and  lonely, 
with the stars above th e m ; and  the wind roaring 
and raving am ong them  m akes such a  noise 
against the hard  rocks, runn ing  into the holcs in 
them and  out again, tha t their steep sidos are 
sometimes very awful places. B u t in the sunshine, 
although they  do look lonely, they  are  so bright 
and beautiful, th a t all the  boys and girls fancy the 
way to  heaven lies up those hills.

A nd does n ’t it  ?
No.
W here is it, then?
Ah ! th a t ’s ju s t w hat you come to this world to 

find out. B u t you m ust le t m e go on with my 
story now.

In th e  w inter, on th e  o ther hand, they are 
such wild, liowling places, with the hard  hailstones 
beating upon  them , and  the soft, sm othering 
snow-fiakes heap ing  up dreadful wastes o f white- 
ness upon  them , th a t if  ever there was a child out 
on them  h e  would die with fear, if he did not die 
with cold. B ut there  are  only sheep there, and as 
soon as the w inter comes over the tops of the hills 
the sheep come down their sides, because it is 
warmer th e  lower down you com e; even a  foot 
thick o f  wool on their backs and  sides could not 
keep o u t th e  terrible cold u p  there.

But the sheep are no t very knowing creatures, 
so they are  som ething better instead. T hey  are 
wise— th a t is, they  are  obed ien t— creatures, obe- 
dience often being  th e  very best wisdom. Because 
they are  no t very knowing, they  have a  m an to 
take care o f them , who knows w here to  take them , 
especially w hen a  storrn comes on. N o t tha t the 
sheep are so very  silly as no t to know where to go 
to get ou t o f  th e  wind, b u t they  don’t and can’t 
think tha t some ways o f  getting  out o f danger are 
more dangerous still. T hey  would lie down in a 
quiet place, and  stay  there  till the snow settled 
down over them  and  sm othered them . O r they 
would tum ble down steep places and b e  killed, 
or carried away b y  the stream  a t th e  bottom . 
So, though they  know a little, they  don’t know 
enough, and  therefore need a shepherd  to  take 
care o f them .

Now the shepherd , though  h e  is wise, is not 
quite clever enough for all tha t is wanted o f  him

up in those strange, terrible hills, and he needs 
his dog to help him.

W ell, the  shepherd tells the dog w hat he wants 
done, and  off the dog ru n s to do i t ; for he can run 
three times as fast as the shepherd, and can get up 
and  down places m uch better. I  am  not sure that 
he can see better than  the shepherd, b u t I know 
he can sm ell better. So th a t he is ju s t four legs 
and  a  long nose to the shepherd, besides the love 
he gives him , which would comfort any good man, 
even if  it were offered him  by a  hedge-hog or 
a  lien.

One evening, in the beginning of April, the 
weakly sun o f the season had  gone down with a 
palé face behind the shoulder o f a  hill in the back- 
ground of m y story. A nd because h e  was gone 
down, the peat-fires upon the hearths o f the 
cottages all began to  glow m ore brightly , as if  they 
were glad he was gone a t  last and  had  left them  
their work to do,— or, rather, as if they wanted 
to do all they  could to  m ake up for his absence. 
A nd on one hearth  in particular the peat-fire 
glowed very brightly. T here was a  po t hanging 
over it, with supper in  i t ;  and  there was a little 
girl sitting  by it, w ith a sweet, thoughtful face. 
H er hair was done up in a  silken net, for it 
was the custom with Scotch girls to have their 
ha ir so arranged, m any years before it  becam e a 
fashion in o ther lands. She was busy with a  blue 
ribbed stocking, which she was knitting  for her 
father.

H e was out on the hills. H e had  tha t m orning 
taken  his sheep h igher up than  before, and Ellen 
knew th is ; b u t it could no t be long now before she 
would hear his footsteps, and  m easure the long 
stride betw een which brought him  and happiness 
lióme together.

But had n 't  she any m other ?
O h 1 yes, she had. If you had been in the 

cottage th a t n igh t you would have heard  a  cough 
every now and then, and would llave found that 
E llen’s m other was lying in a  bed in the room ,— 
not a  bed  with curtains, b u t a  bed  with doors like 
a  press. T his does no t sccm  a  nice way of having 
a  b e d ; b u t we should all be glad of the wooden 
curtains about us at n igh t, if  we lived in such a 
cottage, on the side of a  hill a long which the 
wind swept like a  wild river, only ten times faster 
th an  any river would run, even down a  hill-side. 
T hrough  the cottage it  would be spouting, and 
stream ing, and eddying, and  fighting, all n igh t
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lo n g ; and a  poor woman with a cough, o r  a  man 
who has been ou t in the coid all day, is very glad 
to lie in a  slieltered place and  leave the rest o f the 
house to the wind and the fairies.

E llen’s m other was ill, and  there was little hope 
o f  h e r getting  well again. W h a t she could have 
done w ithout Ellen I can’t think. I t was so much 
easier to be ill with E llen sitting there. F o r she 
was a  good girl.

A fter a  while, E llen  rose and p u t som e peats 
on the fire, and  hung  the pot a  link o r two higher 
on the ch a in ; for she was a  wise creature, though 
she was only twelve, and  could cook very well. 
T hen  she sa t down to her kn itting  again, which 
was a  very frugal am usem ent.

“ I w o n d e rw h a t’s keeping your fathcr, E llen ,” 
said her m other from the bed.

“  I don’t know, m other. I t  ’s  no t very late yet. 
H e  ’ll b e  hom e by and by. You know he was 
going over the shoulder o f the hill to-day.”

Ellen knew that he ought, by rights, to have 
been  hom e a t  least ha lf an hour ago. B ut a t 
lcng th  she heard  the distant sound o f a heavy shoc 
upon the point o f a  g rea t rock tha t grew up from 
th e  dep ths o f the earth  and ju s t carne through the 
surface in the p a th  leading across the furze and 
brake to their cottage. She always watched for 
th a t sound— the sound of her father's shoc, studded * 
thick with broad-headed nails, upon the top of tha t 
rock. She started  u p ; b u t instead of rush ing  out 
to m eet h im , w ent to the fire and lowered the pot. 
T hen , taking up a wooden bowl, half-full o f oat- 
m eal neatly  pressed down into it, with a  little salt 
on th e  top, she proceeded to  malte a  certain dish 
for h e r father’s supper, of which strong  Scotchmen 
are  very fond. By the tim e h e r father reached the 
door, it  was ready, and  set down w ith a  píate over 
it to keep it liot, though  it  had  a g rea t deal more 
need, I th ink , to be le t cool a  little.

W h en  he entered, he looked troubled. H e was 
a  tall m an,, dressed in rough gray cloth, with a 
broad, round, blue bonnet, as he called his head- 
gear.

H is face was w eather-beaten and  quiet, with 
large, g rand  fcatures, in which the docility o f his 
dogs and  the gcntleness o f his sheep were m ingled 
with the strength  and  wisdom of a man.

“ W ell, E llen ,” he said, laying his hand on her 
forehead as she looked u p  into his face, “  how ’s 
your m other ? ”

A nd, w ithout w aiting for an  answer, he went 
to th e  bed, w here the palo face o f  his wife lay upon 
the pillow. She heid ou t h e r thin, white hand  to 
him , and  he took it so gently in his strong, brown 
h an d ! B ut, before h e  had spoken, she saw the 
trouble on his face, and sa id :

“  W h a t has m ade you so  late to-night, Jo h n  ? ”

“ I was nearly a t the fold,” said the shepherd, 
“ before I saw th a t one of the lam bs was missing. 
So, after I got them  all in , I w ent back with the 
dogs to  look for h im .”

“  W h e re ’s Jum per, th e n ? ” asked E llen, who 
had been p a tting  the neck and stroking the ears 
o f th e  one dog which had  followcd a t the shep- 
herd’s heels, and  was now lying before the fire, 
enjoying the w arm th none the less tha t he had 
braved th e  coid all day w ithout m inding it a  bit.

“  W h en  we could n ’t see any th ing  of the lam b,” 
replied h e r father, “ I told Jum per to  go after him 
and  bring  him to the house ; and  Blackfoot and I 
carne hom e together. I  doubt he ’ll have a job 
of it, poor dog ! for it  ’s  going to  be a rough 
n ig h t ; b u t if  dog can  b ring  him , he will.”

As the shepherd  stopped speaking, he seated 
him self by the fire and  drew  the wooden bowl 
toward him . T hen  he lifted his blue bonnet, or 
Scotch cap, from his head, and  said grace, half 
aloud, ha lf m urm ured  to himself. T hen  he put 
his bonnet on again, for h is head  was ra th e r bald, 
and, as I told you, th e  cottage was a draugluy 
place. A nd ju s t as he p u t it on, a blast of 
w ind struck the cottage and  roarcd in the wide 
chim ney. T h e  ncxt m om ent the rain dashed 
against th e  little  window of four panes, and fell 
hissing into the peat-fire.

“  T here  it com es,” said the shepherd.
“  Poor Jum per ! ” said Ellen.
“  A nd poor little lam b ! ” said the shepherd.
“  i t  ’s the lam b’s own fault,”  said E lle n ; “ he 

should n’t have run aw ay.”
“ A h !  yes,” retu rned  h e r fa th e r; “ but  then 

the lam b did n ’t  know w hat h e  was about, ex- 
actly .”

W hen  the shepherd  h ad  finished h is supper, 
h e  rose and  w ent ou t to  see w hether Jum per and 
the lam b were co m in g ; b u t the dark  n ig h t would 
have m ade th e  blackest dog and the w hitest lamb 
both o f  one color, and he soon carne in again. 
T hen  he took the Bible and  rcad  a  chapter to his 
wife and  daughter, which d id  them  all good, even 
though Ellen did n o t understand very m uch of it. 
A nd then  he prayed a  prayer, and  was very near 
praying for Jum per and the lam b, only h e  could 
not quite. A nd there  he was wrong. H e should 
have prayed about w hatever troubled  him , or 
could be done good to. B ut he was such a  good 
m an, th a t I arn alm ost asham ed of saying he was 
wrong.

A nd ju s t as he carne to the “ A m e n ” in his 
prayer, there carne a whine a t  the door. And he 
rose from his knees and  w ent and opened the 
door. A nd there  was the lam b, w ith Jumper 
behind him . A nd Jum per looked dreadfully wet, 
and draggled, and  tired , and th e  curls had all
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come out o f his long hair. A nd y e t he seem ed as 
liappy as dog  could be, and  looked up in  th e  face 
of the shepherd  trium phantly , as m uch as to say, 
“ Here he is, m a s te r ! ” A nd the lam b looked 
scarcely any th ing  th e  w orse; for his thick, oily 
wool h a d  kep t away th e  w e t; and he had n’t been 
running about everywhere looking for Jum per, as 
Jumper had  been for him.

A nd Jum per, after E llen  had  given him  his 
supper, lay  down by the fire beside the o ther dog, 
which m ade room  for h im  to go next the glowing 
peats; and  the lam b, which had been eating  all 
day and  did n’t  w ant any  supper, lay down beside 
them. A nd  th en  E llen  bade h e r father and m other 
and the dogs good-night, and  w ent away to bed 
likewise, th ink ing  the wind m ight blow as it 
pleased now, for sheep and dogs, and  father and 
all, w ere safe for the wliole o f the dark , windy 
liours betw een th a t and the m orning. I t  is so 
nice-to know th a t there is a long nothing to do! 
—but only after everything is done.

Ellen lay down in h e r warm bed, feeling as 
safe and  snug  as ever child felt in  a  large, rich 
house in  a  g reat city. F o r there was the wind 
howling outside to make it  all the quieter insicle ; 
and there was the great, bare , cold hill before the 
window, which, a lthough she could not see it, and 
only knew th a t it was there, m ade the bed in which 
she lay feel soft, and  woolly, and  warm . Now, 
this bed was separated  from  h e r father and m other’s 
by a  th in  partition only, and  she heard  them  talk- 
ing.

“  I t  was n ’t  the loss o f the lam b, John , that 
made you look so troubled  when you carne lióme 
to-night,” said h e r mother.

“  No, it  was n’t, Jane , I rnust confess,” returned 
her father.

“  You ’ve heard  som ething about W illie ? ”
“ I can’t deny it.”
“ W h a t is i t ? ”
‘ I '11 te ll you in  the m orning.”

“ I sha’ n ’t sleep a  w ink for th ink ing  whatever 
it can be, John . You would b e tte r tell m e now. 
If the L ord  would only b ring  th a t stray lam b back 
to his fold, I  shoulcl die happy,— sorry as I should 
be to leave E llen  and  you, m y own Jo h n .”

“ D on’t'ta lle  about dying, J a n e ;  it  breaks my 
heart.”

“  W e wont talk  about it, then. B u t w hat ’s  this 
about W illie ? A nd how carne you to hear it ? ”

“  I was cióse to  the hill-road, when I saw Jam es 
Jamieson, the carrier, com ing up the hill w ith his 
cart. I ran  and m et h im .”

“ A nd he told you ? W h a t did he tell you ? ”
“  N oth ing  very particular. H e only h in ted  tha t 

he had heard , from W aucliope, the m erchant, 
that a certain  honest m an’s son—h e  m eant me,

Jane— was going the w rong road. A nd  I said to 
Jam es Jam ieson, ‘ W h a t road could the m an 
m ean ? ’ A nd Jam es said to m e, ‘ He m eant the 
broad road, o f course.’ A nd I sat down on a 
stone, and  I heard  no m ore ; a t least, I could not 
m ake sense of w hat Jam es went on to say ; and 
when I lifted m y head, Jam es and  his ca rt were 
ju s t out o f sigh t over the top of the hill. I daré 
say tha t was how I lost the lam b.”

A deep silence followed, and E llen understood 
tha t h e r m other could no t speak. A t leng th , a 
sob and  a low w eeping carne through the boards 
to  h e r  keen m ountain  ear. B ut no t ano ther word 
was spoken ; and, a lthough Ellen’s heart was sad, 
she soon fell fast asleep.

Now, W illie had  gone to college, and  had  been 
a  very good boy for the first winter. T hey  go 
to  college only in w inter in  Scotland. A nd he 
had  come hom e in the end of M arch, and  had 
helped his father to work their little farm, doing 
his d u ty  well to the sheep, and to everyth ing and 
everybody; for learning had no t m ade him  the 
least unfit for work. Indeed, work tha t learning 
does really m ake a  m an unfit for, cannot be fit 
work for th a t m an ,—perhaps is no t fit w ork for 
anybody. W hen  w inter carne, he had  gone back 
to  E dinburgh , and he ought to have been home 
a week ago, and he had  not come. H e had  writ- 
ten  to  say tha t he had to finish some lessons he 
had begun  to give, and could not be hom e till the 
end  of the m onth. Now, this was so far true th a t 
it was no t a lie. B ut there was m ore in i t ; he 
did  not w ant to go home to the lonely hill-side,— 
so lonely, th a t there  were only a father and  a 
m other and  a  sister there. H e had m ade ac- 
quaintance with som e students who were fonder 
o f drink ing  whisky than  of ge tting  up in the 
m orning to study, and  he d id  n’t w ant to leave 
them .

E llen  was, as I have said, too young to be kep t 
awake by brooding over troubies, and so, before 
half an  hour was over, was fast asleep and dream - 
ing. A nd th e  w ind outside, tearing  a t the thatch 
o f th e  cottage, m ingled with h e r dream .

I will tell you w hat h e r dream  was. She thought 
they were ou t in the dark  and the storm ,—she 
and h e r father. B ut she was no longer E llen ; 
she was Jum per. A nd h e r father said to  her, 
“ Jum per, go after the black lam b an d  b ring  him 
hom e.” A nd away she galloped over the stones, 
and  through the furze, and across the streams, and 
up the rocks, and  jum ped  the stone fences, and 
swam the pools o f water, to find the little black 
lam b. A nd all th e  tim e, somehow or other, the 
little black lam b was h e r b ro ther W illie. And 
nothing could tu rn  the dog  Jum per, though the 
wind blew as if  i t  would blow him  off all his four

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



7 16 G O N E  A S T R A Y . [ S e p t e m b e r ,

legs, and  off th e  hill, as one biows a  fly off a  book. 
A nd the hail beat in Jum per’s face, as if it would 
pu t ou t his eyes or knock holes in his forehead, 
and yet Jum per w ent on.

B ut it was n ’t Ju m p er; it was E llen, you know.
W ell, Jum per w ent on and  on, and  over the 

top o f the coid, wet hill, and  was beginning to 
grow hopeless about finding the black lam b, when, 
ju s t a  little way down th e  o ther side, he carne 
upon h im  behind a  rock. H e was standing in a 
m iry pool, all wet w ith the rain. Jum per would 
never have found him , the n igh t was so dark  and 
the lam b was so black, b u t th a t he gave a  b le a t; 
w hereupon Jum per tried to say W illie, b u t could 
not, and only gave a  gobbling k ind  of bark. So 
he jum ped  upon th e  lam b, and  tak ing  a good hold 
of his wool, gave him a  shake tha t m ade him  pulí 
his feet o u t o f the m ire, and  then  drove h im  off 
before him , tro tting  all the  way hom e. W hen 
they  carne into the cottage, the black lam b ran  up 
to E llen’s m other, and  jum ped  into h e r bed, and 
Jum per jum ped in after h im ; and then  E llen was 
Ellen and W illie was W illie, as they uscd to be, when 
Ellen would creep into W illie’s bed in the m orning 
and  kiss him  awake. T hen  E llen woke, and  was 
sorry th a t it was a  dream . F o r W illie was still 
away, far off on th e  broad road, and how ever was 
he to be got hom e ? Poor black lam b !

She soon m ade up h e r mind. Only how to 
carry ou t h e r m ind was the difficulty. A ll day 
long she though t about it. A nd  she wrotc a  letter 
to h e r father, telling him  what she was going to 
d o ; and  w hen she w ent to her room  the next 
n igh t, she laid the letter on her bed, and, putting  
on her Sunday bonnet and cloak, waited till her 
parents should be asleep.

T h e  shepherd  had  gone to bed  very sad. He, 
too, h ad  been w riting a  letter. I t had  taken  him 
all the evening to write, and E llen  had watched 
his face while he wrote it, and  seen how the muscles 
o f it worked with sorrow and pain as he slowly pu t 
word after word down on the paper. W hen he 
had  finished it, and  folded it up, and p u t a  wafer 
o n  it, and  addressed it, h e  left it on the table, and, 
as I said, w ent to bed, where he soon fell asleep ; 
for even sorrow does no t often keep people awake 
who have worked liard  through the day in the 
open air. A nd E llen was watching.

W h en  she though t he was asleep, she took a 
pair o f stockings ou t o f a chest and p u t them  in 
h e r  pocket. T hen , tak ing  h e r Sunday shoes in 
h e r hand , she stepped gently from her room to the 
cottage door, which she opened easily, for it was 
never locked. She then  fouirá tha t the n ig h t was 
pitch d a r k ; b u t she could keep the p a th  well 
enough, for h e r bare feet told her a t once when 
she was going off it.

So, dark  as it  was, she soon reached the road. 
T h ere  was no wind tha t n igh t, and the clouds hid 
the stars. She would tu rn  in  the direction of 
E dinburgh , and let the carrier overtake her. For 
she felt ra th er guilty, and  was anxious to get on.

A fter she had  walked a  good while, she began 
to wonder th a t the carrier had  n o t come up with 
her. T h e  fact was tha t the carrier never left till 
the  early m orning. She was n o t a b it  afraid, 
though, reasoning th a t, as she was walking in the 
sam e direction, it would take him  so m uch the 
longer to get up with her.

A t leng th , after w alking a  long way,—longer 
far than  she though t, for she walked a  great part 
of it  ha lf asleep,— she began to feel a  little tired, 
and  sa t down upon a  stone by the road-side. There 
was a  stone behind h er, too. She could ju s t see 
its g ray  face. She leaned h e r back against it, and 
fell fast asleep.

W hen she awoke she could no t th ink  where she 
was, o r how she had  got there. I t was a  dark, 
drizzly m orning, and  h e r feet were coid. But she 
was quite dry. F o r the rock against which she 
fell asleep in  the n ig h t projected so far over her 
head th a t it  had kep t all the  ra in  off her. She 
could no t have chosen a  be tter place, if  she had 
been able to choose. B ut the sigh t around her 
was very dreary. In  front lay a  swampy ground, 
creeping away, dism al and  wretched, to the hori- 
zon, where a long, low hill closed it. Behind her 
rose a  m ountain, bare and  rocky, on which neither 
sheep ñor shepherd  was to b e  seen. H er home 
seem ed to have vanished in the n igh t, and  left her 
e ither in  a  d ream  or in  another world. A nd as 
she carne to herself, the  fear grew  upon her that 
either she had  missed the way in  the dark  or the 
carrier had  gone past while she slept,— either of 
which was dreadful to contém plate. She began to 
feel hungry , too, and  she had no t had  the foresight 
to b rin g  even a  piece of oat-eake w ith her.

I t  was only duslcy dawn yet. T here  was plenty 
of time. S he  would sit down again  for a little 
w hile; for the rock h ad  a  hom ely look to her. 
It had  been her refuge all n igh t, and  she was not 
willing to leave it. So she leaned h e r arm s on her 
knees, and  gazed o u t upon the dreary , gray, misty 
flat before her.

T hen  she rose, and, tu rn ing  h e r back on the 
waste, kneeled down, and prayed G od that, as he 
taugh t Jum per to find lam bs, he would teach her 
to  find h e r brother. A nd thus she fell fast asleep 
again.

W hen she awoke once m ore and  tu rned  toward 
the road, whom should she see standing  there but 
the carrier, staring  a t her. A nd his b ig  strong 
horses stood in the road too, with their carts 
beh ind  them . T hey  were no t in the least sur-
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prised. She could no t help  crying, ju s t a  little, 
for joy.

“  W hy, E llen , w hat on earth  are  you doing 
here?” said th e  carrier.

“  W aiting  for you,” answered Ellen.
“ W h ere  are you going, c h ild ? ”
“ T o  E d inbu rgh .”
“ W h a t on earth  are  you going to do in E d in ­

b u rg h ?”

“  H e though t I was asleep in m y b ed ,” re- 
turned  E llen, try ing to smile. B ut the thought 
tha t th e  carrier had actually seen her father since 
she left hom e was too m uch for her, and she cried 
again.

“  I can’t  go back with you now ,” said the car­
rier, “ so you m ust go on with m e.”

“  T h a t ’s ju s t w hat I  w ant,” said Ellen.
“ W ell, p u t on your shoes and stockings, my

“  W HOM  S H b U L D  S H E  S E E  S T A N D IN G  T H E H E  B U T  T H E  C A R R IE R , S T A R IN G  A T  H E R .

“  I am  going to m y bro ther W illie, a t the col- 
lege.”

“ But th e  college is over now.”
“  I know th a t,”  said Ellen.
“  W h a t’s his ad d ress?” th e  carrier w ent on.
“  I don’t know,” answ ered Ellen.
“  It ’s  a  lucky th ing  th a t I  know, then. But 

you have no business to leave hom e this way.”
“  Oh yes, I have .”
“  I am  sure your father did no t know of it, for 

when he gave m e a le tte r this m orn ing  to  take to 
Willie, h e  d id  no t say a  w ord about you.”

dear. B are feet and th is bleak m orning a ir go 
poorly together. W e ’ll see w hat we can do .”

T h en  h e  heaped in a  córner of the cart some of 
the straw  with which it was packcd, threw a tar- 
paulin on top , lifted the little girl upon it, and 
covcred h e r with a  few cm pty sacks.

“  Is n’t this near E dinburgh  ? ” she asked, wist- 
fully, for it secm ed to h e r they  were very, very far 
from home.

T h e  carrier shook his head, looked puzzled, 
chirruped thoughtfully to  his horses, and  off they 
startcd.

( T o  be co n tin u é d .)
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A  B U T T E R C U P .

B y K. C.

A  l i t t l e  y e l lo w  buttercup  
Stood laughing in the sun ; 

T h e  grass a l l  green around it, 
T h e  suram er ju s t begun ;

Its  saucy little liead abrim  
W ith  happiness and fun.

D on’t  th ink , because you ’re yellow now, 
T h a t golden days will la s t ;

I was as gay as you are , once,
B u t now m y youth  is past.

T h is  day  will b e  m y last to b lo o m ;
T h e  hours are  going fast.

N ear by— grown oíd, and  gone to seed, 
A  dandelion grew ;

T o  righ t and left with every breeze 
H is snowy tresses flew.

H e shook his hoary head, and said :
“  I ’ve some advice for you.

Perhaps your fun m ay last a  week,
B ut then  you ’ll have to d ie .”

T h e  dandelion ceased to speak,—
A  breeze th a t capered by 

Snatched all the white hairs from his head, 
A nd wafted them  on high.

H is yellow neighbor first looked sad, 
Then, cheering up, he said :

“  If  one ’s to live in fear o f death, 
O ne rnight as well b e  dead.”

T h e  little bu ttercup  laughed on,
A nd waved his golden head.

D R U M M E R  F R I T Z  A N D  MIS E X P L O I T S .

B y  H o w a r d  P y l e .

A l l  these events happened in the reign of good 
oíd K ing  S tcphanus of Stultzburg.

T h a t worthy m onarch had b u t one child, and 
th a t child  was a daughter. H e thanked  Heaven 
duly  for th e  blessing of any offspririg whatsoever, 
b u t would ra th e r have had a son. N otw ithstanding 
th is draw back, however, he would have considered 
him self happy , b u t for one insupportable nuisance 
th a t, like a  peg  in  the shoe of a rich m an, made 
his existence miserable.

Ju s t outside th e  walls o f Stultzburg, the capital 
o f  his kingdom , there dwelt in a  castle, pcrched 
h igh upon the sum m it o f a cliff, a  robber barón of 
the ñam e o f Todw eldt, whosc frequent depreda- 
tions upon the w orthy citizens becam e in course of 
tim e ra th er annoy ing ; and , finally, when a  royal 
convoy from the court o f  F rance—bearing  in charge 
a dress o f the very latest fashion for the Princess 
R osetta  o f Stultzburg— was attacked, dispersed,

and  the dress captured, the princess stirred up licr 
father, who stirred  up. the prim e m inister, who 
stirred  up the parliam ent, who bestirred themselvcs 
in the m a tte r ; and  a  law outlaw ing th e  barón was 
enacted.

U pon the whole th is d id  no t seem  to  greatly 
trouble the barón, who continued the evil tenor of 
his ways in spite o f the strong  disapproval of good 
K ing  Stephanus and  his parliam ent ; so a t length 
the m onarch, losing all patience, issued a  procla- 
m ation in which it  was se t forth tha t whoever would 
b ring  him  the head o f B arón Todw eldt should have 
his daughter, the Princess R osetta, to wife, and 
onc-half of the kingdom  to boot.

T h is  was, o f course, a  g rea t tem ptation  to the 
num erous needy barons, counts, and  o ther nobles, 
who infested Stultzburg, as well as o ther similar 
kingdom s, like so m any hung ry  ra ts ; b u t when 
it was recollected th a t B arón Todweldt, besides
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being extrem ely irritable, no t to  say savage, in  his see the barón, they a t  leng th  thought be tter o f it,
temper, stooa seven íeet tliree incites h igh in lns 
jack-boots, they all felt a  delicacy in annoying him  
about such a  m atter.

Soon after th is tim e a little drum m er, nam ed 
Fritz,. carne trudg ing  across the heath  toward 
Stultzburg, seeking his fortune. H is possessions 
consisted o f  a d rum , a  knapsack, his clothes, two 
farthings, and  a  hearty  appetite, the la tter o f which 
he would willingly have dispensed with had he en- 
joyed the opportunity.

U pon reach ing  Stultzburg h e  bouglit h im  a piece 
of b read and a  sausage, whilst eating  which and 
sitting upon the head of his drum , his eyes fell 
upon the royal proclamation. T his he read  over 
carefully, and  with a  g rea t deal o f in te rest; then  
fmishing his repast with sonte m ysterious purpose 
stirring within him , he hurried  away tow ard the 
royal palace.

The k ing was engaged  in  a  gam e of p iquet with 
his prim e m inister, C ount S igism und von Dollin- 
dorff, tak ing  relaxation thereby  frorn the cares o f 
State. T h e  drum m er, with a  m ilitary salute, im- 
mediately, and w ithout m ore preface, stated  his 
ivillingness to undertake to  bring  H is Majesty 
Barón Todw eldt’s head.

The k ing a n d  the prim e m inister looked a t the 
little chap for a  m om ent with unconcealcd astonish- 
ment, and  then  burst into a roar o f laughter.

“  W hat is your position ? ” said the king, as soon 
as he was able.

“ A m ilitary leader, your m ajesty .”
“  Ah 1 and o f  w hat rank  ? ”
“ A drum m er, if  it please your m ajesty.”
“ O S ain t S ig ism u n d !” gasped the count, and 

immediately roared again.
“ W ell, m y bold little fellow,” said the king, 

condescendingly, “  you m ay attem pt it to-morrow 
if you wish, o r to-night for tha t m atter,—m y deal,
1 believe, C ount.”  A nd so the d rum m er was dis- 
missed.

II.
Br ig h t . and  early the next m orning the drum ­

mer started  on his mission in search of Barón Tod- 
weldt’s head.

On his way toward the robber’s castle h e  sat 
down to  res t beside an  oíd ru in  overgrown with 
vines a n d  briers. In  one place a  few stones fallen 
out of th e  wall opened an  apertu re  into a  dark, 
gloomy dungeon, th e  passage being ju s t large 
enough for the body  of a  middle-sized man.

An idea in conjunction with th e  ruin seem ed to 
strike Fritz. H e carefully inspected the hole, and 
then hurried away toward the baron’s castle.

At first when he presented him self the attendants 
"'ere o f ha lf a  m ind to throw  h im  over the cliff into 
the Rhine, b u t upon his re iterating  his dem and to

and  conductcd him  into their lord’s presence.
“  Hilloa 1 w hat do you w ant here, m anikin  ? ” 

growled the gigantic barón in a  deep and  terrible 
voice, a t  the sam e tim e scoivling down on little 
Fritz as a  toad m igh t on a cricket.

“  O m y noble lord ! ”  answered the drum m er, 
trem bling  with an  only half-assumed dread, “  I 
come to seek em ploym ent o f your lordship.”

“  W here  d id  you come from, sand-flea 1 ”
“  Stultzburg, m y lord.”
“  H ah  ! ”
“  O sir, K ing  Stephanus has dismissed m e from 

court, and  all because 1 was supposed to  know 
about a secret treasure.”

“ H ah  1 ”  ejaculated the barón again— this time 
with a m ilder accent th an  before, for th e  word 
“  treasure ” struck his ears very soo th ing ly ; “ and 
do you know where King S tephanus’s secret treas­
ure  is novv ? ”

“  Oh yes, noble s ir.”
“  Now observe me, wood-louse 1 ” said th e  barón. 

“  I f  you are  telling m e the tru th  and  will conduct 
m e to this treasure, I ’ll m ake your fortune. If 
you are  deceiving m e—by  the g rea t Todweldt that 
a te  a  whole p ig ! I ’ll have you sewed into a sack 
and throw n into the river like a  k i t te n ! D o you 
m ark  m e, pigm y ? ”

T h e  d rum m er nodded.
“  A nd now will you guide me to  tha t p lace?” 
T he d rum m er nodded again.
U pon this the barón took down a huge two- 

handed sword from  the wall, threw  a sack over his 
shoulder for the supposed gold, and motioned the 
d rum m er to lead while he followed cióse behind. 
T h u s they  proceeded to th e  noble oíd ruin th a t the 
d rum m er had  noticed.

“ M y gracious lo rd ,” said Fritz, when they had 
reached this place, “  this is the spot I spoke of. 
Follow m e .” W ith  th a t h e  dropped on h is hands 
and knees, and  scram bled through the hole in the 
wall. T h e  barón hesitated  for a  m om ent, for the 
hole was very sm all, b u t finally he proceeded with 
some difficulty to follow his guide. Now Barón 
Todweldt, beside being  a  very tall m an , had, by 
the use o f m uch beer an d  sauerkraut, grown to 
be decidedly stout. Accordingly, when about 
half-way through the aperture, he found him self 
plugged in as tightly  as a  cork in a bottle. I t  was 
in vain th a t h e  kicked and  sw ore; the kicks tore 
his clothes, and the oaths m ended nothing. H e 
roared to the d rum m er, as he paused for a m om ent 
in his struggles, th a t as soon as he had  extricated 
him self he would chop h im  up into sm all pieces 
and  ea t him  raw, for guiding him  into such a  tig lit 
place.

“  M y noble lo rd ,” said the drum m er, “  I  d id n ’t
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know th a t the hole was so absurdly small. Let 
m e hold  your sword for you while you try again .”

1

*> A im
T H E  K IN G  A N D  H IS  P R IM E  M IK IS T E R .

T h e  barón readily complied, for the sword was 
very m uch in his w ay ; bu t no sooner had  the 
d rum m er gained possession of it  than , seizing the 
barón by the hair, in spite o f his wrathful bellows, 
he chopped off his head. T hen  tum bling it into 
the sack which the barón had  so conveniently 
brought, and, leaving the body where it was, for it 
was w edged very tightly  in, he m ade his way out 
of a  hole in th e  ceiling, and so back to Stultzburg.

T he k ing  was very m uch surprised to see the 
drum m er, whom he supposed to be by th is  time 
utterly  dem olished; b u t he was still m ore astonished 
when, w ith the words, “ Y our m ajesty, your com- 
m ands and the princess’s beauty  accom plish won- 
ders. I have b rough t you the b a ro n ’s head ”— the 
drum m er tum bled it upon the floor w ithout more 
ado.

A t first his m ajesty was delighted  to see the head 
of his oíd enem y, bu t then , upon second thoughts, 
felt very badly about it indeed ; for m onarchs,

as a  general rule, 
disapprove of their 
daughters m árrying 
drum m ers. Accord- 
ingly, h e  desired F  rilz 
to go to  the buttery, 
where h e  should be 
well fed, while he 
stayed to consult his 
prime m inister upon 
the matter.

III.
T h e  next m orning, 

w hen th e  drum m er 
presented him self in 
the royal presence,

dom. O f course, you are  aware th a t the crown 
represents the kingdom , and w ithout tha t a  man 

is no king. Very unfortunately, your 
crown is a t  present in charge of the 
civil and  m ilitary authorities o f Stultz­
burg. N ow ,” continued the k ing  fur- 
ther, “ these civil and  m ilitary authori- 
ties are  very jealous of the crown, and 
should you inadvertently  show your- 
self to  them  while cndeavoring to ob- 
tain it, the y m ay accidentally shoot you 
on the spot, o r  clap you into prison 
for the rest o f your natu ral existence, 
which would b e  very  uncomfortable 
indeed. If, to-morrow m orning, you I 
b ring  m e the crown, the princess is 
yours. If  you do no t bring  it, and 
after tha t tim e you are  discovered in | 

m y dominions, I cannot answer for your safety. | 
G ood-m orning.”

Now, th e  tru th  was, the unprincipled k ing  had I 
caused his crown to be locked in a  strong  box, the f 
key of which he in trusted  to the m ayor, and in

F R IT Z  G Ü ID E S  T H E  BARON.

the  k ing  addressed him  th u s : “ Brave sir, I  have 
ceded to you the princess and  the half o f m y king-

H A V E  B R O U G H T  YO U  T H E  BARON S  H E A D .

charge of these sam e civil and  m ilitary authorities, I 
with strict orders to  arrest any one who should I 
appear in th e  council-room w here th e  box was to| 
be kep t, and  convey h im  instantly  to  prison.

Now Stultzburg was a  g reat sausage manufact-l 
u ring  town. Every  week whole droves of pigsl 
were driven in, and  every week whole miles of| 
sausage were carricd out o f it. Everybody ownedl 
pigs, and  the m ore any one owned, o f the motel 
consequence h e  was held  in Stultzburg. The! 
Princess R osetta  herself possessed a drove of tliej 
prettiest little p ink p igs in  the kingdom , with bluel 
ribbons on the ir ta ils ; and the governm ent ownedl 
very extensive sties, the pigs from which, by soniel 
mysterious m éans, were ap t to find the ir way intol 
th e  prívate pens o f  th e  councilors and  financiers.1 
A ll the little  school-boys of Stultzburg were taughtl 
to write as a  m otto in their double-lined copyí 
books: “ T h e  pen is m ightier than  the sword ;T
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and instead o f  candies, it was custom ary to give 
them sausages, or, if a  boy was very good indeed, a 
nicely browned tail o f a little roast pig.

In one clause of the constitution of Stultzburg, it 
was set forth th a t w henever a  pig strayed from its 

owner’s pen, tlius indicating criminal 
carelessness upon the p a rt o f said 
owner, said p ig  sliould, if  captured 
by any  Citizen, become, after the 

paym ent o f nine 
farthings to the 
governm ent, the 
prívate and per­
sonal property of

T H E  P R IN C E S S  A N D  H E R  PIG S.

said Citizen, taxable according to  Clause XXVI. 
It is unnecessary to  say th a t th is was one o f the 
most strictly enforced laws of Stultzburg, and  one 
that was no t likely to be rebelled against, except 
by the unfortunate owners o f stray pigs, who, after 
all, always had  the consolation of hoping to m ake 
good the ir loss a t an early  day. T h e  Stultzburg 
pigs, you see, finding them selves so highly prized, 
felt tha t they were no ordinary creatures, and  every 
day grew m ore im patient o f restraint.

The civil and  m ilitary authorities who had charge 
of the crown o f  K ing S tephanus were composed, 
the one o f  the m ayor and  syndics o f the city, the 
other o f a squad of a  dozen soldiers, com m anded 
by a corporal and  sergeant-at-arm s. T h e  crown, 
securely locked in a  strong  box, th e  key of which

carved oaken chair, from which dangled his legs, 
not nearly reach ing  the fioor. Beside him , on a  
lower seat, sat his secretary, a  tall, big-joiijted, 
hungry-looking m an, with a  huge queue like an 
Indian war-club, and around the table the council, 
each m an with his eyes intently fixed upon the 
box, each determ ining tha t were the crown pur- 
loined it should not be his fault.

T hus they sa t and  stood all tha t livelong day, 
solemn as a  flock of crows m ourning the decease of 
som e horse o r dog, while all the  tim e there was 
never a sign of the drum m er. T h e  crowd outside 
the town-house grew constantly m ore dense and 
curious. Little boys perched and sa t on the 
trees and  fences opposite, watching the Windows, 
and half expecting to  see th e  d rum m er fly out 
through one of them  w ith the crown in  h is hands. 
M atrons ran  h ith er and  th ither through the crowd, 
while the bread was burn ing  in the oven a t home, 
the soup boiling over on the stove, the baby 

tum bling into th e  fire, or, 
scarcely worse, upsetting 
the crock of sauerkraut. 
A t length n igh t drew on 
apace, and yet never a 

sign of the drum m er. T he crowd th inned  from 
around the town-house, and by the tim e the great 
clock in the assembly-room pointed to nine, the 
hou r a t  which every good burgher commonly 
sought repose, the good m en winked and blinked 
in the candle-light like so m any owls.

B ut a sound suddenly broke on the e a r !
T h e  m ayor was almost in a doze, b u t a t  tha t 

sound a  g litter o f life awoke in his leaden eyc. He 
started  and  elutehed the arm  of his chair convul- 
sively, as did each and  every one o f the town 
council clutch his.

T he sound was heard  a g a in : I t was—yes, it was 
the squealing o f  a pig— a  s t r a y  p i g .

T he mayor, than  whom none ever loved a pig 
better, writhed in his chair, as did all the  council-

A A A A

the m ayor held  elutehed tightly  in his fat, puffy m en, squirm ing in an  agony, their duty calling 
’ttle hand, stood in the center o f a  table, a t the them  to watch the crown, their inclination drawing 
head of which the m ayor was perched upon a  high, them  to the stray pig.

V ol . IV .—47.
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A gain the p ig  squealed ; this tim e a  continuous, 
long  draw n-out squeal, as though  som e one were 
endeavoring to  capture him  by m eans of the handle 
which nature  has so kindly provided. T he m ayor’s 
face tu rned  cherry red  with excitement, while great 
drops o f perspiration rolled bead-like down his 
p ink  forehcad.

One m ore squeal and  he would stand  it no 
longer.

“  G entlem en o f  the council,”  cried he, sliding 
off his chair to  his feet, “  I am  taken suddenly sick 
— deathly sick. G uard the crown, gentlem en, 
while I am  gone, like loyal subjeets. T h ere  is the 
key .” A nd without further ado he threw the key 
down upon the table and rushed ou t o f  the 
council-chamber.

“  G entlem en o f the council,” cried the sccretary, 
rising hastily,—for he, too, wished to capture the 
stray  p ig ,— “  G entlem en, I am  bound in duty  to 
go and look after m y po o rm aste r.” T hereupon 
he, too, bolted out.

“  H ere  ! ” —  “  H i ! ” —  “  Stop ! ” —  “  Stop him , 
som ebody ! ”— “  I'U go ! ”— “  No, I w ill !” Such 
were the cries tha t rose upon every side, and in  an 
instant all was uproar and confusión. E ach one 
of the council called upon his fellows to rem ain 
behind while h e  went to b ring  back the tow n clerk, 
and  as the noise grew louder each shouted and 
scream ed a t  th e  top  of his voice to  m ake him self 
heard  above h is neighbors’ ; so, with m uch crowd- 
ing , hustling , tearing  of wigs and  bruising of sliins, 
each try ing to  thrust his neiglibor back and  be 
him self foremost, they  all struggled  toward the 
door. In the confusión, little Joliann Blitz was 
sm othered nearly  to death , and stout W ilhelm  
Stuck alm ost punctured b y  the córner o f a  table 
against which he was crushed by the crowd. A t 
last, each still bellowing to the others to  stay back 
and  rnind the crown, they  one and all rushed pcll- 
m ell after the pig, the m ayor, and  the town clerk, 
who were ju s t disappearing in the distance. The 
soldiers also, being poor m en with families, followed 
th e  steps o f their superiors, and, headed by the 
corporal and  sergeant-at-arm s, rushed  in a double- 
quick in the track o f the others.

W hen  th e  council-cham ber was cleared in this 
m anner, the d rum m er, who had  tu rned  loose a  
greased pig in the Street, walked in, and, finding 
the key still ly ing  upon the table, quietly unlocked 
the box, took out the crown, locked the box again, 
replaced the key, and  then  m ade off as fast as his 
legs would carry him.

Meanwhile, in the Street was uproar and confu­
sión, hubbub and scam pering. T his way and  that, 
with shrill squeals, the poor p iggy led the way, 
and the town council and  soldiers rushed helter- 
skelter after. N ever in  th e  m em ory o f  the oldest

inhab itan t had  such a  rio t occurred in the ir usually 
quiet town. W indows were throw n up and night- 
capped heads th rust fo rth ; som e scream ed “ fire,” 
some “  m urder,”  and  some “  th ie f ; ” som e shouted 
for the night-w atch, and  vigorously sprung  their 
n igh t-ra ttles ; others, seeing the town council and 
the soldiers apparen tly  fleeing for the ir lives from 
som e unseen foe, supposed an enem y had  gained 
the town, and shouted  lustily for m erey and quarter,

T he m ayor was a  stout, barrel-shaped little man, 
with legs th a t seem ed telescoped shortly by the 
w eight o f  his ponderous paunch, yet he skimmed 
over the ground like a  very greyhound, his great 
m agisterial gown flapping behind him  like gigantic 
wings, and  his enorm ous wig pushed askew in the 
stress of his excitement. Cióse behind him  bounded 
the town clerk, finding it  impossible, long  as his 
legs were, to overtake his superior, and  irnrne- 
diately after him  rushed the clam orous rout of 
councilmen and soldiers.

T hree  sepárate times did the m ayor convulsively 
clutch the slippery tail o f the pig, and three times 
did it  glide through his fingers, until a t last, in one 
abortive a ttem pt, h e  stum ped his toe upon the 
curb-stone, and  fell heavily and a t  full length in 
the gutter. A t the sam e m om ent, the town clerk, 
leaping forward, fairly elutehed the struggling pig 
in his arm s, and  bore it away in trium ph to his 
own prívate pen.

T he rest o f the crest-fallen dignitaries turned 
the ir steps toward the town-house, when, for the 
first time, they  recollected the crown, and began 
to feel frightened a t  their neglect o f d u ty ; and in 
direct ratio as they drew  nearer, the ir emotions 
grew stronger, until, fairly b reaking into a run, 
they dashed into the town-hall w ith a confusión 
only exceeded by tha t with which they  had  rushed 
out.

G reat was the ir re lief when th e  first th ing  that 
m et the ir eyes was the strong box, standing upon 
identically the sam e spo t where they had left it, 
with the key also lying as before upon the table. 
T hey  never though t o f  exam ining w hether the 
crown was there o r not. In  the first moments of 
relief, they took ¡m mediate m easures for discliarg- 
ing  the town clerk from office on account of ex- 
aggerated  neglect o f duty, and these were carried 
into execution by  th e  unanim ous vote of the 
assembly. A fter th is ac t o f  duty, they sat with 
redoubled vigilance around the strong  box, which 
they supposed to contain the crown.

A t the earliest peep  o f  the following day, the 
d rum m er presented him self a t court with the 
crown securely tied up  in a  red  bandanna pocket- 
handkerchief.

“  Y our m ajesty,” observed he, as he untied the 
handkerchief with his teeth, “  I have accomplished
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the task you set m e. H ere is the crown.” And, 
with these words, he laid it gracefully a t his maj- 
esty’s feet.

“  Potztausend ! ” cried the k ing, starting  up. 
“  Am I not rid o f you yet ? O ut o f my presence 
and kingdom  ! H o, there ! My guards ! ”

The royal body-guard entered.
“  B ut, your m ajesty,” said the drum m er, “  I 

have your own royal prom ise o f the hand o f the 
princess, m ade in th is palace yesterday m orn ing .” 

“  H um ph ! ”  said thé king, in  a  calm er voice. 
“ W ell, I  will n o t arrest you. R etire  to the buttery  
for the present. As for you, guards, go and arrest 
the town council, and throw  them  into prison.” 

T he drum m er, w ith m uch unwillingness, caused 
by his anxiety to see the princess, retired  to the

T H E  ROY A L BO D Y -G U A R D .

buttery, while the body-guard m arched off to  fulfill 
the king’s orders.

Just as the poor m ayor and council were beginning 
to congratúlate them selves upon the excellent 
manner in which they  had perform ed their allottcd 
task, in m arched  the body-guard and  took them  
all prisoners. T hen  for th e  first tim e they lcarned 
that they had been carefully w atching an empty 
box all night. T hey  w ere im mediately clapped 
into prison. However, the locks being ou t of 
order, and  the keeper falling asleep over his news- 
paper in  the afternoon, they all walked ou t again, 
and joined the ir bereaved families once more.

IV.
Poo r  K ing S tephanus was m ore annoyed than 

ever a t the pertinacity  of the persistent drum m er. 
Twice h a d  he sen t him  to  accomplish the most 
difficult tasks, and  yet here  h e  was again, safe and 
sound. H is m ajesty now concluded to take his 
daughter into council on the subject, as well as 
the prim e minister.

T he princess was exceedingly annoyed a t  the 
affair, as one m ay well suppose, for she was by no 
m eans inclined to en ter the m atrim onial statc with 
a m ere d rum m er. She rated her poor papa  right 
soundlv, b u t tha t did no t in any way m end m at- 
te rs ; so they  presently all th ree set about cud- 
geling the ir brains for som e expedient by which to 
escape from their dilem m a. A t leng th , thanks to 
the princess’s ingenuity, one was h it upon which 
they proceeded to pu t into execution.

A ccording to  the princess’s plan, the drum m er 
w as called to  the royal presence, and loaded with 
distinctions and  honors. H e was created com- 
m ander-in-chief o f the arm ies of Stultzburg, and 
Barón of D um blebug. T he arm ies consisted of 
one hundred  and  tw enty-three m en, officers and 

privates, and  the baronage, o f noth ing  a t all. 
Moreover, he was created grand equerry, in 
place of oíd C ount W ilhelm  von Guzzle, who, 
besides having the gout severely, was sand- 
blind ; and  h e  was decorated with the star and 
ribbon of St. Stephanus.

D rum m er Fritz was a t first intoxicated with 
delight, b u t as th is em otion somewhat cooled 
his wits w arm ed, and he shrewdly suspected 
th a t som e mischief was afoot. H e requested 
to  be presented to  his intended bride, b u t K ing 
S tephanus politely refused his request, tell- 
ing  h im  that he would m eet h e r first at the 
church on the morrow. H e was then  informed, 
moreover, that, in  com plim ent to himself, the 
bride-m aids were to b e  selectecl from the m ost 
beautiful burgher-m aidens o f the city.

T h e  next m orn ing  arrived, and  the hour for 
the marriage. T he k ing  proceeded to the church 

with h is daugh ter, the princess. T h e  prim e minis­
ter, in company w ith th ree lords of the court, ap- 
peared a t  the apartm ents o f the newly made 
barón, and escorted him  to the coach in waiting. 
T he d rum m er was attired  in  a  su it o f blue velvet 
lined with p ink  satin , which becam e him exceed­
ingly, and in which h e  was handsom e enough to 
vvin the hea rt o f the m ost fastidious m aiden in 
Stultzburg a t first sight.

T he k ing m et the bridegroom  a t the church- 
door, and him self assisted him  to alight.

“  B arón," said his m ajesty, in a playful tone, 
“ w hat should be done to you, do you think, if  you 
should choose one of the burghers’ daughters 
ra th er than  th e  princess a t the last m om ent ? "

“ I  should deserve to be stripped of all my 
honors and w hipped ou t o f S tultzburg a t  the tail 
o f a  cart,” said Fritz,. boldly.

“  V ery well. Recollect, gentlem en, in case he 
fails to take the princess herself, h e  has pronounced 
his own sentcnce,” said the king.

By this tim e they  had entered the church.
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“  Beholcl your b r id e ! ” said the king.
One hundred  and twenty-seven m aidens, dressed 

precisely alike, stood in a  row,—the bride and  her 
bride-maids.

T he drum m er was ra th e r taken aback a t this 
sight.

“ W hich is she, your m a je s ty ?” queried he. 
“  Recollect, I have never seen, and cannot know 
h e r.”

“  You should recognize inherent royalty when- 
ever you see it,” said the king. “  Escort your 
bride to the a l ta r ; bu t should you take any one bu t 
the princess, your own sentence shall be surely 
perform ed upon you.”

Fritz saw the drift o f affairs now.
“  M adam ,” said he, stepp ing  forward and bow- 

in g ,— “ Princess, I salute you.”
H ere he looked up and  down the line o f one 

hundred and  twenty-seven m aidens, who one and 
all courtesied a t the sam e m om ent. T he drum m er 
was bewildered.

Collecting himself, h e  advanced another step, 
rem em bering th a t the bride-m aids were all burgh- 
ers’ daughters.

“ Ladies,” said he, “ I thank  you for the honor 
you have done m e and  m y in tended bride by your 
presence. Yesterday I was but a poor drum m er. 
To-day honors have been heaped upon me. I have 
been created a noble, I have com m and of the 
arm ies o f this g rea t kingdom , and soon it will be 
b u t for m e to stretch forth my hand  and wealth 
will be w ithin m y grasp. I am  a  soldier, ladies, and 
have a  soldier's h e a r t ; bu t never in the wildest 
dream s of my faney did I im agine such beauty 
could be found in the world as th a t I now see.”

T he one hundred and twenty-seven maidens 
cast down their eyes and b lu sh ed ; and even the 
princess began to say to herself:

“ H e certainly is a  very agreeable m an, and 
quite handsom e, too .”

“  W hen  I carne here th is m orning,”  continued 
the drum m er, clearing his throat, “  I carne with 
the intention of tak ing  the princess for m y wife; 
bu t when I see h e r stand ing  beside beauty tha t so 
very far surpasses h e r own, I feel asham ed of the 
base motives tha t then actuated  me. Royalty! 
W hat is royalty ? Royalty is great, b u t beauty is 
g re a te r ; and  one lady here, whom I now have my 
eye upon ,”— here one hund red  and twenty-six 
maiden hearts w ent into quite a  flutter,— “  has so 
far surpassed the princess in beauty, tha t all my 
base intentions I cast aside as worthless d irt, and 
ask tha t one pcerless beauty who has so suddenly 
yet so completely conquered m y love, will she 
accept honor, glory, and  a soldier’s hea rt ? ”

H ere h e  stopped abruptly, and again looked up 
and  down the line of one hundred and twenty-seven 
maidens.

One hundred  and tw enty-j¿r m aidens, each 
taking his words to herself, blushed, trembled, 
fluttered, and looked down. One looked straight 
before her, and  was very angry.

Fritz stepped quickly forward to the one, and 
bowed so low tha t the curls o f his g rea t periwig 
touched the floor.

“  M adam ,” said he, “  forgive your slave for the 
rneans he used to single you out. I t  was m y only 
chance.”

It was the princess.
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T H E  F A I R - M I N D E D  M E N  W H O  W A L K E D  
T O  D O N A H A N .

B y J o e l  Stacy .

j r  the 
r only

Says one : “  I ’ll hold it h a lf  the way, 
A nd you the o ther half,—

H eigho !
A nd safely we ’ll go sk ipping.”

But soon his ncighbor said : “  Nay, nay, 
You ’re dry, and  have your laugh,—  

H eigho !
W hile I catch all the dripping.

T w o  wise m en walked to D onahan 
U pon a  rain y  day,—

H eigho !
W ith  one um brell’ betw ecn them. 

T hey  hit upon an honest plan 
F o r both  to have fair p lay ,— 

H eigho 1
I wish you coukl have seen them.

A nd so they walked to Donahan,
Ñ or found the journey long,—

H eigho 1 
U ntil they fell a-wheezing ;

“  T h e  bargain ’s honest, m an to m an ,”
T hey  sa id ; “ b u t som eth ing ’s w rong,”—  

H eigho !
A s on they went— a-sneezing.

“ Now th is  w e ’ll t r y : Y our head poke through 
A nd I will do the sam e,—

Heigho !
T here  1 noth ing  could be better.

Now one umbrella '11 serve for two,
A nd neither '11 be to blam e,—

H eigho !
If t’ o ther gets the w etter.”
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R O B B I E  T A L K S .  

By  Ol iv e  T h o r n e .

M a m m a  was very busy th a t m orning. So she 
gave R obbie a  paper o f tacks, and  the sm all ham - 
m er, and stationed him away off in the o ther córner 
o f  the room. D riving nails was his favorite amuse- 
m ent, and k ep t his tongue m ore quiet than  any- 
th ing  else. So, as soon as h e  was busily a t work, 
nailing  away on a  piece of board, m am m a took her 
work, hop ing  to have a quiet hour. B ut Robbie 
was especially sociable th a t morning.

“ M am m a,” he began, after he had driven a  grove 
of tacks into the board, “  I know how to m ake a 
w heel.” M am m a said nothing, and he w ent on : 
“  T ake a  hoop ju s t the size you w ant your w heel; 
th en  have an  axle tu rned , o f course, an ’ holes bored 
in  for the spokes; an’ then take sticks, an ’ stick all 
'round , an ’ tack it on to the hoop. D on’t  you think 
th a t ’s th e  best way ? ”

“  I guess so,” said m am m a, absently.
“  M am m a,” said he again, com ing up toward 

her, “ I can tu rn  a sum m erset. Do you w ant to 
see m e tu rn  one over ? ”

“  N o,” said m am m a. “  Go and play .”
“  W h a t shall I play ? ” he asked. “  I 've driven 

all the tacks I w ant to. I t ’s  m is’ble driving tacks. 
all the  tim e.”

“  W ell, then , take your blocks,” said m am m a. 
R obbie ran  and pulled ou t the box where they 

were, b u t then  said : “  W hat shall I build ? ”
“  O h, w hatever you like ! ” said m am m a. 
“ W ould you bu ild— a— street-car ? ” said Robbie. 
“  Yes,” said mam ma.
“  W ell, how do you build  a street-car ? ”
“  W hy, you know how, R obbie ! ”
“  N ot ’th o u t any horse, an ’ m y Christm as horse 

has got his leg  broke off.”
“  D ear m e !  W ell, build an  engine,” said 

m am m a, “  and  don't talk ! ”
“  W e ll ! ” said Robbie, meekly.
F o r a  few m inutes he was still, and  m am m a 

becam e very m uch absorbed in  h e r work. Pretty  
soon he began talking, in a  low tone, to himself.

“  O h dear ! T h is  engine ’s so loaded it can’t go.” 
M am m a took no notice, and  he w ent on, singing 

softly to himself, m ixing scraps of songs he had 
h eard  in a droll m edley, to th e  tune of “  Lord 
Lochinvar,” which was a  great favorite o f his.

“  M am m a,” said he, suddenly, forgetting tha t he 
was no t to talk , “  don’t you s’pose 1 know how to 
build  a house? You ju s t take som e boards, an’ 
nail ’em  up all 'round, an ’ then  get on to the roof 
an ’ nail on the roof.”

“  W ell, never m ind now 1 ” said poor m am m a.

“  I 've go t m y engine all done,” was the next 
piece o f information th a t greeted m am m a’s ears, 
“  ’cept the sm oke-stack an’ the break. O h ! an’ I 
have n ’t  got any front o r boiler.”

“  H ave you got steam -chests ? ”  asked mamma, 
know ing th a t when tha t engine was done she would 
be called on to plan a new play.

“ Oh ! I forgot the steam -chests,” he said, medi- 
ta ting  ra th er soberly for a  m inute, b u t suddenly 
brigh ten ing  up. “ T his is ’no ther k ind  o’ engine; 
it does n’t have any  steam -chests a t all. Mamma, 
w hat shall I do now ? ”

“  Look a t  som e pictures ? ” asked m am m a.
“  Yes ; the rat-tail book ,” said Robbie.
“  T he w h a t? '' asked m am m a.
“  T h e  one ’a t  ’s  go t rat-tails an ’ fishes,” said 

R obbie, earnestly.
“  Oh ! ”  said m am m a, laughing, “  the reptile 

book ! W ell, here  it is,” and she handed  down to 
him  one volum e of “  W oods’ N atural History." 
H e laid  it  open on the carpet, threw  him self down 
before it, and  for a short tim e there  was peace. But 
soon h e  began aga in : “  M am m a, w h a t’s th a t? ”

“  A  frog,” said m am m a, glancing a t the picture. 
“  O h ! D on 't you wish you could see a frog ?” 
“  No. I know how a  frog looks,” said she.
“  W ell, how big  would he be ? ”
“  O h dear ! ”  said m am m a, looking up. “  Bigger 

than  a flea, and no t so big as a  horse.”
She hoped th a t would be a  settler, and  it did 

quiet him  for a m inute. B ut his curiosity soon got 
th eb e tte r  of him , and h e  said, “  Is he b ig  as ad o g ?” 

“  D epends on the size of the dog .” 
“ A s b ig a s T i g e ? ” “ N o.”
“  Big as h a lf  o f T ige— the head half ? ” “  No.’’ 
“  W ell, w hat is a  flea ? ”
“ A  fle a ! ”  said m am m a, th ink ing  how to describe 

th a t in teresting  object. “  I f  you see a  black speck, 
and  then  don’t see it— th a t is, probably, a  flea.” 

T h a t was a  poser, and for som e tim e Robbie 
stood by the window and pondered th is mystery. 
P retty  soon he carne up to  m am m a, and whispered 
softly in h e r ear :

“  M am m a, there  ’s som ething funny over the 
o ther side o f  the room ought to be looked at.”

“  W h a t does it look like ? ” asked mam ma.
“  I don’t know ! D o you th ink  it is a  flu ? ”
“  A w hat?  W hat is a  flu ? ” asked mamma.
“  I don’t know. You said so .”
“  Oh, you m ean a  flea ! ” said m am m a, laughing. 

“  I th ink  not. Now, R obbie, you m ust run  away.” 
Robbie slowly walked over to the window and
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looked ou t a t the trees, which were tossing about 
in the wind. T here  he broke out, eagerly : “  Oh, 
m am m a! ju s t see the trees w ig g le ! A11’ your 
g’ranium  has all laid down ; I guess it ’s tired .”

“ W ell, I know  I ’m  tired ,” said m am m a, laugh- 
ing, “  and I wish you would run  ou t in the yard .” 

Robbie started ; bu t a t the door he m et papa, 
who was ju s t com ing in.

“  Robbie, w hat is tha t ? ” asked papa , pointing 
to the block structure on the carpet.

“  W hy, th a t ’s  an  engine ! ”  said Robbie, amazed 
th a t one could ask such a question.

“  Oh, is it ? I never suspected it,”  said papa.
“  I t ’s a new kind. I t is n ’t like the engines in 

this worid," said Robbie.
“  Ñ or in any other, I th ink ,” said papa.

Lo o k  on the m ap of F rance  and  you will see a  here  if the little  ban d  of P uritans who carne to  our 
broad península, rugged and  m ountainous, ju ttin g  country had  kep t tlicmsclvcs separated  from the 
out into the sea betw een the Bay o f Biscay and  the rest o f  A m erica, holding to '-their traditions and 
English C hannel. I t  is the country of the Brelons, superstitions, and  had  b rough t the surroundings of 
a people whose history is full o f incident, whose the gallant Miles Standish down to o u r nineteenth 
lives are  picturesque and  wild, and  who have an  cen tury  unchanged. How they  would b e  studied, 
old-fashioned way of being guided by the ways o f  and w hat an in teresting  study they would be ! 
their fathers. In  every p a rt o f F rance the word To-day the Bretons are  very m uch w hat they 
Bretón stands for all th a t is quain t and  uncouth  in were a century ago,— yes, m ore th an  th a t,— perhaps 
French life. I t  is there som ewhat as it would be two or three centuries ago. T hey  are  superstitious,

A N  A M E R I C A N  C I R C U S  I N B R I T T A N Y .  

B y W m . M. F . R o u n d .
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Bretons. I t  oftcn happens th a t a  pa ir of leather 
shoes is handed  down from father to son. These 
shoes last a long tim e, for they  are  only used on 
rare occasions, rude wooden shoes, o r saboís, being 
com m only vvorn. N ot one in ten  of the grown 
people can read  and  write, and new spapers are  a  
luxury enjoyed only by the rich. T h e  people are 
sim ple-m inded and  credulous, b u t in m oney mat- 
ters they are no t too simple to m ake exceedingly 
shrewd bargains.

Now, in a  country like this, in  a town like this 
quaint, old-fogyish Q uim perlé, ju s t faney an  A m er­
ican circus m aking its appearance. H ere, in the

m inutest points are  known to every peasant within 
ten  miles. A  com m otion was created one day by a 
cynical oíd one-eyed beggar declaring tha t the pro- 
prietors of the circus were emissaries o f the Prussian 
governm ent, and  from tha t suspicion it  carne to be 
pretty  generally understood th a t the m an who 
drove the trium phal car in  the painted cavalcadc 
was Prince Bism arck, a lthough the bilí announced, 
in  plain English, tha t it  was the Anglo-American 
circus th a t was coming. T h e  people did n’t quite 
take in the word A n g lo ; b u t A m erican was plain 
to such of them  as could read  F rench , on account 
o f its sim üarity to the sam e word in  th a t language.

bigoted and picturesque. T hey  come to the m arkets 
ciad in skins in w inter and in sackcloth in sum- 
mer. T hey  cultívate the soil in the rudest m anner 
with wooden plows, and are  content in all the  ways 
of life to live as their fathers lived.

W e often hear o f the son stand ing  in the shoes 
o f the father, and this m ay be said literally o f the

public square, a  trem endous yellow-and-red postor 
has been displayed for a  week past, and crowds of 
adm iring peasants, m ore picturesque than  tidy, 
have stood before it in adm iring wonder from 
m orning till night. Its long trains o f mottled 
horses, its hum p-backed camels and  bulky ele- 
pliants, have been com m ented upon until their
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“ T H E  W A L L  W A S C O V E K E D  W IT H  BOYS FR O M  E N D  T O  E N D .”

wrapped-up infant to the gawky boys and girls who 
ate always tum bling  over the ir own or somebody 
else’s sabols.

And the beggars ! I t was “ corn in E g y p t” for 
them. They carne like bees round a cask. T here 
were blind beggars—at least they  said they  were 
blind. T here  were lam e beggars, and sick beggars, 
and palsied beggars ,—in fact, every kind of beggars 
ut clean beggars. T hey  beset one a t the doors.

teered to pulí an  oar for a  while, had ju s t th o u g h t 
to ask pay for i t ; ano ther had brought m e a  daily 
píate o f strawberries, for which his m other had 
already charged m e twice their m arket price. 
T hose boys were too m uch for me. I fled.

A t last the hour of performance carne, and  such 
a scene as I witnessed within tha t tent— which, by 
the way, was a  rem arkably handsom e ten t— I never 
expect to see again. On tiers o f scats, one above

As th e  writer was known to be an American, he 
was called on m any tim es to give explanations of 
the figures on the b il í ; and any ignorance regard- 
ing them  would have thrown doubt a t once on his 
nationality. W as th a t like an  A m erican elephant ? 
Does the President o f the U nited  States ride in a 
coach like th a t ?— pointing to  the musicians’ car. 
How m any ostriches could a  good sportsm an shoot 
in a  day in A m erica? D o all the people in America 
wear feathers like th a t red Ind ian  on the bilí ?

All these questions, and m any m ore, were con- 
tinually p u t and faitlifully answered.

A t last the circus carne. B righ t and  early on 
that wonderful m orning all Q uimperlé was up and 
dressed in its best clothes to see the g rand entry of 
the circus. T ram p, tram p, tram p  into the town, 
from all quarters, the people carne. All the sabo/s 
clattered in one direction toward the g reat square, 
where busy hands were pu tting  up th e  tent. Every 
town in B rittany has its distinctive co if or women’s 
hcad-dress, and  every variety was here  represented. 
The m en carne with the ir huge pockets stuffed with 
great buckw heat cakes, and  women b rough t loaves 
as big as the top  of a  pail, by way of slight refresh- 
ment a t m idday. Every m an  and woman who 
had children b rough t them  all, from  the carefully

They peered into Windows, followed carriages, and 
stuck to every stranger until he was forced to em pty 
his pocket of coppers to be rid o f them.

A nd the boys ! Some of them  had saved their 
sous till the  necessary franc had been reachcd, and 
they  were happy. Some of them  had  n ’t a  sou to 
their ñam e, and  they were plunged into the deptiis 
o f misery. In  an unlucky m om ent, rem em bering 
th a t some half a  century back I was a  boy myself, 
I gave a  franc to a bright-eyed little B retón to go 
to the circus. In  front of my window is a  low wall, 
about fifteen inches high. I t  is about one hundred 
feet long, and  is a  good place to s i t ; nobody can 
go in o r ou t o f the hotel without being seen by per- 
sons sitting  on th a t wall. I  gave the franc a t three 
o 'c lock ; a t  half-past th ree th a t wall was covered 
with boys from  end  to  end. You could n’t have 
wedged in  one anyw here w ithout shoving one off 
a t one end or the other. W hat were they there 
for ? I found out when I left the house. E ach one 
had done m e som e service—or ¡magined he had— 
and  cante to ask  for a  franc in consequence. I t ’s 
astonishing w hat m entones these boys had— upon 
what pretenses they dared to ask m e for a  franc. 
One had handed  m e ach a ir  in  churclt, ano ther had 
asked to go rowing with m e, and  having volun-
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the  other, were rows of the broad, velvet-banded 
hats, and snowy coifs, and underneath them  full- 
flushed healthy  faces of oíd m en and children, 
young m en and maidens, who waited anxiously for 
the entrance of the ring-m aster. I t was to us, 
Am ericans, simply a  very good circus—to them  it 
was fairy-land. W e saw only spangles and bullion- 
lace— they  saw gold and  gems. W e saw only 
painted clowns— they saw mysterious and  wonder- 
ful beings. They were a lot o f grow n-up chil­
dren. T hey  scream ed with delight a t the antics 
o f the clown, and they yelled with adm iration 
w hen Mlle. Bell rodé around  the ring  on her

fiery charger. They would have enjoyed them- 
selves a  great deal m ore b u t for one drawback. 
T hey  could n’t understand the clown’s jokes. Such 
a  th ing  as a  F rench clown is all b u t an  impossi- 
bility ; and it  seem s alm ost equally impossible for 
an  English clown to learn French. So we few 
A m ericans and English gathered there were obliged 
to explain the jokes over and over again  for the 
benefit o f our Q uim perlé friends, who laughed, but 
did not understand. B ut we did it all very will- 
ingly, for we were p'atriotic enough  to wish the best 
impression should be left by the A m erican circus in 
Brittany.

T H E  S T A R S  IN S E P T E M B E R .  

B y R ic h a r d  A . P ro cto r .

T h e  D ip p e r .
I PROPOSE now, in accordance with m y promise 

last m onth, to give a  b rief account o f the seven 
b righ t stars o f the D ipper, as they really 
are , no t m erely as they appear in th e  sky.
I  take them  as the m ost convenient, and 
in several respects also as the best, illus- 
tration of w hat applies in reality (with 
changes in  m atters o f detail) to all the 
thousands of stars we sec, and to thousands 
o f tim es as m any stars, which only the 
telescope reveáis to us.

W h en  you look during the evenings of 
this m onth  a t  the stars o f the D ipper, seen 
low down toward the north, in the position shown in 
M ap I. for the m onth , you see seven sm all points of 
brilliant light,— each of them  seems like the “  little 
s ta r ” in the fam iliar nursery rhvm e. If  th e  eye 
were a  perfect optical instrum ent, and  the a ir were 
perfectly transparent and  still, and  if, also, light,

yonder in space, even the seven little stars we see 
would be very m uch reduced in seem ing size. They 
would appear as m ere points. T h e  m ost powerful

telescope m en  have yet m ade, and  probably the 
m ost powerful m en ever will m ake, would not show 
these seven stars larger than  points, such that the 
hum an  eye could perceive no bread th  in those 
m inute disks. Such are  the stars, even the leading 
ones, to the natu ral eye. In  the m ind’s eye, how- 

cver, these seven stars are very different 
objects. I am  not going to draw  on my 
im agination in w hat I am  about lo tell 
you. I am  not going to show what these 
stars m ay be, b u t to describe w hat scicnce 
assures us tha t they  are.

instead of traveling to us in waves of m any lengths, 
gave us an  exactly tru thfu l account o f w hat is out

S izes  o f  t h e  St a r s  o f  t h e  D ipper 
In  the first place, then , every one of these 

seven points o f light is an  enorm ous globc, 
not only larger than  the earth  on which we 

live, bu t thousands or ra th er hundreds of thousands 
o f times larger. How  large they  really are we do
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not know ; we do not even know hovv far away they 
are; b u t we do know, they are so far away that 
our sun rem oved to where the nearest o f them  
is would no t look so b rlgh t as the faintest o f the 
seven. T hey  m ay be so far away tha t our sun

F IG . 3 .

removed to their distance would scarce be seen at 
all, o r would «ven require a powerful telescope to 
show him ; b u t th a t he would no t be so b righ t as 
Delta, the m iddle one, and the faintest o f the 
seven, is certain. In  considering w hat this means, 
you should rem em ber th a t the sun him self looks 
only a sm all body. W e m ight well believe, so far 
as appearances are  concerned, tha t hé is no larger 
than the rnoon, and  the moon no larger than 
yonder hill tha t hides h e r from our view as she 
sets. But the sun is in reality a globe exceeding 
our earth  one million and a quarte r tim es in volunte. 
If such a globe as o u r earth , only, were se t aglow 
with a brightness so g rea t tha t every part o f her 
surface shone m ore resplendently than  the piece of 
lime used in the calcium lantern  (and one cannot 
easily look a t th a t piece of lime so glowing), and 
this enorm ous mass o f w hite-hot fire were set 
traveling away tow ard the nearest sta r o f the 
Dipper, it would be u tterly  lost to  view before 
it had traversed a fiftieth part o f the distahee. 
Think o f th is when you

the light reaches us in sufficient am ount. In the 
case o f the stars, distant though they are, we get 
the sam e sort of information. A nd thus we learn 
tha t iron, sodium, magnesium , calcium, hydrogen, 
and others o f our familiar elem ents exist in the 

atm ospheres of the stars, ju s t as we have 
found tha t they exist in the atm osphere of 
our own sun. These seven stars, like our 
sun and their fellow-suns, are great masses 
o f intensely hot m atter, all around which 
there lies a  deep atm osphere of glowing 
gases, including in  the vaporous form many 
of those elem ents, such as our metáis, which 
the greatest heat we can use serves only to 
melt, no t to burn , into vapor.* You know 
th a t a t a  certain low degree o f  heat water 

is solid, a t ordinary hea t it becomes fluid, and at 
a great heat—m uch hotter th an  the greatest the 
hand  can bear—w ater turns into steam  or vapor. 
Iron only becom es fluid a t a  heat far g reater than 
th a t a t which w ater boils. You can Im agine, then, 
how intense the heat m ust be a t  which molten iron 
turns into iron-steam. B ut in the sun and in his 
fellow-suns the stars, iron, and substances still more 
stubborn  in their resistance lo heat, a re  turned  into 
the form of vapor. T h e  a ir  o f every sta r is a  mixt­
ure o f iron-steam, zinc-steam, calcium-steam, and 
m any o ther such fiery vapors, besides hyd ro g en ; 
and all these vapors are  so ho t tha t they shine with 
their own inherent luster. Im agine an atm osphere 
such as this, w here the clouds which form are 
metallic drops, and the rains which fall a re  slieets 
o f m olten m etáis 1

T h e i r  M o t i o n .

B ut thirdly,— and this is the point to  which 1 
w ant chiefly to direct your a tten tio n ,—every one of

look at 
Wain!

the Charles’

T h e i r  C o m p o s i t i o n .

Secondly, every one 
of the seven stars con- 
sists of m atter like tha t 
in our sun, glowing with 
intense luster. You will 
remember, perhaps,how  
last O ctober I described 
tlie niethod by which th e  w atery vapor in the 
atmosphere o f  V enus m akes its presence known to 
us when we use the instrum ent called the spectro- 
scope. I then  showed th a t distance does no t pre- 
vent us from recognizing vapors o f various kinds 
in the atm osphere o f a  lum inous body, so long as
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tu 
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r
F IG .  4 .

these seven suns is in  swift motion. I t was formerly 
supposed tha t the fixed stars really were a t rest, 
bedause year after year, and  century after century, 
passed without showing any change in their posi- 
tion. B ut gradually— even before the telescope 
was m uch used in observing the places o f stars—it

'  I  m ust m en tío n — w ith o u t e x p ta in in g , h o w cv cr— th at h y  m ea n s o f  e lcc tr ic ity , th e  m o st stu b b o m  m etáis  c a n  b e  v ap o rizetl in  sm a ll qu a n tities, 
a n d  fo r  a  b n e f  s p a c c  o f  tim e. B u t  I a m  s p e a k in g  a b o v e  o f  su ch  h e a t a s  w e  o b ta in  in furnace-.
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bcgan to be suspectecl tha t they  are slowly shifting 
in position 011 the vault of heaven. Later, very 
cióse attention  was paid to the point, the  telescope 
being used to determ ine the exact positions of a 
g rcat num ber o f stars, and now about 2,000 have 
had their slow motions on the star-vaults m easured, 
and set down in tables for the 
use of astronom ers em ployed in 
observatories. I t occurred to 
me, seven or e igh t years ago, 
tha t it would be interesting to 
picture these star-m otions in 
nraps ; for tables, after all, 
though very pleasant in their 
way, are no t very clear in their 
teachings. I m ade, thercfore, 
two charts, one o f all the  north- 
ern  stars, the other of all the  
Southern stars, whose motions 
have been ascertained. These 
charts are  given in  a  book of 
mine called “ T h e  U n iv erse ;"  
b u t a  sufficient idea of the 
rnethod I employed m ay be 
derived from F ig . 1 on page 
730, showing the movcments of 
the seven stars o f the Dipper.
T h e  little arrows attached to 
the seven stars show the courses 
a long which these stars are 
moving. B ut the length  of each 
arrow has a  m caning, too, for it 
is m ade proportional to the rate 
a t which th e  sta r is changing its 
place. I have said above that 
the stars are in siv i/l m otion ; 
and I have also spoken of the 
stars as slow ly shifting in posi­
tion. I th ink  you will presently 
adm it th a t both  these descrip- 
tions are  co rred . For, first, 
each arrow in the figure has 
a  leng th  corresponding to the 
distance its star travels during 
th irty-six  thousandyears. After 
th is enorm ous period, the stars 
will have moved from their 
present positions to the points 
o f their respective arrows, so 
th a t the shape of the D ipper 
will then  be as in  F ig . 2.

It will be easy for the young student now to find 
the shape of the D ipper a t  any time, past o r lo

come. Fig. 3 shows the shape it will have 100,000 
years henee ; Fig. 4  shows the shape it had  100,000 
years ago.*

C om paring F ig . 2 with Fig. I, it cannot but be 
adm itted th a t the change is small for an  interval 
so long as 36,000 years. Consider th a t, according

to the usual way of reckoning, less than  a fifth of 
this interval has elapsed since the very beginning

* I t  m a y  b e  w ell for m e, p erh ap s, to  e x p la in  th a t  m y  ch a rts  o f  th e  m o tio n s  o f  s ta rs  in  th e G re a t  B e a r , e tc .,  w e re  p u b lish ed  b e/orc  M . Flan1- 
m arión w ro te  a  p a p e r  ca lle d  “ T h e  P a s t  a n d  F u tu re  o f  a  C o n s te lla lio n ,”  in w h ic h  h e  m a d e  u se  o f  m y  ch a rts , a s  I h a v e  m y s e lf  done abeve. 
I  d o  n o t in  th e lc a s t  m in d  a n y  o n c 's  b o rro w in g  from  m e  w ith o u t a c k n o w le d g in g  th e o b lig a t io n ,— an  om ission  w h ic h  ca n  c a s ily  rcsult from 
ca re lcssn ess ,— bu t I do  not w ish  it  to  b e  th o u g h t th at I  h a v e  m y s e lf  b o rro w c d  w ith o u t a c k n o w lc d g m c n t  w h ere , in  rc a li ty ,  1 am  o nly tising 
m y  o w n  m aterial, g a th ere d  a t  th e  c o s t  o f  so m e  la b o r b y  th e w a y .
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of our history, and  tha t all the  tim e these slow stars occupy much the sam e position. T h e  breaking of
have been creeping over only a  sixth p a rt o f the the D ipper is causcd by the motions o f a and i¡, not
short are on the heavens which m easures their by those of the o ther five stars, which move as
motion during  36,000 years, as shown in  F ig . i. though they were all connected together and

Yet a  very easy calculation will show that the formed a  single System. N oticing this, and finding
same m otion which is so slow when thus m easured tha t in o ther parts o f the stellar heavens a  similar 
is, in reality, enorm ously swift.
Ifyou notice the arrows in Fig. 1, 
you see th a t the leng th  o f eacli 
differs very little from the dis- 
tance betw een ? and the com- 
panion star, Jack-by-the-M iddle- 
Horse. Now, this distance is 
equal to about ha lf the apparent 
diameter o f the sun. T hus, if 
any o f these stars were a t the 
sun’s distance from us, its arrow 
would be equal in real length 
to about h a lf  the sun’s diam e­
ter, o r considerably m ore than
400.000 miles. But the nearest 
of all the  stars is m ore than
200.000 tim es farther away than 
the sun ; and there  is every 
reason to believe tha t each one 
of the seven stars o f the D ipper 
is at least five times farther away 
than the nearest star, and prob- 
ably farther away still. T hus 
the arrow attached to each of 
the seven stars represents a 
thwart distance of a million 
times 400,000 miles, or 400,000,- 
000,000 m iles a t least. So that, 
as this distance is traversed in
36.000 years, the distance tra­
versed each year is m ore than 
11,000,000 miles. A s there are 
about 3 1 yí m illion seconds in a 
year, it follows th a t the thwart 
motion of each of these stars 
amounts to a t least one-third of 
a mile per second. T h is  is 
about five times the swiftness of 
a cannon-ball, and  for a  giant 
mass like a sun, doubtless with 
an attendant family of planets, 
represents a tru ly  trem endous 
cnergy of m otion. B ut proba- 
bly the real distance of these 
seven stars is so g reat th a t their 
thwart m otion is very m uch greater. W e come phenom enon could be recognized, I was led to
now, however, to the m ost wonderful point o f all. believe tha t these are really cases o f drifting mo­

tions am ong the stars,— in other words, th a t there
T h e  F a m il y  o f  F iv e . a re  sets o r SyStems 0f  stars traveling together, each

In all four figures, it  will be noticed, the five as a  single family, through space, and tha t the five
stars, 0 , y, 4, £, t, besides the companion star o f  f, stars ¡3, y, i ,  e, and ?, form one of these familics.
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Now, it so chánced tha t a  m ethod had recently 
been indicated for m easuring the m otions o f stars 
from or tow ard us,— not the thw art motions by 
which they change their apparen t position in the 
sky, b u t the motions by which they change their

distance f ro m  
us. I do not 
now en ter into 
an  explanation 
o f th is m ethod, 
s im p  1 y m e n -  
tioning th a t the 
light waves as 
they  come in 

fig. 5. from a  sta r show
by their nature  w hether th e  star is m oving from or 
toward us, and a t w hat rate. H ere, then , was a 
m eans of tes ting  m y theory tha t five stars o f the 
D ipper form a single fam ily ; for if they do, then 
all five are, o f course, receding from us, o r ap- 
proaching us, a t  the sam e rate. T h e  m atter was 
pu t to the test two or th ree years after I had  sug- 
gested the t r ia l ; and it  was found (by Mr. Higgins, 
the present president o f the Astronomical Society) 
tha t the five stars are  all receding a t  the sam e com- 
mon ra te  o f seventeen miles per second.

T hus, when you look a t the D ipper, th e  seven 
points, which you see seemingly a t rest, are, in 
reality, seven splendid suns, certainly m uch larger, 
and probably very m uch larger, than our ow n; they 
are  all rag ing  with fiery heat and glowing with the 
m ost intense lu s te r ; they  are all rushing with 
inconceivable swiftness through the dep ths o f space; 
and , lastly, five of them , though separated  from 
each other by millions of millions of miles, form, 
nevertheless, a  single family (o f which the com- 
panion o f f  is a  subordínate m ernber), and rush  as 
one system  through  space, each attended  by its 
own family of dependent worlds !

T h e  Sta r s  f o r  S eft e m b e r .

A nd now let us tu rn  to the stars for the month. 
You will note tha t the northern  m ap requires no 
explanation this m onth, all the constellations shown 
in it having already been described. T he m ap is 
necessary, like the northern m ap for th e  nex t two 
m onths, to com plete the series. F o r the observer 
should be able, from his set o f m onthly  maps, to 
begin the work of studying the stars, a t  any  part of 
the year. B ut for the description o f the various 
constellations shown in the northern  m ap for this 
m onth, he can refer to the account given for other 
m onths, when these constellations were visible, b u t 
differently placed.

T he case is different with the Southern stars. 
These change all the year round ,— not like the 
northern stars by m erely circling round the pole,

changing in position only as the hand  of a clock 
does,— b u t new constellations com ing constantly 
into view until the  circuit o f the year has been 
completed.

Y et we shall no t have occasion this m onth for 
any lengthened descriptions, even of the Southern 
stars. I t  has been for this reason th a t I selected 
this m onth for the account I have given of the real 
nature of the stars in the Dipper. I t seems to me, 
indeed, th a t m erely to learn the stars is little, 
unless we know w hat they are. T hen  only have 
the glories o f the starlit heavens their real mean- 
ing  for us.

T h e  W a t e r -Be a r e r .

T h e  chief ecliptical sign this m onth is Aquarius, 
the W ater-bearer, though  the tail o f  the Sea-goat 
has no t yet passed very far toward the west of 
the Southern or central line o f our m onthly map. 
A lthough m any say they  can see no th ing  in this 
constellation to suggest the idea o f a  m an carrying 
a water-jar, I th ink  tha t no very lively imagination is 
required to portray such a  figure am ong the stars. 
T he m an himself, indeed, is w anting; bu t that is a 
detail,— the water-can and  the stream s are  there. 
T h e  ja r  is formed by the stars 17, ?, '/ and a, as
shown in F ig . 5. I am  not quite sure whether 
originaliy the m outh  of the ja r  m ay no t have been 
fancied a t a, and the handle a t  v- A t present the 
ja r , as you see in the Southern m ap, comes liori- 
zontally to th e  south, and it m atters little which end 
of the ja r  we suppose to be the m outh. But some 
four thousand years ago (and the constellation is at 
least six thousand years oíd), it carne to the south 
with the end v considerably h igher th an  the end a; 
and  as the idea was always th a t o f a  m an pouring 
ou t water, I  th ink  the lower end  o f  the ja r  was 
probably regarded as the m outh. You can easily 
see th a t the se t o f stars would serve either way—

pcrliaps rather 
be ttcr the oíd 
way (as I sup- 
posc) than  asin 
F ig . 5, for--i and 
í  m ark  rather a 
stem  than an 
opening, where. 
as the two stars 

fig. 6. a  and  32 (if not
o also) as in Fig. 6 , would serve to represent the 
open m outh of a  jar. Both ways th e  stars ir and y 
would correspond to the body of the jar. The 
stream s are no t shown in the m ap because formed 
o f sm all stars. Ñ or could they  easily be presented, 
except in a large picture. B ut if  you look atten- 
tively, you will see in the sky itself two streams, 
cxtending from below th e  sta r (ra th e r from below a
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than from below r¡, by the way), one passing wind- 
ingly toward the s ta r  Fom alhau t,— the m outh of the 
Southern F ish ,— the o ther flowing windingly over 
the Sea-goat, and thence along w hat is now called 
tne Crane (G rus), a  set o f stars unquestionably 
belonging to the oíd water-stream s o f Aquarius.

T he sun in his annual m otion passes the point 
of the ecliptic m arked x , or, in technical term s, 
enters the sign Pisces on or about February  18.

Little need be said about th e  rem aining constel- 
lations visible toward the south. Piscis Australis, 
o r the Southern F ish , is chiefly rem arkable for the 
b rig h t sta r Fom alhaut in the fish's mouth. I t may 
interest you to learn tha t the A rabs, before they 
learned theG reek  constellations, called the Southern 
F ish  the F irst F rog  ; a  part o f C etus (the W hale), 
who figures tow ard the south next m onth, being 
called the Second Frog.*

T H I S T L E - P U F F S .

B v I na  Ca r o i..

I h a v e  a  lovely bouquet. T h e  flowers, as I cali 
them, are  large, white and  beautiful; the petáis, 
“ featliers,” wings, o r whatever they may b e ,—you 
see I am  no botanist,—are soft as down, and are just 
such little things as I often have seen floating in the 
air on b righ t sum m er days, each one carrying, as 
the legend runs, a  m essage up to th e  angels. Now 
thousands o f  these fairy wings are  folded quietly, 
though I supposc they  really are  bound also on the 
earthly errand  o f  distributing seeds,—just looking 
beautiful while they  await the ir tim e o f flight. In- 
termingled w ith these flowers are  long, delicate 
sprays of a  kind of pam pas grass, whose flowers 
seem the prettiest things th a t ever grew upon grass 
blades, for their beauty  is enhanced by being sur- 
rounded by white, feathery shafts, which look like 
a silvery veil, through which the delicate flowers 
look ou t with a  softened beauty. Such is my 
bouquet, arranged in graceful form. T h e  white, 
downy flowers are  beautiful enough to have been 
gathered in fairy-land, yet a  little girl discovered 
them by the country road-side, and  I will tell you 
how it happened.

Katie G ilm an was D r. P ierre’s little pa tien t; she 
had been sick for a  long time, and the kind-hearted 
doctor could no t endure to see h e r die ju s t for the 
ivant o f puré country a i r ; so he took her from the 
dose, stifled atm osphere o f h e r poor hom e to a  
quiet place in the country, where a  kind, motherly 
«oman would tcnderly care for her. By the doc- 
tor’s orders, K atie lived in the air and sunshine. 
At first, her bed was rollcd cióse to the Windows, 
where she could breathe the fresh air and feel the 
warm sunshine rest upon her. By and  by, they 
carried her ou t to the veranda, and  on warm days 
they often m ade a  cot for h e r underneath  the trees, 
where she would lie and watch the blue sky and

the beautiful earth , and listen to the voices o f the 
trees as they whispered to her in their soft, sweet, 
leafy way, and  to the hum m ing of the bees, and 
the singing o f the birds, and  all those sweet sounds 
in  nature tha t come so clearly to an invalid’s ears.

A ll these things did K atie a world of good. They 
stole away her pain and weakness ; she grew strong 
enough to sit up, and slowly she learned to walk 
again.

A m ong the m any beautiful things tha t carne to 
K atie during tha t happy  sum m er was the discovery 
o f thistle-puffs. Ju s t across the road was a hill, 
and everything grew on it ju s t as it liked. In  the 
spring, there were sunny spots th a t were blue with 
violets, and there weré plenty of dandelions and 
buttercups and daisies. In  the sum m er, there were 
purp le  flowers near the road-side that looked so 
p re tty  to K atie’s eyes tha t she begged Johnny (the 
k ind  lady's little boy) to g e t some for her. He 
said, “ Pooh 1 they are only thistles, and horrid 
th ings to p rick .” Y et, to  please K atie, he filled a 
little basket full o f  the purple flowers, and she took 
so much comfort in  looking a t  them , th a t when 
they wilted she did no t like to throw them  away. 
So she tied them  in bunches, and Johnny  hung  
them  up in a  com er o f the veranda, and many 
times m ore h e  b rough t h e r pretty thistle-flowers, 
and they were always hu n g  up when they  had lost 
the ir beauty.

A t last, there  was such a  long row o f them  that 
everybody laughed, and  they  wondered how Katie 
could love the despised thistle— “  the very flower,” 
they  said, “ with which the ground was curscd 
when A dam  sinned.”  Only the oíd Scotch gar- 
dener blessed Katie in his heart, and  told h e r he 
loved the thistle too, for in his native land they 
proudly wore it  as the ir national emblem— because

* See “ Letter-Box."
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of saving dear oídit o'nce had been the means 
Scotland from  the Danés.

But Katie did not like to be laughed at. So she 
determ ined to  throvv away all o f the wilted flovvers. 
But, first, she m ust say good-bye to  the poor little 
things. A s she pctted  one of the dead flowers, 
and sm oothed over its faded purple petáis, she 
began to pulí them  out, and discovering there was

delighted with them , and told h e r she m igh t malee 
beautiful winter bouquets by arranging  with them 
some pre tty  grasses which he would b ring  her. So 
when the prom ised grasses carne, she m ade a great 
m any o f the pretty  bouquets, and the gardener 
sold them  in a city store, and gave h e r m ore money 
for them  than  K atie had  ever dream ed of possess- 
ing. She was glad, for she thought now they

A  T H IS T L E -P U F F .

som ething within, she picked off the prickly outer 
coat. A nd w hat do you th ink  she found ? A 
beautiful white “ flower,”  th a t trem bled and flut- 
tered as it burst forth. Mrs. A lien (the k ind lady) 
called it the “  resurrection flower,” and seem ed 
glad th a t it had  bloom ed so beautifully after death.

So none of the thistles were thrown away, and 
from every one there carne a  fairy flower. Katie 
showed them  to the Scotch gardener. H e was

could pay the doctor for a little o f his kind care. 
B ut h e  would not touch a penny o f the money 
K atie had  earned in such a  happy  way.

T h u s m any comforts were added to Katie’s lióme 
through  the thistle bouquets, and  in many city 
hom es the pre tty  thistle flowers gladdened many 
hearts ; for all w inter long they whispered of sum- 
m er sunshine and  beauty, and  prom ised to manya 
happier bloom ing in the sccond life.
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P A N C H Y .

Bv M rs. F r a n c és  M. L a t h r o p .

I’ANCHY’S hom e was in a highly aristocratic 
suburb o f  N ew  Y ork City, called O range Mountain. 
There ¡s a  delightfu! tone in th a t ñam e to  me.

Oranges, in m y own young days, w ere no t the 
every-day dessert of children, as now, when steam- 

run quickly from p o rt to port, b ring ing  the 
to our very thresholds. In  those days these 

golden globes were rare enough to  be pu t into 
Christm as stockings, and their very flavor was 

ofa m ore am brosial sweetness— their juice a néctar 
lo be sparingly sipped, as som ething too rare  and 
precious for comm on use. A nother pleasant associa- 

with this ñam e is in the famous O range County 
and cream , which I cannot help believing 
to be better, and of a  m ore golden hue, by 
o f this ñame. B ut Panchy cared nothing 

this suggestive and pleasant sound in the ñam e 
his home. H e was a  forester, and lived under 

oíd roof-tree tha t had  sheltered his ancestors 
generations. You perceive in  this last rem ark 

Panchy was no t destitute o f the distinction of 
a  long queue of granel and  great-great- 

stretching far behind him  out of sight 
However, h is  having had so many 

did not m akc him  either asham ed or 
lazy to work, and h e  was happy  and busy all 
long, earn ing  bread for him self and  his little 
Vo l . IV .—48.

ones. Indeed, noth ing would have tem pted him 
to exchange his greenwood home for a  five-storied 
brown stone córner house on F ifth  avenue; and as 
for any one of those white m arble palaces, tha t look 
coid and  as homeless as a  m onster tornb, I assure 
you tha t Panchy would n’t have given a  beech-nut 
for one. It is quite tim e to tell you that Panchy 
carne into this beautiful world with a pair o f bright 
black eyes tha t twinkled like je t in the sunshine, 
and found him self ciad in a  suit fitting like a glove, 
o f warm and  delicate gray fur, for it is also tim e to 
say tha t our friend Panchy  was a pretty  little grav 
squirrel. H is house was the hollow of an  oíd oak- 
tree, th a t had room enough for all Panchy’s úneles, 
aunts and cousins, and  here they  led as m erry a 
life ás ever was known in squirrel-land.

W hen  Panchy had fairly opened his bright 
eyes upon the green G othic arches o f  his forest 
hom e a terrible fate befell him. A grcat g iant lived 
n ear the oíd oak house. You and I would have 
called this g iant a boy, for he was ju s t ten years 
oíd, and his ñam e was B ob; bu t to poor little 
Panchy he seem ed half a mile high, as he crept 
cióse to the oíd oak one day, and while Panchy 
was shivering with terror, and try ing to hide away 
under his own tail, Bob, the giant, stretchcd ou t a 
long arm  and  suddenly pounced upon the little
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fellow, and in an instant Panchy  was a  pnspner 
sure and fast. H e was a b rave squirrel a t heart, 
and instead of crying ou t o r struggling to get free, 
he looked up into the boy-giant’s face w ith a  b n g h t 
glance th a t quite won his captor’s heart. B o b h a d  
really in tended  to strip  off Panchy’s beautiful fur 
suit and  sell it  for a' little girl’s  muff, b u t he was 
touched by the courageous way in which 1 anc hy 
had  m ct his capture, and  while he was half resolv- 
ing to se t him  free again in  the oíd woods, the 
noise of wheels was heard . Bob lookecl into the 
road and saw an open carriage in which were seated 
two ladies, the younger of them  driving.

A s they carne up w ith Bob, the eider lady gave 
him  a quick look, and exclaim ed: “  W hy, Fanny , 
th e re ’s the very th ing  we want— a  lovely gray 
squirrel 1 ” “  Come here, m y boy. W ould  you like 
to  sell m e th a t little squirrel ? ” T h is  unlooked-for 
piece o f good luck brough t a  b rig h t smile to Bob s 
face. H e could reccive the full valué of Panchy s 
soft coat, and  yet save the little fellow’s life. H e 
hurried to transfer Panchy to the lady’s hand, fear- 
ing  tha t she would take back h e r proposal to buy 
him  But, n o ; she took from  h e r portm onnaie a 
ha lf dollar, which Bob grasped eagerly, with a 
sense of having come into a  very comfortablc for­
tune all in  a  m om cnt. T he ladies were on the ir 
way to town to visit an oíd friend who had  often 
w ished for a p e t squirrel, and  especially a  gray one. 
T his lady’s ñam e was M rs. H illar. She had  neither 
husband  ñ o r children, and led rather a  lonely and 
sad life in the great city o f New York.

H er hom e was one of those g rea t córner piles ol 
brown stone which Panchy could n o t b u t despise.
I t had  no t even an inch-wide strip  o f green grass 
anywhere near it. T h e  area was a solid stone floor, 
and  the little  space of ground in the back yard 
which would have given a b it  of grass, a  few flowers, 
and some clim bing vines to conceal, like a m antle 
of charity, the sin of ugly boarcl fences— was buned  
under heavy granite slabs, like grave-stones.

B ut we m ust see how Panchy  fared m the new 
hom e. Mrs. H illar was perfectly delighted with 
him . She had  a  companion— Miss D ot—who was 
called up a t  once to see the pretty  little Panchy. 
L ittle Miss D ot had  the kindest heart in  the world, 
and she was as happy in Panchy’s arrival as if 
she like Bob, had  come into some sudden fortune. 
M rs H illar a t once prom oted Panchy to a  higher 
rank  and  title, m ore befitting his aristocratic ongin  
and present State and  dignity, and he was called 
D on Panchito. H is own prívate apartm en t was a 
large wire liouse o f two rooms. T h e  largest of 
them  was parlor, dining-room  and  sleeping-cham - 
ber.' H is bed  was a fine silvered net-work basket, 
and  it was swung h igh  up on the wire wall o f his 
cage. T his p re tty  nest was furnished in  winter

with soft scarlet wool-stuff for blankets. In  this 
luxurious hom e, and  in  spite o f his new g rand  tille, 
our little friend was still only Panchy a t heart. He 
ha ted  h is gorgeous prison, and devised a  thousand 
Plans o f escape. T h e  second room  of h .s house 
was a very curious place. I t  was h is  promenade, 
his garden, his forest, and  in  tim e becam e his chicl 
delight. T h ere  was a contrivance in  this room 
w hich had  the effect o f a  com plete illusion in 
Panchy’s m ind. T his was a hollow space mclosed 
by wires, called a  wheel, which w hirled rapidly 
around and around the m om ent tha t Panchy entered 
it and began  to run . H e used to  d a rt like a flash 
into this wheel and  ru n  for miles and  miles, all the 
while believing him self to be escaping to his dear 
oíd O range M ountain. E ach  m orning, as Panchy 
opened h is eyes a t  the earliest ligh t, his first thought 
was of freedom in his forest hom e, and  he instantly 
sp rang  into the wheel and  raced  off like an express 
tra in , while th e  wheel only whirled round and 
round, never of course b ring ing  h im  a step nearer 
his heaven.

In  tim e, however, little Panchy  bogan to  perce.ve 
th a t he was leading a  very easy life. Mrs. Hillar 
and good little Miss D o t were entirely devoted 
to  his happiness, and left nothing u n tn ed  for las 
comfort. Luxurious living soon spoils the best ol 
us, w hether boys, girls o r squirrels. Panchy soon 
insisted upon a  change in his bilí o f fare whenever 
he liked, and  would refuse walnuts, filberts, almonds, 
o r fruits, sim ply because h e  was b e n t on a  dmner 
of chestnuts. H e knew perfectly how to  manage 
Mrs. H illar and  Miss D ot, for as soon as he bogan 
to refuse his usual food, these two good souls were 
in te rro r o f his starv ing  to death , and  they went on 
try ing h im  with every im aginable dehcacy until the 
rig h t th ing  was h it on. T hen  Panchy glor.ed in 
his victory, and  se t about inventing new wants 

Som etim es it  was a feast o f sweet potatoes, then 
a  bunch  of white grapes, a n d  everything must be 
o f the best quality ,—fresh and  sw eet,- 0 1  Uon 
Panchito  w ent fasting for a  whole day. A t mgw 
ano ther a ttendan t, Alice, the house-maid, « s  
called to m ake up  th e  D on’s bed freshly. " 
the m idst o f all th is luxury, Panchy  did not lor- 
get the native instinets o f his race,, bu t preserve 
a  business-like thrift. However g rea t h .s hunger, 
he always p u t aside for future use a  nu t or tno 
before beginning his dinner. W h en  a  chestnu 
w alnut was given to him , he instan tly  se t out on 
journey in the wheel, and after ru nn ing  towha,t n 
evidently th o u g h t a  safe distance, h e  d a r te d w o » 
córner of h is parlor, o r leaped into hisi bed, an  I 
the n u t ou t o f sigh t, re tu rn ing  instantly to the d 
of his cage for a new supply. Sometimes when 
favorite k ind  of nu t was presented  to him  he sto 
it  away for a  future choice feas t; and if  no
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one o f the sam e sort was given, he would eat a 
com m oner k ind  of food. As years w ent on, he 
m ight have learned to tru st the never-failing supply 
of dainties always re a d y ; b u t n o ; this wise little 
m anager never forgot the chances of a  rainy day 
th a t beset this life, and continued to lay up his 
second m eal before consum ing the first one.

A full biography o f Panchy’s career would make 
up a  little volum e, while th is is only a sketch of 
the rriáin events th a t m arked  a life full o f pleas- 
ures invented for him  by Mrs. H illar and her 
friend. H is birthday (tha t is, the  day on which he 
carne into possession of his brown stone house) was 
a  time of great feasting. A t Christm as h e  had  his 
share o f holiday joys. Good Miss D ot said tha t 
D on Panchito  should have a Christm as-tree ! A nd 
such a  tree ! I t  was h u n g  with nuts, grapes, red  
apples, and I know not w hat besides. T h e  door 
of his house was set wide open, and  in an  instant 
he bounded toward the tree in an  ecstasy o f  joy. 
How he skipped up to the topm ost twig, and down 
again tw enty times in  half as m any m inutes ! How 
he nibbled a t the grapes, crackcd the nuts as if 
each one was a  capital joke ! W hat holes he dug  in 
the earth  in which th e  tree was p lanted, and  hid 
away treasures o f  nuts, and  scam pered into his cage 
and back again to the tree, and  ate a  few rose- 
leaves for a d e sse rt! H e was far happier than  
any king. A t n igh t his place was in the room of 
Mrs. H illar. H is cage was set on a -table near her 
bed, and early m orning greetings were always to 
be heard  betw een them , and then his usual journcy 
on the wheel began , and by the tim e Mrs. H illar 
was ready to  begin  her toilette, Panchy was tired 
of racing, and had  betaken him self to a  late nap. 
Then the noise o f Mrs. H illar’s brushes disturbed 
his delicate nerves, and  he vented his displeasure 
in a  sort o f low grum ble o f com plaint very funny

to  hear. I am  sorry to say tha t some people sus- 
pected him  of a quick tem per, b u t w henever a long 
red scratch appeared upon the face o r hands of 
Mrs. H illar, o r Miss D ot, o r Alice, these devoted 
friends always declarcd it to have been an accident 
on the part o f Panchy’s sharp  claws.

W hen Panchy was eight years oíd— although 
squirrels seldom live oversix  years—he was as light 
o f heart and foot as in the days o f childhood. He 
dived as nim bly as ever into Mrs. H illar’s pocket 
every day in search of nuts, and  no one thought the 
end was very near. B ut one day last spring  Mrs. 
H illar called ou t her early good morning, as usual, 
which Panchy did no t answer. T h is  alarm ed Mrs. 
H illar, and  she rose to  see w hat had  happened.

T h e  worst had  happened ! Poor Panchy lay in 
his wheel as if  he had ju s t started on the oíd, oíd 
joum ey to the oak-tree hom e, o f which he had  so 
long and  vainly dream ed.

H is days were over before any kind of evil had 
come upon them . T he grief o f Mrs. H illar and 
her friend, Miss D ot, was very real and deep. 
T hey  determ ined that Panchy should not rest in 
the dreary back yard, where the grass had  been 
stoned to death. H e was placed in a box, with 
som e white flowers laid about h im ,— for h e  always 
loved flowers,— and conveyed to his beloved Orange 
M ountain, w here he was laid am ong the trees and 
grasses.

Panchy had  no t lived in  vain, for he brought 
sunshine into a lonely life. H e had aw akened feel- 
ing  in some hearts tha t possessed few objects o f 
love. H e had given com panionship where it was 
needed, and by his m erry frolics and playful pranks 
charm ed away m any a care in the days of his mis- 
tress, re tu rn ing  thus four-fold for th e  care given to 
him  in full m easure. W ill as m uch be said of each 
one o f us ?

H O W  I . W E N T  A - D R U M M I N G .

B y F rank . R . St o c k t o n .

W h e n  I w ent “ a -d rum m ing” I did not take a  
drum with m e. T h a t would have been ridiculous, 
as you shall see. Ñ or d id  I go as a  “  d ru m m er” 
for a m ercantile or a  m anufacturing concern. 
Words som etimes m ean so m any differcnt things 
that we have to be particular. W h a t I did was to 
go fishing for “ drum s,” w hich are  certain Iarge 
fish, found in Southern  waters.

I was down a t St. A ugustine, in F lorida,—that 
m ost ancient city in th is country,—where there is 
an oíd fort o r castle, built by the Spaniards more 
than  three hundred years ago, and where the 
narrow  streets, th e  curious stone licuses with 
over-reaching balconies, the ruins o f the oíd city- 
gates, and m any o ther ancient and  foreign-looking 
things, m ake it difficult to realize tha t it is really
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an A m erican city. A nd besides the antiquities, 
and the delightful climate, and  the orange-trees 
and  the roses tha t bloom  out-of-doors all winter, 
there is capital fishing. R igh t in front o f the town 
is the M atanzas River, and it is full o f fish. You 
can catch them  alm ost anywhere.

T h e  drum -fish gets its ñam e from its habit of 
m aking  a drum m ing  sound as it swims about, near 
the bottom  of the river. Sometimes, as persons 
are  rowing o r sailing along the river, hundreds of 
these fish can be heard  drum m ing  away, down 
under th e  boat. B ut although there are  so m any 
of them , they are  no t very easy to catch ; for they 
seent to be rather indifferent to food which they see 
dangling about on strings.

W hen I had heard  about these fish, I  deter- 
m ined, as soon as possible, to try to catch o n e ; and 
one fine m orning I went down to the w harf where 
a  great m any sail-boats and  row-boats were lying, 
—nrost of them  for hire to visitors,— and I asked 
an  oíd fisherm an, with whom I had become ac- 
quainted, if he could take m e out after drum s.

“ D ru m s ? ” said he. “ Do you w ant to  go 
a-drum m in’ ? ”

I  told him tha t I was very anxious to do so.
“  W ell,” he said, “  I  can’t go to-day, and it aint 

jis t the  tidc for drum s, nu th e r.”
“  B ut the tide will be righ t before long, wont 

it ? ” I asked.
“  O h yes. T h e  tide will always be right if you 

wait long enough. B ut I ’ve got o ther th ings lo do 
this m ornin’.”

“  W here is a  good place to go ? You can tell 
m e tha t, if you can’t go with me yourself.”

“  W ell— there ’s several good places. I kin tell 
you of a  very good place for you to git drum s, this 
m ornin’.”

“  W here  ’s  th a t ? ” I asked.
“  O ver there  a t  the fish-m arket,”  he said. 

“  Y ou ’ll run  a  be tter chance there than  any place 
I know of.”

I saw the oíd fellow had  no t m uch faith in m e as 
a  fisherm an, b u t I  would no t get angry  with him. 
I t  ’s a  poor business to get angry  with people who 
m ay be of use to you. So I left him  and h ired  a  
sail-boat, with a young m an to  m anage it.

In  a  few m inutes we started  out, and  we sailed 
away gayly. T h e  young m an had  lines 011 board, 
and he had procured som e ba it before we started.

“  W here is the best place for d ru m s? ” I  asked, 
as we were sailing along by the northern point of 
A nastasia Island, which lies on the o ther side of 
M atanzas River, betw een St. A ugustine and the 
ocean.

“  T he only certain  place for d rum s is up the 
N orth  R iver,”  the m an answercd. “  T h a t ’s the 
N orth  R iver, over there. It branches off, like,

from the Matanzas. A bout nine m iles up that 
river you can ketch  ’em  sure.”

“  B ut we can’t go nine miles and  back this m orn­
in g ,” said I, “  and  I am  not p repared to stay all 
day. I though t you could catch them  about here.” 

“ So you can ,” said h e ;  “ b u t you have to go 
down the river a long way, and with this wind and 
tide we would n ’t get there before n igh t, Y o u ’d 
better fish for w hitings ; they bite a  lot livelier than 
drum s, and  here ’s  ju s t the place for ’em. I d id  n’t 
know you were so particular about drum s. 1 
thought you ju s t w anted to go a-fishin’.”

A s there  was noth ing else to  do, we anchored 
and  began  to fish for whiting. I  baited  m y line 
with some pieces o f fish the m an had brough t, and 
threw  it out. I t  was a  long line w ith two liooks 
and a  heavy sinker.

Very soon I had a  bite. I gave a  je rk , and fclt 
a  vigorous pulí. H auling  in, I drew  over the side 
o f the boat a  handsom e white fish, about a  foot 
long and  quite plum p and fat.

“  Is tha t a  w hiting? ” I asked.
“  Yes,” said the young  m an ; “  and they  're just 

as good eating as drum s, only they  ’re  not as big.” 
T h a t m igh t be very true, bu t as I did n’t start 

out drum m ing  to catch whitings, no am ount o f such 
fish-philosophy could m ake m e entirely  satisfied.

D irectly, I got a  gentle bite, and feeling that 
som ething was on the hook, I pullcd up. There 
was very little* resistance as I hauled in the line, 
and I was indeed astonished to see com e to the 
surface a  great, flat, wide, flopping creature, some- 
w hat o f the shape and  size o f a very large palm-leaf 
fan, with a long tail like a handle. I t  was of a 
d irty-green color above and  white beneath , and 
when it  carne to the top  o f the w ater it flopped and 
struggled a’ good deal.

I t was a skate, no t a good fish to  eat, ñor a  very 
pretty  one to  look at. You m ay see som e of them 
in the New Y ork  A quarium , and  they swim about 
very gracefully there, using th e ir  long tails for rud- 
ders. B u t they are  1101 very nice to catch. I  un- 
hooked this fellow w ithout pu lling  him  entirely on 
board, and let him  go.

“  H e did n’t pu lí h a rd  for so large a  fish," I 
rem arked.

“  N o,” said the young m an. “  T hey  never pulí. 
T hey  sneak on you. You ought n’t to have let that 
fellow go. H e ’s ju s t m ean enough to bite a t  your 
ba it again. T hey  don’t m ind being  hooked.”

Sure enough, in a  short tim e I caught this skate 
again, or his twin brother, I am  not sure  which. 
A nd he carne up in the sam e gentle, U riah  Heep 
kind of way as when he carne before. I wont say 
th a t he laughed when I got him to th e  top of the 
water, b u t he had a very unpleasant expression. 

W hen  I had caugh t about a bucketful o f whitings
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we se t sail for hom e. O n the w harf I m et the 
oíd fisherman.

“  W ell,” said he, “  did you get a  drum  ? ” 
“ N o,” I rep lied ; “  we fished for w hitings, and 

caught a good m any of them .”
“  W hitings is good fish enough, b u t they aint 

drum s,” said he. “  But we oughter be glad for 
what we can git. T here  ’s a  row of fellers fishin’ 
on th a t side o f the wharf, tha t are satisfied with 
skip-jacks, which is a  mean little fish as I take it.” 

Just th en  a m an  carne down the w harf with a 
crab-net. T h is  is a  hoop, e ither o f iron or o f wood,

sigh t be tter eat your bait, and  let the crabs alone. 
You had fish enough there to fry for supper, and 
beef enough to m ake a  b ig  po t o f soup for the 
whole family, and you ’ve sp'iled it all, fishin’ for 
tha t one crab, which aint 110 good a t all, by him­
self.’ ‘ Y es,’ says he, ‘ bu t I m igh t ’a’ caught a 
lot o’ crabs.’ ‘ T h a t ’s so,’ says I, ‘ and General 
W ashington m ight have m arried Queen Victoria, 
if they ’d lived a t the sam e time, and the families 
had been willin’. ’ I  tell you w hat it is, s ir,” said 
the oíd fellow, as h e  walked away : “  there ’s lots 
o’ people in th is world who ’d  a  g reat sight better

T H E  D R U M -F IS H .

weighted to m ake it  sink, w ith a  sm all net attached 
under the hoop. Some ba it is fastened in the 
middle o f the net, and  the whole is lowered to the 
bottom by a rope. T h e  n e t is occasionally hauled 
up, and  som etimes there is a  crab in it, and  some- 
times there is not.

“  I knowed a boy once,” said the oíd fisherman, 
“  who carne down here, one day, with two crab- 
nets and  a basket o f  bait. In  each of his ne ts he 
put a b ig  piece of b eef and  two or three good- 
sizcd fish. H e lowered his two nets and tied the 
ropes to th e  wharf, and h e  spent the afternoon first 
pullin’ up one net and th en  the other. I was 
a-m ending a sail, and I kep t m y eye on him . He 
caught one crab tha t whole afternoon. ‘ Now look 
here,’ says I to him , ‘ ano ther tim e you ’d a great

ea t their ba it before they spile it  and get nothin’ 
for it.”

A  day or two after this, I  was invited by two 
gentlem en to go with them  to fish for drum . They 
had  everything ready,— sail-boat, lines and bait,—  
and  we started  off soon after dinner. W e sailed to 
a place, a  few m iles below the town, where one of 
the gentlem en, a short time before, had  caught 
two splendid drums.

W hen  we reached the spot, and  h ad  anchored, 
we began to bait our lines.

“  W h y ,” said I, when I saw the bait, “ do you 
use clam s when you fish for drum s ? ”

“  N o,” said one of the gentlem en, “ we ought 
to have crabs, b u t I could n’t get any crabs this 
m orning, and so I thought I ’d  b ring  clam s.”
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W e baited with clams, b u t a  clam  did not half 
cover the g rea t hook used for drum s, and  the little 
fish a te  the bait off w ithout pulling  hard  enough to 
give us decent notice. So we soon took sm aller 
lines and hooks and fished for black-fish, baiting  
with bits o f som e sm all fish which were in the boat.

W e caugh t black-fish p re tty  fast, sometimes 
hau ling  up two a t  a  tim e. T h e  fish were not very 
large, b u t they  bit in a  lively, earnest way, as if 
they  were anxious to  a ttend  to their p a rt o f the 
business as well as they could.

As I went hom e, I was very g lad  th a t I did not 
m eet the oíd fisherm an, for I did not care to be 
questioned about this expedition.

T he next m orning, as I was sitting on a box at 
the end  of the wharf, w atching the unloading of a 
schooncr which h a d  just arrived from N ew  York, 
the oíd fisherman carne and sa t down by me.

“  D id you ketch any drum s yesterday ?” said he. 
“ N o,” I rep lied ; “ we did n’t have the right 

k ind of bait, and  so we fished for black-fish.”
“  You ough t n’t  to s ta rt ou t w ithout the right 

k ind  of bait. T h a t’s no way to fish.”
“  W ell,”  I replied, “  it was n’t  m y afTair. I 

did n’t provide the bait, and I supposed everything 
was all rig h t.”

“  Yes,”  he said, “  th a t ’s  often the way. I t don t 
do to  trust people m uch. T hem  fellers took clams.
I heard  about it. T here ’s  som e people who think 
they know lots. I knowed a boy once who though t 
he was dreadful sm art. I used to take him  out 
sailing every m orning. H e was a k ind  of sick, and 
h e  took sails for his health . H e knew som ething 
about sailing, and he used to  like to hold the tiller, 
and  sail the boat himself, as h e  called it. H e gave 
lots of orders ; b u t as I always took care to  tell him  
w hat to order, it  was all right. I t would have done 
you good to h ear tha t feller sing ou t 1 H ard-a-lee ! ’ 
as if there was a  whole shipful o’ sailors in m y little 
boat. H e used to sit there and tell m e lots of 
th ings tha t he though t I ought to  know. H e would 
cali ou t to m e in a  loud, clear voice, which was 
pleasant to listen to, though there was n’t often any 
sense in w hat h e  s a id : ‘ Look here , captain ! I t ’s 
a  good idea to have your ballast well am idship, as 
you ’ve got it. I t  don’t do to have ballast too far 
for-rerd. A  boat is n ’t safe if the ballast is n’t 
fixed rig h t.’ A nd h e ’d  say lots o f th ings of tha t 
kind, jes t as if  h e  was tellin’ me som ethin’ he ’d 
found ou t, and  th a t nobody else did n’t know. I 
don’t rem em ber all he used to say, b u t the sum 
and substance o f it was pre tty  much as if he ’d 
hollered out, ‘ Look here, c a p ta in ! You always 
ough t to pu t the m ast o f a  sail-boat a t the bow. If 
you was to p u t it a t the stern, you could n’t steer 
h e r very well, with the main-sel a-sticking away 
out behind,— ’specially if she was cat-rigged and

had  no jib .’ W ell, one m orning, th is boy took a 
friend ou t w ith him , to give him  a  sail. T his other 
boy was n’t sick. M y boy sat a t the stern, and was 
very proud to sail the boat. H e took it in to  his 
head th a t the other boy was a  little skeered, and  he 
k ep t a-tryin’ to keep his courage up. H e would 
say : 1 Now, you see, when a  puff o f wind comes, 
and  tips h e r over, I ju s t b ring  h e r 'round  a little 
into the wind, and  she.com es u p  all right. There 
is n’t any danger, if the  m an  a t th e  helm  knows 
his business.’ A nd  then  h e  ’d keep sayin’ : ‘ Now, 
don’t you feel a  little m ore confidence?’ A nd the 
o ther boy, who was a-sittin’ quiet, lookin’ as if he 
was enjóyin’ the breeze, and the views, and  the 
sailin’, would say : 1 Oh ! I ’m  confident enough.
I ’m  all rig h t.’ A nd m y boy would say to  him  :
‘ I ’m  glad of that. I don’t w ant you to be afraicl. 
I t  ’s perfectly safe.’ W ell, one day I took that 
o ther boy ou t sailin’ by  himself, and  I tell you, sir,
I was surprised. W hy, th a t boy knowed ten  times 
as much about sailin’ as m y feller. H e ’d  been on 
sail-boats a t the N orth  ever since he was a little 
chap, h e  said, and  I found h e  knowed nearly 
enough to sail a  boat by himself. A nd  says I to 
h im : ‘ W h a t on earth  d id  you let th a t o ther boy 
talk  to you tha t way, as if you did n ’t know nothin’, 
and you sittin’ there quiet, and  knowin’ lots more 
about sailin’ a  boat than  he did, all the time ? ’
‘ W ell,’ says he, ‘ he took m e ou t, and  he is n’t 
well, and I saw it pleasecl him  to talk  th a t way, and 
I did n’t caro,’ ‘ B ut don’t  you care w hat other 
people th ink  of y o u ? ’ says I. A nd then  he said 
he did n’t  suppose it  m attered m uch, so tha t you 
knew yourself what you knew. Now, I could never 
make up m y m ind which of them  two boys was the 
biggest fool. It don’t  do to blow your own horn 
too m uch, and it don’t do to blow it too little, 
nuther. A  fe lle r’s got to show w hat h e 'is ,  for 
o ther people a in t agoin’ to take the trouble to find 
it ou t, and  it a in t always th a t things is found out 
by chance, like as when you hook a  fish by the 
tail, accidental. I t  ’s  all nonsense to m ake too little 
o f yourself; and then , ag ’in, i t ’s ju s t as bad  to 
m ake too much of yourself.”

“  T h a t ’s very tru e ,” I  said. “  I t ’s hard  to draw 
the line a t  the righ t place.”

“  H arder than  it is to ketch a  d ru m ,” said the 
oíd fellow, rising to go.

I now m ade up m y m ind th a t I would go about 
th is business of drum -fishing in a business-like way. 
I first m ade anotlier a ttem pt to get the oíd fisher­
m an  to go with m e, b u t h e  declined the proposition. 
H e h ad  sold his sail-boat, and  now m ade a regular 
business o f fishing, going ou t p a rt of every day in 
a  “ dug-out,” a  long, narrow  boat, cu t out of a 
cypress log. As he d id  not w ant m ore than two 
persons in  h is boat, and  had  to have a  m an to help
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him row, he did no t wish to  take an  am ateur with 
him on his expeditions.

Failjng in this, I got som e friends to jo in  me, 
and we engaged a m an, who knew all about the 
habits and  w hereabouts of drum s, to take us in a 
sail-boat to the p roper place for fishing, and to  fix 
a day w hen we would reach said place a t  the time 
when the tide was exactly right. H e was also to 
provide proper tackle and the righ t kind o f  bait.

T he day before we started, I was passing the 
.fish-market, when my oíd friend called to me.

“  Helio ! ” said he. “  G iven u p  drum -fishing? ”
“  O h, no ! ” I said, and then  I told him  o f the 

arrangem ents I had made.
“  T h a t ’s  r ig h t,” said he. “  T here  ’s nuth in  like 

doin’ th ings the rig h t way. I know’d  a  boy once 
who ahvays did everything th e  righ t way, and your 
tellin’ fne w hat you ’re  goin’ to do m ade m e think 
of him . H e was a  sm art feller, and  no mistake. 
He could svvim, and  row, and  run, and  sail a  boat, 
and do everything else th a t ever I see him  do, bet­
ter than  any o ther boy in these parts, and  better, 
too, than  m ost men. H e staid  down here pretty 
nigh all winter, two years ago. I had m y sail-boat 
then, and  one day 1 took him  and his únele out 
sailin’. T h e  oíd gentlem an and this boy was a-sit- 
tin’ talk in’ and  payin’ no attention to m e as 1 was 
a-sailin’ the boat, and directly I heard  the oíd gen­
tleman say som ethin’ th a t kinder surprised me. 
Says he, ‘ Yes, y o u ’rc  a-gittin’ a long first-rate, 
but there ’s one th ing  I wish you was.’ ‘ W h a t ’s 
that ? ’ says the boy. ‘ I wish you was m ore o f a 
gentlem an.’ W ell, th a t jes t m ade m e prick up my 
ears, and as to  the boy, he tu rned  as red  as a  b’iled 
crab. I  ahvays though t he was gentleman-like 
enough, and I reckon he though t so himself. I 
don’t rem em ber w hat h e  said, b u t his únele, he 
went on and says to  h im , 1 W h a t I mean is th i s : 
You kin do m ost th ings better than  any of your 
friends, and  I ’m  glad of th a t ; b u t the troublc with 
you is, th a t you keep a-doin’ them  things all the 
time, and a-m akin’ the o ther boys feel how much 
smarter you are than  them . You don’t never let 
’em forget it. I ’ve been a-noticin’ this for some 
time, and  I w anted to speak to you about it. Now, 
a gentlem an don’t do th a t way. W hen  it ’s neces- 
sary for him  to  do a  th ing  first-rate he does it, 
but a t the sam e tim e he don’t try to m ake other 
people feel th a t they could n’t have done it. Some- 
times, when another feller can do som ethin’ well 
enough, though p ’rhaps no t as well as h e  could 
himself, he holds back, and  gives the o ther feller a 
chance. B ut you never do tha t. Y ou ahvays 
step to the front w hether there  ’s any need o f  your 
doin’ it o r  not, and tha t ’s where you miss bein’ as 
much of a  gentlem an as 1 ’d like you to b e .’ I 
don't rem em ber w hat the boy said to all this, be-

cause it was n ’t worth rem em bering as m uch as 
what the oíd gentlem an said, and I don’t fill my 
basket with skip-jacks when I kin get be tter fish. 
But I agreed with the oíd únele. A nd I ’ve know’d 
a  lot o f boys, and  m en too, who m igh t ’a ’ been a  
good sight better off if they had been there and 
heard  th a t lectur’.”

“  T h a t ’s  very true,” said I ; “  bu t, by the way, 
did you ever keep school ? ”

“  N o ; w hat m ade you ask th a t.”
“ You seem to have known so m any boys.”
“  W ell,” said he, “  1 have known a  good many 

óf them , b u t I generally w ent to school to  them. 
I ’ve learned a lot o f things from boys,— more than 
I have tim e to  tell you now. A nd am ong the 
things I ’ve learned  is no t to  neglect m y reg’lar 
business to go out with gentlem en who w ant to see 
if  they can’t try to ketch a  d rum .”

T h e  day for our expedition arrived, and we 
started  ou t early. T h e  sun was b righ t, the wind 
was fresh and  invigorating, and  we had a  splendid 
time. W e sailed about nine miles down the M atan­
zas R iver, anchoring several times a t some excel- 
lent places for drum . W e fished and sailed all day, 
and enjoyed ourselves greatly. I  don 't th ink  I ever 
spen t a  m ore pleasant day on the water. B ut we 
did n’t get so m uch as a  bite.

T here  were plenty of sm aller fish who, no doubt, 
would have been very willing indeed to bite, bu t 
we had our hearts fixed on nobler gam e, and  we 
kept our b ig  drum -hooks ou t all the  time.

I asked the captain w hat was the m atter th is time. 
H e could say nothing about the tide, ñor the bait, 
ñor the tackle, so he considered the m atter a  m in­
ute, and  then  rem arked  th a t th e  wind was too 
strong. You could n ’t catch drum  in such a  wind. 
W e ough t to have gone last Thursday. T h a t was 
a  beautiful day  for drum .

B ut as it  was of no use, a t th a t time, to think 
o f  last Thursday, we set sail and  w ent hom e. I 
hurried  u p  to  th e  house, for I d id  no t care to 
m eet any one on the way. But it  was of no use. I 
had  to pass the fish-m arket, and there he stood.

“  D id you git w e t? ” h e  inquired, kindly.
“ Oh, n o ! ” said I, “  not a t all.”
“  I t  blowed so this afternoon tha t I thought 

you ’d ’a ’ been pretty  well splashed with the spray,” 
he said, as I passed on. H is silence in  rcgard to 
the m ain subjcct was m ore cutting  than  anything 
h e  could have said. H e evidently considered the 
drum  question settled, so far as I  was concerned.

I felt a  good deal disheartened myself. I  was 
no t a t all sure tha t it paicl to go “  a-drum m ing.” 
However, in a  day or two, I h ired  a  row-boat and 
a long-legged negro boy, and, w ith four crabs and 
a drum -line th a t I  borrowed, I se t off down the 
river for an afternoon’s fishing on m y own account.
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W e anchored a mile or so below the town, and I 
prepared m y tackle and w ent to fishing. T he boy 
had a  sm all line, with which he anglcd  for whiting, 
bass, sliarks, or anything tha t m ight come along.

A s for m e, I sa t for an hour and  only go t one 
bite. T h a t was no t a very hard  one. I t  was a 
long, easv pulí a t m y line, and when I gave a  je rk  
and hauled in a  little I found I had hooked it into 
som ething a t the bottom . I did not immediatelv 
pulí on the line, for I did no t wish to break my 
hook, bu t, in a  m inute, the line gave a  trem endous 
pulí on me. I t je rked  m e fonvard, and rapidly 
slipped betw een m y fingers.

T hen  I knew that I had a d ru m ! For a  minute 
he fairly ran  away with the line. I could no t stop 
him . T he line was a  long one, and he ran  out 
nearly the whole o f it. I tugged a t him  bravely, 
bu t it was like holding a runaw av mulé. I gave 
the line a tu rn  around a  row-lock, for it was cutting 
m y fingers, and then he began to come toward me, 
and  I had to hau l in rapidly to keep the line from 
getting  slack. As soon as it was tight again I 
hauled  on it, and tricd to draw him  slowly in.

W hen m y long-leggcd negro boy saw tha t I had 
hooked a drum  he was wild with excitement. He 
left his line and  carne tum bling  over the seats to me.

“  Gim m e hold, s ir! G im  m e hold ! I’ll haul 
him  in ! ” he cried. But I would no t tru st my 
drum  to him  ; I  let him  hold the line for a m inute 
o r two, while I blew on my sore fingers.

“  Laws ee, boss ! ” he exclaimed. “  H e pulí like 
a s team b o at! H e '11 hab dis ver anchor up, yit.”

I took the line again, and  gradually drew my 
fish toward the boat. Once he carne u p  to the top, 
and flashed his tail and back in the air. H e was 
as b ig  as a boy !

How the darkey shouted when he saw him , and 
how he nearly fell overboard as the fish m ade a  
dash toward the bow o f the boat, righ t over his 
line, I  can’t stop to tell now. I m ade him  pulí in 
his line, and I still struggled  with m y prize.

Once the d rum  dashed around to the stern and 
fouled the line on the rudder. T hen  I thought I 
should lose him , bu t long-legs stum bled aft and 
go t the line clear.

I playee! the fish for nearly a  quarter o f an hour, 
o r it m ight be better to say, I  w orked a t him , and 
it was no easy job . A t last m y drum  began to  tire, 
and I pulled him cióse to the boat. Now carne a 
critical m om ent. It would not be easy to get him  
on board. Some fishermen have a  “  gaff,” or 
strong  iron hook on a short handle, which they

slip under the gills o f a  b ig  fish like this, and so 
draw  him in ; b u t I had nothing of the kind.

So I pulled him  cióse to the sido of the boat, not 
caring now for my sm arting  fingers, and  told the 
boy to come and  get down in the bottom  of the 
boat, in front o f me. T hen  I drew the head of the 
fish out o f water, he flapping and splashing like a 
good fellow, and telling the boy to slip his hnnd 
under the gills on his side, I  took a  hold on the 
other side. O ur weight, all one side, careened the 
boat over, so th a t we did no t have far to lift, and 
then , as I gave the word, we both  pulled together, 
and the grea t drum  slipped beautifully into the boat.

T he boy sp rang  on him , heedless o f his flapsand 
his fins, and took the hook out o f his mouth, and 
there he lay in the bottom  of the boat, a  magnifi- 
cen t prize.

I had  caught a d rum  !
W e did no t fish any more. W e pulled up the 

anchor, and the long-leggcd boy rowed back to the 
town as if  h e  were w orking for a wager.

W h en  we reached the w harf and  landed the fish, 
my boy go t a wheelbarrow and took him  over to a 
provisión store near by and had h im  weighed. He 
wcighed forty-three pounds and a  half. He was 
no t one o f  the very Iargest drum s, 'but he was big 
enough for me.

A s I walked behind the boy, while he wheeled the 
fish to the house where I lived, I looked about for 
m y friend, the oíd fisherman. 1 was now very 
rnuch afraid  tha t I would not m eet him . How 
ever, everybody in this oíd town is out-of-doors in 
the evening, and  I soon saw him standing at a 
córner. W hen  I reached him  we stopped.

“ H e lio !’’ said he, looking a t m y fish. “ You 
did ketch a  drum , a t last, eh ?”

“  Yes,” I replied, “  I certainly caught one.”
“  W ell,” he said, “  I know’d  you was n ’t one of 

the lucky kind.”
“ N ot lu c k y !” 1 exclaimed. “  D on’t yon cali 

tha t a  good drum  ? "
“ Y es,” he answered, “ th a t ’s a  good enough 

fish, bu t you ’re  not lucky, for all that. If you ’d 
’a’ been lucky, you ’d ’a’ caught him  the first time, 
o r the second, any way. You had to work hard for 
your fish, and tha t a in ’t luck. But I don’t know 
b u t w hat it ’s ju s t as good in the long run. I
knowed a  boy o n c e  ”

“ Excuse m e,” said I. “  I m ust go hom e, now. 
It ’s  getting  late. Some o ther tim e I ’ll come and 
hear about your boy .”

“  A ll rig h t,” said he, “ I ’ll have him  ready.”
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J I N G L E S .

K i t t e n s .

A  BLACK-NOSED kitten  will slum ber all the  day •
A  white-nosed kitten is ever glad to play •
A yellow-nosed kitten will answer to vou r’call- 
A nd a  gray-nosed k itten  I would n ’t have a t all 1

A  S t i r  a m o n o  T H E  D a i s i e s .

P r e tty  Lili o f Littleton sauntered through the grass •

A T th e 'd  b a t,terfl¡eS St° Pped 10 sec h - P - s ;All the dais.es nodded to the m aiden com ing by,

í  aCr°Sf thC Pathwa>’ lefc behind her.

T o  s e e " ;  ^  ^  ^ t ^ w e  t í t  S  h e f  ̂  "

B ,  - í  w r s K L

O U R  M A S T E R . 

(D raw n  by  A d d ic  L e d y a rd .)
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H I S  O W N  M A S T E R .  

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

C h a p t e r  XXXV.

AN ADVENTURE IN A  STRANGE CITY.

FOR the first tim e in his life Jacob rodé on a 
railroad train. T h e  swift m otion, th e  novel scenes, 
and the feeling th a t he was rapid ly  nearing the 
goal o f his hopes, filled him with happiness. T hen  

. appeared the cloud of sm oke hanging  over the city, 
visible miles aw ay ; then  the beautiful suburbs, 
shady and verdant slopes, villa-crowned h e ig h ts ; 
th en  the city itself, rising on its terraces above the 
river; the K entucky shore opposite, the pufhng 
steam boats betw een, plying up and down, and the 
m arvelous suspensión bridge a  hundred  feet above 
them , un iting  S tate with S tate, hanging  like some 
exquisite fairy-work from  its tall towers, h igh m air, 
yet bearing  vehicles and  speeding tram s upon its
delicate, firm fabric.

T his Jacob saw as he was w andering along í  íon t 
Street, bag in hand , looking for U nele H igglestone’s 
place of business. A nother th ing  h e  noticed, which 
rem inded h im  of Sam  L ongshore,— the row ot 
stupendous posts along the top  of th e  lofty, sloping 
river bank , o r  “ le v e e ," -p o s ts  so h u g e  and  high, 
and  oddly placed righ t in front o f the row of ware- 
houses, th a t he would never have guessed what 
they  were there  for if Sam  had  no t told him . It 
was hard  for h im  even then  to  believe th a t the 
river, flowing tranquilly  a t  a  level som e fifty feet 
bclow, had  ever swelled to such a  he igh t that 
steam boats had  been m ade fast to those posts on 
the verge of the sweeping flood.

These and  o th er in teresting  objeets— th e  throngs 
of pedestrians, the drays and  carts and  wagón», 
the steam boats discharging or tak ing  on freights, 
the floating wharves m ade to rise and  fall with the 
stream , the smoke tha t filled the air from countless 
factories and kitchen fires burning bitum inous coa 
— inspired the green country lad  with w onder and 
exultation ; and his enjoym ent would have been 
complete, b u t for the certainty ol n igh t com ing on, 
and  the uncertainty o f a welcome from h is únele.

H e had not m uch trouble in finding the hard ­
ware store of H igglestone & W e s t; and  with an 
anxious and fearful heart he turned  into the door.

W ith  bag  in hand , in his short vest and  pepper- 
and-salt trousers, he looked like some rustic cus- 
tom er who had come for a  ra t-trap  or a  jack-knite. 
H e approached a  clerk, who leaned 011 the counter 
and  waited to receive his order.

Jacob’s hea rt was in liiS throat.

“  W h a t will you have ? ” asked th e  clerk.
“  Mr. H igglestone,”  said Jacob.
“  Mr. H igglestone ? ” the c lerk  repeated, with a 

smile. “  1 ’m  afraid you can’t have h im .”
“  Is n ’t  he in ? ”
“  H e is no t in. H e has n ’t been h ere  for a 

m onth. H e is sick.”
T h is  was bad news. B ut Jacob grew calm  and 

firm in face o f it, and  said : “  W here  can  I find
him  ? ”  , , ,

“  A t his house, I suppose ; ” and the clerk named
S t r e e t  and num ber.

“  T h an k  you, sir.”  A nd the black bag  and 
pepper-and-salt trousers disappeared.

T o  find his uncle’s house Jacob had to  go up 
into the city. I t  was literally up, the town rising 
m-adually for a  mile back from the river to the base 
of still m ightier hills beyond. H e observed that 
the streets were regularly  laid out— th a t those run- 
nin<r parallel with th e  river, after F ron t, Second 
and  Pearl, were num bered,— F o urth , F ifth , and so 
on _ w h ile  the cross-streets had  ñam es; so that 
finding his way was no t difficult.

H e had passed the pleasantest p a rt of the town, 
leaving m any fine residences and  splendid retail 
stores behind h im , and  the sunset was fast deepen- 
ing  into tw ilight, when on the door of a  gloomy- 
looking house he discovered his uncle’s num ber and 
ñam e, and rang the bell.

F o r  a  long while he got no response. H e rang 
again, and  was beginning to th ink  the house was 
deserted, when an  oíd negro woman, with a red 
handkerchief around h e r head, carne shuffl.ng to 
the door, and opened it carefully a little  way.

“  Mr. H igglestone is a t hom e,” she said, m 
answer to  Jacob’s question, “  b u t h c ’s sick, and he
can’t see nobody.”

“  M ay be he will see m e. W ill you tell him I11 
nephew is here , and  would l.kc to speak with

h l T h e  oíd negress thrcw  out h e r chin and  showed 
all the front tee th  she had  with a grimace which 
was by no m eans encouraging to Jacob, and pro - 
ably was no t m eant to  be. She went off, and once 
m ore he had a long «'hile to  wait, a  prey to sicken-
ing  thoughts. A t leng th  the loosely shod feet 
were heard shuffling along the stairs again, and the 
red-turbaned head and  w rinkled, oíd, black face, 
re-appeared a t the half-opcned door.

“  He says h e  h a in t got no nephew he wants 
see, bu t if you likes, you can come ag’in in tne
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mo’nin’. Jes pos’ble you ’ll have a  chance to speak 
to him  ; b u t I a in t sho .”

“  H e wont see m e now ? ”
“ No ; he wont see you to-night, nohow.”
Jacob was staggered. A fter a  pause, he said :
“  W hat tim e shall I  cali ? ”

' “  I don’t say you shall cali a t all,”  the oíd negress 
replied. “  B ut if you chuse, you can com e any 
time after nine o’clock.”

T he door was closed, and  Jacob turned  and 
walked down the steps.

H e rem em bered th a t it was Saturday n ig h t ; 
the next day was Sunday ; w hat he was to do with 
himself meanwhile he had no t the least idea.

He m igh t have asked the oíd woman to let him  
come in and stop o v e rn ig h t; bu t there was that 
abiding self-respect in h im  which would no t let him  
bcg, even a t his uncle’s door.

If he had had  a  little m ore experience of life, 
he would probably have sought ou t the nearest 
chcap boarding-house and  applied for lodgings, at 
the risk o f being rcquired to m ake paym ent in 
advance. A ny grocer could probably have told 
him where such a  house was to  be found. But 
Jacob had  no th o u g h t o f asking for anything which 
he could no t pay for on demand.

The cióse of the week was no t a tim e to seek for 
work. T he open fields, the stacks of hay or grain, 
where free lodgings m igh t be had, were far away. 
Even if he had  known th a t a  bunk  for the night 
could b e  obtained a t  th e  pólice stations by almost 
any vagabond, I  do not suppose h e  would have 
been greatly cheered or comforted.

“  If I  could only find an em pty cask to crawl 
into! ” though t he, as he wandered aimlessly 
about; “  o r any  oíd shed ! ”

But somehow casks and sheds were p u t to other 
uses, o r lookcd too uninviting.

At last the though t occurred to  him  th a t there 
might be a  chance for him  to creep under the end 
of the suspension-bridge, and he started  off in quest 
of it, though w ithout m uch hopc of securing the 
wished-for accommodations.

It was now evening, b u t th e  streets were lighted, 
and he was sauntering  along, gazing into the bril- 
liant shop-windows, like the verdan t youth he was, 
when somebody com ing up to him  from behind 
touched him on the shoulder.

T urning quickly, he saw a young woman with a 
broacl, b righ t, foreign-looking face, sm ilin g a t him.

She p o i n t e d  b a c k  u p  the  S t r e e t ,  a n d  s a i d  s o m e -  

t h i n g  i n  G erm án, o f  w h i c h  h i s  c a r  c a u g h t  o n l y  t h e  

words, “  Kom m en sie."
“ Come and  see w hat ? ” said Jacob.
“ Y e s !” she replied, sm iling again, b u t under- 

standing him  no better than  h e  understood her. 
She appeared to have been runn ing  after him,

for he noticed th a t she was out o f breath . She had 
a  clear, honest, pleasant face, and he could not 
suspect her o f any guile. T here  seem ed but one 
conclusión for him  to come to  concerning h e r : 
she m ust have m istaken him  for some other person. 
H e told h e r so.

“ Y es,” she said, nodding and laughing, still 
apparently  not understanding a word. A nd again 
she pointed invitingly back the way he had  come.

Jacob reflected : “ I m ay as well go tha t way as 
any—I ’ll see w hat will com a of i t ; ” and rnaking 
signs o f assent he followed her.

She led him  back a  block or two, then  into a  
cross-street o f m odest residences, a t thé door of 
one o f which she stopped, and with another nod 
and  sm ile beckoned h im  up the steps.

Still Jacob followed her, w ondering m ore and 
m ore, and asking him self how the m atter would end.

T h e  door opened a t h e r touch, and she led him 
into th e  charm ing entry o f an  elegant house, where 
the gas was b u rn ing  w ith a  soft and  agreeable light.

Now, w hen I use the words charm ing and ele­
gant, I  am  describing things as they looked to 
Jacob. I f  he had  ever been in one of the really 
superb residences o f which the city can boast, this 
into which h e  was now ushered b y  his mysterious 
guide would no doubt have appeared to him  but 
the neat and tasteful abode it  was.

B ut to his inexperienced eye the soft carpets, the 
darkly rich w all-paper, the w inding staircase, the 
furniture and  pictures o f a  room  into which an open 
door gave him  a glimpse, the harm onious, subdued 
tone of everything,— all this, Compared with the 
interior o f the finest house h e  had ever seen, 
appeared luxurious and magnificent.

T he woman motioned him  to liang his h a t on 
th e  carved black-w alnut hat-tree, and  h e  wonder- 
ingly obeyed.

“  Picase tell m e w hat all th is m eans ! ” he asked, 
in a sort o f perplcxed and  troubled delight.

“  Yes ! ” she replied, with the sam e a ir o f com- 
prehending no t a  word ; and, still nodding and 
laughing, beckoned him  to follow h e r up the stairs. 
Jacob suddenly rem em bered stories he had  heard 
of travelers being enticed into mysterious houses 
and  robbed. A n alarm ing suspicion flitted across 
his mind, b u t he reflected tha t a  poor country lad 
like him  was n’t worth robbing. H e hardly hesi- 
ta ted  a  m om ent. F irm ly resolved to see the end 
of the curious adventure, he followed the woman 
u p  the stairs.

She showed him  into a  pretty  little cham ber,— 
which appeared am pie and  magnificent enough to 
h im  as she turned up the gas,—and  gave him a 
sign tha t he was to m ake him self a t hom e there.

As h e  stood staring  about him  in astonishm cnt, 
she quietly took his bag  from his hand  and  set it
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on the floor beside the bureau. T hen  she showed 
him  the m arble-topped w ash-stand, and turned  on 
the w ater for him . T hen  pointing the forefinger 
o f h e r righ t hand  a t  h e r open m outh, she raised 
her eyebrows interrogatively, nodded and laughed 
again , and said : “  Yes ? ”

Jacob understood h e r to ask  if  he would like 
som e th ing  to  eat. H e sm iled and  nodded in rcply, 
and  she hastened from the room.

After he had  washed and  brushed off the dust of 
travel and the soot o f the city sm oke,—which, fall- 
ing  like a fine black snow, adheres to skin and 
clo th ing ,— combed his ha ir and arranged his soiled 
collar and  cravat, she carne again, once m ore made 
the sign of eating, and pointing  the way down- 
stairs, repeated, “ Y e s? ”

A ccom panying her again, he was ushered in to  a 
neat little supper-room —large and gorgeous to 
him —and  m otioned to  take his sea t a t the table, 
where w hat seem ed a  beautiful banquet awaited 
him . She poured a  cup of rich chocolate for him , 
and  with the usual nod and  sm ile indicated th a t he 
was to help him self to everytliing h e  saw.

“  T his is for all the  world like the Arabian 
N ights ! ” he said to  h im self; and  like the hero  of 
one of those wonderful tales, he felt like pinching 
him self to see if he were really awakc.

CHAPTER X X X V I.

NOT FAIRY-LAND EXACTLY.

A f t e r  he had  partaken  of the banque t,—which, 
to be quite frank about it, consisted m ainly o f coid 
tongue, b read and b u tte r ,—Jacob was invited by 
signs and  smiles to  en ter th e  room  of which he had 
had  glimpses in passing through the hall. Left 
alone there, he gazed about him , seeking some 
clew to th is p leasant bu t m ost perplexing riddle.

A s if moved by a sort o f inspiration, he. took 
up a  photograph álbum  from one of the tables. 
A lm ost the first picture he tu rned  to  gave h im  a 
s ta rt o f astonishm ent, and  called up a rush  of 
mem ories both  pleasant and  painful. H e doubted, 
held the book nearer his eyes and  the light, and 
was bending over it, still w ondering, when the orig­
inal o f the picture en tered  the room , and  carne up 
behind him  with a  quick step  and ligh t laugh.

“ How do you do, Jacob, m y b o y ? ” she said 
with the sam e delightfully arch  and  gay expression 
which he rem em bered so well.

T h e  ñam e was trem bling on his lips as he looked 
a t  the picture. Now lie u ttered  it aloud.

“  Florie ! F lorence F airlake ! ”
A nd hurriedly pu tting  down the book, h e  took 

the hand  which she so frankly held  out to him.
Mrs. Fairlake carne into the room im mediately 

after h e r daugh ter, and  gave him  a  no less cordial

welcome. They m ade him  sit down, and seated 
them selves near him , regard ing  him with interest 
and curiosity, and em barrassing him  with questions.

W here  had  he come from ? w here had  he been 
since th a t dreadful n igh t when the steam boat left 
him  on the lonely shore o f the Ohio ? and where 
was he going when the G erm án servant overtook 
h im  and  b rough t him  to the house ?

Jacob was still too m uch astonished to answer 
these questions very coherently. H e managed, 
however, to let them  know th a t h e  had  seen hard 
tim es, and  passed th rough  som e p re tty  severe triáis.

“  B ut how docs it  happen  th a t I  am  h e r e ? ” he 
asked, tu rn ing  from one to  th e  o ther with blushes 
o f surprise and pleasure. I  was feeling so home- 
less and lonesome, and  then , all a t once, I was in 
fairy-land ! I  can’t understand i t ; and  it seems 
too good now to  b e  true  ! ”

“  I  don’t th ink  there is m uch ¡Ilusión about il; 
you are in  anything bu t fairy-land ! ” said Mrs. 
Fairlake, with her peculiar drawl. “  My husband 
is a  teacher in one of the high-schools, he gets a 
modest living by  instructing  classes in algebra and 
Latin, and  this is his hum ble hom e. A  poor 
schoolm astcr’s family,—there can be nothing more 
prosaic than  that, I am  sure ! But I don’t wonder 
you were surprised a t th e  way in  which you were 
b rought here. Florie will have to  answer for that. 
She never does anything like any  other girl, you 
know.”

“  It ’s all m y fau lt, o f course,” laughed Florie; 
“  one of m y funnv freaks, as m am m a says. I 
though t I was m anaging with a  g rea t deal of- 
w hat ’s the big word ?—sagacity, till she told me I 
showed an u tter lack of com m on sense. That's 
no new th ing  for m e, yoú rem em ber. My sense is 
uncomm on. You ’ll say so when I tell you just 
how it was.”

“  I ’m  sure 1 shall,” said Jacob.
“  1 discovered you,” she said. “  I was ju s t going 

ou t o f our Street when I spied you loitering alón» 
w ith your bag , looking into all the  shop-windows, 
and  staring  a t  everything b u t m e.”

“  W hy  did n’t you speak to m e ? ”
“  T h a t ’s  w hat m am m a says is so strange. You 

were a little way off, and  as you did n 't  recognize 
m e,—though I th o u g h t you looked righ t at me 
once,— I was afraicl you m ight be som e other foolish 
boy.”

“  Florie, be s t i l l ! ”  rem onstrated  h e r mother.
“  I rem em ber h e r way of m aking fun and speak- 

ing tru th , and I don’t m ind it,” said Jacob, blush- 
ing  and laughing. “  I am  certainly one foolish 
boy, w hether there ’s ano ther in the world or not.'

“  I don ’t believe there are m any foolish in just 
your way,” said Florie. “  I f  you had n’t been 
foolish,—in your way,—you would have let ntf
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drown, ¡nstead of risking your life to get m e out 
of the water. How near we carne to going down 
together ! D o you ever think of it ? ”

Jacob confessed th a t he had thought o f it once 
or twice.

“  B u t,” said he, “  if it had  n ’t been for some of 
my foolishness, you would n’t have been in the 
water a t all. ’T  was I tha t rowed the boat on the 
cable. T ha t has been m y  trouble.”

you did n’t look as if  you had any place to go to, 
and m am m a would w ant to see you. T hen  I 
rem em bered tha t m am m a was n ’t a t hom e. I don’t 
believe I was so silly as to think about any impro- 
priety in m y snatching up a young gentlem an in 
the Street and carry ing  him home with me when 
she was aw ay; but, really, I can’t tell now w hat I 
d id  think, except th a t it seem ed to m e 1 m ust go 
a t once and  fetch her, and send E lse to overtake

JA CO B M E E T S  A N  O L D  F R 1EN D .

11 Nobody ever though t o f b lam ing you except 
lyour own foolish sclf,” said Florie. “ B ut was n ’t 
1 it a wet tim e ! A nd poor Mr. P inkey ! ”
I ” I ’ll tell you som ething about him  after you ’ve 
|  finished your sto ry ,” said Jacob.

"O h  yes! W ell, I suppose I was a good deal 
Iexcited when I saw you this evening. You turned 
lyour face to look into the next shop-window, and 
l'hen I knew you for certain. I was going to run 
l"ght up to speak to you, bu t— m am m a says I 
¡never reflect, bu t I did reflcct then— I though t if  I 
hpoke to you I m ust take you hom e with me, for

you and  bring  you here to m eet us. So I ran  back 
to the house— it was only a few doors around the 
córner— gave h e r m y orders, and then went to find 
m am m a. W e had only ju s t returned, when I carne 
in and found you looking a t m y p icture.”

“  I don’t see bu t th a t you actecl with a good 
deal o f  w hat you cali sagacity after a ll,” said Jacob. 
“  B ut it  was the funniest th ing  !— your G erm án 
woman and I could n ’t understand each other 
except by signs, and  I was completely puzzled. 
Y ou should have seen us nod and  gesture and 
grin ! ”
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“ W h a t d id  you th in k ? ” cried F lorie, w ith one 
of h e r m erry  peáis o f laughter.

“  T h in k  ? ”  replied Jacob. “  I did n ’t  know but 
she was leading m e into som e trap , where ruffians 
would suddenly rush  upon  m e and  cut m e up into 
m ince-m eat! T hough , when I looked a t her 
honest face, I  could n 't  believe th a t .”

“  T o  keep Florie in  practice with h e r G erm án, 
we have a G erm án servant,” said Mrs. Fairlake.
“  W e are  so accustom ed to  speaking w ith Else m  
h e r own language, tha t we som etimcs forget tha t 
o ther people m ay no t understand h e r .”

“  Y es,” said F lo rie ; “ and I never th o u g h t about 
the funny predicam ent you w ould be in till m am m a 
m entioned it. T h e  idea of your no t know- 
in g  who h a d  sen t for you, o r where you were, 
until you saw m y picture in the álbum  ! I t 
is so d ro l l! ”

W hen the m ystery had  been thus ex- 
plained, Jacob told o f his recen t m eeting 
with Mr. P inkey in  jail, and  related other 
adventures he had  had, all of which amused 
and interested Florie and h e r m other ex- 
ceedingly.

“  D elightful Mr. P inkey ! ” said Mrs. F a ir­
lake, with quiet irony in h e r pleasant d raw l;
“  I am  rejoiced to  know th a t those darling 
ringlets d id  n ’t perish in a w atery g rav e ; it 
would have been quite too bad  after all the 
pains h e  had  taken  with them . It is sad 
enough to  th ink  of him  wasting his sweet- 
neás on th e  desert a ir o f a jail. B ut don’t 
you regard  it as a m ercy, Jacob, th a t you 
a re  separated  from him  ? You m igh t have 
gone to cultivating ring lets if  you had  re- 
m ained subject to  his charm s, and  they 
never would have becom e you as they  do 
Mr. P inkey.”

“  O h, Mrs. F airlake,” said Jacob, under- 
stand ing  the deeper m eaning of h e r words,
“  I am  so g lad  th a t I got free from h is influ- 
ence as soon as I  did. I  know now how bad  it  
was for me. How m any tim es I have though t o f 
w hat you and  Florie said o f him , when I would n ’t 
believe you— when I  was alm ost angry because you 
did n’t adm ire h im ! Now I know how true  was 
every w ord th a t you said .”

W hile  they were talk ing, Mr. Fairlake carne in.
“  Some people cali h im  professor,” his wife 

rcm arked, introducing him  to  Jacob. “  B ut since 
the title has been adopted and adorned by such 

• m en as our accom plished friend Mr. Pinkey, we 
feel tha t he is a ltogether unw orthy to bear it.”

Mr. Fairlake greeted the ir guest very heartily, 
and took no pains to conceal the fact th a t he had 
heard  a good deal about him  from his wife and 
daughter.

H e was interested to hear an account o f th e  cap- 
sizing of the boat and of Florie’s rescue from Jacob’s 
own lips, w hich the boy gave w ith such true feeling, 
relieved by touches o f hum or, and  w ith such genu- 
ine modesty, tha t they  were moved and  entertained 
by the story, and  charm ed with the story-teller.

T hen  Mr. Fairlake wished to  know more of 
Jacob’s history, and  led him  on to  the very im­
portan t  consideration o f  his im m ediate future.

“ I find I have come on a  so r t.o f  tom-fool’s 
erran d ,” said Ja c o b ; “  and  I ’ve m ade u p  m y miad 
that, whatever happens, I  ’ll never again h u n t up a 
relative for any  good he m ay do m e. B ut now I ’m 
here I m ean to  find som ething to do, to  earn my

JA CO B C A L L S  O N  U N C L E  H 1G G L E S T O N E .

living, if  I  can. I  don’t care m uch w hat I 
w ith ; alm ost any k ind  o f honest w ork will do.” 

“ I like th a t,” said Mr. Fairlake. “ We 
look about nex t week, and see w hat can be 
for you. Meanwhile, you are welcome to a 
with us. B ut you had  be tte r go and  see 
únele, and ask  his advice, if noth ing  else. 
well known as a  successful m an  of business, 
person of fitful benevolence, though  of an 
temp.er. W hile h e  will refuse a beggar a 
and perhaps com plain o f h is own poverty, he 
draw  his check th e  sam e day for some 
purpose, o r public object, which h e  takes a 
to aid. You ’d better visit h im ,—trea t him 
the respect due from a  young nephew  to an 
únele, b u t keep your independencc."
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So they talked until bed-tim e, when Jacob took 
leave of these new and delightful friends, and 
retired to his cham ber. H e was for a long time 
too excited and  happy to sleep. But by degrees 
his brain grew quiet, and, from dwelling upon his 
wonderful fortunes, as he lay awake, he lived them 
over again all n igh t in pleasant dreams.

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

JACOB VISITS HIS UNCLE.

N e x t  m orning, Jacob once m ore m ounted the 
steps of his uncle’s house, and gave the bell-handle 
a pulí, —not tim idly and  anxiously, as on the even- 
ing before, b u t with a confident and cheerful heart.

Mrs. Fairlake had  m anaged  to fit h im  out with 
some clean linen. H e carried no bag. H is coun- 
tenance showed m odest independence. H is attitude 
was erect. T hanks to  his friends, the Fairlakes, he 
had not come to ask favors o f Unele H igglcstone; 
and he was prepared for the worst reception.

T he oíd negress with the shuffling shoes and red- 
turbaned head once m ore opened the door a little 
way, and then a  few incites farther, on seeing who 
the com er was.

“ You can je s  step into de pahlah  an’ wait,”  said 
she. “  H e ’ll see ye righ t sune, I  reckon.”

She left him  in a  sm all, plainly furnished room, 
the very atm osphere o f which m ade Jacob feel 
homesick and  wish him self away. T ruly  no beau­
tiful and loving souls inhabited th e re ; no gracious 
presence m ade those bare  walls a  home. Soon the 
oíd woman re-appeared.

“  You can go u p ,” she said to Jacob. “  I t ’s  de 
front room  ; walk righ t in .” A nd Jacob went up.
• In the front room  he found a  worn and faded 
carpet, a  tum bled bed, a  mantel-piece crowded with 
medicine-vials, a  table on which were the rem ains 
of a solitary breakfast, two or three cane-seated 
chairs, and one large arm -chair, in which a  sharp- 
featured oíd m an sa t propped with pillows. From  
the sharp  features sho t sharp  glances ou t o f  a  pair 
of sunken gray eyes, then  carne a  sharp  voice :

“  My nephew, are  you ? ”
“  I believe so ; th a t is w hat A unt.M yra said.”
“  Y o u ’re  the boy she brought up, hey? A nd 

now she ’s dead, you come to m e ! D id n 't  she 
leave you anything ? C ould n ’t you rnanage to live 
where you were ? ”

“  I could have m anaged to  live there, I suppose.” 
“  T hen  why did n’t you ? W h a t are you here 

for ? I t ’s  all I  can do to take care of ntyself. 
Boys are  such fools! T here  ’s a  vast deal more 
room in the country than  there is in the city ; but 
they m ust crowd to the city, crowd to the city, 
where there ’s nothing under the sun for ’cm to do.” 

T hough  burn ing  with indignation, Jacob curbed

it, and answered calm ly : “  I ’ve heard  th a t you were 
once a poor boy in the country, and  th a t you went 
to the city to find som ething to do, and found it.” 

“  T h a t ’s d ifferen t! ” snarled the sick man.
“  Y es,” said Jacob. “  You were m ore fortúnate 

than  I ; you had 110 únele there to discouragc you ! ” 
“  W hat do you m ean by tha t ? ”
“  I m ean tha t if you,— when you were a poor 

boy try ing  to  get a  living,— if you m et a relative 
who shut you ou t of his house one n igh t and talked 
to you the next m orning as you have been talking 
to me, why, I pity you, th a t ’s a ll.”

T h is  cutting  speech told on Unele H igglcstone, 
and he began to  look closely and without prejudice 
a t  the fine, firm, ntanly lad before him.

“  W h a t would you have m e do ?” he dem anded. 
“  Give m e a  kind word and a  little advice,” re­

plied Jacob. “  T h a t ’s  all I have come to you for.” 
“  Have n ’t you com e to m e for a  home and  to get 

m y money ? ”
“  I don’t w ant a  cen t o f your money, s i r ; and I 

have a  home which suits m e very well for the pres­
en t.” A nd Jacob was tu rn ing  to go.

“ Come here ! ” suddenly exclaimed U nele Hig- 
glestone. “  Let m e look a t you ! ”

W ith  a  sarcastic smile, Jacob stepped up to the 
cliair and  stood in the full light o f the window.

“  N ephew  or n o t,” said U nele H igglestone, with 
a  changed look and  tone, “  I  ’ve seen you before.” 

“  I know th a t,” replied Jacob. “  I knew it the 
m inute I carne into the room .”

“  W hy did n’t you tell me ? ”
“  I did n ’t  th ink  it was necessary ; I ’ve no claims 

to m ake on account o f oíd acquaintance.”
T he boy spoke proudly and  bitterly.
“  N o ; you ’re  a  chip o f the oíd block,”— and 

the sick m an’s eyes gleam ed w ith satisfaction. “  I 
like your spirit. I was ju s t like you, a t  your age .” 

Jacob could no t help th inking, “  I hope I shall 
no t be ju s t like you when I am a m an o f your 
age ,”—b u t he held his peace.

“ Y ou went off th a t n igh t before I had a  chance 
even to thank  you ,” the oíd m an  continued. “  I 
liked th a t in you, too. I ’d  have done ju s t so when 
I was a boy. I asked no odds of anybody. B ut I 
wished I had  seen you. I wanted you to travel with 
me. W ith  your care and attention, I m ight be a 
comparatively well m an now. A s it is, I carne 
home sick, and  I ’ve been sick ever since.”

Jacob rem em bered how glad he would have been 
to travel with th is m an and take care o f him , 
thereby gaining an  honest livelihood ; bu t now the 
very thought o f such slavery m ade his h ea rt sick.

“  Cali m y oíd woman ; she ’ll give you a room ,” 
Unele H igglestone continued, keeping his keen 
eyes on Jacob with the greatest interest. “  You 
shall live with me, and w ork righ t into m y busi-
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n e ss ; I  w ant ju s t such a  lad as you to take my 
place. W here ’s  the bag  you had last n igh t ? My 
oíd woman said you b rough t one.”

Jacob hesitated before deciding w hat to say, and 
then  answ ered :

“  I  had  m y bag— when I called h e r e ; b u t I 
have left it a t Mr. Fairlake’s house, where I am 
stopping.”

“ F a irlake! I know h im ; a very fine man. 
1 ’m  glad you ’ve got such a  friend. B ut you 
m ust n’t stop there, ño r anyw here else except in 
your oíd uncle’s house,”— and  Unele H igglestone 
ended with a  softened gleam in his eyes and  a 
trem or in his voice.

“  I thought m y oíd únele did n’t w ant m e,” 
replied Jacob.

“  A h, th a t was before I knew ! ”
“  B ut I am  the sam e nephew now I was ten 

m inutes ago. I told you then I had n ’t  come to 
stop with you.”

“  T h a t ’s like m e, too ,” said the oíd man. 
“  Proud and  resentful,—and I can’t blam e you. 
B ut I carried m y pride and resentm ent too far. 1 
know it now. I was too independent. Be careful, 
nephew, and  don’t be too much like m e in that 
respect, o r you m ay find your surly spirit leading 
you—as it  has led m e—to a  loncly oíd age. D on’t 
say yet th a t you wont take up with m y offer ; for if 
you say it, I  know you ’ll stick to it—th a t was my 
way. T h in k  o f  it, will you ? ”

“  I ’ll th ink  o f it, and consult m y friends,” Jacob 
p ro m ised ; although the prospect o f m aking his 
hom e in  tha t house becam c, the m ore he considered 
it, the m ore intolerable to him.

T h e  oíd m an then  had questions to ask about 
his late sister, o f whom he was inclined to speak 
harshly, on account o f their quarrel tw enty years

before. B ut Jacob stood up for her stoutly, and 
said all the  good he could of her.

“  She used to abuse m e to you, did n’t she ? ” 
said Unele Higglestone.

“  1 hardly know w hat you would cali it,”  replied 
Jacob, with a  sm ile ; “  b u t she used to talk  about 
you very much as you do about h er.”

“  A nd you believed h e r ? ”
“  I t is n’t very strange if  I did ; I d id  n’t know 

you then  ! ”
“  A nd w hat do you th ink  now ? ”
“  I th ink  she and you were a  good deal alike 

in some th in g s ; perhaps tha t is the reason you 
could n ’t agree any b e tte r.”

Jacob expected nothing else th a n  tha t this frank- 
ness would raise his uncle’s a n g e r ; bu t the oíd 
m an  evidently liked him  all the better for it.

T hen  the conversation turned  upon his journey. 
Jacob concealed nothing. T h e  invalid listened 
cagerly, and  rubbed his th in  hands and chuckled 
with delight over the am using parts of his nephew’s 
adventures. H e was particularly pleased when 
told of the m eeting with A lphonse in jail.

“  A  slippery fellow— I know him ! H e once 
carne to m e for a  subscription to  some swindling 
schem e of his. A n introduction from him  would n’t 
have gained you m uch' credit with m e ! I hope 
h e ’ll get punished to the extent o f the law .”

“  I don’t ,” said Jacob. “ F o r I don’t th ink  he 
means to be a scam p.”

“  Nobody ever does,” said the oíd m an . “  Rogues 
are the best-m eaning people in the world. T h e y ’d 
have everyth ing their own way, if they could, with­
ou t hu rting  anybody, bu t they  can’t, so they are— 
ju s t rogues, and society m ust look ou t for ’em. 
But stand  up for your friends ; I like it 1 ”

A nd U nele H igglestone rubbed his hands again.

( T o  be c o n tin u e d .)

P E T E R ’ S R A B B I T - H U N T .

By P a u l  F o r t .

P e t e r  K o o r ik o f  was a  funny oíd fellow who 
lived in a village in Russia. H e d id  no t know 
very much about any th ing  b u t his business, which 
was tha t o f a  farm -hand, and  the people in the 
village said he did no t know m uch about that.

B ut P eter had  an  idea th a t he was no t only the 
best farm er in  the p a rt o f the country where he 
lived, b u t th a t he understood a  g rea t m any things

about fishing, hun ting , gardening and o ther mat- 
ters, which were entirely above the comprehension 
of ordinary people.

T h e  villagcrs, and the men and women on the 
farm  w here P e te r worked, w ere kind to him  because 
he was a  good-natured, obliging fellow, ahvays 
willing to do a  good tu rn  for a friend, bu t they 
could no t help laughing a t him  when they saw
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One sum m er there was a long series o f hcavy 

and th e  river which ran  by the village where 
lived was greatly swoUen. So much so, 

th a t the w ater ran  up into the fields, and 
the woods th a t lay a  little back from  the 

All the houses in the village which were 
the river-bank were entirely surrounded by 

which in som e cases was two o r three feet 
Vo l . IV .—49.

water
carne *—
up very < ~  J a r ­
cióse to  it,
where it had never been before, and the whole 
country prcsented a  very curious appcarance, with 
the river spreading itself ou t so far and  wide, and 
flowing swiftly on, over fields and roads and

P E T E R  S R A B B I T - H U N T .

what a curious way he had, sometimes, o f doing a 
good turn.

But P eter knew w hat he was about, he said, and 
perhaps, som e day, the people in the village would 
see th a t he was no t the m an they took him  for.

deep on the lower floors, so tha t the people had to 
live altogether in the little room s in  the upper part 
o f  their houses.

T he farm-house fared better, for it stood on high 
ground, som e distance from the river; but the
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fences, and  even in and  ou t am ong the trees o f the 
forest.

A fter the rains had  ceased, th e  freshet still con­
tinued, for all the  little stream s, swelled up above 
their banks, and loaded with the waters from the 
hills, carne pouring into the river.

B ut everybody knew th a t the w aters would fall 
before m any days, and so they tried  to get along 
as well as they could m eantim e.

One day— it was one of the first days after the 
rains—P eter carne rush ing  into the farm-house, 
where rnost o f the people were ju s t about to sit 
down to the ir dinner, and  cried o u t :

“  I say ! Look here ! W ho’s got a  boat-hook ? ”
“  A w h at?” said one of the men.
“ A boat-hook,” replied Peter. “  Come, don’t 

keep me. I’m  in a hu rry . I have som ething to 
do while you are  eating your dinner. 1 savv a 
boat-hook here  yesterday ; where is it now ? ” 

“ W h a t are you going to  do, P e te r ? '1 asked a 
woman.

“  Now, look here, good fo lk s! ” said Peter.
“  T here is a tim e for all things,— a tim e for joking, 
and a  tim e no t to joke. 1 am  going rabbit-hunting 
in a  hu rry , and 1 w ant a  boat-hook.”

“ H a !  h a !  h a ! ” laughed half-a-dozen people.
“ T h a t’s good ! H un ting  rabbits with a boat-hook ! 
H a ! h a !  A re  you going to hook them  by the 
ears ? ”

“  T h a t’s my affair,” said Peter, “  PU a ttend  to 
m y business. Now, will anybody tell m e w here I 
shall find a  boat-hook ? ”

“ O h ! don’t make such a  disturbarme, P e te r,” 
said one o f the older men. “ I expect the boat- 
hook is down in the boat. G o down and  look for it. ’ 

“  1 never thought o f th a t,”  said Peter, and  away 
h e  went.

T h e  farm -hands had another good laugh a t him , 
as he hurried  away, and  then they  went in to their 
dinner.

P eter had a grand schem e on hand . A s he 
happcned  to be down by the river near the woods, 
th a t m orning, he saw a  sight which puzzled h im  a 
g rea t deai. Ó n logs and branches o f trees which 
were floating down with the current, he saw a  great 
m any rabbits, who seem ed to  be going off togcther 
on a  g rand  boating  excursión.

“  Helio ! ” said he to  himself. “  W h a t can those 
rabbits b e  about ? ”

W hen he had considercd the m atter a  short 
tim e, however, lie saw th rough  the mystery. The 
w ater, in spreading th rough  the woods, had flooded 
these rabbits ou t o f the ir homes, and had cu t off 
the ir re trea t to dry  land. So there had been 
noth ing  left for them  to do b u t to get o n su ch  pieces 
o f wood as they  m ight be able to  reach , and  float 
along with the stream.

“ T h e y ’re in a b a d  way,” th o u g h t Peter, “ for 
they don’t  like water, and  they ’ll stick on those 
logs till they  starve to death  ra ther th an  try to 
swim ashore. A nd it ’s a  dreadful pity  to see so 
m any fine rabbits w asted.”

B ut ju s t then  the idea carne into his head that 
perhaps they need n o t be wasted. Suppose he 
were to get a boat and  go o u t and catch them  a ll! 
T hey  could no t get away from him . Splendid! 
H e would do it. W ith  a boat-hook he could draw 
the logs and branches up  to his boat, and  pick up 
every one o f the long-eared little  chaps. Even if 
they jum ped  into the w ater they could not get 
away from him , for he could row faster than  they 
could swim. T hese  rabbits w ere now som e dis­
tance above the farm-house. I f  he ran  and  got a 
boat and  oars, and  particularly a  boat-hook, lie 
could row out an d  head them  off before they got 
very far down the river.

So away he went, as we have seen, to th e  farm- 
house.

W h en  h e  reached the boat, which was tied to a 
tree near the end of the high point on which ilie 
farm -house stood, he found the boat-hook and the 
oars in it, for som e of the m en .had been  out 
du ring  the m orning, picking up drift-wood. Look- 
ing  ou t over the river, he saw th a t the floating 
rabbits had  passed the farm-house, and, losing no 
tim e in pushing off, h e  rowed vigorously after 
them.

In  about ten m inutes he was am ong  them , and, 
laying down his oars, he took u p  his boat-hook and 
bogan to pulí in the branches with the ir odd little 
passengers. T o  P eter’s surprise the rabbits did 
no t a ttem pt to  ju m p  into the water. Some of 
them  ran  from one end of a  log to the other, when 
he attem pted to  pu t his hands on them , b u t many 
of them  crouched down and  allowed h im  to take 
them  up, and  som e even jum ped  into the boat of 
their own accord.

T hey  seem ed to  know th a t anything in the way 
of a  b ig  affair like a boat would be better than  the 
insecure branches on which they w ere perched. So 
P e te r had  very little trouble in catching every 
rabb it tha t he could see on the river, for they were 
all quite near togethcr, and h e  did no t have to row 
about very m uch after he had  reached the first of 
them .

W h en  they  were all in the boat he sa t down and 
took up the oars, while the rabbits huddlcd them- 
selvcs up together in the stern. T hey  kept very 
quiet, and  had  a half-frightened appearance, as if 
they were no t quite certain th a t they  were free 
from danger, although they were very glad indeed 
to  get off those floating logs and  branches.

A s P eter rowed toward the farm-house he could 
not help fecling very m uch pleased.
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“  W h a t a  splendid lot o f ra b b its ! ” h e  said to 
himself. “  I don’t believe anybody ever caught so 
many fine rabbits a t once,, all alive. Nobody in 
this country, I am  certain, ñor in any part o f the 
world. so far as I  have heard. I w onder w hat the 
farm folks will have to say now. T he laugh will be 
the o th er way. I knew I should some day show 
them th a t I  was no t th e  m an they  took m e for.” 

As h e  approached th e  sliore he saw a num ber of 
the farm  people, who, having finished the ir dinner, 
had come down to the river to  see w hat P e te r was 
going to do with his boat-hook.

T hey  were astounded when they  saw him  and 
his boat-load of rabbits, and shouted to him , 
asking how he had  caught them . P eter rested  on 
his oars a  short distance from shore and explained 
the whole affair. H e was delighted to have such 
an opportunity  o f m aking  a  speech about himself.

“ W h a t are  you going to do with them  all, 
Peter?” called ou t one o f  th e  women. “ Y ou will 
give us each one or two, won’t you ?”

“ N o, indeed,” said Peter. “ I can’t afford to 
give m y rabbits away. I am  going to  be a  rabbit- 
merchant. I  in tend  to build a  pen, and  keep them  
there until they are  righ t fat. A nd then  they will 
be worth a  good deal o f money. B ut if any of you 
would like to buy  a  few rabbits now, I will sell 
them to you .”

“  All r ig h t,” said one of the people. “ L et us 
get a be tter look a t them , and perhaps some of us 
may buy a  few, and  take care of them  ourselves.” 

So P e te r turned  his boat around and  rowed to 
the shore.

“  Stop, P e te r 1 ” cricd several o f the men. “  D on’t 
come too cióse 1 ”  B ut P eter did not hear this warn-

ing  in  time. In  a  m om ent the bow of his boat 
struck the shore a short distance below where the 
farm-people were standing.

A nd then  a  strange th ing  happened. The 
rabbits had  been huddled up very quietly in  the 
stern o f the boat, no t appearing lo be disturbed in 
the least by the loud talking, o r by the noise and 
m otion of the oars, so tha t P e te r was delighted to 
see how tam e and  easily m anaged they  were.

B ut the instant the boat touched the land  a 
change carne over them . T hey  twitched their 
ears, sp rang  to their feet, and  then , with one 
accord, they made a  wild rush for the shore !

Over the seats and over th e  oars, over P eter’s 
feet and  legs, and  over the sides and  bow of the 
boat, they  went. P eter had  the oars in his hands, 
b u t dropping them  as soon as his surprise would 
let him , he grabbed a t the flying legs and  tails, bu t 
never a one he caught.

In  a  m inute every rabbit had gone ! T he peo­
ple on shore hurried  tow ard the boat, b u t they 
were u p  on a  higli bank, and before they could get 
down the rabbits were out of the ir rcacli, and all 
rush ing  a t  th e  top o f their speed for a  patch of 
woods and  thicket n ear by.

T hen  the people laughed and shouted a t P eter 
m ore than  they had  ever done before.

B u t P e te r d id  no t say a  word. H e ju s t stood and 
looked after the rabbits, until the  last o f their little 
tails had disappeared in the thicket, and then he 
tied the boat to a tre?  and walked away, paying no 
attention to the rem arks and  laugh ter o f the 
people. W hen  he reached the farm-house he 
stopped a  m om ent a t the door, and said to  him­
self : “  Peter, you are no t the m an I took you for.”

S C H O O L - L U N C H E O N S .
(A  L e tte r  / r o m  the L itt le  Schoolm a'am .)

W e l l ,  m y boys and girls, Sum iller is m aking 
ready to go, and soon A utum n’s ruddy brown face 
will come pcep ing  a t us through the boughs ; so it 
seems quite tim e th a t we had  our ta lk  about school- 
lunclieons. Are you sorry to have the autum n 
come ? I hope not. I am  glad, though she does 
bring slates and  lesson-books under h e r arm . 
Holidays are  nice, and  fun and  frolic very n ice ; 
but when holiday has lastcd long enough, and  we 
bave rested and played to o u r hea rt’s content, then 
study and work in the ir tu rn  become delightful, and 
we ask nothing better than  to take them  up again.

T h a t is the way I fee l; and  if every little  school- 
m a’am  in the land can say the sam e, I am  pretty  
sure th a t all the scholars will welcome the new term  
with b rig h t faces and ready minds.

F irst, I m ust thank  you for your letters. I can’t 
begin  to count how m any there  were o f them . 
T hey  carne from east and west, and  north  and south, 
pile after pile and  day after day, till the postulan 
was a t  his w it’s  end, and  felt tha t, if this sort of 
th in g  was going on, he m ust be furnished w ith a 
wheelbarrow insteacl o f a  bag. I  im agine tha t 
when he went home a t n igh t he told his children
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about them , and said he should really like to know 
what had set all the  world w riting to St . NltHOLAS 
a t one and the sam e time. W e, who are  in the 
secret, know th a t there  was no th ing  wonderful about 
the m atter, and  th a t, so far as letters were con­
cerned, the m ore th e  m errier. Now, thanks to  you, 
there is one little schoolma’am  who feels as if  she 
had  gone to school and dined ou t o f a  basket in 
every córner o f the U nion. V ery good dinners 
m any of them  were, too, substantial and whole- 
som e and  well chosen. O ne thing, however, I was 
sorry for—which is, th a t alm ost all of you say that 
you like pies, and  only about ha lf o f  you mention 
lik ing meat.

Pies are popular, I k n o w ; b u t they form a  bad 
diet for children to  study on, especially minee-pies, 
which I notice alm ost all o f you select as your 
favorite. T h e  lard  and b u tte r and  heavy sweetness 
o f them  have the inevitable effect to  m ake little 
brains sluggish and dull. Sum s wont add up and 
States wont “  b o u n d ; ” heads ache and eyes droop, 
and  th a t “ h o rr id ” gcography gets the blam e, or 
th e  “  oíd arithm etic,” instead of the real culprit, 
pie ! D o notice how you fcel after eating pie, and 
I th ink  you will agree with m e about this.

I wish, too, tha t m ore o f  you fancied brown 
bread— G raham  or rye. I t  is very sound and 
wholesome, and has a  great deal m ore nourishm ent 
in it than white bread, and this is an im portant 
point for you who have to grow as well as to live. 
O n the o ther hand , I am  glad to see tha t alm ost all 
o f you enjoy fresh fruit. T h a t is nature’s own food, 
and  if  ripe and  perfect, it is good for every one.

Now for the letters. I  can’t p rin t them  all, you 
know, for if I did, St . N ich o la s  would be letters 
and  no th ing  else for a  year to come. B ut here are 
a  few :

Providence, R. I.
Dear Little Schoolma’am : You ask me to tell you what wc 

carry to school for lunch.
I gencrally take a slice of brown or white bread and butter and a 

slice of very plai i cake. In fruit season I take apples, pears and 
peaches, and very rarely, a hard-boiled egg.

I often wish for the mee things the other girls have, such as cream- 
cakes, fruit-eake, cocoa-nut balls and candy. I suppose mother 
knows best, but they a re  nicc.—Truly yours,

Stella F. Pabodie.

Stella is a  wise little girl with h e r “ suppose,” 
and I am  quite sure tha t m other does “ know 
b est.” I  wish though  th a t she could insert a  little 
slice o f m eat betw een th e  slices o f bread. A  day of 
study  requires m ore substantial food than  bread 
and b u tte r  and  cake, and S tella would be stronger 
a t  the year’s end  for hav ing  it.

Brooklyn.
Dear Schoolma’am : I am very much interested in the subject of 

school-luncheons. I am ten years oíd and live in Brooklyn, but nol 
in walking distance from my school, so I am obliged to carry my 
lunch every day. I gencrally take coid meat sandwiches, or a hard- 
boiled egg, a picce of cake, and an orange or a nicc juicy applc. 
But my favorite lunch is potted tongue sandwich, an orange, and a 
piece of mince-pic. Mamma docs not approvc of minee-pie, so I do 
not have it often. A little girl that goes to my school once had for her

lunch an orange, a lemon, a cream-puff, and a great big grecn pickle, 
—one of the largest I ever saw. The girl has gone to California now 
for her health.

I wish I knew of something else that was nice to take for lunch. I 
get so tired of ihe sime things. 'I hope the Little Schoolma’am will gei 
a great many letters and some ncw ideas about goodics for lunch. A 
baked custard is very nice, especially i f  i t  is b a ked  in  a  p r e tty  cap.

It is the happíest day of the month when papa brings home my St. 
Nicholas, and I am one of its devoted rcaders.

Madgie S. Clark.

I have em phasized a  line in M adgie’s letter, 
because it suggests an  idea which m am m as don’t 
always th ink  of, and  th a t is, the im portance of 
m aking  a  child’s school-dinner look attractive. 
T here  is som ething very dam pening to the appe- 
tite in th e  aspect o f thick bread and  b u tte r  rolled in 
a  b it o f  coarse brow n paper, w ith a cookie or two 
sticking to the parcel, and an  apple covered with 
crum bs a t bottom  o f  th e  p a i l ! Such a  luncheon 
often will prevent a  delicate child from eating  a t all. 
A  little care spen t in preparation— in cu tting  the 
bread trim ly and neatly , packing the cake in white 
paper, and the whole in a  fresh napk in , in choos- 
ing  a pretty  basket to take th e  place of the tin-pail 
— is no t pains throw n away. Some children are 
born  fastidious, and with a  distaste for food. They 
require to  be tem pted  to ea t a t  all—tem pted, not 
by unwholesome goodies, b u t by tak ing  trouble to 
m ake sim ple th ings dainty and attractive to  them, 
W e have heard  a  grown woman, whose fastidious- 
ness had  survived her childhood, describe with a 
shudder the effect which her d inner-basket at 
school had upon her. T h e  very sigh t o f  it took 
away all appetite, and  she w ent th rough  the after­
noon faint and  fasting ra th e r than  m cddle with its 
contents. By all m eans bake  the custard in a 
“  pretty  cup ,” and do w hat is possible to  give the 
luncheon an  appetizing appearance to the little 
people who depend upon it for the working forcé 
of their long school-day.

H ere  are  th ree letters with a  recipe in each. But 
we will give M adgie others farther on.

Dear Little Schoolma'am : I gencrally take some bread and 
butter and meat for my lunch, with aii apple; but I get tired of lliat, 
and mamma wont let me take any cake at all, and that is wliat I 
should like best. When I take coid mutton, I gencrally chop it fine 
and put pepper and salt on it, and then put it on my bread. It is 
very nice that way.—Yours lovingly, Susm.

Elpaso, Sedgwick County, Kansas. 
Dear Little Schoolma’am ; As you wish all the children who 

rcad the St. Nicholas to write what they take to school for that 
luncheon, 1 will write what 1 take for mine. It is simple bread and 
butter, a picce of cheese, an apple, and occasionally a slice of bread- 
cake, which mother makes in this way:

A coffee-cup of light sponge as it is prepared for bread, a tea-cup 
of sugar, a cup of sour milk, half a cup butter, half a cup English cur- 
rants. three cups flour, a tea-spoonful of soda; llavor with cinnamOD, 
cloves and nutmcg, if preferred. Bake in a slow oven about an 
hour.—From your little friend, Eva W. Prestos.

Dear Schoolma’am ; X am a big cbicketi to write to you about 
school-luncheons. In fact 1 am the mother of two little chicks ofm» 
own, too small to write or to go to school. If my children went to 
school, I would have them come home to dinner, if possible. If n» 
I would give them plain bread and butter, or broiled beef sandwiches 
with a modcratcly boiled egg or two apiecc, any fruit in season 
Graham bread or Graham gems. If pie was to be taken, I w
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never let them have a piece of minee, or one where lard or butter is 
used in the crust. A  good, chcap, digestible pic-crust can be made 
with mcaly mashed potatocs, llour and cream, and a pinch of salt. 
No cluld will refuse to eat such a crust -  A BlG Chicken.

H ere is a  sensible suggestion from that Friendly 
city in which all o f us who w ent to the Centennial 
Exhibition learned to  take an  interest. T ry  it, 
boys and  girls, and see how it works.

Philadelphia.
Dear L itt le  Schoolma’am : I usually take for lunch aDples, 

bread and butter, biscuits or oranges, and “ other fruits in season.” 
Sometimes, but not often, cake. Candy, never. Papa docs not 
allow us to buy candy. 1 do not expcct to see my letter in print, but 
picase tell the girls and boys that expcríence has taught me that it is 
not at all dreadful to go without candy, and you relish your meáis so 
much better. I wish some of the readers of St. Nicholas would try 
going without candy a few wecks, and see if they do not fcel better.

Yours truly, M. A. Lippincott.

T he next two letters show tha t som etim es chil- 
dren do follow sensible suggestions, which is pleas­
ant hearing  for a little schoolma’am.

Newark, N. J.
Dear L itt le  Schoolma a m  : As you told me that minee-pie was 

not good for school girls and boys to take to school for lunch. I' 
thought I would write and tell you how much I appreciate your 
advice. For the last three weeks I had been taking minee-pie to 
school almost every day, and 1 could n’t think why there were so 
many blotches on my face, but now I know, and I thank you very 
much for your advice.

I stoppcd laking it a few days ago. Ycsterday I tnok some 
üraham bread and butter, some coid mutton and a banana.

I suppose you would say bananas are almost as bad as minee-pie, 
but I don t take them very often.—Your friend,

Minnie F. Byington.

Ithaea, N. Y.
L e a r  L itt le  Schoolma am : I would like to tell you what I 

take to school for my lunch.
I almost always take some bread and butter (or biscuit), soinc coid 

meat or d'icd beef, a small piece of minee-pie, a piece of plain cake, 
and once in a great whi'e one small picklc.

Once whe.i there was n’t anything in the house but bread and but­
ter, 1 persuaded mamma to let me get a couplc of maccaroons and a 
crcam-puff, but I shall not d<? it again, for that day I had a dreadful 
neadache.—I remain your faithful reader, Laura Lyon.

1 th ink  you will all laugh over this tragical his- 
tory o f a  pickle :

Brookline, Mass.
Uear Little Schoolma’am : I gcnerally take forluncheon some 

crackers, or some gingcrbrcad and chcesc, with a little cake somc- 
ümes; but once I took some molas,ses candy which we had had a 
good time pulling the night before.

One time a girl took some pickles to school for lunchcon in a little 
tin pail, and the tcacher made her put it away in a eloset, and it is 
there now, I guess!— Your loving, M. C. Chester.

W hat cío you th ink  of th is  lunchcon ?

Dear St. Nicholas: I eat tafly, apples, oranges, caramels, pea- 
nuts.—Your little fncnd. Peer y.

Or this ?
t» t o . Toledo.le a r  L itt le  Schoolma am : I saw your article entitlcd “ School- 

hunchcons in darling St. Nicholas, and as you asked the boys 
and girls to answer and tell what they oftenest take to school for their 
luncheons, I thought I would tell you what 1 take. 1 take Graham 
bread and butter, and sometimes whitc bread and butter, but 1 like 
braham the best. I take a good many different kinds of sauce, jam, 
jelly, applc-butter; beefstcak. roast-bccf, pickled pi -’s fect, and dried 
beef. I sometimes take apple and sometimes minee pie, cookies, 
gnigerbread and snaps, je’Iy-cake, fruit-eake, and pound-cakc.

As to ¡nut, I take oranges, apples, peaches, pears, grapes and 
Mrawbernes, according to the season.

J am twelvc years oíd and attend the Orange District School. Mr. 
trane is our teachcr, and he is a splendid one.—Yours,

_  . N ettie Gray W .
Or this ?

, , New Hampton.
Little Schoolma am : I am a little girl eleven years oíd. My 

papa takes the St. Nicholas for me, and we all like it very much

r a .Plece ,n 11 nionth about luncheons at school, and so 
1 will tell you what I generally take. I take cake,—chocolate is 
my favontc kind,—canned fruit, apples, and very often oranges. 
My mamma often scolds me for not taking bread and butter, but I 
must say I can’t eat it at school. If you know of anything better..    -. you ...
please let me know.—From your little friend.

f anything better, 

Clara M. Arnout.

Perhaps some of you will be puzzled to under- 
stand  why such luncheons as these last three are 
im proper o r insufficient, and I m ust no t feel sur- 
prised if  you are  so. M any grown people go 
through the ir lives in complete ignorance of the 
qualities and  objeets o f food, and  of its effect on 
the grow th and  health o f the hum an  body. They 
faney if  things have an  agreeable taste, th a t is 
en o u g h ; bu t a  pleasant taste, though desirable, is 
not enough ; for so soon as food has m ade its way 
down the th roat, its flavor becomes a  m atter of 
little  consequence. A  host o f tiny forces wait a t 
the bottom  of the passage down which luncheons 
and dinners go, whose office is to  receive w hat we 
eat, w ork it over, distribute and  m ake it o f  use to 
our bodies. T here  they  stand  a t the foot o f the 
long staircase,— these small servants,— and when 
a  m outhful o f bread or o f beef descends, they 
pounce upon it, divide it, and carry it off to where 
it is nceded. Some of it goes to the bones, some 
to the brain o r to the nerves. T his is turned to 
muscle,— th a t to  f a t ; the little servants under- 
stand  their work, and so long as we trea t them  
well, there is no danger th a t they will waste or 
misapply any th ing  in trusted  to them .

B ut how few o f  us always trea t them  well ! W e 
grow careless o r hurried, and forget all about the 
good little servants. W e pay no attention  to their 
calis, let them  stand  w aiting for the food till 
they  are  fain t and  discouraged, and  then  of a sud- 
den we fling a heavy m eal down on the ir hands. 
O r we do ju s t the o ther th ing , and  keep them  busy 
all the tim e w ithout any rest a t  all, till they are 
w orn out. T hen  the little servants grow confused 
and  angry , and ru n  bllndly about, p u tting  things 
in w rong places ; o r they  sulk, and refuse to work, 
—and  liten  we don’t feel well, and “ can’t im agine” 
w hat is the reason ; o r we fall ¡11, and  have a bad 
tim e of it till they  choose to make up the quarrel 
and  forgive us.

I am  afraid th a t girl d id  no t “ feel well,”  o f 
whom “ P. M arsh” writes, and whose lunclieon 
consistcd of six pickles, six pieces o f b read and 
bu tter, and a bottle o f strong tea  ! A nd w hat do 
you suppose these little servants though t o f these 
o lher girls who take to  school “ cake, pie (usually 
minee), turnovers, ta rts , plum -cake, cheese, stlcky 
bits o f half-done molasses candy, gum-drops, 
F rench  chocolate, and  hot, greasy dough-nuts ? ” 
O ut of this list, only the cakes, pie, and cheese have 
any  proper nourishm ent in them , you observe, 
and  th a t o f a  rich, indigestible sort, which the

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



758 S C H O O L - L U N C I I E O N S .

little servants will worry over and  not know quite 
w hat to do with. T h e  res t is sheer refuse; they 
will cast it  aside contem ptuously, and  it will be in 
the way of the ir work ju s t so long as it lies there. 
O r if, in despair, they try  to use it, it is sure to do 
harm . Every part o f the g irl cries out a t having 
such stuff adm inistered to it. H er head aches, 
h e r eyes ache, h e r skin feels feverish, h e r wliole 
System is loaded and  oppressed. She goes home 
a t n ig h t with the fatal basket em pty  in h e r hands, 
and feels th a t the day has been a  bad  one, and 
tha t life generally is hard. H er spirits a re  low,— 
spirits ahvays are  low after such a m eal,— nobody 
seem s kind,— nothing pleasant. V ery likely she 
ends with a  n ightm are. A nd all this discomfort 
to  pay for the b rief plcasure o f twenty m inutes’ 
gorm andizing! Is it w orth while ? I don 't be­
lieve any of you will say tha t it is.

T here  is ano ther le tter which I m ust quote, 
because it contains a  suggestion :

New York.
D ear L itt le  Schoolma’am : Seeing in your last St. Nichoi.as 

that you want all the boys and girls lo tell you what they take for their 
lunch, 1 will tell you that I take p re serves!  Pcrhaps you will think 
that a very queer lunch, but the girls have what they cali a 
“ spread.” Every one brings something. One will bring sand­
wiches, another eake, another fruit, and so on. Then we spread 
them all out on a table, and each one helps herself to whatever she 
likes. I always bring preserves, because mamma’s preserves are 
very highly recommcndcd by all the girls.

With much love to Jack and St . Nicholas,—and picase keep 
lots for yourself,—I am yours truly,

Roberta C. Whitmore.

You see this is a  sort o f co-operative luncheon, 
and for some o f you I should th ink  it m igh t prove 
a good idea. Suppose, for instance, th a t six girls 
agreed to  arrange the ir lunch on this principie,-— 
one carry ing bread nicely sliced and buttered , one 
som e coid chicken, one a  few hard-boiled eggs, 
with a  paper o f salt, one a  square o f  fresh ginger- 
b read ; ano ther a  ja r  o f stewed fruit, with a spoon 
and  som e milk-biscuit, and  the last a  supply of 
apples o r oranges. You see w hat a  substantial 
and varied luncheon they would have, and yet 
each m am m a would have less trouble than  in pro- 
viding a  little o f several th ings for h e r special 
child to carry. I t  m igh t be worth while for some 
painstaking m others to try  this plan. A nd if any 
one m akes the experim ent, and  finds it a  good one, 
be sure to write a  line to  Jack and  let us know.

H ere  is one m ore le tter, and I th ink  you will 
agree with m e th a t it shows a  sad State o f affairs in 
a  city which is so sensible in o th er m atters th a t it 
ough t to be wiser in th is :

Philadelphia.
Dear Jack : Will you tell the Schoolma’am that I am very glad 

she has taken up the subjcct of luncheons, and ask if she wont write so 
plainly about them that teachers as well as scholars shall know what 
to do ? The other day, I visited our new normal school at recess- 
time, when the childrcn belonging to the “ model elasses”  were taking 
their lunch. On one side of the lunch-hall was a long countcr-table, 
and any one who chose could buy from it. What do you think was 
011 the table ? Cakc ! Cake in every form and of every flavor, and 
nothing but cakc ! Cake for one cent—two—three ; crullers, dough-

nuts, ginger-eakes, sccd-cakes, molasses-cakc; but not a sandwich, 
or nn cgg, or a single cup of milk, or soup—only cakc, and cake only! 
And this for the normal school of the sccond city in the Union !

T he Fathek of T wo School-Girls.

A nd now I am  going to  give a  few recipes. 
T hey  are  no b e tte r than  the things which many 
o f you are  in the hab it o f tak ing  to  school, but 
they will serve to m ake a  variety upon them , and 
tha t is desirable, for little péople, and b ig  ones, 
too, g e t tired  of even the nicest food, if  they  are 
forced to ea t the sam e every day.

V e a l  P i g e o n s .

Spread a th in  veal cutlet with a stuffing of 
bread-crum bs m oistened with a little gravy or 
cream , and seasoned lightly with salt, pepper, and 
a  pinch o f sum mer-savory. R oll the cutlet up, tie 
it with fine cord, and  balee till done, basting thor- 
oughly. W hen it is coid, rem ove the cord and 
cut into slices. I t is a  nice savorv relish witii 

■bread and  butter.

G a l a n t i n e  o f  V e a l  o r  C h i c k e n .

T ake an oíd fowl, o r a knuckle of veal, covcr 
with coid w ater, and boil slowly all day till the 
m eat is alm ost dissolved. S train  off the liquor, 
and season with salt and  pepper. Shred the bits 
o f m eat fine, o r chop them  in a  chopping-bowl, 
p u t them  into a  shallow mold o r pan, pour on the 
liquor, and  se t in a  coid place for the night. In 
the m orning the surface will be found covered 
with fat, which m ust be carefully rem oved, un- 
derneatli which will be a  firm m eat jelly , slices of 
which laid on bread are extrem ely nice for 
luncheon.

V e a l  L o a f .

To a  p in t o f coid veal finely m inced add a  pint 
of bread-crum bs, two eggs well beaten , a  wine- 
glassful o f milk, a  very little salt pork  chopped 
fine, salt, pepper, and  a  pinch of thym e. Bake 
in a bu ttered  dish, and  when coid tu rn  out upon 
a píate, and  serve in slices. Coid beef o r mutton 
m ay b e  used.

P o t t e d  S h a d .

Scale three o r  four m oderately sized shad, re­
move heads and  tails, and cu t each cr'osswise into 
four pieces. C hop four sm all onions, and sprinkle 
a layer on the bottom  of a  stone jar. T hen  put 
in a  layer o f fish, add  a  few whole peppers, a  little 
salt, cloves, allspice, and a sm all quantity  o f onion; 
then  another layer o f  fish, and so on till the pot is 
full. A rrange the roe on top , spice highly, and 
fill the  ja r  with strong  vinegar. C over with folds 
of thick paper under th e  lid, and  bake twclve 
hours. T h e  v inegar will completely dissolve the 
bones of the shad. T his is ra th e r a spicy com- 
pound for school-children, b u t a  little o f it as a 
relish now and  then  will be found nice.

W h o l e s o m e  S a l a d .

T ake equal quantities o f coid beef, mutton, or 
veal, coid boiled potatoes, and  a la rger portion of 
fresh green lettuce, all cu t fine. S tir a  half tea-
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cupful o f vinegar graduaUy into a table-spoonful of 
olive-oil o r cream , add a  little salt and  sugar, and 
pour over the salad, m ixing well with a  fork. A 
bowl or ja r  o f this, with plenty of bread-and-butter, 
ought to be liked by the pickle-fanciers am ong you. 

•
A  P l a i n  R i c e  P u d d i n g .

A coffee-cupful o f boiled rice, a  q u art o f milk, 
a  ha lf tea-cup o f raisins, a  ha lf tea-cup of sugar, a 
table-spoonful o f  bu tter. Stew the rice gently  into 
the m ilk for two hours ; add the sugar, raisins, and 
butter, and  bake for an  hour, stirring  once to mix 
the bu tter in. T his pudding is very nice eaten 
coid for luncheon.

G r a h a m  P u f e s .

A p in t of G raham  flour, no t sifted; a  p in t of 
milk. Mix lightly  with a  spoon for a few min­
utes, then  pou r the ba tte r into iron-clad pans 
made hot, into each o f  which a  b it of bu tte r has 
just been dropped. Bake in a quick oven for 
twenty minutes.

T his is the purest and  m ost wholesome prep- 
aration of G raham  flour which exists, and  I th ink ' 
most o f you will like it  very m uch. T h e  puffs are 
as good coid as hot.

CORN DODGERS.

A pint o f sifted m eal, stirred  sm oothly in  a  quart 
o f milk. A dd one egg, beaten lightly, a  table- 
spoonful o f sugar, and  a  very small bit o f butter. 
Bake in iron-clad pans, precisely after the rule 
given for G raham  puffs, and when coid split and 
sprcad with b u tte r o r powdered sugar.

Some of you would perhaps enjoy rusk  as a  
change from b read  and  biscuit, so I  give a  recipe 
from M arión H arland ’s excellent m anual o f cook- 
ery, “  Breakfast, Luncheon, and  T e a ” :

RUSKS.

One quart o f m ilk ; ha lf cup of yeast; flour 
enough to m ake a  thick batter. Set a “  sponge ” 
with these ingredients. W h en  it  is very light, add 
one cup b u tte r rubbed to  a  cream , with two cups 
of powdered sugar, three eggs well beaten. F lour 
enough to make a  stiff dough. K nead briskly, 
and se t to rise for four hours. T hen  m ake into 
rolls, and  let them  stand  an hou r longer, o r till 
light and “ puffy,”  before baking. Glaze, just 
before draw ing them  from  the oven, with a  little 
cream and  sugar.

M o o n s h in e s .

A quart o f  flour, a  table-spoonful o f bu tter, a  tea- 
spoonful o f  salt, a  sm all tum bler o f  ice-water. Mix 
the w ater with the o ther ingredients with a  knife 
on a  molding-board, as for paste ; beat with the 
rolling-pin till perfectly sm ooth and flexible, and 
roll out as thin as a  wafer. C ut into circles o f  the 
size o f a  saucer with a  pastry jigger, and ci-iss-cross 
the top of each circle with the same. Bake on flat 
tins. T his m akes a  sort o f light, crisp cracker, as

delicate as possible, and  would be a nice con- 
tribution for some one to carry to a co-operative 
luncheon.

Now, to  show you tha t little schoolma’ams can 
be indulgent sometimes, I will here  add a recipe 
for a  very simple (bu t good) cake, which I used 
to like (and to m ake, too) when I was a little girl.

M o l a s s e s  C a k e .

One tea-cup o f molasses, one tea-cup o f brown 
sugar, one tea-cup o f milk, four tea-cups o f  flour, 
two eggs, a  spoonful o f  ginger, and half tea-spoon- 
ful o f soda.

H ere are some suggestions which hardly am ount 
to the dignity o f recipes—in fact, a re  too simple to 
require a  regular rule, bu t which some of you may 
like to try for school lunchcons :

Quinces, baked in the oven till thoroughly soft, 
and spririkled thickly with fine sugar.

A pples, p repared  in the sam e way. 
Apple-turnovers, made with the potato paste 

described in  the le tter from “ A B ig Chicleen,” and 
spread with nicely seasonecl stewed apple.

Cheese, grated fine, and  sprinkled on bread and 
butter. T he cheese m ust be d ry  and oíd.

G rated  liam , also with bread a n d  butter.
D ricd peaches, stewed and sweetened.
A nd— I put this in a t the special request o f a  

little girl—coid, baked  Carolina sweet-potatoes, cut 
in very thin slices, and  eaten with salt. T hese, she 
says, taste exactly like chestnuts, and she is sure 
all the  S t .  N i c h o l a s  children will like them .

I will wind up with a list, pu tting  into it not only 
these recipes and suggestions o f  m y own, bu t also 
all the good, wholesome things m entioned in your 
different letters. I t will be convenient for you to 
refer to them  in the form of a  l i s t ; and though 
each one of you will find articlcs o f food m entioned 
which are familiar, each one has the chance of 
lighting  on som ething new, which m ay come into 
play for the hungry  noons ju s t ahead.

Beginning with solids, we have sandwiches of coid sliced meat, 
potted meat, grated ham, and grated cheese; chopped mutton, saltcd 
and pcppcred ; sliced sausages.

Beef-tea, galantine of veal or chicken, vcal-loaf, potted shad, veal 
pigcons. salad— of meat, potato and lettuce,— coid chicken, coid 
comed beef, and hard-boiled eggs.

Graham bread, Graham pulís, pilot bread and good fresh crackers 
with oíd cheese, corn bread, corn dodgers, coid buttered mulfins, milk 
biscuit, rolls and butter, pop-overs, oatmeal cakes, oatmeal crackers, 
moonshines and rusks.

Roasted quinces with sugar, roasted apples, apple-turnovers with 
potato crust, roasted sweet-potatoes, coid and sliced, molasses cake, 
coid rice pudding, dricd peaches stewed, apple sauce, ginger snaps, 
plain cookics, bread-eake, baked custard, apple butter.

Fruit of all kinds, if fresh and ripc.

Now, dears, if any of these recipes tu rn  out to 
your taste, o r if  any th ing  I have said proves use- 
ful, or helps you to an  idea, nobody will be so 
glad as your affectionate

L i t t l e  S c h o o l m a ’a m .
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O N E !  T W O !  T H R E E !

O n e  ! two ! th ree  ! 
M amm a, see—  

Kisses sw eet for y o u ! 
H e r e ’s a  kiss, 
T h e r e ’s a  kiss, 

H ere  ’s another, too !

T h ree  ! four ! five ! 
In  th e  hive 

T h e re  are  lots of bees.

W hen  they  fly 
T h ey  go  high,

’W ay  up  in the  trees.

F our ! five ! six !
L ittle  chicks,—

D ear me ! how  they  rush ! 
S ee  them  eat,
W ith  the ir feet 

S tand ing  in the  m u sh !

Five ! six ! e ig h t ! 
T h ro u g h  the gate  

Com e th e  cows a t n ig h t; 
Brindle, Bess,
F an  and  Jess—

C an’t I count them  rig h t?

Six ! e ig h t! ten !
Big, s tro n g  men 

Ralee up all the  hay. 
T h e re ’s a  load 
D ow n th e  road,

C orning h ere  to-day.
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G O O D  F R I E N D S .

I k n o w  a  d og  w hose ñam e is Jack. H e  is a  bull-dog, and he looks v e r y  

cross, bu t he is really  very  kind.
O n e  day Jack  w ent ou t for a  w alk  with his M aster, and they  saw two 

dogs fighting. Jack  ran  off to  them  very  fast, and his M aster w as'afraid  Jack 
would fight too. B ut the  good dog pushed  him self betw een the  o thers and 
stopped the ir fighting. T h e  two dogs then w ent away, looking very  sorry. 
A nd Jack  carne back w agg ing  his ta.il, as if proud  o f being  a  peace-m aker.

M ost dogs do not like cats, bu t Jack  has a  d ea r friend, a  ca t named 
G eorge W ashington . G eorge had  four little b ro thers  and  sisters, bu t three 
of them  never carne out of their first bgith, and the o ther one was given 
away. T h e  oíd m other-cat diecl w hen G eorge w as th ree  m onths oíd, and 
then Jack  and  G eorge g rew  very  fond o f each other. A  b ig  dog  once flew 
at th e  little  kitten, b u t Jack  chased it away, and G eorge  seem ed to know  tha t 
Jack h ad  saved his life. Jack  and  G eorge  W ash ing ton  sleep together, and 
eat off the  sam e dish. W hen  Jack is asleep, G eorge  W ashing ton  will come 
and begin  to  lick his head, and  Jack  seem s to  like it. W hen  Jack  com es in 
from a  w alk G eorge runs to  m eet him, and  purrs, and rubs over him, and 
really kisses him, they  are  so g lad  to see each other. Jack  does not like 
other cats, and still chases them, bu t to G eorge W ashington  h e  is always 
kind and  gentle.

O n e ! tw o ! th ree  ! 
M amma, see—  

K isses sw eet for you !

Love you best—  
M ore ’n the  rest—  

Yes, indeed, I do !
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J A C K - I N - T H E - P U L P I T .

[ S e p t e m b e r ,

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

“ I  t h a n k  y o u  k i n d l y ,  dear Jack, w iites the
dear L ittle Schoolm a’am  when I notify h e r  th a t 1 
eladlv «ive the chicks any message she m ay wish 
fo s e n d m  regard  to those schoo l-luncheonletters;
“ but  I shall necd m ore space this tim e than  you 
can give me. I m ust ask  the editor to allow me 
several pages for m y talk. T h e  subject o f schoo>- 
lunchcons, you m ust know, is a very im portan t 
one. I only wish I could treat it be tte r for the sake 
o f the thousands and  thousands of little folk and 
the ir m others kvho read  St . NlCHOLAS. But

^ o ' t h e l í e S ’can?  A h ! I ’ll w arran t she will 
Bless her h e a r t ! W hy, I never knew another such 
rem arkable L ittle Schoolm a’am  as tha t since I ve 
been  a  Jack-in -the-P u lp it! T here  is n  t  anyt h ing 
she would n’t do for you, m y pets. I do believe 
she ’d try  to  ea t up all the  poor luncheons in the 
country herself, if thereby she could help  m a teis 
any B ut in th a t case there  would no longer be 
anv Little Schoolma’am , and w hat would become 
o f  us then, I ’d  like to know ?

Jack can’t  b ear to th ink  of such a thing. bo 
we ’ll talk  about

F L O W E R - D O L L I E S .

ALREADY the children are  w riting to  Jack  about 
flower-dollies, tak ing  hints from the le tter of M anoi 
and W innie  T . in St . N ,cholasTo rJu n e ,1 8 7 6

One little girl writes to Jack : I find th a t thos
beautiful colored leaves o f the coleus, whenever 
you can beg  a lea f from the g a rd e n e rm a k e sp le n -  
did tra iling  skirts .” A nother w n tes. Tell the 
girls tha t a doll’s  sk irt o f grape-leaf can  be beauti 
fully trim m ed with strings o f 1. ac blossoms, 01r ver 
bena, o r any sm all blossom of th a t kind. A  third 
savs she “ m ade a big dolí ou t of spruce-wood, with 
a  radish head, and  p u t real lady’s-sltppers on its

feet, and dressed it up in  a  gown made of burdock 
leaves, and  it was really quite 'cute. S till another 
little girl writes tha t, last sum m er, she made the 
loveliest dolls all ou t o f day-lilies,” on y she had 
to use green sticks for arm s.” E ven  the head  she 
made “ by  gathering  and ty ing  up the white petáis 
o f a  lily and pu tting  on a  daisy for a  hat. bhc 
adds th a t five little girls and  herself m ade a group 
of these flower-dollies, and “ stood them  on the 
piazza ready to  surprise m am m a when she carne 
honre from h e r  drive. A nd m am m a said, the 
effect was really quite lovely.’ ”

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

W e l l ,  well—w hat w ill the birds tell m e next ? 
H ere ’s  a  little candle, throwing its bearns through 
the newspapers, all th e  way from E ngland , a n d  my 
birds know of i t ! T hey  say there ’s  a  new km d ol 
candle being tried  in  London. I t  is n t  sperrn, noi 
wax, ñor paraffine, and  it has n’t any cotton wick. 
ñor is it a tube supplied with kerosene o r gas—

W h at in th e  world is it, then  ?
T h a t is ju s t w hat Jack  would like to  find out. 

T h e  b irds only h in t these m atters, you s e e ; but 
they  tell m e it is an eleclrtc candle of som e son 
and  tha t the inventor’s narne is Jablochkoft. He 5 
not an  Englishm an, I ’ll w arrant. W ho  knows ani- 
th ing  about th is m atter?

"  I S  T H E  C A L L A  A  L I L Y ? ”

a  w n  í 3 SK3 SÍÍÍ
M lG N O N E T T E .

about it ?
I f  “ M ignonette” will th ink  how strange and 

m isleading are  som e of the “  com m on ’ nani 
given to flowers w ithin h e r own know edge, she 
will know a t once th a t the fact o f a  Plan t ' » .
called a “  lily ” is no proof th a t it  is one. Tor 
stance we have all kinds of roses,-rock-rose, 
¿ e id e r-ro se , rose of Sharon, and  otheis,,-w hich 
are  not roses a t  all, and in no m anner reía ed to

good authority , none of these are, m  a  tetari'c  
sen ie  lilies • th a t is, none o f them  belong to tn 
genus L iliu m , for only to such plants d o e s th e te  
“  lily,” w ithout prefix or suffix, properiy belong^ 

Fvérv  true lilv has a  rem arkably  regu lar ana 
sym m etrical flower. I t  is - - p a r t e d ^ r e e  outer
parts and  th ree inner-parts - b o t h  1kmd ¡ k  n 
nlike th a t we do not say ol them  caqx  
‘ ‘ cerolla. ” I t has six very p rom inent stam ens . 
one pistil, which has a  three-celled ovai>. bo 
nothing like this structure is found in * e .“ 1|  ’ r. 
has in ihe center a  fleshy stalk  crowded with unptt 
feet flowers, those w ith an thers only bem  '
and the others, w ith pistils only, below, and all
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of a b ig  needle and very coarse thread, they sew 
the twist of grass to the cloth, adapting  it to the 
shape of the p a tte rn  as best they  can, and taking 
care to lengthcn the twist, as they  go on, by splicing 
it with new spears o f grass, so as to keep it o f about 
the sam e thickness. T h e  twist is sewed in such a  
way th a t the stitches will hold the grass firmly in 
shape. W hen the solé has been covered, the chil­
dren take a  fresh wisp and  begin build ing  up the 
sides and toe, sewing the first row strongly to the

O N E  O F  J A C K ’S  P E T S .

Sw e e t  Billy B uttercup ! P retty  little  fay !
. R id ing  on the blossoms in the breeze;

D eep in the clover-bloom h id ing  h im  away, 
S tartled  a t  the m urm ur of the trees.

Children ! have you seen him  ? shy is he and  gay, 
Sunny as the butterflies and bees,—

Sweet Billy B uttercup ! P re tty  little fay !
R iding on the blossoms in the breeze.

small, crowded, and  indistinct. T he showy por- 
tion which surrounds all these flowers is no t a 
flower a t all, b u t only a  white leaf, which, in our 
Jack-in-the-Pulpit, is groen, often with brown m ark- 
ings. Indeed, the calla and Jack  are  m uch more 
closely related  th an  are the lily and the calla, for 
these two are  so rem óte cousins th a t the rela- 
tionship “  does n’t count,”— unless one o f  them  
should die very rich.

L i t t l e  S c h o o l m a ’ a m .

G R A S S  S H O E S .

So m e  o f the children in the red  school-housc 
have been m aking  bathing-shoes for themselves 
ou t o f grass, and  it is astonishing w hat capital 
shoes they tu rn  out.

In  the first place, they cu t a  wide sole-pattern, 
of the size wanted, out o f stout cloth (which 
forms a good lining to the slioe as soon as it is 
covcred); th en  they take a  bundle o f  grass and 
twist it tightly  and evenly until it is o f about the 
thickness o f a  lady’s finger. N ext, with the aid

solé by over-and-over stitches, then  catching the 
succeeding rows of wisp firmly together, conform- 
ing  them  as nearly as practicable to the shape of 
the foot. W hen  finished, it looks som ething like 
a  slipper. T hen , all tha t rem ains to be done is 
to add tapes by which it is to be tied about the 
ankle.

Jack has n’t given very explicit directions, be- 
cause it is n’t in his line to teach need lew ork ; 
b u t the ingenuity of the boys and girls m ust make 
up for his short-comings.

Certain it is th a t the girls and boys of the red 
school-house have made these shoes, and have 
m ade them  strong, and  soft to the feet.

“ N O T  I N "  T O  T R O U B L E .

“  T h e  cheerful are usually the busy. W hen 
Trouble knocks a t  your door, o r rings the bell, he 
will be ap t to retire if you send him word you are 
‘ engaged .’ ”

W ho said th is?  H e was a  wise m an, whoever 
he was.

O N E  O F  JA C K 'S  P E T S .
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[ S e p t f . m b e r ,

Y O U N G  C O N T R I B U  T O R S ’ D E P A R T M E N T .

POMPEII, THE RUINED CITY.

(E x tr a c te  / r o m  a  L itt le  C ir i 's  Jo u rn a l.)

We were in Naplcs, and it was a beautiful, summcr-like day,—the 
third of lanuary. 187-. We aróse very early, took a hearty broak- 
fast. and started. in a four-scated camage drawn by four horses, lor 
Pompen, the ruined city which for eighteen hundred years lay buned 
under the ashes of Vesuvius, that trcacherous oíd mountam that is 
contiitually keeping the Ncapolilans in fear and trembling.

We enjoved the ride from Naplcs very niuch, which was part of 
the way alo'ng the sea-shore and along the mountatn-side. We passed 
through Portíci and Kccini, and the gate which leads to the amphi- 
theater of I-Icrculancum, which was lately dtscovercd, comparativcly 
speaking ; and then we saw the palace “  La Favorita, where we are 
going to stop when we go up the mountam. . . . .

When we reached Pompen, we all found it more tnteresttng than 
anv of us had expected. We first went into the museum, where we 
saw oíd itigs for water, and rusty locks and kcys and bolts, etc., etc.. 
skeletons’ heads and bones, and two or three speetmens of the people 
who had been found in the houses: and dicir position plamly shows 
the torture and agony they must have suffered when the scorta; over- 
took them in their flight. There is one man who looks as though he 
had been running when the scorim reached him ; no one would know 
that such an object had ever been a man, were it not for the form, 
which was bent fonvard, with Ins hands up to his face. It must have

A  V IC T IM  O F  T H E  t-AVA.

been an awful time; and then, it being so completely dark with the 
air full of ashes, many of them must have ran right into the lava wtlh-

° UThe°town"is all in rttins; nothing is left but the walls and streets 
to tell the tale of a once prosperous and thnving city. On many 01 
the richcst houses can sti.l be seen the frcscoes that adorned the walls, 
and the beautiful designs of the mosaic floors. One would think, 
from the walls and floors and cetlings, and the few fountains that are 
left, that the majorily of the people must have lived in more 
and refinement than the nch people do who now live in Naples.
T h e  f o u n t a i n s i n  t h e  f l o o r s  s e r v e d  f o r  m r r o r s .  e , „ , . a  „ t r

We went into one house in which was a little chamber barred ott 
from the rest, and in the comer was a pile of dirt, and in it was em- 
bedded the skeleton of a man who is said to have been tmpnsoned 
there when the calamity occurred; and, his hands and fcct being 
chained, the poor wretch could not get away. It made me teel rea 
sad when I hcard the story, but still more so when I saw the skeleton

We found it was four before we thought it two, and the guards tell- 
ine us to go, as they cióse at four o'clock. We returned to the 
camage. and reached the hotel late at night, fully convmced that we 
would again visit Pompeii.

my dear oíd saint, would fail should I tell vou all the triáis and tribu- 
lations that my spirit was heir to in that senool-room.

The school had been under my dominión a little over a month, 
and it was the day before Christmas. At noon that day I was seated 
at my desk, tranquilly writing, and rcjoicing that my “  little flock 
saw fit so leave me in quiet, and amuse themsclves out-ol-doors. 1 
looked up as one of the large boys stepped mside the door and took 
down the kcy from a nail beside it. I kncw what was commg then.
“  Hcinrich ! ” said I. But he was out of the door and it was closcd 
behind him. Quick as thought I was at the door and my pcncil 
filled the key-hole. Of coursc it was impossible for them to lock tlie 
door: and it was equally impossible for me to open it wh.lc a dozen 
strone hands held it 011 the other side. Through the door carne the 
question, in the voice of the boy who had taken the key :

“  Will you give us a half-holiday, and five dollars for a treat.
The five dollars I could not afford to give; the half-hohday I would 

willingly give, but I would not be compellcd to do it: therefore I 
maintained a dignified silencc, and my position—which began to grow 
a little monotonous. .

At the end of twenty minutes it was something inore. 1 nen the 
great shutters swung around, and I could hcar the bovs plañímg 
rails firmly against them ; the result was. of course, total darkness 
Ten minutes more. By holding my watch cióse to a wee crack 1 
could see how time passed. Then I heard the rattling of a cham. 
and the repetition of their demand for 11 a treat and a hohday. I hcy 
had given up locking the door and were going to chain it. It was 

not a pleasant prospcct— that of being locked up 111 darkness all a 
long afternoon; but, as I dramatically quoted to myself, “ I could 
not fly, I would not yield.” , , ,

It was no longcr of any use for me to guard the key-hole, fur 
the door was chained fast, so I dcvnted my energics to building a 
lire, and soon had a bright blaze. I tried to read— the book was 
not interesting. I tried to write—ideas were a minus quantity. 
Surcly it had been an hour since the door was chained. l-iltceu 
minutes! My watch must have stopped; but no 1 it was joggitig 
on at its accustomed pace.

I repeated a good-sized volume of poctry that alternoon. i 
demonstrated the “  problem of the lights." I did anydimg and 
cverylhing possible to pass away the time but it ivas the longcst 
afternoon I ever kncw. Now and then I felt a little glcatn of 
vicious satisfaction when a voice outstde repeated the demand, 
and I could feel how aggravated the robéis ivcre by my s-.lence.

You wonder that some passer-by did not interfere in my behali. 
“ Barring the teacher in ”  was a time-honored custom, atitl 
teachcrs knowing this to be the case usually ytelded, oráticas 
compromised, in a very short time. In any case, no one thought
of interfering. . . .  , , ., .__,■I besan to sympatluze with pnsoners who are dopmcd to solí- 
tary confincment. I could liear the monotonous tick-tick-tick ot 

my watch in the stillness. Slowly, slowly, slowly the hands moved, 
as if they ivcre weighted. Half-past three. Once more the o.d ques­
tion at the door: then the chain rattlcd, the shutters and door iverc 
flung open—and I was unbarred I It seems that my rebelhous stib- 
jeets had held a council of ivar, decidcd that my obstinacy was uncon- 
querablc, and so given up the siege.

I rang the bell, and in answer to the sumtr.ons they slowly filed in, 
some faces looking sheepish, some defiant, some on y wondeiing. 
When they iverc seated I said, as__quietly as usual, You are <li>-
missed until next Monday morning.” ....i...

As they marched out I heard one of the boys say to anotlier, 
■‘ The ma’ain’s a 'cute un: and she’s got the grtt too, ifshe is 
Hule" LlvE SaxOV ■

BARRED IN.

I S H A I.L  open my true story by telling you that, no matter hnw or 
why, a coid Deceniber day not two years ago found me, a nieek, 
homesick little scho ilma am of sixteen summers begtnmng tny .“ recr 
tu the Smithtown school-house. It was a small, yclloiv building, 
with lieavy, solid, unpainted shutters. On the insidc a single seat 
ran around the room next to the wall, ivith desks in front. A 
movablc bench to serve as recitation seat, a great box of a stove, a 
leaky pail, and a battered tin-cup fimshed the furnishing. _

In this room betwecn forty and fifty boys and girls, ranging m ag 
from four years lo twenty-onc, were gathered. Even your pauence,

THE WOODPECKER.

Taf I tap I gocs the woodpccker's busy bilí, 
Tap I tap ! on the oíd oak-tree—
He hunls small game 
With his tongue of llame,
For a woodman bold is he!

“  ’T  is the early bird gets the worm,”  he cries. 
As he springs from his nest at morn:
And his note so shrill,
The woodlands lili,
Like the hunter’s bugle hom!

In their chambers dark,
’Neath the moldering bark,
The ant and the grub he sull—
But he hurrics them out 
With a terrible shout,
And gobblcs them up at will. R. n- it-
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T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

Our crowded columns this month forcc us to dcny our young 
astronomers a pleasant surprise which Professor Proctor had pre- 
parcd for them—an article 0.1 the two planets Mars and Satum. But 
it wi!! probably consolé them to know that the paper will be given in 
full 111 our Novembcr number; and, meanwhile, they shall be 
affordcd an excrcise which Professor Proctor scems to have had in 
muid already, for he states, in beginning his artiele: " I  purposely 
said nothmg about these planet-visitors last month, that those who 
try to learn the star-groups from my maps may have had a chance of 
discoveung the two planets for themsdvcs.”  He adds that the two 
will be plainly visible this fall, Mars shining with a bright, ruddy 
glow, and Satura wilh a dull, yellow light. Here's a fine chance, 
boys and girls, to "  repeat famous discoverics made many, many 
years ago.” Keep a sharp look-out at the evening skies, and so be 
ready for the planet-papcr in our November number.

hefríri tfT‘» N'CT AS: 1 J ° m 9 rant’ onc of y°urconlri'bulor’s.'hmdly beheves that a snake could swallow a couple of birds and a toad.
1 can tell oía still more wonderful occurrence. While my brother 

He 1H n erC sPcnÍ m B  our summer vacation about ten miles from 
Healdsburg, 111 Sonoma County, while hunling, mf brother killed 
a r̂attlcsnake and cut it open. He found three y o u u g  hares inside

My mother, «hile living at Pass Christian, in Mississippi, was 
¡n,"hó a great naturalist. He liad a couple of

could hé wnteSi n  a “ ,re "Ctting ovcr it. so all their motions 
Wacíc. d' 0ne "'as b,ack> and ,bc oth“  striped green and

wérean’ ?r-aSaVa8C and s?vcral °fhere—my mother among them —were attractcd oy a commotion in the snakes' box; there thev saw
ír,Ó'VOrS"Ü “  m 3 batlle- The black snake seemed to be
S  •; 'vas SraduaUy sw a l/rm in g  th e  s tr ip ed  snake. Mother 
said it was not very pleasant to see the striped one graduallv disaD- 

. T  ?■!?'?• ‘  r AtJast aothing could be seen. Dr. Savage 
meal course it could not live after such a hcartv

These two incidcnts, though rather wonderful, are both true.
Lucv Fisher.

" No, not two years, but two years a n d  a  d a y  ;  ” and then he winks

wh!re%nlU\ hdCo K e eitP,a¡n '  ^  “  « “ *« ia k ™
yo '̂lpfrpsb>mVnTx’l tctter°to ŷu S  S
the smoking venls of Kina Baloo, or from the top of the Great 
F™ ™  ’ ° r bollom °/.Dr- Schhcmann's excavations at Mykenré' 

p e ’ r uJ  bcustant friend, Wai.lie StetheÍs
apoíís that I meare expe u" d«  James O. Woodrulf of Indian-

n ln r-IL L  Sir! Alabama writes: We live in Eufaula; it is a pretty 
S w k "  spnng. My little brother had a large dog, but some one 
¡ hmtmm°ne n,g . ÍV? a l!"]e. Uvin brolhcr and' a whitc kitten. 
hm She mamma s wash-bowl this evening getting some water for
Your lhtle friend!"'”  ® y°Ur whcn you bold >h“ j  < f ~

We are not very fond of seeing gymnastic fcats in hot wcather, 
dear J. I-., but we sho u ld  like to see that wonderful mother who can 

jump through your hands when you hold them up I ”

T he following letter comes to us, printed with a pendí, from a little 
girl six years oíd:

Dear St. Nicholas: I have a
She is Moliese, with wlmc face, breast, and paws. Pussy rides in
S L  ,h Ciarr'ase’jan f Jump out Sbe clunbs on the shelfout-
her lo hm°0H an C  door-knob to be let in. Papa has taught
lrotheÍ Eddi?3 g l .hVri°rnS-a" d t0 st¡!nd u p " lc co™cr. My abo G iíl 1 think she is a very wise cat, for she catches mice
anoíher 1 7 !sh ,bat she " ’ould «rite
"  Attíkin's íinu, - g h‘  C?uslns b“ t of all, though I likei  attikin s House very much. I am more than six years oíd and 

e ts past four. Your little friend, Ann.e Curtis SmÍth

... -  ,  Portland, Me., lulv. 187-.

ü e x ,W a °;'d d  r ¿  I S d/ f  ‘

Mift " J ? £ T o ^ Ú ^ t ^  f°r •&>

Md üie ‘ ‘ñ lo d l "53™!?.651 ' f ™ " 8 histor>'. gcogmphy, navigalon
01”, of mcrdy by

p í S  r r

n  c Broussa, Asiatic Turkey, June 16, 1877
í  f  - Nicholas;  I am a little boy 10 years oíd, This is 

the first time I have wntten a letter tobe printed. I am gomé to
dó the Way " '7  f ' 50 silk- The «re» thing the silk wormsdo when they come out of the egg is to cat the mulberry Icaves that 
have been cut into bits for them. At first they do not e.ít much buí
í - w A "  S1 ‘hey- 7 e í ery ravenous- Eight days after ’thcy are hatchcd they slcep eight days and thus having slcpt four limra 

at intervals of eight days and twelve days, after the last s'ccp they 
commcnce spinnmg. In about eight days the spinning is finished 
u . : Z s hatTr k ± rr re ,w c 1 vê d a y s before tluTy ha,el. again inío Dutternies. To keep them from hatching they bakc them m ovens 

I am afraid that this letter is too long. Henry M. Richardson

A CORHESPONDENT sends us the following as an addition to the 
Little Miss Muflen ” Series:

Von leedle poy Hans,
In de far Germán landts 

Was eating his good sour-krout,
De donkey carne up 
For von leedle sup,

Said Hans, “ You ’d petter got out.”

Dear St. Nicholas: We just write to tell you we íov'e yoTmosi 
a'l  ,! ^ ' Were T  br°tber- Wil1 yon picase print this in thel.etter-Box, bccause Bessie has never seen her ñame in print — 
Your loving hule rcaders, Mimas and Bessie Chester.

T he following little account comes to us with this letter:

Dear St. Nicholas : The incloscd little storv is Se"production

calicd“L m t t , C m X " E run?et"dW” ĥ

F. A. Eastman.
PUG, THE GuNNERY Dog.

( A  T r u e  S to r y  )  

tlle "a'.ne of a small, whitc, fat dog. Fourteen years ago,
S Í S L  J Í  <EPy’rhc W“  g,v7  to a Ht,le box f"' a pct. Tlicy were playmates for a few years, whcn the little boy died, leaving the Door
büt''noPone0gln, lp'S H°rlf  P4? . lives in a sclmol with forty boys| 
to cáress him ti i  pla“  ls ost friend- Whcn nnybody mes 
TS vmfIh nk l,e .  L -reS-,t w,th..Pa<«acc for a few minutes; but just 
nrnwl ás m ! S bc8,nn,"g “  hke it, lie suddcnly will jump up and 
no usé “  w* al  “ y> Gooi1 pcopL  yon mean well, but it is of ¡1° L  . Hc makes one cxccption to this rule. If the father of his 
curly™ai| Sp ,0 ' Shows his p|cas,,re by a wag of his
r,,S„°J;'.'CIÍm7 ho is K‘v.cn more than he can eat, and he gocs off to his 
favonte Seat in a cushioned arm-cliair, leaving soinc food on his píate.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



766
T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

( S e p t e m b e r ,

as ever.

“Sfesr^Ss^cf?
s s a g f f i S S '  *  “  ~ s* ~  t  " i » ,
m Unele Tim's departmen. of H e a r th  a n d  \ £ ' J '
The ..ames of the fifty authors are g.ven below, as many of the y g 
people may not have sccn the nddle.

“  T T n a m 6e &

apt to De. 12. lb *H> . hetwcen you and me, he never
, 3. Always youthftd you ^ • Ab“t'Ab; ,“ fc:mymanufncturing town. 
was much ol .1 cnickcn. 14. «« internal pain.

|g ® |^ í 5 £?g
Í S & S T Í  ̂ E ^ ^ S E  o í l s Í ^ A

Hottcntot. 31. A manufaetured metal. 32. ga , ^  W¡1.
human species. 33- An answcr to ( What are you

r h £ e an H egn¡ P E á ^ ' a y  l l U b - e f s c Z Í  and £ n g  
youngj—  animal^ 4 ,  One

who is more than a sandy shorc. 44- M ;s in perfect health,
reney and the prevailmg fash.oo. 45- Maimna is . P nomc
my child: and thus he — r f  a P«Mnu ^
and a male relauye 47- 1 *  J  an ed'lb,e gr3m 'twixt

KmtnCS ° U ,  & / t " ' : i l , turn «o b™ fough he is dead.

A  nsvjcrs  — r. Chauccr 2. Dgdem 3- °PC- 4- ^00^ f t u m s

=: g ^ f í E ^ f̂ HŜ aín: Abense
" dsw , 3d s w r ,r  :5 :^ n gfe„ósw. •

speare. 38. Crabbe. 39- **••;__ ' ._ Motherwell. 46- Addison

t  K u49. Cowper— Cow-purr. ¡o. Cray.

Dear St. Nicholas : I
me bymy little thrce-year n d Lora m lo¿ g, Lu k e 's W
The lup disease was suggcstcd by a rece Mrs e  t . T.
pital.—In haste, yours truly,

Once there was a IHtle pussycat andhe 
wandered alone awound : st ? ’ 2a|e's (girl's) basement,

dfhere was S S l f f e n k y  and Jenny^ They had .he mumps 
and the hip diseasc, and the stomach achc, and didn dic.

London, England, July 1877. 
Dear St. Nicholas: I like your magazme « ¡y  much, andtake

i l s I S S i i s

Ogdcnsburg.
Dear St N icholas : Wc take the St . Nicholas, and wc like it 

very much. ' We have a dog named Bmwme,jrnd « .  bí * J ^ “ *d
Mme'isbhck-i named 5°IX b ™ t^ n 7 Se“ * e ; '^ > '¿ n .y . 
her ñame isDaisy. I went cu, iishing, and we caught nmefish.

p. S.—I am not quite seven years oíd.
Bertha H. James.

Fordham, N. Y-, 1877. 
Dear St  Nicholas: I would like to write you a little lctter,

sight*I had ¿ v e  *  s c e n f ^  could n o f  but wonder a, the works of H™ 

" ^ “íE S S L S  Sp i » . lt  ‘¿mfthing about this wonderful
light. Iam n i n e  years old.-Yourft.end, &  W e t m o r e .

Our young corresponden! describes a phase ofonc of the mosteom- 
mon yet most marvelous and beautiful of the aspees of the sea. A lo u

In the trópics the sea is always more or less lummous m the dark. 
The sources of .he light are numerous ye. tolerab y  wei u n d  s ^  
but how the light is produccd no one knows. All he readers ol 
N cholas have seen fire-ilies or other ligh.-g.vmg msccts, whtch are 
cnmmnn the world over. Bu. the numbers. of such l.vmg lantén »

they light up the depths as shcet-ligbtmng docs tl.e clouds.

of the tropic seas with great power.

tt whittt of Brooklyn, sends us the following
fifS ^ o n T o ? ^  « Ñame Puzzle,”  printed in our June uumber:

Alice
Nora
Nancy
Amelia

Hannah
Olive
Pauline
Esthcr

Jcmima
AmandaDelia 

Octavia 
Ruth Nora
Augusta Eva

Edith
Lucinda ^
Lucrctia Rachel
Antoinette Agnes

Charlotte
Ophelia

Eleanor
Dorothy
Nancy
Amy

Eliza 
Maud 
Mar y 
Alnura

Ida
Nancy .
Ellen
Zenobia

Laura
Olympia
Isabel
Sophia

Mercy
Adelaide
Ursula
Dorothy

Nancy
Olivia
Rebccca
Annette

Roxanna
Ophelia
Susan
Annie

Rhoda
Urania
Thercsa
Huldah

Sophia
Angelina
Rosalina
Alberta
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E A S Y  N T IM E R IC A L  E N IG M A .
The wholc, composed of ten lcttcrs, is a word often seen in alma- 

nacs. The 1. 2, 3, 4 is a fairy. The 5, 6 is a pronoun. The 7, 8, 9, 
10 is an animal. cyril deane.

D E C A P IT A  T IO N S .
1. Behead a flower, and leave an articlc used by printcrs. 2. Be- 

head a gardcn vegetable, and leave a bcverage. 3. Behead a fruit, 
and leave a part of the body. 4. Behead another part of the body, 
and leave a fish. 5. Behead another fish, and leave a card. 6. Be­
head a domestic bird, and leave a wild bird. 7. Behead a poisonous 
inscct, and leave a poisonous serpent. 8. Behead a military badge, 
and leave a forest tree. 9. Behead an articlc of food, and leave a 
luxury in summer. 10. Behead a kind of boat, and leave a shoc- 
maker’s tool. isola.

D O U B L E  A C R O S T IC .
T he initials and fináis each form the ñame of a cclebrated author.

1. An aífected and prctentious person. 2. A small animal. 3. A 
boy’s ñame. 4. An Italian poet. 5. A public house.

Behead and curtail each word, and you will have: 1. A negative.
2. A number. 3. To exist. 4. An animal. 5. To affirm positivcly.

ALM A.

Find in the above picture that which represents—ist, The founda- 
tion ofa good home; 2d, a comfortable abodc; 3d, a bereavement; 
4th, a greater sorrow ; 5Q1, the sorrow cured. n.

C H A R A  D E .

My first, the cross I bear;
My last, the sea-girt refuge, where 
My whole, shut out from nativo skies,
Like a caged eagle, droops and dies.

M . O  B. D .

II ID D E N  A N IM A L S .
1. Old Abe arrived in Milwaukee yesterday. 2. He found Eli on 

board the train. 3. He preferred a badge, rather than money, for his 
Services. 4. Where is Ella ? Mamma wants her. 5. I found him in 
Chicago at an hotel. 6. Oh, Leo! pardon me this time, if never 
again. 7. Oh ! was n’t that romantic ? Amelia thinks it the best 
story she ever read. 8. I abhor secret socicties. 9. Was the pan 
there, as I said? 10. Have you heard the news? Miss Durant 
eloped last night. n . The anti-Gcrman socicty gave a ball yester­
day. 12. We knew it to be a versión which was correct. 13. The 
baitlc carne to a hot terniination. 14. Is the soil in Mocha moist? 
15- The lamb is on the lawn in front of the house. squib.

C E N T R A L S Y N C O P A T IO N S  A N D  D O U B L E  
A C R O S T IC .

Syncopate : 1. Stops, and leave covcrings for the head. 2. Corn, 
and leave to show the teeth. 3- Fruits of a ccrtain kind, and leave 
falschoods. 4. A statc of the Union, and leave a part of a horse. 
5- Long, slendcr sticks, and leave something used with old-fashioned 
guns. 6. Highways, and leave ¡nstruments of scourging.

The syncopated letters, read downward, form a thin píate; read 
upward, a living crcature. n. t. m.

IN C O M P L E T E  D IA M O N D .
Fill the spaccs with two lcttcrs only, to form a diumond, and a 

square-word within it.

-  a  -
-  a  -  A  -

-  A  -

G E O G R A P H IC A L  D O U B L E  A C R O S T IC .

j. A ,river in Russia. 2. A city in Holland. 3. One of the 
United States. 4. A desccndant of Seir. the Horite. 5. One of the 
East Indies. 6. A ñame given one of the British Isles by its inhab- 
itants. The initials ñame the largest river in Europe, and the fináis 
the largest in the world. sedgwick.

E A S Y  S Q U A R E  R E M A IN D E K S .

Define the words given: 1. The upper surfacc of the earth.
2. Conflagration. 3. Departed.

Behead the deñnitions, and leave a square-word with these mean- 
ings: x. Something our anccstors used al night. 2. Anger. 3. Con- 
ductcd. H. H. D.

R II»  O L E .
T hree and thirty “ what d'ye thinks”  sitting in a row,
And bigger every day they got as fast as they could grow;
All of them had heads, but not a single one an eyc,
And so, whatever happcned, they really could n’t cry.

One had on a purple dress, which looked green in the light; 
Another was a little one, and very like a fright;
Another had a crookcd back, but most were fat and round,
And I saw a mighty army of them sitting on the ground.

Wrappcd in and out with foldings, spread loose and thick and deep, 
They cuddled in among them all when they went off to sleep ; 
Sleep, sleep it was the whole day long, and sleep, too, all the night, 
Oh they were very stupid things—not one of them was bright.

Yes, three and thirty “ what d’ ye thinks” sitting in a row,— 
What shall we cali these wonders ? Come, tell us, if you know.

h. m. s.
E N IG M A .

I a m  c o m p o s e d  of t w e l v e  l c t t c r s .  My 5 ,  1 0 , 3 ,  i s  a  n o i s c .  My x , 
8, 12, g i v e s  us l i g h t .  My 4, 6, 9, is a tule. My 7, 2, 4, xi, is what 
w e  o f t e n  l i k e .  My w h o l c  i s  a  b e a u t i f u l  French m o t t o .  n . b. s .

.S Q U A R E -W O R D .

1. An operation requiring a very sharp instrument. 2. Custom.
3. To makc ashamed. 4. A law term for ncighborhood. 5. A Chemi­
cal used to produce insensibility. sedgwick.

B IR D  P U Z Z L E .
1. A toy made of paper. 2. A consonant and palé. 3. The builder 

of St. Paul s Cathcdral in London. 4. A burning vowel. 5. A con­
sonant. 6. Used in hunting in the fifteenth century. 7. Part ofa 
fence. 8. A boy’s ñame. 9. A pronoun and a preposition. 10. Has 
been made famous by an American poet 11. Part of a house and 
seen at the Flood. 12. A tailor’s implcmcnt. 13. To shrink with 
fear. 14. A consonant and to waken. X5. Used in chcss. 16. What 
we do when eating. 17. What old birds are not to be caught with, 
and part of a foot. 18. On ships. and a quarrcl. 19. Used for raising 
heavy weights. 20. An abbreviation of a girl’s ñame, and a paslry. 
2i. A ringlet and a sheep. 22. A country partly in Europe. 23. Heard 
on most farms. sedgwick.

M E T A G R A iM .

Whole, I am a position. Behead me, and I am much prizcd by 
ladies; again, I am one spot; restorc and syncopate my whole. and 
1 am a step; restorc, curtail, and transpose, and I am a sharp sound. 
Bcsides, I contain a beverage, a head-covering, an animal, a veg­
etable, and a fence. n. b. s.

n iD D E N  B A Y S .
1. You must stop! Lcnt you know has begun. 2. If the thaw 

kceps oífone week I ’ll be glad. 3. Do not push Arkwright. 4. If 
you have turbot any inore, picase tell me. 5. I saw an ant on 
Gilfillan’s neck. 6. Acobemba took his leave. 7. I saw Déla go 
aboard the ship. 8. It is not red Amelia. little one.
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S Y N C O P A T IO N S .P IC T O R IA L

Find the ñame of one of the above picturcs and take from it two letters, leaving (without transposition) the ñame of another picturc. 
For example: Grate, rat; chair, car. Procccd in this way until all the picturcs are named.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN AUGUST NUMBER.

P i c t o r i a l  P u z z l e . — ( A b s t r a c t i o n . ) — Coin, crab, bat, stoat, 
bars, st->r, oats, boat. rat, cart.

D o u b l e  D i a m o n d . — Charles Dickcns.

SHE 
S T A L K

c h a r l e :
E L L E N 

K E N

P I T
P I C R A 

D 1 C K E N S 
T R E A D 

AND 
S

Syncopations.— i. Raft, rat. 2. Coid, cod. 3. Lcad, led. 4. 
Tome, toe. 5. Hail, Hal. 6. Alone, aloe. 7. Barge, bare. 8. Board, 
bard. Read downward : Flamingo.

Easy C harade.—Hoax.

Pictorial Anagram Enigma.—“ Evil Communications corrupt 
good manners.”  Curs, ruin, devotion, map, grain, common, eloset.

Square-Word.— a r e n a
r  e  l  i  c
E L D E R
N I E C E
A C R E S

Pyramid Puzzle.—  d
a r a

I D I O T 
S C A L E N E 

Y E A R L I  NGS
Riddle.—Week.
Hidden French Sentence.—“  Vous devez tout voir, tout en- 

tendre, et tout oublicr.”
TranspoSÍTIONS.—1. Together, three got, got there. 2. Bailad, 

all bad. 3. Minute, in mute. 4. I led, idle. 5. Noised, is done. 6 
Allowance, O ! all we can.

Metagram.—Bañe, cañe, Dañe, Jane, lañe, mane, pane, sane, 
vane, wanc.

C o r r e c t  A n s w e r s  to A L L  the puzzles in the July number were receivcd from Marión Abbott. T t r» u „
A n s w e r s  t o  S p e c i a l  P u z z l e s  i n  t h e  J u l y  N u m b e r  were receivcd. previous to July i8th, from AUcc B. Moore, James J .  Ormsbcc, 

Allie Bcrtram, Albert Pidcr, Grace G. Chandlcr, W. L. M., B. P. Emery, Sarah D. Oakley, Susie T. Homans, George G Champhn, C h a r l e s  
S. Riché, “  Bessie and her Cousin.” Arthur C. Smith, M. Marsden Hill, Emma Elhott, Fannie M. Sawycr, Charlie and Ada, Kittic u  
Brainard, Edward W. Robinson, F.dith Heard, Carne B. Mitchell. Alfrcd A. Mitchell, Edward L. Heydccker, Nessie L. Stevens, Constance 
Grand Pierre, W. C. Hawlcy, Nellic Emerson, James Iredell, Carrie L. Bigelow, Jcnme W. Cook, Lulu Way, Howard Steel Rodgcn,, 
Edith Lowry, A. L. Drof, Mamic A. Cárter, and Katie E. Earl.
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