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THE VOYAGE OF THE “JETTIE.’

By John Greenleaf W hittier.

Two Inindred winters’ snowing,
Two hundred summers’ glowing
Had passed on Bearcamp River;
And, between its flood-torn shores,
Sped by sail or urged by oars
No keel had vexed it ever.

Alone the dead trees yielding
To the dull axe Time is wielding,
The shy mink and the otter,
And golden leaves and red,
By countless autumns shed,
Had fioated down its water.

From the gray rocks of Cape Ann,
Carne a skilled sea-faring man,

With his dory, to the right place;
Over hill and plain he brought her,
Wheie the boatless Bearcamp water

Comes winding down from White-Face.

Quoth the skipper: “ Ere she floats forth,
I’'m sure my pretty boat ’s worth
At least, a fiame as pretty.”
On her painted side he wrote it,
And the flag that o’er her floated
Bore aloft the fiame of “ Jettie.”

On a radiant morn of summer,
Eider guest and latest comer

Saw her sved the Bearcamp water;
Heard the fiame the skipper gave her,
And the answer to the favor

From the Bay State’s graceful daiighter.
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Then, a singer, richly gifted,
Her charméd voice uplifted;
And the wood-thrush and song-sparrow,

’Listened, dumb with envious pain,

To the clear and sweet refrain
Whose notes thcy could not bonow.

Then the skipper plied his oar,

And from off the shelving shore,
Glided out the strange explorer;
Floating on, she knew not whither,—

The tawny sands beneath her,
The blue sky bending o’er her.

Amid the tangling cuniber
And pack of moimtain lumber
That spring floods downward forcé,
Over sunkcn snag, and bar
Where the grating shallows are,
The good boat held her course.

Under the pine-dark highlands,
Around the vine-hung islands,

She plowed her crooked furrow;
And the rippling and the paddling
Sent the river-perch skedaddling

And the inusk-rat to his burrow.

Every sober clam below her,
Every sage and grave pearl-grower
Shut his vusty valves the tighter;
Crow called to crow complaining,
And oid tortoises sat craning
Their leathern necks to sight her.

On she glided, overladen,
With meny man and maiden
Sending back their song and laughter,—
While, perchance, a phantom crew,
In a ghostly birch canoe,
Paddled dumb and swiftly after!

And the bear on Ossipee
Climbed the topraost crag to see
The strange thing drifting under;
And, through the haze of August,
Passaconaway and Paugus
Looked down in sleepy wonder.

All the pinos that o’er her hung
In mimic sea-tones sung
The song familiar to her;
And the maples leaned to screen her,
And the meadow-grass grew greener,
And the breeze more soft to woo her.
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The lone stream mystery-haunted,
To her the freedom granted
To sean its every feature,
Till new and oid were blended,
And round them both extended
The loving arras of Nature.

Of these hills the little vessel
Henceforth is part and parcel;
And on Bearcamp shall her log
Be kept, as if by George’s
Or Grand Menan, the surges
Tossed her skipper through the fog.

And 1, who, half in sadness,
Recall the morning gladness

Of life, at cvening time,
By chance, onlooking idly,
Apart from all so widely,

Have set her voyage to rhyme.

Dies now the gay pcrsistence

Of song and laugh, in distance;
Alone with me remaining

The stream, the quiet meadow,

The hills in shine and shadow.
The somher pines complaining.

And, musing here, | dream
Of voyagers on a stream
From whence is no rcturning.
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Under sealéd orders going,
Looking forward little knowing,
Looking back with idie yearning.

And | pray that every venture
The port of peace may enter,
That, safe from snag and shoal
And siren-haunted islet.
And rock, the Unseen Pilot
May guide them to their goal.

CHILDREN'S DAY AT ST. PAUL'S.

By N.
Il answer next time,
that s ail I Here have

| been shouting, ‘Leon-
ard, Leonard,” and you
take no more notice
than if a mouse had
squeaked. Too much
libcrty to cali such a
young svvell as you Ve
become, *Leonard,” |
suppose; we outsiders
must n’t speak so famil-
iarly to a choir-boy of St. Botolph’s 1"

A long speech, surely, for one boy to make to
another without eliciting any responso; but then,
Leonard Layton, or “ Double L,” as he was somc-
times callcd by liis school-feilows, was at this mo-
ment absorbed in a dream of such exquisito
deiight that | don’t think he would have stirred if
a cannon had been discharged beneath the window
at which he sat. In reality, he was but a chavity
ljoy, wearing the quaint costumc, since abandoned,
which distinguished him as one of the Aldersgate
W ard scholars; in the imaginary land, howevcr,to
which the little fellow had blissfully wandered, he
was already a successful musician, standing before
an orchestra of his own training, leading that
orchestra with his inagic wand to higher and yet
higher triumphs. The first step to that great resuk

U’Anvers.

had been taken not very long ago by my hern’s
admission to the choir of the church attended by
the school to which he belonged.

But Leonard woke from his reverle with a start,
and, turning his flushed face and bright blue eyeson
the speaker, he said, with a smile which would have
disarmed a less partial observar than his brother;

“ Well, Harry, what ’s the row now?”

“ The row is,” answered Harry, laying a big
brown hand on Leonard’s blue serge jacket, * that
the choice is made, and | 've been all over the place
to look for you, and when | find you, | bawl at you
for half an hoiir, without 7

'Oh, Harry,” interrupted Leonard,
“am 1? am |-

“ Yes, you re chosen fastenough; oid Compton
fixed on you the very first, though how any fellow
could pass me over and take you is beyond my
comprehcnsion entirely, and no mistake. Now
Layton, janior, | put it to you e

Oh, don’t, Harry; don't humbug about it!”
exclaimed Leonard; “ you know you never really
wanted to be in; you 've oftensaid you ’re sick of it
all, and glad your voice is cracked, so that they
can’t have you. Besides, how you ’d tower above
ali US little fellows 1 The Street boys would laugh
as you went in.  You rcmember how they shouted
‘For children onlyl” when Sinith went in at the
door last year, You told me about it yourself.”

“ AU’s well thatends well,” laughed Harry; “ and

eagerly,
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now | 've told you my news, let’s hear what you
vere dreaming about when | carne in. | do wish,
Len you’d come out and have a jolly good fling
between whiles; no wonder you get called a milk-
5op; and where '11 be lhe good of raother baving
you in bere if you go and be i!l?”
1 sha’ n’t do that, oid fcllow; no fear of that.
Harry, | must tell you, or I shall burst wiih think-
Ithauntsmeallthvougheverythmg. 1thmk
of it in school in play-tiine, most of all in church;
it inixes itself up with the psalms and comes into
ihesermén."
What does the Poy mean?” cnied Harry.
Don't laugh, Harry,” said Lconard, getting up
and walking bacUard and forward with his hands
I~ hiind his head * Harry,” he added,
brothl- “ it’s music

that’s haunting me
not music generally
bul auipiece ofmnsic;
it's been therc ever
since that day in the
country; you remem-
ber? Everything we
saw there— the river,
llie trees, the rocks,
the birds, even the
boys bavesomehowput
ihemselves into music
inmy head, and 1can’t
get it out. | 've no
voice for it.”
“No voice—you *ve
got the best voice in
the whole school,” an-
swered Harry, with a
sclioolboy’s literalness;
«‘and you ’ll blossom
into a public singer
yet; ifthat’swhat you
mean, though how any
fellow can like a bow-
ing and scraping life,
when he might ”
"l don’t mean that;
| don’t mean that !”
exclaimed Leonard, his
color rising painfully
al his brother’s evident
incnpacity lo understand hiin. “linean | have
ncver learned how to wrice music; to give expies-
sion to 7
“ Ncver leamed to write music? Why, any fool
could imitate the crabbed characters you singing
fellows are so fond of. | would n’t break my heart
about such a trifle as that, Len, if | were you.”
Leonard sighed and wasabout to speaic when the
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brothers’ interview was broken in upon by the en-
trance of some of their school-fellows, and a few min-
utes laterabcll suvnmoned all the boys to study.
But even leading, writing and arithmetic, the
rudiinents of geography and history, the dry
bones, as it wcre, of learning, which made up the
whole coursc of education in the Aldcrsgate Ward,
failed this afternoon to chase away the hnppy
exprcssion which the good news had brought to
Leonard’s face; and in the delight of practicing
under a skillful teachcr the beautiful music to be
performed 011 Childrcn’s Day at St. Paul’s, he forgot
fora time even the haunting mclodies which had

sprung from the fast great treat he had enjoyad,
The first meet.ng for pract.ce tu St, Sepulchre s
Church, Newgate, when a kmd of foretaste cf the
great day had been given to the children,” had
seemed to Leonardsim-
plyperfect, and though
he was himself uncon-
sciousofit, hisvoice had
more tiran once vung
out in his exultation
above that of his com-
panions, and attracted
the notice alike of the
leader of thelittle sing-
ers and of some visitors
inthegallery. Already,
had he but known it,
he had taken the sec-
ond stcp toward the
goal on which he had
set his heart; but be-
fore I go on with his
story | roust pause for
one moment to explain
how a boy of evidently
gentle nurture carne to
be growing up in a
London ward school as

a pauper scholar.

Leonard had passed
the whole of his young
life in the heart of the
city. His moiher, the
widow of a culrate, had
supported her two boys
as best shc could with
her needle, until her painful strugglc liad
attracted the notice of a distant relative of her
husband, who had obtained the admission of both
boys into the school where we first saw them.
That poor Mrs. Layton was grateful, mostgratef.il,
for the timely help, none who had known of
lier pi-evious dcspair could doubt, but neither did
she ever see her sons in their charity garb or
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amongst tlieir humble companions without a sigh
from the verybottoin of her heart for what might
have been had thcir poor father lived. Harry,
born before his parents’ troubles began, when life
seeined to thcm full ofall manner of beautiful pos-
sibilities, had inherited his fathcr’s originally
lobust constitution and happy disposition; wliilst
Leonard, four years younger than Hairy,—a little
sistcr between them having died when he was a
baby,—had grown up inan atmosphere of privation
which could not but inaterially afFcct both his
health and his character. In every lot, however,
those who are not willfully blind may recognize how
tenderly the all-wise Father provides for his chi-
dren some conipensation for their sufferings; and
if Leonard was physically the inferior of Harry, he
was far superior to him in intellcct, in imagination,
and in a certnin namcless purity of mind which
inscnsibly ieavened all who carne under his influ-
encc. Fraii as he was, and by his peculiarities
presentingmany a vulnerable spot for ridicule, Leon-
ard was ne\’er bullied, and, in his presence, the
coarse oaihs which are, alas, so often thought
manlyby English boys, were ncver heard. Very
eager had been the coinpetition amongst the
Aldcrsgate boys for the honor of being one of
those chosen to join in the annu.al festival at St.
Paul’s, yet none had grudged Leonard his place in
the proud ranks of the “ trebles.”

The very eve of the festival had arrived. Again
Leonard was sitting on his favorite bench, appar-
ently looking just as before on his school-fellows at
play; but, in realicy, tryingto picture the scene in
which he should play his part on the morrovv.

SINOINC IN TUNE

But, again, my hero's reverie was interrupted,
not this time by Hairy, but by the entrance of onc
of the masters imo the school-room.

'*Ah! Leonard,” said he, “ will you take this
note for me to its addrcss? It isnot a long walk,
or | would not ask it of you.”

Leonard instantly consented and set out. It was
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not a long walk; but, unfortunately, our hero fell
into one of his revenes and lost his way. It was
late; the neighborhood in which he found himself,
at last, was new to him, and the people in the
streets were rough and surly. He was in a bad
quarter of the town, and
we know not what would
have beeome of him, ifhe
had not fallen in with a
little girl—a ragged liitle
girl, but a kind-liearled
one—who led him to the
address he was st-ekirg.
As they walked along
together, 'he toid her of
the approaching Chil-
dren’s Day at St. Fatil’s,
and of the part he was
totakeinthc ccremonics.
Katie, that was her fiame,
was wild to see and hear
itall. But how? Leon-
ard could see no plan by which such a ragged little
crcature could get a place in St. Paiirs.
The next day he told the master of the incidem.
“ Oh, sir!” cried the enthusiastic Leonard,
* she was so kind to me, and took so much troulile
to show me the way I Can’t you get her a pléci-
to see USin the cathedral; that’s what she’d likc.
“1’d give my head and cars to be thcre,” she said."
* 1am afraid | can’t do that,” said Mr. Dawson,
smiling at the boy’s enthusiasm, “iinless by
the way, some one said how big is Katic?
You know Lucy Green? She wasto have been onc
of the girls; she ’s sprained her foot. Theie’s no
onc clse of her size to go; now if Katie could ”
“ | understand, sir!” cried Leonard, clapping
his hands. “ You mean if Katie could wcar Lucy’s
dress she could go inslead. Oh, it’s the very, veiy

LEONARD

thing. Mother would manage it. Oh, sir, I may
go now and fetch Katie ?”
“No, leave that to me,” said Mr. Dawson,

adding, almost to himself, “ I’ll arrange it with the
mistress.”  Then, aloud, “ You must go now,
Leonard. Look out for Katie among the girls.”
But, to return to Katie herseif. Whilst Leonard,
converted by his mother’s rapid and almost raagic
inanipulaiion from ajaded, shabby child, into afresh-
looking, gentlemanly boy, is sharing with liis
school-fellows the hot rolls and coffee which are to
fortify them for their perambulation of the paiisli
before the ceremony itself, Katie is enduring such
a prinking at the hands of an assistaiu mistress
as she had nevereven imaginedin her worst night-
niare. She feit, she expressed to Leonard afler-
wards, as if she was being “ made ovcr again,”
and certainly the result justified her somewliat
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strong cxpression. Look at the little'procession
siarting frora the school and see if you can make
out which is Katie. But, as you are not likely to

find out Katie for your-
sclves, 1 will tell you in
a vliispcr that she is on the right, near
the top of the steps, and cidse to the
girl who is looking at her with wide
open mouth,saying,perhaps, “And who areyou?”
And Leonard 1 1 must give you a special por-
trait of him nosv. See him pinched into a coat a
litile small for him. with his solemn, happy face,
all the bappier for the rcmembrance of the anxie-
ties passcd and the thought of the joy which has
sprung for Katie out of the troubles in which she
has shared. And now look at ihese other boys
from another part of the city, and rcad in their
dcar, prim little heads, rising from their prim little
costumes, the good rcsults of the annual “ redding
up” to which they have been subjected. Surely
llicse boys have never cuffed each other, shirked
tlicirlessnns, usedbad language, or cheatcdat mar-
bles, or if tbey ever have, they never will again !
Rut it is half-past ten, and with onc accord tbc
prncessions are startingon the perambulations or
walking round of their parishes. We will not foi-
lowthem all ihe way, but join them again as they
tile into St. Paul’s Church-yard, a little hot and
dusty, perhaps, but still buoyed up by a sense pf
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the delights before them, and of their own excep-
tional
beadles, who know how to

even the much dreaded

rap the knuckles of

importance;

restless
boys withsuch
terrible effect,
wear benefi-
cent expressions. Now | don’t
think, do you ? that the one whose
portrait we give would have the
heart to turn Katie dht, if he should leam of that
little goat’s presence among the lambs.
With what wondcring eyes Katie starcd .ibout
her in St. Paul’s Church-vardl Where could all
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these grand men, in their long black gowns
and tall hats, have come from ! Were they
greater, or notso great, as the beadles, with
tire heavy gold sticks in their hands and
the goid all about them? Where was
Leonard now ? Oh, there he was, amongst
a stream of boys walking side by side with
the girls. And the banners, with the
flames of the schools on them—how they

fluttercd in the
wind ! If it was so
beautiful outside,

what would it be in
the cathedral itself?
Katie’s heart beat
veryfastasherturn
carne to be ushered
up the steps by a
beadle, with a very
imposing wand of
office in his hand.
Suppose at the last
moment sheshouid
be turned back ?
ButKatieneeded
not to be afraid.
The dreadedbeadle
even smiled at her,
as he ract the sweet wonder in her eyes fora ino-
ment, and, re-assured by that sraile, Katie drew a
long breath of relicf, The next moment she was
in the beautiful cathedral, already apparently full
to overflotving with children and spectators. Katie
gave one long, wondering look armmd, and then
she stopped, and dropped the flowlrs she held,
causing a momenfary pause in the procession.

THE STANDARD BEAREB,
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“ Pick up yoiir flowersand move on
stupid !'" whisperecl the rather iil-naiured
giri with whom the little iutruder »&
walking; and, with a face covered with
blushes, Katie obeyed.

She did not drop her flowers again,
but did her best to imitate her compan-
ions. When she stood beneath the dome
and saw the tiers of seats some alreadv
occupied, others waiting for the arrival of
the schools to which they wecre ailottcd,
Katie hardly could restrain her emotion;
but she managed to reinain outwardiy
caim. Her seat happened to be low down
and to face the choir, so that she could see
the east window, the clergy in their stalls,
and—what she liked still bctter—ihé
little boys in their white surplices in the
choir. linitating the action of the otlier
girls as they took their places, our liitle
Katic hid her tace in her apron for a fow
moments, scarceiy knowing why she did
it. The poor child had never learned to
piay, and yet | think that the wish that
went up from her little heart to be always
neat like this, wasalmost a prayer. Diinl;-
and vaguely the ncw sights and sounds
about her were awaking new ambitions

m our Katie, who never could, after this wonderful
da>, be content again with the dirt and squalor of
the court in which she lived.

The prayer over, the white aprons smoothed
down over the knees, and the raittened hands foldcd
upon them, the children were free to gaze about
them a little, before Service began. Katie. searching
for Leonard with eager eyes, was at first gre.itly
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lauracted by two little girls amongst the visitors,—
l'ihsir portraits are given you on the next page,—
»lio were the daughters—though this Katie did
nol know—of one of the city dignitaries, sitting in
grarel State robes near the Lord Mayor, toward the
| cenler of the floor. Are these little girls, in the
| sirangely shaped hats which were then coming into
fasliiun again, any pretticr than souic of the charity
girls, in their funny mob-caps? | scarcely think
they are; do you ?

Just as the vast congregation rises to begin
[the Service, Katie catches sight of the banner
I beloiiging to Leonard’s school, far, far up above
I'her licad on the right. Her eager look of recogni-
lion contrasts very pleasantly with the rather weary
| expression of some of the more expericnced singers.

Jlany eycs are turned to look at two fine little sing-
lets, whose voices come in sweetly toward the ci6se
1 of tlic chorus,—yet one looks abstiacted, and the
| other is halfasleep. The advantages the latter has

hatl, if they have taught her to join so correctly in
ihc Hundredth Psalm, perhaps deprive her ofa cer-
lain sensc of novclty, which shines in many of the
oiher young faces. To Katie, all is unmingled
ddighC; ihe very notes of her companion’s voice
atetu her a sweetand holy surprise, for never before
lizsshe heard the wuncleiful, wonderful harmonies
ofthismighty chorus. Butbccause the giris, in their
gnaintand many-colored coslumes, are prettier than
the inore soberly dressed boys, | must not show un-
fait partiality for them. | must leave Katie to stare
about her, and listen in wondering astonishment

Iithe music, to return to Leonard, who, peiched

upin rather an awkward position for seeing any-
ihing above him, yet scarcely once looked down,
and had not even il*ght of Katié. His whole
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soul seemed to go up with the music, and he found
himself wondering that it did not lift up the dome
and escape back to heaven, from where, he felt, it
surely must have come. If 1 followed him through
the wholc Service, you would be as tircd as | fcar
many of the little ones who had entered the cathe-
dral so happily were, long long before it was over.
I have to tell you, instead, of rather a sad conclu-
sién to Leonard’ part in the performance, and for
this you must imagine all the praycrs to be over and
the sermén to have begun.

The text was very suitable for the young audi-
ence, to whom the sermo6n was specially adclressed.
It was, “ Be thou faithful over a few things,” and
both the childrcn in whom you and | are interested
were able to take in fully all that the prcacher said.
Katic’s attention, it is true, often wandered; how
could it be otherwise in such an unfamiliar scene ?
but Leonard listened, eagerly hoping, in his inno-
cent, childish way, that he had been faithful over
the few things trusted tohim. But why did the
preacher’s head begin to bob up and down?—were
the girls pciting him with their bouquets of flowers ?
Surcly not. Leonard looked down upou llie long
circles ofwhite Unen mob-caps beneath hiin. Why
were they whirling round and round? Was the
cathedral moving, or what? The dome, too, as he
turned his eyes toward it, was spinning. Leonard,
frightened, giddy, scarcely knowing whcre lie was,
flung his arms up ahove his head and fcll heavily
forward upon the shoulder of the boy iii front of
him.

There was a stir amongst the boys which spread
from thcir ranks to those of the girls beneath, and
thence to the visitors on the floor. What Leonard
had fancied, was partly coming true; the mob-
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caps, if not the preacher’s head, were bolabing up
and down. Leonard did not see the real thing,
though. He was lifted tendeily in Mr. Dawson’s
arms, and liy him carried down between ihe cords
strained from the highest to the lowest tiers of seats,
marking off the spaces assigned to particular
schools.

Wtien Mr. Dawson reached the floor with his
unconscious ljurden, he was mct by a beadle who
whispercd : “ Let me take him, sir; where does he
live? 1’ll see him safe home.” Mr. Dawson gave
Mrs. Layton’s address, and Leonard, siill uncon-
scious, was carricd out of the cathedral, past the
conductor and visitors, every one turning to look
with sympathy at his whitc face resting against the
coat of the resplendently attired beadle. The con-
ductor, who, you reinemher, had been struck by
Leonard’s voice in St. Sepulchre’s Church, saw him
carried pastand determined to find out all about
him when he was released from the cathedral,

THB DICmTASY’'s DAUCHTBnNS.

Katie, when she saw that the child who liad
fallen was Leonard, could scarcely restrain herself
from running out after him. Not one word more
of the sermén did she hear, and when it was over

and the Hallelujah chorus begun, she started up
with a low cry of relief, which, fortunately, perhaps,
for her, was drowned in the burst of music. Katie
ever after associated the beautiful chorus \vith the
pain she felt on this occasion, as being still unable
to follow Leonard. When at last the signal for
ieaving the cathedral carne, her companion had
rcaliy every excuse for eager injunctions to Katie
to bchave herself.

Back again in Aldersgate Ward, Katie, scarcely
to her regret, was compclled to resume her rags,
and she was bounding away in them toward Mis.
Layton’s lodgings when she met Harry coining to
seek her. Leonard was better, was asking for her.
And*“ Oh, Katie,” added Harry as she trottedbe-
side him, scarcely able to kccp up with his long
strides, “ there’s such news! The conductor has
been to inquire about him, and he ’s going to take
him for his own pupil when he is better, and Mr.
Dawson is there; he has seen mother alone and
she won ’t tell me what he said.”

But Katie cared nothing about Mr. Dawson;
why should she? As she stood beside Leonard
lyiiig back on the slippery horse-hair sofa palé and
exhausted, but with a smile of intense interest
upon his lips, her iittle heart was ftill. Must she
go back now, after this peep into a worid of love
and music, to the squalor and turmoil of the court?
“ Katie, come here,” said Mrs. Layton, seeing
the tears ready to fall from the bright blue eyes.
“ tell me how you would like to stay with me and
be my little companion; Leonard is going away
from me to the other side of London, and 7

“ Yes, Katie!” cried Leonard sitting up and
holding out his hand, “ and yon can have my little
attie and my bed, and 1 sliall see you sometimcs.
Oh, Katie, isn’t it glovious ?”

“ Glorious, indccd !” echoed Harry; “ though
how a fellow. ’s to do without you at that stupid oid
school is more than this fellow, for one, can tell.”
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.Bili the great day is over, and we must say good-

AT ST. PAUL S.

155

and if we could follow her to her lodgings after she

Ibvc to those with whom we have shared ils mingled has taken her little charges back to Aldersg.ite

Ipjin and joy. You would like to
|Gnoivwhat bccame of them all after-
litard, you say ; and, as a little bird
Ibas toid me something, | will pass
|,t on to you. Let us fancy we are
jsianciing again at the cérner of St.
Jls Church-yard, sixteen years
iaficr the “ Children’s Day” when
Katieand Leonard took part in the
procession.  See, there is the con-
1ductor, hurrying in to arrange his
before the arrival of the
| children. He is a tall, slim man,
| Kiili hlue eyes. Is there not somc-
| ihing familiar about him? Can it
1be Lconard? See him' turn and
smile, before he disappears in the
cathedral! Yes, it is the very smile
ivhich went to Katie’s heart so many
years ago.  And now the crowd is
1thickening.  Again the boys ave
filingup, so like, and yet so differ-
eni, from those we watched so long
lajo, The knee-breeches are gone.
I Jhe all-invading trousers have re-
| placed them. There is nothing
very distinctive now, even about
ihehanner-bearersofthe'wards. Butherc come the
girls, they are not changed, the mob-caps, the white
aproas and the long white gloves might be the
very same as those worn by Katie and lier com-
panions- Do we see no familiar faces amongst
ihem?  No, not one. But who is that fair
voung mistress speaking to a beadle in the dis-
tancc? Can it be Katie herself? Yes, it is Katie,

Paul’s

music
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Ward, we should see what a cozy little home she
has made there for her poor oid mother.

And Harry and Mrs. Layton, where are they?
Harry is tossing about in a ship on the Atlantic,
Mrs. Layton is waiting in her pretty little house
ncar London for Leonard’s return honre. She
has a delightful letter from Harry that she is
cager to share with her younger son.



WHAT SHALL HE
By Charles
This is a sad, but short, tale about a cat, or

perhaps about arabbitthat pretended to be a cat,—

[ do not know which. You will presently see \vhy

it iniist be short.
Some time ago a supposed friend sent me, as a
what purported to be a Chinese cat.
Thcreby hangs a tale? Not at al. The cat
had n’t a sign of a tai!, It was said by way of
apology and explanation that all Chinese cats have
no tails. If this is a fact jn natural history, it is an
absurdfact; forit is known that ali Chinamen—
even the sinalicst—have tails, which are callcd

present,

DO WITH IIER?

Dudley Warner.

cues, and sometimes pig-taus, but never cat-tails.
And it seemed improbable and heartiess that a
Chinaman would deny tails to his cats. However,
I took the kitten in, and named her “ China”,—i
flame she has never responded tn, to this day.
And this shows the animal’s instinct; for when |
carne to look in the dictionary, | found that, in all
probabiuty, she was a Manx cat from the Islc of
a small English island {haitiiy room enougll
to turn round) where cats are obliged to do with-
out tails. It is considered a very nice kind of cat,
if if is a cat, of which | have doubts. It is said
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that Turner, the great painter,—who was probably
asgood a judge of cats as ever lived,—kept seven
Manx cats always in his house. Perhaps it was neces-
sary to have seven Manx cats to get the equivalent
of one real cat; in my experience itreqgiiires more.

As | said, | doubt if China :s a cat, take her all
together. Site had, as a kitten, no tail. Her grown
lai! now is less than an inch long, and most of that
isfur. 1t is exactly like a rabbit’s tail, that is, a
kind of place for a tail. When China first began
to realize her existence, she evidently thought she
wes a cat, and her first sportive effort was to play
wiih her tail. She looked around, and there wasn't
any tail there; the other end of her was rabbit.
She 'vas mortified; but what could she do? She
began, without any apology, to play with her hind
leg, to Chase it round and round as if it were a tail;
andever after that she has ainused herself with her
hind leg.

And her hind legs are worth playing with. For
lhey are not like the hind legs of a cat, but are
longand bend under exactly like the legs of a rab-
bit. When China sits down, she sits down like a
rabbit. So she is neither one thing fior another;
and 1 cannot make out whether she is a rabbit try-
ingto be a cat, or a cat trying to be a rabbit. She
succeeds, any way, China is rather handsomc.
Her coat is the most beautiful combination of soft
buff and ermine fur,—a most pleasing color,—and
she is a shapely little thing besides, with a fine
head and pretty face. Like some other beauties,
however, she is not as good as she is beautiful.
Shehas a tempcr,—can be very playful and affec-
lionate one minute, and scratch and bite the next
without provocation. From an infant she seemed
lohave no conscience. She was a perfect whirl-
wind in the house, when the whim took her to
frolic; went over chairs and all sorts of furniture
like a flying-squirrel; succeeded in about a week
in tearing off all the gimp from the chairs and
loiingcs, climbed the azalia trees, shook offthe blos-
somrs, and then broke the stems. Puiiishment she
minded not at all,—only to escape from it for the
moinent. | think she had not, as a kitten, a graiu
ofmoral sense, and yet she was “ awful cunning ”
and entertaining,—more so than a spoiled child.
We got a sedate oid cat to come and live with
China. She drove that big cat out of the house
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and off the premises in less than half a day; and
that, too, when she 'vas n’t more than seven inches
long. She went at the big cat with incredible fury,
with the blaze and momentum ofa little fire-ball.

Now that China has come to be of decent size,
some of the vivacity and playfuliiess has gone out of
her, but she is really untamed,—goes for things on
the table, steals, and all that; and it ismore difficult
than ever to tell whether she is a rabbit or a cat.
We have another companion for her,—a mild,
staid oid grandmother of a cat, with a very big
tail, enough for two, if they would sharc it. China
treats her with no respect, but, on the whole, they
get on well, quarreling only half the time, and con-
sent to live in the same house. China overlooks
the intrusion.

But as to the nature of China, this is what hap-
pened recently. China’s mistress had undertaken
to raise some radishes, in advance of the season,
inabox in her conservatory. It was a slow proc-
ess, owing to lack of heat or lack of disposition in
the radishes to grow. They carne up, shot up,
grew slender, tall and palé. Occasionally the mis-
iress 'vould puli up onc to see why the bottoms
did n’t grow, so that we could eat them; but she
never discovered why. The plants spindled up, all
top and no radish; and by and by they got tired
and laid down to rest. They might in time come
to somethihg. In fact, they began to look as if.
they were thickening in the stem and going”o
grow iii the root. One incrning they were gone.
Gone, after wecks of patient watching, watering,
and anxious expectation 1 Nilibled off ci6se to the
ground. China had eaten every one of them short,

Now, does n’t that show that China isa rabbit?
Will a cat cat radish tops? This is one thing 1
'vant to know.

There carne once to our house a facetious person;
that is, a person who makes jokes likely to lvurt
your feelings; and he looked at the cat, and said
it did n’t matter if it had no tail, that | could 'vrite
one for it. | have done so.

But that makes no differencc. What | want to
know no'v from the children of St. Nicholas is
this; What can | do with her ? | can neither give
her away for a cat, fior sell her for a rabbit. Do
you think it would coax a tail out of her to put her
under blue glass ?
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would be better to draw your thoughts away from
eatables for a time. You talk entircly too inuch
about food to be elegant,” said Edith Lamlrerl,
“When you are throtigh with your nonsensv. 1
have something to proposc for our final ‘gond
We ve oniy four days, it’s true, “and piy

HALF A DOZEN
By Katharine D. Smith.
“W e never can
be jollier than
this 1”7 cricdLilla,
in an irrepressi-
ble bnrst of en- time.’
joyment. * Oh,

that it might jast
forever, and that
seminaries fnr
young ladres
might be tnrned
into zoological
gardens 1 Then we could keep house here forever
and take tea with Miss Mirandy every week, if she
asked us. What a good supper that was, girls !!
Oh, Bclle and Jo, you ought to be overeéme with
remorse when you think what you might give us
to eat, if you were oniy energetic and ingenious !”

“You’re the very essence of thanklessness!”
answcrcd Bclle, in high dudgeon. “ It's just a
fiery martyrdom to cook for you, girls, you are so
ungratcful!”

“ My dear child, 1 ’m sorry for my remark,” said
Lilla, wiih sweetrcpentance. “ It was very thought-
less in inc to rouse your anger until after the next
meal. Any impertinence of ours is sure to be vis-
ited upon us in the form of oatmeal mush, or salt
fish and crackers.”

“ Lilla Porter, jf you ‘want to be an ange!,’ it

tis ’tis true;’ but we must go away with fiying
colors. and astonish the natives with our geiiius.
Now | ?

“ Si-lence in court!” cried Jo, impressively.
“ Let me offer yon the coal-hod for a piatform ; it
wont tip over. Go on, you look as dignifiecl ,isa
policeman.”

“ Stop your nonsense, Jo. You rememircr,
Belle, the time at school when we made a comic
pantomimo of ‘Young Lochinvar,” and acled it
before the professors?”

“Indeed | do,” laughed Bclle, in recollection.
“ We girls took all the characters. What fon it
was !”

“ Wel!, why can’t we do that agnin, changing
and improving it, of course? Our boys are 0
clever and bright about anything of the kind. they
would be irresistibly funny. What do you think?”

“ 1 like the idea,” answered SadieWeld. * Unele
Harry’s large hall would be just the place lbrit,
and the stagc is already there.”

“ Yes,” proceeded Allie; “ we can’t think of
anything that would be greater fun. How shall
we cast the characters? You must be the bride,
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Belle, the “fair Ellen;’ you will do it better than
anybociy. Jo will make up into the funniest oid
lady for ~ mother, and the rest of us can be the
Pride-maidens. Hugh Pennell will be a glorious
Young Lochinvar, if he can be persuaded to run
anay with Belle.”

1+Yes,” said Edith, “ and poor Jack will have lo
bethe ‘craven bridegroom ’ who loses hisbride, and
Geoff, the “stern parient.””

“ Unele Harry will read the pocm, | know,”
continucd Belle; “ Phil Howard, Royal Lawrence
and Harry will be bride-men. We ’ll perform the
piece in such a ti-agic way that each sepéarate hair
inthe audience shall stand erect.”

"But, oh the work, girls!” sighed Sadie,—
“woodcn horses to be made for the elopement
scene, Scotlish dresses, and all sorts of toggery
[0Obe hunted up ; can we ever do it?”

” Honscnse; of course we can,” rejoined Belle,
energetically. “ We can consult every book on
private theatncals, Scottish history, manners and
wstuines in the house. Let us getup at five to-
morrow morning, have a simple breakfastof 7

“Musli and muk,” finished Lilla, with grim
sarcasm.  “ If time must be saved, of course it
riustcome out ofthecooking! How are we todo all
thisainount of work on a low diet | ’d like to know ?”

“How are the cooks to get time foranything
outside the kitchen if they humor your unnatural
appetite? Out of kindness, we are going to lower
you gradually, mcal by meal, into the pit of board-
ing-school fare.”

” ' Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.” |
dont care to be starved beforehand by way of get-
ling used to it,” rctorted Lilla, as she lighted the
bedrofim candios. *“ Come, girls, do put out the
fire; it was sieepy-time an hour ago, and if you
want to see something beautiful, look out through
tliis piazza window.”

Beneath them lay the steep river-bank, smooth
with its white gllltcring crust, above which a few
nakcd aldcrs pushcd their snow-wcighted finger-
tips; one rugged oid pine-tree in the garden,
sianding grand, solevnn and fearlessi the quiet
river, turned by King Winter into an icy mirror;
the fall below, ovcr which the watei-s tumbled too
fiiriotisly to be frozen; the oid bi'idge knitting
together the two little viilages; and over all the
daniiiig winter moonlight.

Six clreamy faces now at the cottagc-window.
Six gidish figures, all drawn closely together, with
arms lovingly clasped. The beautiful, snlemn
stillncss of tlic picture hushcd them into quietness,
and Belle impulsivcly bent her brown head down
tothe window-sill, and whispered sofily :

“Dcar Lord, make us puré and white within as
thy world is witliout.”
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“ Puli down the curtain,” sighed Jo ; “
me feel wicked !”
Chapter VII.

On the next morning, and indeed on all those
left of their stay, the six housekeepers were up at
an alarmingly carly hour, so that the sun, accus-
tomed to being the earliest of all risers, felt himself
quite behindhand and outshone.

In vain he clambered up over the hill-side in a
desperate hurry ; they were always before him with
lighted candles. As for the dock, it lield up its
hands in astonishment, and struck five shrill ex-
clamation points of surprise
to see six wide-awake girls
tumbling out of their warin
ncsts at such hours.

The day’s hours were
hardly many enough for the
day’s plans ; there were fare-
well, coasting, skating and
slcighing parties, bcsideactive
daily preparations for the
pantomime. The costumes
of the boys were gorgeous to
beholci, and were fashioned
entirciy by the girls’ clever
fingers. They consisted of
scarlet or blue flannel shirts,
short plaid skirts, colored
stockings striped with braid,
sashes worn over shoulder,
and jaunty little caps with
bobbing feathers.

On the last happy cven-
ing of their stay, the event-

it raakes

THE DOOKS TUEV COSSULTSD-

ful evening of “ Young Lochinvar,” the guests
gathered from all the surrounding country to see
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the frolic. There were people from North X,
South X, East X, and West X, from X Upper
Coérner, X Lower Corner, and X Four Corners,
and everybody had brought his dnele and cousins.

In the big dressing-room, the young actors were
asserabled,—in a high state of exuberance and
excitement, fortunately, else they would have been
decidedly frjghtened at the ordeal. Jo was trying
to make herself look seventy; and, though not
succeeding, transformed herself into a very present-
able Scottish dame, with her short satin gown and
apron, lace kerchiefand glasses. Edith was giving
one pointed burnt-cork eyebrow to Hugh, that
he might wear a sufliciently dashing and defiant
expression for Lochinvar. Jack was before the
mirror practicing his meek expression for the
jilted bridegroom.

Belle had sunk into a chair, and folded her hands
to “ getup" hercourage. Asto herdress, nobody
knew whether it was the proper one for a Scottish
bride or not; but it was the only availabie thing,
and certainly she looked in it a very bewitching
and sufficient excuse for Lochinvar's rash folly. It
was of some shining white material, and carne
below the ankle, just showing a pair of jaunty
high-heeled slippers; the skirt was broidered and
flounced to the beit, the waist simple and fuil, with
short puffed sieeves ; while a bridal veil and dainty
Crown of flowers made her as winsome and bonny
as a white Scottish rose.

Unele Harry stumbled in at the low door.

“ Are you ready, young fryasked he;
half-past seven, and we ought to begin.”

“ Put out the foot-lightsj give the people back
their money, and tell them the prima donna is
dangerously ill!” gasped Belle, faintly, fanning
herself excitedly with a box-cover. “ 1 don’t be-
lievc | can ever do it. Hugh, are you perfectly
sure our horse wont break down on the stage when
we elope

“ Cahn yourself, ‘fair Ellen,” and trust to my
horsemanshio. Doesn’t the poem say;

“itis

‘In all the wide border, his steed was che best;"'

and does n’t this exactly embody Scott’s idea?”__
pointing to a very wild and cross-eyed looking
wooden efRgy mounted on a pair of trucks.

Have you ever read Sir Walter Scott’s poem
of “ Young Lochinvar.»” | hope so, for they are
brave oid verses, albeit the moral may not be
the best for nineteenth-century boys and girls.
It begins;

“ O young Lochinvaj is come out of the Westr
In all the wide border,,his suod was ihe best;
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And, save his good broadsword, he wcapon had none;
He rodé alt uoarmed, and he rodé all alone.

So faithful in love, and so dauntless lo war,

There never was knight like the young Lochinvar/’

And then it goes on to say that he rodé fast and
far, staid not for brakes, stopped not for stones, but
all in vain ; for ere he alighted at Netherby G.ite
the fair Ellen, overe6me by parental authority, had
consented to be married,

" For a Isggard !'n love, and a dastard in war,
Was to wed the fair Ellen of brave Lochinvar.”

But he, nothing daunted, boldly enterad the bridal
hall among bride-men and bride-maids and kins-
men, thereby raising so general a commotion thai
the bride’s father cried at once (the poor craven
bridegroom being struck quite dumb);

" “Oh come ye in peace here, or come ye in wat,
Or to dance at our bridal, young Lord Lochinvar?™’

The lover answers with great indifference thal
though he has in past time been exceeding fond
of the young person callcd Ellen, he has now
merely come to tread a measure and drink one cup
of wine, for although love swells like the tide, il
ebbs like it aiso. So he drinks her health wiiile
shesighsandblushes, weeps and smiles alternatclv;
then he takesher “ soft hand,” her parents frettiiig
and fuming the while, and leads the dance with

—he so stately, she so lovely, that they are ihe
subject of much envy and gossip. But while thus
treading the measure, he whispers in her ear some-
thing to which she apparently consents, without any
unwillingness, and at the right moment they dance
out by the back door, where the charger stands
ready saddied. Quick as thought he swings her
lightly up, springs before her, and they dash
furiously away.

“'She is won! We aro gone, over bank, bush and scaur;

They Il have fleel sieods thal follow,” quoth young Lochinvar.”

As soon as their flight is discovered, there is wild
excitement and hasty inounting of ali the Netherby
clan; there is racing and chasing over the fields,
but they never recover the lost bride.

"So daring in love, and so daunlless in war,
Have ye e’er heard of gallant iike young Lochinvar?”

Unele Harry read the poem through in suclj a
stirring way that the audience were fairly wanncd
into interest; then. standing by the side of the
stage with the curtain rollcd up, he read it again,
lineby line, orverse by verse, to explain the action.
During the first stanza, Lochinvar made his tri-
umphal entrance, riding a prancing hobby witli a
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sivcepingtail of raveled rope, and a mane to match;
gorgeoiis trappings, adorned with slcigh-bells and
orn.imcnial paper designs, and bunches of eotton
lacked on for flecks of foam.
Lochinvar himself wore gray pasteboard armor,
a pair of carpet slippers with ferocious spurs, red
miilcns;—and he carried a huge carving-knife. His
| costurae alone was enough to convulse any one,
butthe manner in which he careered wildly about
the stage, displaying his valorous Irorsemanship as
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room on his arm, whilc the bridegroom looks on
wretchedly, the parents quarrel, and the bride-
maidens whisper:
“’T w«rc betw by far
To have inatched our fair coudn with young Lochinvar/'

At the first opportunity, the guests walk leisurely
out, and young Lochinvar gets an imaginary chance
to draw Ellen hastily back into the supper-room.
He whispers the magic word into her ear, shcstarts
in horror and draws back; he urges; she demurs;

BSFORE THE PLAY

he rodé lo the wedding, was perfectly irresistible.
The ncxt scene opens in Netherby Hall, showing
thehridal party all assembled in gala drcss. Into
this family gathering presently strides the deter-
mined lover, with his carving-knife sheathcd for
iwliteness’ sake. Then follows a comical panto-
mime between the angry parents, who demand his
intentions, and the adroit Lochinvar, who declares
themtobe peaceful. The fathcr (Geoffrey Strong)
at last gives unwilling pcrmission to drink one ciip
ofwine and lead one mcasure with the bride. Shc
hisses the goblct (a quart dipper), he quaffs off the
liquor and throws down the cup. Fair Ellen

with pleasurc, and promenades about the

VoL. VI.—12.

he pleads; she shows signs of surrender; he begs
on iiis hended knees; she yields at length, with a
broadgrin, to the plan of the clopement. Then
he darts to the outside door and brings in his
chargcr (rather a iinique proceeding, but neces-
sary under the circumstances). As the flight was
to be made on horseback, much ingenuity and
labor was needed to arrange it artistically. The
horse’s head was the work of Geoff’s hand, and
for meekness of cxpression, jadedness, utterly-
cast-down-and-worn-out-ed-ness, it stood absolutely
unrivaled- A pair of trucks were secreted beneath
the horse-blankets, and the front legs of the animal
pranced gayly out in front, taking that startling
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and decided curve only seen in pictures of mowing-
machines and horse-trots. Lochinvar quiets his
fierybeast and swings Ellen up to the saddle, himself
jumps up, waves his tal! hat in triumph, and starts
off at a snail’s pace, the horse being dragged by a
rope from behind the scenes. When half-way
across the stage, Ellen nudges her lover hastily
and seeins to have forgotten something, Every-
body in the room at once guesses it must be her
baggage- She explains earnestly in pantomime ;
Lochinvar refuses to go back; she insists; he
remains firmj she pouts and scemingly says she
wont elope at all unlcss she can have her own way.
He relents, and they go back to the house; Elien
runs up a back stair-way and comes down laden
with maidenly traps. Greatly to the merriment
of the observers, she loads them on the docile
horse, in the face of Lochinvar’s displeasure—two
small looking-glasses, a bird-cage, and a French
bonnet. She then leisurely draws on a pair of
huge India-rubbers, unfurlsa yellowlincnumbrella,
and suffers herseif to be rcmounted just as her
lover’s patience is ebbing. The second tvip across
the stage was accomplished in safety, titough with
anything but the flectness coinmon to elopements.

Then carne the pursuit. Four biide-men on
slashing hobby-horses, jumping fences, leaping
bars and ditcbes in hot excitement! four bride-
maids, with handkerchiefs tied over thcir heads,
running hither and thither in confusién; the
oid mother and father, limping in and strain-
ing their eyes for a sight of their refractory
daughter; and last of all, poor Jack, the deserted
bridegroom, with never a horse left to him,
puffing and panting in his angry chase. It was
done! H.ow 8eop|e laughed till they cried, h{)/\.l\{
they contmued to laugh for five minutes after-
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I cannot begin to ftell

It had been the perfection

of fim from first to last

and seemed all the fim

nier because it was origi-

nal with the bright bew

of young folks. The

lights at length were

all out and the finery

bundied up, many farc-

weils were said, and as

they trudged through the

garden for the last time,

the sorry thoughts would

come, although the paity

was much too youtlifiil

and cheery to be very sad.

‘ Depait, fun and frolic !” sighed Lilla,

a very mournful tone. “ Depavt, late

' breakfasts and other delights of lazincssl

Enter, boarding-school, books, bclls and other
bafies of existence !”

“ 1 am as savage as a—a hydrant or any other
monster,” snapped Jo. “ Now | know how Eve
must have felt when she had to pack up and leave
the garden ; only she went because she insisted
upon eating of the tree of knowledge, while I must
go and eaC whether | will or not.”

“ Your appetite is n’t so great that you ’il ever
be troubled with indigestién,” dryly rejoined Sadie,
the student of the “ shc.”

“ Fancy starting off at eight to-raorrow morn-
ing; fancy reaching school at noon, and sitting
stupidly down to a dinner of fried liver and
cracker-pudding ! Ugh ! it makes me shivcr,”
said Allie.

“ Think of US,” cried Geoff, “ going back to
college, and settling into regular “digs !’”

“ No slang!” scolded Edith, saucily. *“ If “digs’
is a contraction of dignitaries, you ’ll certainly
never be those; if you mean you are to delve into
the mines of learning, that ’s doubtful, too; but if
it’s a corruption of Dig-ger Indian, | should say
there might be some forcé in your remark.”

“ Hugh, | was realiy proud of you to-night,”
laughed Belle. “ You made yourself very nearly
as ridiculous and foolish as | made myself.”

It was afternoon of the next day. The six little
housekeepers were gone, and the dejected boys
went into the garden to take a last look at the
cmpty cottage. On the door was a long piece of
fiuttering white paper, tied with black crape. It

proved to be the parting words ofthe “ Jolly Six."

“ are ih« sccnea of vacaiion,

r?ea Boégﬂ%?t,aﬁ%l_%‘fé?aﬂ—ndes, and—ehief recteation—
That gayest of picnics with squires so trae.
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And now, lorn away from the lovcd situatlcn,
The bump of conc«t will explosively sweil,

As proudly wec think, never since llie creadon,
Did any young housckoepers keep house so wclU

Rut ihough our great genius so highly we’ve rated,
~et all that delongs to the kltchen, we know;
And fcel that from infancy we have been faied
Fot scrubbing and cooking far more than for show-

Ilie cookatove and dish-{>an to ua are so charmling,
So tvothaome the compouiids we often have mixed,

That though yoti may chink the news very alarming,
On hoQsckeeping ever our minds are all fixed.”

This nonscnse the boys read with hearty laugh-
ter, and latching the gate behind them, they went

| off, Icaving the place verily descrted.

The sctting siin shone rosily in at the piazza win-
do<i but fell blankly against a gray cuvtain, instead
ofsmiling into six laughing faces as before.

Anoisy crowd of sparrows scttled on the bare
braiiches over the door-step, and twittered as if
expecting the supper of bread-cnimbs which girlish
hands had been 'vont to throw them, and at last flew
alvay disappointed. In the oid house opposite,
Miss Mirandy sat in lier high-ljacked chair knitting
as fiercely as ever, while Miss Jane was at her post
by the window, drearily watching the sun go down.
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She turned away with tlie glow ofa new thought
in her wrinkled face. *“'Mirandy!" called she,
sharply.

No answer but the sharp click of knitting-ucedles.

“ Mirandy Sawyer! What do you say to—
adopting—of—a child !’

Miss Jane never sugared her pills, but cast them
uncoated into the wide-open mouths of listeners.

“ Itseems like a streak of sunshine had gone
out the place with them young creeturs, and |
think we *vc lived here alone long enough 1 |
should like to give one girl a chance of being a
brighter, livelier woman than I be. Yes, you may
drop your knitting, Mirandy, but you know it as
wellas | do !”

No wonder that Miss Sawyer looked very much
as if she had been struck by lightning; the more
wonder tliat the quiet oid house did n't shake to its
foundatiou, when this proposalwas made. Indeed,
oid Tnbby on the hearth-nig did wake up, startled,
no doubt, by the conscioiisness that a child's hand
might puli her tail in futiire days.

So, happiness, after all, is of some good in the
world, since half a dozcn happy younghousekeepers
showed two unhappy oid ones the need of love and
checrfulness to brighten their lives.

CKRISTMAS UBLLS
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THE OLD STONE BASIN.

By SUSAN COULIDGE.

In the heart of the busy city,

In the scorching noon-tide heat,
A sound of bubbling water

Falls on the din of the Street.

It falis in a gray stone basin.
And over the cool wet brink
The heads of thirsty horses
Each moment are stretchecJ to drink,

And pecping between the crowding heads
As the horses come and go,

“The Gifi of Three Little Sisters”
Is read on tlie stone below.

Ah, beasts are not taught letters,
They know no alphabei;

And ncvcr a horse in all thcsc years
Has read the ivords, and yet

I thmk that each toil-worn creature
Who stops to drink by the way,
His thanks in his own dumb fashion
To the sisters small must pay.

Years have gone by since busy hands
Wrought at the basin’s stone;

The kindly little sisters
Are all to women grown.

| do not know their home or fates
Or the fiame they bear to men

But the sweetness of their gracious Heed
Is just as fresh as then.

And all life long, and after life,
They must the happier be

For this “ Cup of Water"given by the..,
when they were children three.
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DANCES.

By Fannie Roper Feudge.

W hileon a cruise among the islands of the Ma-
nyan Archipelago, our ship put in at Batavia for a
‘veek’s repairs. Batavia isthe Dutch capital of Java,
«iolly under the control of Holland; and jts

architecture, and Dutch manneis of living,
1"ake one feel as if every house had been built
u far-away Amsterdam, then boxed up, people,
urniiure, and all, and sent by ship across the
‘raiers.  So, 10 know anything of the natives to
«homthis great, beautifulisland originallybelonged,
o their habits, dress, and amusements, one must
*isit the Malayan settlemcnts of the interior; and

a little party of us determined thus to spend the
week of our ship’s stay at Batavia.

We had made the acquaintance of a petty
chieftain, who once had been in the Service of the
Rajah of Djokjskarta ; and for a small fee, Selim
volunteered to escort our party to the court of his
former master, and if possible, to procure us admit-
tance to the royal presence. Selim wc found to
be evidently a favorito with the Rajah, or Sultan,
as he is called by his own subjects; and we were
received with more favor than we had ventured to
hopc for, by this very exclusive Malayan prince,
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who usually declines the interchangc of all civili-
ties with foreigncrs— strangers especially. Rut
thanks to Selim’s kindness, the Rajah not only gave
US a cordial welcome to his palace, but also invitcd
ustodine, and after a sumptuous repastoi Malayan
dainiies servedin Malayan style, he callad in, for
our entcrtainment, his favorita bands of singing
and dancing girls. The dancers carne first. They
were lovely, graceful little creatures, hardly beyond
their chiidhood, with bright faces, and pretty,
girlish motions; and they glided into the room, each
playing on a timbrel or a lute.

Every one of tlie dancers was cvowned with
natural flowers, and each worc, in addition, a
massive wreath, that was passed over the left
shoulder, and under the right arm, extending far
down below the knees. These wreaths, we soon
learncd, were not designed merely or mainly for
ornament. They were very corapnctly formed of
evergrecns and the tiny buds of fragrant flowers,
such as would not fall to pieces rcadily ; and each
danseuse used her wreath very much as little girls
sometimes use a hoop, in such games as “ thread-
the-needle,” and *“ running the gauntlet.” In
truth, one of these Malayan dances was almost
idéntica] with the latter game, as | used to play it
in my school-days— with only the difference that
these orientais used their flower-wrcaths to jump
through, instead of the less graceful hoop. And
let me tell you, it was a pretty sight to watch a
doren of these bright-eyed Malayan girls in their
fiowcr-crownsandshort, picturcsquedrcsscs, chasing
one another through a whole line of wreathed arches
that were held in place, each by a holder on either
side, the flying Icapers clearing each wreath at a
bound, without the pause of a second.

In onc of the dances, the girls twirled rapidly
around in a circle, the wreaths were thrown from one
neck to another, in a Iwinkiing, and so completely
in accord were the movements, that there was
seldom a neck carrying either two or none. The
entcrtainment closed by the entire company, with
band joined in hand, dancing in a graceful ring
around the Sultdn; and each, as she carne
with the great man, laid her wreath and crown,
with a profoimd salaam, at his feet, and again
joined her companions. Then all passed out,
leaving behind two huge pyramids of lovely natural
flowers, that loadcd the air with fragrance.

At Bandony we attended a gammelang, a sort
of half-play and half-concert, of which high-bred
Malays are very fond; but in which the lower
class never indulge. There were about three
hundred instriiments, timbréis, cymbals, drums,
violins, triangles, tom-toms, horns, and flutes;
and the deafening din prod.uced by the combina-
tion, | cannot begin to describe. The very thought

SOME MALAYAN DANCES. U |

of it causcd my ears to tingle for a weck .after-

ward; but the natives said the music was excellerit

and | suppose it was, if only thcre had been les
of it. For the Malays are the most musical people

of the East, and | have heard them sing songs of |
wonderful swcetness.

Some girls and boys acted a comical little Parce
just after the noisy music | have dcscribed; atid |
the pretty, girlish performers were very fancifullr
dressed. But | thought the game scarcely a fair
one. For each dainty damsel would single out ore |
of her boy admiréis, and invite his approach bv
offering him a flower, or holding out her hand
toward him, and then, the moment he carne within
ann’s length, she would throw a bon-bon in his
face, and retreat behind her companions, whn al
joined her in laughing merrily at the youth’s
cliscomfiture. The last we saw of them the whole
gioup were dancing gayly beneath a live palni-tree,
and the next moment, tree, maidens and all disap
peared, none of us knew how or where. At least, |
did not. The natives, however, who are used to
such wonderful feats, took the disappearance very
coolly; but our unaccustomed eyes gazcd witii
untold wonder at the vacant space, where, but a
moment before, we had seen growing, in iropic
luxuriancc, this maminoth tree, loaded with Icnves,
fruits, and flowers.

At a later day we had an opportunity of wiincss-
ing the “ sword-dnnce” of the Malays, the most
notcd ofall their national dances. Ordinarily, iiis
perfornied by some thirty or iorty ten-year-old Irds,
who are irained to thcir vocation from a very carly
age; but who practice it in public only for a ycar
or so, before they are set aside as no longer suffi-
ciently light and agie for this very peculiar dance.
*The boys are rigged out in very fantastic costumc,
their hals especially, which are fancifully adonu-d
with the plumage of m.any-colored birds, inter-
mingled with briglitly gleaming jewels. The only
weapons used are wooden swords; but the youthful
gymnasts sccm thoroughly in earnest, and rush upon
one another with all the fury of real combatanis.
their eyes gleaming fiercely, and their dark faces
glowing with excitement. They all branclish ihcir
swords with great dexterity, dealing blows sidcwise,
and even backwarcl, while they are in the ver)' act
of whizzing and whirling round the room in a rapid
gallopade. Their motions are not less graceful
than enthusiastic; and though the company is
numeroiis, and the turns and thrusts are siidden,
none seem taken unawares; fior is there even tlie
slightest apparent confusion.  Sometimes single
combats foliow the general engagemcnt, cacti
selecting his own opponent; but the boys are so
wcll matched in regard to size, and all are so pei-
fectly trained, that really there seems little advan-
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| ,a-e to be gained. The grand climax of the whole
affair 'S~ forcé two of their leadcvs into a cdrner,
snrround them with a circle of crossed swords, and
told them pvisoners until one or the othersucceeds
m gaining posscssion of his opponent’s weapon.
The Victor then receives as a prize a real sword,
and is thenceforth honorably discharged from fur-
liher tridis of his skill; while the unfortunate lad
I «im permitted himself to be disarmed, has to go
through an additional season of probation.
The ordinary dress of the lower class of Malays
is very simple, coiisisting for the most pari of a
long, loose *“ sarong,” or petticoat, in place of
trousers, and a tight-fitting jackct of white or red
cotton; but the garb ofthe princes is very gorgeous.
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The tajahs wore sarongs oi heavy silk, jackeis of
velvet richly erabroidered in gold and tiny seed-
pearls, and jewcled girdles that seemed all ablaze
with diamonds.  Both turbans and sandals were
adorned in the same cosily fashion ; and as for the
creese orserpentine dagger, without which a Malay,
whatever his rank, never appears, those of the
rajahs wcre marvels of costly workmanship. The
display of wealth in the palaces of these native
chiefs was far beyond what we expccted to find;
but we learned afterward that Maiayan “ sultans"
are pirate chiefs as wcll; and though they don’t,
in pcrson, rob or murder on the higbh seas, they
derive enormous revenucs from the piratical bordes
that everywhere infest the Malay Archipelago.

CHURCH.

A SWEDISH LEGEND.

rr, - 'T'HERE was once a king,
who, to the honor and
glory ofGod, erected a
magnificent cathedral,
and, by his express
order, no one was al-
lowed to contribute to
it even a shilling, for
he wishcd to complete
it all alone at his own
expensé.  So it was
done, andbeautifuland
granel stood the cath-
edralin allitspompand
splecndor.  Then the
king causad to be put
up a great marlile tab-
Ict, on which he had
carved, with letters of gold, an inscription, announc-
ing that he, the king, had lauilt the church, and
that no one else had contributed thereto a single
shilling. But when the tablet had remained up
Oneday and one night, the inscription was altcred
in the night, and in place of the king’s iame was
another, and it was the flame of a poor woman, so
that now it stood written that she had built the
splendid cathedral.

This cnraged the king to the highcst degree, and
he iinmediately liad her fiame erased and his own
inscribed again. But the next day the poor
ivoman’s fiame was again found upon the tablet,
and again the people read that she had built the
temple. For the third time the Kking's flame was

replaced in the inscription, and for the third time
it vanished, and the other appeared in its stead.
Then the king pcrceived that it was the finger of
God which had written, and he sent for the woman
and broughtherbeforehis thronc. Fullof anguish
and terror, shc stood in thc presence of the king,
who addressed her thus:

“Woman, a wonderful thing has occurred. Now,
before God, and to save thy life, tell me the truth.
Didst thou not hear my command that no one
should contribute anything to the cathedral? Hast
thou, notwithstanding, givcn somewhat?”

Then the woman fell humbly at the king’s fcet
and said;

“ Mercy! my lord, the king! Under thy favor
will I acknowledge all. 1am avery poorwoman, and
earn my bit of bread by spinning, so that | nced
not die of hunger, and, having saved up a shilling,
| wished, for God’s honor, to give it to the building
of thy temple. But, O king! | feared thy ordi-
nance and thy stcrn thrcatenings, and therefore |
bought with my shilling a bundle of hay and
strewed it before the oxen that diagged the stone
for thy church, and they ate it. So | sought
to fulfill my wish without iransgressing thy com-
mand.”

When the king heard the woinan's worcls, he
was much moved, and pcrceived that God had
looked into her good heart, and acccpted her offer-
ing as a richer contribution than all he had lavished
upon the costly temple. The monarch then
bestowed rich gifts upon the woman, and meckly
accepted the rebuke that God had given him.
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“ i» &I feigfefBl, aro6 on eatl|r pina,

goob téil lobarb nun." n

“And all ihc angels in heaven shall sing
On Christmas Day,
on Christmas Dayj
And all the angels tn heaven shall sing

Uanuiah

, On ChristmasDay

litemoming I"

w1514 ¢

oo
Anct on the Street,
Jljjr Lhe Christmas carolings begin;
“iVahen, Christian children,
Up and let us sing,
iVith glad voice the praises
O f our new-horn King.

“Come, fiorfear to seek
Him,
Children though we be;
Once He said of children,
'Let them come to me.'

“Haste we then to welcome,
With ajcyous lay,
Christ, the king ofglory,
Born for us to-day."

When Christmas morning comes, they sav
The whole world knows it's Christmas D a”
The very cattle in the stalls
Kneel when the blosséd midnight falls
And all the night the heavens shine
With lustcr of a light divine. ’

w".® réildren lean
With  Merry Christmas !" m their sieep’
And dream about the Christmas-trec
Or rise, their stockings filled to sec.
Swift come the hours ofjoy and chcer,
Of loving friend and kindred dear;
Of gifts and bounties in the air
Spedby the “ Merrv Christmas !”
pi-ayer.
ri While through it all, so sweet and
strong,
Is heard the holy angeis’ song;
Glory be to God above i
On earth be peace and helpful
lovel™”

or hearts within,
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By Francés

Itbegan with Aunt Hetty’s being out of temper,
lahich, it must be confessed, was nothing new.
|Aiiis best, Aunt Hetty’s temper was nonc of the
Imost charmingi and this morning it was at its
worst-  She had awakened to the consciousness of
Iba'ing a liard day’s work before her, and she had
laivakened late, and so every thing had gone wrong
| fromthe first. There was a sharp ring in her voice
Iwhen she carne to Jcm’s bedroora-door and called
lout.*Jemima | Get up this minute!”

Jciu knew what to expect when Aunt Hetty
Ibegan a day by calling her “Jemima.” It was
loneof the poor child’s grievances that she had
| beengiven such an ugly iame. In ail the books she
had rcad, and she had read a great many, Jem
never had met a heroine who was called Jemima.
But it had been her mother’s favorite sister’s fiame,
andso it had fallen to her lot. Her mother always
called her “ Jem,” or “ Mimi,” which was much
Iprethcr, and even Aunt Hetty only reserved Jemima
forunpleasant state occasions.

liwas a dreadful day to Jem. Her mother was
Inot at home and would not be until night. Sbe
Ihad been called away unexpectedly and had been
obiiged to leave Jem and the baby to Aunt Hetty’s

| mercies.

So Jem found herself busy enough. Scarcely
I had slie finished doing one thing when Aunt Hetty
Itold her to begin another. She wiped dishes and
picked fruit and attended to the baby, and when
bahy had gone to sleep, and everything else seemed
Idisposed of, for a time at least, she was so tired
ihat she was glad to sit down.

And then she thought of the book she had been
readingthe night before,—a certain delightful story-
hook, about a little girl whose fiame was Flora,
and who was so happy and rich and pretty and
good ihat Jem had likened her to the little prin-
ctsses one reads about, to whose christening feast
every fairy brings a gift.

“1shall have time to finish my chapter before
dinnor-time comes,” said Jem, and she sat down
simgly in one coérner of the wide old-fashioned
fitc-place.

Biit she had not read more than two pages
before something dreadful happcned. Aunt Hetty
eamo into the rooin in a great hurry,—in such a
burrj’, indeed, that she caught her foot in the
niatting and fell, striking her elbow sharply against
ichair, which so upsether temper that the moment
she found herself on her feet she flew at Jera.

WHITE

Hodgson

169

BRICK.

Burneit.

““W hat!” she said, snatching the book from her,
“ Reading again, when 1am running all over the
house for you?” And she flung the pretty little
blue-covered volume into the fire.

Jem sprang to rescue it with a cry, but it was
impossible to reach it, it had fallen into a great
hollow of red coal and the blaze caught it at once.

“You are a wicked woman !” cried Jem, in a

dreadful passion, to Aunt Hetty. “ You are a
wicked woman.”
Then maiters reached a climax. Aunt Hetty

boxed her ears, pushed her back on her little foot-
stool, and walked out of the room.

Jem hid her face on her arms and cried as if
her heart would break. She cried until her eyes
were hcavy, and she thought she should be obiiged
to gotoslecp. Butjustasshe wasthinking of going
to slccp, something fell down the chimney and
made her look up. It was a piece of mortar, and
it brought a great deal of soot with it. She bent
forward andlooked up to see where ithad come from.
The chimney was so very wide that this was easy
enough. She could see where the mortar had
fallen from the side and Icft a white palch.

“ How white it looks against the black!” said
Jem. “ It is like a white brick among the black
ones. What a queer place a chimney is! 1 can
see a bit of the blue sky, | think.”

And then a funny thought carne into herfancifut
little head. What a many things were burned in
the big fire-place, and vanished in smoke or
tinder up the chimney 1 Where did everything
go? There was Flora, for instance,—Flora who
was represented on ihe frontispiece,—with lovely,
soft flowing hair, and a little fringe on her pretty
round forehead, crowned with a circlet of daisies,
and a laugh in her wide-awake round eyes. Where
was she by this time ? Certainly there was nothing
left of her jn the fire. Jem almost began to cry
again at the thought.

“ It was too had,” she said. “ She was so pretty
and funny, and | did like her so!”

| daré say it scarcely will be credited by unbe-
lieving people when 1 tell them what happcned
next, it was such a very singular thing, indeed.

Jem felt herself gradually lifted off her little
foot-stool.

“ Oh 1”7 she said, timidly. “ | fcel very light.”

She did feel light indeed. She fck so light that
she was sure she was rising gently in the air.

“Oh!” she said, again. “ How—how very
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iight | feel! Oh, dear! |’m going up the chim-
ney 1”

It was rather strange that shc never thought
of calling for help, but she did not. She was not
easily frightencd; and now she was only wondcrfully
astonished, as shc reinemlDered afterward. She
shut her eyes tight and gave a little gasp.

“ 1’ve heard Aunt Hetty talk about tiic draught
drawing things up the chimney, but 1 ncver kncsv
it was as strong as this,” she said.

She went up, up, up, quietly and steadily, and
without any uncomfortablc fccling at all; and then
all at once she stopped, feeling that her fcet rcsted
against something solid. She opened her eyes
and looked about her, and there she was, standing
right opposite the white brick, her feet on a tiny
ledge.

“ Well!,” she said, “ this is funny.”

But the next thing that happened was funnier
still.  She found, that \vithout thinking what she
was doing, she was knocking on the white brick
with her knuckles, as if it was a door, and slie
expected somebody to open it. The next minute
shc heard footstcps, and then a sound as if some
one was drawing back a little bolt.

“ It is a door,” said Jem, “and somebody is
going to open it.”

The white brick moved a little, and some more
mortar and soot fell, then the brick moved a little
more, and then it slid aside and left an open space.

“It’s a room!” cried Jem. *“ There’s aroom
behind it.”

And so there was, and before the open space
stood a pretty little girl, with long lovely hair, and
a fringe on her forehead ! Jem clasped her hands
inamazement. It was Flora, herself, as she looked
in the picture, and Flora stood laugliing and
nodding.

“ Come in !” she said. “ | thought it was you.”

“ But how can | come in through such a little
place?” asked Jem.

“ Oh, that is easy enough,” said Flora.
give rae your hand.”

Jem did as she told her, and found that it was
easy enough. In an instantshe had passed through
the opening, the white brick had gone back to its
place, and she was standing by Flora’s side in a
large room—the nicest room she had ever seen.
It was big and lofty and light, and there wcre all
kinds of delightful things in it,—books, and flowers,
and playthings, and pictures, and in one cdrner a
great cage full of love-birds.

“ Have | ever seen itbefore ?” asked Jem, glanc-
ing slowly round.

“ Yes,” said Flora, “ You saw it last night—in
your mind. Don’t you remember it? ”

Jem shook her head.

“ Here,
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*| feel as if | did, but e

“ Why,” said Flora, laughing,
the one you read about last night.”

“ So itis,” said Jem. “ But how did you come |
here?”

“ | can’t tell you that; | myself don’t know, bui
I am here, and so,” rather mysteriously, “ are a|
great many other things.”

it’s my room

“ Are they?” said Jem, very much
intercsted. “What tliings? Burned
things? I was just wondering

Not only burned things,” said Flora, nodding.
“Just come with me and | ’ll show you some-
thing.”

She lcd the way out of the room and do«n a
little passagc with several doois in each side of it
and she opened one door and showed Jem what
was on the other side of it. That was a room, too,
and this time it was funny as well as pretty, Both
floor and walls were paddcd u'iih rose color, and
the floor was strewn with toys. There were big
soft balls, rattles, horses, woolly dogs, and a doli
or so; there was one low cushioned chair, and a
low table.

“ You can come in,” said a shrill little voice
behind the door. *“ Only mind you don’t tread on
things.”

“What a funny little voice!” said Jem, bul
she had no sooncr said it than she jumped back.

The owner of the voice who had just come for-
ward was no other than Baby.

“ Why,” exclaimed Jem, beginning'to fcel
frightened, “ I left you fast asleep in your crib.”

“Did you?” said Baby, somewhat scornfully.
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<7l,at’s just the way with yuu grown-up people.
You tliii'k you know everything, and yet you have
n'tdiscrction enough to know when a pin is sticking
jwto one. You’d know soon enough if you had
Ine sticking into your own back.”

‘But | 'm not grown up,” stammcred Jem,
- and when you are at home you can neither walk
fior talk: you ’re not six months oid 1”

“Well, Miss,” retortcd Baby, whose wrongs
seemed to have soured her disposition somewhat,
«vou have no need to throw that in my teeth;
vou were not six months oid, either, when you were
myage.”

Jem could not help laughing.

«\ou have n’t got any teeth !” she said.

“llave n’t 1 ?” said Baby, and she displayed two
beautiful rows with some haughtiness of manner.
“When 1am up here,” she said, “ | am suppUed
ivith the modern conveniences, and that’s why |
never complain. Do lever cry when | am asleep ?
Its not falling asleep | object to, it’s falling
awake.”

“Wait a minute,”
now?”

“1’'m what you cali asleep.
lice when 1 ’'m what you cali asleep. Asleep,
indccd! It’s no wonder we always cry when we
liave 10 fall awakc.”

‘s liut we don’t mean to be unkind to you,” pro-
tested Jem, mcckly.

She could nothelp thinking Baby was very severe.

“Don’t mean ! ” said Baby. “ Well, why don’t
vou think more, then? How would you like to
iiavc all the nice things snatched away from you,
and iill the oid rubbish packed off on you as if you
liadn’t any sense? How would you like to have
to sit and stare at things you wanted, and not be
ablc to reach them, or if you did reach them, have
them fall out of your hand, and roll away in the
most imfeeling manner ? And then be scoldcd and
called ‘crossl” It’s no wonder wc are bald.
Vou’d be bald yourself. It’s trouble and worry
lliai keep us bald until we can begin to take care
of Dursclves. | had more hair than this at first,
but it fell off, as well it might. No philosopher
ever thought of that, | suppose 1”

"Well,” said Jem, in despair, “ | hope you
enjov vourself when you are here?”

"Ves, | do,” answered Baby. “ That’s one com-
fot. There isnothing to knock my head against,
and things have patent stoppers on them, so that
ihey can’t roll away, and everything is soft and
easy to pick up.”

There was a slight pause after this, and Baby
seemed to cool down.

"1 suppose you would like me to show you
round,” she said.

said Jem. “ Are you asleep

I can only come
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“ Not if you have any objcction,” replied Jem,
who was rather subducd.

“ 1 would as soon do it as not,” said Baby.
“ You are not as bad as some people, though you
do get my clothes twisted when you hold me.”

Upon the whole, she seemed rather proud of her
position. It was evidcnt she quite regarded herself
as hostess. She held her small bald head very
high indeed, as she tiotted on before them. She
stopped at the first door she carne to, and knocked
three times. She was obiiged to stand upon tiptoe
to reach the knocker.

“ He ’s sure to be at home at this time of year,”
she rcmarked. * This is the busy season.”

“WI10’s “he ’?” inquircd Jem.

But Floraonly laughed at Miss Baby’s consequen-
tial air.

“S. C., to be sure,” was the answer, as the
young lady pointed to the door-plate, upon which
Jem noticed, for the first time, “ S. C.” in very
large letters.

The door opcned, apparently without assistance,
and they entered the apartmecnt.

“ Good gvacious!” exclaimed Jera, the next
minute. “ Good««J gracious !”

She might well be astonished. It was such a
long room that she could not see to the end ofit,
and it was piled from floor to ceiling with toys of
every description, and there was such bustle and
buzzing in it that it was quite confusing. The
bustle and buzzing ar6se from a very curious cause,
too,—it was the bustle and buzz of hundreds of tiny
men andwomcn who were workingatlittle tablcs no
higher than mushrooins,—the pretty tiny women
cutting out and sewing, the pretty tiny men sawing
and hammering, and all talking at once. The
principal person in the place escaped Jem’s notice
at first; but it was not long before she saw him,—
a little oid gcntleman, with a rosy face and spark-
ling eyes, sitting at a desk, and writing in a book
almost as big as himself. He was so busy that he
was quite excited, and had been obiiged to throw
his white fur coatand cap aside, and he was at work
in his red waistcoat.

“ Look here, if you picase,” piped Baby.
have brought some one to see you.”

When he turned round, Jem recognized him
at once.

“Eh! Eh!” hesaid.
this, Tootsicums ?”

Baby’s manner became very acid indeed.

“ 1 should n’t have thought you would have said
that, Mr. Claus,” she remarked. “ | can’Chelp
mvself down below, but | gcnerally have my rights
respccted up here. | should like to know what
sane godfather and godmother would give one the
flame of ‘Tootsicums’in one’s baptism. They are

“What! What! Who’s
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bad enough, I must say; but I never heard ofany
of them caliing a person ‘Tootsicums”.”

‘“*Come, come !” said S. C-, chuckling comfort-
abiy, and rubbing his hands, “ Don’t be too
dignified,—it’s a bad thing. And don’t be too
practica! and fond of taking unpracticai people
down,—that ’s a bad thing, too. And don’t be too
fond of flourishing your rights in people’s faces,—
that ’s the worst of ail, Miss Midget. Folks who
make such a fuss about their rights turn them into
wrongs sometimes.”

Then he turned suddenly to Jem.

N\ 1-
] after a while.

BIRDIE AND «BR PBT DOLL.

“You are the little girl from down below,” he
said.

“ Yes, sir,” answercd Jem. “ |’m Jem, and
th:s is my friend Flora,—out of the blue-book.”

"“1’'m happy to make her acquaintance,” said
S. C-, “and |’m happy to make yours. You
are a nice child, though a trifle peppery. 1’m very
giad to see you.”

“1’m very glad indeed to see you, sir,” said
Jem. “ | wasn't quite sure ”
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But there she slopped, feeling that it would
be scarcely polite to tell him that she had begun
of late years to lose faith in him.

But S. C. only chuckled more comfortably than
ever, and rubbed his hands again.

*“Ho, ho!” he said. “ You know who 1nm
then,” ’

Jem hesitated a moment, wondering whether it
would not be taking a liberty to raention his fiame
without putting “ Mr.” before it; then she remem-
beved what Baby had called him.

“ Baby called you *‘Mr. Claus,” sir,” she re-

plied; “and | have seen pictures oi
you.”

“*To be sure,” said S. C. .g

Claus, Esquire, of Chimneyiand. pHow
do you like me ?”

“Very much,” answered jem,
“Very much, indeed, sir.”

“Glad of it! Glad of it! jju

what was it you «'ere going to say
you were not quite sure of ?”

Jem blushed a iittie.

“ |1 was not quite sure that—ilia
you were true, sir. At least 1 have nol

been quite sure since | have been
oldcr.”
S. C. rubbed the baid part'uf his

head and gave a little sigh.

“ | hope 1 have not hurt your fcel-
ings, sir,” faltered Jem, who was a
very kind-hearted little soul.

“Well, no,” said S. C. “ Not ex
actly. And it is not your fault either,
It is natural, | suppose; at any rale,
it is the way ofthe world. People lose
their belief in a great many things as
they grow older; but that docs not
make the things not true, thank good-
ncss i and thcir faith oflen comes back
But, bless me !I" he

addcd briskly, “ 1 ’m moralizing, .nnd
who thanks a man for doing that?
Suppose ”

“ Black eyes or blue, sir?” said a

tiny voice ciése to them.

Jem and Flora turned round, and
saw it was one of the small workers who was asking
the question.

“Whom for?” inquired S. C.

“ Little girl in the red brick house at the cérner,”
said the workwoman ; “ fiame of Birdie.”

“ Excuse me a moment,” said S. C. to the chil-
dren, and he turned to lhe big book and bogan lo
run his fingers down the pages in a business-like
manner. “ Ah! here she is!” he exclaimed al
last.  “ Blue eyes, if you please, Thistle, and



BEHIND THE

111799
n hair. And let it be a big one. She takes
good care ofthem.”

“Yes, sir,” said Thistle; “ 1 am personally

aovs ARE FOR HORSES AND RACKET.”

acquainted with several dolls in her family. 1go
topanies in her dolls’ house somctimcs when she is
fast asleep at niglit, and they all speak very highly

of her. She is most attentive to them when they
are ill. In fact, her pet doli is a cripple, with a
sliir leg.”

Shc ran back to her work, and S. C. finished his
sentence.

"Suppose | show you my establishment,” he
ssid "Come with nic.”

It rcally would be quite impossible to describe
the wonderful things he showed them. Jem’s head
«@s quite in a whirl before she had seen one-half
of ihcm, and even Baby condescended to become
excited.

"There must be a great many children in the
World, Mr. Claus,” ventured Jem.

"Yes, yes, millions of ’em; bless ’'em,” said S.
C., growing rosier with delight at the very thought.
“We never run out of them, that’s one comfort.
There’s a large and varied assortment always on
hand. Fresh ones every year, too, so that when
one grows too oid tliere is a new one rcady. |
have a place like this in every twelfth chimney.
Nowit s boys, now it ’s girls, always one or t’other;
and there s no end of playthings for them, too,
Iraglad to say. For girls, the great thing seems
tobe dolls. Biitzen ! what comfort they do take in
dolls! but the boys are for horses and racket.”

Tliey were standing near a table where a worker
wes just putting the finishing touch to the dress of
>large wax doli, and just at that moment, to Jem's
‘urprise, she set it on the floor, upon its feet, quite
coolly.

" Thank you,” said the Doli, politely.

Jem quite jumped.
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“ You can join the rest now and introduce your-
self,” said the worker.

The Doli looked over her shoulder at her train.

“ It hangs very nicely,” she said. “ | hope it’s
the latest fashion.”

“ Mine never talkedlike that,” said Flora. “ My
best one could only say “Mamma,’ and it said it
very badly, too.”

“ She weis foolish for saying it at all,” remarked
the Doli, haughtily. “ We don’t talk and walk
before ordinary people ; we keep our accomplish-
ments for our own ainiisement, and for the amuse-
ment of our friends. If you should chance to get
up in the middle of the night, some time, or should
run into the room suddenly some day, after you
have left it, you might hear—but what is the use
of lalking to human beings?”

“You know a great deal, considering you are
only just finished,” snapped Baby, who really was
a Tartar.

* 1 was FINISHED,” retorted the Doli.
not begin life as a Baby 1” very scornfully.

“ Pooh !” said Baby. “ We improve as we get
oldei.”

“1 hope so, indeed,” answered the Doli.
“ There is plenty of room for improvement.” And
she walked away in great State.

S. C. looked at Baby and then shook his head.

“ 1 did

“tHers’'s a crsat comfort in dolls.’

“ 1 shall not have to take very much care of
you,” he said, absent-mindedly. *“ You are able to
take pretty good care of yourself.”

“ | hope 1am,” said Baby, tossing her head.

S. C. gave his head another shake.

“ Don’t take too good care of yourself,” he said.
“ That ’s a bad thing, too.”
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He showed them che rest of his wonders, and
then went with them to the door lo hid them
good-bye.

“1 am sure we are very much obliged to you,
Mr. Claus,” said Jem, gratefully- * I shall ncver
again think you are not true, sir.”

S. C. patted lier shoulder quite affectionately.

“ That’s right,” he said. “ Believe in things
jiist as iong as you can, ray dcar. Good-bye, until
Christmas Eve. 1shall see you then if you don’t
see me.”

He must have taken quite a fancy to Jem, for he
stood looking at her, and seemed very reluctant
to cidse the door, and even after he had closed it,
and they had turned away, he opened it a little
again to cali to her.

“ Believe in things as long as you can, my dear.”

“ How kind he is!” exclaimed Jein, fuU of
pleasure.

Baby slirugged her slioulders.

“ Weil enough in his way,” she said, *“ but

rather inclined to prose, and be old-fashioned.”

Jem looked at her, feeling rather frightened, but
she said nothing.

Baby showed very little interest tn the next room
she took them to.

“ 1 don’t care about this place,” she said, as she
threw open the door. “ It has nothing but oid
things in it. It is the Nobody-knows-where room.”

She had scarcely finished speaking before Jem
made a little spring and picked something up.

“ Here s my oid sCrawberry pin-cushion !” she
cried out. And then with another jump and
another dash at two or three other things; “ And
here ’s my oid fairy-book! And here ’s my little
locket | lost last summer! How did they come
here?”

“ They went Nobody-knows-wherc," said Baby.

“ And thisis it.”

“ But cannot | have them again ?” asked Jem.

“ No,” answered Baby. *“ Things that go to
Nobody-knows-where stay there.”

“ Oh !” sighed Jem, “ | am so sorry."

“ They are only oid things,” said Baby.

“ But | like my oid things,” said Jem. “ | love
them. And there is mother’s needle-case. | wish
| might take that. Her dead little sister gave it to
her, and she was so sorry when she lost it.”

“ People ought to take better care of their
things,” reraarked Baby.

Jem would have liked to stay in this room and
wander about among her okl favorites for a long
time, but Baby was in a hurry.

“You 'd better come away,” she said. “ Sup-
pose 1 was to have to fall awake and leave you ?”

The next place they went into was.the most
wonderful of all.
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“ This is the Wish-room,” said Baby. *“ Youib
wishes come here,—yours and mother’s, and Aiiml
Hetty’s and father’s and mine. When did youj
wish that ?”

Each article was placed under a glass shade, anjl
labeled with the words and fiame of the wisher.l
Some of them were beautiful, indeed; but the talll
shade Baby nodded at whcH she asked her ques-l
tion was truly alarming, and caused Jem a dreadlnil
pang of remorse. Underneath it sat Aunt Hetivl
with her mouth stitched up so that she could nos!
speak a word, and beneath the stand was a labell
bearing these words in large black letters;

“1 wish Aunt Hetty’s mouth was sewed up.!I
Jem.”

“ Oh, dcar!” cried Jem, in great distress.|
“ How it must have hurt her! How unkind ofmel
to say iti I wish | had n’t wished it.
would come undone.”

She had no sooner said it than her wish wasl
gratified. The oid label disappeared, and a nen
one showed itself, and there sat Aunt Hetty look-1
ing herseif again, and even smiling.

Jem was grateful beyond measure,
seemed to consider her weak-raindcd.

“ It served her right,” she said.

But when, after looking at the wishes at thatend |
of the room, they went to the other end, her tura
carne. In one coérner stood a shade with a baby
under it, and the baby was Miss Baby herseif, bul
looking as she very rarely looked; in fact, it was the |
brightest, best-tempered baby one could imagine.

“ lwish | hadabetter-tempered baby. Mother,"
was written on the label.

Baby became quite red in the face with anger |
and confusién.

“Thatwasn’t here the last time | carne,” she|
said. “ And it isright down mean in mother!”

This was more than Jem could bear.

“ It was n’t mean,” she said. *“ She coukln’l
help it. You know you are a cross baby— every-1
body says so.”

Baby turned two shades reddcr.

* Mind your own business!” she retorted. "itl
was mean; and as to that silly little thing being]
better than | am,” turning up her small nose,
which was quite turned up enough by Nature. *“I
must say | don’t see anything so very grand about
her. So, there !”

She scarcely condescended to speak to them while
they remained in the WIlsh-room, and when they
left it, and went to the last door in the passnge,
she quite scowled at it.

“ | don’t know whether | shall open it at all,”
she said.

“Why not?” asked Flora.
well.”

I wisliiel

but Dibyl

“ You might &
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'Tt is the Lost-pin room,”

ins.”

She threw the door open with a bang, and then

and shook her little fist vidously. The

«mwas full of pins stacked solidly together. There

rere hundreds of them,—thousands,—millions, it

seerred.

“1’in glad they are lost! ” she said. “ | wish
Ithere were more of them there.”

“1did n’t know there were so many pins in the
wrid,” said Jem.

‘Pooh !” said Baby. “ Those are only the lost
lones that have belonged to our family.”

After this they went back to Flota’s room and sat
Idcma, while Flora told Jem the rest of her story.

“Oh 1” sighed Jem, when she carne to the end.

"How delightful it is to be here1 Can | never
|wDie again ?”

“In one way you can,” said Flora. “ When
|wu want to come, justsit down, and be as quiel as
Ipossible, and shut your eyes and think very hard
labout it. You can see everything you have seen
jlo-day, if you try.”

“Then, | shall be sui-e to try,.” Jem answered.
|Siie was going to ask some other question but

stopped her.

she said. “ | hate
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“Oh 1l I'm falling awake,” she whimpered,
crossly, rubbing her eyes. “1’m falling awake
again.”

And then, suddenly, a very strange feeling carne
over Jem. Flora and the pretty room seemed to
fade away, and, without being able to account for
it at all, she found herself sitting on her little stool
again, with a beautiful scarlet and gold book on
her knee, and her mother standing by laughing at
her amazed face. As to Miss Baby, she was crying
as hard as she could in her crib.

“Mother!” Jem cried out. “ Have you really
come home so early as this, and—and,” rubbing
her eyes in great amasement, “ how did | come
down.”

“Don’t | look as if | was real,” said her mother,
laughing and Kkissing her. “ And doesn’t your
present look real? | don’t know how you carne
down, | 'm sure. Where have you been ?”

Jem shook her head very mysteriously. She
saw that her mother fancied she had been asleep,
but she herself knew better.

“ 1 know you would n’t believe it was true if |
told you,” she said; “ I have been

Behind the White Brick.”

SONG.

By Theodore Winthrop.

(From ki «NfHilis/ud writingo.)

Listen, listen, listen while 1 sing—
There ’s mirth, mirth in everything 1
In laughing eyes’ quick glance,

In dashing through a dance,

Mirth does my charméd soul entrance!

Listen, listen, listen while | sing—

There ’s joy, joy in everything !

In bubbling of fresh streams,

In flashing sunlight beams,

Joy sparkles through my pensive dreamsl

Listen, listen, listen while I sing—
There ’s hope, hope in everything !
In gloom and chill and night,
When lost the guiding light,

Hope rises ever bright!

Listen, listen, listen while | sing—
There ’s love, love in everything 1
If mirth and hope must die,

Still 1 can upward fly,

Love lifts me to the sky |
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WHY WILSTER
By Sarah J.

Things always do come about in some way, and
this is the way in which this thing carne about.

The day before, Wilster Elspect, in his stout
fishing-boat, had gone from the island Hcliogo-
land, across the North Sea, and sailed up the river
Elbc, to Hamburg, carrying with him a load of
oysters, which were to go from Hamburg to Loii-
don. He was not expected back at the island until
the seeond night, and—there was no one to draw
his iobster-pots.

There was Briel, to be sure, Wilster Elspeet’s
only boy. Bricl was thirteen, and, in his own
eyes, every ihch a seaman; for, had he not, often
and over, sat at the oar, with his father in the boat
and helped puli in?"

Then, there was Rhena; but Rhena was a girl.

It was always lonely at night, and loncly in the
day-timc, too, in the Elspeet home, when the mas-
ter was away; for, away from Heliogoland in any
direction, meant danger to him who went, and
dread to those who stayed; moreover, dread had
deepened into death three times for Mrs. Elspeet,
and Briel had heard the story of his eider brothers
so often, that he verily thought he knew all about
that wild effort at rescue, which was made for them
when he himself was but a baby.

Heliogoland is a curious place, set more than
twenty miles from land for the ocean to buffet;
but it tries its utmost—and that is all that is
expected Isy wise folks of any one—to be beautiful,
and it succeeds. You must know that soinewhere
about five hundred yearsago, something very queer
happened,—at least, the geologists say so. At any
rate, the North Sea just boiled over with rage, and
beat against Heliogoland so terribiy, that it took
off two or three pieces, and there they stand at
a little distance, and have fiames of iheir own; but
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the island, what there is left of il,—not much overi

a mile up and down, slands with its great red dilfl
higher in the air than ever, and holds back its claintj
sands from the touch of the sea as far as it can,

This mite of land has on it two whole towiis, onel
under the cliffs on the sands, where the fishermenl
live, and one in the air, up the cliff. The air-town
is the larger, and the houses are so neat and clean,
that their wooden walls and red roofs make them|
look as though the village, up there, had just been
built out of a box of children’s toys; only box-vil-1
lages never hold anything half so fine as the gr
light-house, whose night-cye watchesand warnsforl
many a mile, Aor half so curious as the braveold]
church that, looking out from the cliff, has the|
whole wide sea for its church-yard.

The Elspeets were pretty prosperous, and ol
lived in the air-town, in one of the three hundred |
and fifty of its homes.

While Rhena and Briel were eaiing their break-1
fast, the lobster-pot lauoys kept bobbing up ad
down in the North Sea, and dozens of fishing-boais
went out from the long pier, that swings froiu the]
Under-Land into the summer waves.

Rhena was the first to go forth into the sweci |
morning. Briel followed presently, with his eyes |
fixed on the out-going fishing-boats.

“ 1 just would like to know,” said Bricl, as he |

joined her, “ what there is in them lobster-pots I
of father’s. | don’t believe they ’re empty, a|
bit.”

“Briel 1” said Rhena, with an emphasis which |
only a little Heliogoland girl could use, “ Briel,” |
don’t you daré to look that way, not till it’s time |
for father’s sail to heave up on the sea.”

“ But, Rhena,” cried the boy, “ seel Look for
your own self; them boats is right clap ower
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father's lobster-ground-
down and see
over

His words grew faint and faincer, as, despitc
Rhena’s calis and re-calls, be ran witb bis utmost
speed to the staiv-way cut in the stone of the cliff.
“0O Bricl, Briel, my brother Briel! ” sobbed
Rhena, to herself; “ if mother only knew, she

I 'm just going lo run
if t can’t get—somebody—Io go
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would keep him, but he ’ll be off in a boat, all
alone, before | can tellher. 1 °ll go down and hold
himback,” she cricd, with sudden energy.

Her yellow-bordered petticoat flashed alongthe
diff, and went afier him down that long stone stair-
way,—two hundred and thrce steps of it,—and, at
last, carne, with its owner, in a little fluttering
gasp, out upon the pier.

The fishermen had all gone,—the day being

VoL. VI.—13.
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unusually fine for their quest,—and the only per-
sons on the pier were strangers, who had come to
summer a while on the island, and had not the
slighiest undcrstanding of the evident conflict of
the two children, down the pier. Rhcna had one
oar, and, with it in her stout little grasp, besought
Briel not to make tbc venture.

“ No more danger than there is in the light-

(PAGE 180.)

house, up there,” he assured her, with a significant
toss of his head toward the cliff.

“ If you should get into the sweep,” said Rhena,
“ orthe wind, or Briel, what could you do ifa
fog should settle down ?”

“ Take my chance with the rest. Don’t you see
every fisherman is out? They would n’t go if
they saw anything ugly,” he replied, assuringly.

“ But mother, Briel * She ’ll be crazy, if you go.”
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This was Rhena’s last weapon.

“ 1l be back, witli the boat full of lobsters,
before moihcr knows anything about it. Come,
Rhena, give me the oar.”

This he said, coaxingly, but poor Rhena held it
flst. She steppcd down from ihe picr into the boat.
She was about to lake her seat, when Briol said:
“ The lobsters wont be plugged !”

Rhena’s checks giowed, red as tlic cliff, above
her white lips. If thcre was onc thing that this
little gili fcared more than all othcr things, it was
a lobster.  After a moment’s hesitalion, she said;

“ lam going with you.”

“ All the better,” said Briel. * Then mother
will know nothing until we are all back again.”

The boat had been diifting from the pier-head.
It bogan to chop a little on the quick seas that
beat about it.

“1’m Captain Elspcct now! You shall see
what a bravo voyage | ’ll make; and, only just
think, Rhc, how licklcd father will be when he
gcts honic to-night, lo find his lobsters all in.
You know how Hamburg always tires him, and,
likc enough, lie’d put off to the reef before he
carne ashorc at all, if | did n’t «ait down to tcll
him, for the moon grows round to-night.”

Rhena never answered him a word. She sat in
the boat-sterii, her fingers clinging to the rail, her
face turned from the sea, her eycs on her liéme,
up the air.

“ | say, Rhc, why don't you speak to a fellow ?
It is n’t the thing to go lobsteiang with a dummy
in the boat.”

“’Tcnd to your boat! ” answered Rhena, get-
tiiig her head around just in time to sec the sharp,
tooth-likc projeciion of a rock ahead, upon which
Briel was running. Whisking liis boat about in
the liveliest manner, be escaped by grazing the rock,
saying: “ | should like to know, if it isn't the
stern’s business to look ahead and signal a fellow? ”

“ 1 will look out, now,” meekly veplied Rhena,
“only | just feel as if the sea was going to swell and
swell until it burst all over this boat. You don’t
know how | fccl, Briel.”

“Weclll” said Briel, * that’s bccause—Look out,
now, Rhc !any danger ahead ?”

“ No; only theboats liave put off from the reefs.”

*eW hat for, | wonder? You look sharp now for
the buoys. Kather’s have a black mavk on ’em,
and one end ’s painted while.”

Biicl rowcd with all his might, and kept on
vowing, until it seemed to his young arms as though
his boat ought to be at the mouth of the river
Elbe. Rhena had looked, as she believed, at
every bit of wrinkied blue the boat passed near,
without findiiig trace of her father’s lobstcr-buoys.

Indeed, the island itself did scem to Briel, as lie
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thought cf it, farther away than when his fatlier
rowed ovcr to the reefs; the cliff was not so high.
the light-house could scarcely be seen, and tln
church had grown small, while the governincrii
house liad disappeared.

* Rhe,” said Briel, “ | 'm sure—1 think—I1 don’i
believe you 've kept watch for the buoys.”

“ Briel, do you suppose the ‘sweep ’has set s
off, and wc 've got past?”

Rhena began to trcmble with fcar.

“ Oh,we’llbealirightwhenigct thchoataround,”
said Briel, assuringly té6 himself, but not so lo his
sister. The boat seemed to the youngcaptain tobe
possessed with the desire not to be put about. No
sooner liad he laborcd with one oar to get around
and put in the second oar, than the first stiokc
would send him still farther from home.

“ 1’1l beat yet,” said the oarsinan, and, at the
eiglith trial, he got the boat around, and to his
surprise fouiid quite a little sea on, against wiicli
k took all his strength to make the least progress-

A loitcrer on the cliff, looking sca-ward, uon-
dered what a little boat could be doing so far oiu.

Now that ihe boat was turned, Rhena saw it
all; they were far past the lobstcr-rcef, and,
while she looked, Heliogoland was suddenly taken
from her sight. Briel did not sec that,—his back
was toward it,—and she,with rare presence of mind,
did not tell him-  She said softly to him: *“ Wont
you, dear Briel, give up the reef and get home
quick?”

He had not rowcd far, after telling her to keep
a good look-out, when the great burying fog swcpi
around them, enclosing the children in its diead-
fui circle.

“ Rhenal!” cried Briel,
oars in puré astonishment.

“ 1 saw it pick up the
Corning,” she said.

He said nothing, he drew in his oars, laid them
down, and sat silent, their boat drifting—drifting—
in a North Sea fog. They listened to the soit pal
of the bow on the walers as the waves swept under
and away from the boat into the mist.

“ What will bccome of us, Briel ?” she asked.

“ Oh, folks most always get out of a fog; it will
lift by and by, like as not,” he answered.

Then she said;

* Father must be in it, too.”

He replied:

“ Yes, father is Lnit, too, but he has a compass;

nearly letting fall his

island, | knew it was

if 1 had a compass, we ’cl row and row straighi
home.”
They waited—sitting very stiil.  Denser and

denser grew the mist,—the air darkened with it,—
thcir little craft drifted into fog, drifted through fog,
and went out into fog.
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Itgrewchilly. Briel buttonecl hisjackect.
huddled herself into her own arms,
«atch for rock orbuoy.

At noon, Briel ivished that he had caten more
breakfast, telling the little bimch in the other end
of ihc boat, ‘“that the fog made a fellow vciy full
of liiinger, after rowing so.”

Rhena’s sun-bonnet grew limp, and moro limp,
uniil it fell over lier oyes, and shut out the sea and
the slirouding inist. She threw it off. Her vory
luir was wet, as she tossed back her curls, and

Rhena
and kept

“HE SAILED TO AND PRO POR HOUWS-

peered to the right and to the left, in her vain
search for something tirm to make fast to.

“Could n’t wc fasten the boat to a buoy and
keep from drifting, if we find one ?” shc asked.

“Yes, if we could see one.” But their utmost
search found only sea below and fog above.

“1 know now how a poor fly feels when it is
taught in a web,” said Rhena, after a long pause.

“I1t’s ever so much worse, though,” remarked
Briel, “ when the fly sees the spider coming,
and our spider, Rhe, is the Cavern Rock.”
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“ But,” said Rhena, with a great quavcr in her
voice, “ we could n’t help hcaring the roar and
the swash through the caves.”

“ Then we must n't talk,” suggestcd Bricl, and
they kept silencc for a long time, until Rhena grew
cramped with her long-kept positinn, and sicppcd
carefully down into tho boat, and crcpt, by gentle
movement, closs to the oar-scat and laid her head
on Briel’s knee.

“ Are you glad I carne ?” she whispcrcd.

“ The oid fog is a bit lonely,” confcssed Briel.

“Doyouthink wc could
hear the Carlsbad Isand
now?” qucstioned Rhona.

/ “1 wish they ’d send
off a gun or two from the
oid battcry, just to tell a
fellou'whcrc wcare,” said
the young captain. “ |
suppose ihcy would, if
they liad missed us at
home.”

“If 1 only did know
which way home is,”
moaiicd the little girl,
putting herhand between
her clieek and Briel’s
rough trousers.

“Don’t be hard on a
fcllow now, and cry,”
begged the boy.

“ 1 wont, Briel, not a
tear; but oh ! what if we
never see home again,
fior mother; andfatheris
so proud of you, Briel,
and to-morrow is the
Sunday, you know, and
the governor’s baby is to
be baptized in the church.
W iat if | am not there
fo go up the aislé with
my little raug of water,
to help fill the font?
There will be as many
as a hundred, all drcssed
in white, to go, and mother said | might carry the
silver cup to-morrow, for the governor’s baby. If
I had it now, | 'm afraid | should n’t pour the
water into the font, I ’'m too thirsty ! O, Briel! how
long did the longcst fog you ever knew, -last ?”

“ Summer fogs are n’t much, and we ’ll get out
of this, pretty soon. Why, just as soon as we ’re
missed, they ’ll look for us everywhere; the coast-
guard will be out, and | should n’t wonder if they
would illuminate Cavern Rock for us to-night.
Would n’t that be jolly?”
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Rhena thought it wouki, ljut much prefen-cd
getting home before night should come.
The afternoon wancd. Somewhere, the sun went

sbXrcking jnsids cavern rock.

down, doubtless. All that the children knew was
that the fog darkened and drifted by in leaden
sheets, drifting ihem into colder coid.

W ilster Elspeet got out his load of oysters and
sailed away for home, early in Ihe morning of
Saiurday, but it took him five or six hours to get
slowly dovvn the Elbe and fairly into the North Sea,
so that he was Just outside when the fog caught
him. It was an easy matter to about sail and
anchor in the river. And there he waited, until
near midnight, when, with a swift wind, the mist
fled away, leaving him the ful! moon overhead,
and a fair breezc for Heliogoland.

He sped in, past the reef, and saiied into harbor
before the dawn.

In the palé moonlight, figures were moving up
and down on the pier, at which he wondered. The
coast-guard boats were gone from their moorings;
he was surprised at that, also.

“ W hat’s happened here?” from

he called,

his deck. “ A wreck in the fog?”
“ Children lost in the fog!” carne back the
response,

“ Thcir iames ?” he dcmanded.

“ Wilster Elspeet’s boy and girl.”

“ How, man ? quick !”

“ Went to haui in for lobsters, it is supposed.”

WHY WILSTER ELSPEEt’s

SHIP

UAKi-™*,,

“ Tcll Wilster Elspeet’s wife he’s gone to sea
for them,” he cried, and immediately he put oui
into the deep.

He sailed to and fro for hours, keeping a sharp
Outlook across the moon-wny, searching, scavcliiag
on every side the leagues of wave his boat surged
through. He stood on deck and listened, until it
seemed to him that his ears could hear the verv
breathing of his children should thcir little boai
pass near.

He thought of his three brave boys, whose lives
hnd been taken by the sea; he thought of his
wife on the island, left behind amid the waves ; oi
his home and neighbors; of the church, whcrc he
himself was baptized and married. As he thought,
his whole heart seemed to go out and cover ihe
whole ocenn in one intense longiiig to gathcr out
of it the little boat that held Briel and Rhena.

Then he seemed to see again the oid church up
the cliff and the little ships, under full sail, lwn_;;n
from its high ceiling, and lo remember that cach
one of thcm had been placed there by some one
who, in time of great peri), had vowed to God that
he would do it if saved from the sea.

Then Wilster Elspeet made his vow. |twas that,
if permitted to fold his arms about his living chil-
dren again, he would offer to the Lord the bcst gift
he knew to give,—even a model of his bravest dliip,
—“ TheHertha.” Itwould awaken anewhisgrati-
tude as often as he should see it suspended in air, if
only God would grant to him cause for gratitudc.

Of the two thousand inhabitants of the littlt
island, not one had passed a chcerful night, for
might not this fate fall next on any one of them ?

At day-break, on Sunday morning, the long pier
was crowded with anxious souls. The govevnor
was there with the people, for the governor, too,
had childrcn. The coast-guard boats, out ali night,
carne :n, with no news, tobreakfast their crewsand
sail again. The North Peak held its little crowd
of sca-gazers.

Men stepped into row-boats and went to seardi
the caves by the light of day that they had thnist
torches into all night, in vain. The sun camc up,
and the night-eye in the light-house closed.

The boats that were far out on the horizon’s
edge seemed to move lazily to and fro. It was
Sunday and the church-bell rang, because, on Sun-
day, it always did ring. There were flowers in the
church for the coming baptism. The congregation
gathered slowly. The sad faces in the governors
pew looked out through the curtained windows
across the communion-table at the sad faces in the
ininister’s curtained box opposite. The women
and little children filed in slowly, and sat in the
pews bearing on their doors their family fiames.
The men entered the galleries, around which, very
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longago, some artist painted scenos suggested in
Bible sloiy, their eyes wandering, as they always
(ja, iip to the ceiling, where hung the ships, each
oreof which had its own glad or sad story, well
bno'vn to the islanders. As the Service began, the
clergyman reading from beside the comitiunion-
lable, there was unwontcd movement in the church,
—n)cn went out, and men camc in and went again ;
ilieycould not rest. The two children in the little
opon boat, drifting on the great deep, without
footl, were earnestiy prayed for, and when of God
iheir safe return was asked, every lip and heart
answered, “ Amen.”

The rainister climbed into ihc little box above
the communion-table and preached his sermén.
Bul no one seemed to hear a word of it, for it con-
Inined no news from the boat at sea.

At its ciése, the doors opened, and in carne the
throng of little ones, each bearing a small mug of
wi.iter, which he or she pourcd into the curious font
whose supports aie so very oid that nobody knows
by «Tiom, orin what age of the world, thcy were
made. The governoris baby received on ils brow
ihe mystic drops that sealed him a child of the
Cluirch of Chiist, and as the solemn fiames of
“Father, Son and Holy Ghost” were spoken by
toc Ltitheran jlastor, and died away amid the sails
of iho ships in the ceiling, a low, sweet, flute-like
note sceincd to come in from door and window and

all the place.

The men in the gallery half rose from tlieir seats;
the wiimen below looked around in wondering sur-
prise ; the children in the aisles whispcred together.
Soon the strange sound was heard again.

The minister listened, and said ; “ Friends! that
ivasWilster Elspeet’s boat-horn.  You will receivc
ibebenediction, and go forth to mcet him.”

The entire congregation, white-robed children
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and all, filed down the great cliff stair-way, hended
by the governor and the minister, and stood, a solid
mass of humanity, on the pier, to watch the oystcr-
kctch, with its message ofwoe or weal, come in.

On the pier’s outermost cdgc waitcd the Elspcct
mother, against whose stony grief no onc dared to
cast a spray of comfort. She had walkcd the
island’s shore all night and ail day, and now had
coiné to mcet the cncl.

Some one onboardcould be sccnraoving toand fro
as the sail drew nearand nearer. Presently, ihc cap-
tain leaned out to look. He saw che eagcr crowd
awaiting him. Scizing his horn, he blcw from it
a succession of blasts,
whose language, with-
out words, was under-
stood alike by native
and by stranger.

While they iookcd
and listened, he dis-
appearcd, and rose
again, a boy in one
aim, a girl by his
side. The boy waved
his right arm ; the
father stirred ihe arm
of the rescucd girl;
and up from llcliogo-
land pier a gladshout
struck against the cliff,

—a shout that echoes
cven here.

A GLAD SHOUT WENT UP FROM HELIOCOLAND PIER
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WHAT THE BIRDS SAID.
By Margaret Vandegrift.

Jn tlie frozen ivy, where the ice hung glittering,

Forty httlesparmws were pcrching, swinging. twittering;
In his giided pnson, like a palace for a fairy,

Singmg his blithe heart out, was a pretty, tame canary.

But his song grew silent as lie watched the sparrows playing
_Ah, you liitlc free birds !” | could fancy he was saying,

You can use your light wings, you can play together,

You are not afraid of cats, fior of the ivinter weather.

“ "t fle weather, if they ’d but let me out,

burely I could warm inysclf in fiying all about;
that ihc people tlirow,-

All those lovely crumbs, too,
I should like to know ?”

Mubt | cnt naught but Ifird-secd,

Then a little sparrow liopped upon the sill
What a lucky fellow!” piped he, loud and shrill;
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‘*Oh, my senses ! Crinkle-toes, Feather-head, just look,
There % his dinner set for him, as if he kept a cook!

‘Blcss my heart! a bath-tub, and some silgar, too!

No one thinks of building a house for me or you;

No,—they think they’re very kind if they but throw us crumbs,—
Well, some folks’s puddings really seem all pluins!”

Yellow-feathers’ mistress, in her haste, ncxt day,

Left the cage-door open, and he got away;

Through the open window joyfully he flcw,

"Now,” he sang, “ for once | 've had a drcam that ’s coming true 1”

Ah, the coid was cruel, ah, the wind was fierce !
Through his pretty fcathers needles seemed to piercc,
Till, all tired out with flying, he hid bis little head

In the frozen ivy-vine, whencc soon he fell down,—dead !

Little Master Tommy set a trap that nonn,

When he carne froin school, and caught three sparrows very sqpn';'
“ There !” he said to Polly, “ did nt | cngage N

That if you 'd stop a-crying, | would fill the cage

Polly danced for pleasiiie, and forgot her tears; /
Then the little sparrows, quaking with new fears, ,
Ruffling up their feathers in their tiny rage,

All at once discovcred they were in the gilded cage.

Crinkle-toes, and Feather-hcad, and little Mr. Pert,
There they were in safety, not a feather hurt,

But the warm air stifled them, and the cage was small.
And they thought the bird-seed was not good at all.

When the bright spring weather carne, each pretty head

Drooped in such a piteous way that gentle Polly said:
“ These are little wild birds, and can’t belong to me.

As my dear canary did, so | will set them free!”

Open flew the window, open flew the door, /

Out the sparrows darted, and were seen no morei /

But Polly has a fancy that they whistled as they weqt,
* Never grumbk, darling! Always be content 1”
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TOM.

By Mary Mares Dodge.

hy -Our YmmgFctk.;' r.ith

LONG long ago, in a great city whose fiame is
[for»oilcn, situated on a river that ran dry in the
Idays of Cinderella, there lived a certain boy, the
lonlv son of a poor widow. He had such a fine
Ifonn and pleasant face that one day, as he loitered
L his mother’s door-step, the King stopped 011 the
istreet to look at hira.

“Who is that boy?” asked his Majesty of his
Iprimc Minister.

This giicstion brought the entirc royal procession
Itoasland-

The Prime Minister did not know, so he asked
Ilhe Lord of the Exchequer. The Lord of the
|Exchequer asked the High Chamberlain; the High
Ichanibcrlain asked the Master of the Horse; the
iMaster of the Horse asked the Court Physician;
ithe Court Physician asked the Royal Rat-catcber;
ilhe Royal Rat-catcher asked the Chief-Cook-and-
iBotile-iVasher; and the Chief-Cook-and-Borile-
Iwashcr asked a little girl namcd Wisk. Little
Iwisk told him the boy’s fiame was Wondering
| Tom

“So, ho!” said the Chief-Cook-and-Bottle-
IWasher, telling the Royal Rat-catcher. *“ So,
lho!" said the Royal Rat-catcher, passing on the
I news; and it traveled in that way until, finally, the
| Prime Minister, bowing low to the King, said:

* May it picase your most tremendous Majesty,
lit’sWondering Tom.”

“Tell him to come here ! ” said the King to the
1Prime Minister. “ Tell him to come here 1’ was
lepeated to the next in rank; and again his words
1traveled through the Lord of the Lxcheqiier, the

High Chamberlain, the Master of the Horse, the
Couit Physician, the Royal Rat-catcher, and the
I Chief-Cook-and-Bottle-Washer, until they reaehed
I little Wisk, who called out;

*0O, Tom ! the King wants to speak with you.”

1 With mel” exclaimed Tom, never budging.
1“Why?”

1'l don’t know,” returned little Wisk, “ but you
I must go at once.”

“ Why?” cried Tom.

I "0. Tom! Tom! they’re going lo kill you,”
I shecried, in an agony.

“Why?” screamed Tom, sUring in the wildest
asinnishment.

Surcly enough, the Master gf Ceremonies had
ordered forth an executioner with a bow-string. Jn
that city, any man, woman, or child who dis-

iUu,tralio,u by Frtd>rick D thmu.)

regarded the King’s slightest wish was instantly
put to death.

The man approached Tom. Another seeond,
and the bow-string would have done its work ; but
the King held up his royal hand in token of par-
don, and beckoned Tom to draw near.

“ Whatever in all this world can his Majesty
want with me?” pondered the bewildered boy,
moving vei'y slowly toward tlie monarch.

“ Well, sir1” said his Majesty, scowling.
you are here at last!
dering Tom?”

“ Me, your Majesty?” faltered Tom. “ I—

“ 5o
Why do they cali you Won-

don’t know.”
“You don’t know? (Most rcmarkable boy,
this!) And what were you doing, sir, when we

sent for you ?”

“ Nothing, your Majesty.
whether

“ Ah Isee. You take your life out in wonder-
ing. A fine, strong fellow like you has no right to
be idling in his mother’s door-way. A pretty king-
dom we should have if all our subjects were like
this! You may go.”

“ He has a good face,” continued the King, turn-
ing to his Prime Minister,“ but he’ll never amount
to anything.” ,

“ Ah, exactly so,” said the Prime Minister.
“ Exactly so,” echoed the Lord of the Exchequer,
and “ exactly so,” sighed the Chief-Cook-and-Bot-
tlc-Washer at last, as the royal procession passed on.

Tom heard it all.

“ Now, how do they know that?” he muttered,
scratching his head as he lounged back to the door-
step. “ Why in the world do they think I Il never
amuunt to anything?”

In the door-way he fell to thinking of httlc Wisk.

“ What avery nice girl she is1 | wonder if she 'd
play with rae if | asked her,—but I can’t ask her.
1 do wonder what makcs me so afraid to talk to
Wisk 1” . ,

Meantime, little Wisk, who lived in the next
house, watched hira slyl)-.

“Tom !” she callee! out at last, swaying herself
lithely round and round her wooden door-post,
“ the blackberries are ripe.”

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed Tom, in sur-

I was only wondering

I do. And, Tom, there are bushels of
them in the woods just outside of the city gates!”
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“ Oh1” answered Tom, “ | wonder if there
are j”

“1 /ww it,” said little Wisk, decidedly, “ and
I 'm going to get some.”

“ Dear me 1” thought Tom, “ | wonder if she ’d
like to have me go with her. Wisk!”

“ What, Tom?”

“ Oh, nothing,” said the frightened fellow, sud-
dcnly changing his mind, “ | was only wondering

whether it is going to rain or not.”

“ Rain? Of course not,” laughed uttle Wisk,
running off to join a group of children going toward
the north city-gate; “ but even if it should rain,
what matter? ”

“ Oh,” thought Tom, “she’s really gone for
blackberries ! | wondered what she had that little
kettle on her arm for. Pshaw ! Why did n’t 1tell
her that 1 d like to go too ?”

Just then his mother carne to the door, ciapping
a wet ruffie between her hands. She was a ciear-
starcher.

“ Toin, Toml why don't you set about some-
thing? There ’s plenty to do, in doors and out, if
you ’d only think so.”

“ Yes, ma’ara,” said Tom, wondering whether
or not he was going to have a scolding.

“ But you look palé, my pet; go and play, do.
One don’t often have such a perfect day as this
(and such splendid drying, too !). If 1 were you,
1 ’d make the most of it;” and the mother went
back into her bare entry, stiil ciapping the
ruffle.

“ | do wonder how | can make the most of it,”
asked Tom of himself, over and over again, as he
sauntcrcd off.

He did n’t daré to go toward the north gate of
the city, because he could n’t decide what he should
say if he should meet little Wisk; so he turned
toward the south.

“ Shall 1 go back, ! wonder, or keep on?”
thought Tom, as he found himselfgoingfartherfrom
the door-step and nearer to the great dty-wall, until
at last the Southern gate was reached. Following
the dusty highway leading from the city, he carne
to pleasant fields. Then, after wading a while
through the sunlit grain, he followcd a shady
brook and entered the wood.

“1t’s pleasant here,” he thought. *“ I wonder
why mother did n’t get a cottage out here in the
country instead of living in the iioisy city.”

“ Could n’t,” croakcd a voice near by.

Tom siarled. There was nobody near but frogs
and crickets. Besides, as he had not spoken
aloud, of course it could not be in answer to him.
Still, he wondered what in the world the voice could
be, and why it soundcd like “ could n’t.”

‘It certainly did sound so. May be she could n’t,
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after all,” thought Tom; “ but luky could n't she
I wonder?”

“ No-one-to-help,” said something, as it jumped
with a spiash into the water.

“ | do wonder what that was!” exclaimed Torn |
aloud; “there’s nobody here, that’s certain. Ch
it must have been a toad ! Queer, though, houl
very much it sounded like ‘no-one-to-help !’ Poor
mother! | don’t help her much, | kno*'
Pshaw ! what if | do love her, | 'm not the Icast hii |
of use, for I never know what to start about doing.
W hai in all botheration makes me so lazy ! Heigh-1
ho 1” and Tom threw himself upon the grass, anl
image ofdespair. “ | sha’n’t ever amount to ary
thing, the King said. Now, what did he mean hv |
that?”

“ Dilly, dally !” said another mysterious wvoice,
speaking far up among the branches overhcacl.

Tom was getling used to it. He just lifted his
cyebrows a little and wondered what bird that iras.
In a moment he found himself puzzling over the
strange words.

“ *DiOy, dally,” itsaid, | declare. Ohdearl Ii%
too bad to have to hear such things all the time.
And then, there ’s the King’s ugly speech; a fellow
aint agoing to stand everything!”

He was crying at last. Yes, his tears wcrc drop-
ping one byone upon the green turf. Herested upon
his elbows, holding his face between his hands;
and, although he felt very wretched, he could iii
help wondering whether the grass in his sliaclow
would n’t think it was night and that his tears were
dew-drops.

Suddenly his hat, which had tumbled from his
head and now lay near him, began to tvitch
strangely,

“ Pshaw !” sobbed Tom, “ what’s coming now,
I wonder? ”

“ 1am,” said a piping voice.

“ Where are you ?” he asked, trembling.

“ Here. Under your hat. Lifi it off.”

While Tom was wondering whether to obeyor
not, the hat fell over, and out carne a fairy, al
shining with green and gold,—a funny little creai-
ure with a wide mouth, but her eyes were like
diamonds.

“ Whatare you crying for, Master Tom ?” asked
the fairy.

“ So she knows my fiame !” thought the puzzled
youth; “ well, that’s queerer than anything! I’e
always heard that these woods were ful! of fairies;
but I never saw one before. | wonder why | ’m not
more frightened.”

“ Did you hear me ?” piped the little visitor.

“ Did you speak? O —yes—ma'am—ocertainl)'.
I heard plain enough.”

“ Well, what troubles you ?”
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He looked sharply at the little lady.

jakind face. He would tell her all.

‘1wonder what your iame is?” he said, by way
Ifabeginning.

Yes, she

eIt’s Kumtoothepoynt,” said the fairy. *“ Be
baick! 1 can’t stay long.”

'Why ?” asked Tom, quite astonished.

“Because | cannot. That’s enough. If you

lvish rae to help you, you must be quick and tell
nmeyour trouble.”

“Ob 1” said Tora, wondering where to begin.

"are You lame ? Areyousick? Are you blind,

Laf, or dumb ?” she asked, briskly.
[ “Ohno,” he replied, “ nothing like that. Only
Jidon’t know what to make of things. Everything
tn thisworld puzzles me so, and | can’t ever make
ipmy mind what to do.”

“Well,” said Kumtoothepoynt, kindly,
|haps 1 can help you a little.”

"Can you?” he exclaimed. “ Now | wonder
lhowin the world such a little mite as you ever ”

“Don’t wonder so much,” squeaked the fairy,
limpaiiently, “ but ask me promptiy what | can do.”

“1’m going to,” said Tom.

“Going to!” she echoed. *“ What miserable
Icrcaiiircs these mortals are !' How could we ever
Igei our gossamei-s spun if we always were going to
jdoathing, and never doing it! Now listen. |’m
|a very wise fairy, if | am small; | can tell you how
ilo accomplish anything you please. Don’t you
jwant to be good, famous, and rich?”

“Certainly | do,” answered Tom, with a start.

“Very wcll,” she responded, quite pleased. “ If
iyou always knew your own mind as decidedly as
ithat, they would n’t cali you ‘Wondering Tom.’
|1t saniigly lame, Master Mortal. If | were you
i(may Titania pardon the dreadful supposition I)—if
|i liete you | ’d wonder less and work more.”

“1wonder if 1 couldn’t!” said Tom, half con-
Ihnced.

“There you go again 1” screeched the fairy,
Istamping her tiny foot. “ You ’re not worth talk-

glo. | shall leave you.”

"She’s fading away,” cried Tom. *“ O fairy,

fairy, please come back! You promised to
iill me how to become good and famous and rich 1”

Once more she stood before him, looking brighter

fld ircsher than ever.

1'You’re a noisy mortal,” she said, nodding
pleasantly to Tom. “ | thought for an instant that
iiwas thundering, but it was only you, calling.
I'vea very little while to stay, but you shall have
“oemore chance of obtaining everything you wish.
Now, sir, be careful! I ’ll answer you any three
quesiioiis you may choose to put to me;” and
Korntoothepoynt sat down on a toadstool, and
looked very profound.

“ per-
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“ Only three ?” asked Tom, anxiously.

“ Only three.”

“Why can’t you give me a dozen? There ’s so
much that one wishcs to know in this world.”

“ Because 1 cannot,” said the fairy, firmly.

“ But it’s so hard to put everything into such a
few questions 1 1 don’t know what in the woiid to
decide upon. What do you think 1| ought to
ask?”

“ Coiisult the dearest wishes of your heart,” said
Kumtoothepoynt, “ for there is the truest wisdom."

“ Ah, well. Let me think,” pursued Tom, with
great deliberation. “ | want to be wise, of couvse,
and good, and very rich,—and | want mother to
be the same,—and, good fairy, if you would n’t
mind it, little Wisk to be the same too. And dear
me '—it’s so hard to put everything in such a few
questions—let me see. First, | suppose | oughtto
learn how to become immensely rich, right off, and
then | can give mother and Wisk everything they
want; so, good Kumtoothepoynt, here’s my first
question, How can | grow rich, very rich, in—in one
week ?”

The fairy shook her head.

“ 1 wouid answer you, Master Tom, with great
pleasurc,” she said, “ but this is inunber FOUR.
You have already asked your three questions;”
and she turned into a green frog and jumped away,
chuckling.

Tom rublsed his eyes and sat up straight.
he been dreaming ?

“1’m a fooll™ he cried.

All the trees nodded, and their branchcs seemed
to be having great fun among themselves.

“ A big fool!” he insisted.

The leaves fairly tittercd.

“Did n’'t oid Katy, the apple-woman, cali me a
goose only this morning?” he continued, growing
very angry with himself

“ Katy did,” asscnted a voice from among the
bushes.

“ Katy did n’t!” contradictcd another.

Had

“ Katy did!”

“ Katy did n’t 1”

Tom laughed bitterly.

“Ha! ha! Fight it out among yourselves, oid
fellows. | may have been asleep; but, anyhow,

I’'m a fool 1”

“ 0oo— 1” echoed a solemn voice alsove him.

Tom looked up, and in the hoUow of an oid tree
he saw a great blinkingowl.

“ Hallo ! oid Goggle-eycs ! You ’re havingsome-
thing to say, too, are you?”

The owl shifted her position, and starcd at him
an instant. Then, as ifthe sight of such a ridicu-
lous fellow was too much for her, she shut her eyes
with a loud “ T'whitl ” that made Tomjump.
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All these things set Ihe poor boy to thinking in
earnest. The words of Kumtoothcpoynt were ring-
ing in his cars, " 1/1wereyou, | 'dwonder lessand
ivo}-k more." Going back through the wood across
the brook, and over the lots, he pondercd over the
day's events, and lhe result of all his pondering
was that, as he entered the city gate, he snapped his
fingcrs, saying, “ The King's words shall never come
true ! Wondering Tom is going to work at last!”

Thiec years passed away.

“ Little Wisk ” grew to be quite a tall girl; but
nobody thought of calling
her Isy any other fame.

She was so little and quick,
so rosy, fresli, and spark-
ling, and so tender and true
withal, that she was Little
Wisk as a matter of course.

One chilly Novembcr
aftevnoon she missed oid
Kaly, the applc-woman,
from her accustomed place
at the Street corner.

“ She must be sick,”
thought little Wisk. *“ Per-
haps she has no one to
help her.”

With some persons, to
think is to act. Wisk step-
ped into a neighboring
coljblers shop.

* Mr. Wacksend, do you
know where the oid apple-
woman lives?”

“ No,” said the cobbler. gruffly.
door when you go out.”

Little Wisk looked at him as he sat upon his
bench, pegging away at his work.

“ Poor man !” she said to hemelf, “ pushing the
awl through that thick leather makes him press his
lips tight together, and | suppose pressing his lips
so tight, day afier day, makes him cross. |’ll try
the butcher.”

She ran into the next shop.

“ Mr. Butcher, do you know where the oid apple-
woman lives?”

“ Well,” returned the butcher, pausing to wipe
his clcavcr on his sleeve, “ she don’t exactly//w
anywhere. But, as the poor lhing has neither kith
fior Idn to help her, why, for the past year or so
I ’ve just let her lumblc herself in under a shed in
my baek-yard. She’s got an oid chopping-bench
for a table, and a pile of straw for a bcd, and that’s
all her housekeeping.”

“And don’tshe have anything to eatbut apples ?”
asked Wisk, much distressed.

“ Shut the
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“ Bless your simple heart!” said the hutchcr
laughing, “ she can't afford to eat her apples, Ho
no. She keeps the breath in her body mostly «itil |
black bread and scraps.”

*“Scraps?”

“ Yes, meat-scraps. | save ’em for her oiiiofl
the irimmin’s. But wliat’s wantin’ of berso
particular? Did you come to invite licr lo|
court?”

“1°d like to see her for a moment,” said Wisk,
shrinking from his coarse laugh.
“ Well,” answered the butcher, beginning to

WHAT CAN 1 1X3 FOR YOU, GOODY?"

chop again, “ the surest way of seeing her istoj
to the cérner and buy an apple.”

“ But she isn’t there.”

“ Notthere? Thac’s uncommon. WeU” (point-
ing back over his shoulder with his clcaver), “ g
down the alley hcrc, alongside the shop; sieer
clear of oid Bcppo in his kennel, he ’s ugly some-
times; then go past the pig-sties and the skin-heaps,
and cross over i)y the cattle-stalls ; and right baclt
ofthem, a little beyond, isthe shed. May be she’s
lying there sick ; like enough, poor thing !”

Little Wisk followed the directions, as she
picked her way carefuily through the great, bleak
cattle-yard, thinking, as she went, that kiliag
lambs did n't always make a man so very wicked,
after all.

She found the oid woman, moaning and bent
nearly double with rheumalism.

“ W hat can 1 do for you, Goody ?”

“ Bless your bright eyes ! Did you come to see
poor oid Katy ? Ougli ah-h| the pain’s killing
me, child ! Oh, the Lord save us, otigh ah/”
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1qt’s too coid and damp fov you in here. | ’'m

lure.
ue Ah, yes, dearie dcar,—£x4, ough .—coid and

This oid rusty stove would be nice Ifyou had a
ireinit. Goody.”

“Oh, the stove, dearie ! The good gentleman
« thesiiop put it in here for me last winter. He'’s
.Dtme in meat-scraps, too. O—o0—o0 1 (itcatches
methat uay often, child). But, alack 1 | have n’t
Lchipnor shaving to make a ljit of a fire. Oh.
th! (the worst’s in this shoulder, dearie, and’cross
the back and into this 'ere knee). Yes, coid and
Wtenough, so itis. Ough! No use s’arching out
Ithere, you wont find nothing- Not a waste splmter
oi wood left aflter my raking and scraping till | was
\oo sick to stand up, | ’ll be bound.” n
I “lIdowish | had money to buy you some, Goody,
jsaid Wisk. “ | sha’n’t have another silvev-piece

my next birthday, but you shall have that, |
[promise you.” , u

“Blessings on you for saying it, dearie ; but oid
1IKaty wont never last till then. What with cold
[and hunger (the meat on the nail there ’s no use,
you see, if 1 can’t cook it), and this ere ough—
1%'—this ’ere dreadful rheumatk, | can’t hold out
much longer.”

Suddenly, a thought carne to Wisk.

“Oh, Katy 1” she exclaimed, and offsheran, past
'the cuttle-sheds, the skin-heaps, the pig-sties, the
dog-keniiel, down the alley, up the Street, and
round the cérner till she carne to a carpenter’s
s

“Tom,” she said, hurrying in, quite out ol
breath, and addressing a great strong boy who was
Korkiiig there, “ wont you give me some shavings
and chips ?”

“ Certainly,” said Tom, straightway beginning
toscrape together a big pile. “ What shall we put

themin ?”

"Into my apron. They’re for poor Katy, the
apple-woman.  She lives in an oid shed in Slorter’
cattle-yard. Sbe’s sick. Toro, and she hasn’t a

ihing to make a fire with.”

“Oh, ifthat’sit,” said Tom, “ we must gether up
|Scart-load of waste stuff, if the boss is willing.”

The boss spoke up.

“Help yourself, Tom. You ’re the steadiest lad
intheshop, and you ’ve never asked me a favor be-
fore. Help yourself. Take alongad thoseodds and
tnds in the cérner yonder. Chips and shavings

soonburn up.”
“Much obliged to you, sir,” said Tom ; and he
added in a lower tone to Wisk, “ I ’ll load up and

take ’em ’round to her as soon as |’ve done my
wrk. You can carry your apronful now.”
Wisk held up the corners of her apron while
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Tom filled it, laughing to see how she lifted her
pretty chin so that he might put in a “ whole lot”
as she called it.

“There 1” he exclaimed at last, “ that’s as much
as you can manage.”

“ Thank you, Tom !
and she started at once.

“Wisk!”

He had followed her to the door. When she
turned back, in answer to his call, he tried to speak
to her, but coughcd inslead.

“ Didyou wantme, Tom?” she asked, deinurely.

Oh, how kind you are !”

“Yes, Wisk. |—I—wanted lo say that—that
|

“ Why, what a cough you have, Tom! It’s
from working so much in this windy shop. Oh,

Tom, | Ve just thought! |If Katy had a door to
her shed and a bench with a back to it, she ’d be
if) corafortable.”

“ She shall have both,” said Tom.
this very evening. It’s full rooon.”
“ Oh, you dear, blessed Tom 1 Good-bye !”

“ Wisk!”

But she was already running down the Street.
Tom turned back slowly. 1 think he was wonder-
ing, though he had nearly conquered that olci
habit. But it is so difficult, sometimes, to say just
what we feel to those we like very much !

“ First the shavings, then the chips,” sang Wisk’s
happy heart, as she hurriedalong; “ firstthe shav-
ings, and then the chips, and then a spark from
oid Kaly’s tinder-box, and sha’n’t we have a beau-
tiful blaze?”

That night, the one-eycd dog in the butchers
yard had a hard time ofit. There was the moon
to be barkcd at; the pigs to be barked at; the
sheep, the oxen, and the lambs to be barked al
every time they moved in their stalls. The skin-
heap, too, required a constant barking to keep it
from stirring while the rats wereburrowingbeneath.
And then there was the strangc lad to be barked
at, coming in twice, as he did, with a hand-cart
heaped high with chips, shavings and blocks, and
again coming back with planks, hammer and saw.
And the sudden smoke from the sick woman's fire ;
ah, how it bothcred oid Beppo !

He had lived long in the yard, and remembered
well how the high chimney had stood thcre for
years and years,—all that was left of a bumed-
down factory,—and how the shed had been built
up around it as if to keep it from tumbling. For
raonths past it had been a quiet, well-behaved
chimney; but now to sec smoke rushing out of it
at such a rate, bound straight for that aggravating
moon, was really loo much to stand. So Beppo
barked and barked; and Tom hammered and
hammercd; and oid Katy, warm at last, curled

< 1’1l do it
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herself up in the straw, saying over and overagain,
* How nice it will be ! How nice it will be !”

Time passed on. One day. the King .and his
court carne riding down that same Street again.
Suddc/ily his Majesty, grown oidor now, halted
before a carpenier’s shop and asked:

“Who is that busy fellow, yonder?”

“ Where, your most prodigious Majesty?” asked
tlie Prime Minister in return.

“ In the shop. He works witha will, that fcllow.
1 must let him build the royal ships.”

“ The royal ships !” echoed the Prime Minister,
“ your most preposterous Majesty ; why, that is a
fortune for any man !”

“ lknowit. Why not?” said the King. “ What
is his fiame ?”
The Prime Minister could not say. And again,

as on that day long ago, the question traveled
through the grandees of the court, until it reaehed
the Chief-Cook-and-liotlle-Washcr, and the Chicf-
Cook-and-Botlle-Washcr asked a pretty young
woman named Wisk, who chanccd to be coming
out of the shop.

“ Hc’samaster-builder,"replied Wisk,blushing.

WONDERING TOM.

Penviit®|

“But what’s his iame?" repealed the Chiet|
Cook-and-Bottle-Washer.

“ He used to be called Wondering Toin,™si]5
answered ; “ but now he’s Thomas Rcddy.”

“ Thomas Reddy ! "shouted the Chief-Cook-ana |
Bottle-Washer. “Thomas Reddy!” cried t)ie
Royal Rat-catcher.

And, in fact, “ Thomas Rcddy” was called sol
often and so loudly along the line before it reachedi
the only officer who could venture to speak to thtl
King, that the master-builder threw down his toolsl
and carne out of the shop.

“0O, Tom ! the King wants to speak with yoii|
iigain !” said Wisk.

They took each other ljy the hand, and togetherl
walked toward his Majesty.

“ Behold !” said the King, “ wc have found thtl
finest young workman in our realms 1 Let prepa-l
rations be made at once for proclaiming him Royall
Ship-builder ! W hat do they cali you, young man!|
| 've lost the fiame.”

“ Thomas Rcddy, your Majesty,” he ansivcred,|
liis eyes sparkling with grateful joy.

“And who you, my pretty one ?”

“ Oh, 1’m his wife,” said the smiling Wisk.
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IN ALL THE WORLD.

By Hezekiah Butterworth.

VER so long ago, there lived
and fought in Germany a
mighty general, and he
was awfilly funny. | think
he was about Che funniest
general in all the world.

He was very fatand very

clever, and, like all fat,
clever people, he loved lit-
tle children. The fatter

he grew, the more clever he

grew, and when he had a

dozen or so of children about his

knees, he was n’t much of a general,

as generais go,—not much of a fighting
general, | mean.

But wc must give the fiame and date of this
;treril, and so crack the histoiical nut-shell, before
feecan set before our readers the swcetmeat of our
liov. This we will do in a single paragrapb, and
fshall have all the rest of the space to tell you
“pbout the agreeable general, and the funny things
Jiat he did.

Procopius, or Procope, the famous fat general,
"as.i Bohemian, and became commander of the
Hussiics, who weie almost an army of giants, in
1144 He won many victories with his terrible

av, and caused the princcs of Moravia, Austria
nmd Saxony, to sue for terms at his feet. The farae
fhis great deeds and wonderful victories filled all
Earopc for eleven years, when he was killed in

BUe in 1434. Now, the histoiical nut-shell is
Iracked, and we will have some account of the
lilili) fat man who loved the children.

Inihc summer of 1432, good-natured Procopius
bd his tall army carne marching through the hot
pnatain-passes into Saxony, and encamped in a
Kwlovely valley on the banks of the Saale, and
|mvested the oid walled town of Naumburg. !t was

—a lovely time of year to lay siege to

ltough oid town,— and the valley was full of
Ibfrry.trees, which was calculated to make fat
riocopo and the tall besiegers, who were very fond
(f lhe good things in the world, contented and

“FPV  So, while a part of the army besieged the
fwn, the rest went cherrying, and a very comfort-

:lime they had.

Butthe Saxons who were shut up in Naumburg
fireresolute and stubborn, and refused to yiekl.
The golden moon that hung over the Saale on the

‘nights when J*ne perfumed the vale with roses,

waned, and halved, quartered and roundcd again;
but the Saxons gavc no signs of coming to terms
with the fat general. And Procopius, although
generally so clever and good-natured, began, wc
are very, very sorry to say, to lose his paticnce and
his temper.

It was far past niidsummer. The roses were
falling, and the cherries were rotting, and Procope
himself was getting sour. So onc morning he put
on his high-heclcd boots, and seemed lo be un-
usually out of sorts, and he sent a terrible message
to the good people of Naumburg that, if thcy did
not surrender the town before the end of the week,
all of the people in it should at last be put to the
swoi'd.

Oh, then there was distress in Naumburg. Yet
the sturdy oid Saxon lords refused to surrender the
town.

But at last the store of food in the town was
nearly gone, and stroiig walls grow weak when lhe
people have no bread. The women iDcgan to be
hungry, and the children to cry for food.

What was to be done? They callcd a council,
but the council could do nothing. The besiegers
were strong without, and the corn was gone within,
and their lives were forfeited if they opened the
gates to the enemy.

There carne to the council an oid Germéan school-
master, and when the lords and chicf men could
offer nothing, he begged leave to say a few words
to them.

“ Procope,” said he, bowing very low, so that
his queue stuck out like a horn behind, “is very
fat.”

* That will
lords.

“ Fat men are very clever,” said the spare oid
pedagogue.

“ All the more inglorious to die at the hands of
a clever man,” said the lords.

*“ And clever, fat men love children,” said the
pedagogue, looking very wise.

“ That does not help our case,” said the lords.

“A man who loves a child will not harm the
parent,” said the oid pedagogue.

“ But the Hussites do not love our children.”

“ Every man has a tender place in his heart,”
said the wise pedagogue. “ Get at that, and one
is safe,”

“ But how does that apply lo us?” asked the
lords.

not help our leanness,” said the
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“ Listen," said the pcdagoguc, looking still more
wise, and bringing the tip of one finger over into
the palm of his other hand, in a very knowing way.
“ Procope loves children, and when they are
around him, he grows jolly and mellow, and his
heart gets warm, and his slernness all melts away
like a glacier in the spring sunshine. Send the
children of the town out of the gates to him. Tell
them to cling about his knees, and climb up into
his lap, and when he begins to pity them, and
grow fond of ihcm, tell them to beg mercy for us,
and the foodless town of Naumburg.”
¢ That quiet summer afternoon, the gates of
Naumburg swung open, and a long procession of
-little bo.ys and girls issued forth, and wended their
way through the astonished Hussites to the gay
paviiion ofProcopius. We fancy we can see them
now, and an oid German picture we have seen
helps our fancy. This odd picture represents the
oid pedagogue following behind with a bundle of
books under one arm, and a brisk switch in the
other hand, with which latter implement he was
refrcshing the mcmories of some of the little boys
in tlie rear, by a wise application in the usual way.

When Procope saw them coming he seemed
mighty pleased, and with large eyes and puffing
lips he waddled out to meet them. The little girls
seized him around his funny legs, and hugged
him tight, and the little boys all began to say;

“ 0O, good Procope, we Ve come to you to pro-
tect us.”

W hat could Procopius do? He tried to be hard,
but it was impossible. So hesatdown under a big
cherry-tree near by, and the boysand girls in a few
minutes «ere running all over him like goais over
a mountain. His heart was besieged, and a breach
was soon made in its weakest place.

GOLD LOCKS
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He put his hand on one little boy’s hair ani
kissed another little gir), who looked so pretty anj
innocent that he could not help iE And his grcai
arms clasped a haif-a-dozen children at once, aaj
his heart grew warm and mellow, and he found tlia
he could resist no longer. So the clever fat general
suddenly cried out;

“It’s no use. 1 can’t see the children sufTer
you know. | guess | shall have to surrender.”

Then he ordered the Hussites to bring lim
baskets of cherries, and he and the children hada
cherry feast, and great was the happiness on tliJ
ljanks of the Saale, near the foodless town di
Naumburg.

The children returned to the city at night, ad
each one hugged and kissed Procopius as tlievi
parted, and said in a low, sweet voice;

“ Spare, for our sakes, ihe town of Naumburg.']

The moon hung over the Saale in the goldcn air,l
and in the late hours dipped behind the fannouni-I
ains. The sun rose fair, and thewatchmen liokecl
down from the grim walls of Naumburg on the longf
valley ; but Procopius and the Hussites were gonel
and a happier day never was seen in the town.

For four hundred years the Saxons have lovcdiol
recaO this delightful event of history, and liaul
celebrated it by the “ Kinderfest,” or *“ ChiUlren'J
Féte,” or, as it is often called, “ The Cherry Feasil
of Naumburg.” This festival corresponds to outi
Fourth of July, and occurs on the 28th of July, acdl
a right glad day it is to the children of SaxonvT
And, would you see how long the happy influcncti
of a single good deed may last? why then, wlieol
you go to Germany, drop down to the Saale mi
summer time, and eat some cherries with the cliil
dren at the Children’s Féte, in honor of the fuiiniesi|
general in all the world.

SILVER LOCKS.

By Celia Thaxter.

PUPIL and master together,
The wise man and the child,

Merrily talking and laughing
Under the lamp-light mikl.

Pupil and master together,
A fair sight to behold,

With his thronging locks of silver,
And her tresses of ruddy gold.

“ Well, little girl, did you practice
On the violin to-day?
What is the air | gave you?
Have you forgotten, pray?”

And he sings a few notes and pauses,
Half frowning to see her stand

Perplexed, with her white brows knittcd,
And her chin upon her hand.
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Far off in the Street of a sudden

Comes the sound of a ivandering bancl,
And the blare of brass rings faintly,

Too distant to understand.

‘Hark !” says the master, smiling,
Bending his head to hear,

- In what key are they playing?
Can you tcll me that, my dear?

v

Isit D minor? Try it!
To the piano and try !”

She strikes it, the sweet sound answers,
Her touch so light and shy.

And swift as Steel to magnct,
The far tones and the near
Unite and are blended together

Smoothly upon the ear.

Vov VI.—14-
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I thought, if one had the power,
What a beautiful thing 't would be,
Hcaring Life’s manifold music,
To strikc in one's self the key;

Whether joyful or son\, to answer.
As winci-harps answer the air,

And solve by simple submission
Its riddles of trouble and care.

But the little maid knew nothing
Of thoughts so grave and wise,

As she stole again to her teacher,
And lifted her merry eyes.

And neithcr dreamcd what a picture

'93

They made, the young and the old,-

With his thronging locks of silver,
And her trcsses of ruddy gold.
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TEN

rEFSONS OF THE FLAY.

TEN DULLARS. [Jaaiv,
ONE CHRISTMAS FIRESIDE.
DOLLARS
By Otltive Thorne.
Grandmother [with spirit]. As if that made

M r. Ceiuierotu—A clergyman.
Mrs. Carneron.— His wife.
Craudm (>ther."\V\% moiher.

fJanel."k School-tcacher. Girara.-K Clcrk.
Music-tcachcr iW///>.-ASchool»prl.

5 CEANE.

A cotnfortalile, Ihoutjh homely, siicing.roore, u'jth a sMvc, a rag-
ca”et, a ceiuer*iRb%, with two candlcs and snuiTers on it-

Janet in gray clresg, hafr plain, sicdng in astrafght cbalr, sett-mg,

Mabei, ihe musiciati, jn bright dn»s, with ribbons and ciiris, lounging
in an easy chair, reading.

Giraré, studying book.keeping.

NsUie, with hair in braids, stiidying her anihmetc wijth slale, etc.

All these around the table, with place Icftfbr Molhcr, whose work-
baskel, full of stockings, stands on the table. Her low sewing-
chalr awaits her beside the tibie.

CranéaniQiher, in big rocking-chair by stove, knitdng.

Grandmother. Nellie, 1 don’t think you were
polite to yoiiv frieiid when she carne horac with
you. | was surprised you did n’t invite her to tea.

Nellie. Well, Grandma, 1 did want to— aw-
fully, but you see [hesi/a/iug] | was ashamed.

Crandmother. Ashamed! Ofwhat, pray?
fiing herknitting in amasemcnt], |hope | liaven’t
lived to see a Caincron stcop to the low standard
of the present day. which cstimatcs a man by the
numbcr of dollars he has hcapcd together, hon-
estly or dishoncstly!

Janei [smiling]. No, Grandma. Ithinkwearc
all truc Camerons in pvide of famiiy, and it kecps
us contented under some tridis, too, but 1suppose
Nellie refers to the state of our “ family china,”—
if the relies that adorn our table can be called so.

Children of Mr.
and Mrs. Canieron,)

any difference with the spirit of hospitality!

Janet. Of course it makes no difference really;
but you must admit, Grandma, it is a little
mortifying to offcr your friend a cracked piate to
cat from, and a handieless tea-cup in a chipped
saucer of another set, while the bread comes on in
a hlue-edged pie-plate.

Nellie [ruefully]. And not a whole pitcher in
the house 1

Janet. The truth is, we must manage some
way to buy a few decent dishes. Our table is a
disgrace.

Mabel [looking up for theJirsftime]. So it is
Janey; 1 do wish we could have something really
aitistic: | saw such a cholee set of Wedgwood
to-day, as | passed Orton’s!

Janet [laughing]. Wedgwood and dinner-sets
are not for us, Sis. Wc shall have to contcnt
ourscives with a few ciips and saucers, and platcs;
and | don’t scc exactly where thosc are to come
from, either.

Mabel. But it just as easy to buy even a
few things that show some taste for art and ilie
beautiful; and a bit of piivc color here and there
gives a plain table such an air.

Girara [looking np for thefirst time]. Aits at
a Cameron table! T 'm amazed! As for “ bits of
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Icolor.” Be!, a good steak is as nice a bit of color as
[l«nt to see.

Airtfe/.  How gross, Girard!

Sdld {oagerly]. But about the dishes;
|allhelp to get them.

Oimrd [mockingly]. Pass around the hat!
iHdiv iTiuch do you start with, Nell? Mabcl can
Lniribute her “ cultchah  you, your enthusiasm;
|I py good wishes; and Janey must do the rest.

SAHe {meekly, and reinming to her slate\. 1
liaven’t any money, | know, but | could do with-
atsomething, | suppose, and take that money.

hnet {laying down her work in her interesi\.
IThats what | thought of. We all shall have to
Ipach somewhere to do it. 1 thought for one
| thing, we might give up butter at the table—we
1children, | mean; thatwould save something from
lirehouse bilis.

Girard [tragically]. Oh, Janet! *“ the most
lunhindest cut of all 1"—that was aimcd at me, |
Itnow. W hat are buckwheats without butter?

Janet [with pretended severityl. Very good
land «holesome eating, Mr. Girard. You are far
liootender of that exacting stomach of yours! It’s
I line it was denied.

Girard [jumping up, and striking an atlitude\.
IDenied! Don’t | cheat it with codfish and
comed beef! and raock it with dandelion coffee !
ad have n’t | punished it with oatmeal, and
trnslicd wheat, and other horsc-feed ? “ Oh, that
wy niadness lies 1”7  What would you have a fel-
I Invdo—Tlive on bran ?

Janet [severely virtuous'\. Yes, if he could not
I pay for better. Benjarain Fiank------

Girard [interrupting]. There, don’t fling Ben
IFpnkiin at me again ! He did n’t care what he

1; he paraded the streets of Philadelphia, eating
Une loaf of bread, and holding another under
lhsniin. i saw him do it—in a picture, | mean.

Grandmother. That was nothing to be ashamed
Id

Girard [sittingdowti]. KNor to brag of, neithcr.

Jiinet. Well, never mind Den Franklin; the
I tjuestion now Inefore the house, is: How can each
loius save a little money?

let’s

Girard. Let ’s appoint a committec of ways
landmcans—that ’s such a nice easy way | | nom-
iwe Miss Janet Cameron for the committec. Let

her make something out of nothing, and in the
wrds oftbe immortal— (ahora)—somebody, “ show
I uihnw divine a thing a woman may become.”

Janet. Now, Girard, stop your nonsense, and
Idevote yourself to this “ account of stock,” while
I *tgirls talk things ovcr.

Girard. By the way, that reminds me that 1
bck a letter from the post-office for father to-day.
hliere is he?
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Janet. In the study, | believe.
(Girard goes OiUCJ
Grandmother. | U hclp, Janet. 1 can do with-
out the cap you were going to make me.
Janet. No, indeed, Grandma! You shall
have a new cap if we have to eat off of leaves. We

young folks are the ones to do without things.

[Girard returns, snufls the candles, and icsumef his scai.]

Janet [continues\. | have a little of my quar-
ter’s salary left, which I will give.

Mabcl.

Janet [hastily®. No “buts,” Mabcl. Ofcourse,
it is only by some self-clenial that we can do it
W e have no superfluous luxuries.

Mabel [sigking\. | think not, indeed! Well,
of course, | ’ll give up butter, too, and—and [hesi-
iatifg] | wont buy that new piece of music.

NelHe. Thatyou’vebeen wanting for six months!

Mabel | don’t need it more than Janet needs
shoes.

Nellie [pushing her books back on the table].
Dear me! what can | do without, I wonder?

[rejlecting]—! suppose 1 might wear myold hat as
it is, without the fiowcr mother said 1 might gel.
I can’t think of anything else.

Janet. But, Nellie, that will be too bad. It
really needs it.

Nellie. No more than you and Mabcl need
things. | can tie my veil over it. | wonder how

it will look, anyway?
[ticcs to a cuphoard or drawcr, and hritigs out an n!d has, pnlls
the crimniing this v.ay and that 10 give it a frtslier look, while
tlic talk goes on, no one obscrving her.]
Girard. ‘‘Advctsity’s sweet milk—philosophy!”
Janet [iumii/g to Girard, now apparently
absorbed in his books]. Now, Girard, it’s your
turn.  Show us some of the philosophy you men-
tioned.
Girard [apparentlysurprised]. Eh? What?
Janet. Have n’t you some pet thing to sacrifice ?
Girard. | can’t sacrifice my pet; you ’ve,
done that yourself at one fell stroke—that ’s but-
ter. But [seriausly] ! suppose | must crucify my
pritle, like the rest—though it is Cameron pride,
Grandma. | ’ll have ray shoes patchcd, and wait
till next quarter for new ones [holding out a some-
whatdilapidated sitoe, and looking at it on every
side with comical look of dismay].
tcais, prepare to shed them now !”
Janet [wannly]- And you so hate a patch!
Girard, your pride is of the right sort; you’'re
ahead of us all.
Girard [thealrically]. “ Who is here so base
that would be a bondman?” to a pair of shoes
“If any, speak !” How much will all these
sacrifices nct ?
Janet [in business-lilce way].

“ If you have

The sum total
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of these several sacrifices of the Cameron family,

net, ahora ! cxaclly [s¢ovfly] ifwe do with-
out buttcr for a month nine dollars and
seventy-five cents!

Nellie [eagerly llinming down the hot], Is
that enough ?

Janct. Yes, | think so, uscd with discrction.

Cirard. Well, then, shell out \ofiening a

thin poeket-book. Soltloquismg']. “Ido remem-
ber a lonely” tsvo-dollar note “and here-
abouts he livecs. Hashe nota leanand hungry look?”
Who 'll be trcasurcr of this great financial scheme ?
Janet, of course. “ T was ever thus" she’s
alwayseverything in thishouse------- * wisest.virtuos-
est, discreetcst, best” Here, Miss Factotum!
[tenderin” the biliwith mock cereinony\.

(Mabei slowly dmws out a shabby poiteinonnaic, nnd carefully
lakes out severa! pieces of change, spreoding ibem on iho
Ciblc< and counting them,j
Mabel. Twenty-five— fifty—scventy-five—one
dollar twenty-fivc— thirty— forty— forty-five— forty-
nine—one dollar and forty-nine-cenls.

[The door opens, Mother entcrs and seats licrsclfby table, hold-
ing up a ten-dollar bill.]

Mother. Children, wc ’ve had a windfall.
Ckonis. Have wc! Oh! QW not thatf
Mother. Yes, thisten-dollar bili. Your father’s

letter was from Mr. James, inclosing the ten dol-

lars he owed him, which we had given up long
ago.

Girara \aside']. “ Now is the winter of our
discontent, made glorious summer by this son
of” greenbacks !

Janet. What will he do with it, Mother ?

Mother. He has given it to me to put where

it is most needed. He has no bilis out; coal is in
and paid for, and we have a barrel of flour. In
fact— thanks to your all doing so wel), we are
comfortable for the winter. Now, where is it most
needed about the house? |Ithought, myself, that
fathcr ought to have a new study-chalr. His is
rcally unsafc.

[A pause of several minutes. Each one in a brown atudy.

biother draws up her baskel, and takes out her work.]

Nellie [suddenly, very ear/iesity]. O Mother!
| do wish you’d get me some new ribbons and a
pair of gloves ! they wont cost much, and mine are
really too shabby to be decent!

Mother [surprised, and dropping her work\.
Why, | thought your blue ribbons looked very
nice yet, Nellie ; and your gloves, | ‘'m sure, can’t
be worn out.

Nellie. They 're not really in holcs, but worn
white and siiabby; and my blue ribbons [scom-
fuUy\ have been washed, you know, and they do
seem so sliinsy and mean. | wish you could see
Bello Nelson’s ------

TEN DOLLARS.
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Janet [interrupting\. Bello Nclson, iiideeci!
The idea of your dreaming ofrivaling her 1 Ifyoa

talk about needs, I think | need a neiv dress about &
much as you need ribbons and gloves. | ’ra hardIf
respectable in my oid brown serge, cleancd ad
turned upside down, inside out, hind-side before,
flounced to hide piecing, and bowedto hide darns!

Mother [perfectly aghast at this savage speeck,
and nervouslytwisting the billasshe talks®. Why,
Janet, | thought your dress looked so nice! ad
you wcrc so contcnted!

Janet. Wocll, I expected, ofcoursc, to wear it, ad
I had to be contented; but it makes me fiirious,
after all the trouble I *ve liad with Nellie’s clothes,
to have her talk about Beile Nelson.

Cirard [starting up and walking across ike
room, retuming and snuffing the candles again],
Now, Mother, see here! It’s all stuff to tak
about ribbons and frocks! Girls always utini a
cart-load of such truck 1 | say, Herc, let’s havea
high oid Christmas-dinncr 1 One of the real od
sort, that all can enjoy and remember through sub
sequent scrimped dinners.

Janet [ironically]. That’s just like a boyl
| 've always heard that the way to a man's heart
was through his stomach; but | did n’t think it
cropped out so young in life.

Girara [offended by the tauniing reflection a
his age]. Young! 1°d like to know------

Mother [eamesily, inierrupting, andforgelfuUj
letting the bili, now twisled into a wisp,fa ll into her
lap]. Children! Children! 1 am extremely
pained to see such a spirit! If you cannot talk it
over pleasantly, | shall be sorry we ever saw the ten
dollars.

[Janee and Girard look a”amed, and are sileni.

down.]

Mabel [mildly]. Mother, don’t you thinkit
would be well to put this unexpected money to the
use ofa little culture? Our lives are so bate and
devoid of beauty 1 We surely shall grow gross
and earthly-minded if we ncver lift ourselves
above our material nccds, fior cultivate our
msthetic tastes.

Girara [wickedly, sollo voce].

still the wonder grew,
That one small head could carry all se
knew.”

Mabel [not hearing him]. How would it d
to spend it for a season-ticket to the Philharraonic
concerts this winter, and take turns in going? or
to buy a choice photograph of some grand picturt,
which would be constant culture to the whole fam
ily, refining and ------

Girara [pitching his book across the room, mah-
ing Grandmotherstart, and drop her ball]. Yos,
to you! But nobody else cares a fig for your od

GlrardaB

Ahem ! “ And
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Iconcerts, and your choice photographs! [5 cfj
Grandma's ball, picks it up and returns it io her.\
IUjWsiaHs up, inclignaiilat tiirard's words, lhen 4is and burieslier
» " feceinao®™'-!

Girard [coniinuing]. | think, the bestway, after
adl istoputthe money into silverdollars and divide
jtatound, so that each onc may get exactly what
suiis him.

Mother [katiingfnward, pained and distressed,
tke bili drops io the floor]. But, children, 1 am
amazed to see this dreadful discontent: | never
suspecied that you felt like this.

Seltie [intemipting holy]. 1 suppose 1 am
horrid ! But when one has been to scliool all her
life, dresscd meaner than the washerwoman’s ctaugh-
ter, 1 don’t think it’s wondei-ful that she should
want a new thing once in a while. It’s no worse
iban to stuff it down the thraat, as Girard would
libe!

Mabel [laying down the book she took up when
Girard interrupted]. Neither eating fior dress-
ing ismore than a vulgar necessity. Our spiritual
nature craves higher pleasures, and | do think wc
ouglit to try to rise above that low plafie.

Girard [energetically]. “ Stuffl”

Janet [tossiug her head with dignity]. Well,
lallofyoumay say what you like about it, but / can
lell you this------

jAtihis moment, Girard jumpsiip to smiiTihe cantilesagain, and
in his baste, snufis onc of them ouc.J

.yellie [crossly]. Now you *ve done it!

[Citardsnatches up the other c.mdle to rclight the first.}

Mother [seizing his hand]. No, no! You’ll
spill the grease ! Take a paper! [turning to look
forone in her basket].

[Giiard looks around, sees the bili in a wisp on the floor, picks
itup.]
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Girard. Here s one, Mother !
fUghts it at one candic, re-lights ihc oihcr, and tiirns lo the
stove with the buming bilf; opcns the stove-door, throws it in,
carelcssly looking at it when in; suddenly looks aghasi.
Girard [anxiously]. My goodness! Mother,
where ’s that bili ?

[Door opens; Mr. Cameron piits in his head to see what’s the

matter.]
Mother.  Why, | have it; it’s right here
[looking in her lap and on lhe table]. 1| had it

in my hands a minute ago—I was twisting it in
my fingers, 1believe.
[Looks on the floor. The rcsljoin in ihesearch under the table:

Janet looks fii work-basket; Mollicr stands up and shakes
her dress.]

Girard [standing still, panic-strickeii].
youneed n’tlookany more.
the candle with it.
paper.

Mother [distressed]. | twisted it up, as | do
everything, | suppose, and laid it down carelessly.

Mabel [intermpting]. No; Girard took that
paper from the floor; | saw him.

Girard. Then it clropped, for | saw it as it
burned in the stove.

Chonts [o/dismay]. Burnccl!

Grandmother [fervenily, laying down her knit-
tingandpushing herspectaclcs up to herforehead].
Bless tho Lord ! let us return to contented povertyl

[All scc the poin(, 1&ok OAliaoied, and subside Guo seais i>

silence.]

Father [after looking sharply at each discon-
ientedface]. Mother, do you regret the money ?

Mother [serenely, taking np her darning-basket].
No, William ! It has boiight us a useful lesson'!
It is well bestowed.

Grandmother. And no one even once thought
of the china we need so badly !

[All bend over books and work, as atbeginning.]

Girls,
Mother, I—I—Ilighted
I thought it was a wisp of
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rumpty-dudget’s

tower.
CmiSOAt, |

RUMPTY-DUDGET’S TOWER.
(A Faiiy Talt.)

Ry Julian

Hawthorne.

LOOKING THKOtfGH THE ROUND WINDOW

Long ago, before the sun caught fire, before the
moon froze up, and before you were born, a Queen
had three children, whose fiames were Princess
Hilda, Prince Frank, and Prince Henry. Princess
Hilda, who was the eidest, had blue eyes and
golden hair; Prince Henry, who was the youngest,
had black eyes and black hair; and Prince Frank[
who was neither the youngest fior the eidest, had
hazel eyes and brown hair. They were the best
cliiidren in the world, and the prettiest, and the
cieverest of their age: they lived in the most beau-
tiful palace ever built, and the garden they played
in was the loveliest that ever was seen.

This castie stood on the borders ofa great forest
on the other side of which was Fairy Land. But
there was only one window in the palace that
looked out upon the forest, and that was the round
window of tlie room in which Princess Hilda, Prince
Frank, and Prince Henry slept, And since this
window was never open cxcept at night, after the
three children liad been put to bed, they knew very
little about how tho forest looked, or what kind of
flowers greiv there, or what kind of birds sang in
the brancjies of Ae trecs. , Sometimes,' however,

as they lay with their heads on their little pillows, and
their eyes open, waiting for sleep to come and
fasten down the eyelids, they saw stars, while, blue,
and red, twinkling in the sky overhead; and below
amongst the tree-trunks, other yellow stars, which
danced about, and flitied to and fro. These flitting
stars were calied, by grown-up people, will-o’-the-
wisps, jack-o*-lanterns, fire-fiies, and such like
flames; but the children knew them to be Ire
torches carried by the elves, as they ran hither and
thither about their affairs. They often wished
that one of these elves would come through the
round window of their chamber, and make them
a visitj but if this ever happened, it was not until
after the children had fallen asleep, and could
know nothing of it.

The garden was on the opposite side of the
palace to the forest, and was full of flowers, and
birds, and fountains, in the basins of which gold-
fishes swam. In the center of the garden, wasa
broad green lawn for the children to play on; and
on the further edge ofthis lawn was a high hedge,
vdth only one round openmg in the middle ofil.
But throi gh this openiiig\no one was allowcd to
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Ipass; for the land on the other side belonged to a
Idrarf, whose fiame svas Runipty-Dudget, and
Iwhose onb' pleasure was in doing mischief. He
Inas an ugly little dwarf, about as high as your
litnce, and all gray from head to foot. He wore a
Ibroad-brimmed gray hat, and a gray bcard, and a
Jgiay cloak, that was so much too long for him that
|it dragged on the ground as he walked; and on
lilis back was a small gray luirap, that made him
(look even shorter than he was. He lived in a gray
[tower, ivhose battlements could be seen irom the
[palace windows. In this tower was a room with a
ihousaud and one corners in it. In each of these
j comers stood a little child, with its face to the wall,
[and its hands behind its back, They were children
Ithat Riiinpty-Dudgot had caught tiespassing 0l
his groLinds, and had carried off with him to his
sower. In this way he had filled up one cérner
aficr another, until only one cérner was left un-
filled; and if he could catch a child to put in that
corner, tlicn Rumpty-Dudget would become master
of the whole country, and the beautiful palace
Hould disappear, and the lovely garden would be
jchanged into a desert, covered over with gray
Istones and brambles. You may be sure, therefore,
ihat Rumpty-Dudget tried very hard to get hold
" ofa child to put in the thousand and first cdrner;
but all the mothers were so careful, and all the
Ichildren so obedient, that for a long time that
thousand and first cérner had remained empty.

II.—Tom, THE Faithful Guardian.

When Princess Hilda and her two little brothers,
Princc Frank and Prince Henry, were still very
iittle, indeed, the Queen, their mother, was obliged
lomake a long journey to adistant country, and to
Icave the children behind her. They were not
entirely alone, however; for there was their fairy
auni to keep guard over them at night, and a large
cal, with yellow eyes and a thick tail, to see that no
harm carne to them during the day. The cat was
namcd Tom, and was with them from the time
they got up in the morning until they went to bed
again; but from the time they went lo bed until
they got up, the cat disappeared and the fairy aunt
took his place. The children had never seen their
fairyaunt except in dreams, because she only carne
aftc" sleep had fastened down their cyelids for the
nightt  Then she would fly in through the round
"liidoiv, and sit on the edge of their bed, and
nhisper in their ears aO manner of channing stories
about Fairy Land, and the wonderful things that
*ere seen and done there. Then, just before they
awoke, she would kiss their eyelids and fly out of
ibe round window again; and the cat, with his
Sellow eyes and his thick tail, would come purring
i>at the door.
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One day, the unluckiest day in the whole year,
Princess Hilda, Prince Frank and Prince Henry
were playing together on the broad lawn in the
center of the garden. It was Rumpty-Dudget's
birthday, and the only day in which he had power
to creep through the round hole in the hedge and
prowl about the Queen’s giounds. As ill-iortune
would have it, moreover, the cat was forced to be
away on tliis day from sunrise to sunset; so that
during all that time the three children had no one
to take care of them. Butthey did not know there
was any danger, for they had never yet heard of
Rumpty-Dudget; and they went on playing to-
gether very affectionately, for up to this time they
had neverqgiiarreled. The only thing that troubled
them was that Tom, the cat, was not there to play
with them; he had been away ever since sunrise,
and they all longed to see his yellow eyes and his
thick tail, and to stroke his smooth back, and to
hear his comfortable purr, However, it was now
very near sunset, so he must soon be back. The
sun, like a great red ball, hung a little way above
the edge of the world, and was taking a parting
look at the children before bidding them good-
night.

All at once, Princess Hilda looked up and saw a
strange little dwarf standing ci6ése beside her, all
gray from head to foot. He wore a gray hat and
beard, and a long gray cloak that dragged on the
ground, and on his back was a little gray hump
that made him seem even shorter than he was,
though, after all, he was no taller than your knee.
Princess Hilda was not frightened, for nobody had
ever done her any harm; and besides, this strange
little gray man, though he was very ugly, smiled at
her from car to ear, and seemed to lie the most
good-natured dwarf in the world. So she called to
Prince Frank and Prince Henry, and they looked
up too, and were no more frightened than Hilda j
and as the dwarf kept on smiling from ear to ear,
the three children smiled back at him. Mean-
while, the great red ball of the sun was slowly going
down, and now his lower edge was just resting on
the edge of the world.

Now, you have heard of Rumpty-Dudget before,
and therefore you know that this strange little
gray dwarf was none other than he, and that,
although he smiled so good-naturedly from ear to
ear, he was really wishing to do the children harm,
and even to carry one of them off to his tower, to
stand in the thousand and first crner. But he had
no power to do this so long as the children staid
on their side of the hedge j he must first tempt
them to creep through the round opening, and then
he coul® carry them whither he pleased. So he
held out his hand and said:

* Come with me, Princess Hilda, Prince Frank
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and Prince Henry. | am
very fond of little children;
and ifyou will crecp through
that round opening in the
hedge, Iwill showyousome-
thing you never saw before.”

The three children thought

Wi f-j

itwould be very pleasant to see something

they never saw before; for if that part of

the world which they had already seen was

so beautiful, it was likely that the part they

had not seen would be more beautiful

still. ~ So they stood up, and Rumpty-
Dudget took Prince Frank by onc hand,

and Prince Hcnry by the other, and
Princess Hilda followed behind, and thus they
all set off across the lawn toward the round
opening in the hedge. But they could not go
very fast, bccause the childrcn were hardly oid
enough to walk yet; and, meanwhilc, the great
red ball of the sun kept going down slowly, and
now his lower half was out of sight beneath the
edge of tlie world. However, at last they carne to
the round opening, and Rumpty-Dudget took hold
of Prince Henry to lift him through it-

Dut just at that moment the last bit of the sim
disappeared beneath the edge of the world, and
instantly there was a great sound of miauing and
spitting, and Tom, the cat, carne springing across
the lawn, his gieat yellow eyes flashing, and his
back bristling, and every hair upon his tail standing
straight out, until it was as big round as your leg.
And he flew at Rumpty-Dudget, and jumped upon
his hump, and bit and scratched him soundly. At
that Rumpty-Dudget screamed with pain, and
dropped little Prince Henry, and vanished through
the opening of the hedge in the twinkling of an eye.

rumpty-dudget’s

TOWER.

But from the othcr side of the hedge he thrc»
a handfiil of black mud at the three childrcnr a
drop of it fell upon the forehead of Prin-cess
Hilda, and another upon Prince Frank’s nose, and
a third upon little Prince Henry’s chin; and cach
drop made a little black spot, which all the wasliing
and scrubbing in the world would not take away,

THE CAT DSIVRS RUMPTV-uyiKJBT AWAY
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And itnmediately Princesa Hilda, who had till then
| been llie best little girl in the world, began to wish
lloordcr everybody about, and make them do what
1st pieased, whether thcy liked it or not; and

prince Frank, who til then had been one of Ihe
| «obest little boys in the world, began to want all

tbe good and pretty things that belonged to other
people, in addition to what already belonged to
him; and Prince Henry, wbo till then had been
| the olher nf the two best little boys in the world,
| began to wish to do what he was told not to do,
1and not to do what he was told to do. Such was
| jhe effcct of the three black drops of mud.

II1l.—The Ways of the W ind.

Atthough the Princess Hilda and her two little
Ibroiherswere no longer the best children in the
Liforid, they were pretty good children as the world
Igoes, and got along tolerably well together on
Ithe whole. But whenever the wind blew from the
| north, where Rumpty-Dudget’s tower stood, Prin-
Icess Hilda ordered her brothers about, and tried
Itomake them do what she pieased, whether they
| liked 1t or not; and Priiice Frank wanted some of
Ithe good and pretty things that belonged to his
| broihcr and sister, in addition to what were already
Ibis; and Prince Henry would not do what he was
liold to do, and would do what he was told
Inot to do. And then, too, the spot on Prin-
| cessKilda’s forehead, and on Prince Frank’s nose,
[and on Prince Henry’s chin, became blacker and
Iblacker, and hotter and hotter, until at last the
| children were ready to cry from pain and vexation.
| Butas soon as the wind blew from the south, where
iFaity Land was, the spots began to grow dira, and
liheheat to lessen, until at last the children hardiy
Ifelt or noticed them any more. Yet they never
| disappeared altogether; and neither the cat fior
libe fairy aunt could do anything to drive them
lanay, But the cat used to warn Princess Hilda
[and her two brothers that unless they could make
jthe wind blow always from the south, tlie thousand
[and first comer in Rumpty-Dudget’s tower would

filled at last. And when, at night, their fairy
jaunt flew in through the lound window and sat on
[their bedside, and whispered stories about Fairy
[Land into their ears, and they would ask her in
[ibtir sleep to take them all three in her arms and
Jcany them over the tops of the forest-trccs to her
Ibcaiitiful home far away on the other side, she
I'oald shake her head and say ;

"As long as thosc spots are on your faces, 1
[annot carry you lo my home, for a part of each
[of'oubclongs to Rumpty-Dudget, and he will hold
|w to it in spite of all | can do. But when Hilda
[becomes a horse, and Frank a stick of fire-wood,
[and Henry a violin, then Rumpty-Dudget will lose

RUMPTY-DUDGET S TOWER.
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his power over you, and the spots will vanish, and
I will take you all three in my arms, and fly with

"NEARER AND NEARER TO THK HEDGE-" (FAGE [0».]

you over the tops of the trees to Fairy Land,
where we tvill live happily forcver after,”

When the three children heard this, thcy were
puzzled to know what lo do ; for how could a little
princess bccome a horse, or two little princcs a
stick of fiic-wood and a violin ? But that their fairy
aunt would not tell them.

“ It can only happen when the wind blows always
from the south, as the cat told you,” said she.

“But how can we make the wind blow always
from the south?” asked they,

At that, the fairy aunt touched each of them on
the heart, and smiied, and shook her head ; and
no other answer would she give ; so they were no
wiser than before.

Thus time went steadily on, to-moiTow going
before to-day, and yesterday following behind, until
a year was past, and Rumpty-Dudget’s brrthday
carne round once inore.

“1 must leave you alone to-morrow,” said the
cat the day before, “ from sunrise to sunsct; but
if you are careful to do as | tell you, all will be well.
Do not go into the garden; do not touch the
black ball that lies on the table in the nursery j
and do notjump against the north wind.”

Just as he finished saying these things, he sprang
out of the room and disappearcd.

All the next morning the children remembered
what Tom, the cat, had told them; they played
quietly in the palace, and did not touch the black
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ball that lay on the nursery table. But when the
afternoon carne, Princess Hilda began to be tired
of staying shut up so long, when out in the garden
it was warm and pleasant, and the wind blew irom
the South. And Prince Frank bogan to be tired
of his own playthings, and to wish that he might
have the pretty, black hall, to toss up in the airand
catch again. And Prince Henry began to be tired
of doing what he was told, and wished the wind
would blow from the north, so that he might junip
against it. At last they could bear it no longer ;
so Princess Hilda stood up and said;

“ Frank and Henry, | ordcr you to come out
with me into the garden!” And out they went;
and as they passed through the nursery, Prince
Henry knocked the black ball off the table, and
Prince Frank picked itup and put it in his pocket.
But by the time they got to the broad lawn in the
center of the garden, the three spots on their faces
were blacker than ink and hotter than pepper;
and, strange to saj-, the wind, which hitherto had
blown from the soulh, now changed about and
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carne from the north, where Rumpty-Dudget's
tower stood. Nevertheless, the children ran about
the grass, tossing the black ball from one to anotlier
and did not notice that every time it fell to ihe
ground, it struck a little nearer the hedge wliich
divided Rumpty-Dudget’s land from the Queen’s
garden. At last Prince Frank got the ball, and
kept tossing it up in the air, and catching it again
all by himself, without letting the others take their
turns. But they ran after him to get it away, and
all three raced to and fro, without noticing that a
every turn they were nearer and nearer to the ihgh
hedge, and to the round opening that led into
Rumpty-Dudget’s ground. After a long chase,
Princess Hilda and Prince Henry caught up witli
Prince Frank, and would have taken the black ball
away from him; but he gave ita great toss upward,
and it flew clear over the high hedge and carne
down bounce upon the other side. Just then the
great red ball of the sun dropped out of a gray
cloud, and rcsted on the edge of the world, It
wanted three minutes to sunset.

(To ¢€continued.)
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PETE'S CHRISTMAS-TREE.

By J. H. Andrews.

When mother called out : 'Say,

Petcr, just put that hobby-horse away ;

It’s Sunday now, you know you mustn’t play.’

There ™as a boy whose fiame was Pete,—
(I hope he isn’t here, because
i woiildnt daré to tell this if he was.)
| think you’d better guess the Street

He lived in, and the village too as well,—
For | sha’n’t tell.

And this boy Pete feit very sad one day;
He couldn’t play ;

He left the house and wandered fat away;
He left his kite and ball;

He did n’t feed his rocking-horse at all;

He didn’t even whistle for the dog,
But went out through the gate.

And toward the wood with melancholy jog
He did perambulate.

(What that word means 't would take too long

10 State.)
So—ot to keep you in suspense—
He reaehed a spot where trees grew tall and
dense,

And dambering upon an oid rail-fence,

He sat him down to meditate.

T was in September,—apples every one
Were ripcning in the sun;

And bobolinks had hardly yet begun
To think of leaving home ;

The fields were still in bloom;

The hutterflies and bees and all such things
Were practicing their wings;
And every breeze

Startled tlie squirrels, who, with merry pranks,

Were playing hide-and-seek among the trees.
Nature was gay !
(As grown-up people say.)

But Peter seemed to feel the other way:
Poor Ind 1

He didn’t mind the beauty of the day;
And nothing made him glad.

With fingers in his hair he sat alone,—

“HE SAT HIM DOWN TO MEDITATE."

Yes! Sunday every day or two.
But Chvistmases,—My! aint they few !
Here |’ve been waiting,
And calculating
What | would do
Next Christmas-time; and now | *ve found
It s three months *fore it comes around !
Three months!—oh, dear!—
Why don't they have it more than once a year!”

Thus Pcter did soliloquize,—

And if you’d been

Ainong the bushes, where he could n’t see,

You would have heard him say in raournful tone;
* Oh, dear!

Why is it Christmas comes but once a year?

Now look at Sundays,—there’s no end to them,—1

1don't know who’s to blame,—
Tlicy keep a-coining every little while;—
I got my rocking-horse the other day \
To take a drive;
And,—sure as |’'m alive I—
I'd h.irdly traveled half a mile

His hands upon his eyes,—
Meanwhile, he tries
(With such a frown!)

To kick the oid fence down:—
But fails,—

KHcking his boot-heel off against tlic ralis.
Therc is no doubt

But Peter fdt uncommonly put out.
He sat down on a stone—
When something brought

A smile apon his face,—the frown was gone,—

And up he gtartcd. *“ Well, i've got it now,”
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He said. “ | thought, somehow,
I might arrange
To have a chango
About these Christmas days.”
“ And now,” he says,
“ 17l do this thing: Because
I do not wonder that oid Santa Claus
Comes only once a ycar. It’s plain to me;
For,—can’t | see
He doesn’t come at all, except they fix a tree ?
T is very queer
They fix it only once a yenr;
(How little these oid people know |
I’Il tcach them something when |
Rut I wont wait till tlien;
These grown-up men
May have their Christmas once a jcaj-; but 1 —
1°ll have a dozen if I wish. 1’ try
A Christmas-tiec to-morrow; if they wont
Help me, I’ll have it on my own account!
To-morrow?’ just the day!
The oid folks will be gone away
To visit Unele Ephraim on the hill;
1’ll have a tree to-morrow,—that | will.
Think of the boys
Next morning when | carry out the toys :—
Wont their eyes open wide!
And then, beside,
To fool oid Santa Claus,—oh, what a joke!”
Thus Peter spoke,

grow.)
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Full half the night awake he lay,
And waited for tbe day;
Tlien fcll asleep to dream n
About his wondrous sclieme.
When the bell sounded
For breakfast, out of bed he bounded.
He laughed, of course,
To see his brother harnessing the horse;
And to himself he said :
“ 1’ hide the toys well underneath the bed,”
When he was dressed.
He found his parents in their Sunday best.
Beside the table.
Pete, who was hardly ablc
To eat at al! that day,
Soon slipped away,—
Went out-of-doors.—
Drove up the gig,_offered to hold ihe liorse;
And when he saw the oid folks safely in,
How Pete did grin !
How he rolled over on the ground
Till his head whirled around
With dizz’ness.
“ And now,” said Pete, “ to business!”
Tis sad, but I must tell it
Pete soon secured the ax, T
And mafcing sundry tacks
About the yard, he carne upon a tree
(As fine a spruce as people ever see),

Upon h
' And sto

With wh

| Thr
He

Hall
Softly,—
Making

THE OLD iil(j STARTS,

And, turning on his one hcel, homcward sped,
Wishmg ’twere night, and he were safe in bed

Well, night did come at last; he ran upstairs.
(I fear he rather hurried through his prayers.)

And with most vigorous hacks " And leal

He tried to fell it. 1
Pete never worked so hard before j
And 1 ’li not datc.to say |

How soon tliat Christmas-tree was bn its way For pretl
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Toward tlie fiont hall door.
More time was spent
In getting the long branches bent

“and tucced till in it WeNT-*

Between the casing;
The tree, in passing,
Tore off long strips of paint,
But Peter was intent
Upon his work, and tugged, till in it went.
He dragged it through the hall,
Then up the staii-s.
And stood it in his bedroom, ’gainst the wal!,
Till he could cut, for twine,
Some rope from the clothes-line,
With which he tied it upright, ’twixt two chairs
And (must | tell
What then befell?)
Throughout and 'round the house
He darted like a mouse.
Half laughing, half afraid,
Softiy,—yet swiftly as a well-played jig;
Making a careful and all-searching raid
That Christmas-tree to rig 1
“ For,” said he, as he ran,
“ 171 fix it as | can i
1’ll do my best,
And leave oid Santa Claus to do the rest.”
He ravaged all the house.
And tumbled drawers about,
Turned closets insicie out,
For pretty ornaments to deck the boughs.
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He took the vases,
And all the jewelry from out tho cases.
Bottles of sweet perfume,
Took pictures from their places,
And hurricd to his room.
I can’t iame ail the things
Which up the stairs he brings,
Laughing so merrily;
Nor how he hangs them up upon the tree,
And fastcns them with strings;
Nor how he handles
The tallow candies,
And dccks the tree in genuine Christmas state—
All ready to illuminate 1

At last the oid folks carne home tired;
Pete’s mother anxiously inquircd :

“ Well, Peter, been at work? You ’re tired,
too?”

“ Oh, some,” he said; “ 1 'm very glad | 'm
through.”

“ That’s right, my boy,” the father made reply,
“You ’ll be the man to make your parents proud ;
The good time ’s coming, Peter, by and by.”

** HE RAVAGED ALL THE HOUSE.”
“Yes, so is Christmas,” murmured Pete,—not
loud.
It was n’t long before he said:
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“ 1 guess | ’ll go to 1s011.”
And with a licart which beat
With glorious anticipations, Pete
Leapcd up fhc stairs, thinking what lay ahead.
He finds liis room, and listens long, until
The house is still;
Then crccps along the floor,
And fceis the door;
He strikes a match,
And fastcns down the catch;

PETi; S CHRISTMAS-TREE.

[Jakiu,

So Pete kept guard, in silencc crouchine
The d”rk hole in the flrc-place watching.
While ever and again his heart beat fastcr
At some slight cracking of the plaster,
Or scratching of a rat,—
And all was stillness after that.
T was very hard to keep from chokinir
Ihe candles, soraehow, took to smokim.
When suddenly Pete heard
A sort of fluttering.

“a HOST Oor THINGS WITH WINGS |

Then, carefully the bolt he draws,—
The fire-board s down in silence most amazing.
He sets the candles blazing
“ There now,” he says, “ we ’ll lay for Santa
Claust”
I don't propose to say
How long he lay;
Nor can | tell precisely what occurred
Por something like an hour or more
Stretched out upon the bcdroom floor,
Pete kept awake but never stirred.
Anxious for what should come
Like a starvcd cat, that long has waitcd
With eager ears and eyes dilated
Before some mouse’s home.

“ Hist!” said he, mutterinv;
“ That s he.
And now | ’ll see
The load of toys he brings.”
Then down the chimney the soot carne dropping,
And into the room without any stopping
There burst a host of things
With wings!
Pete’s eye with terror the vision follows,—
A great black brood of chimney swailows!
And the rapid rate
At which they whirled about Pete’s pate
I could n’t begin to calculate.

Whew !-
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How they flew !
Iviule every candle-flame burned blue.
How Pete did stare,
And how his hair
Began to rise,—
And how his eyes
Btood out from his head in mute surprise;
knil how, 'mid the terrible candle fiare,
dod the swallows whizzing through the air.
He jumped, when his father cried.
As he battered the door outside,
‘Uhr. Pete ! what are you doin’?”

W ltat a crash !
fevhcii ilie luekless youngster made a dash
For the door, and stumbling over a chair,
[rai Cliristraas-tree right tlien and there,
Carne down in a fearful ruin!

1think I ’il drop the story here;
JBu, if you ’d likc to drop a tear,
Bi Houid n’t be difficult, could you see
How Peter's father tenderly
Lifted his son upon his knee,
Adused a iwig from that grcen trec.
He used. it in such a generous way
friit Peter remembered his Christmas day,
And sometime after was heard to say
That he ’d be a dunce
[Ifhe wanted that Christmas more than once.

Since that famous night,
iHc ncver has taken a patent right

“SIXTY MINUTES

MAKE AN HOUR.”

MAKE

‘e » TVVIQL PBOM THAT GREEN TREE."

For the Christmas he then invented.
And even now that he ’s grown a man
He keeps his Christmas, and seems contentad
To foliow the good oid plan.

AN HOUR.’

By Maegaret Eytinge.

'IXTY seconds make a min-

) ute>—sixty minutes make

an hour,” sang brown-

haired Nellie, on the after-

noon of tile very last day

of the year, as she rocked

to and fro in her small

rocking-chair,—a gift from

B Santa Claus,—beating her

peasi w,th her little fist as though to beat tlie

iitsson so firmiyin thatit never could get out again

I») an\' chance(lthink it would have been far more

Krisible to have poundecl on her head for that pur-

psc)— “sixty seconds make a minute,—sixty min-

the

imiWish voice grew fainter and fainter, and the last
Hour” never got farther than “ ou.”

Then Nellie ceased rocking, and her head fcll
backagamst the pretty scarlet and green “ tidy”
whicli she had found on her Christmas Tree, and
the dark-bi-own curls fell over the dark-brown eyes.
and she began to think of nothing at all. And
while she was quietly thinking of nothing at all,
she suddenly heard, to her great amazemcnt, a tiny
voice—asdear and sweet as the tinkiing of the silver
bell that hung from the neckiace of “ Snow-and-
cream,” her favorite cat—repeat the words, “ Sixty
minutes make an hour,” and pecping through the
cloud of hair that veiled her eyes, she saw a wee
figure standing before her, dressed in white, with a
daisy in its bosom, and a snowdrop clinging to its
palé, golden curis.

It had a round, checry, baby-face, with a dimple
in one rosy cheek, and another in the rosy chin,
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and its eyes were as blue as tlie eyes of a kitten
when it isonly a few weeks oid.

Dancing in ataholc in one of the window-panes,
and thencG to the floor on a long, sianting sun-
beam, followed by still
smaller ones, and the smaller ones followed again
by comical mites no higher than Ncllie’s new silver
thimble.

“ Oh, you darlings !” cried Nellie, ciapping her
hands; “ how glad | am to see youi1 Are you
fairies ?”

“ No, dear,” replied the baby-faccd one, with
a bright smile. *“ We are Hours, Minutes, and
Scconcls, and we bclong to the year that is almost
gone. | don’t suppose you can remembcr the
Minutes and Seconds, your acquaintance with them
was so very slight; they stay such a short time, no
one can becomc well acquainted with them, sixCy
minutes and three thousand and six hundred
scconds coming and going during the visit of one
hour; but 1am sure you can rcmember me and
my sisiers and cousins,—that is, some of us. It
would be impossible for you to rcmember us all,
of course.”

“ Why, how many sisters and cousins have you,
you cunning tot ?” asked Nellie.

“ Twenty-three sisters, and eight thousand seven
hundred and thirty-six cousins,” answered the
tot.

“ Good gracious! and my stars!”
Nellie. “ What a awful,—a very awful large
family ! | nei-er heard ofsuch a thing. It stands
to reason”—Nellie borrowed this expression from
her papa—*“ that | could n’t remember—such a
young memory as | have—only six, going on seven
—the halforquarterofso many hundreds and thou-
sands, even if I’d met them all, which | don’t
believe | have.”

“ That’sjust what | was about to say,” said the
Hour, sbaking its light curls softly, “ we don't
expect you to remember very many of us, and
you re right in thinking you have not known us
all. In fact, but half of our number have been
introduced to you. The other half glided silently
by, while you were sleeping, and some of us were
so much alike that you could n’t tell us apart, and
a few of our relations have yet to visit you,—that is,
if you stay up long enough to receive them. The
last will fly away as the dock strikes twelve, and
the midnight bells ring merrily to wclcome the
birth of the New Year.”

*“ Oh dear, no,” said Nellie; “ | sha’n’t seethat
one. | goto bed zackly eight, 'less on par-tic-u-
lar ’casions, and then nine; but | don’t think this
is a par-tic-u-lar ’casion for me. But you have n’t
told me who you are, yet?”

“ | am the Hour that was with you the morning,

carne other wee figures,

exclaimed

MAKE AN HOUR.

nearly a year ago, when your baby-brother broktl
the beautiful wax doli Santa Claus had brougbl
you, and you forccd back the teavs'when yousa»!
his rosebud mouth begin to trcmble, and lakind
him in your arms told hira ‘ Baa, baa, black shccp,j
until he fell asleep.”

“1 remember,” said Nellie, her face all agio»!
“and mamina kissed me as she took baby \Vilig|
from me, and called me her ‘own brave jitilf
daughter.””

“ And | am the Hour,” said a small, grave boilJ
in a plain, dull, gray dress that had n’t even abo«l
of ribbon on it,—with mavks of tears on its cheek, [
and a funny red tip to its dot of a nose, “that sta)«l|
with you when you were being punished for tcllinjl

“ Don’t mentionit, please,” interrupted a brighi-I
faced, pleasant-looking Hour, in a sky-blue robel
with awreath of the tiniest chrysanthemums arouinil
its head. “ W hat’s the use of talking abcut itil
It isn’t a cheerful subject, and | ve no doubil
Nellie always told the truth after that. | heard heri
sobs of repentance, and her vows ‘never—neveri
—never’to do so again, and saw the smiles comel
back and chase away the clouds, when all was joil
and peace once more.”

“1 danced with her in the meadow;” s.ing al
graceful elf standing on the tips of its toes, afil
holding its arms above its head as though it werel
about to fly, “ one summer day,—the day shel
gathered daisies and dandelions,—and sang a siveal
and joyous song in answer to the bird that hadi|
nest in the apple-tree. In thatnestwere four baby-|
birds, and they peeped out and twittered wheii|
they heard Nellie sing.”

“ Yes, yes, indeed!” cried Nellie, “ and what|
big mouths they had !”

“ And I, Nellie dear,” said a queer spritc withal
pointed cap, and on the point a jolly little el [
“ fell into the brook with you one August afternooii|
when you were trying to catch a frog. Kerchunk!
how scared the frog-folks were when you tumbled
in among them !” and the sprite laughed, and te
jolly little bell laughed, and Nellie laughed loldest |
of all.

“And |,” cried another, tossing its head and try1
ing to pout, “ sat by your side when you were sent
from the supper-table because you were naughiv
and would n’t say ‘please.””

“ And 1,” lisped a roly-poly, cunning wee thing. |
“ when you said ‘Please—please—please,’ andi
grandma gave you a slice of bread-and-butter, but)
you could n’t see the biitter for the apple-jclly.”

“ 1 remember, | remember,” said Nellie; "Il
wish | had some now.”

“ | was with you, dearone,” murmured &n Hour,
with kind, gentle eycsh and low, pitying voict.



SIXTY MINUTES MAKE AN HOUR. 209

i

ilien yoiii- poor head ached with a terrible pain, brothers just before you hung up your stocking on
j,0 between your moans, you made a praycr to Christmas Eve.”
,hegood God for help.” “ And | saw you take it down the next morning

l, lam the Hour,” said a merry, twinkling, bird- filled almost to bursting with good thikgs'to
Il like spiril with hollykeriies hanging all over .if, eat,” said another, with a face like a doll’s plum-
“that looked on when you played gamos with your pudding, and little black cuirants for eyes.

Voi., VI1.—15 P [
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And | but at that moment Nellie’s
arithmetic fell from her lap with a bang! and away
fled the Seconds, and Minutes, and Hours, up the
long, sianting sunbcam, and out of the window.

A JOLLY

By Frank R.

Chapter V.

Storming San Marco.

;started out on our storm-
ing expcdition on a Tues-
day night, about

o’clock; we had a

key, so we could

home when we pieased.
Rcctus carricd the rope,
and | had the gi-apnel,
wtappcd in its cotton wool.
W e put newspapersaround
these things, and made
pretty respectable packages

of them. We did not go
down the sca-wall, but
walked around through

some of the inner streets.

It seemed to us like a curi-
ous expedition. We were notgoing to do anything
wrong, but we had no idea what the United States
Government would think about it. We carne down
to the fort on ils landward side, but our attack was
to be made upon the watcr-front, and so we went
round that way, on the side farthcst from lhc
town. There were several people about yet, and
we had to wait. We dropped our packages into
the moat, and walked about on the water-battery,
which is between the harbor and the moat, and is
used as a sort of plcasure-grouncl by the people of
the town. It was a pretty dark night, although
the stars were out, and the last of the promenadcrs
soon went home; and then, after giving them
about ten minutes to get entirely out of sight and
bearing, we jumped down into the moat, which is
only five or six feet below the water-battery, and.

FELLOWSHIP.

FE
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And when Nellie in a great hurry leaned out lo
look after them, she saw nothing but the snow, ad
two street-sparrows picking up crumbs, and chai. |
tering noisily to cach other.

LLOWSHIP.

Stockton.

taking our packages, went over to that pavt of |
the wall which we had tixed upon for our assauli.

We fastened the rope to the grapnel, and then|l
Rcctus stood back while 1 made ready fou tlie
throw. It was a pretty big throw, almost straight
up in the air, but I was strong, and was uscil to
pitching, and all that sort of thing. | coiled the
rope on the ground, took the loose end of it fiimly |
in my left liancl, and then, leiting the grapnel hangl
from my right hand until it nearly touched tre
ground, | swung it round and round, pcrpciidicu-
larly, and when it had gone round three or fourl
times, | gave it a treincndous huri upward.

It rose bcautifully, like a rocket, and fell iiisidel
of the ramparts, making only a little thud ofi|
sound.

* First-rate !” said Rectus,
pretty proud myself.

| pulled on the rope, and found the grapnel had
caught. | hung with my whole weight on it, bul |
it held spiendidly.

“ Ni)w, then,” said | to Rectus, “ you can clirob |
up. Go slosvly and be very careful. ThereSm
hurry. And mind you take a good hold when )ou |
get 10 the top.”

We had arrangcd that Rectas was to go first |
This did not look very brave on my part, biit | fdl
that | wanted to be under him, while he was climli-
ing, so that | could break his fall if he should dlip
down. It would not be exactly a perpcmlicuhr
fall, for the wall slanted a little, but it woiild be
bad enough. However, | had climbed up 'vorse|
places than that, and Rectus was very nimblc ; x
| felt there was no great clanger.

Up he went, hand over hand, and puttingbisi
toes into nicks every now and then, thereby IKIping|
himselfvery much. He took it slowly and casil;'.
and | felt sure he would be all right. As | looked |
at him, climbing up there in the darkness, «hile |
was standing below holding the rope so thati'l
should not swing, | could not help thinking that |
was a pretty curious kind of a tutor for a hoy
However, | was taking all the care of himthatl

softly; and | felt|
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and if he carne down, he’d probably hurt
Ljrorsethan he would hurt hiraself. Besides, |
| Fadno reason to suppose that oid Mr. Colbert ob-
jtcied to a little fun.  Then | began to think of
hiis Colbert, and while 1 was thinking ofher, and
| looking up ai Rectus, | was amazed to see him
Igoing up quite rapidly, while the end of the rope
Llippecl through my fingers. Up he went, and
Lhen I ran back, | could see a dark figure on the
Imll, above him. Somebody was pulling him up !
Ina very few moments he disappeared over the
|top. rupe and all!
Now, 1 was truly frightened.
Ipen to the boy?
| I «as about to shout, but on seeond thoughts,
|d€CId.Qd to keep quiet; yet I instantly made up
IMyniind, that if 1 did n’t see fior hear from him
Ipreitysoon, 1 would run around to the gate and
itang up the people inside. However, it was not
Inecessary for me to trouble myself, for, in a minute,
jilieropc carne down again, and | took hold of it.
Ipiillcd on it, and found it all firm, and then |
|«ni up. 1 climbed up pretty fast, and two or
Idirce times | felt a tug, as if somebody above was
[t0ing to puli me up. But itwas of no use, for I
«@sa great deal stouter and heavicr than Rectus,
«howas a light, slim boy. But as | neared the
ltip a hand carne down, and clutched me bv the
colhr, and some one, with a powevful arni and
grip, helped me over the top of the wall. rhere
st000 Rectus. all right, and the fellow whahad
Iklpet! USup was the big Indian, “ Maiden’sHe"rt.”
1looked at Rectus, and he whispered;
I'He says ihcrc ’s a sentinel down there in/the
I sijuare "
At lilis, Maidcn’s Heart bobbed his head
itiree times, and, motioning to us to crouch
| becrept quietly over to tlie inner wall of th
| paris, and looked down.
“What shall we say we carne for?” Iwhispered,

W hat might hap-

I quickly,
“ldon’t know,” said Rectus.
"Wcll, wc must think of something,” | said,

1“orwe shall look like fools.”
Biit before we had time to think, Maiden’s Heart
Icrept back. He put his finger on his lips, and,
beckoning us to follow him, he led the way to a
comer of the fort near one of the lookout towers.
\Ye followed as quietly as wc could, and then we
Althree slipped into the narrow entrancc to the
loiver, the Indian motioning us to go first. When
vetno stood inside of the little round tower, oid
MuideiVs Heart planted himself before us in the
PiSMge, and waited to hear what we had to say.
Billwc could n’t think of anything to say. Di-
| recily, hosvever, | thought | must do something, so
ILtispered to the Indian.
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“ Does the sentry ever come up here ?”
He seemed to catch my meaning.
“1 go watch,” he said. “ Come back. Tell

you.” And off ho stole, making no more noise
than a cat.

“ Bothcronhiin ! ” said Rectus. “ If | ’d known
he was up here, | would never have come.”

“ | reckon not,"said I. *“ Butnowthatwe have
come, what are we going to do or say. That
fellow evidently thinks we have soinc big project
on hand, and he’s ready to help us; we nuist
be careful, or he ’ll rush down and murder the
sentinel.”

“1’in sure | don't know what to say to him,”
said Rectus. “ We ought to have thought of this
before. | suppose it would be of no use to men-
tion my postor to him.”

“ No, indeed,” said I, “he’d never understand
that. And, besides. therc ’s a man down there.
Let’s peep out and see what he s doing.”

So wc crept to the entrance of the passagc, and
saw Maiclen’s Heart, croiiched near the top of the
inclined plafie which serves as a stair-way from the
square lo the rampaits, and looking over the low
wall, evidently watching the sentry.

“ 1’1l tell you what lct’s do,” said Rectus.
“ Let’s make a rush for our rope, and get out
of this.”

“ No, sif!” said I. “ W e’d break our necks,
if we tried to hurry down that rope. Don’t think
of anything of that kind. And besides, we could
n’t both get down before he 'd see us.”

In a few minutes, Maiden’s Heart crcpt quickly
“back to us, and seemed surprised that we had left
our hidiiig-place. He inotioned us farther back
into the passage, and slipped in himself.

We did not have time to ask any questions before
we heard the sentry coming up the stair-way, which
was near our cérner, When he reaclied the top,
he walked away from us over toward the Indian bar-
racks, which were on the ramparts, at the other
end of the fort. As soon as he reaehed the bar-
racks, Maiden’s Heart took me by the arm and
Rectus by the collar, and hurricd us to the stair-
way, and then down as fast as we could go. He
made no noise himself, but Rectus and | clumped
a good deal. We had to wear our shoes, for the
place was pavcd with rough concrete and oyster-
shells.

The sentry evidently heard the clumping, for he
carne running down after us, and caught up to us
almost as soon as we reaehed the square.

“Eugb I” said he, for he was an Indian; and
he ran in fiont of us, and held his musket hori-
zontally before us. Of course we stopped. And
then, as there was nothing else that seemed proper
todo, we held out our hands and said, “ How?”
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The sentinel took his gun in his left hand, and
shook hands with us. Then Maiden's Heart, who
probably remembered that he had omitted this
ceremony, also shook hands with us and said:
“ How?”

The two Indians now began to jabber to cach
other, in a low voice ; but we could not, nf course,
make out what they said, and | don’t think they
were able to imagine what we intended to do.
We were standing near the inner door of the great
entrance-way, and into this they now marchcd us.
There was a lamp burning on a table.

Said Rcctus : “ | guess they ’rc going to put us
out of the front'door;” but he was mistaken.
They walked us into a dark room, on one side of
the hall, and Maiden’s Heart said tous: “ Stay here,
Him mad. | come back. Keep still,” and then
he went out, probably to discuss with the sentinel
the nature of our conspiracy. It was very dark in
this room, and, at first, we could n’t see anything
at all; but we soon found, from the
smell of the bread, that we were in
the kicchen or bakery. Wc had
been here before, and had seen the
head-cook, a ferocious Indian squnw,
who had been taken in the act of
butchering a poor eraigrant woman
on the plains. She always seemed
sullen and savage, and never said a
word to anybody. We hoped she
was n't in here now.

“ | did n’t know they had Indian
sentinels,” said Rectus. * That
seems a little curious to me. | sup-
pose they set the innocent ones to
watch the guilty.”

“ | don’t believe that would work,”
said 1; “ for the innocent chaps
would want to get away, just as much
as the others. 1 guess they make
’em take turnsto stand guard. There
has to be a sentinel in a fort, you
know, and | suppose these fellows
are learning the busincss.”

We did n’t settle this question,
fior the more important one of our
reason for this visit; for, at this mo-
ment, Maiden’s Heart carne back,
carrying tho lamp. He looked at us in a curious
way, and then he said :

“ What you want?”

I could n’t think ofany good answer to this ques-
tion, but Rectus whispcred to me :

“ Got any money with you ?”

* Yes,” said I.

“ Let’s buy some sea-beans,’i said Rectus.

\I1 right,”/1 answered. /
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* Sea-bcans?” said Maiden’s Heart, who hai
caught the word; “ you want sea-beans?”

“ Yes,” said Rectus, “ if you have any good
ones.”

At this, the Indian conducted us into the luiil
put the lamp on the table, and took three or four
sea-beans from his pocket. Thcy were very nice
ones, and beautifully polished.

“ Good,” said I; “ we’ll take these.
much, Maiden’s Heart ?”

“ Fifty cents,” said the Indian.

* For all?” | asked.

“ No. No. For one. Four beans two dolian”

We both exclaimed at this, for it was double tlie
regular price of the beans.

“ All right,” said Maiden’s Heart. “ Twciiiy-
five cents, day-time. Fifty cents, night.”

We looked at each other, and concluded to pay
the price and depnrt. 1 gave him two doliais, and
asked him to open the gate and let us out.

ilow

" ANOrHBR BEAN ?

He grinncd.

“No. No. We gotno key. Captain got key.
Come up wall. Go down wall,”

At this, we walked out into ihe square, and «crc
about to ascend the inclined plafie when tlic sen-1
tinel carne up and stopped us. Thcreupon a lo" |
conversation cnsued between him and Maidens
Heart, at the end of which the scntry put his hand
into his pockct and pulled out three beans, which he |
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[li(kloutto US. 1 clid not hcsitatc, but gave him
j dottar and a half for them. He took the moncy
Ijnd let USpass on,— Maiden’s Heart at niy side.

*You want more bean?” said he.

"Oh no!™ | answered. *“ No,
iRectus.

When we reaehed the place where we had left
lour apparatus, I swung the rope over the wall, and
Ibooking the giapnel firmly on the inside, prepared
jio go down, for, as before, | wished to be under
iReclus, if he should slip. But Maiden’s Heart put
lhis hand on my shoulder.

‘Hold up!” he said.
[Buy Ihis.”

* Don’t want it,” said I.
"Yes. Yes,” said Maiden’s Heart,
Icoolly unhooked the giapncl from the wall.

lsaw that it was of no use to contend with a big
Iftllow like that, as strong as two common men,
|ami | bought the bean.

1 took the grapnel from Maiden’s Heart, who
Iseemed to give it up reluctantly, and as 1 hooked
liton tbe wall, 1 fclt a hand upon my shoulder. |
I looked around, and saw the sentinel. He held out
Ito me another bean. It was too dark to see the
lquality of it, but | thought it was very small.
| However, 1 bought it. One of these fellows must
| le treatcd as well as the other.

Maiden’s Heart and the sentry svere now feeling
Inerrously in their pockets.

I shook my head vigorously, and saying, “ No
Imore! no more !” threw myself over the wall, and
scited the rope, Rectus holding the grapnel in its
placeas | did so. As | let myself down from knot
toknot, a thought crossed my mind: “ How are
Ke going to get that grapnel after we both are
Idown?”

It was a frightening thought. If the two Indians
Ishonld choose, they could keep the rope and grap-
Lel, and, before morning, the whole posse of red-
Iskinsmightbe off and away ! | did not think about
lleir being so far from home and all that. | only
I thought that they ’d be glad to get out, and that
I tliey would all come down our rope.

These rcflcctions, which ran through my mind in
Inotiine at all, wcre interrupted by Rectus, ivho
cdled down from the top of the wall, in a voice
1that was a little too loud to be prudent:

"Hurry 1 | think he ’s found another bean !”

1Ws on the ground in a few moments, and then
Rectus tame clo'vn. | called to him to come slowly
Isndbe \ery careful, but 1 can’t tell how relieved |
Mswhen | saw him fairly over the wall and on his
1'wy down.

When we both stood on the ground, | took liolcl
lof the rope and shook it. | am not generally
Incrvuus, but | ivas a liftle nervous then. 1 diijl not

indeed,” said

“ 1 got ’nother bean.

and he
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shake the grapnel loose. Then | let the rope go
slack, for a foot or two, and gave it a big sweep to
one side. To my great delight, over cante the
grapnel, nearly falling on our heads. | think |
saw Maiden’s Heart make a grab at it as it carne
over, but | am not sure. However, he poked his
head Over the wall and said:

“ Good-bye ! Come again.”

We answered, “ Good-bye,” but did n’t say any-
thing about coming again.

As we hurried along hoineward, Rectus said:

“ If one of those Indians had kept us up there,
while the other one ran into the barracks and got a
fresh stock of sea-beans, they would have just
bankrupted us.”

“ No, they would n’t,” | said. “ For | had n’t
much more change with rae. And if 1 had had it,
1would n’t have given them any more. 1°d have
called up the captain first. The thing was getting
too expcnsive.”

“Well, I 'm glad | 'm out of it,” said Rectus.
“ And | don’t believe much in any of those Indians
being very innocent. 1 thought Maiden’s Heart
was one of the best of them, but he ’s a regular
rascal, He knew we wanted to back out of that
affair, and he just fleeced us.”

“ 1 believe he would rather have had our scalps
than our inoney, if he had had us out in his
country,” | said.

“ That ’s so,” said Rectus.
maiden’s heart he ’s got.”

We were both out of conceit with the noble red
man. Rectus took his proclamation out of his
pocket aswe walked along the sea-wall, and tearing
it into little pieces, threw it into the water. When
we reaehed the steam-ship wharf, we walked out lo
the end of it, to get rid of the rope and grapnel.
I whirlcd tlic grapnel round and round, and let the
whole thing fly far out into the harbor. It was a
sheer wastc of a good strong rope, but we should
have had a dreary time getting the knots out of it.

After we got home | settled up our accounts,
and chargcd half the sea-l)eans to Rectus and half
to myself.

“ A funny kind of a

VI,

Chapter

The Giri, tn the Beach.

I wAs not very wecll salisficd with our trip over
the walls of San Marco. In tbe first place, when
the sea-beans, the tope and the grapnel were all
considcretl, il was a little too costly, In the seeond
place, 1 was not sure that | had been carrying out
my conlract with Mr. Colbert in exactly the right
spirit; for although he had said nothing about my
dutics, 1knew that he expccted me to take care of
his son, and paid me for that. And 1 fclt pretty
sure that helping a fellow climb up a knottcd rope
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into an oid fort by night was not the iDest way of
taking care of hini. The third thing that troubled
me in regard lo this matter was the feeling | had
that Rectus had led me into it; that he had been
the leader and not I. Now, | did not intend
that anything of that kind should happen again.
1 did not come out on this expcdition lo'follow
Rectus around ; indeed, it was to be quite the other
way. But, lo tell the truth, I hnd not imagined
thal he would ever try to make people follow him.
He never showed at school that such a thing was in
him. So, for these three reasons, | determined
that there were to be no more scrapes of that sort,
which gcnerally carne to nothing, after all.

For the next two or three days we roved around
the ofd town, and into two or three orange-groves,
and went out sailing with Mr. Cliolott, who owned
a nicc little yacht, or sail-boat, as we should cali it,
up north,

The sailing here isjust spiendid, and, one morn-
ing, we thougbc wc’d hire a boat for ourseives and
go out fishing somewhere. So wc went down to
the yacht-club wharf to see about the boat that
belonged to oid Menendez,—Rectus’s Minorcan.
There were lots of sail-boats there as well as row-
boats, but we Inmted up the craft we were after.
and, by good luck, found Menendez in her, bailing
her out.

So we engaged lier, and he said he ’d take us
over to the North Beach to fish for bass. That
suited Us,—any beach and any kind of fish,—pro-
vided he ’d hurry up and get his boat ready. While
he was scooping away, and we were standing on
the wharf watcliing him, along carne Crowded Owl,
the young Indian we had always liked,—that is,
ever since we had known any of them. He carne
up, said “ How?” and shook hands, and then
pullcd out some sea-beans. The sight of these
things seeined to make me sick, and as for Rectus,
he sung out;

“Do’wan” em!” so suddenly, that it seemed
like one word, and a pretty savage one at that.

Crowded Owl looked at me. but | shook my
head, and said, “ No, no, no!” Then he drew
himself up and just stood there. He seemed struck
dumb ; but that did n’t matter, as lie could n’t talk
to US, anyway- But he did n’t go away. When
wc walked farther up the wharf, he followed us, and
again offcrcd us some bcans- | began to get
angry, and said “ No 1” pretty violentiy. At this,
he left US, but as we turned at the end of thé
wharf, we saw him near the club-housc, standing
and talking with Maiden’s Heart-

“ 1 think it s a shame to let those Indians wan-
der about Itere iA-that way,” said Rectus. “ They
ought to >e kept within bouids.’

I could n't help iaugliingst this change of tune.
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but said that 1 supposed only a few of thcm
leave of absence at a time,

“ Well," said Rectus, “ there are some of ihem|
that ought never to come out.”

“ Helio 1” said oid Menendez, sticking his Iicaj|
up above the edge of the wharf, “ we’re ready
now. Gitaboard.”

And so we scrambled down into the sail-boaq
and Menendez pushed off, while the two Indians
stood and watched us as we slowly moved ana\.

When we got fairly out, our sail filled. and «e

went scudding away on a good wind. Then sid
ofd Menendez, as he sat at the tiller:
“ What were you hollerin’ at them Injunsl

about?”

“ 1 did n't know that we were hollerin',” said |,
“but they were bothcring us to buy their sa
beans.”

“ That’s curious,” he said. “ They aint mudr |
given to that sort of thing, But there ’s no tellin’
nuthin about an Injun, If1 liad iny way, |'d hanj
every one of ’ein.”

“ Rather a blood-thirsty seniiment,” said 1,
“ Perhaps some of them don’t deserve hanging,"

“ Well, | ’ve never seen one o’ that kind,” said
he, “and | °’ve seen lots of Injuns. | was in the
Semindle war, in this State, and was fightin' injuns
from the beginnin’to the end of it. And | kno» |
all about how to treat the rascals. You must
hang ’em, or shoot ’em, as soon as you get hold
of ’em.”

This aroused all the oid sympathy for tk
oppressed red man, that dwelt in the heart of
young Rectus, and he exclaimed:

‘“That would be murder! There are always ito |
kinds of every sort of people—all are not bad. It
is wrong to condemn awhole divisién of the human
l-ace that way.”

“ You re right about there bein’ two kinds of
Injuns,” said the oid fellow. * There’s bad ones
and there ’s wuss ones. | know what | 'vc seen
for myself. 1°’d hang’era all.”

We debated this matter some time longer, but
we could make no impression on the oid Minorcan.
For some reason or othcr, probably on accountof
his sufferings or hardship in the war, ho ws
extremely bitter against all Indians. *“ Youcani
tell me,” he replied to all of our argumcnts, and |
think lie completely destroyed all the sympathi'
which Rectus had had for tlie once down-trodden ,
and deceived Minorcans, by this animosity toward |
mcmbers of anotlicr race who were yet in captivity
and bondage. To be sure, there was a good deal
of diffcrénce in the two cases, but Rectus ivasnt,
in the habit of turning up every question to look a
the bottoin ofit.

The Northf Beach is the scaward side of one o
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lihe islands that indose the harbor, or the Matanzas
iRivc', as it is called. Wc landcd on the inland
Iside. and then walked over to the beach, which is
Iveiv "ide and smooth. Here we set to work to
Ifisli. Okl Menendez baited our Unes, and told us
lo-hat to do. It was new sport to us.

First, we took off our shoes and stockings, and
Irolledup our trousers, so as to wade out in the
| shailo™ water. We each had a long line, one end
(of wiiicir we tied around our waists. Menendez
had liis tied to a button-hole of his coat, but he
thought he had better make our lines very safe, as
I'the; belonged to him. Thcrc was a big hook and
aheawv Icad to the other end of the line, with a
piecc of fish for bait, and we swung tbc lead around
our hcads, and threw it out into the surf, as far as
livecould. | thought | was pretty good on the

I throw, but | could n’t begin to send my line out as

inrrs Menendez threw his. As for Rectus, he did
I'rii prctend to do much in the throwing business.
I He wliirled his line around in such a curious way,
,thal | was very much afraid he would hook him-
Iselfin tbc ear. But Menendez put his linc out for
him He did n't want me tu do it.

Then we stood there in the sand, with the water
nearly up to our knces every time the waves carne
in, and waitecl for a bite. There was n’t much
biting. Menendez said that the tide was too low,
but 1°ve noticed that something is always too some-
thing, every time any one takcs me out fishing, so
lIdid n’t mind that.

Menendez did hook one fellow, | think, for he
gave a tremendbus jerk at his line, and began to
skip in-shore as if he were but ten years oid; but
il>»asof no use. The fish changed his mind.

Then wc stood and waited a while longcr, until,
dl ofa sudden, Rectus made a skip. But he went
ihe wrong way. Instead of skipping out of the
«ater, he skipped in. He went in so far that he
gol iris trousers dripping wet.

tHelio !” | shouted, “ what’s up ?”

He did n’t say anything, but began to puli back,
and dig his hecls into the sand. Oid Menendez
and 1saw, at the same moment, what was the mat-
tej. and we made a rush for him. | was neavest,
and got there first. | seized Rectus by lhc
dioulder, and pulled him back a little.

't Whew-w ! said he ; “ how this twine ciits!”

Tlicn 1 took hold of the line in front of him, and
ihete wos no niistaking the fact,—he had a big fish
mthe other end nf it.

“Run out,” cried Menendez, who thought there
ws no good of three fellows hauling on the line;
and out we ran.

When we had gone up the beach a good way, |
looked back and saw a rousing big fish flopping
about furiously in ihe shallow water.
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“ Go on !” shouted Menendez; and we ran on
until we had pulled it high and dry up on the
sand.

Then Menendez fell afoul of it to take out the
hook, and we hurried back to see il. It was a
whopping big bass, and by the powerful way it
threw itsclf around on the sand, | did n’t wonder
that Rectus ran into the water when he got the first
jerk.

Now, this was something like sport, and we all
felt encouraged, and went to work again with a
will, only Menendez untied Ule line from Rectus’s
waist and fastened it to his biuton-hole.

“ It may puliout,” he said ; “ but, on the whole,
it ’s better to lose a fishin’-line than a boy.”

We fished quietly and steadily for some lime,
but got no more ijites, when suddenly 1 heard some
one say behind rae ;

“ They don't ever puli in 1”

| turned around, and it was a girl. She was
standing there with a gcntieman,—her father, |
soon found out,—and 1don’t know how long they
had been watching us. She was about thirleen
years oid, and carne over with her father in a sail-
boat- | remembered seeing them cruising around
as we were sailing over.

“ Thcy have n’t got hites,” said her father;
“ that ’s the reason they don’t puH in."

It was very disagreeable to me, and | know it
was even more so to Rectus, to stand here and
have ihose strangers watch us fishing. If we had
not been barefooted and barelegged, we should not
have mindcd it so much. As for the oid Minorcan,
| don’t suppose he cared at ail. | began to think
it was time to stop.

“ As the tide s getting lower and lower,” | said

to Menendez, “ | suppose our chances are getting
less and less.”
“ Yes,” said he, “ | rcckon we’d better shut

up shop before long.”

“Oh!” cried out the girl, “just look at that
fish! Father! Father! just look at it. Did any
of you catch it? | did n’t see it till this minute. |
thought you bad n’t caught any. Iflonlyhada
fishing-iinc, now, | would like to catch just one
fish. Oh, father ! why did n’t you bring a fishing-
line ?”

“ 1 did n’t think of :t, niy dear,” said he. “ In-
deed, 1 did n’t know that there were any fish
here.”

Oid Menendez turned around and grinned, at
this, and | thought that here was a good chance to
stop fishing ; so 1offered to let the girl try my line
for a while if she wanted to.

It was certain enough that she wanted lo, for she
was going.to run rightinto the water to get it. But
I carne out, and as her father saM she might fish
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if she didn't have to walk into the water, oid
Menendez took a spare piecc of line from his
pocket and tied it on to the end of mine, and he
put on some fresh bait and gave it a tremendous
send out into the siirf. Then he put the other end
around the girl and tied it. 1 suppose he thought
that it did n’t matter ifa giri should be lost, but he
may have considered that her father was there to
seize her if shc got jerked in.

She look hild of the line and stood on the edge
of the dry sand, ready to puliin the biggest kind
of a fish that might come along. | put on my
shoes and stockings, and Rectus his; he ’d had
enough glory for one day. Oid Menendez wound
up his line too, but that girl saw nothing of all
this. ~ She just kept her eyes and her whole
mind ceiitered on her line. At first, she talked
right straight ahead, asking what she should do
when it bit; how big we thought it would be ; why
we did n't have a cork, and fifty other things, but
all without tuniing her head to the right or the left.
Then said her father:

“ My dear, you mustn’t talk; you will frightcn

the fish, When persons fish, they aUvays kccp
perfectly quiet. You never heard me talking while
| was fishing. | fish a good deal when | am at

home,” said he, turning to us, “and I always
remain perfectly quiet.”

Menendez laughed a little at this, and said that
he did n’t believe the fish out there in the surf
would mind a little quiet chat; but the gcnileman
said that he had always found it best to be just as
still as possible. The girl now shut her mouth
tight, and held herself more ready, if possible, than
ever, and | believe that if she had got a ljite, she
would have jerked the fish’s head off. We all
stood round her, and her father watched her as
earnestly as if she was about to gradtate at a nor-
mal school.

We stood and waited and waited, and she did n’t
move, and neither did the line. Menendez now
said he thought she mighr as well give it up. The
tide was too low, and it was pretty near dinner-
time, and, besides this, there was a showcr coming
on.

“Oh no !” said she, “ notjust yet.
| 11 get a bite in a minute or Iwo now,
liulo longer.”

And so it went on, every few minutes, until we
had waited about half an hour, and then Menendez
said he must go, but if the gentleman wanted to
buy the line, and stay there until Ihe tidc carne in
again, he ’d scll it lohim. At this, the girl’s fathcr
told her that shc iiuist stop, and so she very
dolefiilly let Menendez untie the line.

“ It ’s too bad !” she said, almost with tears in
her eyes  “ Ifihcy had only waited a few miniles

| feel sure
Just waita
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longer !'” And then she ran up to Rectus and me
and said:

“ When are you coming out here again? Do
you think you will come to-morrow, or next dav?"

“ 1 don’t know,” said I. * We have n’t setiled
our plans for to-morrow.”

“ Oh, father ! father!” she cried, “ perhaps ihev
will come out here to-morrow, and you mustie;
me a fishing-line, and we will come and fish all day."

We did n’t stay to hear what her father said, ;m
posted off lo our boat, forwe were all beginningw
feel pretty hungry. .We took Rectus’s fish along,
to give to our landlady. The gentleman and che
girl carne ci6se after us, as if they were afraid lo be
left alone on the island. Their boatwas hauled y
near ours, and we set off at pi-etty much the same
time.

We went ahead a little, and Menendez turned
around and called out to the gentleman that lie'd
better follow us, for there were some bad slioals in
this partof the harbor, and the tide was pretty low

“ All right, my hearty !” called out the gcntle-
man. “ Thisisn’t the firsttime | ve sailed jii this
harbor. 1 guess | know where the shoals are,” and
just at that minute he ran bis boat hard and fast on
one of them.

He jumped up, and took an oar and pushed
and pushed; butit was of no good,—he was stiick
fast. By this time we had left him pretty fir
behind j but we all had been watching, and Rectus
asked if we could n’t go liack and help hira.

“ Well, 1 s’pose so,” said Menendez ; “ butit’s
a shame to keep three decent people out of their
dinner for the sake of a man like that, who has n’t
got sense enough to take good advice when it
give to him.”

“ We ’d better go,” said I, and Menendez, in
no good humor, put his boat about. We found tlic
other boat aground, in the very worst way. The
oid Minorcan said that he could see that sand-b.nr
through the water, and that tliey might as well
have run up on dry land. Better, for that matter,
because then we could have pushed her off.

“ There aint nuthin to be done,” he said, after
we had worked at the thing for a while, “ but to
jist wait here till the tide turns. It ’s pretty near
dead low now, an’you ’ll float off in an hour or two.'

This was coid comfort for the gentleman, ospc-
cially as il was beginning to rain ; but he did nt
seem a bit cast down. He laughed, and said:

“Well, | suppose it can’t be helped ; but | am
uscd to being out in all wcathers. | can waii, just
as well as not. But | don’t want my daugliter
here to get wet, and she has no uinbreila. Wmild
you mind taking her on your boat? When you
get lo the town, she can run up to our hotel by
herself. She knows the <‘ay.”
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Of course wc had no objection to this, and the
L|,3s liclped aboard. Then we sailed off, and
L genileman waved his hat to us. If | had been

«n hfs ~should have felt much
Ikewavingmyhat.

.Menendez now said that he had an oil-skm coat
tioivedaway forward, and | gotit and put il around

‘READY TO PULL IN THE DIGGEST

thegirl. She snuffgled herseif up in it as corofort-
ablyas she could, and began to talk.

"The way of ic was tliis.” she said. *“ Father,
hesaid we’d go out sailing, and mother and | went
"itli him, and when we got down to the wharf,
inere «ore a lot of boats, but they all had men to
them and so father, he said he wanted to sail tlie
hoai himself. and mother, she said that if lie did
sheiiould n’t go; but he said pooh ! he could do
haswell as anybody, and was n't going to have any
ttian So he got a boat, without a mgn, and mother,
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she did n’t want me to go; but 1went, and he
stuck fast coming back, bccause he never will listen
to anything anybody tells him, as mother and |
found out longago. Andhcrc sve ai-e, almost at the
wharf! 1 did n’t think we were anywhcre near it.”

“ Well, you see, sis, sich a stcady gale o’ talkin’,
right behind tho sail, is bound to hurry the boat

FISH THAT MIGHT COME ALONG."

along- And now, s’pose you tcll us your fiame,” -
said Menendez.

“ My fiame ’s Cornelia ; but father, he calis inc
Corny, which mother hatcs to hear the very sound
of,” said she; “ and the restof it is Mary Cliipper-
ton. Father, he carne down here bccause lie had
a wcak lung, and | ’in sure | don’t see what good
it ’s going to do him to sit out there in tlic rain.
Wec ’ll take a man next time. And father and | ’ll
be sure to be licre early to-morrow to go out fishing
with you. Good-byel!”
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And with this, having moantcd the steps to the
pier, off ran Miss Corny.

“ 1 would n’t like to be the ole man o’ that fam-
ily,” said Mr. Menendez.

That night, after we had gone to bcd, Rectus
began to lalk. We generally went to sleep in pretty
short ordcr; but the moon did not shinc in our
Windows now until quite late, and so we noticed for
the first time the curious way in which the light-
housc—svhich stood almost opposite, on Anastasia
Island—brightened Gp the room, every minute or
two. It is a revoiving light, and when the light
got on the landward side it gave us a flash, which
produced a very queer effect on the furniture, and
on Rectus’s broadhat, svhich hung on the svall right
opposite the windoss'. It seemed exactly as if this
hat svasa sort of portable sun ofa very mild power,
which warmecl up, every nosvand then, and lighted
the loom.

Bul Rectus did not talk long about this.

“ | think,” said he, “ that sve have had about
enough of St. Augustine. There are too many
Indians and girls here.”

“ And sea-beans, loo, perhaps,” said I. * But
ldon’t think there’s any reason for going so soon.
I ’ni going to settle those Indians, and you ’ve only
seen onc girl, and perhaps sve ’ll never see her
again.”

“Don't you believe that,” said Rcctus very sol-
eninly, and he turnee! over, either to pender on the
matter, or to go to sleep. His remarks made me
imagine that perhaps he svas one of those fellosvs
shosoon gettired of a place and svant to be moving
on. But that wasn’t my way, and | did n’i intend
to let him hurry me. | think the Indians worricd
him a good deal. He was afraid they svouid keep
on troiibling us. But, as | had said, | had made
up my mind to settle the Indians. As for Corny, |
know he hated her. | don’t believe he spoke a
svord to her all the time sve svere with her.

The next morning, sve talked over the Indian
guestion, and then svent dosvn to the fort. We had
n’t been there for three or four dajs, but nosv we
had decided not to stand nagging by a couple of
rcd-skinned savages, but to go and see the captain
and tell him all aboutit. All exccpt the prociama-
tion—Rectus woiikl n’t agree to have ihat brought
in at ali. Mr. Cholott had introduced us to the
captain, and he ss'as a first-rate fellow. and svhen sve
told him hosvss'e liad stormed his oid fort, he laughed
and said he svondered we did n’t break our necks,
and that the next time sve did it he 'd put us in the
guard-house, sure.

“ Thal svoiild be cheaper for you than buying so
many beans,” he said.

As lo the tsvo Indians, he told us he svouid see to
it that they let® us alone. He did n't think that
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Maiden’s Heart would ever harm us, for he
more of a blower than anything else; butlicsiU
that Crosvdecl Owl was really one of the worst-temj

THE CENTLSMAN SSAVSO HIS HAT TO Us." [PAC.E SiJ).)

pcred Indians in the fort, and he adviscd us to hae
nothing more to do svith him, in any svay.

All of this svas very good of the captain, and sel
svere very glad sve had gone to see him.

“ I tell you what it is,” said Rectus, as sve seel
coming asvay, “ | don’tbelieve that any of these In-
dians are as innocent as they try to make oui. Did|
you ever see such a rascally set of faces ?”

Somehow or other, | seldom felt sorry svenl
Rectus changed hismind. | thought, indeed, ilia
he ought to changc it as much as he could. And
yet, as | have said, he svas a thoroughly good id-
losv. The trouble svith him was tliat he svasni
used to making up his mind about things, ad
didn’t make a very good beginning at it. |

The next day, sve set out to explore Anastasial
Island, right opposite the town. It is a big island,
but we took our lunch and determined to do svet:
sve could. Wc liired a boatand rowed over to iht
mouth of a crcck in the island. We svent up di>
creek, quite a long way, and landed at a littlo ;i |
svhete sve made the boatfast. The man "lio|
osvned the boat told us justhosv to go. Wc fit
made a flying cali at the coquina quarries, 'vhw
they dig the curious stuff of svhich the tosvn is:
built. This is formed of small shells, all conglom-
erated into one ~lid mass that becomes as ra«ra s
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e after it is exposcd to the air. It must have
Z thousands of years for so many hule shell
ki oPle themselves up into a quarry.ng-ground
t Z wentover to the light-housc and chmbed

he top of it, where we had a view that made
1Z> lecl even better than he felt in the cemetery

\vhéTwe’carne down, wc startcd for the beach
wdstopped a little whilc at the oid Spanish light-
ic which looked more like a crackei-b.tkcry
thin anything else, but | suppose it was good
for all the ships the spaniaras had to Ught
We would have cared more for the oid light-
.;,..ifit had not hadan inscription on tt that
,d il had been dcstroyed, and rebuilt by some
.menean. After that, wc considered it racrely m
helieht of a.chromo. e
We had a good time on the island, and stayed
Lflv all day, Toward the end of the afternomi,
.tsiatted back for the creck and our boat. We
U along walk, for we had been explormg the
ibiitl pretty well, and when, at last, we reaehed
hecreek, we saw that our boat was gone !
Tliiswas astounding. We could not out
howthe thing could Ilave happened. The boat-
men, irom whom we liad hired it, had said that it
.wld be perfectly safe for us to leavc tbe boat at
ilckinding if we tied her up well and litd the oars.
1hatl tied her up very well and we had hidden the
aars 50 carefully, under some bushes, that we found
them there when wc went to look for tl'cm.
“Could the oid thing have floated off of itseli.
said Rectus. vy e
That could n’t have happened, | said.
tiedher hard and fast.”
"But how could any onc have taken her away
fitliout oars ? ” asked Rectus-
«Rectus,” said I, “ don’t let us have any moro
riddks. Some one may have cut a pole and polcd

kr luvav, up or down the creek, or
“111 tell you,”

interrupted Rectus. Crowde

1did n’t feel much like laughing, but | did laugh
12little.
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“Yes,” 1 said- “ He probably swam over with
a pair of oars on purposc to steal ourboat. But,
whether he did it or not, it’s very ccrU.n that
somebody has taken the boat, and there tsnt any
way, that 1see, of getting off this place to-mgh -
There’ll be nobody going over so late m the
afternoon; except, to be suvc, those men we saw
at the other end of the island wiih a flat-boat.

“ But that’s away over at the upper end of the
island.” said Rectus.

“ That's not sovery far,” said 1.
they have gone back yet? Ifone ofus could nin
over there and ask them to send a boatman fiom
the town after us, we might get back by supper-

“ |woiicerif

« w hy not both ofus?” asked Rectus.

“ One of us should stay bere to see if our boat
does come back. It must have been some one
from the island who took it, because any onc Irom
the main-land would have brought his own boat.

“Very well,” said Rectus. “ Let’s toss up to
see who goes. The winner stays.”

| pitched up a cent.

“ Heads,” said Rectus.

“ Tails,” said 1. ,

Tails it was, and Rectus started off like a good

ANi°sat down and waited. | waited a long, long
time, and then | got up and walked up and down.
in about an hour 1 began lo get anxious. It "as
more than time for Rectus to return. The walk to
the end of the island and back was not much ovec
a mile—at least 1 supposed it was iiot. Could any-
thing have happened to the boy? U was not yet
sunset and | could n’t imagine what there was to

After waiting about half an hour
heard a distant sound of oars. 1van to the land-
ing and looked down the creck. A boat witli a
man in it was approaching. When it carne nearer
1 saw platnly that it was our boat. When it bad
almost reaehed the landing, the man turned
ancl | was very much surprised, indeed, to see that
he was Mr. c'hipperton.

longei, |

(Tit be continued.)
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THE LITTLE GIRL WHO WANTED TO GO TO
THE MOON.

Once there was a little girl, named May, who wanted to go to the
Imoon.

“1It is bright and pretty up there,” she said, as she stood on a chair
|[W the window and looked up into the sky, where the moon floated
hbout like a ball of palé fire; “and down here it is bed-time and dark, and
lyou jerk me so when you untie my apron and take off my shoes.”

“Pooh!” said the nurse, “what a foolish little girl— why, it s cold
|ss ice in the sky, and, besides, who would ever undress you up there?™

“That ’s just it,” said the child ; “ |1 never should have to be undressed.

should be a dear little moon-fairy.”

“A dear little moon-goose, you mean,” .said nurse, crossiy. “Now,
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Miss May, stop
your nonsense:
sit right down
that chair and lef
me take off your
shoes.”

“ Oh, 1 dont]
want to, please,"
said May, holding
fast to the win-
dow-bench and|
trying not to o),

“You must”
said nurse,— heri
flame Avas Ann,|

“come, now, |
you naughtylittle
thing!”

“1’m not al

naughty littlel
thing,” sobbed
May ; “it isn't
naughty one bit'

“MOON t PRETTY MOON ! HOW CAN | GO TO YOU?" to want to go to
the moon, where there aint any nurses fior nothing.”

“ Fiddle for the moon!” snapped nurse, as she jerked little May from
the Avindow. “ Come, | must put you to bed.”

Just then, Mamma Avalked in.

“What! n<t undressed yet, and crying, my pet; Avhat does this
mean ?”

“ It means, ma’am, she’s got me near kilt with her foolishness, so she
has,” said j™in.

Mamma took May in her arms and soon learned the whole story.
Then, saying gently: “You may go down-stairs, nur.se, |1l stay here”
.she undressed May, put a soft wrapper over the little one’s night-dress,
and sat down with her ciése by the open window.

May felt better.

“ Now, May,” said the mother. “let us play gbing to the moon.”

“ Oh, oh, how nice!” cried May, ciapping her little hands.
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1Play you were standing down there by the brook,” said Mamma.

*Ves! yes !” cried May. delighted.
eAnd you raised your hands and called out: ‘Moon ! pretty moon !

howcan I go to you ?’
1Then the moon would caliback: ‘“Come bythe bird-path, my dear;

Ld yuu 'd say: ‘But I can’t. 1’'m not a bird.’

Then the moon would cali: ‘“Come by thebutterfly path !’
"But | can’t, dear moon,” you would say. ‘1 m not a butterfly.
1Then the moon would cali out: ‘Down in the meadow is a funny

Ltlc fcllow called WIll-o’-the-Wisp. He carries a light. He will bring

ron up to my
|ky, little May.””
At this, May
idung very tightly
[to her mother.
ah, no, no,”
Isaid she ; “ 1 °d be
lalmosc afraid.”
Then Mamma,
Iraising her voice,
Icalleiiout: “ She
Iwouldn’tlikethat,
jgood moon. Is
jtherc any other
|way, please ?”
"Oh, oh,”
llaughed little
IMay,“how funny!
INow, tell me what
|[ihe moon says!”
Mamma lean-
led a little out of
Ithe bright win-
|do\v, and she and
[May played they

Inere listening. ,
"The moon says,” said Mamma at last, “ that you must ask Will-o0-

the-Wisp to catch you some butterflies, and they will bring you up to her;
—or perhaps Puck, the fun-fairy, will catch some for you.

WIL1,L-0"*THB-WI5P.
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“ Oh, oh !” laughed May, “ 1 'm afraid, again. The butterflies could nt|
carry me, Mamma. Ask her, please, to tell me more about the fun-fairy,”
Then they listened again, and soon Mamma said the moon wishedl
May to know that Puck, the fun-fairy, was a charming little fellow, up
all sorts of mischief, but that lie did n't know any better. He liked tol
tease, sometimes. In the middie of the night he would whisper into the|
oid rooster’s ear; “W hat’s the matter with you? Why don't you crowi
Don’t you know it’s morning ?” Then the cock Avould jump to his feetl
and set up a great “ Cock-a-doodle-doo-00!” and all the sleepy peoplel
would turn in their beds and wonder what could be the matter.
Sometimes, the fun-fairy would go into dairies and turn the milk sour,
and sometimeshe]|
would coax Jackl
Frost to crack
dishes and pitch-
ers, and some-
times he would|
trip up the fairies!
who carne out tol
dance in thej
moonlight, andl
sometimes he|
would hide thingsl
away where nol
one could findi
them. But mosti
of the time he
was just flittingi
about among thel
flowers, teasingl
the roses becausel
they were not
lilies, and laugh-
ing at the lilies
because theywere|
WL TTMEIWISP CRASING BUTTERFLIES not roses.
“ How queer!” said May. “ Tell the moon, please Mamma, that | like
the fun-fairy very much, but I 'm really 'most afraid to let him take mel
up to her. He might play some trick on me, may be.”
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So Mamma
UJ the moon
gt May said,
rrad for -word,
[od they both
Ladc-believe to
ilisten again.

Itseemed quite
red to little May
|- this time.

Soon Mamma
[sidthe moon was
il sorry that
May was so very
fimd, but there
ivas no other way
left. e.xcepting the
dream-path.

‘The dream-
path!”cried May;
'l wont that
benice ! Put me
in bed quick,
Mamma, as soon “ sHfi WOULO DREAM THAT PUCK BROVGHT HER A BEAUTIFUL PAIR.
las | Ve said my prayer, and | ’ll dream that |I am going right up to the
pooiil”

Then May said her little prayer, and Mamma kissed her and put her
linto her pretty white crib.

The little girl shut her blue eyes just as tight as she could, and made
[up her mind she would dream ever so much.— First, that Puck, the fun-
jhiry, caught butterflies for her, and then that he brought her a beautiful

Ipir, and then that they carried her right straight up to the moon, and
Itiien-------

But no, the dream did n’t go in that way at all. She dreamed something
labout Ann, the nurse, and something about her little India rubber doli,
land something about her little dog, Florrie,— all mixed up together as
Igueerly as could be. And there was not a single (so she told her
Imother)— not a single smitch of anything about the moon.

VoL. VI.—16.



JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT,

Did it ever occur to you, my youngsters, that,
under Providence, each one of vou is a sort of edi-
Vi tobegin a new voluine
m the book of your life,—a bookissued in twelve
monthly parts, too, like St. Nicholas. A book
full of pictures, full of mcidents, with riddle-box,—
ah, how many riddles!—and Ictter-box, complete’
a book named “ 1879,”

Be careful, my hearties! Keep your pages
straight and even; fill them carefully; don’t let
your numbers be too heavy, too duli, too learned!
No, fior even too awfully, awfully good! Don’tlet
them be too Jolly, neither, too entertaining, fior too
sensationa. Remember, the angels will see them,
and that all on earth who love you are your sub-
scnCiers; so are other human beings, in truth, for
it s a strange, mysterious fact that in on'e way or
another we, earthly children, all read one another’s
books sooner or Inter.

Make sure now of a good January number.

JAPANESE "O-HI-O I"

f \% J
ihe first thin?

Cunous facts thiac | ivas elad to tret Imlri
A

1ac /
rhat 110 chance of fioding mlor.

. “ TV- -«"X /ou mu.M oj course ao me&an
mcans someihiog bcside one ofthe United States

"ROUND THE WORLD IN A YACHT."

What do you think of that, my young folks?

o 'k 1 children took this journey reccnily
with their fether and mother, Captain "and Mrs.

Brassey. They sailed away across the broad

JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.
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Atlantic to South America, and then up on ik
other side to Valparaiso, and then over ihe n»
Pacific to the Society and Sandwich Iskinds th«
to Ja”in, China, and India, through the wontifiil
ouez Canal and the Mediterranean Sea, past ihJ
great rock of Gibraltar, and so home to England

What a voyage for those little people' Aii
wnat curious sights they saw in the couniries ihn
t10- ‘earning onc’s geograchv
i think. They will not have lo be told that “tii
earth is round like a ball or orange,” because thet
have found it out for themselves. A good mmail
lessons in natural history carne, too, in the curjo«
birds and butterflies and beasts which they sa
Thinkofhavingamongone’spets a green inonkei
papots of every hue and size, a cardinal-bird.'s 1
pair of armadiiloes, a gazelle, a puma, and a liiife
pig who followed them all about the ship likea
dog 1 And think of looking dotvn ever so far iro
the clear wmers of a lagoon, and seeing slidls
more beautiful than any ivhich you have seen pn
coilections, actually moving about Ol the backs of
their fishy ovvners !

And then think of having for dinner a great|
goid fish, and for supper a flying fish, which fiev
on board the yacht and entangled itself in Mrs
Brassey’s lace scarf1 You see, the T.irtie ‘IHiool.
raa’am has dcscribed to me the book Mrs, Brassey
has written about the journey.

The editors of St. Nicholas, |’ratold, lias1
been promised a lively and true accountof jim
such a voyage around the worid, but the Captain
and his boys who made the piomise are awayin
tlieir light little craft, far out of sight and sound,'
and so you must wait for advices.

But the seas are wide and generous, and so are|
boys’ and girls’ hearts. There is plenty of room
for these two brave little yachts, and jack ahvays
is glad to hear of a good account of travel written I
especially for boys and girls.

AN AMUSING GAME,

Dear Little Sciioolma'am; Picase Icl me tell your other b« 1
and girls about a liyely gamo tliat some of us play at our homesoa
lene evenuigs. It is very simple, but there is good fun iii ir.

A makes ti, C. D, and Esit down iii a row with ihcir backt towaii
nim. lhen, standing behind B’s chair, he wags his head, orscoik
and llircatens an uuscen foe with his fisc, or makes some comical i
5« eV H this question : " What asi 1 |
dome” IIBsanswe”ris nght A leaves him and irics C, andsooa,
aji along tne line. Rui wluicver guesses wrong must |m|u|c1ca
wftat A was doma when puiung the quesriun,—onfiyiii perfecl silente
Ufrrurse, very few give the right answecrs. and It islunny to s« 1 i

A °/°®ysand giris biisily making al! Icindsof quecr m
and Odd grimaces,. or poscd like staiues in sublime and ﬂdGmIG
Five minutes is long enough for the penalty to lasr-

ppsitions.
Inily youi fnend, jgn.*y.B
TREMBLINQ LANDS.
I KNOW of some in Northern Illinois. They ae

immecnse fl.nts of turf, miles in cxtent, six or tweivi
inchcs in thickness, resting upon water or bcdsof
quicksand- The passing ofbut onc horscnian wei
them causes an undulating or quivering motiou,
and so people cali them “ The Trembling Lands."
The surface is quite dry, but by cutting a hole in
the turf, One can have plenty of water. On te
thinncr portions, a horse’s foot will sometimcs cut
through, and down the animal will go to the



iSsl TACK-IN

ilioiilderor ham; yet the uppcr surfacc is tough,
thal he can be rescued casily.

Insoine Spots, the surface weight forces a stream
/water upward through a hole in the turf; and
his siieara brings up sand, and, piling it on the
duface, forms a mound. Then, as the size and
leight of the mound increasc, the pressure on the
taierisincreased, and so thcrc will be a fountain
jrnicd on the prairie, pouring its stream down the
lidcof ihc mound, sinking into the sand, and so
«urning to the waters beneath.

BUTTERFLIES ON A SEA VOYAGE.

Pear Jack*in-the-Pulpit: My fathertswhat | calia ‘‘buggist»”
I(,f heseems to know aU about bugs, and handles them so delicatel®
libnt ihey dnn’i seem 10 mind il When he wnnts to put one in his
Icniieti he first sets it under a glass wiili a tuft of chloroformed cot-
Injo: 9DUMi it Gieswiihoui pain.  And now, 1 wanc to tell you some
Itinags that he lold me alxiut biiUerdies.

AnMuntlist, when ten miles from land, found the ship sunounded
Ibr buiterfiie», as far as could be seen with a teicscopc. There were
IpiiTiadsofihein, so that the sailotssaid fiwas hnowlIngbutterflies.”
Ipor i«* d.iys the wealher had been fine and calm, so that they
IctNiJd n't has-c been blown out there from the shore.

Ancther naturalist stntes that a large dragon-fly flew on board his
1{"ip «lieii five hundred milea from land.

Ar.o-hcr.saw a lar~e butterfiy flying arnund the sblp when, in one
Id!’thin, laud ivas distant six hundred miles, and in another, a thou*

Fjihcr ssys that the spced of these insects must have been very
Il, as it Is known that onc of the speclcs found will Uve only a
days il unable to obtnin its living food ; and ihnt these insiances

IsecBiioiirwe ihaC the amount of muscular power requlrcd m fllgh
W

1ouclilvss than has been usually supposed.

A CROSS (N A GEODE.

Here is a Christmas ciiriosity for you, my
youngsters. It is copied from a photograph which
«as taken direct from the geode itsclf, just as it
appcarcd when broken in two by the man who
bund it.

"Wiliat isa geode?”

All! I forgot lo mcntion that. A geode is—is—
in short, a geode is simply a geode,—a very re-
iMrkable fact, 1 assure you; and any geologist
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who knows his busincss wil say the same. But if
this does not satisfy you, and 1 hope it will not, you
may look under G E O in your unabridged dic-
tionary, or in any general encyclop«dia. Then,
after learning all you can there, come back to your
Jack.

Now, |11 tell you that this particular geode was
picked up near Keokuk, in lowa, on the bank of
the Mississippi River. It wasaround, plain-looking
stone enough; but the findcr, knowing something
of geodes, and how apt they are to be hollow and
beautifully lined with crystals, broke this one right
in two. Think ofhis amazementand deiightwhen
he found inside a beautiful sparkling cross of puré
white crystals. Ah, how proud he was! Many
admired it, and one learned bishop wished to buy
the wonderful stone. But no, he would n’t sell it.
And then, one day, the St. Nicholas artist per-
suaded this sensible person, the geodist, not the
bishop, to iet him have a photograph ofit for your
own Jack. And diat is how you can now have a
look at its picture.

What do you think Deacon Green said about it ?
That it was quartz? That it was curious? Not
he. He just looked quietly into the dear Little
Schooima’am’s eyes, and says he :

“ I like to think, my child,” says he, “ that this
trough little ball, with its beautiful image of the
cross at its heart, is, in the main, a miniature copy
of our own carth,—a brown, bumpy ball on the
outside,hard to travcl over, and often rough enough,
God knows, to the touch,—yet holding deep in its
heart, straight and strong, ready to sparkle forth
on the last day, when all shall be riven, the beauti-
ful Symbol of the cross. And | love to think, also,
that human life, rough as we often see it, may at
last, under God’s mighty working, disciose perfect
goodness, purity and peace.”

| like the Deacon. He ’s plain-spoken andblunt

sometimes, but he’s an earnest, good deacon as
ever was.
A STRANGE PASSENGER.
“ Towed by rail,” indeed! Jack can fancy the

surprise of car horscs when that news about San
Francisco street-cars, in the November St. Nicho-
LAS, comes to their ears. In fact, judging from this
ilewspaper paragram sent by a Washington corre-
spondent, to a Baltimore paper, it seems as if the
noble brutes, finding that their Services in the
street-car line are likely to be dispensad with, have
decided to try their hand at being passengers.
Hear this:
W asljuiglon, Dlsirictoi* Columbia.

A very peculiar accidcnt occurred en Louisiaiia avenue, near Four-
and-a-halfStreet, this evcning. 1l appears that one of ihe hill horses
ofthe Metropolitan Street railway was sent on his way to che scables
at Ocorgetown withoutany driver. The hill hoises are accustomed
to cctum to ihe stables alone, and luaially follow or precede a car.
This horse, one cveninc, foUowed a car, most of the lime being some
distance behind. As toe car ncaxcd the City Hall he got nearer and
nearer, trotring at a very llvely gait, whie the horse atcached to the
car was going along Quite slowly. The hiU borse, as he reached the
car, ran right into it through the rcar door*and it was not long before
he was onc of (he passengers. He got his entire body Into the car,
greaily frightening the other passengers. After goingabcut forty*flve
feec the car was stopped and the horse was backed out. Although
all the seats were occupied, not one of the passengers was injum.
The horse also cscapcd injury.
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LETTER-BOX.

YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS’ DEPARTMENT.
PICTORIAL CALENDAR.
(Ucawli by a YouQg CQQtiibutarJ
TEBftU A ftr .M arch.
N -AusulT
1
"IEPTEAeBK. OlcTOBE A- JVAOVEMSSF-- Drce IiBSA.
THE LETTER-BOX.

Our frontispicco Qiis month js tak«n from a piciure palnied l'ong
ago by 'Winiajn I’age, late president ofthe N. Y. Nauonal Academy
of Destgn. In one sense Mr. Page has not stood still in his art.
Sioce painting the three little sisters, he has adcpied new theodes
and changed his styleof ucatment more than once. So wc now may
sec io the same collection a very gray.iooking picture by Willbm
Page; then a rich, superbly colored one by the same ariist; and,
again, oihcrs which appear almostas itthey were seen ihrotgli olive*
green gauze. But many persona who yeoisago became acquainicd
with this artLst's wocks Uke the early ones by far the best,—those that
glowwich beautiful color and yet are so harmonious that they are
ncvcer gay or glaring. In those days, pcopicsaid that Page's pictures
were Tiuaoesquc in color, bccause they resembled in that quality
the works of the great master. 'Héan. Indeed, his copies of Titinn
were so remarkably like the origindis that, once whenhe was in Italy,
onc of them was stopped by ihe auihoriiies of Florence under the
belief that it was the original painting, and not a copy, that was
being camcd out of ihc clty. The picture from which our frontis*
piece is taken derives a great charm from jts beautiful coloring; this
cannot, ofcourse, beshown in the cograving, which, however, may

have an added interest to our young rcadcrs bccause it rcpresenh a
gcoup ofreal childrecn who sat for iheir pictuxcsinjust thatway ycais!
ago, and who did not happen to know at the time that onc of the|
ihtce should some day have thejoy ofediting St. Nickolas

Mr. Page. who wasbom in Albany in iStt,issifll living, and ihe iitde |
girl in thopicrure whn holds the dolly so tightly,—”e onc whooi y« |
know the best,—saw him lastyear, a lall, white-haired, hand8uineg«« |
lleman, who remembered well the ihrec Uttlc girls on the sofdwhosail
as “still as micc” for him—poor littie things —ever so long ago.

Dear St. Nicholas: Ai this special time, when plura-puddirj? |
an<l mincc*pies seem to grow naturally oi*t of the good ch«r of |
holiday season, your young folk may Uke to hear someching avM |
raisins, which, as ihe juvcnile world knows sooneror later, are sinipiy |
dried grapes. Lo

The best grapes of the world are found near Malaca, a city in U«
sourh Gf Spain, on ihe shorc of the Meditemnean Sea. ~ TheviKl
unUke those found in America or any olher country, having a |
transparent skin; and the pulp is of a most dclicious flavor. W |
are called Muscalel grapes. aod are changed in a curious wayir» |
the rabins of comrncrce. The vineyards of Malaga are ve” latg" |
and, in some instances, their exircmc age is proved by llic factu® |
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L-,.Is ofsOTieof Iheir vinos are as tSick as a man s wnst.. The
,uliivaicd wiih great care, and nic irained out sidewise on
“[tis (uting the later stagcs of the ripening of the ftuit,
Tsll ihcleaves are plucked off so thal ihe sun's tays may more
j, reach and perfecl the grapes. Near the vineyards are erecied
Tjteds o fu»' fu'f f'»"« ground, with nearly Hatroofs: and on
LoS ore spiead layers of small pebblc siones, clean and round.
*tao. lhe sca-shore near by. These siones are used because
¢nihc heatofthe sun while the grapes are placed onihm 10
t “Soniclimesone finds a fcsv of these pebblesamongst ihc raisms.
f.iibeiinc the fruil, a_large wooden tray is iised, = e
1 ¢ iroriiisbranch with shears. When ihe tray is filled. it is Mr-
Idolbcsliod. and the cllislers are spread upon the |
L*hvcis After several days they are turned over, so that 6om
Tisav be perfectly dricd, the grapes thuschanging >n'o
» .;den packing-boxes are camed to the sheds, and Ihe clu”
fue pockerone by One. The boyes are then weighed, and
d10every quarter of che world.—Yours Uuly, M. -A S.

Santa Clal-s Gasib.

| Heseis-r carne which the youngslers will like very much.
k d luthe Cliristmas scason of gift-giving.
Igiiliold a grown-up gentleman, drcss him to tepresent Sania
e,-a long duster-coal, and white hair and beaid ofwool or cot-
ataidns will be all tlie disguise needcd,—and set him among the
om ,, i<ihe middle of The room, holding in his handsairayfull of
t bss’nid liltle prcsents. These giflsmay be very simpicand ine.v-
»jiir, some of them for fun’s sake may be chcap toys, penny tnim-
Biric., and every nrticle .'houid be carefully wmpped in paper co
Uwihc interest. Now let him invite the youngsters to come up
Kbi "M, and choose and taUe onc of ihe gifts from the tray, relum-
Aernlsliy saying “ Thank you, Santa Claus.”
filihe blindfoldcd “ Santa Claus” cannot dctect nnd flamo che
liKiefihc voice, the gift wlU bclong re tho taken but, ifhe flames
»ri;hlpcr»Mi, tho present must he put back in Ilie tray. Many be-
rso rlercatcd in clioosing the gift and in wondering at the easy
<on »liich it may be had, that they lake no care to altor their
las.lten rcturning thanks. They must speak plainly, and Sama
ral oiuthttobe pretty familiar with the voiccs. It is woll to change
pira occasionally- Sanm Claus, led by an assistani, may hand the
L ueund 10 cach iu turn, if prcfcrrod-

11is

CoNCERNINO ChILDREN’s D aV AT St. P-AL'L'S.
| Ws think there is peculiar attraciionin ihestory wo printthis month
.teminj; “ Childrcn’s Day at St. Paul's” ; nct only because itis a
kiboef English boys and girls, bul also on account of ihe bright
dkrely jliciujcs Miss Kale Greeiiaivay, of London, has drawn re
ic
la Fngland, near the end of the scvenleenlh ceniury, a few
catepccreus siarccd “ Sociccies for the Refonnation of Mnnners.”
esodclics, among othcr good works, began and koplup schools
hibchilie children of the poorer classes were taught the caiechbm
dho. 10read, write and cipher,—all without direct cost re parents
Bpih.b ,\s time went on, tradcs, sewing, nnd othcr bread-winning
li.erc taught in a few of these schools: and, by somo of ihera,
ojiing scholars were furnished with tools and sicuations. Kind-
med people nll over Engbnd, aod panicularly in London, gave
nei'10help the work; and it grew and prospcrcd.
I Iht 6151 cclebradon of the csLablishment of these charity-schools,
aiky .ere called. took pbce on Holy Thucstby, June 8, 1704, in
ft Antlre.'s church, Holbom, London, when about two thousand
1WUhmmet. The numbecrs kept growing annually, until, in 1782,
amstspace under ihc dome of St. Paul’s cathedral was given up
easicmbly on the fiist “ Children’s day at St. Paul's.” There
Ihéildrcn have mee every Holy Thursday since: and now they
mber fivk thousand, while the spcciatorsaro at least seven ihousand
amsiuore,
Bsibfe ilic children march lo St. Taurs on ihe great doy, they
ccibout thcir own parlshcs, hand in hand, two by iwo, i)ie
ongcolumn, the boys in another; bright and bcaming and
ingovcrwiih Uughter, they flow through ihe dun Street» of the
|»ilyold city, But they appear best when in ilieir places in iho
Irotcaihciliral, whcre they are ranged on seatssnpporied by scaffold-
l6giind running, ticr abiivc tier, high up, nll around under the dome,
|t9d away inio the broad arch-ways of the nave, transcpts and chancel.
| Services in the buildIng consist of ptaycr, chaniing by the
tot, in the grcater part of which the children join,—a
Iffln» suited to young folks, and then ihc glorious “ HaDelujah
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Chorus” of Handel, which never sounds grander ihan when sung
forthin pcrfeci lioie by five thousand sweet young voiccs, filled out with
the deep renes of the great organ,—a rosy sea of irash faces, an ocean
ofsweiling mude, an overwhelming tide of feeling, sweep the onlooker
into a new world. When the services in the cathedral are ovcr, the
children file out to their own patishes, where, generally, a heariy mcal
is provided for them;—and they eat iL

Another Littli! Householoer

Stockton, Cal.

Dear St.Nicholas: Some months ago you print” the piciure
ofa little girl'splay-house, and | wish youto printthe mciure of mine,

if you picase. | send the pictures for you to copy. Papa built the
killlie’'s flay.housb
>mhi8
.al.
Hoyea M .
A<h  *-h id1
U—1 ' 11 Pec

F ictrt>4

THB GROUND PLAN.
house for me last ycar, and Wils me l0 say ihat il » finished, both
inside and out, inas good slyle aa thatofordmarydwellmg-bouscs tn
California | have four rooms:

bedroom, parlor, dining-rfMiD, and

paper in my parlor la printed with brighl red : , s
br.-ickcts on the wnll. There are a lable, chairs, and a little play
piano. In the dining-room 1 have a lable covercd wiih a sinpcd doin,
chaira, and a darling (tile cupboard where | keep my aishes. i have
a dock in ihe dining-room, .ind a hcilc fiot of Chinese dishes, My

kitchen is 8 fcct by te feel, and 1 likc it best of all the rooma. It has
adearlltile siovc with an oven, and jt cooks mcely- When i nave
company, wc getsuppcr on & nnd have a good lime. | have a sink

where water comes m and goes out | have a hitle lei-down table
beride my sink. yihctc 1 can make pies. 1 have a hlilc roller towel
by my back door. There is an arbor, over my kitchen window,
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covered wiih M~deira vine and honcysuckie. | have a litdc clothcs'-
reel ro hang my doUs’ cloihcs on. There is a Gttle garden thai 1
inyscif take care of. | have an orange*tree that had some blossoms
00 it, and then green oranges; but they all dropped off. | am eleven
years oid, and 1 was boro m Stockton.—Your httlc frieod,

Neltlie Littlehale.

Cincinnati, Ohio.
Dear St. Nichoi.asi My little daughier never tires of hearing
this pocin, and often begs to have it retid to her, gathering in the
neighbor*children that ihcy may hear it, and all of them listen with
intense inierest and saosfaction. Iliinking that other children may
iike 10 read it in the merry holiday season, | venture to ask you to
copy it: Very respecCfally, X. F, A.

Sakta Claus."

"H e comes jn the nighti He comes In the night!

He softiy, silently comes;

While the Hide brown heads on the pillows so white
Are dreaming of buglcs and druois.

He cus through the snow bke a ship through tbe foam,
While the white flakes around hiin whirl;

Who tells him 1 know not, but he hndeth the home
Of each good little boy and guL

" His sieigh it is long, and deep, and wide;

It will carry a host of things,

While dozens of drums hang round on the sides,
W ith the stcks siickine under the siring.s.

And yet not the sound of a drum is heard,
Not a bugle blast is blowo,

As he niounis to Che chimney top like a biid,
And drops to the hearth like a stone.

“ The little red stockings he stendy hlls,

Till the Stockings will hold no more;

The bright little sled<® for the great snow hills
Are quickly set down on the floor.

Then Santa Claus mounts the rooflike a bird,
And glides to his seai In the sieigh;

Not the sound of a bugle or drum is beard
As he nolselessiy galTops away.

THE R

ANAGILIM PROVI3RB ENIG.1IA.

WIiTK theleiiersof the scntcncec " sHALL we
spell a common proverb composed qf three words.

make toys?”

T]IKEE ASSOCIATED SQUARE-WOIIDS.

The base*words of the three squares, readingm the order given,
form a timely expression of good-will.

hirstsquare; i. DelighcciT a. Tobcof one mind. 3, Tlie plural
fono of che fiame ofa long narrow sail-canoc used about the Ladrunc
Islnnds. 4~ Lively, brisk; an ofd English word in common use among
Americans of the West. 5. Froihy. Seeond square; x. Fresh. a.
A Scripture namc ofa woman. 3. A texture. Third square: i. A
p«od oftime. 2. A Scripture nanie ofa man. 3. Handicmfts. 4
Torub harshiy.

EAST MELANGE.

1. Behead a useful plant, and leave a frame or rack. 2. Curtall
the plant, and give to vex or plague. 3. Behead and tmnsposc the
plant, and find to letfor hire. 4. Syncopate and iranspose tne plant,
and get the most insignificant. 5. Transpose the most insignincant,
and Rave a kind ofstone. 6. Behead and cunaU the plani, and givo
facility. j. Behead and transpose the frame or rack, and find a
raanne animal. 8. Again, behead and transpose the frame or rack,
and get a transfer. 9. Syncopate and transpose the most insignifi-
cani, and leave a watcr*fowl. xo. Again, “ncopaie and transpose
the most insignificant, and givc a straight ffat piccc of wood. n.
Again, syncopate and transposo the most insignificant, and find
thy . IS. Again, “ncupatc and tianspose me most insignifi-
cnm, and get a iame for a saflor. 13. Again, syncopate and irans-
pose the most insignificant, and leavc a Chinese mcasure of weight.
14. Again, syncopate and tnnspose the most insignificant, and give
an enumcraiion. 15. Curtail and transpose a kind ofstone, and find
af~rall the rest.  16. Curcailand cranspose to vex or plague, and get
a site or abode. 17. Again, curtail and transpose to vex or plague,
and leave the Oricot. 18. Agoln, curtail and ffanspose to vex or
plague, and give to surfeiL 29. Syncopate and Oanspose the frame
orrack, and find sediinent so. Again, syncopate and iranspose the

RIDDI.E-BOX.

Li-wtttj, !

'He rides to che casi, he rides to the west,
or his goodies he touches not onc;

He eaceth the crumbs of the Christmas feast
When the dear Uitlc folks are done..

Oid Santa Claus docth all that he can;
This beautiful misston is hii;

Then, chiidren, be good to che Hule ofd man
When you find who the Utde man is.”

BUOKS RFXEIVED.

Prince Bismarck’s Letters. Charles Scribner'.i Sons,

York. This Uttie book contalns thirty-nine letters from 0«o i
Bismarck to his sIster, his wife, and others, writcen during ilic
of his public bfe until the Franco*Gennan wai, and inclu<ks oik~I
to hb wife—which was captiired by the Frcnch during that wju, aall
describes Bismarok's interview wiih the fallen Emperor Napokcal
I11.  The letters are intcresting and pleasant readlng, for them”I
partsuch as oider boys and girls will understand ; but while they tr)l
a good deal about Bisinarck’s pRvaio Ufe and tlioiighis, when
traveled, what be saw on the way, and so on, they say compamiitlyl
little about hispublic doings, and in thU way pique onc’s cutiosityn i
know more of their wtiier. They rcvcal gieat kindness of heart,
a large and genclv nature, careful, even in the busicst days orpcrbpil
ihebusiest and—by some polidcians—the most cordially haied mafil
in Europe, to write cheerftil letters honie, and pcovide Christmas |
presents for those he lovcd.

Pakbots AND Monkevs- R. Worthington, Ncw York. Tv«t).|
six illustraiions.  This book not only describes and pictures Uxl
animaU named in its title, but aiso te)ls many ncw and curious lalnl
about these queer creature®. This iconeoftbn«e brge.prini srrabkl
books that icll the young folks things they wish to know and inaira]l
they like. 1

Books for Brickt Evcs American Tract Sodcry, New Vali
These are fonr little clotb*bound books, illustmted with colured pa»!
ures, packed in a card box, and designed for veiy young rcader».

IDDLE-BOX.

frame or rack, and get to rendcr a hnwk blind by closing Itseyes. 1
21. Behead and iranspose the waler-fowl, and leavc a fiddl
22. Again, behcnd and transpose the water*fowl, and give abwciagt |
23" Curtail and transpose the Chinese measitre of weight, sni Hbdi |
useful plani. 24. Again, curtail and iranspose ilxe Chinese measun |
ofweight, and get lo corrode. 25. Curtail and transpose the thieot, |
and leave .1 vast expanseofwater. 96. Behead and reverse sediiwtt, |
and give 9 diocese. sy. Curtail and reverse secUment, and 6rd x|
fish. 28. Behead and reverse lo rcnder a hawk blind by cloang fal
eyes, and get the shcltered side. 29. Syncopate and transponeao|
enumeration, and leave co permlt. c

CITARADE.

Though quite devoid of heart,
My yfrri does not withhold
From him who seeks, a draught

O f water, purc and coid.

Although my ucond may
To you be very near,

It does not follow that
It is both near and dear.

W lien purpicd is the grape,
And leaves grow sece and oid,
In browning fields my whoU

Displays lis sphere of gold. t.vl. 1
EA»Y DECAPITATIONS.
T. Bbheas a c.ascadc, and leavc everything. 2. Behead

3. Behead to break with noise Alid ~ |
4. Behead a partof the body, a»d ka« |

and leave a markel-place.
lence, and leave an eruption.

tall. 5. Behead a head-covenng, and leave a bird. 6. Bch"M
vessel, and leave part of the body. 7- Behead a securicy, and 1
a shelf. 8. Behead a duty, and leave to inquire. fooon
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I2ASY PIIEFIX PUZZLE.

the sinme syllablc to;—i. Part of a poem, and make lybg

I Nal eariy, and make to inierpreL 3. A haroor, and make
"Avfreni one place lo aiiotlicr. 4- A pconoun, and make a pass-
5. Pan of apby, and raake 10 do. S. A person who

..m saeaki and make tu chance one subsunce mio anoihct. 7. A
itli ot inolher, and make easily seen through. 8, A position of
Icprioo, and make lo chango the otder of things. c s. K

PICTOEIAL

vdacnbced bv ihc five wortls. each of nme ~tfcrs, which fonn the Pcrpendiculars of the Acrostic.
iSet/,irtils of Iie horisontAl Unes, and a second by their findis: ihe thiee other upright words_are fotmcd from the mtervcnmg lettcrs of the
and these leitm. while occurring in proper succession reading downward, will be found scatter® anywhere, cach in iis particular

cilien ™ L " wil) be somewherc between the initial and final of tiie top cross-

will be in the sccond honzonUnl Ime. but ,ii may be any one of the letters between the two

r
a«.linc, Thus, supposine the fourch word to be " Liindscape”
-DeSct nol neccssarjly next to ihc inillal: “ a”
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DIAGONAL, FOM. (»LDEIil PUZZLKUS.

Each word has twelve letters.
ward, a grcetiuc of the seasen.
Sringy. 3. A deepy character.

Diagonal, from leftlo right down-
r. An ancienl written characicr. 2.
4. Conditions. 5. The scienlific iame
for thick.skinned animéis. 6. Pcrtaining to fiames dcrived from an-
cestors. 7. A disbcliever in spiritual bcings. 8. Wates madeof clay,
q. The scientific fiame for slender-toed animais, ro. Very lalkadve.
rr. Figurative. 12. A maker. 1. P. U

illilNTDPLE ACROHTIC.

One ofihe Peinendicalars is nrndc Irom

edif ihe Une; and so on,—no one Iciter of ihc horizontal Unes bcing used tmce in fornung the Perpendicular words.

nOIL.IDAY ANAGKNVM.

Fr<p suilable words to fiU the blanks in the following verse, and
D3»6ix« the letters of these words into a famiUar greeting:

As — and incense once were brougnt,

— each year with treasurcs fraught,

(fiad raemorle* of ihc 1 and A

Dood words for cach, and gifts for all. d.

SKIKX-I"ETTiCll KITAMKI) fillEEK CROi"S.

Top icicanings of the words forming this puzzle are:
ilMliontal of cross: Base. Perpendicular of cross: Accounis
IMbIDEs, jicrsons or cvenis dccined noiewonhy. Top of fr.imc:
Foot offrame: A younc person cngnged In se)Ung some
nccessaries nf iiiodem Hfe. Left post of frame: A biro with
bili, Kicht Dost of fraino: T)ic channcl in which the tide

Nir.>IERICAls EMUsIA. '

tu composed of twelve letters, and am a mottoaboutwhich much
said of late in the United Siates,
3,30, tt, 12 isa sudden flaiv or flurry. a. My 6,i, a, 51s
hnd, K on a bobbin. 3. My 9,4,8,7¢sa wayin which lessons
Bgtto be learned. a*

CONCEALED n.\LP-S<irAKE.

Tur words and letters forming a halfisquare, vmﬂch has for base a
word of seven letters, will be found concealed Ilie following sen*
leuces:

" You know itwas you who had my whlp last, Ernesi, sodon tpre-
tend itwas n't. You refused lo Icnd It lo Will,—asTcd” told me,—
and aftcrwanJd vou falsely accuscd Will of taking the whlp and hliding
it In .a cask Tvdward had*thrown into the quarry. No wonder Will's
temper rose when he licard of your accusatlon: and il was lucky for
you he staned forhome and cooled ofThefore seeing you. Shame on
you! CUveup the wlup ai once, or 1 'll dust yourjacket foryou)"

The meanings of the Unes of the half-squarc are as foliows:® 1.
Coating ofa wall. a. Endurcd. 3. Soliclicd. 4. Forcpartofa ship's
fmme. 5. A nilckoamc of a boy. 6. An aflix. 7.Phonelically, a
Frencli measure of suiface. V. e.

CENTRAL ACICOSTIC.

Tus centréis, reading downward, fiame a very useful member of
the commuiiity. The words ate oi one Icngih.

1. A grade ofsoclely. 2. A volatiie fluid. 5. A part of a whce).
4. Plain. s. A word ih.TtimpUes im. d. A ptece of money. 7. A
person who, accomnanicd by his wifc, explored a pan of Africa. 8. A
manufaccured rocial. 9. A victorious Yankee commodore. g, u,

DOVBLK A3IPUTATIONS.

1. Bruead nnd curial) snappish, and leave lo corrode: behcad and
curtail lo corrnde and leave a prcmoun. « Behcad and cunaji
msped, and leave 10 valué; behcad and curmi to valué and leave a
preposition. 3. Behead and curtail a ponlon of time, and Icavo a
sign: behcad and curtail a rign and leave a pronoun. 4. Behcad and
curtail lo bow with servilhy, and leave an omameni; behcad and
curtail an omnment and leave within. CVRIIVE dean
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Conccoled in the following giiotarions find an ancient Chiisinn
greeting of scven words:

1. Lix now is come our joyfiil feast,
Let every man be jolly;
Fache roome with yvic leves is dre«t
And every posi with holly. old song.

3 Bht peaceful was the night,

Wherein the Prince of Licht
His reign » < upoQ the carth befa*.
UiLtu.

4. Come and gather as they fall,
Shining gifts for great and small;
~nta Claus remembers all
When he comea with goodies piled. LOLISA M. ALCOTT

p As wkh gladness men of oid 0Ojj.Joy shall reign when narions cea»
Did the ~iding star behold, Jhc spear and swnrd lo widd'
As with loyful stops they sped Ihen, neath the brooding «jn™
‘o that lowly mangcr bed; Peace,

A may we with willing feet The earth her fruits shall yteld,
Lver seek thy oiercy-soal anon And grold and purplc harvesis coBie

To war-dyed hill and field, akox

7. So. “ Winter, come nigh ! “
Say we, say |,
And ~od luck lo ihe Christmas-trcc;
May the evergreen holly
Find US grateful and joily,
And bnng presents for you and for me' ™

ANSWERS TO PUZZLES N DECEMBER NUMBER.

Easv ENinHA.— “ a rolling stonc gatheia no moss."

Molr.Gla?'.—1. BrAid; 2. ARa: 3. R; 4. TOe- i SaWcri P oriaIConceaIed Word Pi22le.-.. FIOweR. 3. CHclf
Easy Pic-i-or.al PuzzLit.-Beaconsickl; Gladston;. N . [ - Slockmgs 6. dOMES. 7. liUsT. i
n A CoiiE. 10. dAle tT. rEApCR.
4. U T n n | 3- GasS: L
"o 8 a 4. Bnil’*s°S f = Samh. 3. CaU
ConnrctedD iamonds.— i t
New-Dollar PLZ2LE.-Inlint. Chorn. Chain, Leap, Fio.»
tNTER — TWIN H.irf DG. LeavesrMonl»,
NSWwW END word. m Ki Inicia, Repule, Straws. The leticrs Inib¢
P~nr he iransformed meo the followi.ig twenty-six wonfi 1’
SQUANB.—j. 2. Honor; 3. Incur: 4. Mouse; ?. Errcd ihe rloo T'=P'®j®™i"g w«nty-six lhings seen when v.iri
M rl- " "1« Coin, Year, Dnie, Head, i:
'-'P*'Braw.JP'vlr Nec*. Hair, Lock Ci.rl, Band.IVod,
btar, Stop, Le”. Vem, Slem, Ears, Fold, ‘Nick, Deiit
FAIVIMR.T ENIGHA - Plarmlgar-
W It* 6 I. Switch; 2. Witch; 3. Whit Wilh;
HufhA*2 P?PUI=r. poplar; 2. RcVeI mol; 3. . .
noe. he, 4. CoLon, coon; 5. bpAm, spm.  Centrais: ula. AProvirb’ Cip.,er. Two heads are better than one
Easy Cross-W oiid Enlgma — Post-OfRce.
C.Bngg~nnie Soiilhwick, MaryH. -Rnldley “ Frilters" Nellie Fmefon A CS I Glancy Jones, “D. N. B.," S™*
Mal lewson, Frcd. A. Cnnklin, Susanna Hell, i Emerv M r Brinl*rhof?’h F v ' 5'-272"%" "Tw WIs,” Annn Fri«
bi ® "re"' |o>"' L. Hann%L B allace™ Thoan n’ A S P—datllx, E. B. CW.

H
Eess.e Hard, Eer.ha Potts, Flavel S. Miner. 1’ ran d 7ddie'*R
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