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By Elizabeth Underhill.

* Speed boldly, Jean; the safety of God’s elect
depends on thy fleetness and courage,” said a
French peasant woman, as, standing at the door of
a hut pcrchcd over a gorge in the Ccvennes mount-
ains, she hade farewell to her young son. He,
mounted on a small white pony, looked fearlessly
out of his biight blue eyes, and, tossing back his
abiindant trcsses of fair hair, bent to Kkiss the
mother’s hand ; then descending a steep, winding
path, over which his intelligent animal picked a
slow, sure footing, the young rider disappeared ir.
the dark aisles of a pine forest.

Jean Cavalier was ten years old; his eradle had
been rocked to the howlofmountain storms; he was
accustomed to scalc lieights with fcarless agility, be-
ing surc-footedon paths thatonly the mountain-borii
could safely tread, and he now dauntlessly faced a
hazavdousride and the peril ofimprisonmentlo save
the Uves of five hundred Christian men and women.
5t was nearly noon; all the huts, shcep-cotes, and
cottages in the lower adjoining valleys were deserted
by their inhabitants, who had started at dawn for
the secluded mountain of Bourges, therc to seek
consolation and strength in the worship of God.

This was the period of that so-called “ religious”
war in France, which lasted twenty years, and in
which the king, Louis XI1V., employed sixty thou-
sand soldiers to exterminate three thousand Prot-
estants, because tliey persisted in worshiping their
Maker in their own fashion. Through the upper
valleys, for some wecks previous to the time of this
story, there had becn fouiid, in rock cavities and
hollow trccs, ljits of wood carved with the words,
“ Manna in the desevt,” and wiih certain symbolic
marks whereby all the faitbful knew that the great
pastor, Brousson, cmerging from his secret cavern
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dwelling, would meet and minister to his persecuted
flock in the afternoon of the first day of the year
1703, at the Bourges Mountain. Notwithstanding
all precaution, news of the intended convocation had
reached the town of Hais, and Captain Daiguirrier,
with six hundred men, was coming up from the
plain, eager to surprise and butcher the innocent
congregation,—a kind of achievement not unfre-
quent in those tragic years.

Just before noon to-day, Jean, when cUmbing
the rock back of his father’s hut in search of a
missing goat, spied the red bonnets of the caval-
cade, traversing a defile far below; he knew well
their terrible purpose, and, hurrying down, said to
his mother:

“ | have seen the king’s troops going up; there
is none to give warning but me.”

Twenty minutes later, Jean was riding alone
tlirough the diin forest, intently conning tlie net-
work of paths so familiar to him, and trying to
choose One by which he could elude and outstrip
the assassins. Issuing, at length, from the woods,
he paused, hesitating between two routes,—one
smoother, though longcr,—by which, trusting to
his nimble pony, he miglit speedily arrive, unless
overtaken by the troops; the other lcd through
ravincs and over rocks into the very heart of the
mountains, and was a hazardous path, even for a
skillful climber. If he took the latter, he must
abandon his liorse and trust his own speed and
agility. Finally dcciding on the smoother road, he
was tuniing toward it when he heard the sound of
a conch-shcll, and, on the instant, a flash of scarlet
streamcd aiound a spur of the forest. Quick-witted
Jean rodé at once to meet the advancing soldiers.

“ Whither go you?” asked the captain.
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“ To the upper hills to seek iiiy father,” replied
Jean.

“ This is not a safe country for youngsters l:ke
you to travel in alone,” said the ofScer.

“ | have confidence in God. Those who do no
ill need fear none,” returned the child, calmly,
“ You shall come with me,” continued the
“ so fine a boyinust not grow

cap-
tain, suspiciously;
up a rebel. | shall dedicate you to the Service of
the king and the church.”

Jean made no answer, riding on with his captors,
apparently in submissive composure; but the vigi-
lant little fellow, quick in expedients, contrived to
fall back gradually, till, when the dismounted troops,
painfully climbing, were half-way up a steep ascent,
Jean was among the hindmost. A brook wound
round the base of the hill, and Jean kncw that
near the stream ivas one of those caverns, common
in a country of volcanic formation, the entrance to
which was concealed by thick, clustering bushes.
Seizing an opportune moment, the active boy
turned his pony, dashed down into the brook,
leaped from his steed, and ran into the cavern.
Somc minutes clapsed before the more clumsy sol-
diers could descend; when they reachéd the stream,
the pony was scrambling homeward over the rocks,
and no trace of his rider ivas visible. Little Jean
tremblingly crouched in his covert during their
brief, vain search; but soon, eager for a larger
prey, the pursuers returned to join the rest of the
band.

W hen the last echoes had died aivay, and only
the brook’ gurgle ivas audible in tbe stillness, Jean
venturcd from his retreat, aware that the distance
had been increased, and the time for rcscue les-
sened by his capture; but his childhood’s steadfast
faith never dreamed of failure ; prayer and act were
one, as lightly leaping from bowlder to bowlder,
by intricate windings about pinnacle and crest,—
here following the bed ofa mountain stream, there
swinging himselfby gnarled rootsover deep chasms,
—the intrepid boy hasted breathlessly on.

Not far away, some hundreds of resoluto men and
women were assembled on a rocky platforra amid

the desoiate hills. Muskets stood near, ready for a
sudden cali to arms. Around the worshipeis was
a chestnut forest, through whose enormous tninks
and leafless boughs the wind moaned in melan-
choly cadenee, accompanying their psalmody and
supplication. On a flat, smooth stone, at the base
of aprecipitous rock, stood the minister, who, while
little Jean sped toward them, was thus addressing
the congregation:

“ What fear you? Did not God nourish his
people in the wilderness? Did he not send the
ravens to feed his prophet, and will he not again
work miracles? Has not his Holy Spirit comforted
his atflicted children ? He consoles—he strcngth-
ens us. Will he not, in time of need, cause his
angel to go before us?”

Concluding thus, the preacher advanced to a
natural stone slab, seiving as a sacramental altar,
and the assembly, in reverential stillness, to which
peril added a solemn aive, carne fonvard two by
two, bareheaded. A cry startled them.

“ Fly | the enemy comes !” rang in shrill, child-
ish treble from above the kneeling multitude, and
looking up lliey saiv, on the rocky summit before
the pastor, a little figure, whose white goat-skin
coat and locks of gold gleamed in the mellow
sunset, as the rocks and caverns re-echoed his
vibrating cry,

“ Fly! the enemy comes!”

The startled throng, gazing up, knew not the son
oftheir neighbor and friend, Roland Cavalier. The
solemnity ofthe place, and the danger alivays near
their worship, had infused their exalted minds with
a sense of the immediate presence of the super-
natural, and the simple-hearted peasants thought
the child, Jean, a veritable messenger of heaven.

They quickly dispcrsed through pass and defile,
and when the troops arrived, the early stars shone
down on the deserted rocks and lonely forest.

Jean joined a party of fugitives, and lived to be a
valiant and famous defender of the Protestan! faith.
While the commander cursed him as a treacherous
little rasca], most of the congregation always raain-
tained that God sent an angel to save them.
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By Sarah Winter Kellogg.

HE Prince of Wales is going
to be at Fort Erie to-morio\v
afternoon.”

The person speaking was
Pansy Corbyn; the person
spoken to was Abby Gilfillan.
Pan’s room-mate. At Pan’s
announcement, she looked
up eagerly and said with en-

n thusiasm: “ Ishe?”
“ | told you once,” said Pan.

“Oh! | wish 1 coulci see him !”
exclaimed Abby, without heeding
Pan’sfun. “ Ishecomingoverheve?”

“ No, he isn’tcoming. Isn’tit mean?”

“ I think it’s strange he isn’t. He might find
something in Buffalo worth seeing; btit | can’t
understand what he wants to stop at Fort Erie for,
unless it is to sce the spot where his folks were
whipped. Did n’t we whip the British there?”

Pan colored as she owned that she did n’t know,
and declared that she nevercouldremember history.

“ Well," said Abby, “ it’sintercsdng to be study-
ing ancient Grecce when we are ignorant of his-
térical ground which we can see from the seats
where we recite. Oh ! | wonder if the Prince could
see a flag if we should fly oiie from our window.

Oh | dear! dear1 1do want to see him. | do wish
we could, Pan.”

“ Well, why can’t we ?”’

“Why can’t we?” Abby repcated, “ because

we are such gumps as to be at boarding-school.”

“1’li tell you, Abby,” said Pan, making hcr
tone low and confidential, “ if you’ll go, | '11 man-
age it. 1 ’llask permission to go to Black Rock to
see Aunt Porter: mother told Mrs. *C.”” (this was
the principal’s wife) “ to let me go whenevcr she
could. And when | 've got permission, 1°ll ask hcr
to let you go with me. Butinslead ofgoingto Aunt
Porter’s, we ’ll go across the river tosee the Prince.”

“1’m afraid we ’ll be found oiit. There 1l be
somebody there who knows us.”

“ Nobody in Biiffalo knows us except the school-
girls and teachcrs. W e’ll protcct ourselves wilh
veils and paraseis. At any rate, I am willing to
run some risk for thesake of seeing the Prince.”

“ So am I,” said Abby stoutiy. “ | 'm just crazy
to see him. | know he must be perfectl)' lovely.
Oh 1 1 wonder if he ’ll be dressed in royal purplc

and erminc, and scarlet and gold. Do you think
he Il have plumes in his cap? | wonder if we 1
see the crown jeweis1 Oh ! | guess he ’ll have on
a crown.”

The next afternoon, Pan set out with Abby osten-
sibly for her Aunt Porter’s. In reality, after buying
some bouquets for the prince, they took a Street car
for the ferry. Hiding behind their parasols and
with veils drawn down, they joined the crowd there
waiting for the boat. They skulked around large
men and behind women’s spreading hoops, strain-
ing their eyes back of the barége veils to assure
ihemselves that there were no familiar faces about
them. Tlie ferry-boat was crowded with people
eager for a sight of royalty; but as far as the
runaways could determine, all were strangers to
them.

“ Abby, my sweet duck, | believe we are safe,”
Pan said in a low tone, as they stood at one end of
the boat, watching the bright Niagara.

“ Yes,” said Abby, venturing to push her veil to
one side, “and we’re having such a nice time.
Think of those poor, cooped-up girls we ve left
behind us. | wish we liad brought Angélica along.”

“1 don’t wish so,” said Pan. “ A secret isn’t
safe with three.”

“ That is very true,” said a voice beside them.

How it startled those guilty girls! They invol-
untarily snatched at their veils, and just as involun-
tarily whirled their faces toward the speaker.

“ Perhaps you remember,” continued the voice,
“ Gilbert Stuart’s illustration of this.”

The girls stared at the man with the voice, who
was standing near them—a smallish, red-haired,
but not unhandsome person. He continued:

“ 1 know a secret,” said Stuart, ‘that’s one,’
and he chaiked down the figure i; ‘my friend
knows it,” hechalkcd another i beside the first; ‘1
tell it to you,” and he wrote a third figure i beside
the other twoj ‘now, how many know my secret ?
I1l,—one hundred and eleven, instead of three.””

| believe you never saw two girls more uncasy
than were Pan and Abby during this narration.
Pan squeezed and pinchad Abby’s hand, and Abby
squcercd and pinchcd back’. Eaeh undcrstood
this to mean that they must get away from this red-
haired inipertinence just as soon as possible. So
before the anecdote was fairly told, they were mov-
ing away from the speaker.
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They did not see him again till the boat had
reached the Cafiada side. In getting ashore, they
found themselves beside him. He volunteered
some information about the order of reception ex-
ercises, but the frightened giris fell back in the
human siream without a word to him.

“ Impudent thing!” said Pan. “ If he speaks
to me again, | shall scream murder till I ljring the
Prince to my rescue.”

But the truants soon forgot themselves in the
interest of the vivid scene. There were flags and
festoons, bowers and wreathed arches, flower-
wrought words of welcome and loyalty.

The girls, thrilling with an imdefinable kind of
devotion toward they knew not what, ran forward
with the eager crowd, eagcr as the most devoted of
the Queen’s subjects, toward the point where loyal
shouts of welcome and blasts from brazen throats,
and the booming of cannon, told the arrival of the
heir-apparent to the most powerful of earth’s king-
doms. They could hardly refrain from cheering
as they carne in sight of the staging and canopy
where the Prince was to be presented to his people.
And when they saw the beaming young man
himself, bowing to the enlhusiastic multitude, they
were half wild with enthusiasm.

“Isn’t he lovcly?” criecl Abby, stretching up
her head to be rid of a towering, obstructing bon-
netin front of her.

“ Perfectly splendid,” answered Pan, also stretch-
ing her neek up, and from side to side, dodging a
bushy, uncovered head.

“ | never saw anything so sweet,” said Abby.

“Or so grand,” said Pan. “ He’ perfectly
sublime.” Then she added petulantly, “ I wish
Canadians were n't so big; | have n’t seen an inch
of the Prince, except the top of his head.”

“ | have n’t cither,” said Abby. “ I wish I could
be a giant for an hour.”

“Then you °d be found out.”

“Here’s an empty carriage;
it,” said Abby.

“ Oh!let’s!” said Pan.
a splendid view,”

It was a handsome, opcn carriage, and they
climbcd in, wondering that it had not been appro-
priated by some one else as an observatory. In
their excitement their veils were thrown aside, and
their paraseis tilted back over their shoulders.
Scarcely were they seated when Abby gave Pan a
startling nudgc, uttering a low, alarmful exciama-
tion.

“ There are Mrs. C. and all the girls 1” she said.

They got on their veils in frantic haste, and
threw up their paraseis as screens. Then they
tried to abandon themselves to enjoy the rcmaindcr
of the performance. W hat they did do was to

let’s climb into

“Then we can have
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fidget and worry, and to peep under tlieir parasols
in the direction of Mrs. C.’s party, and to issiie
bulletins to each other as to the maneuvers of the
same. But at length they noticed some signal
movements in the Prince’s party. They were
stretching up, straining their eyes and ears, when
the coachman of the appropriated carriage, turning
to them, said,

“ You ’ll have to get out now; the Prince wants
his carriage.”

Think of it: those girls who wanted to keep
themselves hid, had perched themselves in the
Prince’s carriage,—in the most conspicuous posi-
tion but one on the grounds !

They got very quickly to their feet, with excla-
mations of surprise, confusién and apology. Abby
jumped out at the right, Pan carne out with a fly-
ing leap at the left, landing almost in the arms of

the red-haired young man who had told them
about Gilbert Stuart.
“1 wonder the coachman allowed us to sit

there,” Abby said, as they went on, trying to lose
themselves in the crowd.

Pan explained that it was ex-President Fillmore’s
carriage, taken over from Buffalo for the occasion.
“ The coachman, | supposc, is used to republican
impudencc.”

They hastened toward the river, anxious to get
the first boat, and arguing that it would take some
time for Mrs. C. to collect her girls and get them
into marching Une, and so she would miss the first
boat.

“ Only think,” said Abby, “ if we hadn’t run
away, we should have come along like honest folks
with Mrs. C. and ‘the girls,” instead of skulking
along lbis way.”

“ | wish we had n’t tried to cheat,” Pan said, as
they crowded into the little cabin. Once estab-
lished there, they would be unable to get out, so
great was the jam. They were securely packcd to
one side of the cabin, and had raised their veils for
a taste of fresh air, when the kcen-eyed Abby
whispered cautiously:

“Don't turn your head; draw down yourveil;

stcady! They are all on board, over to your left
hand. Face arouncl this way. We raust keep our
backs to them. Mrs. C. is looking straight at
you.”

There they were forced to stand in that herring-
pack, heated to the vergc of suffocation beneath
their thick veils, afraid to turn their heads, afraid
to have their voices heard, afraid to make any kind
of movement, lest some peculiarity of manncr
might betray them. Then, shortly after the start,
some of “ the girls” by some slight re-arrangement
of the crowd, were brought nearer the truants,
actualiy touching. To nudge each other, to press
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each other's toes, were the only intcrchanges of
sympathy that Abby and Pan dared to make, even
when Rach. Keeler said to Angélica,

“ | should think those two girls would smother
under those thick veils. Wonder why they wear
them.”

This remark aroused people’s attcntion, and
everybody in the neighborhood began to stir
around and twist about, as well as the ci6se pack
would allow, and to stare at the veiled figures, and
to ask who thev were and what the matter was, and

why they wore veils, etc., etc. Oh | how the faces
lindcr those brown veils did burn! Then, after
another while, Rach. Keeler set her foot on Pan’s
skirt, for this school-girl wore her waiking dress
longer at that time than when she was five years
oldcr. For the rest of Che ride, on the boat, she
was pinned to the floor.

By avoiding the car which Mrs. C. took, our
truants, without furthcr adventure, reached the
acadcmy in time for tea. At the tablc, the one
subject of comment was the trip to Fort Erie, and
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the Prince. AH regretted that Pansy and Abby
had missed the treat.

“Don't you wish you had put off your visit to
your aunt till to-morrow?” one of the girls asked.

Yes,” said Pan, grosving veiy led. Then she

asked for a cup of tea to divert attention from
hersclf.

“ How is your Aunt Portcr?” Mrs. C. asked.

“ Tolerably well,” said Pan, faintly, her face
fnirly blazing. “ What if aunt should be dying this
minute!” she thought.

THE GIELS DECIDE TO LEAVE THE CAREIACE

“ Did n'C she go to see the Prince? " Mrs> C.
asked-

Pan wished she could go through the floor.
W hat should she say ? She gazed at her piate
with the desperate decision of pretending that she
had not heard the question.

“Yes,” Alice Hyde said, “ Mrs. Portcr went to
see the Prince. | saw her there.”

Pan juinped to take advantage of this light. She
looked up, in a sprightly way, at Mrs. C. and said:

“ Did you ask if Aunt Portcr went to see the
Prince? Oh, yes, she went,”

“ She was in Mrs. Judgc W att’s carriagc,” con-
tinued Alice.
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“Why, no,” interposecl Rach. Keeler. *“ That
was n’t Mrs. Porter with Mrs. W att; that was Mrs.
Kinne. She looks like Mrs. Porter; but it wasn’t
Mrs. Porter; was it, Pan?”

The entrapped, bewildered girl could think of
nothing to do or to say, but to turn her hot face
and guilty eyes to her neighbor, and pretend
ignorance of the appeal, and talk, talk, in a volu-
ble, rattling, irrelevant way.

At the first pause, the neighbor asked in a tone
to be heard by half the table. “ Why didn’t you
go with your aunt to see the Prince ?”

The distressed, hunted Pan lost all self-control,
and snapped out an order to be let alone.

“ 1 fear you are not weli,” said Mrs. C., sur-
prised.

“ My head aches,” stammered Pan.

Pansy’s troubles were not dismissed with the dis-
mission of the table. She was plied with questions
and questions until, half-frantic with her vain efforts
to evade them, she had involved and compromised
herself, and had got half the girls in the house
“ mad at her.”

At last, sho rushed up to her room,
the door, and fell on the bed sobbing.

“ Oh! Abby, Abby, Abby !” she cried, “ this is
horrible. 1 've told fifty liesabout this mean, mean
scrape, and | ’ll have to tell fifty more before | hear
the last of it.”

“ Yes,” said Abby, with much sympathy, but in
deep despondency.

“1wouldn’tgo through withwhat | 'vesufferedin
the last six hours to see all the kings and queens on
the face of the earth in a row. The Prince wasn’t
anything wonderful to see, anyhow. He looked
like the young men we see on the Street here every
day.”

“He isn’t half as good looking as lots of them,”
said Abby, with a toss of her head; resentful, but
tearful.

“ No, he isn’t,”J’ansy said, sittingupon the side
of the bed, her eyes and nose very red. “ He'’s
homely; he looks soft; 1 wouldn’tgive a pin to
see'such a flat-looking fellow. 1can’t bcar him. |
wish he had n’t come to Fort Erie; wish he had n’t
come to America; wishhe had neverset footon the
western hemisphere. What did he want to come
traipsing across the Atlantic ocean for? W hy did
n’t he stay at home and inind his own business in-
stead of coming to that contemptible Fort Erie, and
getting us into this horrible tangle? 1 ’ll never
forgive him.”

That wretched, wretched night which Pan and
Abby tossed and groaned and dreained through,
they will never forget in this world. Should they
confess or not? This was talked over, and cried
over, and sobbed over, and prayed over, let us
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hope. And it was yet undecided when, the next
morning, they were dressing and waiting for the
prayer-bell. They felt so restless, that before this
rang, they went down-stairs.

In the room where the morning worship was to be
held, they found Mr. C., the principal, reading the
morning paper,and Mrs. C. giving some last touches
to the arrangement of the room before sounding
the prayer-bell. Mrs. C., a large-hearted, motherly
woman, kissed Pansy, asking how the headache
was, while Mr. C. put out his hand to Abby.

With a great, yearning throb toward her own
dear mother, working for her offin a Pennsylvania
village, saving for her, praying for her. Pan put
her head on Mrs. C.’s shoulder, and told the story;
while Abby, wishing she had a shoulder to hide
her tears on, was explaining the situation to Mr.
C. When the story had been fairly told, Mrs. C.
said:

“ 1 know, my dear girls, that you will feel doubly
thankful for having raade this confession, when |
tell you that Mr. C. and | knew of this matter
before you entered the room this morning. We
read ofitin the morning paper.”

“In the paper?” cried Pansy, while Abby sat
with wonder-opened eyes.

“Yes," said Mr. C., turning to the paper and
reading from the report of the Prince’s reception at
Fort Erie:

“Two of the young ladies from the Bufialo
Academy, members of Mr. C.’s family ofboarders,
climbed into an unoccupied carriage fora berterview
of the proceedings. They were very much sur-
prised and embarrassed to leam, at the ciése of the
ceremonies, that they had inadvertently placed
themselves in a very conspicuous position, as the
carriage was the reception coach used for the
Prince of Wales.”

Mr. C. finished the reading with his hand on the
bell which was to cali the family to worship. W hile
it was ringing, Pan went over and took a chair by
Abby.

“ Oh ! Abby,” she said in a low tone, ‘‘what if
we had n’t confessed 1”

“ What ifwe had n't,” replied Abby.

“ It was that red-haired man who told. | know
itwas. He s arepdrter on the Courier, | remem-
ber, now, seeing, him one day, at a window in the
Courier office.  Any way, | think it was mean in
liim to tel!, he might have known by the way we
acted that we were runaways. He ought to have
had a little raercy on us.”

“1f he had n’t told, it would have been found
out some other way,” said Abby. “ Things always
are found out.”
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WHEN THE WOODS TURN BROWN.

VR

By Lucy Larcom.

OW will it be when the roses fade
Out of the garden and out of the glade?
W hen the fresh pink bloom of the sweet-brier wild,

That leans from the dell

like the cheek of a child,

Is changed for dry hips on a thorny bush ?—

Then, scarlet and carmine, the groves will flush.

How will it be when the

autumn flowers

W ither away from their leafless bowers;
W hen sun-flower and star-flower and golden-rod
Glimmer no more from the frosted sod.
And the hill-side nooks are empty and coid 7—

Tlien the forest-tops will

How will it be when the

be gay with gold.

woods turn brown,

Their gold and their crimson all dropped down.

And crumbled to dust?—

O then, as we lay
Our ear to Earth’s lips, we shall hear her say,

In the dark | am seeking new geras for my crown:"—

We will dream of green leaves, when the woods tum brown.

TOWED BY RAIL.

By J. S.
Clear the track ! | want to tell the Sx.
NicholaS readers of a decided novelty | carne

across the other day, in that young giant ofa city,
San Francisco. Tuming a coérner, | saw high on
the steep hill—for many of these San Francisco
streets are steep hills—two car-loads of gay people,
gliding rapidly forward without sign or trace of
either locomotive, dummy-engine, or horse. On-
ward and upward went theliltle train, stopping itself
now and then, and starting again, apparently with
the greatest easc. No smoke was to be seen, no
steam hissed and puffed, no clank of machinery
was heard. No confusiéon ofany kind. The motive
power, like some of the greatest forces in nature,
was hidden. What was it that pulled this pair of
city cars along so easily ? You shall hear.

Bunnell.

In the middle of the track, running its entire
length, we find a continuous opening or slit, about
as wide as a man’s finger, into which fits a flat iron
bar, projectifig from the under side of the leading
car; while below this opening, and down under the
track, continually runsa thick wire cable orrope, in
a space about large enough fora small boy to crawl
in. The slit in the middle of the track is clearly
seen in the picture on page 9, which gives a view of
aportionof the road lyingbetween two hills. Our
artist was standing upon one hill, looking toward
the summit of the other; the road descending to
the valley. The long cable is made to run easily
on small pulleys—say, ten feet apart—by a power-
ful steam-engine located about midwayon the route;
and this cable always is running down one track,
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and up the other, into the engine-house, over and
around ponderous iron wheels, which keep it in
motion.

Whenever a car is to be started, the driver has
simply to move a large lever, in the middle of it,
shaped like a railroad switch, and the lower end of

BY RAIL.
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down town, and in three minutes and a half be
carried to the top of a high hill, many blocks away,
—a hill three hundred feet above the water, half as
high again as a tall church spire.

It is the wonder of everybody. The country
people gaze, astonished, at the mysterious-looking

STARTING OUT

this lever, beneath the slit in the track, grapples
the running-cable, like a vise or jaw, and away
move levers, cars, dtivcr, passengers and all.

You can see the driver in these pictures standing
at his post. No one is allowed to speak to him, for
he must be constantly on the alert, ready for action.

Just imagine, my boys and girls, a long rope
extending down the Street, trailing along behind a
team of horses, on a winter'sday; and suppose you
wanted a ride on your sled, what more natural than
that you should grasp tight hold of this rope, and
take a tow, as the sailors say, gliding along with it
at your pleasure; and when you choose to stop,
you would need but to relax your hold, and your
sled would be free immediately.

Now,by thistime you should have exactly the idea
of the wire-cable railroad, for in this case the wire-
cable is the rope and the cars are the sled. Night
and day, the endiess cable, coated with tar, gliding
like a long black snake, runs in and out of the
grim engine-house on the hill, upon its long jour-
ney, while cars all along the track are continually
grappling it and letting go. Think of the twelvc
lhousand people carried over the road daily by this
unseen giant power working beneath the ground !

We can start from a crowded Street of the city.

car, and even the indifferent Chinamen are fairly
puzzled over it. They gather in groups, with open
mouths and peering eyes, trying to make out the
strange proceeding. In China they would imme-
diately suppose it to be witchcraft, as they did
recently in the case ofa steam railroad which some
foreigners had Isuilt,—oniy twelvc miles or so. Al!
their troubles, ills and droughts, were atlributed to
it, and the people and govcrnment tore up the
track. The screaming locomotive was an evil
spirit.

But to return to our road. The huge engine
doing all this work is driven as fast as ninety revo-
lutions a minute by the steam furnished from two
large boilers, and is rated as a two hundred and
fifly horse-power engine. That you may know
somcthing of what that power is, let us imagine
two hundred and fifty stout horses, in teams of two,
standing in the Street; we will allow ten feet for a
team, which will make our line one thousand two
hundred and fifty feet long. Get your slate and see
ifit would not. That is very near one quarter of
a mile in length, and you can judge how far down
your street the line would reach. If these horses
should all start pulling at a given signal, think of
the power they would exert!
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Something would snap, would n’t it?

Well, you inay imagine three limes as many
horses, for a so-called two hundred and fifty horse-
power engine can do the work of about seven hun-
dred and fifty horses in the course of eigliteen
working hours. It is a great satisfaction, when
riding in the car, to know that poor animals are not
pulling and panting and straining hcavt and lungs
to carry us up over the high hills. On one of the
hilly railroads of this city many liorses used to die
of heart disease, so gre.it was the strain upon the
willing animals. Now a few tons of coal, and man's
ingenuity, do all the work, and thoroughly wecl!
they do it.

The huge wheels at the enginc-housc, alrcady
alluded to, are eight feet in diametcr, and there
are about thirly of them in ail, rolling, rum-
bling, with a grinding din, suggesting the grim

CALIPOIINIA STREET,

prison-house of some mighty spirit, bound, and
faithfully serving little man. As the cable comes
running swiftly in, it twists, turns, and circles

around eight of these wheels, and before going out,
takes as many more turns about another set of
wheels. This is to prevent the cable from slipping;

BY RAIL.

for the strain on it of many cars with their loads
coming up the hill is immense.

All this complicated machinery is located in
a dark, gloomy-looking pit, twenty-five feet deep,
under the Street, arched over beneath the pave-
ment with brick. Here is located an arrangement
for keeping the cable taut at all times. Itisa car
heavily loaded with five tons of iron, and placed
upon a steep, sloping track; a horizontal wheellies
upon this car, and around this whcel the wire caljlc
runs,—thus acting as a heavy pulley, taking up the
slackrope. Thediagram on page loillustratesthis.

At each end of the road there isone of these pits
with just such a slcadying car in it, as well as two in
the central pit; for the engine-house is not far
from midway ofthe road.

The length of the entire line is over a mile and
a half, running east and west on California Street,

S.AN FRAKCISCO

called by the Street boys “ Nob Hill,” because it has
so many elegant residences and gai dens.

This is not the only beautiful Street in San Fran-
cisco. In nearly all of the new parts of the city,
elegant residences abound—spacious mansions and
tasteful Street cottages, all with projectifig bay-
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Windows and flowery entrances. The business
streets, too, with their fine shops and stately ware-
houses, give an air of enierprise and activity that
fully accounts for the net-work of city railroads
stretching in every direction. Even the luost
wretched part of the city, the Cliinese quarter,
has its railroad—one of the oid styie, however,
and notin the least suggestive of the airy, inys-
terious cars which we have been considering.
Now let US hear about the cable. It is
one inch and a quarter in diameter, say,
the size of a baby’s wrist, composed of small
Steel wires, about the size of graiidmother’s
Stef\el knittine-needle. all twisted into strand«
ana these mto one large rope. That
makes a very slrong tow-line, docs n’t it? But
tough as this is, it has stretched fully sixteen feet
by the weight of the cars, and has had to be shon-
ened and re-spliced by skiUful men, just as sailors

AN ALLCY IN THS CIilINHSE QUARTER
splice a rope; all the sepérate strands loosencd
and deftly tucked awa\- again, so that the strain
will be sharcd equally by all. A cable like this is
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estimated to Jast six raonths, then it must be re-
placed by a new one. This is a very knowing
cable, If any wire strand should break, it would,
by a very ingenious device, which | shall not at-
tempt to explain, telegraph its own disorder to

DIACRAM SHOWING HOW THR CAOI.C IS KEITTAUT

head-quarters, and there ring an
alavm-bell, which would insure its immediate repair

Every two days the cable must be freshiy coated
with tar, to prevent its being too much worn by
the grasping and biting of the iron jaws, as the
car-driver takes hold or lets go.

W ire cables are very generally used nowadays in
many ways. Elevators are run by them, vessels
are partly rigged with iheiii; they are used for
machinery in place of belting, fnr tosv-lines and by
tug-boatsj and for many puiposes they are both
cheaper and better than hemp rope.

Money was lavishly spent in laying the road-
bed. The projectors, being wealthy men, mem-
beis of the Central Pacific Railroad Company, took
pride in building something that would prove a
model road, and they succeedcd, First, a trertch
was dug, three feet and a half deep and the
same in width, then large pieces of railroad iron.
bent in the shape of a V were inserted in it, about
ten feet apart, upon the top of which were riveted
and bolted the rails,—the small T rail, such as is in
common uso by all the steam roads. Thesc, bear
in mind, were all riveted together, arranged, and
leveled, and supportcd by temporary timbers, in
exactly the places that they aftenvard were to
occupy. Then the whole trcnch was filled to the
top (excepting the space left for the cable to run
in) with concrete and cement. This, hardening,
the cntirc mile and a halfofroad became one long,
continued block of stone, over three feetin diame-
ter, lying in its earthy bed as solid as the “ eter-
nal hills,” holding in its stony grasp the ties,
braces and rails. Such a road, they claim, can
never spread, never sag fior sink, and scarcely ever
will nced repairs, save as the rails wear out, and
are rcplaced. So much for doing a thing thor-
oughly and well at once, though tho first cost be
great—in this instance, nearly cight hundred thou-
sand dollars.

The cars are modeis of beauty and comfort.
blue cadet-cap is worn by tlie employés,

A
and
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though no talking is allowed with the driver, a
smiling conductor makes up for this loss by stand-
ing ready to answer questions at the rate, 1 should
say from a brief observacion, of about ten thousand
a day, more or less.

One feature of the sittingaccommodations is that
of a low rail, about an inch high, dividing each
seat from the next, just high enough to make it
uncomfortable to situpon; gently hinting to those
inclined to crowd their fellows that a seat was in-
tended for one only. The cars are built so low
that the feet of passengers are but twclve inches

CARS IN FCLL MOTIOK

above the Street they are traveling, thus giving that
charm one cxpcriences when sailing in a low skiff,
closc to the water, but which is lost on the high
deck of a steamboat. The illustration given on
this pagc is iiiade from an iustantaneous photo-
graph of the so-called dummy and passenger cars,
Corning down tlie grade at full speed. The dummy
is a light, picturesque, open car, arranged with
outside seats, and is generaily ]3rcferrcd by passen-
gers to the cidse car.

As we ride along, a daintily gloved finger hails
the driver, from the sidewalk, and our car comes in-
stantly and qiiietiy to a stand-still, while the gentle
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maiden mounts the low step and comfortably seats
herself; then, at the bell-signal from the conduc-
tor, the sturdy driver grasps his lever, clamps down
his iron brace grappling the cable, and again we
are off, with far less jar and jerk than we receive in
a horse-car. Over the hills we go, through a fine
broad Street, views all about, of shining hay, busy
city, and flower-clad mountain, past beautiful
private residences kept with a neatness and care
peculiar to the front yards of the San Franciscans.
Callas bloom luxuriantly among palm-trees, and
showy flowcrs in the gardens regale the eye the

<FRUM AN IJNSTAKTANEOUS PHOTOGRAPH.)

year round; and in the summer season the traveler
filis his lungs with an air, the purest possible, Corn-
ing fresh and bracing from the sparkling occan,
laden with the perfume of acres of bine and yellow
wild Lupin.

This style of railroad is becoming very popular
in San Francisco, nhere there are already three
siich liiies in successfitl operation; and others are
projected.

Among the oddities here in the car jine, is the
“ balloon car,” a picture of which is given with diiver
and mulé attachmcnt. These little “ band-boxes
on wheels” are intended for turning quickly on
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their trucks, at the cnd of a route, without chang- readincss for a return trip; the waiting passengers
ing the position ofthe wheels, the driver keeping his jump in, and off it starts, a fat, lumbering little
scat. A bolt is wiihdrawn, enabling the mules to thing, in jerky contrast to its elegant rivals so
puli the upper part of the car entircly around, in delightfully towed by rail.

*BAUOON'CAR.

A TALE OF TWO BUCKETS.

By Caroune A. Masén.

Two buckets in an ancient well got talking once together,

And after sundry wise remarks,—no doubt about the weather,
Look here,” quoth one, “ this life we lead | don’t exactly like;
Upon my word, | 'm half inclined to venture on a strike;
For—do you mind —however full we both come up the weli,
We go down empty,—always shall, for aught that 1 can tell.”

“That ’s lrue,” the other said; “ but then—the way it looks to me-
However empty we go down, we come up full, you see.”
Wise little bucket! If wc each would look at life that way,
Would dwarf its ills and magnify its blessings, day by day,
The worid would be a happier place, since we should all decide
Only the bucketsfull to count, and let the empty slide.
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A JOLLY FELLOWSHIP.

By Frank R. Stockton.

This story is told by Will Gordon, a young fellow about sixteen years oid, who saw for himself everything
worth seeing in lhe course of the evenls he relates, and so knows much more about them than any one who would

have to depend upon hearsay.

age, and very fond of being a leader among his young companions.

ihingi you can judge from the story he tells.

Chapter i.
WE MAKE A START.

1 WAs sitting on the dcck of a Savannah steam-
shipi which was lying at a dock in the East River,
New York. | was waiting for young Rectus, and
had already waited some time; which surprised
rae, because Rectus was, as a general thing, a very
prompt fellow, who seldom kept people waiting.
But it was, probably, impossible for him to rega-
late his own movements this time, for his father
and mother were coming with him, to see him off.

| had no one there to see me off, but | did not
care for that. | was sixteen years oid, and felt quite
like aman; whereas Rectus was only fourteen, and
couid n't possibly feel like a man—unless his looks
very much belied his feelings. My father and
mother and sister lived ina small town, some thirty
miles from New York, and that was a very good
reason for their not coming to the city just to see
me sail away in a steam-ship. They took a good
leave of me, though, before I left home.

I shall never forget how | firstbecame acquainted
with Rectus. About a couple of years before, he
was a new boy in the academy at WilUsville. One
Saturday a lot of us went down to the river to
swim. Our favorite place was near an oid
wharf, which ran out into deep water, and a fellow
could takc a good dive there, when the tide was
high. There were some of the smaller boys along
that day, but they did n’t dive any, and if they even
swain, it was in shallow water near the shorc by
the side of the wharf. But | think most of them
spent their time wading about.

| was a good swimmer, and could dive very well.
| was learning to swim under water, but had not
done very much in that Une at the time | spcak of.
W e were nearly ready to come out, when | took a
dive from a post on the end of the wharf, and then
turned, under water, to swim in shore. | intended
to try to keep under until |1 got into water shallow
enough for me to touch botlom, and walk ashore.
After halfa dozen strokes | felt for the bottom and

Will is a good-looking boy, with brown hair and gray eyes, rather large for his

Whether or not he is good at that sort of

Then | raised my head, but |
It struck some-

my feet touched it.
did n’t raise it out of the water.
thing hard.

In an instant | knew what had happened. There
was a big mud-scow lying by the side of the wharf,
and | had gotunderthat! Itwasa great flat thing,
ever so long and very wide. | knew | must get
from under it as quickly as | couid. Indeed | could
hardly hold my breath, now, | waded along witb
my head bent down, but | did n’t reach the side of
it, Then | turned the other. way, but my hands,
which | held up, still touched nothing but the hard,
slimy bottom of tho scow. | must have been wad-
ing up and down the length of the thing. | was
bewildered. | could n’t think which way to turn.
| could only think of one thing. | would be
drowned in less than a minute. Scott would be
head ofthe class. My mother, and little Helen —
but I can’t tell what my thoughts were then. They
were dreadful. Butjust as 1 was thinking of Helen
and mother, | saw through the water some white
things, not far from me. | knew by their looks
that they were a boy’s legs.

| staggered toward them and in a moment my
hands went out of water, just at the side of the
scow. | stood up and my head with half my body
carne up into the air.

What a breath 1 drew 1 But | felt so weak and
shaky that | had to take hold of the side of the
scow and stand there for a while before | waded
ashore. The boy who was standing by me was
Rectus. He did not have that fiame, then, and 1
did n’t know him.

“ It must be pretty hard to stay under water so
long,” he said.

“Hard !” | answered, as soon as | could get my
breath, “ 1 should think so. Why, | carne near
being drowned!”

“Is that so ?" said he, “ I didn’t know that. |
saw you go down, and have been watching for you
to coinc up. But | didn’t expect you to come
from under the scow.”

How glad | was that he had been standing there
watching for me to come up 1 If he had not been
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there, or ifhis legs had been green or the color of
water, | believe | should have drowned.

1 always liked the boy after that, though of
course, ihere was no particular reason for it. He
was a boarder. His parents lived in New York.
Samuel Colbert was his real flame, and the title of
Rectus he obtained at school by being so good.
He scarcely ever did anything wrong, which was
rather surprising to the rest of us, because he was
not sickly or anything of that kind. After a while,
we got into the way of calling him Rectus, and as
he did n’t seem to mind it, the fiame stuck to him.
The boys generaily liked him, and he got on quite

well in the school,— in every way except in his
studies. He was not a smart boy, and did not pre-
tend to be.

I went right through the academy, from the low-
est to the highest class, and when | left, the pro-
fessor, as we callad our principal, said that | was
ready to go to college, and urged me very much to
do so. But | was notin any hurry, and my parents
agreed with me that after four years of school-life,
| had better wait a while before beginning a new
course. All thisdisturbed the professorvery much,
but he insisted on my keeping up my studies, so as
not to get rusty, and he carne up to our house very
often; for the purpose of seeing what | was doing
in the study-line, and how | was doing it.

| thought over things a good deal for myself, and
a few months after | left the academy | made up my
mind to travel a little. | talked about it at home,
and it was generaily thought to be a good idea,
although my sister was in favor of it only in case |
took her with me. Otherwise she opposed it. But
there were a great many reasons why 1 could not
take her. She was only eleven.

I had some money of my own, which 1thought |
would rather spend in travel thaii in any other way,
and as it was nota large sum, and as my father
could not afford to add anything to it, my journey
could not be very extensive. Indeed, | only con-
templated going to Florida and perhaps a few other
Southern states, and then— if it could be done—
a visit to some of the West India islands, and as it
was winter-time, that would be a very good trip.
My father did not seem to be afraid to trust me to
go alone. He and the professor talked itover, and
they thought that | would take good enough care
of myself. The professor would have much pre-
ferred to see me go to college, but as | was not to
do that, he thought traveling much better for me
than staying at homo, although | made no promise
about taking my books along. But it was pretty
well settled that | was to go to college in tlie fall,
and this consoled him a little.

The person who first suggested this traveling
plan was our oid physician, Dr. Mathews. 1don’t
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know exactly what he said about it, but | knew he
thought 1 had been studying too hard, and needed
to “ let up ” for a while. And | ’'m sure, too, that
he was quite positive that I would liave no let
up, as long as | staid in the same town with the
professor.

Nearly a year before this time, Rectus had left
ihe academy. He had never reached the higher
classes,— in fact, he did n't seem to get on well at
all.  He studied well enough, but he didn't take
hold of things properly, and | believe he reaily did
not care to go through the school. But he was
such a quiet fellow that we could not make much
out of him. His father was very rich, and we all
thought that Rectus was taken away to be brought
up as a partner in the firm. But we reaily knew
nothing about it; for, as | found out afterward,
Rectus spent all his time, after he left school, in
studying music.

Soon after my trip was all agreed upon and set-
tled, father had to go to New York, and there he
saw Mr. Colbert, and of course toid him of my
plans. That afternoon, oid Colbert carne to my
father’s liotel, and proposed to him that I should
take his son with me. He had always heard, he
said, that 1 was a sensible fellow, and fit to be
trusted, and he would be very glad to have his boy
travel with me. And he furthermore said that if |
had the care of Samuel— for oT course he did n't
cali his son Rectus— he would pay me a salary.
He had evidently read about young English fellows
traveling on the Continent with their tutors, and |
suppose he wanted rae to be his son's tutor, or
something like it,

W hen father told me what Mr. Colbert had pro-
posed, | agreed instantly. | liked Rectus, and the
salary would help immensely. | wrote to New
York that very night, accepting the proposition.

When my friends in ihe town, and those at
the school, heard that Rectus and 1 were going off
togcther they thought it an uncomraonly good
joke, and they crowded up to our house to see me
about it

Two such good young men as you arid Rectus
traveling together ought to have a bcneficial influ-
ence upon whole coramunities,” said Harry Alden;
and Scott remarkcd that if there should be a bad
stonn at sea, he would advise us two to throw
everybody else overljoard to the whales, for the
other people would be sure to be the wicked ones.
1lam happy to say that | got a twist on Scott’s ear
that made him howl, and then mother carne in and
invited them all to come and take supper with me,
the Tuesday before | started. We invited Rectus
to come up from the city, but he did not make his
appearance. However, we got on first-rate without
him, and had a splcndid time. There was nevera
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woman who knew just how to make l)oys have a
good time, like my mother.

lhad been a long while 011 the steamcr waiting
for Rectus. She was to sail at three o’clock, and
it was then after two. The day was cicar and fine,
but so much sitting and standing about had made
me coid, so that 1 was very glad to see a carriage
drive up with Rectus and his father and mother.
1 went down to them. | was anxious to see Rectus,
for it had bccn nearly a ycar since we had met.
He seemed about the same as he used to be, and had
certainly not grown much. He just shook hands
with me and said, How d'ye do, Gordon.” Mr.
and Mrs. Colbert seemed ever so much more
plcased to see me, aud when we went on the upper
deck, the oid gentleman took me into the captain's
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“Where do you keep your money?” he asked
me, and | told him that the greater part of it—all
but some pocket-money— was stowed away in an
inside pocket of my vcst.

“Very good,” said he, “ ihat’s better than a
pocket-book or belt; but you must pin it in. Now
heve is Sammy’s money— for his traveling expenses
and his other necessilies; | have calculated that
that will be enough for a four months’ trip, and
you wont want to stay longer than that. But if
this runs out, you can wriie to me. If you were
going to Europe now, | ’d get you a letter of credit,
but for your sort of traveling, you 'd better have the
money with you. | did think of giving you a draft
011 Savannah, but you ’d have to draw the money
there— and you might as well have it liere. You 're

UNDCR THE SCOW,

room, the door of which stood open. The captain
was not there, but | don’t believe Mr. Colbert
would have cared if he had been. All he seemed
to want was to find a place wliere we could get
away from the people on deck. When he had
partly closcd the door he said:

“ Have you got your ticket ?”

“Oh yes!” lanswered, “ 1 boughtthat ten days

ago. | wrote for it.”
“ That s right,” said he, “ and here is Sammy’s
ticket. 1 was glad to see that you had spoken

about the other bei-th
reserved for Sammy.”

| thought he nced n’t have asked rae if | had my
ticket when he knew that | had bought'it. But
perhaps he thought | had lost it hy this time. He
was a very particular little man.

in your statc-room being

big enough to know how to take care of it.” And
with this he handed me a lot of bank-notes.
“ And now, what about your salary? Would

you like to have it now, or wait until you come
back?”

This question made my hcart jump, for | had
thought a great deal about how | was to draw that
salary. So, quick enough. | said that |’d like to
have it now.

“ | expccted so,” said he, “and here’s the
amount for four months. | brought a receipt.
You can sign it with a Jead-pcncil. That will do.
Now put all this money in j'our inside pockets.
Some in your vest, and some in your under-coat.
Don’t bundle it up too much, and be suie and pin
it in. Pin it from the inside, right through the
money, if you can. Put yo\ir clothes under your
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pillow at night. ~Good-bye ! I expect they Il be g 4isty her, forshe wiped her eyes in a very comforU
sounding the gong, directly, for us to get ashore.” gpjle sort of a way.

And so he hurried out. 1 foilowed him, very Mr. Coibert got his wife ashore as soon as he

much surprised. He had spoken only of money,
and had said nothing about his son,— what he
wished me to do for him, what plans of travel or
instruction he had decided upon, or anything,
indeed, about the cluties for which | was to be paid.
| had expected that he would come down early to
the steamer and have a long talk about these mat-
ters. There was no time to ask him any questions,
now, for he was wiih his wife, trying to get her to
hurry ashore. He was dreadfully afraid that they

SHfi 5B1ZBC ME

would stay on board too long, and be carriecl to
sea.

Mrs. Coibert, however, ditl not leave me in any
doubt as to what she wanted me to do. She rushed
up to me, and seized me by both hands.

“ Now you will take the greatest and the best
care of my boy, wont you? You ’ll cherisli him as
the apple of your eye? You ’ll keep him out of
every kind of danger? Noiv do take good care of
him,— especially in storms.”

| tried to assure Rectus’s mother—she was a wide,
good-humored lady— that | would do as much of
all this as | could, and what | said seemed to

could, and Rectus and | stood on the upper deck
and watched them get into the carriage and drive
away. Rectus did not look as happy as | thought
a fellow ought to look when starting out on such a
jolly trip as we expected this to lie.

| proposed that we should go and look at our
state-rooin, which was numlier twenty-two, and so
we went below, The state-room had n’t much state
about it. It was very small, with two shelves for
us to slcep on. | let Rectus choose his shelf, and

BY BOTR HAJIDS.'>

he took the lower one, This suited me very well,
for 1’d much rather climb over a boy than have
one climb over me.

There was n't anything else in the room to di-
vide, and we were just about to come out and cali
the thing settled, when | heard a shout at the door.
| turned around, and there stood Harry Alden, and
Scott, and Tom Myers and his brother George 1

| tell you, I was glad to see them, In spite of
all my reasoning that it made no difference aboul
anybody coming to see me off, it did make a good
deal of difference. It was a lonely sort of business
starting off in that way— especially after seeing
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Rectus’s father and mother come down to the boat
with him.

“We did n’t think of this until this morning,”
cried Scott. “ And then we voted it was too mean
to let you go off without anybody to see you safely
on board "

“Oh yes !” said I.

“ And so our class appointed a committee,”
Scott went on, “ to come down and attend to you,
and we re the committee. Itought to have been
fellows that had gone through the school, but there
were none of them there.”

“ Irish 17 said Harry.

“ So we carne,” said Scott. “ W e raised all the
spare cash there was in the class, and there was
only enough to send four of us. We drew lots.
If it had n’t been you, | don’t believe the profes-
sor would have let us off. Any way, we missed
the noon train, and were afraid, all the way here,
that we ’d be too late. Do you two fellows have to
sleep in those ‘cubby-holes?'”

“ Certainly,” said I, “ they ’re big enough.”

“Don't believe it,” said Harry Alden, “ they re
too short.”

“That ’s so,” said Scott, whowas rather tall for
his age. “ Let’s try 'em.”

This was agreed to on the spot, and all four of
the boys took off their boots,and got into the
berths, while Rectus and i satdown on the little
bench at the side of the room and laughed at them.
Tom Myers and his brother George both climbed
into the top berth atonce, and as they found it was
a pretty tight squeeze, they ljoth tried to get out at
once, and down they carne on Scott, who was just
turning out of the lower berth,— which was too
long for him, in spite of all his talk,— and then
there was a much bigger tussie, all around, than
any six boys could make with comfort, in a little
room like that.

| hustled Tora Myers and his brother George
out into the dining-room, and Che other fellows fol-
lowed.

“ Isthis where you eat?” asked Scott, looking
up and down at the long tables, with the swinging
shelves above them.

“ No, this isn’t where they eat,” said Harry;
“ this is where they come to look at victuals, and
get sick at the sight of them.”

“Sickl” said I, “ not much of it.”

But the committee laughed, and clid n’t seem to
agree with me.

“You'll be sick ten minutes after the boat
starts,” said Scott.

“We wont get into sea-sick water until we’re
out of the lower bay,” | said. “ And thisisnta
boat, it’s a ship. You fellows know lots ! ”

Tom Myers and his brother George were trying
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to find out why the tumblers and glasses were all
stuck into holes in the shelves over the tables, when
Harry Alden sung out:

“ W hat’sthatswishing?”

“ That what ?” said I.

“ There it goes again !” Harry cried, “ Splash-
ing!”

“It’s the wheels!” exclaimed Rectus.

“That’s so!” cried Scott. “ The oid thing’s
offt Rush up! Here! The hind-stairs1 Quick!”

And upslaire to the deck we all went, one on top
of another. The wheels were going around, and
the steamer was off!

Already she was quite a distance from the wharf.

.1 suppose the tide carried her out, as soon as the

lines were cast off, for | 'm sure the wheels had not
been in motion half a minute before we heard
them. But all that made no difference. We were
off.

| never saw four such blank faces as the commit-
tee wore, when they saw the wide space of water
between them and the wharf.

“ Stop her!” cried Scott to me, as if | could do
anything, and then he made a dive toward a party
of men on the deck.

“They’re passengers!” 1 cried, “We must
find the captain.”

“No, no!” said Harry. “ Go for the steers-
man. Tell him to steer back! We mustn’t be
carried off! ”

Tom Myers and his brother George had already
started for the pilot-house, when Rectus shouted to
them that he ’d run down to the engineer and tell
him to stop the engine. So they stopped, and
Rectus was just going below when Scott called to
him to hold up.

“You needn’t be scared!” he said. (He had
been just as much scared as anybody.) “ Thatman
over there says it will be all riglit. We can go
back with the pilot. People often do that. It will
be all the more fun. Don’t bother the engineer.
There ’s nothing | ’d like better than a trip back
with a pilot!”

“That’s so!” said Harry.
of the pilot.”

“ But are you sure he 11 take you back,” asked
Rectus, while Tom Myers and his brother George
looked very palé and anxious.

“ 1 never thought

“ Take us? Of course he will,” said Scott.
“ That 's one of the things a pilot ’s for,—to take
back passengers,— 1 inean people who are only

going part way. Do you suppose the captain will
want to take us all the way to Savannah for noth-
ing?”

Rectus did n’t suppose that, and neither did any
of the rest of us, but I thought we ought to look up
the captain and tell him.
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“ But you sec,” said Scott, “ it 'sjust possible he
migAi-put back.”

“ Well, don’t you want to go back?” 1 asked.

“ Yes, of course, but | would like a saii back in
a pilot-boat,” said Scott, and Harry Alden agreed
with him. Tom Myers and his brother George
wanted to go back, right away.

We talked the matter over a good cical. | did n’t
wish to appear as if | wanted to get rid of the fel-
lows who had been kind enough to come all the
way from Willisville to see rae off, but i couldn’t
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boats puffing about, and the vessels at anchor, and
the ferry-boats, and a whole bay-full of sights
curious to US country boys, that we all enjoyed
ourselves very much— except Tom Myers and his
brother George. They did n’t look happy.

Chapter Il
GOING UACK WITH THE PII.OT.

W e were pretty near the Narrows when j thought
it was about time to let the captain, or one of the

THE RACKET IN THE STATE-ROOM

help thinking that it clidn’t look exactly fair and
straightforward not to say tliat these boys were not
passengers until the pilot was rcady to go back. |
determined to go and see about the matter, but |
would wait a little while.

It was cool on deck, especially now that the \'essel
was moving along, but we all buttoned up our coats
and walked up and down. The sun shone brightly
and the scene was so busy and lively with the tug-

officers, know that there were some people on
board who did n’t intend to take the whole trip. |
had read in the newspapers that committees and
friends who went part ivay with distinguished peo-
ple generally left them in the lower bay.

But | was saved the trouble of looking for an
officer, for one of them, the purser, carne along,
collecting tickets. 1| didn’t give him a chance to
ask Scott or any of the other fcllows for something
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that they did n’t have, but went right up to him
and told him how the matter stood.

THE VBSSEL IS OfP.

“1 must see the captain about this,” he said,
and off he went.

“ He did n’t look very friendly,” said Scott, and
| had to admit that he did n’t.

In a few moments the captain carne walking rap-
idly up to us. He was a tall man, dressed in blue,
with sidc-whiskers, and an oil-cloth cap. The
purser carne up behind him.

“ W hat’s all this?” said the captain. *“ Are
you not passengers, you boys?” He did not look
very friendly, eithcr, as he asked this question.

“ Two of USare,” | said, “ but four of us were
carried off accidentally.”

“ Accident fiddlesticks 1” exclaimed the cap-
tain.  “ Did n’t you know the vessel was starting?

Had n’t you time to get off? Did n’t you hear the
gong? Everybody else heard it. Are you all
deaf?”

This was a good deal to answer at once, so | just
said that | did n't remember hearing any gong.
Tom Myers and his brother George, however,
spoke up, and said that they heard a gong, they
thought, but did not know what it was for.

“ Why did n’t you ask, then ?” said the captain,
who was getting worse in his humor. 1 had a good
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mind to tell him that it would take up a good deal
of the crew’s time if Toin Myers and his brother
George asked about everything they did n’t under-
stand on board this ship, but | thought | had better
not. | have no doubt the gong sounded when we
were having our row in the state-room, and were
not likely to pay attention to it even if we did
hear it.

“ And why in the iame of common sense,” the
captain went on, “ did n’t you come and report, the
instant you found the vessel had started ? Did you
think we were fast to the pier all this time ?”

Then Scott thought be might as well come out
square with the truth j and be told how they made
up their minds after they found that the steamer
had really started, with them on board, not to make
any fuss about it, ior give anybody any trouble to
stop the ship, or to put back, but just to stay
quietly on board, and go back with the pilot. They
thought that would be most convenient, all around.

“ Go back with the pilot!” the captain cried.
“Why, you young idiot, there is no pilot 1 Coast-
wise steagiers don’t carry pilots. | am my own
pilot. There is no pilot going back 1”

You ought to have seen Scott’s face !

SCOTT AND THE CAPTAIN

Nobody said anything. We all just stood and
looked at the captain. Tears began to come into
the eyes of Tom Myers and his brother George.
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“ What are they to do ?” asked the purser of the
captain. “ Buy tickets for Savannah ?”

“We can’t do that,” said Scott, quickly.
have n't any money.”

“ I don’t knoiv what they’re to do,” repiied the
captain. “ 1 ’d like to chuck’®m overboard.” And
with this agreeable little speech he walked away.

The purser now took the two tickets for Rectus
and myself, and saying; “ W e’il see what’s to
be done with the rest of you fellows,” he walked
away too.

Then we all looked at one another. We were a
pretty palé lot, and | believe that Rectus and |
who were all right, felt almost as badly as the four
other boys, who were all wrong.

“ We can't go to Savannah !” said Harry Alden.
“ W hat right have they to take us to Savannah !”

“ Well, then, you ’d better get out and go home,”
said Scott. “ I don’t so much mind their taking
us to Savannah, for they can't make us pay if we
have n’t any money. But how are we going to get
back? That’s the question. And what’ll the
professor think? He ’ll write home that we *ve run
away. And wlial’ll we do in Savannah without
any money?”

“You'd better liave thought of some of these
things before you got us into waiting to go back
with the pilot,” said Harry,

As for Tom Myers and his brother George, they
just sat down and put their arms on the railing,
and clappcd their faces down on their arms. They
cried ali over their coat-sleeves, but kept as quiet
as they could about it. Whenever these two
boys had to cry before any of the rest of the
school-fellows, they had learned to keep very quiet
about it.

While the rest of us were taiking away, and
Scott and Harry finding fault with each other, the
captain carne back. He looked in a little better
humor.

“ The only tbing that can be done with you
boys,” he said, “is to put you on some tug or

“ We

small craft that 's going back to New York. If we
mect one, | ’ll lie to and let you off. But it will
put me to a great deal of trouble, and we may
meet with nothing that will take you aboard. You

have acted very badly. If you had come right to
me, or to any of the officers, the moment you found
we had started, | couid have easily put you on
shorc. There are lots of small boats about the
piers that would have come out after you, or |
might even have put back. But | can do nothing
now but look out for somc craft bound for New
York that will take you aboard. If we don’t meet
one, you ’ll have to go on to Savannah.”

This made us feel a little better. We were now
in the lower bay, and there would certainly be some

FELLOWSHIP.

[NOVEMBER,

sort of a vessel that would stop for the boys, We
all went to the forward deck and looked out. It
was pretty coid there, and we soon began to shiver
in the wind, but still we stuck it out.

There were a good many vessels, but most of
them were big ones. We could hardiy have the
impudence to ask a great three-masted ship, undcr
ful! sail, to stop and give us a lift to New York.
At any rate, we had nothing to do with the asking.
The captain would attend to that. But every time
we carne near a vessel going the other way, we
looked about to see if we could see anything of an
officer with a trumpet, standing all ready to sing
out, “ Sail ho!”

Bul, after a while, we felt so coid that we could n't
stand it any longer, and we went below. We inight
have gone and stood by the smoke-stack and
warmed ourselves, but we did nt know enough
about ships to think of this.

We hadn’t been standing around the stove in
the dining-room more than ten minutes, before the
purser carne hurrying tosvard us.

“ Come now,” he said, “ tumble forward.
captain s hailed a pilot-boat.”

“ Hurrah !” said Scott, “ we re going back in a
pilot-boat, after all!” and we all ran after the
purser to the lower forward deck. Our engines
had stopped, and not far from us was a roiigh-
looking little schooner with a big “ 17 ” painted in
black on her mainsail. She was “ putting about,”
the purser said, and her sails were flapping in the
wind. |

There was a great change in the countenances
of Tom Myers and his brother George. They
looked like a couple of new boys.

“ Is n’t this capital ?” said Scott.
turned out all right.”

But all of a sudden he changed his tune.

“ Look here !” said he to me, pulling me on one
side, “ wont that pilot want to be paid something?
He wont stop his vessel and take us back, for
nothing, will he?”

I could n’t say anything about this, but | asked
the purser, who still stood by us ;

“ Idon'tsuppose he ’ll make any regular charge,”
said he; “but he’il expect you to give him some-
thing,— whatever you please."

“ But wc have n’t anything,” said Scott to me.
“ We have our return tickets to Willisviiie, and
that ’s about all.”

“ Perhaps we can't go back, afterall,” said Harry,
glumly, while Tom Myers and his brother George
began to drop their lower jaws again.

1 did not ljelieve that the pilot-boat people
would ask to see the boys’ money before they took
them on board ; but I could n’t help feeling that it
would be pretty hard for them to go ashore at the

The

“ Everything ’s
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GETTIKG INTO THE FILOT'S OORY

icity and give nothing for their passages but prom-
ises, and so 1 callcd Rectus on one side, and pro-
posed to lend the fellows some money. He agreed,
and | unpinned a bank-note and gave it to Scott.
He was mightily tickled to get it, and vowed he 'd
send it back to me in the first letter he wrote—
<and he did it, too).

The pilot-schooncr did not come
very near us, but she lowered a boat
with two men in it, and they rowed
up to the steamer. Some of our
sailors let down a pair of stairs, and
onc of the men in the boat carne
up to see what was wanted. The
purser wastelling him, when the cap-
tain, who was standing on the upper
deck, by the pilot-house, sung out:

“ Huiry up there, now, and don't
keep this vessel here any longer.
Get 'em out as quick as you can,
Mr. Brown.”

The boys did n’t stop to have this
kind invitation rcpeated, and Scott
scuffled down the stairs into the boat
as fast as he could, followed closely
by Harry Alden. Tom Myers and
his brother George stopped long
enough lo bid each of us good-bye,
and shake hands wilh us, and then
they went down the stairs. They
had to climb over the railing to the
platform in front of the wbeel-house
to get to the stairs, and as the
steamer rolled a little, and the stairs
shook, they went down very slowly,
backward, and when they got to the
bottom were afraid to step into the
boat, which looked pretty unsteady
as it wobbled about under them.

' Come there ! be lively 1” shout-
ed the captain.

Just then, Rectus made a step for-
ward. He had been looking very
anxiously at the boys as they got
into the boat, but he had n’t said
anything.

“ Where are you going?" said I;
for, as quick as a flash, the thought
carne into my mind that Rectus’s
heart had failed him and that he
would like to back out.

“1 think 11 go back with the
boys,” he said, making another step
toward the top of the stairs, down
which the man from the pilot-boat
was hurrying.

“ Just you try it!” said I, and 1

put out my arm in front of him.

He did n’t try it, and 1°'m glad he did n’t, for |
should have been sorry enough to have had the
boys go back and say that when they last saw Rec-
lus and | we were having a big fight on the deck
ofthe steamer.

The vessel now started off, and Rectus and |
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went to the upper deck and stood and watched the
little boat, as it slowly approached the schooner.
We were rapidly leaving them, but we saw the
boys climb on board, and one of them—it must
have been Scott—waved his handkerchiefto us. |
waved mine in return, but Rectus kepi his in his
pocket. | don’t think he felt in a wavy mood.

While wc were standing, looking at the distant
pilot-boat, 1 began to consider a few niatters; and
the principal thing was this; How were Rectus
and | to stand toward each other? Should wc
travel like a couple of school-friends, or should |
make him understand that he was under my charge
and control, and must behave himselfaccordingly.
I had no idea what he thought of the matter, and
by the way he addressed me when we met, | siip-
posed that it was possible that he looked upon rae
very much as he used to when we went to school
together. If he had said Mr, Gordon, it would
have been more appropriate, | thought, and would
have encouraged me, too, in taking position as his
supervisor. As far as niy own feelings were con-
cerned, | think | would have prei®*red to travel
about on a level with Rectus, andm have a good
time with him, as two old school-fellows might
easily have, even ifone did happen to be two years
older than the other. But that would not be earn-
ing my salary. After a good deal of thought, 1
carne to the conclusion that | would let things go
on as they would, for a while, giving Rectus a good
deal of rope; but the moment he began to show
Signs of insubordination, | would march right on
him, and quell him with an iron hand. After that,
all would be plain sailing, and we could have as
much fun as we pleased, for Rectus would know
exactly how far he could go.

There were ljut few passengers on deck, for it
was quite coid, and it now began to grow dark,
and we went below. Pretty soon the dinncr-bell
rang, and | was glad to hear it, for | had the appe-
tite ofa horse. There was a first-rate dinner, ever
so many different kinds of dishes, all up and down
the table, which had ridges running lengthwise,
under the table-cloth, to keep the plates from slid-
ing off, ifa slorm should come up. Before we were
done dinner the shelves above the table began to
swing a good deai,—or rather the vessel rolled and
the shelves kept their places,—so | knew we must
be pretty well out to sea, but I had not expected it
would be so rough, for the day had been fine ai”
clear. When we left the table, it was about
much as we could do to keep our feet, and in less
than a quartcr of an hour | began to feel dread-
fuliy. | stuck it out as long as | could, and then |
went to bed. The old ship rolled, and she pitched,
and she heaved, and she butted, right and left,
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against the waves, and made herselfjust as uncom-
fortable for human beings as she could, but for all
that, | went to sleep after a while.

I don’t know how long | slept, but when | woke
up, there was Rectiis, sitting on a little bench by
the state-room wall, with his feetbraced against the-
berth. He was hard at work sucking a iemon. |
turned over and looked down at him. He did n’t
look a bit sicfc. | hated to see him eating lemons.

“ Don’t you feel badly, Rectus ?” said I.

“ Oh no !” said he, “ I 'm all right. You ought.
to suck a iemon. Have one?’*

| declined his offer. The idea of eating or drink-
ing anything was intensely disagreeable to me. |
wished that Rectus would put down that lemon.
He did throw it away after a while, but he immedi-
ately began to cut another one.

“ Rectus,” said I, “you’ll make yourself sick.
You ’d betier go to bed.”

“ It 's just the thing to stop me from being sick,”
said he, and at that minute the vessel gave her
stcrn a great toss over sideways, which sent Rectus
off his seat, head foremost into the wash-stand. |
was glad to see it. | would have been glad of
almost anything that stopped that lemon business.

Butitdid n’t stop it; and he only picked himself
up, and sat down again, hislemon at his mouth.

EECTUS AND THE LEIIONS

“Rectus!” | cried, leaning out of my faerth.
“Put down that lemon and go to bed 1”

He put down the lemon without a word, and
went to bed. 1 turned over with a sense of relief.
Rectus was subordinate!

(Te be ceuiiuued.)
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HANDSOME HANS.

By Mrs.
Hans was a beauty ! A biack Arabian horse—
the colonel’s wat-horse |

He had a glossy, siiky coat; and with his arched
tieck and magnificent form, he was indeed a pleas-
ure to behold.

When his master bought him, Hans was young
and wild, but a good military training sobered him
a little, and made him feel that the world had
something more scrious for him to do than pranc-
ing and dancing all day long. Now this horse’s
master was my colonel, and that is how | know all
about him, you see. Hans was very fond of sugar.
One day,—down in the yard, before mounting our
horses for our usual morning ride,— the man-
servant, letting go his bridle, Hans sprang forward
to reach the sweets | held out to him, tripping me
up, over my riding-dress. The colonel carne quickly
to help me, saying: “ Hans! halt!” Instantly
Hans obeyed, and there he stood, one leg held
over me, the head stretched out, and upper
lip raised ; and though the sugar lay on my chest
where it had fallen from my hand, he never moved

Minnie von Funcke.

until I was on my feet again. You may be sure he
got that piece of sugar, and more too; but he
seemed to be still more pleased when his master
patted him and said in caressing tones, “ My
brave Hans!”

Anotlier thing Hans liked was to assist at the
military parades and maneuvers. A h! then he
curved his beautiful neck, and with high and dainty
step seemed to be saying to himself, “ 1 and my
master! My master and 11"

But one day the parades were no more for
show; everything was in deadly, terrible earnest.
The bullets whizzed around him, killing many poor
horses and brave soldiers fighting for their Father-
land. Many a time my colonel has told me, with
his arms around dear oid Hans’s neck, he thanked
his heavenly Father that they were both spared
after the bateles. That was during the war of 1866
in Gennany. At last peace returned to the land.
Hans found himself with his three companions in
his oid quarters in Dresden, and he was happy, |
think, to be at home again. Things changed for
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him a little. During the winter of 1867-68 my
colonel married an American girl,—me, you know,
«—and so, though the parades were the same, daily
rides were prolonged, and daily sugar treats were
instituted; also, Hans was pieased when the young
wife was proud of him and his master, and looked

very wise when she spoke to him. A couple of
years Later he delighted in being led round and
round the house, wiili young Bert for a grateful
burden on his back. He even liked to have baby’s
chubby fingers pulling his flowing mane. Yes!
Hans was a clever horse, as well as a beauty;
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he was as docile and good as he was full of Ufe
and fun.

One sad, sad morning, in the summer of 1870,
Bertie and his baby sister were carried from
their beds to one of the Windows of their home,
that they might have a farewell look at papa. In

vain Bertie cried out, “ Papachen! mammal! Hans!
heber Hans!” Papa mounted on his good, true
Hans, wavcd his sword in farewell to the child, but
rodé on at the head of his regimcnt. Mamma
walked on, too, followed by many wives, mothers
and sisters, all of whom could say:
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“ Gott segne dich1 Auf wiedersehen, so Gott
willl” at the railway station—for they were going
to the war—these brave soldiers.

The last view of the departing heroes that Ber-
tie’s mamma had, was as the train rolled swiftly
away—that of Hans’s head, stretched over the
orderly’s shoulders from the half-door of a closely
packed horse car. The dear old fellow looked
interesled and wise; he was a hero in his own
right, just as any man or creature is, who does
his duty,—does willingly what he is told to do
by those who are wiser than he is. The train
moved out of sight, and Bertie’s mamma walked
to her home alone, and into her nursery to her
little comforters!

On the morning of the first of Septeniber, 1870,
at the great battle of Sedan, in France, between
the French and Germén soldiers, a cruel chassepot
ball went through the colonel’s leg at the ankle,
and carne out on the other side of Hans’s body.
After a moment, the colonel not knowing that
Hans was wounded, rodé to many of his officers
and gave directions for the coming hours of battle.
Then he rodé toan ambulance, and was lifted out of
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his saddlejust in time,—man and horse were falling.
The colonel felt as if he had a much more painful
trouble than his wound when he saw his true, good
Hans tremblingly patient by his side. At this
moment some of the colonel’s own men marched
by, and seeing consternation on their faces at the
sight of their wounded leader, he cried'out, swing-
ing his cap to them,—

“ Forward, boys! To-day decides; do your
I"est!” in that moment he felt how hard it was
tobe laid by, and not continué the work he had
begun—to leave the battle-field for the sick-roorn.

Palé and weak from loss of blood, he fell back
and waited until Che busy surgeons could find time
to help him. Suddenly he felt a warm breath and
a gentle lick on his cheek, and Hans pressed his
head against his mastePs; then, his strength break-
ing completely, the colonel threw his arms round
the neck of his faithful charger, and kissing him,
cried like a little child. After a while, gathering
himself together, he cut off the much caressed fore-
lock from the head of dear Hans, and sent him
away to be shot,—put out of suffering,— for too
well he knew that neither time fior skill could save
poor, handsome Hans.

CICADA.
(A Legend o/ ih« LocHSt)

By C. P. Cranch.

Cicada, with her little stove,

Was frying fritters 'neath the trees:
The sizzling noise through all the grove
W as wafted by the summer breeze.
The tempting odors that were spread

Lured all the creatures of the wood,
W ho sat amid the boughs o’erhead,
Or round her in a cirele stood.

Each begged a fritter of the maid,

W ho frowned, and whirled her Uttle broom.
Cook your own dinners. Go!” she said.
“ For idlers I 've no food fior room.”

A hungry fairy, through the wood.

Carne to Cicada’s kitchen door,
Disguised in a gray pilgrim’s hood:

She seemed so weary and so poor.
O dear Cicada, give to me

A little, little food, 1 pray,
And let me eat it ’neath this tree.

I 've wandered hungry all the day.”
“ No, no—be off!” Cicada said,

And stormed, and knit her angry brow.

‘1 will not give you food or aid.
No idle beggars I allow.”

‘No idle tramp am |, my dear;
| spend my time in useful work.
And many a night 1 guard you here
- While bears and wolves around you lurk.
And once | nursed your mother old
When she was very ill and weak.
So, dear Cicada, do not scold;
But grant the little boon I seek.”
“ Be off, | say!” the maiden screamed,
And drove her out and banged the door.
Alas! alas! she little dreamed
The punishment for her in store.

The angry fairy waved her wand
And changed her to a locust there.
And ever since, through all the land,
Her race this insect’s body wear.
And in the August hot and still,
Their sizzling swells upon the breeze.
And all the locusts, as they trill,
Seem frying fritters in the trees.
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THE DARK DAY.

By Ella A. Drinkwater,

Of all the wonderful stories that my great-grand-
mother used to tell iny mother when she was a
Ettle girl, the most wonderful was about the dark
day in New England, Friday, May ig, 1780. This
was during our Revolution, you will rcmember,
and the same year in which the traitor, Benedict
Arnoid, attempted to betray his country to its ene-
mies.

For several days before the nineteenth, the air
was full of vapors, as we often see it when fires are
raging in the woods nearus, and the sun and moon
appeared red, and their usual clear light did
not reach us, especially when rising and setting.
The winds blew chiefly from the south-west and
north-east, and the weather was cool and clear.
The morning of the nineteenth was cloudy and in
many places slight showers fell, sometimes accom-
panied by thunder and lightning; but as the sun
ar6se it did not increase the light, and ihe darkness
deepened and deepened, until the children stand-
ing before the tall docks could not see to tell the
time, and older people peering over the almanac
were not able to distinguish the lelters. The birds
sang their evening songs and flew to their nests in
the woods, the poultry hurried to their roosts, while
the cattle in the fields uttered strange cries and
leaped the stone fences to gain their stalls, and the
sheep all huddled together bleating piteously.

Nor were men and women and children less
afraid; and the mysterious changes in naturc that
then took place have never been fiilly explained.

Color, which you know depends upon the light
of the sun, filled many with astonishment by its
unusual appearance, for ihe clouds were in some
places ofa light red, yellow and brown; the Icaves
on the trces and the grass in the meadows were of
the deepest green, verging on indigo, the brightest
silver seemed tamished, and everything that is
white in the sunlighc bore a deep yellow hue.

The shadows, which before noon fall to the west-
ward and after noon to the eastward, were observed
during the darkness to fall in every direction.

The rain, aiso, was unlike any other rain, and it
set all the people to wondering as they dipped it
from tubs and barréis; for a scum formed on it
resembling burnt leaves, emitting a sooty smell,
and this same substance was seen on streams and
rivers, especially the Merrimac, where it lay four
or five inches thick, for many miles along its shore.

Another peculiarity was the vapor; in many
localities it descended to the earth from high in the

atmosphere ; but at one point a gentleman saw the
vapors, at nine o’ciock, rising from the springs and
low lands; one column he particularly noticed
rapidly ascending far above the highest hills, then
it spread into a large white cloud and sailed off to
the westward, a second cloud formed in the same
way from the same springs, but did not rise as high
as the first, and a third formed fifteen minutes
afterward. At a quarter of ten the uppermost
cloud was of a reddish hue, the second was green
indigo and blue, and the third was almost white.

So unwholesome was this vapor that small birds
were suffocated in it, and many of them were so
frightened and stupefied that they flew into the
houses, adding to the fears of ignorant people,
who considered it a bad sign for a bird to enter a
dwelling.

The commencement of the darkness was between
ten and eleven in the forcnoon (when the men were
busy in the fields and offices and work-shops, the
women spinning, nveaving and preparing dinner,
and the children at school, or helping their fathers
and mothers at home), and it continued unlil the
middle of the following night; but the degree of
darkness variad j in some places the disk of the sun
was seen wTien the darkness was the most dense.

Lights were seen burning in all the houses, and
the people passing out-of-doors carried torches and
lanterns, which were curiously reflected on the
overhanging clouds.

Thousands of people were sure that the cnd of
the world had come, many dropped their work and
fell on their knecs to pray, others confessed to their
fellows the wrongs they had done and endeavored
to make restitutlon.

The inceting-houses were crowded, and neigh-
borhood prayer-meetings were formed, and the
ministers and oid church members prayed long
prayers, mentioning the nations and individuais of
Bible times wbo had been destroyed on account of
their sins, and begging that as God spared the
great city of Nineveh when it repented, so He
would forgive them, cheer them again by the light
ofthe sun and give victory to their armies.

Many regarded the darkness as an ornen of some
disaster that was about to befall the country, fior
could they have had a more fitting emblem of
Arnold’s treachery which was disclosed only four
months later.

Some persons supposed that a blazing star had
passed between the sun and the earth, and many
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even believed that a huge mountain had sprung
up, they were not quite decided where, and ob-
structed the light of the sun. _

It is said that the Connecticut Icgislature bemg
in session, the mcmbers becamc terrified when
they could not see each other’s faces, and a motion
was made to adjourn, when Mr. Davenport ardse
and said: L . [ .

“ Mr Speaker, it is either the day of judgment
or it is not. If it is not, there is no need of
adjourning. If it is, | desire to be foimd doing
my duty. | move that candles be brought, and
that we procecd to business.”

NOON OF THE DARK

All the shivering, frightened people began now
to look forward to e\'ening, hoping that as the
moon rose full at nine o’clock, her light would pen-
étrate the gloom; but all the children who coaxcd
to sit up and see her, grew very sleepy, thcir
strained eyes were not rewarded by her beautiful
be.-ims, for at eight in the evening the darkness
was total; one could not distinguish between the
earth and the heavens, and itwas impossible to see
a hand before one’s face.

It was the nearest approach to the Egyptian
darkness that has been known since that day, when

DARK DAY.
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“they saw not one another, neither rose up any
from his nlace for three days.”

Then all the weary children were sent lo bed
after the most honest prayers that they had ever
prayed, and the older people sat up to watch
for the light that never before had appeared so
glovious.

And never dawned a fairer moming than the
twenticth of May, for the sun that opened the
flowers and mirrored itself in the dew-drops,
brought the color apin to the children’s faces, and
filled every heart with confidence.

The birds sang joyously, the cattle returned to

DAY, MAY 19, X7&O0-

their pastures, the places of business were opened,
and every one went about his work more gentle
toward man and more grateful toward God.

After the darkness was passed, scveral pcrsons
traveled about to gather all possible information
concevniiig this memorable day, and Dr. Tenny
wrote an account of what he learned while on a
iourney from the eastto Pennsylvania. He saysthe
dcepcst darkness was in Essex Coiinty, Massachu-
setis the lower part of New Hampshirc, and the
castern portion of Maine {where my great-grand-
mother lived). In Rhode Island and Connecticut it
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was not so great; in New Jersey peculiar douds
Are observed but the darkness wns not uncom-
mon, and m the iower parts of Pennsylvania noth-
ing unusual was observed.

It extended as far north as the American settle-

ments and westward to Albany, but its exact limits
couid not be ascertained.

In Boston the d.irkness continued fourteen or
fifteen hours, varying in duration at other places.

YOUNG HUNIES,

ITHE MOST THOROUGHLY EDUCATED YOUNG LADY

A THANKSGIVING
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As it was impossible to attribute the darkness to
an eclipse, the wise people formed many theories
respectingit; being convinced that it was due to
.minense fircs in the woods, winds blowing in oppo-
sjte directions. and to the condicién of the vapors;
but Herschel says; “ The dark day in northern
America was one of those wonderful phenomena
of nature which will always be read of with interest,
but which philosophy is at a loss to e.xplain.”

(SEE “ LETTEB-BOX.'

IN

MISS NEAL’S SCHOOL.”

fA

" Thanksgiving"

Story.)

By Hope Leuyaru,

looks as ifshe needed

”

“ Mamma, | think Edith
a tome. What do you say to

But just as Edith, who was studying her French
the next room, hoped to hear what her
father’s proposal was, some one shut the door
between the rooms. Edith picked up her gram-
mar, which she had quite forgottcn, and went back
to Y shall have.”

lesson m

J attrat -that sjustit! I wonder what I shall
have-whether it s to be quinine and iron, or cali-
saya bark, as it is 'most every two months; or

EI;(J) ESHH s*gomg-somewhere delightfu! 1 §%¥
then, if he does, mother is sure to say, ‘Frederick’
(she never says Fred unless she wan s sometiin.
ever so much). “Edith is getting along so we5 S
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her lessons, they must notbe interrupted.” ‘J ‘anrai,
tu auras thou wilt have, and 'voiis aurez you
will have. Yes, lots of other people will have all
sorts of good limes, but there 's nothing but French
verbs and history and music-lessons for me—and
back-aches, plenty of them. Lct’s see, | ’ll make
a new French exercise. ‘J’auraimalaudosf Tit
auras™thzt mustbe mother; '(it auras /;«—oh !
unefilie de ialent]'— mo'Cssf! always likes to hear
| 'mtalented. “llaura’—papa nextj | know what
he ’d like to have,—my own, dear papa 1 ‘Haura
une grandefortefilie.' | declare ! this is a splen-
did way to lIcavn French. “Nous aurons'— vst shall
have—that’s everybody. Oh! | know! ‘Nous
auroHS 7;7//—* Thanksgiving”— Every-
body has that. * Vous atirez ” ---—---- "

“ Miss Edith, your mamma sent me down to tell
you it is time to practice,” said the servant, corn-
ing in.

So, Edith closed her grammar, and went to the
piano.

“ 1do hope papa ’ll come in before he goes down
town. I’ll play loud and he ’ll hear where I am.”

Up and down the kcys went the thin white
fingers—no running of scales, or careless practicing,
for Edith knew that her mother was listening, and
that she must play slowly and carefully. But she
could not keep her mind 011 Ihe keys, and, to amuse
herself, had a way of talking to her hands, the
right hand being Mrs. Dexter and the left Mrs.
Sinistra. Each finger had a flame, and Edith
would whisper to them, “ Now, Cora Dexter, you
never are wide awake 1 Your grandmother will
noticc you the nexttime she comes if you don’t take

care. Mrs. Sinistra, you and your family are be-
hindhand! Keep up ! keep up ! You must go
out alone without your friends’ company this
time.”

Then the left hand was practieed alone. Mrs.
Lawson, listening upstairs, thought to herself,

“ W hat ambition that child has! What a pity to
intcrrupt her practice 17 For it was as Edith had
imagincd; her father had proposed that she should
have a holiday from all study, and inamma, as
usual, spoke of the lessons. But, for once, papa
stood firiT). He had happened to be in the neigh-
borhood of his sister’s home in the country a few
days before, and the sight of her big, healthy
children had made him realize how wcak and thin
Edith looked.

“1’ve made up my mind that Edith is to spend
Thanksgiving with my sister and her family—Ilet
the studies go, wife ; they ’re killing the child.”

Mrs. Lawson said no more, but at once began to
plan what Edith should take with her ; yet, as she
heard the carcful practicing, she sighcd over the
lost time.
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“The girl is well enough,” she thought;
only grows fast.”

Edith had talked to Mrs. Dexter and Mrs- Sin-
istra for nearly ten minutes, when the parlor door
opened, and her father looked in.

“Papa!” she exclaimed, “ do give me a Kiss
before you go I Oh, papa, | do hope itisn’t quin-
ine and iron this time—calisaya bark is so much
nicer.”

Mr, Lawson looked puzzled.

‘she

“You know | heard you saying | needed a
tonic.”
“ Oh, so | did! Well, I ’'ve prescribed for

you myself this time, and it is a fortnight with your
cousins in Cherry Valley.”

“ Oh, papa 1 you are good !
reaily let me miss my lessons ?

But—will mamma
| M practice there,

indeed I will.”

"No, you wont; they haven't a piano. But
your mother’s calling, dear. Go back to your
music. Does it tire you, darling?”

“ No, no, papa; it’s not half so bad since you
gave me this stool with a back to it,"

Edith was glad she had fmished her scalcs, for
she wanted to play something lively as a relief to
her feelings. Luckily, her last piece was a quick-
step, and, picking out a favorite part that she knew
quite well, Edith dashed through it again and
again. “ One, two, three and four. | ’ll—see—
pigs,—and cows,” and so on, singing her plans as
she played.

Edith Lawson was an only daughter, and, indeed,
for most of the year she was as much alone as an

only child; her two brothers were at boarding-
school.
Mrs. Lawson loved her daughter, but her one

ambition was that Edith should be a finely educated
woman. She had heard of a little girl who prac-
ticed three hours a day; of another who studied
French, Germéan and Latin; of another who took
singing-lessons from the time she was ten years
oid; and (luckily) of another who attended a
calisthenic class; and so Edith had to go through
all these things. She was a bright, quick girl,
inclined to get as much amusement out of life as
was possible, or sbe could never have stood the
confinement; but the constan: application often
strained even her good constitution, and then she
was “ built up ” with tonics, but never allowed a

real holiday. Even in summer she had her
practicing and drawing, with several hours of
reading.

“ Edith,” said Mrs. Lawson on the day before
her daughter’s departure, “ your father wishes you
to stay a fortnight, so I will put in your Mangnall’s
Questions and your Ancient Geog ”

“ Now, Mary, don’t put a book in thatvalise,”



A THANKSGIVING

30

said Mr. Lawson, who had just come in. *“ Kate
was always a reader, and you may be sure the
cliild will get hold of a book if she wants it. Let
her play when she does play—precious
little of it she gets !”
So, to Edith’s great deiight, not a
book was packed, and she was free for
a whole fortnight.
On the Wednesday morning before
Thanksgiving Day the delighted girl
started with herfather. She managod to
bid hermother good-bye quite sedately,
and “ as a girl of thirteen should;”
but as soon as they were out of sight
of the house she began to skip.
Meantime Mrs. Lawson stood behind
the window-blinds, her heart full of
real tenderness for the child, in spite
of misgivings; but it was a great pity
for Edith to lose so much valuable
time.
Fifth avenue was the first turning.
“ Oh, papa! picase dont go up
Fifth avenue ! Would you mind Cross-
ing to Third?”
“1t’s a much longer way. But why
do you like Third avenue ?”
“Don’ttell? Well, it isn’t stylish 1
Mother says lady-iike girls of thirteen
don’t run ; but | was in Third avenue
one day with Rosy, and 1saw big girls
running and skipping. | feel ever so
happy to-day, papa!”
The good-natured father crossed to
the Third avenue, svhere Edith skipped
and ran and stared into shop Windows
as much as she liked. It was well for
her that they had plenty of time. At
last the train was reached. It was the
first time that the father and daughter
had traveled together, for Mr. Lawson
was devoted to business, and the few summer trips
of the family usually had been taken by the mother
and her children.
“ Oh, papa !” said Edith, “ isn’tit lovely? Just
to think we re “nous auro?is' people now!”
“ You comical child, what do you mean? |
believe you ’re half cvazed with French and Latin.”
“ Oh no, papa; it’s not so bad, and | do like
to be shown offas ‘the most thoroughly educated
young lady in Miss Neal’s school I’ But it’s nice
to have no lessons, and to be with you, papa.
Would you be very much shocked if Papa, do
you see that boy ?”
‘What? who? Anybody you know?”
“ No, only he’s selling oranges, and —
did you ever suck an orange ?”

-Papa,

tried to
stern voice :
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This last was a very confidential whisper. Papa
look shocked and solemn, and said in a

“Did you ?”

edith's "BEAL'TIPVL view."

But Edith saw his eyes twinkle, and said boldly:

“Oh yes! But never exceptin ahurry. Some
people say it’s very improper. But, papa, when
people are going on a frolic,—a real frolic,—they
need n’t be so very proper, need they ?”

“ No, | think there is a difference.”

And just as they were entering the railroad station
papa bought some oranges and handed them to
his happy girl. Affer a little while, Edith threw an
orange-skin out of the window and looking quickly
around the car, said:

“ Do you see that little baby, papa?”

“ That big, fat fellow across there ? yes.”

“ Oh, no. Not that baby; the one ‘way over
theie in the cdrner. Its mother has three little
children besides the baby, and the biggest boy is
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s0 good to them. Papa, I think the ljaby ’d like an

orange.”
“Well, am | to take it? ”
i.j l—suppose you wouldn’t like to. But

would you mind taking me to them ?”

Mr Lawson was determined that every moment
of the trip should be delightful, so he kindly took
Edith to the cornerof the car where the poorfamily
were seated. The girl stooS a moment, feeling
awkward, for the children— baby, little girl and
two boys—were all staring at her.

“ See here ’san orange forthe baby, and another
for the 'little girl. Picase take one for yourself,
too,” she added, turning to the poor mother.

Merci, mercil" said the woman.

It was a terrible shock to Edith ! To think that
that hateful French was even here in the cars ! But
in another second she was amused to hear the little
girl talk in btoken French to her mother, and
realized, as she had never done before, that French
was a “ mother tongue ” to some little children.

Forthe firsttime the young girlfelta puré, health-
ful delight in speaking French. Not any vanity,
but a hope to give pleasure to the poor woman
surrounded by strangers, prompted her to say, with
care:

"Je puisparler Frattiais unpcu."?

The woman’s face shone with delight, and she
began to talk faster than Edith had ever imagined
a tongue could form words. There was no hope
of understanding her, but soon the woman saw the
girl’s dismay, and began slowly and carefully
to explain that she was very much afraid of not
getting out at the right station.

By thinking very hard, and guessing at some of
the words, Edith understood, and assured her, in
rather bad French, but with such a good will that
the svoman never noticed the mistakes, that she
would ask her father to tell her just when to get
out.

I-ler father watched his little daughter, and was
beginning to think he would have no more of her
pleasant talk, when Edith carne back, eager to
interest him in her Frenchwoman.

“ Oh, papa, | shall study so hard when | get
back. | thought French was only for show off, but
DOW | shall never forget that | may be able to help
some poor pcrson that can’t speak English.
do remember and tell
Hokus.”

“Why, we get off there.”

“ 1thought it was Chevry Valley.”

“That’s the narae of the farm.
Hokus soon.”

On went the train, and soon they were all stand-
ing on the platform, Edith rejoicing in the kindness
her father showed to the poor Frenchwoman and

Now,
her when we come to

W e’ll be at
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her little ones. There was a wiry-looking, black-
eyed man who seized the baby and chattered French
to the mother, and Edith watched them walk off,
with a secret wonder if, after all, poor people who
were used to being shabby and just a little dirty
were not quite as happy as those who lived m
brown-stone houses and had to be so very particu-
lar. But she had little time for such thoughts, as
her Gnele Harry, aunt Kate’s husband, carne dnv-
ing up with his spirited horses.

“1 never come till the train has passed,” he
explained. “ So this is your Edith ? Are you stiU
girl enough to kiss an unele ?”

Edith held up her lips with a smile, and soon
the carriage rolled away, bearing a very mctry
party.

A beautiful Thanksgiving Day dawned upon
Edith when she awoke the next morning, thnlled
with a happy consciousness of being in the real
country, and eager to begin her two weeks of play
with her no less happy cousins. Even the bleak
November view from her window she declared to
be “ perfectly beautiful.”

Long before noon a delightful fragrance filled the
air, and, as she ran through the breczy hall, it
seemed to her that to visit one’s relations and to
catch the odor of cooking turkey, pies and plum-
pudding was one of the royal pleasures of earth.

It was a fine Thanksgiving dinner. Papa said
so; Unele saidso; auntysaidso; the children said
so; and even pussy, looking wistfully up at the
uble, said so as plainly as she could mew,

But we cannot go through every moment of the
time Edith spent in the country. Therc was not a

granopather’s cbadls.

single drawback to her pleasure, excepcing that her
father left her on Friday morning.

“ Oh, papa !” she said, “ why do you go away?
Right after Thanksgiving, too! Don’t you like
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to leave business a while, just as | have left my lcs-
sons? Papa” (with avery grave face), “ I think you
reed ‘toning up." Now, do coitie two whole days
before you mean to take me back to New York.”

Papa half promised, and the hope helped his
daughter to let him go. There was so much to be
done, too, that there was no time to fret. The
chickens had to be fed, the pony had to be petted,
the kitten romped with, the little terrier taught
new tricks, and, above all, all the oid finery in the
garret trunks had to be tried on by the girls. They

dressed up,” and acted impromptu plays at every
opportunity, and after the performances, ah, thejoy
ofrummaging in that oid garret! Such trcasures
as were brought forth from their hiding-places!
Irdith thought it the most wonderful place she e\'er
saw. She was never weary of opening the drawei-s
and “ cubby-holes” of a broken oid cabinet, and
she would stand for ten minutes at a time gazing
in silent awe at the eradle in «hicli grandfather
bad been rocked when he was a baby,

The day after Thanksgiving, Aunt Kate gave
them each a basket of dainty scraps that had been
left from the Thanksgiving dinner. There was
half a chicken in Edith’s basket, coid potatoes, a
bowlful of cranberry sauce, pieces of pie, halves
of oranges, and a nice dish of stewed apples.

“Why, auntie,” said Edith, "1 watched you
laymg aside everything that was left on the dishes
so carefully, and | thought it was almost mean ; but
now | think it ’s a good way. Who told you about
it, auntie?”

“ The Savior, child.”

Edith flushed. That flame was not often men-
tioned at her home. Her mother was a strict
church member, and the little girl listened Sunday
after Sunday to the Services and sermoén; but,
though she often thought of Christ, it seemed
strange to speak of him in such a natural, every-
day tone.

Perhaps Aunt Kate saw a little of what was in
her mind, but she only said ;

“ Now trot along; you all may give yourbaskets
to whom you please, and as Edith does not know
our poor people, girls, you may let her choose
whom she will give it to after visiting a few of
them.”

The three girls went off, delighting in the snow
that had fallen. Edith, tall, and dressed in “ grown-
up clothes,” as the girls said, was a contrast to her
cousins, who were big, healthy children; vyet,
though Mary was fourteen and Kitty twelve, they
were as strong as young colts, and thought nothing
of carrying the baskets; but Edith grew very tired,
and thinking they would never stop, she said :

“ Look, Mary, there ’s a house in that lot; they
don’t soem very well off; let’s go there.”
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“ Oh, it’s no use going there,” said Kitty. “ A
man lives there all alone, and he fairly frightens
you, he taiks so strangely. He looks cross, too.”

But Edith could not carry her basket further,
and was ashamed to confess it; so, concealing her
fear, though her heart beat fast, she insisted on
knocking at the door of the little brown house.
Mary and Kitty, waiting in the road, were aston-
ished to see a woman open the door, who siniied
with deiight, and, talking “ faster than one could
think,” as Kitty said, drew Edith into ihe room.
She had happened upon her French family, and, a
little embarrassed,— for how could she explain in
French »—she opened her basket and offered them
its contents. The man, who was sitting by the
stove, looking rather glum and cross, said a few
Sharp words to his wife. The woman, speaking
carefully and slowly that Edith might understand,
said her husband wished to know who had sent the
things; that they were not beggars.

Edith understood the tone, if not the words, and
saw that the man had taken offense. She thought
hurriedly ;

“Who shall | say sent them ?
not know Aunt Kate.”

Suddenly she remembered what hcr aunt had
said; wouid itbewrong? Was it not true ? Be-
sides, she could say that fiame in French.

Again the woman asked;

“Who sent the things ?”

Edith, with burning cheeks, but with her eyes
shining with loving eagerness, answered:

“Le Sauveur."

There was silence for a moment; then the man
rose, and, with tears in his eyes, said :

Dieu vous bénisseJ Nous | ’accepterons.”

Edith unpacked the basket, and, with a hurried
good-bye, ran out to her wondering cousins. Per-
haps they thought she was not so entertaining as
before, but her mind was full of questions. Was it
the Savior? Could it be that even her French had
been taught her for this? And with this new light
brcaking on her life, the lessons and practicing did
not seem so dreary.

| have taken so much space telling you of this
that | can oniy add that Edith’s visit was prolonged
to three or four wceks, because it evidently was of
great benefit to her. Butshe was notidie. She
learned to ride, to swing herselfalmost to the tree-
top in her cousins’ swing, to build a snow fort, to
move about on skates, in the shorttime that she
spent at Cherry Vailey farm. And then, with new
strength, she went back to her verbs and music,
her Latin and drawing, with a fresh purpose and a
higher ambition even than to be the “ most thor-
oughly educated young lady in Miss Neal’s
school.”

Perhaps they do
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VoL. VI.—3.

A MISTAKE.

A MISTAKE.

By M. M. D.

Little Rosy Red-cheek said unto a clovei:
“ Fiower! why were you made?

| was made for mother,

She has n’t any other; ,

But you were made for no one, | 'm afraid.

Then the clovcr softiy unto Rcd-cheek/~ispered
“ Pluck me, ere you go.”

Red-cheek, little dreaming,

Pulled, and ran off screaming,

“ Oh, naughty, naughty flowe« to sting me so .

“ Foolish child !” the staril® bce buzzed crossly,
“ Foolish not to see

That ] make my honey

W hile the day is sunny;

That the pretty little clove
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THE POOR RELATIONS.

(An Old.Time Stary.)

By Paul

About themiddleofthe Middle Ages there lived
a nobleman named Count Cormos. His castle
stood on a point of rocks, which ran out into a wide
and rapid river; and back of the castle, on lower
land, lay the village, where the vassals of this good
noblcraan lived.

Ainong the most industrious and the pooiest of
these vassals was a tailor named Peter Vargan,
who had two daughiers and three sons. These
sons and daiighters were all grown up, except one,
and he was the oldest of all. This one, whose
flame was Anscl, never could grow up, because he
was born a dwarf. He was an active, well-made
fellow, but he was not moro than half as tall as any
of his younger brothers, and cither of his sisters
could pick him up and carry him under her arm.
But Ansel was no fool. Like many other little
chaps, he was the smartest of his family. All
Peter’s children, except Ansel, worked in the fields
in the summer, and so helped along a little; but
the poor tailor had a hard time to feed his large
family, and he sewed away, night and day.

As for Ansel he was not big and strong enough
to work in the field, and so he used to help his
father sew. But he never had any fancy for the
tailoring trade, and never learned to measure or to
cut out, and, in fact in time became a man, with-
out having learned any business at all.

Ansel was nearly thirty years old before good
luck carne to him. The Count’s chiefchamberlain
stopped one day at Peter’s house to have his
breeches mended, and he was so much pleased
with little Ansel’s general appearance and air of
Smartness, that he got him a situation in the Count’s
household as castle dwarf *

This was splendid, because he had his board and
lodgings, and a small salary besides, and his father
got the job of making him his court-clothes, which
was the most profitable employment he ever had
had.

But a few months after Ansel had been installed
in his place at the castle, Peter’s affairs became
worse than ever. The reason was this: One morn-
ing there arrived at his house two of his ncphews,
sons of a brother whom he had not seen for many
years, and who lived some lifty miles away. These
nephews, who were big, strapping fellows, and very
well dressed, said they were soldiers by profession,
but as there was a profound peace in their part of
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the country, they were out of employment, and so
had come to visit their good Unele and try to get
something to do.

The Baron Cormos was engaged in no war, fior
were any ofhis noble neighbors, and so poor Peter
could see no chance of getting his nephews any
employment in their line of business. However,
he could not tuni away his brother’s children, and
so he kept them in his house, although they had
trcmendous appetites and ate at'one meal more
than poor Ansel used to eat in two or three days.

Matters wei-e, therefore, really worse with the
poor tailor than before Ansel went to the castle.
Of course things could not go on this way very long,
and at last provisions became so very scarce at
Peter’s house that his two nephews could not stand
it any longer, and they determined to leave.

But where should they go? They debated this
question between themselves, and finally resolved
that they would go up to the castle and see Ansel.
He was in a good position and ought to be able to-
do something for them.

They knew hiin, for he had been down to see his
family several times during their stay, and so they
went boldly up to the castle gate, and asked admit-
tance and leave to see the castle dwarf,

“ And who may ye be?”inquired the fat, red-
bearded porter.

“ We are his poor relations,” said they.

The porter laughed at the idea of Ansel, or any
of his family, having poor relations, but he let
them in.

Ansel was glad to see them, and he gave them
seats on a high bench in an outer hall, where he
brought them each a giass of beer. The bench
was too high for him to sit upon, and so he Stood
and talked to them.

They were not long in making known the object
of their visit.

“ Butwhat do youwant me to do?” asked Ansel.

“ Get US positions here,” said Ronaid, the eider
of the two. “ In a great castle, like this, there
must surely be vacancies of some kind.”

“ What sort of positions? What can youdo?”
said Ansel.

“ Fight,” they answered.

“ But | don’t think the Count wants any soldiers.
He has a captain and a dozen men-at-arms, who
guard the castle; but even if more men were
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needed, 1 do nol ihink that you would like to wear
the coarse uniform and mount guard at night.’

“ No, perhaps not,” said Cari, the younger
brother’ “ but we might serve as extra soldiers,—
a sort of reserve guard, to be keptfor emergencies.
Go you, Ansel, and tell the Count of our need, and
1 ’Il venturo to say, he ’ll find us good places.”

“ And in the ineantimc,” said Ronald, “ just get
USsome more beer, my good little cousin. We ’re
dreadfully thirsty.”

Ansel hesitated. He had asked the steward for
some ofthe mild beer that they made in the castlc,
with which to enteitain his cousins, but he did not
like to ask for any more. But while he hesitated,
Cari exclahned;  y .

“Ha! Here comes a fair maiden with a pitclicr.
W hat does she carry so carefully ?
it to US?” . ,

Anselturncd. “ Oh no !” said he, “ thatisMaid
Margaret, and she is taking a pitcher of ice-cold
mead to the Count and the Countess in their tent
on the lawn. She takes it to them at this hour
every afternoon.”

“ Mead!” cried both the poor relations at once.
“ Ice-cold mead! That is delicious!
Ansel, and ask her for some of it for «s j

“ Some of the Count’s mead!” cned Ansel.
“ Why, she could not give you that!”

“ Go you and ask her,” said Ronald.
there’s plenty of it.”

Ansel did not wish to offend his cousins, and yct
he thought their request a’very strange one. So,
with a face of great perplexity, he ran o\’er to Maid
Margaret, who had now nearly reached the bottom
of the stairs Icading into the hall, and told her what
the two men on the bench had asked.

“ Who did you say they were?”
Margaret.

“ My poor relations,” said Ansel.

“ They don’t look very poor,” said Maid Mar-
garet, glancing at them, and then casting her eyes
down again. .

The castle monkey had come down-stairs with
Maid Margaret, and he jumped on an oid sili’er-
mounted chcst, on which Ansel was standing, and
began to strike at the strangers with his paw. He
was too far away to touch them, but for some rea-
son he considered them impropcr people,
seemed anxious to show them what he thought.

“ Oh, they are very poor, indeed,” said Ansei,
but they can’t have the Count’s mead, can they?

“ I should think not,” said Maid Margaret, waik-
ing on through the hall, without even turning her
head to look at the two men.

“ Poor relations, indeed !” said she to hersclf. as
she went out. “ They are lazy, impudent fellows
who are trying to impose on poor little Ansel.

Is she bnnging

Run you,

“1 trow

asked Maid

and
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W hen she had gone, the two brothers insistcd on
Ansel’s hurrying to the Count and making known
their desirc.

So Ansel went out to the Count. He was very
wilUng to oblige his cousins, but he did not hke
their way of asking for things.

When Ansel stated his evrand to his master, the
latter laid back in his chair and reflected.

“ If they are poor relations of yours, Ansel, 1
would like to do what | can for them. You
have been a good fellow since you have hved
with me.”

Ansel bowcd and thanked the Count.

“ They don’t look very poor,” said Maid Mar-
garet, who was standing behind the chair of the
Countess. .,

The Countlookedup at her, somewhat surprised.
Then he said:

“ Wel!, if they are poor, and dont look poor,
that is the more to their credit. 1 will engage
ihem and see what they can do. There may be
some fighting before long,—who knows? Go you,
Ansel, and tell the steward to enter i'our poor rela-
tions on the castle rolls.”

“ In what capacity, my lovcl?” asked Ansel.

“ As the Reserve Guard," said the Count.

And so the two brothers bocame members of the
castle household.

It so happened that in a very few days there
ardse an occasion for their sen-ices. A storc-house
belonging to the village was robbed of a quantity
of provisions, and the robbers, three m numbecr
and well armed, were traced to a forest some miles
back from the river. These men should be pnreued
and captured, and this seemed to be the very busi-
ness for the Reserve Guard.

Accordingly the poor relations were sent for by
the Count.

“ Do you think,” said he, “ that you two men
would be able to dcfeat and capture three well-
avmcd brigands?”

“ Vye could do it,” said the brothers, with com-

Mmch upon them, then,” said the Count, and
the Reserve Giiard marched.

The robbers were found a short distance withm
the forest, busily engaged in dividing their spoil.
The two brothers immediately fell upon them, and
being powerful fellows, and masters of their wea-
pons, they vanquished the three rascals with cora-
parative ease, and bound them hand and foot.

Then the Reserve Guard collectcd the stolcn
goods, and as they were tired and hungry they
made an excellent meal off the best of the prov.s-
ions; and when they had eaten all they needed,
they took a nap. When they awoke Ihc robbers
had escaped. The brothers were sorry for that,
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but still they had recovered the goods. So they
made a pile of them, and went back to the castle to
report their success and have a cart sent for the
provisions. This was done, but no provisions were
found; therobbershadreturnedandcarricdthemofr.

“JIY POUR RRtATIONS,”

W hen the Count heard of this exploit, he asked
the two brothers why one of lhcm did not keep
guard while the other siept, and why one did not
remain to watch the goods while the other carne
back to the castlc.

RELATIONS.
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“We nci'cr tliought of ihat,” said tire Reserve
Guard.

“ What you need to make you really available,”
said the Count, “ is a captain.”

“ True,” said the brothers, pieased at the pros-

SAIU AHSEL.

pectofbeing relieve:! ofresponsibility; “ we greatly
need some one to command us. W ithout officcrs,
the bcst army would be of little use.”

“ The next time you go out you shall have a

captain,” said the Count.
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The next time carne sooner than any one could

A""TlirthKe robbers, encouraged by their late siic-
cess, and having found that the Reserve Guard of
tlic castle consisied of only two men, gathered
ihemselves other desperadoes until they made up a
band of about a dozen raen. They then boldly
ravaged the village and the surroundmg country.
They were not afraid of the Count’s men-at-atrns,
because they never left the castle sva®, and the
brigands were careful lo keep out of the reach of
their culverins and long-bows. r -irH

The Count again sent fot h.s Reserve Guard.
“ You will march on these rascally bngands, said
he *“ andas you have shown that you are worth
very little without proper officers, I wdl Jeu
AnLl as captain. Yes," he contmued, “ and Mai 1
Margarct shall be your quartermaster, and Cracket,
the castle monkey, your scout and forloin bope.
Prepare to march by noon.”

This was more important businessthan the othei,
and the brothers were glad of some one to make
the necessavy arrangements for them, if it
should be no one but littlo Ansel.

“ Be careful of one thing,” said they to their
captain; “ there must be plenty of good thm " to
eat and drink. We requirc a great deal of the bcst
food when wc fight.”

Ansel, who knew little about such matters, ran
to Quartermaster Margavet, who was to rcmam at
home, but to prepare and pack the suPP;""®-

“ How long will you be engaged. saicl sne.

“1’m sure 1don’t know,” said Ansel.

“ Well wait here a minute, and 1 wil) consult
with the captain of the men-at-arms. “ Captain
said the quartermaster, when she found him on the
ramparts, “ how long would it take you to vangmsh
a dozen brigands?”

“ About twenty minutes,” said the captain.

So Maid Margaret went down and packed up
provisions for twenty minutes.

“ By the way,” said she to Ansel, ‘ | wish that
you would bring me back some bcech-nuts for iny
pig, Feodore. | will put a couple ofbasKets m the
provision-sack, and you can sling them across a
horse when vou return.”

Ansel promiscd to do this, and the quartermaster
put food enough for a good meal for two and a half
men and one monkey in tlic bottom of the sack,

even

and then she stuffed in two stout baskets. This
made the sack look well filled and portly.
Each of the brothers mounted a horse. Ansel

rodé behind one of them and the sack was strapped
bchind the other, while Cracket rodc behmd Ansel.
“ Now then,” said Ronald, as they rodé away,
vou raust remember, Ansel, that all the planmng
and arranging of this cxpedition falls to ) Our share.
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We ’re not to be bothered with any thmkmg or
contriving. W e’re to fight, and that’s all.

Soon after entering the forest, traces of th
roljbev-band were discoveved, and Ansel had no
difficulty in following their tracks to the bank of a
small creek. Here he ordered a halt, and as there
was a very tall trce near by, he climbed to the top
Gf it to reconnoiter. The monkey followed him
and climbed highcr than Ansel could go; but as
Cracket could not tell what he saw, thcve did not
seem to be much use of his climbing up at all.

Ansel could see nothing of the robbers, and was
about to descend the tree, when the monkey began
to chatter and point over the trec-top with his long
black hand. Ansel climbed up as much ffigher as
he darcd, and looking in the direction in which
Cracket was pointing, he saw, through an opening
in the trees, a rude encampment m a little dell
which was surrounded by thick undergrowth. He
could see men walking about, and he felt sure that
the whole band was in the camp, for tlieir habit
was to go all together on their expeditions and not
to sally out in small parties. ,

“ Good for you, Cracket,” said Ansel. | didnt
think you would be of any use to me, but you are
a first-rate spy, and if You can't talk,® you have
more sense than some people who can.

W hen he carne down from the tree, Ansel told
hismen thatthey might eattheirsupper, although it
was ratherearly, and take a nap. Then they would
be fresh, and ready for work when he awoke them.

“ | want to think the thing out quietly,
to himself, “ and they will only bother me.”

The two brothers were willing enough to eat
their supper, and, in fact, they were alveady asking
each other if it would be worth while to wait for
Ansel before attacking the fat provision-bag. The
horses were ticd and the sack was opened, and then
there were two blank faces! The baskets occupied
nearly the whole of the bag, and the package of
provisions seemed insignificant indeed.

“ A pretty supply fot two hearty men,” said Cari,
“ for you don't count, Ansel, although of course
wc ’ll give you something. Butheve ’sjustenough
for one good meal for USall.”

“ And that settles the length of this campaign,
said Ronald. “ We raust be home in time for
bi-eakfast to-morrow morning, so make your plans
accordingly, Captain Anscl.”

W ltcn the meal was over, and the monkey was
busy eating the scraps that were ieft, the two
brothers watered their horses, cut them some gtass
witli their swords, and then laid down under a tree
and went to sleep. Ansel sat down under another
tree and began to think. He certainly had a des-
perately hard job on his hands. There were at
least a dozen men in that camp and he had only

he said
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two,—stout fellows, it is true, ljut uot able to van-
quish six armed brigands apicce. And whatever
was done, must be done quickly. Hisarmy would
be back at the castle by breakfast-time. He could
depend upon them for tliat.

He thought and he thought. It would be too
bad if lie failcd in this, lhe first important under-
taking of his life. At sundown he had decided
upon his plan. He often acted as elerk for the
Count, and hanging at his side he happened to
have his ink-horn and pen, while in a pocket of his
doublet he found a piece of parchment. This he
tore in two, and on each piece wrote a note. The
first one ran thus;

“To THE COMMAKDBR OF THE UPPER DIVISION:

“ Be ready to cross the creek. at day.break, at a pointone-quaiier
ofa niile norih of ihc enemy's camp. Buton no accountveniure to
aiiack the band until ro-tnforcemenu are «eot (0o you, The biigands
gieatly out*nujnl>er you. A. V., Gcocral.”

Ansel was not a general, but he thought 011 such
an occasion as this he might assume the position.
He might never have another opportunity.

The second note was like the first, except that it
was directcd tn the commander of the lower divis-
ion, and ordered him to cross at a point a quarter
of a mile south of the enemy’s cainp.

“ Now to deliver these notes,” said Ansel to him-
self “ If I could only make you understand me,
Cracket, how useful you could be! But you can
help me,—that 1 know.”

Cracket chattered softiy and rubbed his nose, as
Ansel spoke. There was no way of finding out how
much he knew, but he looked very wise.

Ansel put his notes in his pocket, and having
found to his great satisfaction that the Reserve
Guard was still sleeping soundly, he and the
monkey crossed the stream, which was quite shal-
low, and made their way toward the robljers’camp.

When they were so near that they could hear the
voices of the brigands, Ansel took the two notes in
his hand, and holding them up ran a little way.
Then he gave the notes to the monkey, who imme-
diately imitaled him and began to run. Ansel
chased him, and the monkey ran right into the
robbers’ camp, Ansel in hot haste after him, cry-
ing; “ Stop! stopl”

In an instant a half-dozen ofthe robbers were on
their feet, with their swords drawn. Several of
them made cuts at the monkey, who nimbly dodged
them and scampcred up a tree. Out from his tent
rushed the robbcr chief.

“ What means all this?” he hoarsely cried, “ and
who,may you be?” glaring on Ansel.
“Oh! I'm all right,” said Ansel. “ 1’'m only

a poor messenger. But that monkey has taken my
two messages, and | must have them, or never show
my face at home again.”

[Kovember,
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“ Are they important?” asked the chief.

“ Oh, very " answered Ansel.

“ Cut down the tree and Kkill tho chattcring
beast!” cried the robbcr.

“No! no!” interrupted Ansel. “ 1 would not
have you kill him. He is a good monkey, although
mischievous. 1am light and active, and can climb
the tree. | might have caught him before, if he
had gone up a tree.”

So Ansel climbed the tree, and took the notes
from the monkey without difficulty.

“ And now,” said the chiefto him, when he had
come down, “ give me those messages.”

“ Pardon me, good sir,” said Ansel; “ but I can-
not, These messages are not addressed to you.”

“ Look ye !” cried the robber, drawing his heavy
falchion, “ if in five seconds you do not hand me
those notes, 1’1l cleave that little body of yours in
twain, and read your messages then at my good
pleasure.”

“ An’it be so,” said Ansel; “ there is no room
now for answer or phiiosophy,” and he handed him
the notes.

The robber read them both, and then hurriedly
retiring within his tent, hesummoned hislieutenant,
and read them to him.

“ Do you see ?” said the chief.
attacked to-morrow.”

“ And shall we fortify ?” asked the lieutenant.

“ Fortify! Never i” exclaimed the chief. “ Thus
lies the niattcr. The castle forces are to move on
us, from two points, at clay-break. But 't is plain
that they are few in number, for they daré not
attack us until re-cnforced. Now, my plan is, not
to wait for them to be strengthened, but to divide
our band into two, and let each division attack one
of the little bands across the creek, before their re-
enforcements reach them. They will be near the
place of cros.sing beforeday-brcak, and we can easily
fall upon ihcm.”

“ A good plan !” cried the lieutenant; “ and then
it svill be necessary to letthat little dwarf go on and
deliver his messages, else our enemy's plans and
ours shall fail.”

“ Yes,” said the chief; “let him go on and
deliver them. He can tell the Count’s men nothing
of us that they do not know, for they have dis-
covered our camp, and he will not darc inform them
that he has let those notes go out of his hands
into mine. He is no fool. | saw that plainiy.”

So Ansel was released and went his way with his
notes, and the monkey slid down the tree and fol-
lowed him.

Ansel went back to the place where he liad left
his army,—which he found still sleeping soundly,—
and sat down under a tree to await the progress of
events.

“We are to be

18781
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beforeday-break, while the night
and

thovd é‘nljt{pee piLTbefow the camp. When they

reached
the creek, f» “
and looking

do.vn, carefully listening

i . es of the Counfs
. Tit there for re-enforcements.

k “» » r s s ;- =
pvhausted and woundcd on the ground.

C u»<1 heard «reno - of .he comb.t «d a,
I it was lisht he hurried over to see what had
C p=«l1 W dt h. peroerved .he .e,eh o. hr,
Plans, he ran back and roused bis armyu

“ Heieh bo!” said Ronald, drowsily.
areiSdo now?

whnat
Not much, I -ckon for U is

nearly sunrise, and we shall - n t our breakfest”®
“You have nothing to do, said Ansel,
mount and ride to the castle as fast as >ou can.

Si~rir~brcthers, as they bridled the
t. Tbpv did not ask what had occurred, fior
Sui;, » W o h .h |, though. .hn. Anse.
hid d-ove.ed .hn.ihe robber. had goue, und .ha.

“* elrrpai“o” IpSiy» dp po; |

"The*“ oT was dehghted. H. cothp.in.en.ed
his Reserve Guard and t.icir captain, and then he
called Ansel into his private room to tnquire

his exact plan of opcrations.

When he had heard what Ansel had done, and
what the two brothers had not done, the Count was
both pieased and angry.

Look you,” said he to Ansel.

Heie are
three purscs of gold.

I have changed my mtcn-
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tions about them, and they are yours.
Ansel had joyfully left h -, the Count
sent for the soldiers of his Reserve Guard.
1°“You are Ansel's poor relations, | believe,

Ave mv lord!” they answered, “ that we are.”
4cak7ell beheve you,”

said he; “and poorer
Nol Tly'do "yoTndé“!voik yourselveTand prey on
your industrious telatives, but
fior give them any praise or cred.t _But
fpach vou a better way ofliving. <iO-«

The next day these two lazy fellows were sent to
thJcasde of tL Count's brother, far away among
the mountains, with directions to

at hard wotk for a year, that they
it was to earn the food they ate.

But Ansel kn w
notliine of this;

itwould have spoilcdh.sp I " « -
He only knew, when his holiday was over, that

= S pp»

I ,.u, .0 cxced, undin ,n=h . hnrry.
the baskets with tie sack m the forest.
“ It matters not,” said Ma.d Margare .

And

The

P

[-no¢“ -S"d° i» “ *S

If you hke it, Ansel, I will marry you. _
“1hat suits me very well,” said Ansel,
1 ¢.™ back f,o.n m’ holidny. I sh.ll he mnch

Muid Mungurc. und she

™ e hueh .0 .h.e.,..e he .nd

Sphirsiy “u»Xharrnnan

MM rlhrpnofiplP --. .hey ne,e, eeused .o
think that there were no two men m the world who
had been so badly treated as themselves.
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MONKEYS and DOGS to THE FRONT.
(Novembi-r,
MONKEYS AND D ~s TO THE FRONT.
By M. M. D.
| evenmg last summer a wonderful thing
ppencd to me. | wentinto a buildingwith My nurses-1 mean, my son’s-hand to enable me
'St — m.)./ eyes open, a sob.er Tears A 3
niiddle-agcd woman, with  Thnll children ciése by of
a great big son waiking @about myown age. and after the first start we al
sne -and in less laughed sofily together. My son, however siud
tnan five minutes | was
a little bit of a girlliolding . . L
tightiy to mynurse’s hand, and so It was the funniest dinner-partv that eo-iri i,
perfectly delighted that I laughed
“right out loud.”
verih.e - 2 You shall hear. and giasses, and tlic spnghtlicst, most atteniive nf
mi | "Aysmallest bart of the étory ' .«onkeys waited upon them, tray in hand hke a
good, htghly genteel waitress, as she was. ’

lhcbuildmgwasthe New York Aquarium and
we went there to look at queer fishes and beautiful
sea-anemones, and perhaps sharks, whales, poi
po ses, and sea-serpents—who could tell ? but on
ntermg, mstead of gomg at once to the big glass

we saw l.undreds of chairf dose

tanks as usual,

"o

X g onthei.
“ Let USsit down, too,” said my son.
Thmkmg it the fashionable thmg to do and

bemg, as | have said, a sober middle-aged person

r comphed at once, and-up went a”urm iX

g nav aT off‘lcer with admirai’s liat, epau[e?tseesd

as
as a nav
and side Whlskers all complete. He Xver”

tinuterw. m L:L1iZij:TTISFTI

.he ..b,e foe Tbf

A MY OF FIVL.

front of US, disclosing a large stage or platform
wlmrc sat a monkey dinner-party !

Then 1t was that | became a little girl — the sur
prise knocked ever so many years out of my life
I shoolc with laughter and had to take tight hold of

proud, never once noticed him, which the hungiv

farmer accepted in good part, as he did n’t t!S
any very great interest in admirdais

n the middle sat a fine monkey-lady, whom |
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afterward learned was called “ Mrs. Lome,” and
the monkey gallants on each side took turns in
conversing with her.  Sometimes, indeed, they
both addressed her at once, and then the fashion-
able Mrs. Lome would utter a fearful screech and
give them apiece ofher
mind, to the great ter-
ror of the farmer and
the amazement of the
admiral. She was a
lovely creature in their
eyes, you may be sure,
for she wore a red vel-
vet dress and a white

KADAMR POMPADOUR TAKES HER AFTnFHOOK WALK

hat with bright pink feather, and her coquettish
way of tossing her head was quite irresistible. Wine
was freely taken by all the guests, but | learned later
that it was only raspberry juice and water. It was
funny enough to see them take up their glasses in
one hand, bow to each other, toss off the contents,
and then pouiid the table for a frcsh supply.

I could not see what they had to eat, but it evi-

UP AND DOWN
dently was something good, for they smacked their
lips over it and grabbed bits from each other’s
platos so often that their master frequently was
obliged to expostulate with them.

DOGS

lively air.

TO THE FRONT.
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Ah, the master ! | forgot to speak of him. He
was their servant just then, and stood at a respect-
ful distance behind the table, bottle in hand, ready
to fin their glasses whenever called upon, or gently
to remind the guests that to lick one’s plato is not
looked lip6n as good table manners. Meaniime
the pretty waitress skipped about, bringing this
thing and that as the master ordered, and often
sinking into a little chair near by for rest and
solemn meditation. The dear thing was easily
“ flustered,” and the manners of the admiral some-
times so confused her that she seemed almost ready
to faint. At one time, when the master put a pair
of lightcd candles in her hands, bidding her hold

them very carefully, she
sprang up and ran from
the stage with them,
holding them both up-
side down, still blazing
and spattering. Now
and then the tempta-
tion to geta bit from
the tablegrew so strong
that she would vvatch
her chance to take a

sly grab when the
guests were chattering
together. Whenever she succeeded in this the

hundreds of spectators would applaud heartily.
We children thought it was rather improper for
grown persons to encourage theft in that way, but
we could n’t help feeling sympathy for the pretty
waitress, notwithstanding our good morais.

Ting-a ling-a ling!

It was so sudden that we hardiy knew when it

THE CLIMBER

happened ; but the curtain had fallen, and a bel!
ivas ringing. Only for an instant. Then the
musicians, seated in front of the stage, struck up a
The curtain went up again, and out
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carne Madame
La Pompadour,
taking her after-
noon walk! o
A  monkey ?
No, indeed. It
was a lovdy
white dog,—a large French poodle
waiking on its hind-legs and dressed.
as a iittle girl near us exclaimed,
“ pcrfectly lovely-ly!”

Madame was in gvand coiirt dress,
—a purple velvet train trimined with
red, a pink veil and pink paiasol, a
large white lace collar and beautiful
long curls. No, ihcy were not ex-
actly curls ; they were cars; but they
hung ijnsuch a curl-like way on each
side of her face that you would have
deciared them to be clusters of ring-
lets. Her elegance was irresistible.

Soon the master
appeared again, and,
stooping politely, of-
fered Madame La
Pompadour his arm.

She took it grace-
fully with one fore-
paw, holding her par-
asolupwiththeothcr.
You should have seen
the two promenadc
together 1 Madame
Pompadour’s long
train was held by a
page in full livery.
The page, though he
was only a monkey,
didremarkably well at first; but while they were thus
promenadinginstateiyfashion.hesuddenlydropped
the train, and, running off the stage, carne back
with a lighted lantern, In a twinkling, he had
madarae’s train in his grasp again, and all would
have gone well had he not accidentally jerkcd
his mistrcss down. This wastoo much. Madame
La Pompadour, | regret to say, quite forgot herself,
and, with a withering howi at the awkward fellow,
scampcred ofF Ihe stage on all fours |

Then carne the “ grand ladder act and barrel-
walk by three Spanish Barbariiio dogs.”

Ah, it was wonderful! This time there were no
dresscs, butthe dogsneeded all their libcrty of limb,
for they had hard work to do. So hard, indceci,
that we children could not have enjoyed it but for
the fact that the three tails kept wagging, wagging
all through the act. This showed that the actors
hked it, and knew perfectly well that they were

OMNO A FRIEND A LIPT.
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astonishing somebody.
The master, holding two
ladcicrs colorcd red and
white like barbcrs’ poles,
placed them in the form
of a leiter A without the
p crOss-line.
Up went the

dogs, wag,
'"3g-'vagging

in a proces-

sion ; iipand

down, in and

out, winding

among the
rounds, over
each other,

under each other, until fin-
aliy two sat at the bottom
and waited patiently while
the third, a brown fellow
with bushy tail, obligingly
made a complete A of the
ladders by stretching him-
“BROUCHT U' to it* self between them, just in

the right place, his fore-

on one and his hind-paws on the other.

paws
Then ihe master made a V of the laciders, and
again the Barbarinos in lively style managed to
cover them all over inside and out, not caring

a fig for the master’s shaking and twirling and
tipping of the ladders. The pictures givp fi fair

idea of the inovements; yet | should liké,"to se”X

again the solo ladder tricks, just to note tltojidmir-
ing way in wliich the two resting dogs wg
watching the performer, putting their head
and nodding their tails in approbalion.
were most chnrmed when the best clog
ladder to the top and staid
there while the master took
it up and held it, firston his
shoulder, and then resting
on his chin, while the mu-
sic fairly laii wild
with excitement.
Next carne in
“the two merry
spinsters,” as the
programmc called
them (I for-
got to say
that by this
time we had
obtained
a printed
program-

me which ladder frrrorhanck.

a solo

\
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told US about the several
characteis), and merry,
sprightly spinsters
they certainly were.
These rcinarkable
iadies were two

Scotch lerriers,

very tastefully

dressed in red

waists and fun-

ny white skirts

trimmed

with red;

CAM THE DOOS HOLD ON ? they had

gauze veils hanging down their backs, and long

ears like Madame Pompadour’s. Not once in all
their long performance did they put their fore-feet
to the ground. They danced, pirouetted and
capercd in perfectly good time to the music,
nevertaking their wistful eyes from their master.

If fot an instant lhey seemed to flag,

his checry “ Vite-la !” gave them fresh

spirit, and off they danced again.

Two pretty little spinning-wheels

with corafortable seats behind
them stood in the middle of the
stage, and often the two fun-
ny ladies would stop dancing
and seat themselves at their
wheels, both spinning together.
Their little feet worked at the
treadles, the wheels flew round,
the music played, the master

praised, and, right in the midst
of it, down went the curtain again.

Next, a great long barrcl was
brought in. The three Barbarinos
formed in Une, and, standing on
their hind-legs, rollcd the ljarrel
entirely across the stage with their
fore-paws to the tune of “ Johnny
comes marching home.” Then
one stood upon it, while the others
rollcd it, shifting his feet all the
time to keep from falling off. |If
you ever have seen a clog in a
tread-mill, you will know how he

managcd to do this. Soon two
got upon the barrei, and one
rolled it; and, finally, all three moimted the -

barrcl and staid thcrc somchow while their

master rolled it rapidly up and down a long and
slanting board. This was decidedly the hardest
feat of all, and when they had accomplished
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it after afashion, the three giftcd fellows
leapcd upon their master, and barked
with deiight just like ordinavy dogs.
Curtain—down and up, as before.
Now appeared three very large white
poodles, each shavcd on the back of the
body so as lo look like something be-
tween a puff-ball and a lion. They, too,
were not dressed (by this time it looked
strange to us children lo see so many
dogs without their clothes on!), and
their iames were Tom, Dick and Harry.
The supple fellows flew through rings
and wreaths suspended before them, and
at last, when a barrel was held in the air, they
jumped through itin so rapid succession that they
seemed to be pouring out of it like a sort of very
woolly ivater. The barrcl was open at each end,
of coui-se, or they could not have jumped through.

After this exploit,

Tom, Dick and Harry
scampered offthe stage
in high glee, and the
famous rope-jumper,
Ledn, carne in with a
bound. This active fellow
seemed to take to the skip-
ping-ropc as heartily as a

CISEILA TAHES A STAND

girl, for he easily cleared it twenty times without
missing, while the master and his nsslstant turned
it to slow and solemn music.
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Just at this moment a fearful chatter
was heard. It was the monkeys behind
the scenesl Evidently they thought the
dogs had done
about enough.
Their master took
the hint, and so
the next time tlie
curtain rose, we
saw a great rope
swing hanging
down from sorac
place above the
stage, and in carne
Master Jocko, a
large baboon with
puffy cheeks,grim,
but ready for busi-
ness.

He was dressed in harlequin colors,—yellow, red
and brown, and the way in which he acted on that
flying rope was surprising. He swung, rocked,
turned somersaults, and, finally, hung by his hind
hands, and all this while the rope was swinging
hard, high up inthe air. 1don’t know whether this
part was fine or not, for | shut iny eyes, justas a
little boy near us was saying to his sister:

“ Pshawl don’t mind. It isn’t hard for him.
He ’s been brought up to it, living in the woods.”

Next carné the goat Gisela, a large, muscular
creature, who seemed to require very little standing-
room in this world, in spite ofhis size. The picture
shows you his principal accomplishment; and yet
one hardly can tell from it how very strange it was
to see thisbig goat very, \'ery cautiously inount and
gather himself upon that little round bit of wood,
placed far above the floor, and really too small to
hold his four feet. Yethe turned himselfcompletely

teycf;- i

THE BREAK'DOWN OK THE APRICAN POST

around several times while in that position ! | was
glad when he jumped down and, making quite a
respectable bow to the spcctators, ran away to get
his supper behind the scenes.

The curtain had gone up and down so often that

MONKEYS AND DOGS
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by this time it seemed
to me only to give a
sortofwink after each
act,asiftosay; “ Now
I'll show you some-
thing better yet!”
It winked now.
Monsieur PietroBo-
no ! Ah ! if the goat
Gisela was siire-foot-
ed, Monsieur Bono
was no less so. He
was the tight-rope
dancer. Attired in
gay Spanish fancy
diess, that seemed
more suitable for a
raadaine than a mon-
sieur, he held up his
feet,—or rather his
lower pair of
hands, for the
monkey, being
a four-handed
animal, has no
feetatall,—and
the master rub-
bed them care-
fully with a bit
of chalk. Once
upon thetight-rope, PietroBono, scowlinga moment
at the musicians, who quickened their time accord-
ingly, began to show his powers. He walked upon
it, sat upon it, danced upon it, balancing his long
pole, carrying a circlet of lighted tapers with his
teeth, or holding a cup of water in each hand,
until the audience clapped in delighted applause.
But Monsieur Bono was not delighted. He looked
grave as an owl, and that only made us iaugh
the more, for it was piain that he liked his master,
and that he was quite willing to exert himself, but
that he evidently had mistaken rope-dancing for a
very solemn and dignified profession.
Next followed two dog-and-mon-
key plays. The first, called “ The
Break-down of the African Post,”
was very startling. An elegant little
carriage, with lamps at the side,
carne upon the stage bearing a pair
of gayly dressed monkeys, with
monkey footman and driver in liv-
cry drawn by two spirited white
dogs. Around and arouncl they drove in fine style,
when, allofa sudden, the carriage gave alurch, the
monkeys looked frightened half to death, the
wheels carne off, and away scampered the dogs
pell-mellin true runaway style.

MONSIEUR riBTRO
BONO AS A SI'AKISH
ROPR-pANCBR
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But the curtain wink- W hat did we do then? Go home ? Not so.
ed, as if to say, “All All of the hundreds of people left the building,
right, It was planned or scattered in various directions, among the tanks
beforehand;” and the of fishes, but | was not satisfied. | wanted to see the

man who had taught these animals such astonishing
tricks. So a messenger started off behind the stage to
find him, while | hurriedly gathered my years together,
and put them on as becomingly as | could, ready to be
respectable and iniddle-aged again on the approach of
Signor Taddei. He carne before long, quite surprised
at having been sent for,—a kind-looking, sober gentle-
man, who could n’t speak a word of English, How
fortinate that | was giown up again! Perhaps I could
understand him. As he proved to spcak French, we
got along very well, and | always shall be grateful for
the patient way in u'hich he answered every question,
often adding some welcome bit of Information.
Had Monsicur owned these animals long? Oh
yes, some of them for twelve years; he had been
training animals for fifteen years. Did he have to
whip them? “ Oh no, indeed; that would do
no good ; it would frightcn them. Kindness was
much the best,”—and so on until we obtained
many intcrcsting facts. t shall rcpeat them to you
in veiy mucli the same jcrky way in which they
carne, for this has been quite a long story already.
Signor Taddeihad come to America a few months
band had time only to stop its tune and strike up before, bringing his animals with him ; his daugh-
a iicw one when another play began. ter, who carne also, assists him very much, and his
“ The Execution of the Deserter.” pcts are as fond of her as they are of him. She
This 1 must describe briefly ; A dignified always stands behind the scenes to receive them
monkey enters dressed as a military officcr, a when they run off the stage. They are fed and
man (the master) hands him a paper in a grave, petted after each performance. The dogs like
sorrowful way. A dog in uniform is brought in. meat or sausage; the nionkeys sometimes take
His cockcd hat and military coat are taken ofT. meat, but generally they eat bread, milk, and
Evidently sentcnccd to die,
he is placed in position, a
bandage is ticd around his
eyes, the man fires a pistol
athim, and the dog fallsas if
dead. They pick him up,
drag him about, and lay him
down again, but he does
not show ihe slightest sign
of life. Then comes ablack
cart with a coffin in it
dragged by a black-covered
dog. The executed culprit
isput into it limp and life-
less, and the procession
moves solemniy on, when,
just as the funeral cortége is
going from the stage, the
“ corpsc ” suddenly leaps out of the coffin and rice. Tliey like to drink raspberry or strawberry
dashes out of sight. At this wonderful piecc of juice mixcd with water. His monkcys tasted bana-
actingthe peop|e app|aud tremendous|y’ the music has in New York for the first time in their lives,
grows loud and warm, and the play is oven and were delighted with them. Where did he get

THEf DESERTEK IS COKUUMKED TO DIE,

THE CORPSC TAKES AN AIRINC.
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his animals ? Certainly, Madame should be
told, with great pleasure. The dogs mostly were
obtained in Austria, biit his monkeys he picked
up at circuses and zoological gardens—in fact at
any place where he could find the right sort. He
selects his monkeys usiially by what he sees of them
at the menagerics, or zoological gardens. The best
ones always are active and on the alert. Were
monkeys as intelligent as dogs? Well, yes; no;
he could n’t say. Sometimes monkeys are
brightest, sometimes dogs; it depends entirely
upon the individual animal. Monkeys often forget
their tricks when they come lo a new place,— are
distracted by new sights and sounds; dogs don’t

STOCKTON. [Novsmber,

forget at all. A long time generaily is needed
for training either, but this, too, depends upon
the animal’s intelligence and the difficulty of
tlie trick; it may be three months, six months,
nine months, or a year. It took more than a year
to train the chief ladder-dog. Madame would n’t
believe it, but another dog has been training for
the same trick for a whole year and cannot perform
it successfully yet.

Patient Signor Taddei! How he works! How
his pets work! and how, together, they amuse and
astonish us! And how they help us to understand
God’s dumb crcatures, and teach us again and
again that kindness is the best law.

FRANK R. STOCKTON,
Bv E. N.
Most of the girls and boys who read St. Nicho- panioiis. They talked, read, played, wrote and

las know Frank R. Stockton by his writings, but
they may like also to know something of his per-
sonal history.

He was born in Philadelphia, Penn., April 5th,
1834, when Wailliam IV. was King of England,
when France was goveriied by Louis Philippe, and
Andrew Jackson was President of iheUnited States.

It is said that tlie children of the French sik-
weavers imagine the world to be made up of two
classes of people,—those who weave silk, and those
who wear it. And Frank Stockton may have
imagined that the world was divided into two
classes,—those who write books, and those who read
them. As for himself, he mcant to do both ; for it
happened that his lot was castin a family of writers.

His father, William S. Stockton, was known,
long before his son Frank was ljom, as a writer
upon ecclesiastical matters j and for nearly fifty
years he wrote ablyandvigorousiy, advocating, with
others, certnin reforms in the Methodist church,
which have since been adoptcd.

There was another son in the family, very much
older than Frank, who was an eloquent and well-
known preacher; and there was an eider daughter
of the family whose poems may be found in the
magazincs of twcnty years ago. And so Thomas
H. and Elizabeth Stockton, gave an impetus to the
literary aspirations of the younger children.

There were some halfa dozcn of these younger
ones. At the head of the roll stood Frank and
John. These two boys were inseparable com-

studied together. Whenever one enterad a room,
the other carne ciése after; and, when they grew
older, neither could tell of a boyish adventure in
which the other had not had a part. They read
the same books, and when they were not satisfied
with the way the stories ended, they used to wiite
out a new series of circurastances,—Kill off, or marry
the heroes and heroines as they pleased, and finish
the stories to their llking.

In the evening, when the father wrote, he liked
to have all,the children around him, and if they
had to be quiet, and often listen to long articles
about church government, as they were read to
their mother, yet the wood fire in the open Frank-
lin stove, the apples hung on the string to roast,
the chestnuts hidden in the ashes, the lessons to
learn, the library books, the whispered joke and
laugh, made the winter nights short in spile of
church politics and the talk of older people, and it
was far better than being sent off to a nursery.

So, out of this kind of life, with books and pict-
ures, with talk of writing and writers, with news-
papers and poetry, it was not strange that several
of the children took to ink, like ducks to water j
and that when the boys and their sister Louise
began to write for magazincs and papers, it seemed
a very natural thing to do.

One of the first published articles of the boy
Frank was a prize story in the “ Boys’and Girls
Journal,” a Philadelphia magazine. But he was
probably a much prouder author when a long story,

)
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written by him, appeared in McMakin’s “American
Courier,” a weckly paper of large circulation.

He was a very ci6se student, it is said, and went
rapidly througli the public schools of Philadelphia,
and graduated at the Central High School when he
was eighteen years old, belonging to a class that
has given Philadelphiasome ofher best-known pro-
fessional men.

Many of these graduales, with other young men
of the city, formed a literary society called “ The
Forensic and Literary Cirele,” with which Frank
and John were connectcd for five or six years, read-

FRANK R. STOCKTON.

ing at the wcekiy mectings many of their original
productions, Frank’s being generally stories, while
liis brother wrote pocms. The long-continued
influence of this society had much to do in eventu-
ally determining these two boys to sclect literature
as their profession.

After his graduation, however, when it became
necessary for Frank to select a business, he chose
drawing and engraving on wood, having a decided
talent for drawing, and a great love for it. But,
after having thoroughly learned the business, and
pursuing it successfully for some years, both in
Philadelphia and New York, he determined to
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relinquish it entircly, and dcvote himself to iilera-
turc. During all these years he had been writing
for various magazines and papers.

Meantime, his brother John (whose fiame is
now a tender memory) had chosen an editorial
carecr, and was then editor of a daily paper in
Philadelphia, the “ Morning Post.” And, upon
this paper, Frank Stockton began to work at litera-
ture as a business. After this he went to New
York, and was for a time connected with “ Hearth
and Home,” for which he wrote a great many
children’s stories besides working on the paper

editorially. He afterward joined the editorial
staff of Scribner’SMonthly, where he re-
maincd until S'f- NICHOLAS was started in
1873. He has been connected with this
magazineasassistant editor from the begin-
ning, until quite recently, when he resignad
to devote himselfentlrely to writing.

The first of his publications in book form
was “ Ting-a-Ling,” aseries of fairy stories.
These wereoriginally published in the “ Riv-
erside Magazine,” and at once gave their
author a position among the best American
writers in the field of fancy and delicate bur-
iesque. He also published “ Roundabout
Rarables,” and, subsequentiy, the serial,
familiar to our readers, which appeared in
the first volume of St. Nicholas, “ What
might have been Expected,” was put into
book form. His next volume for children
was “ Tales out of School.”

Mr. Stockton writes notonly for children,
but for grown people. As a writer for chil-
dren he has a certain jollity and curious in-
vention running through all the delicate
fancies of his fairy stories that make them
quite unique ; and his stories of ordinarylife
are all characterized by humor and out-of-
the-way adventures. The same chaiacter-
istics are noticeable in his stories written for
older people. He always looks on thebright
side of life, and there is nothing morbid in
his writings.

One of the principal charms in his stories, and it
is shown especially in such papers as'the “ Rud-
der Grange” series, published in Scribner’s
MoNTHLY, is his own entircly unaffectcd enjoy-
ment of his characters. The rcader finds Po-
mona and the eccentric boardcr irresistibly funny,
and when he laughs it is with the author.

In 1877, Mr. Stockton made a winter visit to
Florida and the Bahamas, where he obtained much
of the material for his serial story, “ A Jolly Fel-
lowship,” begun in this nuinber.

Mr. Stockton is married, and resides in a pleas-
ant little village; about ten miles from New York.
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HOUSIIKEEPERS.

By Katharinf. D. Smith,

THE HOUSBKEEPERS AT

Chapter i.

In the month of March, 1877, there was great
excitement at No. 27,second floor, ina Seminary in
the good oid Maine State, for Belle Winship, the
presiding goddess of the pretty little chamber, had
sent out five mysleriously wnrded notes to as many
girls, requesting their presence at ten o’clock A. M.

The wiklest curiosity prei-ailed, very iinperfectly
controllcd; but, at length, the hostess with great
dignity mounting a shoe-box, spoke in these
woi'ds: “ Fcllow-countryworaen: whereas, ourreci-
tation hall has been burned down, thereby giving
US a vacation of two weeks, thereforo I want to
impnrt to )'OU a plan by which we can better resign
ourselves to this afflicting dispensation. You
know,” continued she, stillimpressively, “ thatpapa
and mamma are both away for the winter, thus
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leaving our cottage vacant, and it occurred to me
as a briliiant idea that we six girls should go over
and keep house a fortnight alone.”

Here the tidal wave of her eloqucnce was im-
peded by the great enthusiasm prevailing. Cheers
and applause greeted her.

“ Oh, Belle, that is a lovely idea I” cried Lilla
Porter; “ but will your mother ever allow it, do
yous’pose?”

“That’s the point,” answered Beile, glccfully.
“ Here ’s the letter | 've just rcceived from papa :

Kaltimore, Mareh 2, '77,
Mv Dear Chitd; Wedon'tlikc to refuscyou anything whiic we
ajeaway enjoying ourselves, so, as the house is insujed, you may go
overand try your scheme

Mammasays yourausin't enlitely demolishherjelly and preserves

My only wish is ihalyou will be careful ofthe fires. | have scarcely
any hopes but ihat you will burn tbe house down; however, Isliould
like you 10 avoid it, if possible.— Your affcctionaie and imposed upon

Papa
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“Isn’t he a perfect darling !” cried the enrapt-
ured quintette.

“ | think,” said demure Sadie Weld, “ that
before we feel too happy, we ’'d better consult onr
‘powers that be,” and see if we can accept Bell's
invitation.”

“ 1 sha’n’t hear a “No' from one of you,” said
she, energetically, “1’ve thought it all over.
You, Allie, and Josie Fenton are too far from home
to go there anyway, so | shail lead you off captiva.
Your mother is in town, Lilla, so you can ask her
immediately, and you and Edith, Sadie, are only a
half day’s journey away, and can find out easily.
I know you can get permission, for it’s going to be
perfectly proper and safe. Grandma lives next
door, and Unele Harry can protect us from the
rampaging burglars and midnight marauders that
may happen in.”

So the “ Jolly Six” (as they were called by
theirschool-mates) separated, to build many glitter-
ing castles in the air. Belle, it was decided, was to
go on to her country home, in advance, and, with
the help of a young Irish girl, prepare the house.

They had deterrained to have no servant, and
their many ingenious plans for managing and
dividing the work were the source of great amuse-
ment to the teachers, some of whom were in their
confidence. Josie Fenton and Belle were to do the
cooking, Jo having the sternly practical department
hest suited to her—meat, vegetables, etc.— while
Belle concocted puddings, cakes, and the various
little “ messes ” toward which school-girl hcarts are
so tender. Allie Forsaith, the oldest of the party
and the beauty of the school, with Edith Lambert,
attended to making of beds, tidying of rooms and
setting of tablcs, while Lilla Porter and Sadie Weld,
with noble heroism and self-sacrifice, offered to
shoulder that cross of a girl’s life,—the washing
and wiping of dishes.

Wednesday morning the two maiden ladies liv-
ing opposite the Winship cottage were transfixed
withwonder by the appeavanceof Belle, who wanted
the housc-key left for safe keeping with them.

“ Du tell, Isabel,—waal, I didn’t expect to see
you this mornin’,—air your folks coming home?”
asked Miss Mirandy.

“ Oh, no,” said Belle; “ I 'm goingtohousekeep-
ing myself.”
“ Good land! You haint run off and got mer-

ried, hev you ?” cried Miss Jane.

“ Not quite so bad as that; but 1'm going to
bring five of my school-mates over to-morrow, and
weintend to stay two weeks all alone.”

“ Land o’ incrcy,” moaned the nervous Miss
Mirandy. That Pa o’ youm would let you tread
on him and not notice it. Heow any sane man
could do sech a crazy thing as to let a pack of girls

voL. VI.—4.
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tear his house to pieces, | don't see. You’ll burn
us all up before a week’s out; | declare | sha’n’t
sleep a wink for worrying the whole time.”

“You needn’t be afraid, Miss Sawyer,” said
Belle, with spirit.  “ If six girls, all fourteen years
oid, can 't take care of a few stovc.s, | should think
it was a pity. People don’t seem to think nowa-
days that girls know anything; the world ’s grow-
ing wiser every day, and | don’t see why we
should n’t be as bright as those horrid girls of fifty
years ago.”

“ Well, well, don’t get huffy, Isabel; you mean
well, but all girls are unstiddy at your age. Any-
how, | 11 try to keep an eye on ye. Here s your
key, and we can spare you a quart of milk a day
and risins for your bread, if you re going to make
rizbread.”

“ Thank you; that’ll be verynice,and now I 'm
going over to begin work, for I have heaps to do.
Grandma’s Betty is going to help me.”

The day was very coid, and both busy little
women shivered as they unlocked one frost-bitten
door after another.

“ We shall frcczc siiffas pokers,” chattered Belle;
“ butwe can’t help it; let’s build a fire in every
stove in the house and thaiv things out.”

This was done, and in an hour they were mod-
erately comfortable. The weather being so coid,
Belle decided on using only three rooms, all on the
first floor; the large, handsome family sitting-room,
the kitchen, and Mrs.Winship’scharober. This be-
ing very capacious, she moved a couple of bedsteads
from other rooms, and placed the three side by
side, filled up the intervening spaces with bolsters,
and thus made one immensely wide bed.

“ There, Betty, isn’t that a bright idea? We
can all sleep in a row, and then there ’ll be no
quarrelling about bed-fellows or rooms. | certainly
am aborn contriver,” said Belle, with a triumphant
little laugh.

The sitting-room coal-stove had accominodations,
on top and back, for cooking, so she thought their
suppers, with perhaps an occasional breakfast,
might be prepared there. The large bay-window,
with its bright drugget, would serve as a sort of
tiny dining-room, so the handsome extension-table,
with its carved legs, pretty red cover and silver
Service, was placed in it. This accomplished, and
every room being made graceful and hoine-likc by
the dainty touch of Bclle's pretty fingers, she went
into her grandmother’s, where four loaves of bread
were baking and pies being filled, in order that the
young housekeepers might commence with a full
pantry.

“ O, Grandma,” said she, breathlcssly learing
off her “ cloud ” and bringing down witb it a sun-
shiny mass of bronze hair, “ it does look lovely, if
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| do say it; and as for setling tliat house on fire,
there ’s no danger, for it will take a week to thaw
it into that condition in which it will burn. | have
made up my mind that | wont build the fires every
morning; even if | am hostess, I don’t want to
freeze myselfdaily for the cause of poiiteness. Has
tbe provisién man come yet?”

“ Yes,” said Unele Harry, “ and brought eat-
ables enough for an army,—more than you girls
can dcvour in a month.”

“You’ll sec,” said Bellc, laughingly. “ You
don’t know the capacity of the ‘Jolly Six’ yet.
Now, Betty, picase take the eggs and potatoes and
fish into our store-room. | ’vc just time to make
my cake and custard before | ridc to the depot for
the girls. Do you know, Unele Harry, | 'm going
to do the most astounding thing ! 1 've bonowed
Farmer Allen’s one-seated old pung,—the one he
takes to town filled with vegetables,—and | 'm
going to keep it for our sleigh-rides. It will hold
all six of US, and what do we care for public
Opinion?” finished she with a disdainful sniff.

Chapter |II.

Two hours later you might have seen the old
pung drawn by Kate and Jerry, with Belle and Allie
Forsaith on the seat, and four laughing, rosy-
cheekcd girls warmly tuckcd in buffalo robes on
the bottom- Even the sober old sun, feeling under
a cloud that day, poked his head out to see the
fun, and became so interested tbhat, in spite of him-
self, lie forgot his determination not to shine, and
stayed out all the afternoon.

W hen the girls opened the door and saw Belle’s
prepai-ations,—the cozy sitting-room, with dining-
table in the bay-window, three sofas in a row, so
that on snowy days they might extend their lazy
lengths Ihcreon, and finally a huge barrel of nod-
head apples in one cdrner,—there ardse ecstatic
cheers. loud enough to shock the neighbors.

“ 1 know it’s an origmal idea to have an apple-
barrel in your parlor cérner,” laughed Belle; “ but
the common-sense of it will be seen by every
thoughtful mind.  Our forces will consume a peck
a day, and life is too short to spend in galloping up
and down cellar a dozen times a day for apples.”

“ Belle Winship, you re an inhospitable creature,”
said Lill.a Porter. “ Here | am, calmly seated on
the coal-hod with my hat on, while you are talking
so fast that you can’t get time to show us our
apartments.”

“Apartments !” sniffed Belle in mock dudgeon.
“ You are very grand in your ideas 1 Behold your
quarters, girls!” and she threw open the door of
the largo chamber.

“ Belle, you will yet be Presidentess of these
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United States,” cried Edith Lambert. “ Any girl
who can devise two such happy plans as an apple-
barrel in a parlor cérner and three heds in a row,
ought to be crowned.”

“ Might a poor worm ingiiire, Bellc,” said Sadie,
“ why those croquet mallcts and balls are laid out
in file round the bed ?”

“Why, those are for protcction, you goose;
s’posin’ anybody should come in the piazza window
at night and we had nothing to kill him with !”

“ Yes, and ‘s’posin’’ he should take one ofthe
mailets and poiind us all to a jelly to begin with?”

“ That would be ratherembarrassing,” answered
sbe, with a shudder,

“What could one poor man do against five girls
banging him with croquet mailets, while the sixth
was running to alarm the neighbors; and finally,
in conclusién, | suggest that the cooks start sup-
per,” and Allie threw herselfinto an arm-chair, and
put up a pair of stout little boots on the fender.

The unfortunate couple referred to exchanged
looks of unmitigated disgiist.

“Well,” said the head cook, “ | havemy opinién
of a girl who will mention supper before she ’sbeen
in the house an hour. Belle, | foresee that they re
going to make galley slaves of us if they can.
Besides {turning again to Allie), itisn’t to be sup-
per, but dinner. The medis at this house are to
be thus and so: Breakfast at 9 A. M.; lunch at
12 M.; dinner at 4 P. M.; rcfrcshinents at 7.30
P. M-, and all affairs pertaining to catables are to
be completely under control of Mesdcmoiselles
W inship and Fenton. We sha’n’t have you ‘sug-
gesting "dinner at all hours, Miss Forsaith.”

“ Oh, dear!” cried Sadie Weid in comical
despair, “if wc are going to be ruled over in this
way, life will be a bitter pill. | daré say we shall
be half-starved. Do give us something good to
begin on, Bluebell!”

Judging from the scene at the table an hour
later, it would not have made much difference
whether the repast was sumptuous or not, so for-
midable were the appetites, and such the merriment.

“ Oh, dear,” said Belle dismally, to the assistant
cook. “ I will throw off all disgiiisc and say this
family is a surprise and a disappointment to me.
W hen a person cooks twenty-sevcn potatoes with
the reasonable expcctation of having half left to fry,
and sccs a solitary one left in the dish, it’s discour-
aging. Any way, we are through for to-night, so
the Dish Brigade can marsh.al their forces. W e will
take our one potato into the kitchen, Jo, and see
if we can make it enough for breakfast.”

At nine o’clock that evening Unele Harry went
through the garden, and seeing a curtain up, looked
in the back window of the sitting-room, thinking
he had never seen a prettier or happier looking
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picture. Pretty Edith Lambert curled in an arm-
chair near the astral lamp, her face resting on her
two rosy palms, and her eyes bent over “ Little
Women.” Blucbcll, her bright hair bobbed in a
funny little twist, from which two or three vent-
uresome and rebellious curls were straying out,
and her high-necked bluc apron still on over her
dark dress, was humming soft little songs at the
piano. Roguish Jo was sitting flat on the hearth,
her bright cheeks flushed rosier under the warm
occupation of covn popping, and her dark hair
kinking up into
cunning tendriis
round her facej
and demurc Sadie
Weld with her
shy, tender face,
beside her on a
hassock, knitting
a “fascinator” out
of white wool.
These two, so
thoroughly  un-
like, were never
to be seen apart;
indeed, they were
so inseparable as
to be dubbed
the “ Scissors” or
“Tongs" by their
friends. Allieand
Lilla were quar-
rclingbriskly over
a game of crib-
bage, Lilla's ani-
mated expression and merry, linging laugh con-
trasting forcibly with Allie’s lovely, calm face.
Slie never was known to be cxcited over anything.
It was she who carrietl off all the dignity and took
the part of presiding goddess over the party. The
girls all adored her for her beauty and superiorage;
for she was nearly sixteen.

“ Well,” said Jo, brcaking the stlence, “ let us
have refreshments, then a good, quiet talk together,
and then muster the Hair-Crimping Brigade and
go to bed. I think | have cora enough; I've
popped and popped and popped as no one ever
popped before, and till popping has ceasedtobe fun.”

‘“Pop on, pop ever; the more you give us, Jo,
the more pop-ular'you Tl be,” laughed Belle.

“ She’s a veritable ‘pop-in-J,” isn’t she?” cried
Lilla.

“ Now, Lilla,” said Edith, “ let us get the apples
and nuts, and wc ’ll sit in a ring on the floor, and
eat. | sha’n’t crack the almonds. The girl that
hath her teeth, | say, is no girl, if with her teeth
she cannot crack an alniond. Lilia, you re nota
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bit ofassistance; you 've tied up the end of the nut-
bag in a hard knot, upset the apple-dish, put the
table-clothoncrooked.and—Ohl dear; now you've
stcpped in the pop-corn” (as Lilla, trying desper-
ately to cross the room without knocking some-
thing over as usual, had hit the corn-pan in her
airy flight). “ You have such a genius for stepping
into half a dozen things at once, | should think
you must be web-footed.”

“Well, that’s possible,” retorted the unfortu-
nate Lilla, “ I 've often been told | was a duck ofa
girl, and this proves it.”

“ Do you realizo, girls,” said Edith after a while,
“ that we shall all be visited by ghosts and horrible
visions to-night, if we don’t terminate this repnst?
1’1l put away the dishes, Belle, if you ’ll move the
sofas up to the fire, so that we can have our chat.”

So, speedily, six warm dressing-sacks were slip-
pcd on, and then, the lamp being turned out, in
the ruddy glow of the fire-light the brown, the
yellow and the dark hair was taken down, and the
girls, braiding it up for the night, talked and
dreamed and built their castlcs in the air as all
girls do.

“ Girls!” said Alice softiy, breaking an unusual
silence of five minutes, “ how thankful we ought to
be for the happy lives God gives us! We have
been put in this world and taken cave of so beauti-
fully every day; yet we don’t often think about it.”

“ | think trouble, sometimes, more than happi-
ncss, leads us into thinking about God’s goodness,”
said Edith, “ though it’s very strange itshould. It
was Marama’s death that brought me to Him.”

“ Whata perfectheathen I am !” burst out Josie.
“ 1 can't feel any of these things any more than if
i was a Chinaman. | wonder if | shall ever get
waked up !”

“ Lookoutofthiswindow, Jo,”said Belle, who was
leaning on the sill.  “ Don’t you think that if God
can make out of all that snow and ice in three
short months, a lovely tender, green, springing
world, He can make something outofyou? Isn’t
it a wonderful thing that He can wake up the life
that ’s asleep under that frozen earth ?”

“Well,” rejoined Jo dismally, “ there’s some-
thing to begin on out there, but I don’t think 1
have much of a soul, anyway. | never have seen
any signs ofit.  You always say things so prettily,
Belle, that | like to hear you scrmonize. You’d
make a good rainister’s wife.”

“ 1 think you have plenty of ‘soul material,’
Jo,” said Lilla (confusedly struggling lo make a
figure of speech express her meaning). “ There’s
lots of it there, only it wants to be— blown up,
somehow.”

“ Thanks for your
amid the

encouragement,” said Jo,
laughter that followed Lilla’s peculiar
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metaphor. “ 1 guess you’li have to handle the
spiritual bellows, and then you ’ll find it’s harder
work than you imagine. Now don’t laugh, girls,
because | really do feel solemn about it, only | talk
in my usual dreadful way.”

“You always make yourselfappearwicked, Jo,”
said her lovingchampion, Sadie; “but | happen to
know a few ‘facks’in your case. Girls, last month
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ever happened to me except going to California
and talking to Dickens once. That’s the sum
total of my adventiires.”

“ Tell us something about California, then. Oh,
you do have such a good time, and funny things
are always happening to you,” sighed Lilla, “ You
never seem to have any tridis.”

“ Triais !” rejoined Belle, sarcastically. “ I should

BELUB ASKS MISS SAWVBR POR THE KEV

she gave every cent of her allowance to Mrs. Hart
(that poor washer-woman who scorched her white
overskirl), and stayed away from the levee to take
care of that horrid room-mate of hers who had a
headache.”

“ Sadie, if you don’t desist,” cried Jo, wiih a
flaming face and brandishing a liair-brush fiercely,
“ 1 will throw this at your dear, charitable, little
head. Now, Belle, you know we ali agreed to tell
a story or adventure each night before going to
bed, and I think you, as hostcss, ought to begin.”

“ Dear me, 1 can’t!” cried Belle. “ Nothing

think 1 had nt 1 Perhaps | have n’t a little brother
and an awfully fussy oid aunty ! Perhaps I never
had three-fourths of my alveolar processes come up
through my jaw to be pulled out! Don't you cali
those ‘“afflictions’?”

“ Yes, | do,” answered Lilla, joining the general
laugh; “ and 1°ll never allude to your good fortune
again. Now teil us a California story,—that’s a
dear,—for | ’in getting sleepy.”

“ Well,” said Belle, casting her eyes round the
room until they rested on the what-not, “ I ’ll tell
you the story of these;” (taking up a string of
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dusky-looking pearls which had the appearance of
having been burned) “ and | shall make it just as
‘bookish”and romantic as possible,"

“ Last summer, Mamma and | were boarding in
a beautiful valley a hundred miles from San Fran-
cisco. It svas near the mining districts, where Papa
was attending to some business. Ofcourse, a great
many Mexicans and Indians, as well as Chinamen,
worked in these mines, and we used to see them
very often. Mamma and | were sitting under the
pcach-trees in the garden one afternoon ; the fruit
was ripe and hanging ‘in bushels’ on the trees, as
beautiful to look at as it was luscious to eat; some
of the peaches were a rich yellow inside and others
snow-white, except where the crimson stone had
tinged its socket with rosy little spots

“ We were sewing and eating when the gate
opened, and an Indian girl with an old squaw carne
in and approached us. The girl could speak Eng-
lish, and told me her iame was Eskaluna. | knew
then she was the beauty and belle of the tribe, and
was going to marry the chief’s son when the next
moon carne, fori had heardofher from our Indian
cook, who was as gossipy as a Yankee. She was
the most beautiful creature | eversaw: lovely black
hair,—not so coarse as is usual with them,—brill-
iant dark eyes and good features, the prettiest
slim hands and graceful arms, too. Then she was
dressed gayly and handsomely in the fashion of her
tribe, and on her lovely, bare, brown neck was this
long string of Mexican pearls, which we noticed at
once as being very valuable. She stayed there all
the afternoon eating peaches, and really grew quite
confidcntial. Mamma, meanwhile, had gone into
ecstasies over her beautiful pearls, and had taken
them from her neck to examine them. At sunset,
when she went home to her wigwam, she slipped
the necklace into Mamma's lap, saying, with her
S'veet trick of speech, ‘I eat your peachie, j'ou
takie my beads.” Of course Mamma could n’t
accept them, and Eskaluna departed in quite a dis-
appointed mood. | remember being sorry that the
pretty young thing was going to marry the dis-
agreeable, ugly chief. He was just as jcalous and
ferocious as lie could be,—would n't let her talk to
one of the warriors of the tribe, and had shot one
man already because he fancied she liked him.

“In two days our Indian cook carne home at
night from the mines, saying he wanted a holiday
the next morning to go to a funeral, You know in
some tribes they burn the bodies of the dcad.
Well, we asked him the particulars, of course, and
were terribly shocked when we heard that it was
the funeral of Eskaluna. Nakawa toid us the
whole story in his brokcn English, and a sad
enough one it was. Her lover, as | have said,
was always jealous of her, and on the afternoon she
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carne to our house, he had heard from some cvafty
villain or other (an enemy of Eskaluna’) that she
was falso, and instead of intcnding to marry liim,
she loved a handsome young Indian of another
tribe and would run asvny with him.

“ This fiicd his hot blood, and he rushed off on
the village road determined to kill her. He climbed
up a large sycamore-tree on a lonely part of the
road, and there waited until the shadows fell over
the mountain-sides, and the sun, dropping behind
their peaks, left the San Jacinto valley in fast grow-
ing darkness. At last he saw the gleam of her
scarlet dress in the distance, and soon he heard her
voice as she carne singing along, little thinking of
her dreadful fate. He took sure aim at the heart
that was beating happily and carelessly under ber
cape of birds’ feathers, shot, and so swiftand unerr-
ing his arrow that she fell in an instant,—dead
upon the path. Then, leaving her with the help-
iess old squaw, he escaped into a cafién near by.

“The next day we went over to the Indian
encampment, and reached the place just after poor
Eskaluna had been burned on the funeral pile.
W e went ciése to the spot, and could hardly help
crying when we thought of her beauty and sweet-
ness, and her tragic death. Up near the head of
the pile where that lovcly brown neck of hers had
rested,—the prettiest neck in the world,—laid this
charred string of pearls she had worn inour garden.
Mamma asked for it as a remembrance, and the
old squaw gave it to her. Eskaluna’s brother is
on the war-path after her murderer, | guess, to this
day, ifhe hasn’t killed him yet; for he was deter-
mined to avenge her. Now isn’t that romantic,
and terrible at the same time, girls? Poor Eska-
luna ! I don’t know that her fate would have been
muchb easier if she had married him; but it’s hard
to think of her being so heartlessly murdered when
she was so innocent and true; and that’s the end
of my story. Now, come to bed, girls; it’s ten
o’clock.”

In a halfhour all six were asleep, and the bright-
faced moon, looking in at the piazza window, smiled
as she saw the lialf-dozen heads in a row, and the
bed surrounded by croquet mailets and balls.

Chapter Ill.

The next day rose clear, bright and sparkling,
but bittcrly cold-

1 cannot attempt to tell you all the doings of
that indefatigable and ingenious bevy of girls dur-
ing the day. Miss Mirandy, their opposite neigh-
bor, had kept at her post of observation, the
window, very closely, and had seen much to
awaken scorn and surprise.

“ Waal, Jane 17" said she cxcitedly in the afier-
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noon, “ there they go ag’in! That’s lhe fourth
time their hoss has been harnessed into Allen’s

pung to-day; and now they ’ve got their Gnele.
W hatever they find to laiigh so over, and where
they go to, is more’'n | can see. They hevn't
done np their dinner dishes, 1 know, for | 've been
watching of 'em and they haint had time to do ’em
so vast quick as this, though Belle Winship is as
spry as a skceter when she gets agoing.”

Miss Mirandy’s eyes were better than magnifying
glasses, for, aided by a lively imagination, they
could dart around corners and through doors with
great ease. Belie avowed confidentially to Sadie
that morning, when she inet her eyes fixed on the
pantry window, that she ble’eved Miss Mirandy
could see a fly-spcck on top of a Hberty pole.

The girls had made a very lively day of it, and
in the evening, their spirits being still high, they
gave an impromptu concert; with Unele Harry,
two or three of Mrs. C.’s boarders, the young
school-master and Hugh Pennell (home from col-
lege on vacation), for an audience; a small, but
apprecia'tive one.

Belle had a keen sense of the ricliculous and a
voice like a meadow lark. Jo was capital, too, as
a mimic, so together they gave some absurdiy
funny scenes from operas and lhe like. Belle had
throivn on an evening dress of her cousin’s, left in
the house, which, with its short sleeves, showing
her round, girlish arms, and its long train, made
her such a distracting little prima donna of fifteen,
that Hugh Pcnncll quite laid his boyish heart at
her feet. She sang “ The Last Rose of Summer”
with all the smiles, head tossings, arch looks, cast-
ing down of eyelids and kissing of finger-tips at
closc, which generaily accompany it when sung by
the stage soprano, and was greeted with rapturous
applause. Then Jo, as tho tenor, in drcssing-gown
and smoking-cap for male altire, sung a fcrvent
duet with Ailie Forsaith, rcndcring it wilh original
Italian words, and embraces at the end of each
measure. After bidding their visitors good-night
at ten o’clock, and keeping the cooks company in
the kitchen while they set muffins to “ raise ” for
breakfast, the girls went to their room.

“ 1 never had such a good time in my life,”
sighed Lilla, as she blew out the lamp and tucked
herself in on the front side. “ | only have two
things to trouble me. First; my tooth feels as if
it were going to ache again. Second: it’s ray
turn to build the fire in the morning.”

“ Consolé yoursclf with one thought, my dear,”
said Belle, sleepily, yct sagcly, “ both thosemisfort-
unes can’t happen to you, for if your tooth achcs,
we sha’ n’t make you build the fire.”

Lilla’s fears had foundation, however, for in
the middle of the night, Jo, who slept next the
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front side, waked up to find her slipping out of
bed.

“ W hat’s the matter, Lilla?” whispered she.

“ Nothing; don’t wake the rest, but that acliirig
tooth of mine has given me the neuralgia. Wliere
is the “stuff’ | baihe my face in, do you know? ”

“ Yes, just where you put it this morning, in the
wash-stand closet; sha’n’t | lightthe lamp and help

you ?”
“ No, no,” said Lilia, “ 1 can put my hand
right on it. Here it is! 1’1l bathe my face a

few minutes and then try to get to sleep.”

So she anointed herself freely, put the bottle and
sponge undcr the head of the bed lest she should
need them again, and, finally, the pain growing
less, fell asleep.

In the morning, Belle, who waked first, rubbed
her eyes drowsiiy, looked oi'cr to Lilla, who was
breathing quietly, and uttered a loud shriek. This
in turn aroused the other girls, who, looking where
she pointed, followed her exainple, One side of
Lilla’s face was swollen, and of a dark, purple color,
presenting a frightfu! appearance. At length,
hearingthc confusién, Lilla awoke with a start, and
her eyes being open and lolled about in surprise,
looked still more alarming.

“ W hat’s the matter, girls?” said she, sitting
iip in bed. Thereupon Edith and Allic began to
cry, and nobody answered her.

“ Keep calm,” said Belle, tremblingly.

“ Lilla, dear, your face is badly swollen and dis-
colorcd, and we ’re afraid you ’ll be very sick, but
we ’ll send for the doctor right away ; does it pain
you much ?”

She jumped up hastily, and, looking in the mir-
ror, uttered a cry of terror, and sank back into the
rocking-chair.

“ Oh dearl oh dear! What can it bel Oh
take me home to papa, Belle! jt must be a—a
malignant fustule—or spotted fever—or something
dreadful! What shall | do ? Belle, you 're a doctor’s
daughter; do find out what ’s the matter with mel ”

“ Girls,” cried Belle, with a face like a ghost,
“we can’t be too quick about this. If you, Jo, will
build a kitchen fire, and Allle do the same in here,
then, after we 've made her comfortable, Edith can
run and tell Unele Harry to come.”

“ She had a pain in her face last night,” gasped
Jo; “that must have had something to do with it.
She put some of her medicine on and then dropped
off into sleep. Come, darling, let us tuck you in
bed again ; try to keep up your courage !”

Then there was a hasty consultation in the
kilchen, 'midst many groans and tears. Belle was
authority on sickness, and she said, with an awe-
struck face, that it must ijc a dreadful case ofery-
sij>elas in the very last stages.



HALF A DOZEN

1878.]

“ But,” cried Allie, perplexed, “it’s a very
strange case, for why does she have so little pain,
and how could her face have turned so black from
niortification in one night ?”

“ Heaven knows,” said Belle, devoutly, and in
abject terror, wringing her hands. “ What to do
with her | don’t know. W hether to put hot bricks
to her head and ice to her feet, or keep her head
coid and soak her feet—whether to give her a
sweat or keep her dry, or wrap her in blankets, or
get the linen sheets. Jo iswith her now. If you’ll
go and wake Unele Harry, Edith, it ’s the best ihing
we can do. Please go with her, loo, Sadie, and you
wont be afraid together.”

Allie and Belle rushed back to Lilla, who looked
even worse, now that the room was bright with the
glow of the open fire and the palé light of the
student-lamp.

“ You patient oid darling!” cried Belle, plunging
down on her knees beside the bed. “ They've
sent for the doctor, and now you 'll be all right.
Good gracious! what bottle have | tipped over
under this bed?”

“It’s iny lotion for neuralgia,” moaned Lilla
faintly. '« | bathed my face in it last night, and
put it under there afterward.”

“ Your neuralgia lotion ! !” shrieked Belle, with
first a look of blank astonishment, and then one of
insane excitement and glee mixed in equal parts.
“ Look at it, girls, and don’t let me die laughing.
Look, Allie and Jo ! Oh, Lilla, you precious,
precious goosc!” and thereupon she dragged out
from bencath the bed-curtain a pint bottle of—
violet ink, and then relapsed into a paroxysm of
merriment. Just then the back-door opened, and
in hurried Unele Harry and the girls, much terrt-
fied, for they had heard the shouts and gasps and
excited voices from outside, and supposed, at least,
that Lilla had fallen into convulsions.

“ Let me see the poor child immediately,” cried
Mr. Winship. “ W hat’s the trouble with you,
Belle, are you crajy ? and where is Lilla ?” (looking
at the apparenily empty bed, for Lilla had wound
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herself in the bed-clothes, disappeared from view,
and was endeavoring to forcé a whole sheet into hev
mouth in ordertorendcr laughter inaudible). “Are
you trying to play a Joke on me ?” continued he,
with as much dignitj’ as was consistcnt, in an attire
made up ofan under-flannci, a pair oftrousers.wrong
side out, rubbers, a tall hat and gold-headed cafie
which he had caught up in his hasty flightfrom his
chamber.

“ The factis,”answered Belle, between convulsive
gasps and trying desperately hard to rcgain her
sobiiety,—“ the fact is—Unele Harry—we made—
a mistake, and so did—Lilla. There were two
bottles just alike in the closet, and in the night she
bathed her face for ten minutes in the purple ink 1
Oh, oh, oh 11!~

Unele Harry’s face relaxed into a broad grin as
he saw the joke.

“ Oh, Mr. Winship, you should have seenher!”
sighed Jo, lifting hcr head from the sofa-pillow with
streaming eyes. “ All her face, except part ofher
forehead and one cheek, was covered with enormous
dark purple blotches. She looked like a calathum-
pian, or a leper, or anything else frightful !”

“ Well,” said Edith, slyly, “ Belle said inortifica-
tion had taken place, | don’t think Lilla has ever
been more mortificd than she is now; do you?”

“Puns are outofplace, Edith,” said Belleseverely.
“ Don’t hurry, Unele Harry. Don’tletany thought
of your rather peculiar attire cause you cmbarrass-
ment.”

But before Belle’s tcasing voice had ceased, the
last thud, thud of his rubbers, and dick, dick of
his gold-headed cafie were heard in the hall, and he
thought, as he tried to finish his night’s sleep, that
he would be cautious before he allowed thcsc mad-
cap girls to rout him out of bed again at three
o’dock in the morning.

As for the girls themselves, they did not make a
trial of slumber, but scrubbed Lilla energetically
first, and then made molasses candy, determined
that the roaring kitchen fire should be used to some
purpose.

(To ~ eoHtiHnedy
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THE THREE WISE MEN.

(See “ Three Wise Women/' St. Nichoi-"s, tor Aprii, 1878, p. 433.]

By Joel Brush.

.<U, «=-

Three wise old men were they, were they,
Who went to walk on a winter day.

One carried a club to dig for pickles;

One wore an ulster to kccp off pricklcs;
The third, and he was the wisest one,

T o kill the mosquitoes, carried a gun.

Oh dearl” cried one, “ Three wise women | see!
The only chance for our lives is to fice !'”

So they ran till lhey reached the great north pole,
And up in the stealthiest way they stole;

But high at the top sat a Polar bear,

Which filled the three wise men with despair.



THE THREE WISE MEN.

One used his club for a parachute;

One from the stock of his gun did shoot;
The third, in the ulster, fainted away,

And there he 'd have lain to this very day,
If the three ofd women had not appeared,
And found them all mote hurt than skeered.

One fanned the ulster into life,

For which he gladly made her his wifo;
One caught the club man on her ladder,—
T was hard to tell which felt tbc madder,
And the third, before he had time to ask it,
Carried the sportsman off in her basket.
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HE trees and plants of lhe
half-tropical forests of
the Southern States are
very interesting to one
accustomedto ourNorth-
ern woods. The elms,
oaks and inaplcs of the
North give place to other
species of the same fam-
ily, and many entirely
new kinds meet his eye.
There are in the South,
for example, true oaks
which retain an ever-
green foliagc, and are
thcrefore called live-
oaks. Such a tree is
shown in the picture on
next page, and forms a

portion ofa scene perfectly characteristic of Florida.

The live-oak is, or has been, one of the most
valualjle of our forest trees—so valuable that the
Government has protected and preserved large
tracts or reservations of it in Florida, where no
person is allowed to cut any timben It is used
altogether in ship-building, and the knees, or ribs,
of vessels made from it will last a hundred years or
more. There are yet shown on Cumberland island,
near the coast of Georgia, the stumps of trees from
which were shaped the timbersof thefrigate “ Con-
stituiion”— so cciebrated in our history.

The live-oak is fast decreasing in numbcrs, and
men are yet employcd in cutting its valuable tim-
ber, which is shippcd to the various navy-yards
and stored up for futuro use.

| once visited a camp of “live-oakers” on Mos-

LOOK-OUT TREE.
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OUT TREE.

Beverly.

quito Lagoon, on the east coast of Florida. Three
hundred men were employed, and they lived in
little villages of palraelto huts, each group having
its captain, teamster and cook. They all were
Northern men, most of them from the lumbecr
camps of Maine,—men born in the woods, and well
accustomed to fatigue. At first, the oaks w-ere cut
upon the banks of tlie lagoon, but these were soon
exhausted, and mile after mile the men had fol-
lowed, building roads of logs across the marshes,
and rude bridges over the creeks and swamps,
until they had finally reached the inargin of oak
growth seven miles away. There was no other
village near, and this settlement, with its many
huts, huge barns (for all hay and provender for
the cattle had to be brought from the North),
stores, warchouses and wharfs, would be aban-
doned as soon as the supply of timber was
exhausted.

Every morning a gang of men went into the
woods; a certain number cut down the huge oak,
others hew the logs square, cut out the “ knees”
or bent limbs which are the most valuable, and
marked on every piece its contents in cubic feet.
The timber was then taken by the teamsters, who
hung them under the axles of their huge wheels,
eight feet in diameter, and drew them to the river.
Their teams contained six, eight, and sometimes
ten yoke of cattlej and they were often nearly a
day in accomplishing the distance to the lagoon.
The native cattle were used, as, though hardiy
half the size of Northern oxen, they could undergo
more fatigue, could travel quicker and more surely
among the stumps and roots, and could live on less
food. After the timber had been taken to the
banks of the lagoon it was loaded upon huge, boat-
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like rafts, called “ lighters,” and floated twenty
miles away to the Inlet, where vessels were lying in
wait for it, Every part of the process of securing
this timber was attended with great hardship and
even dangcr.

You cannot help noticing the drapery of the tree
in the picture,—the long festoons of Spanish moss
or tillaudsia, which is not a moss at ali, but an
air-plant. It garlands every tree, nearly, and
grows in every swamp in Florida, in little sprays

"THB

of gracefully curling tendrils, or in huge masses of
interlaced and matted moss. Large quantities of
it are gathered and buried in some pond, or
steamed, until the outer cuticle comes off, leaving
a woody fiber which is useful to us in various ways,
chiefly as a stuffing for mattresscs.

One hot day in August | was walking along the
shores of a beautiful lake in Florida, the banks of
which were lined with a luxuriant growth of trees
and vines, made almost impenetrable by the hang-
ing moss, when suddenly | heard sounds issuing
from a tree near the thicket in which 1 was. |
could see no one anywhere, and it was some time
before I traced the sounds to the tree in our pict-

LOOK-OUT TREE.
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ure. Thcerc, half hidden in the dense shroud of
moss, was a boy ten years oid, singing:

“ Oh! S&niA Fé is a very good lake,
*Tis a very good place for me;
For it has a bank ihai never wUl break»
And ihat everybody can see.”

As 1 stepped out upon the sandy shore, he
shrank iDack, inuch ashamed of having been over-
heard. Nevcrthcless, he invited me to his plat-

LOOK*OUT TREE.

form, and | climbed up upon the cross-pieces which
you see nailed upon the trunk ofthe tree.

He was a very pleasant little fellow, with blue
eyes and ycllow hair, Ihe son of a planter who
owned a great portion of the land about the lake.
From our position we could look across the lake,
into the pine woods two miles away, and up its
shorc for seveval miles. Tall cypresses grew thickly
along the lake shore, draped, like our own tree,
with long pendants of moss; behind us was the
plantation, a narrow lanc leading up the hill to the
houses aud out-buildings, surroundcd with orange
and lemon trees.

“ And néw, my little friend,” said I, sitting down
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by his side, “ how carne you to have such a delight-
ful play-house up in this tree ?”

“ This was n't built for a play-house; but Papa
made it ever so many years ago for Mamma to
watch from when he went across the lake. Do you
see that green bank across the lake? Thatisan
orange grovt that Papa set out when sister was
born (she is two years older than 1), and when he
would go overthere with the men to work, Mamma
would get so lonesome, that he built her this place
for a look-out. We cali it ‘“the look-out tree;’
and when | was small, Mamma would bring me
here on hot afternoons, and sit here till almost
dark. One time she had waited for Papa till sun-
set, and he did not come, though she saw the boat
leave the shore, and she thought she would go
down. But just as she took me in her arms, and
got up, she saw a wild cat coming right along the
fence, toward the water. She did n’t make a noise,
but got right down behind the moss and waited.
The wild cat jumped off the fence near the foot of
the tree, began smelling of the foot-prints in the

THE MAGICI

(A dauogne in tkrec scenes.

By G. B.

CHARA CTERS.

Tall boy in foppjsh atlire, dxesscoat with brass burtons,
white nat wii)) black band, eye-glass, cafie, bright chintz
vesl and tight pantaloons, ruffled shlrt, buiton-hole
bouquet, black gloves, black mask.

Pontr J

Temmy WkiU/acc. » whiji"*

hlack cajnbric, black mask,

rgov i
Awtker# ¢ and UghuHtting black akull-cap.

and Two boys in common actire.
Il boy in long robe of black musUn, ornamented
T/iu M alicikan. with figyi” cut fromyellow cloih:very lall, black,

poiotcd hat irimmed wiib yellow,

SCENE I,

The abode of Thc Madcian, Scribblc Scrabble Spauer Ink, who sits
at a tabje covcred with manuscripi, holding a pen three feet
long, which he often dips into a huge ink-pot, that stands bcsidc
the table near the center of the room. *His pen>wiper, larger
than a big cabbage, can be made of red muslin, with black pieccs
stuck on to reprcsent jnk-siains, The ink-siand U made by
covering a barrel with black moslin, dull sidc out; the bottom is
made la”er than the rest by winding clothcs about the lower
panofihcbarrelunderthecover. Theword “ink * I8printed with
white chalk on ihe sidcof the Ink-siand. The magician seems
deep in literary labor, often dipping his pen into the ink-stand,
and then wriung, as if inspirod. H e isso absorbed that he at
first pays no attcntion lo the continued knocking of 1utius Ctesar
Pompey Augu”ius, who bursts into tbe room as ifin terrorand
out of breath. The magician looks up with greatdignity and
compleiely awes Pompey, who leans against the wall in lerror.

Magician. l1am the greatest writer that the world
has ever seen,
| cover half the pages of the “ Weakly Magazine; ”

MAGICIAN s
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sand, and then scratching at the foot bf the tree.
He seemed ready to climb right up when some-
thing made him look out toward the lake, and
there was the boat, coming as fast as our boys
could puli it. That frightened him and he ran
away. Afterthat, Mamma did n’t go there so much,
and would not let me go, unless nurse or Papa was

with me, till | was quite oid.”.
“ And what was the bank of which you were
singing ?”

“ Oh ! that is our orange bank across the lake.
Nothing but frost can hurt that.”

Then he told me of the portion his father had
set aside for him. That each tree, being oid as
himself, now bore over two hundred oranges; and
that he had received more than a hundred dollars
from his orange bank last year,

Then | related to him the story of the Swiss
family Robinson, of their house in the tree, which
his “ look-out” recalled; and we chatted till the
sun drew near the tops of the trees, and we walked
up to the gate together, and said good-by.

AN’S LESSON.

Proni a German stcry.)

Bartlett.

| keep the world in order, with the magic of my
pen.
And teach the best of manners to the worst of
boys and men.
Pompey. Great Scribble Scrabble Spatter Ink,
| come to ask a boon;
| see you ’re very busy, so |11 state my business

soon.
The naughty boys annoy me, because | am not
white,
And | beg that you will help me to set the matter
right.

Magician. State yourgrievance, August Pompey,
as quickly as you can,
For | am always glad to help a colored brother
man j
the duty of a writer to right the wrongs
of all,
And to shed his ink most freely for the good of
those who cali.
Pompey. \Struts across ihe room with greatairs.
When, in this modest manner, | promenade the
Street,
1 attract the idle notice of ali the boys | meet,
And some of them leave off at once their labor or
their games

Tis
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To run along behind‘me, and cali rae ugly
flames.
Magician. Keep dark, poor Pompey Cssar,

and when forth again you walk,
And are troubled by boys’ actions, or by their

idle talk,
Just run with all your might to me, and if they
follow you,
1’ll teach them such a lesson as will make them
very blue.
Pompey. Expect them very soon, great sir, for

1 am very sure
Their cruel speech and actions | .no longer can

endure.

1’lIl bring before your highness the very first |
meet,

And | know that | shall see them at the comer

of the Street.

[Pompey gocs out backward, bowing most profoundly, and tbe

Magician down to bis wridog as if absorbed.
SCENE /1.
A Street. Tom, Dick and Harry are engaged in playing marbles in

the light comer. Julius Cse&ar Pompey Augusius enters at
right, and stnits along.

Tommy. There goes that Julius Csesar with all
his pomp and pride;
How high he holds his haughty head!
conceited stride !

Note his

Now let us follow after him, and have a little
fun,
And let us chase him home again, as fast as he
can run.
Pompey. You naughty boys desist, | pray,

and pay me more respect;

If | am darker in my face, pray why should you
object?

If your black hearts showed in your face, then
all the world could see

That I, the white, and you, the dark, would then
most surely be.

Tommy. Come show us, Pompey Csesar, how

fast your legs can run,

For we are going to chase you now to have a
little fun.

So run, you unbleached contraband, as quickly
as you can;

Run, run, you
African.

(Pompey runs off, as ifin terror, and die thiee boys run aftcthim.

brunette brother, you stylish

SCENE ni.

The abodc of the Magician as before, ezceoting that ihe small boy,
dressed completely in binck, is concealed inside the ink-stand.
Tiie Magidan is srill wriiing very biisily as before, and looks up
in great surprise and annoyanccas Pompey dashes into the room,
closely foHowed by ihc three boys, who seem frightened and rry
to escape, but the door proves to be closely shuc behind tbem,

MAGICIAN S LESSON. 6i

and Giey siand looking at the bfagician, who lays down his pen”®
after wiping it carefiHly or his huge pcn.wiper, riscs from his
chair and speaks '

Magician. Why are you here, O, sable one?
and you three idle boys?
To stop the current of my thought with your
discordant noise ?
Do you know the world will suffer, if 1 lay aside
my pen/
For it is mightier than the sword when wielded
by some men.
Pompey. Great sir, | am the very man who
called a while ago,—
The one to whom you promised to take away his
woe.
| am Julius Ctesar Pompey, and | bring before
you here
The boy who makes my life so hard, and keeps
me full of fear.
Magician. What is your fiame, you naughty
boy ? and what have you to say
In answer to this cruel charge, that you, in idle
play,
Have troubled this poor African, because he’s
poor and weak ?
Or is it that his face
answer >—speak 1
Tommy. My fiame is Tommy Whiteface, and |
own that | have done
A very hard and cruel
Pompey run.
But he walked so very oddly, and had so many

is black ? W hat is your

thing, to make poor

airs,
That we tried to teach him manncrs, and to give
him little scares.
Magician. | ara here to teach you manners,

and will try to scare you too,

So you will never plague a man because he’s
black or blue.

1’1l dip you in ray ink-stand, and Pompey then
can see

You can no longer laugh at him, for you ’ll be as
black as he.

[The Magician then lakcs up Tommy by thecoUajofhis coat
and dips him into the Ink*stand. Then he takes hold of the
collar ofthe boy in black clothes, who has been conccaled, end
Ufts him oui; so lo the audlcnce the cfTectis very startling, as
he has apparently changed color. He putstheboydown, and

Pompey and the other boys pmnt ai him and laugh.
Magician. Laugh not at him, poor Pompey,

because he laughed at you,

But try to pity and forgive, and learn this maxim
true,—

T is only manners make the man, and whether
black or white,

You always can command respect, if you respect
the right.
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BESSIE BARTON’S LARGE FAMILY.

Bessie Barton is a little girl with a great many brothers and sisters, but
they all are grown up, and she is the only child left. -«

It is a very lonely thing to be just one little girl in a big house, and one
day Bessie really could not stand it. She said she must have something alive
to play with, so her mamma made it known that she would like to have a
kitten. The next morning some boys brought her seven. She could n*t

make a choice, so she took them all. You never saw such a greedy girl for
kittens; she wanted one for every day in the week, she said. She had one
over, for a girl brought a little gray kitten, curled up fast asleep in a bird-
cage !

“Oh !” cried Bessie, “1 il take that, too! | have n't a single gray one.
So the other girl lifted up the top of the cage and let out the kitten. The
poor little thing had awakened and was making a dreadful noise and
scratching.
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“He has n’t a very good disposition, | 'm afraid,” she said. “ 1 cali him
‘Pepper;’ that’s gray, you know, and kind of sharp and fiery. What do
you cali your other kittens ?”

“Oh, my !” said Bessie, “ 1 don’t know. Boys brought them, and they
never do think of things like girls. W hat shall I do ?”

“1°lIl help you,” said the other girl. And the two curly-heads puzzled
themselves for full an hour to find fiames that would *“fit the pussies,” as

Bessie said.
Thel-e was “ Pepper,” to begin with ; then the twins they called “ Trotty ”

and “ Spotty,” and the three black ones “Topsy,” and “Jet,” and “ Snuffy ”
(because one had such a funny little way with its nose) ; and the two white
kittens “ Snow” and “Whitey.”

Bessie was a very happy girl now, and played all day long with her family
of kittens. But they had to sleep in the cellar; mamma said there really
was nt room for so many kittens anywhere else. That was bad. Once
Snow got among the coal, and Bessie had to give her a bath, in a real bath-
tub, before she was fit to be seen. That was a dreadful punishment, for cats
are like some children, and never like to be washed.

When Bessie opened the door for the kittens each morning, they always
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carne hurrying in, saying “good-morning,” as plainly as kittens can say it,
and calling out, pussy fashion, “ Do hurry up breakfast; we ’re hungry.”
This breakfast Avas a great yellow bowlful of milk. It was quite heavy,
but Bessie would let no one but herself carry it to the cdrner of the kitchen
which belonged to her kittens, who crowded so closely around that sometimes
she almost tripped.
It was a very funny sight to see the eight furry little heads around this one
bowl, and eight little tongues lapping milk

i ' together. Youwould have thought it was the
i 1 very first milk they ever had tasted, and that
NHs, I they were afraid it would be the last. They

pushed and crowded in a soft kitten-y way,
that didn't hurt a bit; while Whitey, who was

not as tall as the other kittens, had to stand up and lean over very far; once
she fell in and was almost drowned before Bessie could get her out.

As soon as the kittens were oid enough, Bessie began to have school.
Her school was on the Kindergarten system. She had little balls of light-
colored paper or worsted and bits of string; and | could nt begin to tell you
the wonderful things her scholars did with them.

Once something happened which almost put an end to Bessie’s school for-
ever. It was a very warm summer morning, so she sat in her little chair
near the garden door of the sitting-room, and her scholars would rush out
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and Chase butterflies till they were tired ; then they would come back and lie
down and wink lazily at Bessie, or wash their faces right in school, getting
ready for a good nap; and would not attend to their lessons at all. Sud-
denly a sharp “KI1-Y1” was heard, and there at the open door stood a
httie Scotch terrier, looking in; his shaggy hair hanging down over his
eyes, his little white teeth gleaming, and one paw upiifted as if ready for
a spring.

One look from the kittens, and school was out. Those who could run, ran;
but Snow was so frightened she could not stir, and Topsy and Spotty were n’t
much better off. Even Bessie fell back in her chair and held up her hands
m terror. Pepper was the only brave one; he got his back up and sputtered
as fiercely as he could.

Bessie soon recovered her courage; then the litde dog carne up to her,
wagging his little bit of a tail and looking so friendly that she put out her
hand and patted him.

He did n’t seem to beiong to any one, and he would not go away; so, as he
was a very little fellow, Mr. Barton said they would keep him.

“ W hat shall we cali him, papa ? asked Bessie.

- Ki-yi!” barked the dog, who was standing by wagging his funny little
tail, and looking very much as if he.understood what was going on.

"Oh, hear him !” laughed Bessie, clapping her hands. “ He has named
himself” So they called him Kiyi. At first the kittens did not like him at
all; but he was very good and’mever barked at them or ran after them, so
after a while they grew to be quite fond of Master Kiyi, and would play all
day long with him.

Kiyi goes to Bessie’s school, too, and is “head scholar.”
them all the same, and thinks her large family just the nicest and best in the
world.

But Bessie loves

VOL. VI.—s.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

St. Nicholas is five years oid this month, and
a good, bright, happy five-year-old he is, or my
flame ’s not Jack. If every one could do as much
in five years as St. NiCHOLAS has done,—teaching,
helping, and amusing thousands upon thousands
of people, little and big,—what a world this would
be !

All honor to him on his sixth birthday, and a long
life of usefulness and joy !

Now you shall have

A MOTTO FOR

“THANKSGIVING" DAY.

A BIT of paper has come to rae marked “ A
Motto for Thanksgiving Day.” That means every
day, | suppose, unless there are some days on
which one ought not to lje thankful.

This is what the scrap says,—and | hope you will
be duly grateful for that, too, my dears:

One day, as the famous Frenchman Descartes
was eating at a table piled with good things, a gay
nobleraan carne up, and said to him :

“ Hey! What?—Do you philosophers eat dain-
ties?”

«'And do you think, then,” mildly answered
Descartes, “ that good things were made only for
fools?”

From this you may see that even good things
are to be taken cheerfully,—as philosophers take
them.

THE NAVAJOES AND TURKEYS.

At first, one would think that turkeys ought to
be happy out among the Navajoe Indians, who live
near the north-wcstern border of México, for red
men of that tribe will not eat them. They believe
that bad white men, when they die, are changed
into turkeys, and this thought, | 'm told, takes
away the Indian’ relish for the bird.

But, after all, this makes very little difference to

[November,

the turkeys, for, although the Navajoes themseives
will not eat them, they are very ready to catch the
poor things and sell them to white men who have
not yet been changed.

QUEER PLACES FOR SHELTER.
D b*r Jack-in-tho-Pulpit: Willyou letntetell your young folks
something? | P Y .

One day Papa carne in wHh something tGed m his handkcrehicf,
and told us lo guesswhat ic was. gucsscd 5)ring*|luwer<; but
Charicy said, “ No, it’s alive, 1 see itwriggUng.”” Then heshouted
oui “Snakes!” Papa shook his head Then Chariey shouted
“Birds!” Papa again shook his head. Then Chariey shouled
““Toads!"" Papasaid, “No/' and putthe bandkerchiefon the tablc,
nnd began uniyingil, while the children clustered around.

He laid bacic the comers of Uie handkcrchicf: ihere were three
dark-gray Uttie balls lying closc up to a dark-gray big baJl. In the
midsl of the “ W hysl'” and the “ What-are-theys?" the bigball shot
over to a book-casc and hung like a bal agaiiist a bluc-bcwk, while
the ihree litile balls roUed over, and showed twelve legs a*working
and a-squirmiog. _

e Flying squuTcls! ” shouted Chariey.
ing, as jfall me world was deaf.
and ihrce baby-squirrels.

" Let's pm ’em in Canary's cage (

“ Let’s 1” shouted all ihc rest.

Sowe broughtin the pretty blue cage, where ihc de.nr Uitle canary
had died and putin the four new pcis, and heaped the floor wuh com
and ciacked nuts. Next we got a srick, and very gently poked
Mwnma Sunny Itwas sport tosee her fiying leapsfrom side to side
and from pereh to floor. ~ \ y .- f

That nichl we put the cage m a closet lo keep il from the cal,
Early the next morning we were all at iJie closet to see the funny
peis. We found the cage cropiy. Bunny had squeezcd through ihe
bars, and had got outher three helpless babies. But where had she
hid them and herself? W c looked suid looked and looked all about
the closet, moving eveiything. W c were aboutto give up thes«rch,
when Chariey shouted fe had found them all cuddled niPapas boot
W e put thom back in ihc cage, but the next morning they out
again, This lime they were hid undcr Charley’s pillow, insidc the
case Another tiene wc found them in the washstand*drawer, bclund

Char.ieywas a’lways shoul-
Yes,ii was a inolher flying-squjnel

shouted Chariey.

the towels She hid once with all her bables on a high shelf. ldont
know how she could have got them up there. One morning, when
Papa went to pul on his stocking, he found the whole squirrcl

family in the toe, O fcourse he shouted. She hid in a pigeon-holc
of Pape’s dcsk, on top ofthedock, and insuch queer places thatsome-
times wc would seek hours before finding her. One day we looked
all morning, and at dinner had notfound her. In the aftcmoon Iput
on a dress, which had been hanging in the wardrobc. ~"The pocket
seemed very hcovy I putin my hand and jerkcd it out with a
scrcam, for 1 had felt something soft and wann,— Bunny and ner
bables I—Yours iruly, ~NOW- K.

« A HUMMING BIRD’S MISTAKE,

Flcniington, N. J.
In August you told how a bce was
“soid” by niusiaking an anemone for a flower
Itreminds me that once as was sitting on the porch near some
flawers, a humming-hird, after tapping many of the flowers forswects,
acrually flew down to my feel and tfitia to get honey from some
very pretty embroidctecl fiowers on my slipperl Now where was his

Dear Jack-in-ths*Puupit :

ioslinct t
By the way, | once heard Professor Lockwood of New Jcr”
say that “ Instinctis a convenicnt word, used by philosophers to hidc

their ignorance.”"-Yours, with many a nearly good wis

£ VossELT.aR.

WATER'MELONS ON THORNS.

Dear Jack*in-TUe-Pulpit: 1 have read what you told us in
October aboutthe “Joy of the Descrt/* and now | w:sh to tell yon
about another curious lond of planting done by the Arat». In the
desert there a plani that grows in the sandicsl soil It is
" carne)'s thom,” and can always colleci somc moismre. The Araos
make asmall cutin the plantnear the rootand pul in a water-melon
seed. This sprouts and grows, producing a delicious fniil. Don i
you think thisis curious? ~

A GOOD THING WELL SAID,

My Dear Jack ; Piense ask the boys and girls to tcll you who ii
was that said the following good thing, and of whom he Mid it. /
koow, bul I wish them to luiow loo.— Yours iruly, Sitas Orben,

“ His lieart was as wide as tlic world, but there
was 110 room in it to hold the memory ofawrong.”
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A RIVER IN A STRAIT-JACKET.

Dear, dear! 1°d always had a notion that strait-
jackets were things put 0L craz)' people to keep
them from huriiiig themselves; but now comes
word that a person named Eads has made up his
mind, and actualiy begim, to put the Mississippi
River into a strait-jacket!

His plan is to build out from each bank into the
broad strcani a number of narrow jetties at proper
distaiices apart. Jetties are long walls made of
svithcs woven into large, flat, oblong frames, and
these frames are weightcd with stones and sunk
and fastened into place in layers, one above
another.

On watching some of these jetties at the river’s
mouth, just after they were placed, it was found
that, at first, the water stole slowly through them ;
but, on its way, it left upon every part, inside and
outsidc, a great deal of the mud it was carrying.

At length, so much mud had been left that the
water could no longer get through, and had to flow
past the ends of the jetties, only eddying idly in
the bays at their sides, and leaving more and more
of its mud upon them all the time.

Then, of course, the river between the jutting
cnds of the opposite jetties being much less than
its former width, and yet as full as ever, rushed
along, scooping a deep channel, straight, free from
snags and shoals, narrow when compared with its
former sclf, and livelicr, but restrained from ovcr-
flowing its banks.

A WATER-SPOUT ON THE HUDSON.

My Dear Jack-:k-ths-Pulpjt: Having seen ihc ~ctnte nf a
watct-spoutin lhe Octobcr numbet. I thought | would wrile and tell
you that 1 saw a waier-spout not long a”o. 1 was visiting ata place
on the Hudson when two ihundcr-siorms caine, onc up ihe river, the
odicr down. They mci almostdirectly in frontofwhere | was, and a
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watcr-spout wa$ formed, wlfich w)iirlcd mpidly round and round until
ihc clouds of rain shutii from Mglit- | read th& nextday jii the ItKol
newspapvr ihnt the spoiil was cstimaled to be iwenty.five or ihirty
fcciin dlameier,

The short ardele under your picture said ihat yon did not know
wlieiher water*spouts rose from ihe %vatcror reached from the clouds
downward. The onc that | saw carne from ihc river and reached up-
waid to ihc clouds.— Yours respcctfuH”,

“Ax Ingilirikc Obskkvuc.'*

PEACOCK FiSH, PEACOCKS AND LITTLE BOYS.

They tell me that there isakind offish in the lu-
dian seas called the peacock fish, because of his brill-
iant colors. | wonder if he isas proud as our land
peacock, and whether or not he can spread his tail
on grand occasions after the fashion of the bird
that struts into my meadow sometimes? This bird
lives on a fine estate near by, but once in a while
he comes over to astonish us with his splendor.
One night | dreamed that he carne along, and had
just spread himself and put on his grand airs, when

ten little youngsters sprang from nowhere in par-
ticular, and began to point at him with shouts and
laughter.

“ Ho 'ho !” cried they.
ho I'”

A queer little stumpy-tailed dream-dog was with
them, and he fairly sneered instead of barking.

“ W ell!” exclaimed the peacock in the harshest
voice you ever heard, “ what if I am proud?
W ho ’d ever see these tail feathers, | ’d like to know,
if  was n’t proud ? Look outthatyou re not proud,
—you that have n’t a feather on your bodies,—
p-a-a—u-w 1”7’

This was too much for the ten little boys. They
gave a shout. and sprang upon the peacock, and
each one tried to get a feather, but he gave a
trcmendous scream and -------

| awoke, and there was the sun, with every ray
spread, rising to the tune of Cock-a-doodle-doo !

“Isn’the proud? Ho!
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LETTER-BOX.

[NovuhiacR?

TI-IE LETTER-BOX.

T he paper on Califortija «ireet-carsin thisnumberof St- Nicholas
will inicrestyou very much, we trust, for it was written in San Fran-
cisco by a gentleman who foundout all he could concerning the road,
on purpose to tell you aboutit. He also had the photographs taken
from which our pictures are made, so thatyou might see exactly how
the cars aud slrects look- St. N icholas alreadyhas told you many
things of California and Colorado, and there are others of which it

hopessome day to speak. Many of you may remember the picture

(»f Seal Rock, near San Francisco, in our very first number, and
Miss Grealorex’s sketches of the Garden of the Oods, in Col-
orado, published thirteen months later- The editor of this mag-

aainc lately has sccn these thingsin reality. She haswalked in the

Garden of the Gods, and seen all iis wonderful sioue Images that
nature set there none can say how many centunes ago, and she Ims

stood on the white sands where the Pacific Ocean rolls in night and

day, and watched the great seais sporting on huge rocks* that
rise from the sea, only a few yards from shore. She has ridden in
those very horse-cars of which you have a photograph Iliis month,
and been "towed hy rail,”” along with Chinamen and little San Fran-

cisco boys and girlsuntil she felt quite athome among them

Dear San Francisco girls and boys!— can she ever forget them?—
how a large number formed themselves Into a gay processbn bcaring
banners, and torchcs, made of taJl callas, with scarlet flowcrs stuck in
for the llame, aud come to her door, laden with flowcrs and cheering
in lionorof St. Nichotlas. A beautifulsightitwas, andits memory
never will leave the grateful hcart il cheereri

Yes, all across the cortlnenl, the boys and girls evcrywhcre had a
good word for St. N icholas, andin some way their facesseem uow to
link themselves intoa bright garland stretching &om New York lo San
Francisco, so fresh, dewy and smillng that snow hlockadesand alkali
dustare forgotten, and only the pleasures of tlieuip arerememberedt
only ihc fact that joy and health carne to her and slaid, and that
American scenery, even as viewed from the railroad, has the spiritof
almostall ihe fine scenery of the world. It was June, but we had
snow- There were gardens, but we slipped past thetn into foresta.
There wcrc praliies. but we were whirled to them through mountain
gorgcs. There were spaikling srretches of sand, but the mountain
stream soon leapt down and made us forget them.

The Pacific Railroad,— what a wonderful thing it Ul Eveiy day
it takes its fresh loads of travelers and frelghc Every day Its cars
siart from New York for the Pacific shores, and every day they mecct
trainscoming easiward to the Atlantic. N o more hardships toendure,
such asyou read ofin Mr, Brooks’s story of ™ The Boy Eiuigrants,'”
wherepeoplehad tocrossthegreatW estasbcsttheycould,inwagons,
Ot footand onhorseback, exposcd tocountlessprivatlonsand dangers.
Now you sitin luxury allday, sleep in luxury all uight, aod sail on
wheels across the Uving map of these United States, studying a fresh
State or icrricory almost every day. In a word, the Pacific Railroad
is something forwhich every civilbed American should give chao”,

— nnd this isa wonderful countiy.

Lacén, Ills.
Dear St. Nicholas: Perhaps you would like to know how we
once caughta canary bird.

One day my little sister was playing on the piano when a litilc
stray bird carne hopping in and secrocd to beatlracted by the music:
forwhen the music ceased the bird would hop away, coming a”in
atevery stroke of the ~ano untU wc pU~ced acage with an open door
onthe floor, when it walked in. We shut che door, and it remains
with USto thisday, |Itha” o very pretty top-knol, and we named” il
Topsy Itisaverysweetsbger,and we should not like 10 partwith
it—Yourconstant reader, E- B. T,

Mountain Top Hotel-

Mv Dear St. Nichoi.aa: | am a Uitlesick girl,and | have got fo
lie down a great deal in ihc day, and your magazine helps me to
pass ihc hoursaway pleasantly. | was up inthe jnouniains last .«um-
mcr, and two orthreepeople theresaw snakes. | cotild hardly goout
to walk, and | must say 1would like 1o have seen a snake. butnot
by myself.

My iHle sUier is thoonly one lo the family thatgetsstung by bees
Lastsummer she was stung on hcr lip, and papa said the bee kissed

her, and again a bcc sCung hcron her hp, and the next lime she was
stungon cite hcnd. She did look funny when she carne down the
next morning wi(h her Iip all sweiled up, | am ten years ofd. |
huveto stop. Give iny love to Jack-in-the-Pulpii.—1 remain your
constant reader, Marv Stswart Smith

P. S.—Some people spcil my fiame thisway, Stuart. | spellitany
way.

Springfield, Tcnn.
Dear St. Nicklbss : fam oneof you little readers and i thought
iwould tell you a bouta fight i had with a tree irorg the other day i
was at mygrand ma he had been a staying tharc fo a shugar tree in
the back yard for a year or. so the otlier day he crawled up to the
opening of his hole and begun to llck his tong out at me, i gotme a
long pele and stuck tt up in the openingand puli him outhe Ecgun to
jumpe aime until he got in reched ofme ang 1govehIlmalickon the

head and ended him.— Yours, Holman.
W e do notsee what need thcrcwas for Clarence to kIR the frog,
which fed on

Clasbncs |I.

insects and would have done no harm;
ght

butwc print
his letter because ofits graphlc description of the i

W ork por the Young Folks.

The picture of “ The YoungHunier” on page »8 wasdrawn espe»
clally to illustrate a sioryby some St. Nicholas reader, butwe don’t
know yet who the lucky young authoris. Though the plcrure Is
ready, the story is still lo be told W ho wiil tell it?

bcforc November ist shall be printed torvVA

The beststory
~iciure in our
Is that Itshall be
that the writor’s
fiame, age and addrcss, shall be placed at the top of Che firstsheet,
and that ihe length shall not fxcced 500 words.

Young Contributor's Department, and allwe ask
neatiy written and on only onc side of the paper:

Now, boys and
girls, let US hear from every one ofyou.

Allitsrative Sentbkcss.

MitmcapoKs, Mina.
Dbak St. Nicholas: In your Sepiember “ Letter-Box,” a sen-
teoce is asked fot, each word of which is to begin with Z Here is
onc: “Zoundsl zouaves zoutch xygodactylous zoo*zoos zcalously ?*
W e give herewith the dicdonary CTanslatiou: “ Zounds1 Zouaves
stew pair-tocd wood-pigeons zealously ?”
Your iriends,

Heten B. & Jennie Marsh.

Brookiyn, N- Y.
Dear 5t. Nicholas: | think it must be very dlE5cujt to speak
corrcctly ibe language of which “ Maud’ wroic in our Sepiember
Dumber; but ncvcrtlieless | have composed a senténce wiih each
word beginning with Z and here Itis: “Zoncd Zcbulu; xanied
zealous ~Uc's zebG." As this sentence is difficulcto solvc, I shall

trancate it: “ Girdied Zebulus imllated zealous Zelle’s zchbu." 1am
twelve years ofd, and have never written 10 you before. Zebulus and
Zelie are t¢th 17dn proper lames. Yours truly, H. M.J

DeCroic, Mich.
Dear St- Nicholas : 1 am nine yvizs oid. 1 want to tell you
abouta picnic that 1went to lhis summer, and the same tling bap-
pened to us thathappened to the children in the story of “ One Sat-
urday,” in the June nucnber of St. Nicholas. | was visiting in
Wintersei, lowa, and my Gnele look us to a picnic on tlie DeviFs
~ckbonc. Itisalcd» ofrock nearly two hundred feet high, with a
river running around threesides of it. W c rodo out there iqg themorn-
ing, and after they bad unhamessed the horses from the carrlages we
wentdown to the river to fish. By and by we began to get hun”",
and we went un to sel the rabieand getdinner. W hen we got there
we saw a horrid oid cow with hcrnose Inone ofthe baskets of lunch,
and another oid cow was draggingmamma's ulster offinlo the woods.
They had eaten all the bread and buiicr,bul had not got as far as the
ice-cream, so | did not fccl as bad asthe grown peopledid- | thought
right Dway about the children iq the story. Good-bye.— Your friend,

FUASK C. Baldwin.
P. S.— 1 forgotto icll you that my uncle's hotel, whctc I was sftiy-

ing, was named ihc St, Nicholas.

Chateau Thlerry, Maroe, France.
My Dear St. Nicholas: You wll! know by the addre.ss of my
letter that in the far-o(Tvailey of the Mame, as m many other coun-

iries, you have friends and icaders, M y sister, Louise, and | are so

See St, Nicholas for November, 1873.



glad when St. Nicholascomea, the stories are so nicc and the pict-
« a very picturesque pan of Franco. On the hiil*sidcs are
oretiy viilases with woods and vineyaids and wheat ficids between
And ihcre are miuny donkeys, for the vigncrons use them to cultivate
their fields, which are so steep that caxts cannot go up. Good-bye,
dear St, Nichotas.— Your little friend and reader,
Clotilde oe la Vaulx.

Newark, N, J.
Dear St. Nicholas: lhave taken yon a long dme and like you
v-ery much indeed. I send you a few versesof poetry which | made
myself, and hope you will print them .-Yours iruly, N. V.U

The Lakb

And wec will eat
It by the lake,
For our own sake,
For our own sake.

O come you hiihcr
From that lake,

For my own sake,
For my own sake.

And we will also
Our dog take,

Fcr his own sake,
For his own sake.

And bring with
You a liiue cake.
For your own sake,
For your own sake.

Camdcn. N. J.
Dear Little Schoolma’am: | send you a list of the different
ways in which the iame Girard has bcuii spelled on letiers passmg
ihrough che post-office at Girard since June, i8;b,
I ihink ihatit isquite asremarkablcuSthe dmerentways oi spelhn”

kerosene, as meniioiicd by “ Mary N. G.’*in “Jack-in-the-Pulpit
for Dccember, 1877

Schcrard, Girhard, Ciret, Giratde, Scherath, Gerart. Scharail,
liiryard, Gyrard, Jcrod, Gerrard, Deam d, Cirard, Sirard, Garald,

Girart, 6irad. Jerard, Gard, Girrard, Guyrard, Ginrd, Shnid, Granad,
Giarid, Gired, Gairad, Gerard. Gyard, Gried, Gimaid, Ginad, Gi-
yaid, Ciriard, Glrako, Grara, Gigard, Gerat, Girie, Girrar, Gimid,
Gurard, Cbarard. Juard, Girah, Slarrard, Garycride, Girarct, C.hrad,
Jcwrard, Gairyard, and Sirard.
One word spelled fifty*lwo different ways, and nonecorred!
Your rcader, M. E Adams.

North Chemung, N. Y

Dear St. Nicholas: | would like to ask a favor of you- Will

you picase tell me how to raake a “ Christinas city.* I am eleven
years old and live in North Chemung, CheinuM County, H. Y.
must now cltise.— Your constant reader, Fbedpie Casadt.

A full and dear descripdoo oithe way toniakc a “ ChrUtniascity”
isprinted in St, Nichotlas for May, 1874.

Dear St. Nicholas: Would you Hkc to hear about a little city

boy’sdoings one dayin the country? Here is the story.—Yours truly,

M. H.J.
BO’S Fikst Day ik the Country.

His iame was Boanerges ?mith, and he was seven years old, the
petand pride of the famUy. His parentswere aboutto go to Europe,
but Do—that was bis fiame for short—was to stay behind. So, a
week or two before his parents were to start, he was sent to a maiden
auntin the country. B

Bohad never becn In the country before. AU he knew about it
~eas that roilk, butter and eggs, carne from there, and that they had
<i0inething to do with cows and hens: cheese grew ihsre too, and
maple-sugar, he thought,

Ine reached his aunt's late at night, and, wide-awake, at sunrise,
started outin search of knowlcdge, Some eggs in the pantry set him
at his questions. Having found out thatonce a day each hen laid an
cgg in a nestin ihc bam and wood-shcd, he soon carne in with a hot-
ful.

“Isn’t it lime for maple sugar to be ripe, auntie?” he asked,
presenlly.

" Nol*“ said she, sharply, and then explained the inaple-sugar
process,

A brood ofsoft, downy, yellow chickens called forth his delight.

“ Where did the hens get all those IUlle birds, auntie? ”

“ The hcn just riis on the eggs and keeps them wann, aud the
ehickcnscome outof them, one outofeach egs."”

A ocw idea wof born in that boy*s head. Hu gathered the nest-
eggsoutofall the ncsts.

“1'll have livc chickens. anyhow,” he said. and lic sat down on
the eggs towarm them. There werenochickens toshow, and che siain
would nh wipe off, hard as he tried.
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His aunt wasvery nngry when he told the how aod why,

“ You 've brokcn up aU the ncsts.”

“ Oh no, aimtic. didn’'t break ihenests: 'iwasjust the eggs !
said Master Bo. Aud his clothes were changed

An old toro picture-book of animals next atimcted his attention

“ W hac's tliis, aunt?" asked he

“I1t’s an ant-eatcr,” she said, gbncling at it and then off to her
cake again.

W hat do they cali il so for

Because it e&ts anta.”

“ Truly? Aintyou fooUng me? ™

“No. tnevetdosuch things.”

*How bigis it? ”

I don'tknow."

“Doesiteatboys?"

" iVe. | s.tid iteaisanu."”

Isn’titwicked for It to eat aunls?"

“No. Itlsmade on purpose for that.”

Do you diink they have any in London ?*
Bo.Mierges Smilh, jast you go away now, and not ask another
question, or 1 "'llputyou 10bed.""

Eowentsadly away. By and by he sat down to fulfiu a promise
to wriie lo his (ather. Thisiswhaihe wrote:

“ Deer paiwantyou lo gil me a anicaccrin london antscs iha are
made a purpus to eatants. an i wantwun to eat her up she is so cro«
come i found 8 egs to day an | seddown on 5 an t did n't git eny
chickens atoli want to go home an scc ma an you patoo from your
Son bo.”

His father read jI, and the cnd was thatBo was brought home and
lakeo to Europe after all

Dear St. Nicholas: Will yon picase put ihts riddle in the
“ Letier*Box,” and | shall be very much obligcd 10 you. The
answer js nothard to find, | think.-Vour friend and reader, L. E.

uIDDLIt.
lhere is in, on, and round this earth

A Power clothed with light,
A wonder*working, alry thing,
Yet neiiher fiend fior spritc.

Man feared, then chained, this dreadfjl Power
By forcé of sironger law.

Oft dazzled by its laiment brighr,
lis self man never saw

Now, lamed and harnesscd, Ti Is sent
On crrands night and day:

It tdls ten thousand messages,
Yet nota word can say.

It trovéis through the ocean's deep,
Creen valleys sdll and dloi:

'Tis fleeter than the fleciest fish,—
And ycc it cannot swim.

It pierces through the soundicss seas,
And sUps beneath the sky;

But though it passes through the air,
It has no wings to ffy.

And while it cannot walk, fAor talk
Nor eat, fior drink, fior sle”,

There ’s scaice a thing ifo all the woHd
Has made mure people wcop.

‘I'nan any herald on this earth
It has a fleeter famc

Now, just put on your thinking-cap.
And tell me whac's fes fiame.

Plainficid, Connecilcut.
I bke to read tlic other little girls' letiers. so
perhaps they will iike to icad mine.

In the winter I read you aloud evenings. But in the summer 1
cuddie in some shndy comer, and have you all to myself.

wenton an excursién to Block Island last summer.
pleasant, but tlie boat was awfully crowded. W e were lired coming
home; but we all laughed when a tipsy man on the cars sang,
“There Isresi for the weary.” I should fiave liked Bjock Island a
great deal belier ifthey had had nice things 10 eat at the hotels.

I cannotcook anything 'bul mud-pics: but I am leamlinc to sew,
and to-day | finished the sixth sheet lhave been cunfing. My sisier
said they were nice for me to lenm on, and she praiscd me. and told
me | had done bravely. But I used to slgh dreadfully over them
some days, when the sun was hot, and my pie» were out in the full

Dear St. Nicholas:

The saliwas
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blazc. [ fnake ihem in scallopcd tins, and Gicy are rcally delicious
to look nt. 1don'tihink pies are healthy, so 1 never eat ihem.
1am twelve years oid, and weigh dghty pounds, and am just as

well as Lcan beall ihc lime. Ana when 190 to bed itonly seems a
minute before morning, bccausc | slccp so soundly.

My cousin Ncd broughta St. Bcmart puppy from New York last
weck; bul the firstday he was here he folTont oiihc hammciok where
he was swinginii, and broke his neck. I think it was Ilic saddest
Uiing that could happen lo him.— 1 am your bving little friend,

Daisv Eaton

Camden, N. J.
have taken your magazine since it
read [ii it many Uitle stories aboul

Dear St We
was first published, ai.d having

Nicholas:

RIDUEE-1JUX.

[NOVKMQRR,

children'.' pets, | thou~t | would give an account of onr singing
mouse,

W e have had ilItwo yearsand o half. My fathercaughturna irap:
it looks like a common mouse andis very lame, eating from our hands
and singing when wc whistie lo it.

Itcais bread, checsc, starch, and otherihiiip,andaho drinks milk,
but IKCbw ater better, 11 Uves in a scarcb*box, with a
top, ar>d with a wheel fii Whicli jt detighu te turn. It

severa!

little cage on
has escapcd

limas, but always once

scems pleased to get back.
away two or three days, but was found in the
was 00 a high shelflooking overthe edge

by ils 4nging.

itva»
cellar by my sister; it
al her; she was attracted

One nightooe ofthe family found a very small mouse in a bcdroom
singing very sweetly: il satstill nntll she Iried lo catch it, when, un*
furiunately, she smoihercd it.— Yours iruly, W

Russell Feakon

THK RIDDLE-BUX.

A NEW STYLE OF PUZZLE.
DOUELE R hYMING-

In each of ihe following verses, find a suimble word to put ai ihe
beginning of the first Une; prefix a lcttcr to this word lo make che
fijst word for the second Une, and, to ihe word so made, prefix
anoiher letter lo make ihe first word for the third Une, Procced in
Uke manner in order lo make the words thatare to be put attheends

of the lincs. ITien, in each verse, ihe beginifing words
will rhymc by ihemselve?, and ihc ending words by ihcm* EASY
selvos. Thus:ifihe firsiword of the firstlinewere “"rain,"”
ihesecond line mightbeginwith “iraln,” andihe ihirdwUh
«‘sirain; ” and, if the last word of ihe fireiUne were “ as™."*
ihe second Une mightend with “ rasp.” and the third wtih
“gmsp.”
- in whist, vich players, is always soucht by =
by wcalth, lo matrons, js brought within ihcir «
- ihc soldier hero, to hold the deadly
- are not caiiglu at sea, oul where the billows
- are nscd for irout, for blue*fish you musi «
are by anglcrs used, when by a stream ihcy -
one of Irving's itories, the hcro's fiame is >
. crossed his paihonetime,and gave him one sorc-
«is a Chinese word;—ihc endlIng word I3
give t> me,” says (lod, “ ihat peaceful be thy
shephcrd 1 Hear yon wolf! "Warc, lest thy ilock
he «
. uff each woolly flcecc! and take them ihcn to -
« fruii the groccr sold and paper by the
fresh and good he sold. and cofiee, tea and «
egave he toTils boy; ths ncighbcr» h.eard him -
Across: i. A portion a- Fli. 3. -An animal. 4. A las«.
Down: t. A vegciable 2. A verb. 3. A color. 4.To be full.
5, A beveragc. 6, InriginDrolc. 7- A river tn Scolland. s. n* c.
WHAT IS IT?
KiNCDOws : Animal, Vegetable. Mineral, and Nmional.
Promineni in mcmbership of ihc sliiciest cold*waicr society:

bcstows an hcrcditarv tille of honor; the volee of sorrow and of
sufierlng; the rcsulioiblows; nigged,and widly picturesque; quiet
and inoflenrive, bul dlstuibing peaceful elcmcnis when excitcd;
though living in ihe midsl of a co'<bblo«led Set, ihal prey upon one
another, and upon iravclcre in their domaiu, ever preserving the
warmJh of a laigc, generous naturc, ihat has been dcvotcd to the
cnlightenmem of the world. » »>

CHANTfIED FiNAILS.

Ineach of ihc following examples change the last letter of the word
first desciibed, and thus form Ilie second.

1. A girl’sname: a boy's Dickname. 2.
city: bartcrings. 3. A mart; a bird.
plant. 5. A trcc; a flower. 6.

A New EiigUinJ
4. A manger : a siem of a
To cintrive; n dramatic com*

porition.
8. A sharp

7, Penetraicd with leaden pellet«:
sound made wiih ihe hands; a

having fooi~covcnng'.
‘long-shorc inhabicani
O'RIL DBANE

DIAMOND.

i, Im swallow, nol in cuckoo. *, A prqgeclion sometimes foiind on
the wheels of intricate machinery. 3. A mark indicaiing omisslon.

4. A smali Urd ihai sings sweelly. 5. A Juictsumnwr vegetable
6. A spellcd number. 7. In tiger, not iit koodoo, isola,
KBYMED IIEBUS POR YOUNUER PtTZZLERS.
CR(>SS-W011D ENIGIHA.
M v first is in wail, but uotin go:
My second in yes, but not in no:
My ihird Is in live, but not in die:
My foimh is m-laugh, bul not in cry;
My fifih i< ia In, but not In out:
My fibiih is in lean, but uot in stout;
My sevenih is in give. bul not in lake ;
My dghih is m Iro«el, but nol in rakc;
My ninth and lenth are both in found.
And whole 's a general rcnowned,
J. SRDGWICK.
TWO EASY DOTrBI.E fiQUAItB-WORDS.

I. Across: t- That wliich. 2. Uncommou, 3, Lcvcl. 4,
Down: » A bird 2- To hotd 3. An incloscd space. 4. A
pavilion.

Across: 1, A brililantbody- «, Tide. 3. A sign. 4«Togo.
Down: Congcalcd water a. Tqg_domesticate, 3. An ejaculJa*

ilo;i often mci wilh ja the Bible 4. To icar.

lidy.
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nCTOUIAL

Each picure «uggcscs theri.le ofa well-known English Play.

EASV CENTRAL ACKOSTTC.

The centrais, reading downward, iame a spcciet of carbdn
wordsareofonelongih.

The

5. A
A mensure oflength,

small animal.
,,AnothfrirsTame. s- 6. A conjuncuon.
? To put together-

FUAWE I»vzzu3

jihoolofpoets, astnncusedhyjewelers.

SYNCOPATIONS

«lvut-OPATE a bannuct, and leave an

exploit a- Syticopale a

Ciide, and leave a slratagcm. 3. ~
_ _

m m S S i M m ]

leave a propHecl

71
PUZZLE.
W hatar. tho d.les?
EA8Y niA.nOND VUZZLIJL
4 Aconsonant. 2 Alargeserpent. 3. A horncd A
tree- 5. A vowcl.
TKANSPOSITIONS
of lhalcollcgchadin view, and one of ihem

was, to make both ends racei.

s. That French peasant gir| wm

volubly ofher w
a ;

ne
ourp;7™'h
VDA”oArtiHAjbarthothorrraan

wiut good

5> - ten pounds o f Lt i
TTxe haughiy of York and l-eeds
) amgged gayly o'er the flovreFy »
710 ihaftead I Miuik Yo' the supporiofcducation
.
r'hfe did

ri , wmath ofoalcloavcs for bis bruw,alGtough
— "Se pL:i77Tpay grca. attention .0 the proper
oftheyoung ,
10. Said a coiinrmed opnim-catert
and visit strange countnes.” _
I once heard a Connecnciitboy
1 come in sight of my home on the n

— — crossncw -
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NL'MTTRICAL EMGIVIA. cliAUADE

I AM composcd of iwcnty-Aive leiccrs, and am tho iame ofa Club FiasT.
which disiiugoislied itselflast summer.

My a§, 12, b, 22. *, is a summer resort My 16,3,11,15, Ua T he noisiest of ihe noisy;
foreign oty My 5, 9,1, 2,19,20,21,13, 17,20, U a notéd character The blackest of the bfack;
in hislory My 24, 23,0, J4, 10, 16, is an arricie of dress wom by The busiost of the busy,—
ladies and gentiemen My 18, 4, 23, B, 17, ts ?, isa genial exprcs- A misctiicf-loviiig pack
slon. HARRY H.

SecoND
DKOP-LETTER REVERSIBLE DIAMOND A.ND CON-
CEALEU REVERSIBLE WORD-SQUARE. We fengthen out by inches,
And iuAér awfuld pinches.
Fedesirian and poet
_E_ To our assistance owe it
-E-E — That they excel. Also by them it is

W e ‘re often brought to sad cxtremicies,

W holx.

FiLL in the dUgnim, using only two other Iciters besides ihc one
given, in such a way as co form a reversible diamond coniaining a W e aflecct comers,
reversible word*square. The diamoiid wif then read, across: And suggest birds.

I. )n administratrix. 2. Moisturc Sprinkied wiih brillianc W e reveal ages,
drops. 4. To uniie. 5. In iiidemonstrable perry adams. Yet speak no words.

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN OCTOBER NUMBER

Akacrams.— 1 saw Students by the Crnter”tables, puzzling Provurb Enigma.— “ Great oaks from little acoms grow.” i,
over Mathbmatics, and perplexed about Astronomy. Tiget; 2, slater; 3, frog; 4, macaw j s.stork; 6, loon.

Rbbus.— Knioht’s-Move Puzzle.—In verse form:

“How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is

To have a Chankicss childt » “ As Knight upon ihis checkered board,

Frou square to s<|uarc leaps boldly on;

Complete D iamond,— As fiercely on ihe Pcrslan horde,
RAT Down poured che Greeks al hiarathon;
MARAT So may each youth who rcads this lay,
1AR Press bravely onward to the fight.

And through 1ife’s long hard battle day.
Still strike for freedom, truth and right.**

Easy Ampvtated Quotation.—

Cautn Puzzlk.— i, Heanhstone: 2, taxable; 3, demanda; 4, neigh;
“Truc hcaits are more than coronéis, 5, ireat; 6, eagle; 7, dean; 8, diei; 9, sere; 10,dim; ti, Im,
And simple falth than Norman biood.” IS, pen; 13, dip; 14, ire; 15, man; 16, bee; 17, Ava ;x8,
10, bat: 20, Eva; sr, ear; 2s, sag; 23, pre; 24, yet:2s,
Easy Caoss-WaRD Puzzle.— Boston- 20, are: 37, get: s8, tan; 39, ode: 30, oiad; 31, Tom: 32, Ada
AJAAGRAM W ord Squares-— 33» Ned
¢ Ho Is B(CHT DEPTH LAUGH
HORD B I DLBR B SSAV ALPHA
0ORR IS CLARE 11 psaLm UPPE K
1D LLOT HBROK TALON GHEHT
Re5Ta TBSNT HYMN S HARTS
POETICAL R bbus-—* O for a lodge in some vast wildcrness,

Some bountiless contiguity of shade!
RIDDLE.— A Drop
SUCGESTBD W o RD-SQUABE,—

To buy a ¢eme was foolish waste.
(1'd no iilea how it would lasie!)

“1 "Il just bave bread and nuai, said Daisy.
“ Who eais a fruit like that, is crazy (**

Very Easy Square*Worp.—i, Pin: 2, ire; 3, new

D bCapitations.—t, Aerie, Ene: 2, charq harl; 3, sloop, loop;
4. broom, room; 5, craie, rale: b, screw, crew; 7,class,lass: 8,
cheai, heal

NUMEBICAL Enigma.— R ip Van Winkle; rivc, pink, lawu

Easy Mslakge.— i, Kearch, earth: 2, heaih; 3, heart; 4, tare:
5, rale; 6, hart; 7,axl; 8, hcat; 9, cai; xo, tea; 11, hat; is, rat;
13, lar

Easy Hiddeh Fishes—i. Skate. 2. Bass. 3. Eel. 4. Cod.

5. Barbel. 6. Shad. 7. Trout 8. Herring 9. Shark jo. Smelt

Answers to Puzzles in the Septembrr Number wcrerccelvcd before September iS from “ The A’sand A’s,“ Emma McCall; Rcnny
i > B

Harry and John O*Haré* a ir-i-inn  ¢-.ikoiin w tuism t n n

feld: A. M, Ackennan, and

Cranberry Street,” Dycie Warden, j.ome v _—

C. schnitispahn, Affgie McElhinney, Maggie McElhinney, M._0 . Smilh,_“ I'mnhoe,C. H. S., “Two Wills,” Mamie® ArCnrter~juiu
Hamsun, Thomas L. Wood, Anna Emixut Maihewson: Wilhe B- Deas, and F. D .; Harry Folgcr, Florence Rogers, FJorence L. Turrill.

Hope Riiting Dobsno® Canie Spdden, Mary Flower Speiden, Anw Growlcy, Laurfe T. ~nders, Haldc M. Fox, Sarah Géallete, Pearl A!

W .; Margaret Geminil®» Edward Vultee, William H. McGee, and May Duflau

lar;
spy.
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