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{C o p y rig h t,  1878,  b y  Scribn«r &  C o .)

T H E  V O Y A G E  O F  T H E  “ J E T T I E . ’

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

T w o  Inindred winters’ snowing, 
Two hundred  sum m ers’ glowing 

H ad  passed on Bearcam p R iv e r ; 
A nd, between its flood-torn shores, 
Sped b y  sail or urged by oars 

No keel h a d  vexed it  ever.

Alone the dead trees yielding 
T o  the dull axe T im e is wielding, 

T h e  shy m ink  and  the otter, 
And golden leaves and red,
By countless au tum ns shed,

H ad  fioated down its water.

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

W ith  his dory, to the r igh t p la ce ;
Over hill and plain h e  brought her,
W h e ie  the boatless Bearcam p water 

Comes winding down from W hite-Face.

Quoth the sk ip p e r : “ E re  she floats forth, 
I ’m  sure my pretty  boat ’s worth 

A t least, a  ñam e as p re tty .”
O n  he r  painted side he wrote it,
A nd  the flag tha t o ’er h e r  floated 

Bore aloft the  ñam e o f  “ Je ttie .”

On a rad ian t morn of summer,
E ider guest and latest comer

Saw h e r  sved the Bearcamp w a te r ; 
H eard  the ñam e the skipper gave her, 
A nd the answer to th e  favor 

F rom  the Bay S tate’s graceful daiighter.

VoL. V I.— I I .
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Then, a singer, richly gifted,
H er charm éd voice uplifted;

A nd the wood-thrush and  song-sparrow, 
’Listened, dum b with envious pain,
T o  the clear and  sweet refrain 

W hose notes thcy could not bonow.

T h e n  the skipper plied his oar,
And from off the shelving shore,

Glided out the strange explorer;
Floating on, she knew no t whither,—
T h e  tawny sands beneath her,

T h e  blue sky bending  o’er her.

Am id the tangling cuniber 
A nd pack of moimtain lumber 

T h a t spring floods downward forcé,
Over sunkcn snag, and ba r  
W here  the grating  shallows are,

T h e  good boat held he r  course.

U nd er the pine-dark  highlands,
A round the v ine-hung islands,

She plowed he r  crooked furrow ;
A nd the rippling  and the paddling 
Sent the river-perch skedaddling 

A nd th e  inusk-rat to his burrow.

Every sober clam below her,
Every sage and  grave pearl-grower 

Shu t his vusty valves the tighter;
Crow called to crow complaining,
A nd oíd tortoises sat craning 

T heir  leathern necks to sight her.

On she glided, overladen,
W ith  m e n y  m an and  maiden

Sending back the ir  song and  laughter,— 
W hile, perchance, a  phantom  crew,
In  a ghostly birch canoe,

Paddled dum b and swiftly a f t e r !

A nd the bear on Ossipee 
Climbed the topraost crag  to  see 

T h e  strange th ing  drifting under;
A nd, th rough  the haze of August, 
Passaconaway and Paugus

Looked down in sleepy wonder.

All the pinos tha t o’e r  he r  hu n g  
In  mimic sea-tones sung 

T h e  song familiar to h e r ;
A nd the maples leaned to screen her, 
A nd the meadow-grass grew greener, 

A nd the breeze more soft to woo her.
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T he  lone stream mystery-haunted,
To he r  the freedom granted 

T o  sean its every feature,
Till new and oíd were blended,
And round  them  both extended 

T h e  loving arras of Nature.

O f these hills the little vessel 
Henceforth is pa r t and  p a rce l;

A n d  on Bearcamp shall h e r  log 
Be kept, as if  by George’s 
O r G rand  M enán, the surges

Tossed he r  skipper through the fog.

And 1, who, ha lf  in sadness, 
Recall the  m orn ing  gladness 

O f life, a t  cvening time,
By chance, onlooking idly,
A part from all so widely,

Have set he r  voyage to rhyme.

Dies now the gay pcrsistence 
O f song and  laugh, in d is tance;

Alone with me remaining 
T h e  stream, the quiet meadow, 
T h e  hills in shine and shadow. 

T h e  som her pines complaining.

And, m using here, I dream 
O f voyagers on a  stream

F ro m  whence is no rcturning.
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U nder sealéd orders going,
Looking forward little knowing, 

Looking back with idie yearning.

A nd I pray that every venture 
T h e  port of peace may enter, 

T ha t, safe from snag and shoal 
A nd siren-haunted islet.
A nd rock, th e  U nseen Pilot 

May guide them  to the ir goal.

C H I L D R E N ' S  D A Y  A T  S T .  P A U L 'S .

B y  N .  U ’A n v e r s .

’ll answer next time, 
tha t ’s ail I H ere  have 
I been shouting, ‘Leon- 
ard, Leonard ,’ and you 
take no m ore notice 
than  if a  mouse had 
squeaked. Too much 
libcrty to cali such a 
young svvell as you Ve 
become, ‘ Leonard,’ I 
suppose; we outsiders 
m ust 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; b u t then, 
Leonard Layton, or “ Double L ,” as he was somc- 
times callcd by liis school-feilows, was at this mo- 
m ent absorbed in a dream of such exquisito 
deiight th a t I don’t th ink  he would have stirred if 
a  cannon had been discharged beneath the window 
a t  which he sat. In  reality, he was b u t  a  chavity 
Ijoy, wearing the quaint costumc, since abandoned, 
which distinguished him as one of th e  Aldersgate 
W a rd  scholars; in the im aginary land, howevcr,to 
which the little fellow had  blissfully wandered, he 
was already a successful musician, stand ing  before 
an  orchestra of his own training, leading tha t 
orchestra with his inagic wand to h igher and yet 
higher triumphs. T he  first step to  tha t great resuk

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  brigh t blue eyes on 
the speaker, he said, with a smile which would have 
disarmed a less partial observar than  his b ro th e r ;

“  W ell, H arry , what ’s  the row now ?”
“ T h e  row is,” answered Harry, laying a  big 

brown hand  on Leonard’s blue serge jacket, “ that 
the choice is m ade, and  I 've been all over the place 
to look for you, and when I find you, I  bawl a t  you 
for half an hoiir, w itho u t ”

'O h ,  H a rry ,”  in terrupted  Leonard, eagerly,
“  am  I ? am  I -

“  Yes, you ’re  chosen fast en o u g h ; oíd Compton 
fixed on you the very first, though how any fellow 
could pass m e over and  take you is beyond my 
comprehcnsion entirely, and no mistake. Now 
Layton, júnior, I  p u t it to you •

Oh, don’t, H a rry ; don 't hum bug  about i t ! ” 
exclaimed Leonard ; “ you know you never really 
wanted to be i n ; you 've often said you ’re sick of it 
all, and glad your voice is cracked, so th a t they 
can’t  have you. Besides, how you ’d  tower above 
ali US little fellows 1 T h e  Street boys would laugh 
as you w ent in. Y ou rcm em ber how they shouted 
‘ F o r  children o n ly l ’ when Sinith went in a t the 
door last year, You told m e about it  yourself.”

“  AU’s well tha t ends well,” laughed H arry ; “ and
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now I 've told you my news, le t ’s  h e a r  what you 
,vcrc dreaming about when I  carne in. I  do wish, 
Len you ’d come out and  have a  jolly good fling 
between w hiles; no wonder you get called a  milk- 
5op; and where '11 be Ihe good of raother baving 

you in bere  if you go and  be i! l?”
1 sha’ n’t do that, oíd fcllow; no fear of that. 

Harry, I  m ust tell you, or I shall burst wiih think-
I th a u n ts m e a l l th v o u g h e v e ry th m g .  1 thm k

of it in school in play-tiine, m ost of all in c h u rc h ; 
it inixes itself u p  with the psalms and comes into

ihe  s e r m ó n . "
W hat does the boy m ean  ? ’’ cried Harry.

brothers’ interview was broken in upon by  the en- 
trance of some of their school-fellows, and a  few min­
utes la te ra b c l l  suvnmoned all the boys to study.

B ut even leading, w riting and arithmetic, the 
rudiinents of geography and  history, the  dry 
bones, as i t  wcre, of learning, which made up the 
whole coursc of education in the A ldcrsgate W ard, 
failed this afternoon to chase away the hnppy 
exprcssion which the good news h a d  b rought to 
Leonard’s face; and in the delight of practicing 
under a skillful teachcr th e  beautiful music to be 
performed 011 Childrcn’s D ay at St. Paul’s, he forgot 
for a  time even the haun ting  mclodies which hadW h a t  does th e  Doy m e a n r  c n c u  -  ...... - — ............. -  =

Don't laugh, H a rry ,” said Lconard, getting up sprung  from the fast great treat h e  h ad  enjoyad, 
and walking b a c U a r d  and forward with his hands T he  first m eet.ng for pract.ce tu St, Sepulchre s 
I ^ h i i n d  h is head “  H arry ,” h e  added, Church, Newgate, when a km d of foretaste cf the

b ro th l -  “ i t ’s music great day h ad  been given to  the children,^ had

that ’s haun ting  me 
not music generally
bul auí piece o f  m nsic; 
it's been therc  ever 
since tha t day in the 
country; you remem- 
ber? E verything we 
saw the re— the river, 
llie trees, the  rocks, 
the birds, even the 
boys bavesom ehowput 
ihemselves into music 
in my head, and 1 can’t 
get it out. I  've no 
voice for it.”

“ No voice— you ’ve 
got the best voice in 
the whole school,” an- 
swcred H arry , with a 
sclioolboy’s literalness;
•‘and you ’ll blossom 
into a  public singer 
yet; if  t h a t ’s w hat you 
mean, though how any 
fellow can like a  bow- 
ing and scraping life,
when he m ig h t  ”

" I  don’t m ean  th a t ;
I don’t m ean  tha t !” 
exclaimed Leonard, his 
color rising painfully 
a! his b ro ther’s evident
incnpacity lo understand hiin. “ l i n e a n  I have 
ncver learned how to wrice m u sic ; to give expies-

sion t o  ”
“ N cver leam ed  to write music? W hy , any fool 

could imítate the crabbed characters you singing 
fellows a re  so fond of. I  would n’t b reak  my heart 
about such a  trifle as that, Len, if  I  were you .” 

Leonard sighed and  was about to speaic when the

seemed to Leonardsim- 
plyperfect, and  though 
he was himself uncon- 
sciousofit, his voice had 
m ore tiran once vung 
out in his exultation 
above tha t of his com- 
panions, and  attracted 
the notice alike of the 
leader of the lit tle  sing- 
ers and o f some visitors 
in thegallery . Already, 
had he bu t known it, 
he had  taken the sec- 
ond stcp toward the 
goal on which h e  had 
set his h ea rt ;  but be- 
fore I  go on with his 
story I roust pause for 
one m om ent 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 o f  his young 
life in  the heart of the 
city. His moiher, the 
widow of a  cúrate, had 
supported he r  two boys 
as best shc could with 

he r  needle, until h e r  painful strugglc  liad 
attracted the notice of a  distant relative of her 
husband, who h ad  obtained the admission of both 
boys into the school where we first saw them. 
T h a t  poor Mrs. Layton was grateful, mostgratef.il, 
for the timely help, none who h a d  known of 
lier pi-evious dcspair could doubt, but neither did 
she ever see h e r  sons in  their charity garb or
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am ongst tlieir hum ble companions without a sigh 
from the verybotto in  of he r  heart for what might 
have been had thcir poor father lived. Harry, 
born before his parents’ troubles began, when life 
seeined to thcm  full of all m anner of beautiful pos- 
sibilities, had inherited his fathcr’s originally 
lobust constitution and happy disposition; wliilst 
Leonard, four years younger than  H airy ,— a little 
sistcr between them  having died when he was a 
baby ,—h ad  grown up in an  atmosphere of privation 
which could not bu t inaterially afFcct both his 
health  and  his character. In  every lot, however, 
those who are not willfully blind m ay recognize how 
tenderly the all-wise F a the r  provides for his chü- 
dren some conipensation for the ir 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 m ind which 
inscnsibly ieavened all who carne under his influ- 
encc. F raii as h e  was, and b y  his peculiarities 
presen tingm any a vulnerable spot for ridicule, Leon­
ard  was ne\’er bullied, and, in his presence, the 
coarse oaihs which are, alas, so often thought 
m a n ly b y  English boys, were ncver heard. Very 
eager had  been the coinpetition am ongst the 
A ldcrsgate boys for the honor of being one of 
those chosen to jo in  in the annu.al festival a t  St. 
Paul’s, yet none had  grudged Leonard his place in 
the proud ranks of the “  trebles.”

T h e  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, try in g to  picture the scene in 
which he should play his p a r t  on the morrovv.

S I N O I N C  I N  T U N E .

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

'• A h !  Leonard,” said he, “  will you take this 
note  for me to its addrcss? I t  is not a long walk, 
or I would not ask it of you .”

Leonard instantly consented and set out. I t was

L E O N A R D .

not a long w alk ; but, unfortunately, our hero fell 
into one of his revenes and lost his way. I t was 
la te ; the neighborhood in  which he found himself, 
a t  last, was new to him, and the people in the 
streets were rough and  surly. H e  was in a bad 

quarter of the town, and 
we know not w hat would 
have beeome of him , if he 
had not fallen in with a 
little girl—a  ragged liitle 
girl, b u t a  kind-liearled 
one— who led him  to the 
address h e  was st-ekirg. 
As they walked along 
together, 'he toid her of 
the approaching Chil- 
dren’s D ay  a t  St. Fatil’s, 
and of the part he was 
to ta k e in th c  ccremonics. 
Katie, tha t was h e r  ñame, 
was wild to see and he.ar 
itall. But how ? Leon­

ard  could see no plan by which such a  ragged  little 
crcature could get a place in St. Paiirs.

T he  next day he told the m aster of the incidem. 
“ Oh, s i r ! ” críed the enthusiastic Leonard, 

“ she was so kind to me, and  took so much troulile 
to show m e the way I Can’t you get he r  a  pláci­
to  see US in the ca th ed ra l; tha t ’s what she ’d  likc.
‘ I  ’d  give my head and cars to be thcre ,’ sbe said." 

“  1 am afraid I can’t do th a t ,”  said Mr. Dawson,
sm iling at the boy’s enthusiasm, “ iinless by
the way, some one said how b ig  is Katic?
You know Lucy Green ? She was to have been onc 
of the g ir ls ; she ’s sprained her foot. Thei e’s no
onc clse of her size to go ; now if Katie could ’’

“ I understand, s i r ! ”  cried Leonard, clapping 
his hands. “  You mean if Katie could wcar Lucy’s 
dress she could go inslead. Oh, it  ’s  the very, veiy 
thing. M other would manage it. Oh, sir, I may 
go now and fetch Katie ? ”

“ No, leave tha t to m e ,”  said Mr. Dawson, 
adding, almost to himself, “ I’ll arrange it with the 
mistress.”  T hen, aloud, “  You m ust go now, 
Leonard. Look out for Katie am ong the girls.” 

But, to return  to  Katie herseif. W hilst Leonard, 
converted by his m other’s rapid and almost raagic 
inanipulaiion from a jaded , shabby child, into afresh- 
looking, gentlem anly boy, is sharing  with liis 
school-fellows the h o t rolls and coffee which are to 
fortify them  for their perambulation of the paiisli 
before the ceremony itself, Katie is enduring such 
a prinking a t  the hands of an  assistaiu mistress 
as she had  nevereven im aginedin  he r  worst night- 
niare. She feit, she expressed to Leonard afler- 
wards, as if  she was being “  m ade ovcr again,” 
and  certainly the result justified h e r  somewliat
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strong cxpression. Look a t  the little 'procession 
siarting frora the school and see if you can make 
out which is Katie. But, as you are not likely to

the delights before them, and of the ir own excep- 
tional im p o rtan ce ; even the much dreaded 
beadles, who know how to rap th e  knuckles of

find out Katie for your- 
sclvcs, 1 will tell you in 
a vliispcr th a t she is on the right, near 
the top of the steps, and  cióse to  the 
girl who is looking at h e r  with wide 
open m outh ,say ing ,perhaps, “ And who a re y o u ? ”

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 rcm embrance 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. A nd now look at ihese other boys 
from another part o f  th e  city, and  rcad  in their 
dcar, prim little heads, rising from their prim little 
costumes, the good rcsults of th e  annual “ redding 
up ” to which they have been subjected. Surely 
llicse boys have never cuffed each other, shirked 
tlicir lessnns, u sed b ad  language, or chea tcda t mar- 
bles, or if tbey ever have, they never will again !

Rut it is half-past ten, and with onc accord tbc 
prncessions are  s ta r t in g o n  the perambulations or 
walking round of their parishes. W e  will not foi- 
low them all ih e  way, b u t jo in  them  again as they 
tile into St. Paul’s Church-yard, a  little h o t and 
dusty, perhaps, b u t  still buoyed up by a  sense pf

Now I don’t

restless 
boys with such 
terrible effect, 
wear benefi- 
cent expressions. 
think, do you ? tha t the one whose 
portrait we give would have the 
heart to tu rn  Katie dht, if  he should le am  of that 
little goat’s presence am ong the lambs.

W ith  what wondcring eyes Katie starcd .ibout 
h e r  in St. Paul’s C hurch-vardl W here could all
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these g rand m en, in  their long black gowns 
and tall hats, have come from .’ W ere  they 
greater, or n o t so great, as the beadles, with 
tire heavy gold sticks in their hands and 
the goid all about them ? W here  was 
Leonard now ? Oh, there he was, amongst 
a  s tream  of boys walking side by side with 
the girls. A nd  th e  banners, with the 
ñam es of the schools on them — how they 
fluttercd in  the 
wind ! I f  it was so 
beautiful outside, 
what would it be in 
the cathedra! itself?
Katie’s heart beat 
v e ry fa s ta sh e r tu rn  
carne to be ushered 
up the steps by a 
beadle, with a  very 
imposing wand o f  
office in his hand.
Suppose a t  the  last 
mom ent sheshouid 
be turned back ?

B utK atieneeded  
not to be afraid.
T h e  dreaded beadle 
even smiled a t her, 
as he ract the sweet wonder in  he r  eyes for a  ino- 
ment, and, re-assured by tha t sraile, Katie drew a 
long b reath of relicf, T h e  next m om ent she was 
in th e  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.

PAxvAítr,

T H E  S T A N D A R D  B E A R E B ,

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

She d id  not drop h e r  flowers again, 
but did her best to  imítate her compan- 
ions. W h en  she stood beneath th e  dome 
and  saw the tiers of seats some alreadv 
occupied, others waiting for the arrival of 
the schools to which they wcre ailottcd, 
Katie hardly could restrain h e r  emotion; 
b u t she m anaged to reinain outwardiy 
caim. H e r  seat happened to be low down 
and to  face the choir, so tha t she could see 
the east window, the clergy in their stalls, 
and—what she liked still bctter— ihé 
little boys in the ir white surplices in the 
choir. Iin ita ting  the action of the otlier 
girls as they took the ir places, our liitle 
K atic h id  h e r  táce in h e r  apron for a fcw 
moments, scarceiy knowing why she did 
it. T he  poor child h ad  never learned to 
piay, and yet I th ink  tha t the wish that 
went up from h e r  little heart to be always 
neat like this, was almost a prayer. Diinl;- 
and vaguely the ncw sights and sounds 
about h e r  were awaking new ambitions 

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

T he  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 a t  first gre.itly
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lauracted by two little girls am ongst the visitors,— 
I  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 
granel State robes near the Lord Mayor, toward the 

I  ccnlcr of the floor. Are these little girls, in the 
I  sirangely shaped hats which were then  coming into 
fasliiun again, any pretticr than souic of th e  charity 
girls, in the ir funny m ob-caps? I  scarcely think 
they a re ; do you ?

Just as the vast congregation rises to begin 
[ the Service, Katie catches sight o f  the banner 
I beloiiging to Leonard’s school, far, far up above 
I her licad on the right. H er eager look of recogni- 
I ion contrasts very pleasantly with the ra ther weary 
I  expression of some of the more expericnced singers. 
Jlany eycs are turned to look at two fine little sing- 

I ets, whose voices come in  sweetly toward the cióse 
I of tlic chorus,— yet one looks abstiacted, and  the 
I  othcr is half asleep. T h e  advantages the la tter has 

hatl, if they have taught h e r  to jo in  so correctly in 
ihc Hundredth Psalm, perhaps deprive he r  of a  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 com panion’s voice 
ate tu her a  sweet and  holy surprise, for never before 
lias she heard the wuncleiful, wonderful harmonies 
of this mighty chorus. But bccause th e  giris, in  their 
qnaint and many-colored coslumes, are  prettier than 
the inore soberly dressed boys, I  m ust not show un- 
fait partiality for them. I m ust leave K atie to stare 
about her, and  listen in  w ondering astonishment 
lü the music, to  re turn  to Leonard, who, peiched 
up in ra ther an  awkward position for seeing any- 
ihing above him, yet scarcely once looked down, 
and had not even i l ^ g h t  of Katié. H is whole

soul seemed to  go up with the music, and  he found 
himself wondering th a t it  did not lift up the dome 
and  escape back to  heaven, from where, he felt, it 
surely m ust have come. I f  1 followed him through 
the wholc Service, you would be as tircd as I fcar 
m any of the little ones who h ad  entered the cathe­
dral so happily  were, long long before it  was over. 
I have to tell you, instead, of ra ther a  sad conclu­
sión to  Leonard’s p a rt in the performance, and for 
this you m ust imagine all the praycrs to b e  over and 
the sermón to  have begun.

T h e  text was very suitable for the young audi- 
ence, to  whom the sermón was specially adclressed. 
I t  was, “ Be thou faithful over a  few things,” and 
both the childrcn in  w hom you and I are  interested 
were able to take in  fully all th a t th e  prcacher said. 
Katic’s attention, it  is true, often w and ered ; how 
could it be otherwise in  such an unfamiliar scene ? 
b u t  Leonard listened, eagerly hoping, in his inno- 
cent, childish way, tha t he h a d  been faithful over 
th e  few th ings trusted  to h im .  But why did the 
preacher’s head  begin to bob u p  and down?—were 
the girls pciting him  with the ir bouquets of flowers ? 
Surcly not. Leonard looked down upou llie long 
circles ofw hite Unen mob-caps beneath hiin. W hy 
were they whirling round and  round? W a s  the 
cathedral moving, or what ? T h e  dome, too, as he 
turned his eyes toward it, was spinning. Leonard, 
frightened, giddy, scarcely knowing whcre lie was, 
flung h is a rm s u p  ahove his head  and  fcll heavily 
forward upon the shoulder of th e  boy iii front of 
him.

T here  was a  stir am ongst the boys which spread 
from thcir ranks to those of the girls beneath, and 
thence to the visitors on the floor. W h a t  Leonard 
h ad  fancied, was partly coming tru e ; the mob-
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caps, if not the  preacher’s head, were bolabing up 
and down. Leonard d id not see the real thing, 
though. H e  was lifted tendeily  in Mr. Dawson’s 
arm s, and liy him carried down between ihe cords 
strained from the highest to the lowest tiers of seats, 
m ark ing  off the spaces assigned to particular 
schools.

W tien  Mr. Dawson reached the floor with his 
unconscious Ijurden, h e  was m ct by a  beadle who 
whispercd : “  L et me take h im , s i r ; where does he 
live? 1 ’ll see him safe hom e.” Mr. Dawson gave 
Mrs. Layton’s address, and  Leonard, siill uncon­
scious, was carricd out o f  the cathedral, past the 
conductor and visitors, every one tu rn ing  to look 
with sym pathy at his whitc face resting against the 
coat of the resplendently attired beadle. T he  con­
ductor, who, you reinemher, had  been struck by 
Leonard’s voice in St. Sepulchre’s Church, saw him 
carried past and determined to find out all about 
him  when he was released from the cathedral,

T H B  D I C m T A S Y ’ s  D A Ü C H T B n S .

Katie, when she saw tha t the  child who liad 
fallen was Leonard, could scarcely restrain herself 
from running  out after him. N ot one word more 
o f  the sermón 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. W hen  at last the signal for 
ieaving the cathedral carne, h e r  companion had 
rcaliy every excuse for eager injunctions to Katie 
to bchave herself.

Back again in Aldersgate W ard , Katie, scarcely 
to her regret, was compclled to resume h e r  rags, 
and she was bounding away in them  toward Mis. 
Layton’s lodgings when she m e t H arry  coining to 
seek her. Leonard was better, was asking for her. 
A n d “ Oh, Katie,” added H arry as she trottedbe- 
side him, scarcely able to kccp up with his long 
strides, “ th e re ’s such news ! T h e  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 th e re ; he has seen m other alone and 
she won ’t tell me what he said.”

B ut Katie cared nothing about Mr. Dawson; 
why should she? As she stood beside Leonard 
lyiiig back o n  the slippery horse-hair sofá palé and 
exhausted, b u t with a  smile o f  intense interest 
upon his lips, h e r  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 m e and 
be my little com panion; Leonard is going away
from me to  the other side of London, a n d  ”

“ Yes, K atie!” 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, is n’t it glovious ? ”

“ Glorious, indccd ! ” echoed H a rry ;  “ though 
how a fellow. ’s to  do without you a t  tha t stupid oíd 
school is more than this fellow, for one, can tell.”
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.Bilí the great day is over, and we m ust say good- 
Ibvc to those with w hom we have shared ils mingled 
Ipjin and joy. Y ou would like to 
|(;noiv what bccam e of them  all after- 
litard, you say ; and , as a little bird 
Ibas toid m e som ething, I  will pass ,
| , t  on to you. Let us fancy we are 
jsíanciing again at the córner of St.
I P a u l ’s  Church-yard, sixteen years 
laficr the “  Children’s D a y ” when 
1 Katie and Leonard took part in the 

procession. See, there is the con- 
1 ductor, hurry ing  in to arrange his 
1 m u s ic  before the arrival of the 
I  children. H e  is a  tall, slim man,
I KÍili hlue eyes. Is there  not somc- 
I  ihing familiar about h im ? Can it 
I be Lconard ? See h im ' turn  and 
1 smile, before he disappears in the 

cathedral! Yes, it is the very smile 
ivhich wcnt to  Katie’s heart so m any 
years ago. A nd now the crowd is 

1 thickening. Again the boys ave 
filing up, so like, and  yet so differ- 
eni, írom those we watched so long 

I ajo, T h e  knee-breeches are  gone.
I Jhe all-invading trousers have re- 
I placed them. T here  is nothing 
I very distinctive now, even about 
I ihehanner-bearersofthe'wards. But herc come the

girls, they are not changed, the mob-caps, the white 
aproas and the long white gloves m ight 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 th a t fair 
voung mistress speaking to a  beadle in the dis- 
tancc? Can it be Katie herself? Yes, it is Katie,

and  if  we could follow h e r  to  he r  lodgings after she 
has taken h e r  little charges back to Aldersg.ite

N C A I! T H E  E N D  O E  T H E  SIN G IN G . t í A C E  1 5 3 .1

W ard , we should see what a c o z y  little hom e she 
has made there for h e r  poor oíd mother.

A nd H arry  and Mrs. Layton, where are they? 
H arry  is tossing about in  a ship on the Atlantic, 
Mrs. Layton is waiting in he r  pretty  little house 
ncar London for Leonard’s re turn  honre. She 
has a delightful letter from H arry  tha t she is 
cager to share with h e r  younger son.
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B y  C h a r l e s  D u d l e y  W a r n e r .

T h i s  is  a  s a d ,  b u t  s h o r t ,  t a l e  a b o u t  a  c a t ,  o r  

p e r h a p s  a b o u t  a  r a b b i t  t h a t  p r e t e n d e d  t o  b e  a  c a t , —  

[ d o  n o t  k n o w  w h i c h .  Y o u  w i l l  p r e s e n t l y  s e e  \vhy  
i t  in i i s t  b e  s h o r t .

Some time ago a supposed friend sent me, as a 
present, what purported to be a Chínese cat. 
T hcreby  hangs a  tale ? N ot a t  aü. T he  cat 
had n’t a  sign of a  tai!, I t was said by way of 
apology and  explanation th a t all Chínese cats have 
no tails. If  this is a  fact ¡n natural history, it  is an 
absu rd fac t; f o r i t  is known tha t ali Chinam en— 
even the sinalicst—have tails, which are  callcd

cues, and  sometimes pig-taüs, b u t never cat-tails. 
A nd  it  seemed improbable and heartiess that a 
Chinaman would deny tails to his cats. However, 
I  took the kitten in, and  nam ed h e r  “ C h in a ”,—i 
ñam e she has never responded tn, to this day.

A n d  this shows the animal’s in s tinc t; for when I 
carne to  look in the dictionary, I found that, in all 
probabiüty, 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
ou t tails. I t is considered a very nice kind of cat, 
if  if is a  cat, of which I have doubts. I t is said
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that Turner, the great painter,— who was probably 
as good a judge of cats as ever lived,— kep t seven 
Manx cats always in  his house. Perhaps it was neces- 
sary to have seven M anx cats to  get the equivalent 
of one real c a t ; in m y  experience it  reqiiires more.

As I said, I  doubt if  China :s a  cat, take h e r  all 
together. Site had, as a  kitten, no tai!. H er grown 
lai! now is less than an  inch long, and  most of that 
¡s fur. It is exactly like a rabbit’s tail, th a t is, a  
kind of place for a  tail. W h en  C hina first began 
to realize h e r  existence, she evidently thought she 
was a cat, and he r  first sportive effort was to play 
wiih her tail. She looked around, a n d  there  was n 't 
any tail th e re ; the other end of her was rabbit. 
She 'vas m ortified; b u t what could she do ? She 
began, without any apology, to play with h e r  h ind 
leg, to Chase it  round and round as if  it were a  ta i l ; 
and ever after tha t she has ainused herself with her 
hind leg.

And her h ind legs are  worth playing with. For 
Ihey are not like the h ind  legs of a  cat, bu t are 
long and bend under exactly like the legs of a  rab ­
bit. When C hina sits down, she sits down like a 
rabbit. So she is neither one th ing  ñor another; 
and 1 cannot make out w hether she is a  rabbit try- 
ing to be a cat, or a  cat try ing to be a rabbit. She 
succeeds, any way, C hina is ra ther handsomc. 
Her coat is the  m ost beautiful combination of soft 
buff and ermine fur,—a most pleasing color,— and 
she is a shapely little th ing  besides, with a fine 
head and pretty face. Like some other beauties, 
however, she is not as good as she is beautiful. 
She has a  tem pcr,— can be very playful and affec- 
lionate one minute, and  scratch and bite the next 
without provocation. F rom  an infant she seemed 
lo have no conscience. She was a  perfect whirl- 
wind in the house, when the whim took h e r  to 
frolic; went over chairs and all sorts of furniture 
like a flying-squirrel; succeeded in about a  week 
in tearing off all the  gim p from the chairs and 
loiingcs, climbed the azalia trees, shook off the  blos- 
soms, and then broke the stems. Puiiishment she 
minded not a t all,— only to escape from it for the 
moinent. I  th ink she had not, as a  kitten, a  graiu 
of moral sense, and  yet she was “  awful cunning  ” 
and entertaining,— more so than  a spoiled child. 
We got a sedate oíd cat to come and  live with 
China. She drove that b ig  cat out of the house

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 a t the b ig  cat with incredible fury, 
with the blaze and  mom entum  of a little fire-ball.

Now tha t China has come to be of decent size, 
some of the vivacity and playful iiess has gone out of 
her, bu t she is really untam ed,— goes for things on 
the table, steals, and  all t h a t ; and it is m ore difficult 
than ever to  tell whether she is a  rabbit or a cat. 
W e  have another companion for her,— a  mild, 
staid oíd grandm other of a cat, with a  very big 
tail, enough for two, if  they would sharc it. China 
treats h e r  with no respect, but, on the whole, they 
get on well, quarreling only h a lf  the  time, and  con- 
sent to  live in the same house. C hina overlooks 
the intrusión.

But as to the nature  of China, this is w hat hap- 
pened recently. C hina’s mistress had undertaken 
to  raise some radishes, in  advance of th e  season, 
i n a b o x  in h e r  conservatory. I t was a  slow proc- 
ess, owing to lack of heat or lack of disposition in 
the radishes to  grow. T hey  carne up , shot up, 
grew slender, tall a nd  palé. Occasionally th e  mis- 
iress 'vould pulí up onc to see why the bottoms 
did  n ’t grow, so tha t we could eat th em ; but she 
never discovered why. T h e  plants spindled up, all 
top and no ra d ish ; and by and by they got tired 
and laid down to rest. They m ight in  time come 
to somethihg. In  fact, they began to look as i f . 
they were thickening in the stem and g o in g ^ o  
grow iii the root. One incrning they were gone. 
Gone, after wecks o f  patient watching, watering, 
and anxious expectation 1 Nilibled off cióse to the 
ground. C hina had eaten every one of them  short,

Now, does n’t tha t show that C hina is a  rabbit ? 
Will a  cat cat radish tops? T h is  is one th ing  1 
'vant to know.

T here  carne once to our house a facetious person ; 
tha t is, a  person who makes jokes likely to Ivurt 
your feelings; and he looked at the cat, and said 
it did n’t m atte r if  it  h ad  no tail, tha t I  could 'vrite 
one for it. I have done so.

But tha t makes no differencc. W ha t I want to 
know no'v from the children of St . N ich o la s  is 
this ; W ha t can I do with her ? I can neither give 
h e r  away for a cat, ñor sell her for a  rabbit. Do 
you th ink  it would coax a  tail out of her to p u t her 
under blue glass ?

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



1 5 8 H A L F  A D O Z E N  H O U S E K E E P E R S .
LIamitajt,

H A L F  A  D O Z E N  H O U S E K E E P E R S .

By K a t h a r i n e  D. S m ith .

“ W e  never can 
b e  jollier than 
this ! ” cricdLilla, 
in  a n  irrepressi- 
ble  bn rs t o f  en- 
joym ent. “ Oh, 
tha t it  m igh t ¡ast 
forever, and  that 
s e m i n a r i e s  fnr 
y o u n g  l a d r e s  
m ight b e  tnrned 
into z o o l o g i c a l  

gardens 1 T h en  we could keep house here  forever 
and take tea  with Miss Mirandy every week, if  she 
asked us. W h a t  a good supper th a t was, girls !! 
Oh, Bclle and  Jo, you ought to be overeóme with 
remorse when you th ink what you m ight give us 
to eat, if  you were oniy energetic and ingenious ! ” 

“ Y o u ’re  the very essence of thanklessness! ” 
answcrcd Bclle, in  high dudgeon. “ I t ' s  ju s t a 
fiery martyrdom to cook for you, girls, you are so 
u n g ra tc fu l! ”

“  My dear child, I  ’m  sorry for m y  rem ark ,” said 
Lilla, wiih sweet rcpentance. “  I t was very thought- 
less in  inc to rouse your anger until after the next 
meal. A ny impertinence of ours is sure to be vis- 
ited upon us in the form of oatmeal m ush, or salt 
fish and crackers.”

“  Lilla Porter, ¡f you ‘ want to  b e  an ange!,’ it

would b e  bette r  to draw your thoughts away from 

eatables for a  time. You ta lk  entircly too inuch 
about food to be elegant,” said Edith Lamlrerl, 
“ W hen  you are throtigh with your nonsensv. 1 
have something to proposc for o u r  final ‘ gond 

time.’ W e ’ve oniy four days, it ’s  true, ‘ and piiy 
’t is ’t i s  t r u e ; ’ b u t we m ust go away with fiying 
colors. and astonish the natives with our geiiius.
Now I  ”

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

“ Stop your nonsense, Jo. You rememircr, 
Belle, the time a t  school when we made a  comic 
pantomimo of ‘ Young Lochinvar,’ and  acled it 
before th e  professors?”

“ Indeed I do,”  laughed Bclle, in recollection. 
“  W e  girls took all the characters. W h a t  fon it 
was ! ”

“  Wel!, why can’t we do th a t  agnin, changing 
and  im proving it, of course? O ur boys are so 
clever and brigh t about any th ing  o f the kind. they 
would be irresistibly funny. W h a t  do you think?’' 

“ I  like the idea,” answered Sad ieW eld . “ Unele 
H arry’s large hall would be ju s t th e  place Ibr it, 
and  the stagc is already there.”

“ Yes,”  proceeded A llie ; “ we can’t think of 
anything th a t would be greater fun. How shall 
we cast the characters? You m ust be the bride,
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Belle, the ‘ fair E l le n ; ’ you will do it  better than 
anybociy. Jo  will make up into the funniest oíd 
lady for ^ mother, and the rest o f us can be the 
Pride-maidens. H ugh Pennell will be a  glorious 
Young Lochinvar, if  he can be persuaded to  run  
away with Belle.”

■ • Yes,” said Edith , “  a nd  poor Jack will have lo 
be the ‘craven bridegroom ’ who loses his bride, and 
Geoff, the ‘ stern  parien t.’”

“  Unele H arry  will read  the pocm, I know,” 
continucd Belle; “  Phil Howard, Royal Lawrence 
and Harry will be bride-men. W e  ’Il perform the 
piece in such a ti-agic way tha t each sepárate hair 
in the audience shall stand erect."

"B u t,  oh the work, g ir ls !” sighed Sadie,— 
“ woodcn horses to  be made for the elopement 
scene, Scotlish dresses, and all sorts of toggery 
[O b e  hunted up ; can we ever do it ? ”

” Honscnse; o f  course we can ,” rejoined Belle, 
energetically. “  W e  can consult every book on 
prívate theatncals, Scottish history, m anners and 
wstuines in the house. L e t us get up at five to-
morrow m orning, have a simple b reak fas to f  ”

“ Musli and m ü k ,” finishcd Lilla, with grim 
sarcasm. “  I f  tím e m ust be saved, of course it 
r.iust come out o f th eco ok ing ! How are we to d o  all 
this ainount of work on a  low diet I ’d  like to  know ?” 

“ How are the cooks to  get time fo ran y th in g  
outside the k itchen if  they hum or your unnatural 
appetite? O ut of kindness, we are going to lower 
you gradually, mcal by  meal, into the p it of board- 
ing-school fare.”

” ' Sufficient unto  the day is the evil thereof.’ I 
don’t care to be starved beforehand by way of get- 
ling used to  it,” rctorted Lilla, as she lighted the 
bedrofim candios. “  Come, girls, do p u t out the 
fire; it was sieepy-time an  hour ago, and if you 
want to see som ething 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  oíd pine-tree in the garden, 
sianding grand, solevnn and  fearless ¡ the quiet 
river, turned by K ing W inter into an  icy m irror; 
the fall below, ovcr which the watei-s tum bled too 
fiiriotisly to b e  frozen; the oíd bi'idge knitting 
together tbe 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. T h e  beautiful, snlemn 
stillncss o f tlic picture hushcd  them  into quietness, 
and Belle impulsivcly ben t her brown head down 
to the window-sill, and  whispered sofily :

“ Dcar Lord, make us puré and  white within as 
thy world is witliout.”

“  Pulí down the curtain ,” sighed Jo  ; “  it raakes 
me feel wicked ! ”

C h a p t e r  VII.

On  the  next morning, and  indeed on all those 
left of the ir stay, the six housekeepers were up at 
an alarmingly carly hour, so th a t 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. A s for the dock , it  Iield up its 
hands in  astonishment, and struck five shrill ex- 
clamation points of surprise 
to see six wide-awake girls 
tum bling out o f  the ir warin 
ncsts a t such hours.

T h e  day’s hours were 
hardly m any enough for tbe 
day’s plans ; there  were fare- 
well, coasting, skating  and 
slcighing parties, bcsideactive 
daily preparations for the 
pantomime. T h e  costumes 
of th e  boys were gorgeous to 
beholci, and  were fasbioned 
entirciy by the girls’ clever 
fingers. T hey  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
in g  of the ir stay, th e  event-

T H E  D O O K S  T U E V  C O S S U L T S D -

ful evening of “ Y oung Lochinvar,” the guests 
gathered from all the surrounding country to  see
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the  frolic. T here  were people from N orth X, 
South X, East X , and  W est X , from X  U pper 
Córner, X  Lower Córner, and X  Four Corners, 
and  everybody h ad  b rought his únele and  cousins.

In  the b ig  dressing-room, the young actors were 
asserabled,— in a  h igh state of exuberance and 
excitement, fortunately, else they would have been 
decidedly fr jghtened a t  the ordeal. Jo  was try ing 
to m ake herself look seventy; and, though  not 
succeeding, transformed herself into a  very present­
able Scottish dam e, with h e r  short satín gown and 
apron, lace kerchief and  glasses. Edith was giving 
one pointed burnt-cork eyebrow to H ugh , tha t 
he m ight wear a  sufliciently dashing and  defiant 
expression for Lochinvar. Jack  was before the 
m irror practicing his meek expression for the 
jilted  bridegroom.

Belle had sunk into a  chair, a nd  folded h e r  hands 
to “  get u p "  h e r  courage. As to her dress, nobody 
knew w hether it  was the proper one for a  Scottish 
bride or n o t;  b u t it  was th e  only availabie thing, 
and  certainly she looked in it a  very bewitching 
and  sufficient excuse for Lochinvar's rash folly. It 
was o f  some shining white material, and  carne 
below the ankle, ju s t showing a  pair o f  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 h e r  as winsome and  bonny 
as a  white Scottish rose.

Unele H arry  stumbled in a t  the  low door.
“ Are you ready, young f r y a s k e d  he ; “  it  is 

half-past seven, and  we ought to beg in .”
“ P u t out the foot-lightsj give the people back 

the ir money, and  tell them  the p rim a donna is 
dangerously i l l ! ” gasped Belle, faintly, fanning 
herself excitedly with a box-cover. “ I don’t be- 
lievc I can ever do it. H ugh , are  you perfectly 
sure our horse wont break down on the stage when 
we elope

“ C ahn yourself, ‘ fair E llen ,’ and  trust to  my 
horsemanshio. Does n ’t  the poem s a y ;

' I n  a ll  th e  w id e  b o rd er ,  h ís  s te e d  w as che b e s t ; '

an d  does n ’t this exactly em body Scott’s idea ? ’’__
pointing  to a very wild and  cross-eyed looking 
wooden efRgy m ounted on a pair of trucks.

Have you ever read  S ir W alter Scott’s  poem 
o f  “  Y oung Lochinvar.»’’ I  hope so, for they are 
brave oíd verses, albeit the  moral may not be 
the best for nineteenth-century boys and  girls. 
I t  b eg in s ;

“  O  y o u n g  L o c h in v a j  is co m e  o u t  o f  th e  W e s t r  

I n  a ll  th e  w id e  b o r d e r , ,h i s  s u o d  w a s  ih e  b e s t ;

A n d ,  s av e  h is  g o o d  b ro ad sw o rd , h e  w c a p o n  h a d  none; 
H e  ro d é  alt u o a rm e d , a n d  h e  ro d é  a ll  alone.
S o  fa ith fu l in  love, a n d  so  d a u n tle s s  lo  war,
T b e r e  n e v e r  w as k n ig h t  l ik e  th e  y o u n g  L o c h in v a r / ’

A nd then  it goes on to  say th a t h e  rodé fast and 
far, staid not for brakes, stopped not for stones, but 
all in vain ; for ere h e  alighted at Netherby G.ite 
th e  fair Ellen, overeóme by parental authority, had 
consented to be married,

"  F o r  a  I s g g a rd  !n love, a n d  a  d a s ta rd  in  w ar,
W a s  to  w ed  th e  fair  E lle n  o f  b rav e  L o c h in v a r ."

But he, no th ing  daunted, boldly enterad  the bridal 
hall am ong  bride-men and  bride-maids and kins- 
men, thereby raising so general a  commotion thai 
the  bride’s father cried a t  once (the poor craven 
bridegroom being struck quite d u m b ) ;

"  ‘ O h  co m e  y e  in  peace  h e re , o r  co m e  y e  in  w at,

O r  to  d a n c e  a t  o u r  b ridal, y o u n g  L o rd  L o c h i n v a r ? " '

T h e  lover answers with great indifference thal 
though  h e  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 h e  drinks her health wliile 
sh es igh sand b lush es , weeps a nd  smiles alternatclv; 
then h e  ta k e sh e r  “ soft h an d ,” h e r  parents frettiiig 
and fuming the while, and  leads the dance with 

—he so stately, she so lovely, tha t they are ihe 
subject of much envy and gossip. B ut while thus 
treading the measure, h e  whispers in h e r  ear some- 
th ing to  which she apparently consents, without any 
unwillingness, and at th e  r igh t m om ent they dance 
out b y  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.

“ 'S h e  is  w on ! W e  a ro  g o n e ,  o v e r  b a n k ,  b u sh  a n d  sc a u r ;

T h e y  ’ll h a v e  f lee l s ieods th a l  follow,’ q u o th  y o u n g  Lochinvar."

A s soon as the ir flight is discovered, there  is wild 
excitement and  hasty inounting of a ü  the Netherby 
c la n ; there  is racing and  chasing over the fields, 
b u t  they never recover th e  lost bride.

" S o  d a r in g  in  love, a n d  so  d a u n lle s s  in  w ar,

H a v e  y e  e ’e r  h e a rd  o f  g a lla n t  i ik e  y o u n g  L o c h in v a r? ”

U nele H arry  read the poem through in sucl¡ a 
stirring way th a t the  audience were fairly wanncd 
into in teres t; then. standing b y  the side of the 
stage with the curtain rollcd up, he read it again, 
line b y  line, or verse by verse, to  explain the action. 
D uring  the first stanza, Lochinvar made his tri- 
um phal entrance, riding a prancing hobby witli a
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sivcepingtail of raveled rope, and a  mane to m a tch ; 
gorgeoiis trappings, adorned with slcigh-bells and 
orn.imcníal paper designs, and  bunches of eotton 
lacked on for flecks of foam.

Lochinvar him self wore gray  pasteboard armor, 
a pair of carpet slippers with ferocious spurs, red 
miilcns;—and  h e  carried a  huge carving-knife. His 

I costurae alone was enough to convulse any one, 
but the m anner in  which he careered wildly about 
the stage, displaying his valorous Irorsemanship as

room on his arm, whilc the bridegroom looks on 
wretchedly, the parents quarrel, and the bride- 
maidens w h isper:

“ ’T  w «rc b e t w  b y  far 
T o  h a v e  in a tc h e d  o u r  faír  c o u ú n  w íth  y o u n g  L o c h in v a r / '

A t the first opportunity, the guests walk leisurely 
out, a nd  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;

B S F O R E  T H E  P L A Y .

he rodé lo the wedding, was perfectly irresistible. 
The ncxt scene opens in N etherby 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 
¡wliteness’ sake. T h en  follows a  comical panto- 
mime between the angry  parents, who dem and his 
intentions, and  the adroit Lochinvar, who declares 
them tobe  peaceful. T h e  fathcr (Geoffrey Strong) 
at last gives unwilling pcrmission to drink one ciip 
of wine and lead one mcasure with the bride. Shc 
hisses the goblct (a quart d ipper), he quaffs off the 
liquor and throws down th e  cup. Fair Ellen 

with pleasurc, and prom enades about the 

VoL. V I .— 12.

he pleads; she shows signs of surrender; h e  begs 
on iiis hended knees; she yields at length, with a 
b ro ad g r in , to the plan of the clopement. T hen  
he darts to the outside door and  brings in  his 
chargcr (ra ther a iinique proceeding, b u t neces- 
sary under the circumstances). As the flight was 
to b e  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 
th e  horse-blankets, and th e  front legs of the animal 
pranced gayly out in  front, tak ing  tha t startling
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and decided curve only seen in pictures of mowing- 
macbines and horse-trots. Lochinvar quiets his 
fiery beast and  swings Ellen up to the saddle, himself 
ju m p s up, waves his tal! hat in triumph, and starts 
off a t  a  snail’s pace, the horse being dragged by a 
rope from behind the scenes. W h en  half-way 
across the stage, Ellen nudges h e r  lover hastily 
and  seeins to have forgotten something, Every- 
body in the room at once guesses it m ust be her 
baggage- She explains earnestly in  pantomim e ;
Lochinvar refuses to go b a c k ; she insists; he 
rem ains firm¡ 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 h o u se ; Elien 
runs up a  back stair-way and comes down laden 
with maidenly traps. G reatly  to  the m erriment 
of the observers, she loads them  on the docile 
horse, in the face o f  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 rcm ounted ju s t as her 
lovcr’s patience is ebbing. T he  second tvip across 
the stage was accomplished in  safety, titough with 
anyth ing  b u t the flectness coinmon to elopements.

T h en  carne the pursuit. F our b iide-m en on 
slashing hobby-horses, ju m p in g  fences, leaping 
bars and  ditcbes in  hot excitem ent! four bride- 
maids, with handkerchiefs tied over thcir heads, 
running  h ither and th ither in confusión; tbe 
oíd m other and  father, lim ping in and  strain- 
ing  the ir eyes for a sight of their refractory 

d aug h te r; and  last of all, poor Jack, th e  deserted proved to be the parting  words of th e  “  Jolly Six." 
bridegroom, with never a  horse left to him, '
p u f f i n g  a n d  p a n t i n g  i n  h i s  a n g r y  c h a s e .  I t  w a s  “  are ih« sccnea of vacaüon,

d o n e !  H o w  p e o p l e  l a u g h e d  t i l l  t h e y  c r i e d ,  h o w  w han  fond tacolloctb^^
, • J „V.. The coasiing, ihe sleigh-ndes, and—chief recteation—

they contm ued to laugh for five minutes after- That gayest of picnics with squires so trae.

I cannot begin to tell 
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 bevv 
of young folks. The 
lights a t  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, a lthough the paity 
was m uch  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 
bañes of existence ! ”

“  1 am  as savage as a— a hydran t o r any other 
monster,” snapped Jo. “ Now I know how Eve 
m ust have felt when she had  to pack up and  leave 
the garden ; only she went because she insisted 
upon eating  of the tree o f  knowledge, while I must 
go and eaC w hether I will or no t.”

“ Y our appetite is n’t  so great tha t you ’il ever 
be troubled with indigestión,” dryly rejoined Sadie, 
the  student of the “  sbc.”

“  Fancy starting off a t e ight to-raorrow morn­
in g ;  fancy reaching school a t noon, and sitting 
stupidly down to  a dinner of fried liver and 
cracker-pudding ! U gh ! it makes me shivcr,” 
said Allie.

“ T hink  o f  US,” cried Geoff, “ going back to 
college, and settling into regular ‘ digs ! ’ ”

“ No s la n g !” scolded Edith , saucily. “ I f  ‘digs’ 
is a  contraction of dignitaries, you ’ll certainly 
never b e  th o se ; i f  you mean you are  to  delve into 
the mines of learning, tha t ’s doubtful, to o ; but if 
it ’s a  corruption of D ig-ger Indian, I  should say 
there m ight be some forcé in  your rem ark.” 

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

It was afternoon of the next day. T he  six little 
housekeepers were gone, and the dejected boys 
went into the garden to take a  last look at the 
cm pty cottage. On the door was a long  piece of 
fiuttering white paper, tied with black crape. It
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And n ow , lo rn  a w a y  from  th e  lovcd  s ítua tlcn ,
The b u m p  o f  c o n c « t  will exp losive ly  sweil,

As p ro u d ly  w c th in k , n e v e r  s in ce  llie c read o n ,
Did a n y  y o u n g  h o u sckoepers  k e e p  h o u s e  so  wclU

Rut ih o u g h  o u r  g r e a t  g e n iu s  so  h ig h ly  w e ’v e  ra ted ,
^ e t  all th a t  ü e lo n g s  to  th e  k l tch en , w e  k n o w ;

And fcel th a t  from  in fancy  w e  h a v e  b een  faied 
Fo t sc ru b b in g  a n d  co o k in g  far m o re  th a n  for show-

I1 ie  c o o k a to v e  a n d  d¡sh-{>an to  ua a r e  so  ch a rm ln g ,
So tvothaom e th e  co m p o u iid s  w e  often  h a v e  m ixed,
T h a t  th o u g h  y o ti  m ay  chínk  th e  n e w s  v e ry  a la rm ín g ,

On hoQ sckeeping  e v e r  o u r  m ín d s a re  a ll  fixed .“

This nonscnse the boys read  with hearty  laugh- 
ter, and la tching th e  gate behind them, they went 

I off, Icaving the place verily descrted.
The sctting siin shone rosily in  a t  the piazza win- 

do«'i but fell blankly against a  gray cuvtain, instead 
of smiling into six laughing faces as before.

A noisy crowd o f  sparrows scttled on the bare 
braiiches over the door-step, and  twittered as if 
expecting the supper of b read-cnim bs which girlish 
hands had been 'vont to throw  them , and  at last flew 
aivay disappointed. In  the oíd house opposite, 
Miss Mirandy sat in lier high-ljacked chair knitting 
as fiercely as ever, while Miss Jane  was at h e r  post 
by the window, drearily watching the sun go down.

She turned away with tlie glow of a new thought 
in  h e r  wrinkled face. ‘ 'M i r a n d y ! "  called she, 
sharply.

No answer but the sharp click of knitting-ucedles. 
“  Mirandy Sawyer ! W hat do you say to—  

adopting—of— a child ! ’’
Miss Jane never sugared he r  pills, but cast them 

uncoated into the wide-open m ouths of listeners.
“ I tseem s like a  streak of sunshine had  gone 

out the place with them  young creeturs, and I 
th ink  we ’vc lived here  alone long enough 1 I 
should like to give one girl a  chance of being a 
brighter, livelier woman than I be. Yes, you may 
drop your knitting, Mirandy, b u t you know it as 
well as I do ! ”

No wonder tha t Miss Sawyer looked very much 
as if  she h a d  been struck by lightning; the more 
wonder tliat the quiet oíd house did n 't  shake to its 
foundatiou, when this proposalwas made. Indeed, 
oíd Tnbby on the hearth -n ig  did wake up, startled, 
no doubt, by the conscioiisness th a t a  child's hand 
m ight pulí h e r  tail in futiire days.

So, happiness, after all, is of some good in the 
world, since half a dozcn happy  younghousekeepers 
showed two unhappy oíd ones the need o f love and 
checrfulness to  b righ ten  their lives.

C K R I S T M A S  U B L L S .
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T H E  O L D  S T O N E  B A S I N .

B y  S U S A N  C O Ü L I D G E .

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.

I t falis in a gray  stone basin.
A nd over the cool wet brink

T he  heads of thirsty horses 
Each mom ent are stretchecJ to drink,

A nd pecping between the crowding heads 
As the horses come and  go,

“ T he  G iñ of T hree  Little S is te rs”
Is read on tlie stone below.

Ah, beasts are not taught letters,
T hey  know no alphabei;

A nd ncvcr a horse in  all thcsc years 
H as read  the ivords, and  yet

I thm k tha t each toil-worn creature 
W ho stops to drink  by the way,

His thanks in his own dum b fashión 
To the sisters small m ust pay.

Years have gone by since busy hands 
W rought a t the basin’s stone;

T he  kindly little sisters 
A re all to women grown.

I do not know their hom e or fates 
O r the ñam e they bear to men

But the sweetness o f  the ir gracious ’deed 
Is just as fresh as then.

A nd all life long, and after life,
T hey  m ust the happier be

F o r this “  Cup o f  W ate r  "g iv e n  by the.., 
w h e n  they were children three.
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S O M E  M A L A Y A N  D A N C E S .

B y  F a n n i e  R o p e r  F e u d g e .

W h ile  on a  cruise am ong the islands of the M a­
nyan Archipelago, our ship put in a t Batavia for a 
'veek’s repairs. Batavia is the D utch capital of Java, 
«tiolly under the control of H o lla n d ; and  ¡ts 

architecture, and  D utch  man neis o f  living, 
■"ake one feel as if  every house had  been  built 
11 far-away A m sterdam , then boxed up, people, 
urniiure, and all, and  sent by ship across the 
‘■aiers. So, 10 know any th ing  of the natives to 
«•hom this great, beautifulisland originallybelonged, 
o their habits, dress, and  amusements, one must 
*isít the Malayan settlemcnts of the in te r io r ; and

a little party  of us determined thus to spend the 
week of our ship’s stay a t  Batavia.

W e had made the acquaintance o f  a petty 
chieftain, who once had been in the Service of the 
R ajah 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 S u ltá n , 
as he is callcd 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 R ajah not only gave 
US a cordial welcome to his palace, b u t also invitcd 
US tod ine, and  after a sum ptuous rep as to í  Malayan 
dainiies servedin Malayan style, he callad in, for 
our entcrtainment, his favorita bands of singing 
and  dancing girls. T he  dancers carne first. They 
were lovely, graceful little creatures, hardly beyond 
the ir chiidhood, with bright faces, and pretty, 
girlish m otions; 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, th a t 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. T hey  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 he r  wreath very much as little girls 
sometimes use a  hoop, in  such games as “ thread- 
the-needle,” and “ running the gauntle t.” In  
truth, one of these Malayan dances was almost 
idéntica] with the latter game, as I  used to play it 
in m y  school-days— with only the difference tha t 
these orientáis used the ir flower-wrcaths to jum p 
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 th rough  a  whole line of wreathed arches 
th a t were held in place, each b y  a  holder on either 
side, the  flying Icapers clearing each wreath at a 
bound, without the pause o f  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, th a t there was 
seldom a  neck carrying either two or none. T he  
entcrta inm ent closed by the entire  company, with 
band  jo ined in  hand , dancing in a graceful ring 
around the S ultán ; and  each, as she carne 
with the great man, laid h e r  wreath and crown, 
with a  profoimd salaam, a t his feet, and  again 
jo ined her companions. T hen  all passed out, 
leaving behind two huge pyram ids of lovely natural 
flowers, th a t loadcd the air with fragrance.

At Bandony we attended a  gam m elang , a  sort 
of half-play and  half-concert, of which high-bred 
Malays are very fond; b u t in which the lower 
class never indulge. T here  were about three 
hundred  instriiments, timbréis, cymbals, drums, 
violíns, triangles, tom-toms, horns, and flutes; 
and the deafening d in  prod.uced by the combina- 
tion, I cannot begin to describe. T h e  very thought

of it causcd my ears to tingle for a weck .after- 
w ard ; b u t the natives said the music was excellerit 
and  I  suppose it was, if only thcre h ad  been less 
of it. F o r  the Malays are  the most musical people 
of th e  East, and I have heard  them  sing songs of I 
wonderful swcetness.

Some girls and boys acted a  comical little Parce 
just after the noisy music I  have dcscribed; atid I 
the  pretty, girlish performers were very fancifullr 
dressed. But I  thought the gam e scarcely a fair 
one. F o r  each dainty damsel would single out ore I 
of he r  boy admiréis, a n d  invite his approach bv I 
offering him  a flower, or ho ld ing  out her hand I 
toward him , and then, the m om ent he carne witbin 
a n n ’s length, she would throw a  bon-bon in his 
face, and  retreat behind h e r  companions, whn all 
joined h e r  in laughing merrily a t  the  youth’s 
cliscomfiture. T he  last we saw of them  the whole 
gi oup were dancing gayly beneath a live palni-tree, 
and the next m om ent, tree, maidens and  all disap 
peared, none of us knew how or where. A t least, I 
did not. T he  natives, however, who are used to 
such wonderful feats, took the disappearance very 
coolly ; but our unaccustomed eyes gazcd w¡tii 
untold wonder a t  the vacant space, where, but a 
mom ent before, we had  seen growing, in iropic 
luxuriancc, this m am inoth tree, loaded with Icnves, 
fruits, and flowers.

A t  a  later day we had an opportunity  o f  wiincss- 
ing  the “  sword-dnnce ” of the Malays, the most 
notcd o fa l l  their national dances. Ordinarily, iiis 
perfornied by some thirty or íorty ten-year-old Irds, 
who are irained to thc ir vocation from a  very carly 
a g e ; b u t who practice it in public only for a ycar 
or so, before they are  set aside as no longer suffi- 
ciently light and agüe for this very peculiar dance. 
•The boys are rigged out in very fantastic costumc, 
the ir hals especially, which are fancifully adonu-d 
with the plum age of m.any-colored birds, ínter- 
mingled with briglitly g leam ing jewels. T he  only 
weapons used are wooden sw ords; b u t the youthful 
gymnasts sccm thoroughly in earnest, and rush upon 
one another with all the fury of real combatanís. 
the ir eyes gleaming fiercely, and  their dark  faces 
glowing with excitement. T h ey  all branclish ihcir 
swords with great dexterity, dealing  blows sidcwise, 
and  even backwarcl, while they are  in the ver)' act 
o f  whizzing and whirling round the room in a  rapid 
gallopade. T heir  motions are  not less graceful 
than enthusiastic; and though the company is 
numeroiis, and  the turns and thrusts are siidden, 
none seem taken unawares; ñor is there  even tlie 
slightest apparen t confusión. Sometimes single 
combats foüow the general engagem cnt, cacti 
selecting his own opponent; b u t the boys are so 
wcll m atched in  regard to size, and all are so pei- 
fectly trained, tha t really there seems little advan-
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I ,a-e to be gained. T h e  grand climax of the whole 
affair 'S forcé two of the ir leadcvs into a córner, 
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 Víctor then  receives as a prize a real sword, 
and is thenceforth honorably discharged from fur- 

I iher triáis of his skill; while the unfortunate lad 
I «Im permitted him self 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 m ost pa r í of a 
long, loose “ sarong,” or petticoat, in  place of 
trousers, and a tight-fitting jackct of white or red 
cotton; b u t the garb of the princes is very gorgeous.

T h e  ta jahs wore sarongs oi heavy silk, jackeis of 
velvet richly erabroidered in  gold and tiny seed- 
pearls, and jewcled girdles th a t 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. T he  
display of wealth in the palaces of these native 
chiefs was far beyond what we expccted to find; 
b u t  we learned afterward tha t Maiayan “ sultans" 
are pírate chiefs as w cll; and though they don’t, 
in  pcrson, rob or m urder on the h igb seas, they 
derive enorm ous revenucs from the piratical bordes 
tha t everywhere infest the Malay Archipelago.

T H E  K I N G ' S  C H U R C H .

A  SWEDISH LEGEND.

rr, - 'T 'H E R E  was once a king, 
who, to the honor and 
glory of God, erected a  
magnificent cathedral, 
and, by  his express 
order, no one was al- 
lowed to contribute to 
it  even a shilling, for 
h e  wishcd to complete 
it  all alone a t  his own 
expensé. So it  was 
done, andbeautifu land 
granel stood the cath- 
edralin  a llitspo m p and  
splcndor. T h en  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 h ad  contributed thereto  a  single 
shilling. B ut when the tablet had  rem ained up 
One day and  one night, the inscription was altcred 
in the night, and in place of the k ing’s ñam e was 
another, and  it was the ñam e of a  poor woman, so 
that now it stood written th a t she h a d  built the 

splcndid cathedral.
This cnraged the k ing to the highcst degree, and 

he iinmediately liad her ñam e erased and his own 
inscribed again. But the next day the poor 
ivoman’s ñam e was again found upon the tablet, 
and again the people read  tha t she h ad  built the 
temple. F o r  th e  third tim e the king's ñam e was

replaced in the inscription, and  for the th ird  time 
it  vanished, and the other appeared in  its stead. 
T h en  the k ing pcrceived th a t it was the finger of 
G od which h ad  written, and he sent for the woman 
and  b ro u g h th e rb e fo reh is  thronc. F u l lo f  anguish 
and  terror, shc stood in tbc presence of the king, 
who addressed he r  th u s :

“  W om an, a  wonderful th ing  has occurred. Now, 
before God, and  to save thy  life, tell m e  the truth. 
Didst thou not hear m y  com mand tha t no one 
should contribute anything to the cathedral? H ast 
thou, notwithstanding, givcn som ew hat?”

T h en  the woman fell hum bly at the king’s fcet 

and  s a id ;
“  M ercy! my lord, the k ing  ! U n der  thy favor 

will I  acknowledge all. I am  a very poor woman, and 
earn  my bit of bread by spinning, so th a t I  nced 
not die of hunger, and, having saved up a  shilling,
I wished, for G od’s honor, to give it to the building 
of thy temple. But, O k i n g ! I feared thy  ordi- 
nance and th y  stcrn  thrcatenings, and  therefore I 
bought with m y  shilling a  bundle of hay and 
strewed it before the oxen th a t d iagged  the stone 
for thy  church, and  they ate it. So I sought 
to fulfill my wish without iransgressing thy com­

m and .”
W hen  the k ing  heard the woinan's worcls, he 

was much moved, and  pcrceived tha t God had 
looked into h e r  good heart, and acccpted he r  offer- 
in g  as a  richer contribution than all he had lavished 
upon the costly temple. T he  m onarch then 
bestowed rich gifts upon the woman, and  meckly 
accepted the rebuke that G od h ad  givcn him.
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© p i í s i m a s  H a j ! .

“ i» i&í feigfe£Bl, a ró  on eatl|r p ina ,

goob tó i l  lobarb  nun." ^

“A n d  a ll  íhc angels in  heaven sh a ll s in g  
On C hristm as D ay,

on C hristm as D a y j  
A n d  a ll  the angels tn  heaven sh a ll s in g  

' , On C hristm as D a y

lite m o m in g  I"

■ '‘11511,4 ‘ -----

W hen  Christmas m orning comes, they sav 
T he  whole world knows i t ' s  Christmas D a ^  

T h e  very cattle in  the stalls ’
Kneel when the blosséd m idnight falls 

A nd all the n ight the heavens shine 
W ith  lustcr of a light divine. ’

w ".®  róildren  lean
W ith  Merry Christmas ! " m  the ir sieep' 

A nd dream  about the Christmas-trec 
Or rise, their stockings filled to sec. ’ 

Swift come the hours o f  jo y  and  chcer, 
O f loving friend and kindred dear; 

O f gifts and  bounties in the air 
S pedby  the “  M errv Christmas !’’ 

pi-ayer.
ri W hile th rough  it all, so sweet and 

strong,

Is heard the holy angeís’ song ;
Glory be to  God above í 

O n earth  be peace and  helpful 
.-»• lov e! ”

Anct on t h e  S tree t,  or h e a r t s  w ith in ,

J ljj! '  L he  Christmas carolings beg in ;

“ ¡Vahen, C hristian children,
Up a n d  le t us sing ,

¡V ith g la d  voice the  praises 
O f ou r new-horn K ing.

“ Come, ñor fe a r  to seek 
H im ,

C hildren though w e be;
Once H e  sa id  o f  children,

'L e t them come to m e.'

“H aste w e then to welcome,
W ith  a jc yo u s lay,

C hrist, the k in g  o f  g lory,

B orn  fo r  us to-day."
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B E H I N D  T H E  W H I T E  B R I C K .

B y  F r a n c é s  H o d g s o n  B u r n e i t .

I t began with A un t H etty’s being out of temper, 
la’hich, it m ust be confessed, was nothing new. 
lAíiis best, A un t H e tty ’s tem per was nonc of the 
Imost charmingi and  this m orn ing  it  was at its 
lworst- She h ad  awakened to the consciousness of 
Iba'ing a liard day’s work before her, and  she had 
laivakened late, and so every th ing h ad  gone wrong 
I  from the first. T here  was a  sharp ring  in  he r  voice 
Iwhen she carne to Jcm ’s bedroora-door and  called 
lout.‘‘ Jemima I G et up this m in u te ! ”

Jciu knew w hat to expect when A unt Hetty 
Ibegan a day by calling h e r  “ Jem im a.” I t  was 
loneof the poor child’s grievances th a t she had 
I  been givcn such a n  ugly  ñame. In  ail the books she 
had rcad, and  she h ad  read  a  great many, Jem 
never had m e t a  heroine who was called Jemima. 
But it had been h e r  m other’s favorite sister’s ñame, 
and so it had fallen to  her lot. H er m other always 
called her “ Jem ,” or “  Mimi,”  which was much 

I prethcr, and even A u n t H etty  only reserved Jem im a 
íor unpleasant state occasions.

li was a dreadful day to Jem. H e r  m other was 
I not at home and  would n o t be until night. Sbe 
I had been called away unexpectedly and had been 

obiiged to leave Jem  and  the baby to A unt H etty ’s 
I  mercies.

So Jem found herself busy enough. Scarcely 
I had slie finished doing one th ing  when A u n t H etty 
I told her to beg in  another. She wiped dishes and 

picked fruit and  attended to the baby, and  when 
bahy had gone to sleep, and  everything else seemed 

I disposed of, for a  tim e at least, she was so tired 
ihat she was g lad to sit down.

And then she thought of the book she had been 
readingthe n igh t before,—a  certain delightful story- 
hook, about a little girl whose ñam e was Flora, 
and who was so happy  and  rich  and  pretty and 
good ihat Jem  h ad  likened he r  to  the little prin- 
ctsses one reads about, to whose christening feast 
every fairy b rings a gift.

“ I shall have tim e to finish my chapter before 
dinnor-time com es,” said Jem , and she sat down 
simgly in one córner of the wide old-fashioned 
fitc-place.

Biit she had not read  more than  two pages 
before something dreadful happcned. A un t Hetty 
earno into the rooin in a  great hurry ,— in such a 
burrj’, indeed, th a t she caught he r  foot in the 
niatting and fell, s triking h e r  elbow sharply against 
íchair, which so upset he r  tem per th a t the moment 
she found herself on he r  feet she flew at Jera.

‘ ‘ W h a t ! ” she said, snatching the book from her,
“  R eading again, when 1 am running  all over the 
house for you ? ” A nd she flung the pretty  little 
blue-covered volume into the fire.

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

“ You are  a wicked woman ! ” cried Jem, in a  
dreadful passion, to A u n t Hetty. “ You are a  
wicked w oman.”

T h en  m aiters reached a  climax. A un t H etty 
boxed her ears, pushed her back on h e r  little foot- 
stool, and  walked out o f  the room.

Jem  hid  h e r  face on h e r  arm s and cried as if 
he r  heart would break. She cried until h e r  eyes 
were hcavy, and she thought she should be obiiged 
to go to slecp. But just as she was th inking of going 
to  slccp, som ething 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 it h ad  come from. 
T he  chimney was so very wide tha t this was easy 
enough. She could see where the m ortar had 
fallen from the side and  Icft a  white palch.

“ How white it looks against the b la c k ! ” said 
Jem. “  I t  is like a  white brick am ong the black 
ones. W h a t  a  queer place a chim ney is! I can 
see a  b it of the blue sky, I th in k .”

A nd then a funny thou gh t carne into herfancifut 
little head. W h a t  a  many th ings were bu rn ed  in 
the b ig  f ire-p lace, and vanished in  smoke or 
tinder up the chimney 1 W here did everything 
go ? T here  was Flora, for instance,— Flora who 
was represented on ihe frontispiece,— with lovely, 
soft flowing hair, and a  little fringe on h e r  pretty 
round forehead, crowned with a  circlet of daisies, 
and a  laugh in h e r  wide-awake round eyes. W here  
was she by this tim e ? Certainly there was nothing 
left of h e r  ¡n the fire. Jem  almost began to cry 
again a t  the thought.

“  I t was too h ad ,” she said. “  She was so pretty 
and  funny, and  I did like her s o ! ”

I daré  say it scarcely will be credited b y  unbe- 
lieving people when I tell them  w hat happcned 
next, it was such a very singular thing, indeed.

Jem  felt herself gradually lifted off h e r  little 
foot-stool.

“  Oh ! ” she said, timidly. “  I  fcel very light.” 
She did feel light indeed. She fck  so light that 

she was sure she was rising gently in th e  air. 
“ O h ! ” she said, again. “ H o w — how very
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iight I  fee l! Oh, dear ! I  ’m  going up the chim- 
ney ! ”

I t  was ra ther strange tha t shc never thought 
of calling for help, b u t she did not. She was not 
easily ír igh tencd; and  now she was only wondcrfully 
astonished, as shc reinemlDered afterward. She 
shu t h e r  eyes tight and  gave a  little gasp.

“  I ’ve heard A u n t H etty ta lk  about tíic draught 
drawing things up the chimney, but 1 ncver kncsv 
it was as s t ron g  as this,”  she said.

She went up, up, up, quietly and steadily, and 
without any uncomfortablc fccling a t  a l l ; and then 
all a t once she stopped, feeling tha t h e r  fcet rcsted 
against som ething solid. She opened he r  eyes 
and looked about her, and there she was, standing 
r igh t opposite the white brick, her feet on a tiny 
ledge.

“  W el!,” she said, “ this is funny.”
B ut the next th ing  tha t happened was funnier 

still. She found, th a t \vithout th inking w hat 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. T he  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.”

T he  white brick moved a little, and  some more 
m ortar and  soot fell, then the brick moved a little 
more, a nd  then  it slid aside and left an open space.

“  I t ’s a  room ! ” cried Jem . “  T h ere  ’s a room 
behind it.”

A nd so there was, and  before the open space 
stood a  pretty  little girl, with long lovely hair, and 
a  fringe on h e r  forehead ! Jem  clasped he r  hands 
in amazement. It was Flora, herself, as she looked 
in  the picture, and F lo ra  stood laugliing and 
nodding.

“  Come in ! ” she said. “  I thought it was you.”
“ But how can I come in through such a little 

p lace?” asked Jem.
“  O h, tha t is easy enough,” said Flora. “  Here, 

give rae your h an d .”
Jem  did  as she told her, and  found th a t it was 

easy enough. In  an  instant she had  passed through 
the opening, the white brick had gone back to its 
place, and she was standing by F lora’s side in a 
large room — the nicest room she had  ever seen. 
I t  was b ig and  lofty and  light, and  there wcre all 
kinds of delightful things in it,—books, and flowers, 
and playthings, and pictures, and  in one córner a 
great cage full of love-birds.

“  Have I ever seen i t  before ? ”  asked Jem , glanc- 
ing  slowly round.

“ Yes,”  said Flora, “ You saw it last night— in 
your mind. D on’t you rem em ber it?  ”

Jem  shook he r  head.

’ I feel as if  I  did, but •
“  W h y ,” said Flora, laughing, “  it ’s my room, 

the one you read about last n ig h t.”
“  So it  is ,” said Jem. “  But how did you come | 

h e r e ? ”
“  I can’t tell you th a t; I myself don’t know, bui I 

I am  here, and  so,” ra ther mysteriously, “ are a | 
great m any  other th ings.”

“ A re t h e y ? ” said Jem , very much 
intercsted. “ W h a t  tliings? Burned 
th ings? I was just wondering

N ot only burned  th ings,” said Flora, nodding. 
“ Ju s t come with me and I ’ll show you some- 
th ing .”

She Icd the way out of the room and do«n a 
little passagc with several dooi s in each side of it. 
and she opened one door and showed Jem what 
was on the other side of it. T h a t 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. T here  were big 
soft balls, rattles, horses, woolly dogs, and  a  dolí 
or s o ; there was one low cushioned chair, and a 
low table.

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

“ W h a t  a funny little v o ic e !” said Jem, bul 
she h a d  no sooncr said it  than she jum ped  back.

T h e  owner of the voice who had ju s t come for­
ward was no other than  Baby.

“ W h y ,” exclaimed Jem, b e g in n in g 'to  fcel 
frightened, “  I left you fast asleep in your crib.”

“ D id y o u ? ” said Baby, somewhat scornfully.
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,< 71,at ’s just the way with yuu grown-up people. 
You tliii'k you know everything, and  yet you have 
n't discrction enough to know when a pin is sticking 
¡uto one. Y o u ’d know soon enough if you had 
Ine sticking into your own back .”

‘•But I ’m not grown up ,” stam m cred Jem,
- and when you are a t hom e you can neither walk 

' ñor talk: you ’re not six m onths oíd 1 ”
“ Well, Miss,” re tortcd  Baby, whose wrongs I seemed to have soured he r  disposition somewhat,

' •• vou have no need to throw tha t in my te e th ; 
vou were not six m onths oíd, either, when you were

myage.”
Jem  c o u ld  n o t  h e l p  l a u g h i n g .

•• Vou have n ’t got any teeth  ! ” she said.
“ llave n’t I ? ” said Baby, and  she displayed two 

beautiful rows with some haughtiness of manner.
•‘ When 1 am up he re ,” she said, “  I am  suppUed 
ivith the modern conveniences, and  that ’s why I 
never complain. Do 1 ever cry when I am asleep ? 
I t ’s not falling asleep I object to, i t ’s falling 

awake.”
“ Wait a  m inute ,” said Jem. “ Are you asleep 

now ? ”
‘ I ’m what you cali asleep. I can only come 

licrc when I ’m  what you cali asleep. Asleep, 
indccd! I t ’s no wonder we always cry when we 

liavc 10 fall awakc.”
'• liut we don’t mean to  be unkind to you,” pro- 

tested Jem, mcckly.
She could not help th inking Baby was very severe.
“ Don’t mean ! ” said Baby. “  W ell, why don’t 

vou think more, then ? How would you like to 
iiavc all the nice things snatched away from you, 
and iill the oíd rubbish packed off on you as if  you 
liad n’t any sense ? How would you like to have 
to sit and stare a t  th ings 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 m anner ? A nd then be scoldcd and 
called ‘ c ro s s l ’ I t ’s no wonder wc are bald. 
Vou ’d be bald yourself. I t ’s trouble and worry 
lliai kccp U S  bald until we can beg in  to take care 
of Dursclves. I had more hair than  this a t first, 
but it fell off, as well it  might. No philosopher 
ever thought of that, I suppose I ”

"W ell,” said Jem , in despair, “ I hope you 
enjov vourself when you are  here  ? ”

"Ves, I  do ,” answered Baby. “ T h a t ’s one com­
fort. There is no th ing  to knock m y  head against, 
and things have patent stoppers on them , so tha t 
ihey can’t roll away, and  everything is soft and 
easy to pick u p .”

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

"  I suppose you would like m e to show you 
round,” she said.

“  N ot if you have any objcction,” replied Jem, 
who was ra ther subducd.

“  I would as soon do it as no t,”  said Baby.
“  You are not as bad as some people, though you 
do get my clothes twisted when you hold m e.”

U pon the whole, she seemed ra ther proud of her 
position. I t was evidcnt she quite regarded herself 
as hostess. She held h e r  small bald head  very 
high indeed, as she tio tted  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 F lo ra  only 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 lettcrs.

T he  door opcned, apparently without assistance, 
and they entered the apartmcnt.

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

She m ight well be astonished. I t was such a 
long room tha t she could not see to the end of it, 
and it was piled from floor to ceiling with toys of 
every description, and  there was such bustle and 
buzzing in it tha t it was quite confusing. T he  
bustle and  buzzing aróse from a  very curious cause, 
too,— it was the bustle and buzz o f hundreds o f tiny 
m en andw om cn who were w ork inga t little tablcs no 
h igher than  mushrooins,— the pretty tiny women 
cutting  out and  sewing, the pretty tiny m en sawing 
and  ham m ering, and all talking at once. The 
principal person in the place escaped Jem ’s notice 
at f i r s t ; b u t it  was not long before she saw h im ,— 
a little oíd gcntleman, with a  rosy face and  spark- 
ling eyes, sitting a t  a  desk, and  writing in a book 
almost as b ig  as himself. H e  was so busy th a t he 
was quite excited, and  h ad  been obiiged to tbrow 
his white fur coat and cap aside, and he was at work 
in his red waistcoat.

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

W hen  he tu rned  round, Jem  recognized him 

at once.
“ E h !  E h ! ” hesaid . “ W h a t!  W h a t!  W h o ’s 

this, Tootsicums ? ”
Baby’s m anner became very acid indeed.
“ 1 should n ’t have thought you would have said 

that, Mr. C laus,” she remarked. “ I can’C help 
mvself down below, but I  gcnerally have my rights 
respccted up here. I should like to  know what 
sane godfather and godmother would give one the 
ñam e of ‘ Tootsicums ’ in  one’s baptism. T hey  are
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bad enough, I m ust say; b u t I  never heard o fan y  
of them  calüng a person ‘Tootsicum s’.”

‘‘ Come, come ! ” said S. C-, chuckling comfort- 
abiy, and rubbing  his hands, “ D on’t be too 
dignified,— i t ’s a  bad thing. A nd don’t be too 
practica! and fond of taking unpracticai people 
down,— that ’s a bad thing, too. A nd 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.”

T hen  he turned suddenly to  Jem.

" S .

How

Jem.

iiu!
SAy

B I R D i E  A N D  « B R  P B T  D O L L .

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

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

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

“ I ’m very glad indeed to see you, sir,” said 
Jem . “  I was n 't quite s u r e   ”

But there  she slopped, feeling tha t 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, h o ! ” he said. “ You know who 1 nm 
then ,” ’

Jem  hesitated a m om ent, wondering whether it 
would not be taking a liberty to raention his ñame 
without pu tting  “  M r.” before i t ; then she remem- 
beved what Baby had called him.

“ Baby called you ‘ Mr. Claus,’ sir,” she re- 
p l i e d ; “ and I have seen pictures oí 
you.”

‘‘ T o  be sure,” said S. C.
Claus, Esquire, o f Chimneyiand. 
do you like m e ?”

“ Very m uch ,” answered 
“ Very much, indeed, sir.”

“ G lad o f  i t !  Glad of i t ! 
what was it  you «'ere going to 
you were not quite sure of ?”

Jem  blushed a  iittie.
“  I was not quite sure tha t—¡liai 

you were true, sir. A t least 1 have nol 
been quite sure since I have been 
oldcr.”

S. C. rubbed the baid p a r t 'u f  his 
head and gave a little sigh.

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

“ W ell, no ,” said S. C. “ Not ex- 
actly. A nd it is not your fault either, 
I t  is natural, I  su p p o se ; a t any rale, 
it is the way of the world. People lose 
the ir belief in  a great m any  things as 
they grow o ld e r ; but tha t docs not 
make th e  things not true, thank  good- 
ncss i and  thcir faith oflen comes back 
after a  while. But, bless me !" he 
addcd briskly, “  I ’m moralizing, .nnd 
who thanks a m an  for doing that?
S u p p o se  ”

“ Black eyes o r  blue, s i r? ” said a 
tiny voice cióse to them.

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

“ W h o m  fo r? ” inquired S. C.
“  Little girl in the red brick house at the córner,” 

said the workwoman ; “  ñam e of Birdie.”
“ Excuse m e a  m om ent,” said S. C. to the chil­

dren, and he turned to  Ihe b ig  book and bogan lo 
run his fingers down the pages in  a business-like 
manner. “ A h !  here  she i s ! ” he exclaimed al 
last. “ Blue eyes, if  you please, Thistle, and

^ 1:;
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n hair. A nd le t it be a  b ig one. She takes 
good care o f th e m .”

“ Yes, sir,” said T h is t le ; “ 1 am  personally

a o v s  A R E  F O R  H O R S E S  A N D  R A C K E T . ”

acquainted with several dolls in h e r  family. 1 go 
to panies in he r  dolls’ house somctimcs when she is 
fast asleep a t  niglit, and they all speak very highly 
of her. She is most attentive to  them  when they 
are ill. In  fact, he r  pet dolí is a  cripple, with a 
sliir leg.”

Shc ran back to h e r  work, and  S. C. finished his 
sentence.

"Suppose I show you my establishment,” he 
said. "C o m e  with nic."

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

"T here m ust be a  great many children in the 
World, Mr. C laus,” ventured Jem.

"Yes, yes, millions o f  ’e m ; bless ’em ,” said S. 
C., growing rosier with delight a t the very thought. 
“ We never run out of them, th a t ’s one comfort. 
There’s a large and varied assortment always on 
hand. F resh  ones every year, too, so tha t when 
one grows too oíd tliere is a  new one rcady. I 
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,
I ’ra glad to say. F o r girls, the great th ing  seems 
tobe dolls. Biitzen ! what comfort they do  take in 
dolls! but the boys are  for horses and  racket.”

Tliey were stand ing  near a  table where a  worker 
was just pu tting  the finishing touch to the dress of 
> large wax dolí, and ju s t  a t th a t m om ent, to Jem 's 
‘urprise, she set it on th e  floor, upon its feet, quite 
coolly.

" Thank you ,” said the Dolí, politely.
Jem quite jum ped.

“  You can jo in  the rest now and introduce your- 
self,”  said the worker.

T he  Dolí looked over h e r  shoulder a t h e r  train.
“ I t  hangs very nicely,” she said. “  I hope it ’s 

the latest fashion.”
“  Mine never ta lked like  th a t ,” said Flora. “  My 

best one could only say ‘ M am m a,’ and it  said it 
very badly, too.”

“  She wcis foolish for saying it a t all,” remarked 
the Dolí, haughtily. “ W e don’t ta lk  and  walk 
before ordinary people ; we keep our accomplish- 
ments for our own ainiisement, and for the amuse- 
m en t of our friends. I f  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 m ight hear—b u t what is the use 
of lalking to hum an  beings ? ”

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

“ 1 w a s  F I N I S H E D , ”  retorted the Dolí. “ I did 
not begin life as a  Baby 1 ” very scornfully.

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

“  I hope so, indeed,”  answered the Dolí. 
“  T here  is plenty  of room for im provem ent.” And 
s h e  walked away in great State.

S. C. looked a t  Baby and then shook his head.

" t H e r s ’ s  a  c r s a t  c o m f o r t  i n  d o l l s . ’

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

“  I hope 1 am ,” said Baby, tossing h e r  head.
S. C. gave his head  another shake.
“  D on’t take too good care o f  yourself,” h e  said. 

“  T h a t  ’s  a  b ad  thing, too.”
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H e showed them  che rest of his wonders, and 
then went with them  to  the door lo h id them  
good-bye.

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

S. C. patted lier shoulder quite affectionately.
“  T h a t ’s r igh t,” h e  said. “  Believe in things 

jiist as iong as you can, ray dcar. Good-bye, until 
Christmas Eve. 1 shall see you then if  you don’t 
see m e .”

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

“  Believe in things as long as you can, my dear.” 
“ How k ind  he i s ! ” exclaimed Jein, fuU of 

pleasure.
Baby slirugged h e r  slioulders.
“ W eil enough in  his way,”  she said, “ but 

ra th e r  inclined to prose, and  be old-fashioned.” 
Jem  looked a t  her, feeling ra ther frightened, but 

she said nothing.
Baby showed very little interest tn  the next room 

she took them  to.
“  I don’t  care abou t this place,” she said, as she 

threw open the door. “  I t  has nothing b u t  oíd 
things in it. I t  is the Nobody-knows-where room .” 

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

“  H ere ’s  m y  oíd sCrawberry pin-cushion ! ” she 
cried out. A nd then  with another ju m p  and 
another dash a t  two or three other th in g s ; “  A nd 
here ’s  my oíd fairy-book! A nd here ’s my little 
locket I  lost last su m m e r! How did they come 
h e r e ? ”

“  T h ey  went Nobody-knows-wherc," said Baby. 
“ A nd this is it.”
“  But cannot I have them  again ? ” asked Jem. 
“ N o,” answered Baby. “ T hings tha t go to 

Nobody-knows-where stay the re .”
“  Oh ! ” sighed Jem , “  I am  so sorry."
“  T hey  are  only oíd th ings,” said Baby.
“  B ut I like m y  oíd things,”  said Jem . “  I  love 

them. A nd there is m other’s needle-case. I  wish 
I  m ight take that. H er 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 am ong h e r  okl favorites for a  long 
time, but Baby was in a hurry.

“  You ’d be tte r  come away,” she said. “  Sup­
pose 1 was to have to fall awake and leave you ? ” 

T h e  next place they w ent into was. th e  m ost 
wonderful of all.

“  This is the  W ish-room ,” said Baby. “  Youib 
wishes come here ,—yours and  m other’s, and Aiiml 
H etty ’s and father’s and mine. W hen  did youj 
wish tha t ? ”

Each article was placed under a  glass shade, anjl 
labeled with th e  words and  ñam e of the wisher.l 
Some of them  were beautiful, in d e ed ; b u t the talll 
shade Baby nodded a t  whcH she asked her ques-l 
tion was tru ly  alarm ing, a nd  caused Jem  a dreadlnil 
p an g  of remorse. U nderneath  it sat A unt Hetivl 
with h e r  m outh  stitched u p  so th a t she could nos! 
speak a  word, and beneath the s tand  was a  labell 
bearing  these words in  la rge b lack le t te r s ;

“  I wish A u n t H etty ’s mouth was sewed up. I 
Jem .”

“ Oh, d c a r ! ”  críed Jem , in great distress.I 
“  How it m ust have hu rt h e r !  How unkind ofmel 
to  say i t i  I wish I had  n ’t wished it. I wísIi íe I 
would come undone.”

She h ad  no sooner said it than h e r  wish was I  
gratified. T h e  oíd label disappeared, and a nen' 
one showed itself, and  there  sat A u n t H etty look-1 
in g  herseif again, and  even smiling.

Jem  was grateful beyond measure, but D.ibyl 
seemed to  consider h e r  weak-raindcd.

“  I t  served he r  r ig h t ,” she said.
But when, after looking a t  th e  wishes a t thatend I 

of the room, they went to  the o the r end, her tura 
carne. In  one córner stood a shade with a baby 
under it, and the baby was Miss Baby herseif, bul 
looking as she very rarely lo ok ed ; in fact, it was the | 
brightest, best-tempered baby one could imagine.

“  I  wish I h ad ab e tte r- tem p ered  baby. Mother," 
was written on the label.

Baby becam e quite red  in  th e  face with anger I 
and confusión.

“ T h a tw a s n ’t here  the last time I carne,” she| 
said. “  And it is r ight down mean in  m o th e r! ”

T h is  was more than  Jem  could bear.
“ It was n’t m ean ,” she said. “ She coukln’ll 

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. " i t l  

was m ean ; and  as to th a t silly little thing being] 
better than  I am ,” tu rn ing  up he r  small nose, 
which was quite tu rned  u p  enough by N ature. “ I 
m ust say I don’t see anything so very grand about 
her. So, there  ! ”

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

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

“ W h y  n o t? ” asked Flora. “ You might as 
well.”
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'Tt is the  Lost-pin room ,” she said. “ I hate

)ins.”
She threw th e  door open with a  bang, and  then 

and shook h e r  little fist vidously. The 
«m was full of pins stacked solidly together. T here 
rere hundreds o f  them ,— thousands,— millions, it 
seemed.

“ I ’in g lad they are lost! ” she said. “  I wish 
Ithere were more of them  there .”

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

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

After this they went back to  F lo ta ’s room and sat 
Idcma, while F lora told Jem  the rest of her story. 

“ Oh ! ” sighed Jem , when she carne to  the end. 
"How delightful it is to be here  1 C an  I never 

|wDie again ? ”
“ In one way you can,” said Flora. “ W h en  

|wu want to come, ju s t sit down, and be as quiel as 
Ipossib le , a n d  shut your eyes and  th ink  very hard  
labout it. You can see everything you have seen 
¡lo-day, if  you try .”

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

stopped her.

“  Oh I I ’m  falling awake,” she whimpered, 
crossly, rubbing her eyes. “  I ’m  falling awake 
again .”

A nd then, suddenly, a  very strange feeling carne 
over Jem. F lo ra  and  th e  pretty  room  seemed to 
fade away, and, without be ing  able to account for 
it  a t  all, she found herself sitting on he r  little stool 
again, with a  beautiful scarlet and gold book on 
h e r  knee, and  he r  m other standing by laughing at 
h e r  amazed face. As to  Miss Baby, sbe was crying 
as hard  as she could in h e r  crib.

“ M o th e r ! ” Jem  cried out. “ H ave you really 
come hom e so early as this, and— and,” rubbing 
her eyes in  great amasement, “ how did I come 
down.”

“  D on’t I look as if I  was real,” said h e r  mother, 
laughing and  kissing her. “ A nd does n’t your 
present look real?  I don’t know how you carne 
down, I  ’m  sure. W h ere  have you been ? ”

Jem  shook h e r  head  very mysteriously. She 
saw tha t her m other fancied she had  been asleep, 
b u t  she herself knew better.

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

B e h i n d  t h e  W h i t e  B r i c k . ”

S O N G .

B y  T h e o d o r e  W i n t h r o p .

(F rom  k ü  «N fH ilis/ud ■writingo.)

List e n , listen, listen while 1 sing—
There ’s  mirth , m irth  in everything 1 
In laughing eyes’ quick glance,
In dashing th rough  a  dance,
Mirth does m y  charm éd soul entrance!

Listen, listen, listen while I sing—
There ’s joy, joy  in everything !
In bubbling of fresh streams,
In flashing sunlight beams,
Joy sparkles th rough  m y  pensive d ream sl

Listen, listen, listen while I sing— 
T here  ’s hope, hope in  everything ! 
In  gloom and  chill and night, ' 
W h en  lost the guiding light,
Hope rises ever b r ig h t !

Listen, listen, listen while I sing—  
T here ’s love, love in  everything 1 
I f  m irth  and  hope m ust die,
Still I  can upward fly,
Love lifts me to th e  sky I
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W H Y  W I L S T E R  E L S P E E T ’ S  S H I P  W E N T  I N T O  T H E  C H U R C H ,

B y  S a r a h  J .  P r i c h a r d .

T h in g s  always do come about in some way, and 
this is the way in which this th ing  carne about.

T he  day before, W ilster Elspect, in his stout 
fishing-boat, had  gone from the island Hcliogo- 
land, across the N orth Sea, and sailed u p  the river 
E lbc, to H am burg , carrying with him  a load of 
oysters, which were to go from H am bu rg  to Loii- 
don. H e  was not expected back a t  the island until 
the seeond night, an d —there was no one to  draw 
his iobster-pots.

T here  was Briel, to be sure, W ilster Elspeet’s 
only boy. Bricl was thirteen, and, in  his own 
eyes, every ihch a  seam an ; for, h ad  he not, often 
and  over, sat a t the  oar, with his father in  the boat 
and helped pulí in ?"

T hen , there  was R h en a ; b u t R hen a  was a girl.
I t was always lonely a t  night, and  loncly in the 

day-timc, too, in the EIspeet home, when the mas- 
te r was aw a y ; for, away from Heliogoland in  any 
direction, m eant danger to him  who went, and 
dread to those who s tay ed ; moreover, dread had 
deepened into death three times for Mrs. EIspeet, 
and  Briel h ad  heard  the story of h is  eider brothers 
so often, th a t he verily thought h e  knew  all about 
th a t wild effort a t rescue, which was made for them 
when h e  h im self was bu t a  baby.

Heliogoland is a  curious place, set m ore than 
twenty miles from land for the ocean to buffe t; 
bu t it  tries its utmost—and  tha t is all tha t is 
expected Isy wise folks of any one— to be beautiful, 
and  it succeeds. Y ou m ust know tha t soinewhere 
about five h undred  years ago, som ething very queer 
happened,— at least, th e  geologists say so. A t any 
rate, th e  N orth Sea just boiled over with rage, and 
beat against Heliogoland so terribiy, th a t it took 
off two or three pieces, and  there they stand at 
a  little distance, and have ñam es of iheir o w n ; but

the island, what there is left of i!,— not much overi 

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

T h is  mite of land has on it  two whole towiis, one I  
under the cliffs on the sands, where the fishermenl 
live, and one in  the air, up the cliff. T h e  air-town 
is the larger, and  the houses a re  so neat and clean, 
th a t their wooden walls and  red  roofs make them I 
look as th ou gh  the village, up there, h ad  just been 
built out o f  a  box o f  children’s toys; only box-vil-1 

lages never hold anyth ing  half so fine as the gr 
light-house, whose night-cye w atchesand  warnsforl 
many a  mile, ñor half so curious as the braveold] 
church tha t, looking out from th e  cliff, has the | 
whole wide sea for its church-yard.

T h e  Elspeets were p re tty  prosperous, and so I 
lived in  the air-town, in  one o f  the three hundred | 
and  fifty o f  its homes.

W hile  R hen a  and Briel were eaiing their break-1 
fast, the lobster-pot lauoys kept bobbing  up and 
down in  the N orth  Sea, a nd  dozens o f  fishing-boaís 
went out from the long pier, th a t swings froiu the ] 
U nder-Land into the sum m er waves.

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

“  I ju s t would like to  know ,” said Bricl, as he I 
joined her, “ what there  is in  them  lobster-pots I 
o f father’s. I don’t believe they ’re  empty, a | 
b it .”

“  B r i e l  1 ” said R hena, with an emphasis which I 
only a  little Heliogoland girl could  use, “  B rie l,” I 
don’t you daré to  look that way, not till it ’s time | 
for father’s sail to heave up on th e  sea.”

“ But, R h ena ,”  cried th e  boy, “ see l Look for 
your own self; th em  boats is r igh t clap over
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father's lobster-ground- I ’m  ju s t going lo run 
down and see if t  can’t get—somebody— lo go

over
His words grew faint and  faincer, as, despitc 

Rhena’s calis and re-calls, be ran  witb bis utmost 
speed to tbe staiv-way cut in the stone of the cliff.

“ O Bricl, Briel, my b ro ther Briel! ” sobbed 
Rhena, to herself; “  if  m other only knew, she

unusually fine for the ir quest,— and the only per- 
sons on the pier were strangers, who had come to 
sum m er a  while on the island, and h ad  not the 
slighiest undcrstanding of the evidcnt conflict of 
th e  two children, down the pier. R hcna had  one 
oar, and, with it in h e r  stout little grasp, besought 
Briel not to  make tbc venture.

“ No m ore danger than there is in the light-

T H B  S H I P S  I N  T N C

would keep him , b u t he ’ll be off in a boat, all 
alone, before I  can tell her. I  ’ll go down and hold 
him back,” she cricd, with sudden energy.

Her yellow-bordered petticoat flashed a lo n g th e  
diff, and went añer him  down th a t 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

V o L .  V I . — 1 3 .

C H U R C H . (P A G E  1 8 0 . )

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

“  I f  you should get into the sweep,”  said Rhena,
“  o r th e  wind, o r  Briel, what could you do if  a
fog should settle down ? ”

“  T ake my chance with the rest. D on’t you see 
every fisherman is out ? T hey  would n’t  go if 
they saw anyth ing  ugly,”  h e  replied, assuringly.

“  B ut mother, Briel ’ She ’ll be crazy, if  you go.”
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This was R hena’s last weapon.
“  I ’ll be back, witli the  boat full of lobsters, 

before m oihcr knows anything about it. Come, 
R hena, give me the oar.”

T h is  he said, coaxingly, b u t poor R h e n a  held it 
füst. She steppcd down from ihe picr into the boat. 
She was about to  lake he r  seat, when Briol said: 
“  T h e  lobsters wont be pluggcd ! ”

R h en a’s checks giowed, red as tlic cliff, above 
her white lips. I f  thcre was onc th ing  tha t this 
little gilí fcared m ore than all othcr things, it was 
a lobster. After a mom ent’s hesitalion, she sa id ; 

“  1 am  going with you.”
“ All the better,” said Briel. “  T h en  mother 

will know nothing until we are  all back again .”
T he  boat had been diifting from the pier-head. 

I t bogan to  chop a little on the quick seas that 
beat about it.

“  I ’m  Captain EIspcct now! You shall see 
what a  bravo voyage I ’ll m a k e ; and, only just 
think, R hc, how licklcd father will be when he 
gcts honic to-night, lo find his lobsters all in. 
You know how H am b urg  always tires him, and, 
likc enough, l i e ’d put off to the reef before he 
carne ashorc a t  all, if I 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 tu rned  from the sea, h e r  eycs on he r  lióme, 
up the air.

“  I say, R hc, why don 't you speak to a  fellow ? 
It is n ’t the th ing to go lobsteiáng with a dummy 
in the boat.”

“ ’T cnd  to your boat! ”  answered R hena, get- 
tiiig he r  head around ju s t in time to sec the sharp, 
tooth-likc projeciion of a  rock ahead, upon which 
Briel was running. W hisking liis boat about in 
the liveliest m anner, be escaped by grazing the rock, 
saying: “ I should like to know, if it is n 't  the
stern’s business to  look ahead and signal a  fellow? ” 

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

“ W c l l !” said Briel, “ th a t ’s bccause— Look out, 
now, R hc ! any danger ahead ? ”

“  N o ; only theboa ts  liave p u t off from the reefs.” 
’• W ha t for, I 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 arm s as though 
his boat ought to be at the m outh of the river 
Elbe. R hen a  had looked, as she believed, at 
every b it 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

thought c f  it, farther away than when his íatlier 
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.

“  R he ,” said Briel, “  I ’m sure— I th ink— I don’i 
believe you ’ve kept watch for the buoys.”

“ Briel, do you suppose the ‘ sweep ’ has set us 
off, and wc 've got p a s t? ”

R hena began to  trcmble with fcar.
“ O h,w e’ll b e a l ir ig h tw h e n ig c t  thcboat around," 

said Briel, assuringly tó himself, but not so lo his 
sister. T h e  boat seemed to the youngcaptain tobe 
possessed with the desire not to be p u t about. No 
sooner liad he laborcd with one oar to  get around 
and p u t in the second oar, than  the first stiokc 
would send him  still farther from home.

“  1 ’ll beat ye t,”  said the oarsinan, and, at the 
eiglith trial, he got the boat around, and to his 
surprise fouiid quite a  little sea on, against wliicli 
k  took all his s trength  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 tha t ihe boat was turned, R hen a  saw it 
a ll; they were far past the  lobstcr-rcef, and, 
while she looked, Heliogoland was suddenly taken 
from her sight. Briel did n o t sec tha t,—his back 
was toward it,— and she,with rare presence of mind, 
did not tell him- She said softly to  h im : “ 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.

“ R h e n a ! ” cried Briel, nearly le tting fall his 
oars in puré astonishment.

“ 1 saw  i t  p i c k  u p  t h e  is lan d ,  I k n e w  it was 
C o rn ing ,”  s h e  sa id .

H e said nothing, he drew in his oars, laid them 
down, and sat silent, their boat drifting—drifting— 
in a  N orth  Sea fog. T hey  listened to the soít pal 
of the bow on the walers as the waves swept under 
and away from the b o a t into the mist.

“  W ha t will bccome of us, Briel ?” she asked.
“  Oh, folks most always get out of a fog; it will 

lift by and by, like as no t,” he answered.
T h en  she s a id ;
“  F a th e r  m ust be in it, too.”
H e replied:
“  Yes, father is Ln it, too, b u t he has a compass; 

if  1 had a compass, we ’cl row and  row straighi 
hom e.”

T hey  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 his jackct. R hena 
huddled herself into h e r  own arm s, and  kept 
«atch for rock orbuoy .

At noon, Briel ivished that h e  h ad  caten  more 
breakfast, telling the little bim ch in the o the r end 
of ihc boat, ‘ ‘ th a t  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  shu t out the sea and 
the slirouding inist. She threw it off. H e r  vory 
luir was wet, as she tossed back her curls, and

‘  H E  S A I L E D  T O  A N D  P R O  P O R  H O U W S-

“ But,” said R hena, with a great quavcr in her 
voice, “ we could n ’t help hcaring the roar and 
the swash th rough  the caves.”

“ T hen  we m ust n 't  ta lk ,” suggestcd Bricl, and 
they kept silencc for a long time, until R hena grew 
cram ped 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.

“  A re you glad I carne ? ” she whispcrcd.
“  T h e  oíd fog is a  b it lonely,” confcssed Briel.

“ Do you think wc could 
hear the Carlsbad Isand 
now?” qucstioned Rhona.

/ “ I wish they ’d send
off a gun or two from the 
oíd battcry, ju s t to tell a  
fellou'whcrc wc are,”  said 
the young captain. “ I 
suppose ihcy would, if 
they liad missed us at 
hom e.”

“ I f  I only d id know 
which way hom e is,” 
moaiicd the little girl, 
putting  he r  hand  between 
he r  clieek and  Briel’s 
rough trousers.

“ D on’t be hard  on a  
fcllow now, and  cry,” 
begged  th e  boy.

“  I wont, Briel, n o t a 
tear; b u t oh ! what if  we 
never see hom e again, 
ñor m other; 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 lia t if  I am  n o t there 
fo go up the aislé with 
my little raug  of water, 
to help fill the font ? 
T here  will be as many 
as a  hundred, all drcssedE X T  P A G E . )

peered to the r igh t and  to the left, in he r  vain 
search for som ething 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 a nd  fog above.

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

“ I t ’s ever so much worse, though ,” remarked 
Briel, “  when the fly sees the spider coming, 
and our spider, R he, is the Cavern R ock.”

in white, to go, and  m other said I m ig h t carry the 
silver cup to-morrow, for the governor’s baby. If  
I h ad  it now, I ’m  afraid I 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 ? ”

“  Sum m er fogs are  n’t much, and we ’ll get out 
of this, pretty soon. W hy , ju s t as soon as we ’re 
missed, they ’ll look for us everyw here; the coast- 
guard will be out, and  I should n ’t  wonder if  they 
would illuminate Cavern Rock for us to-night. 
W ould n’t th a t  be jolly? ”
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R hena thought it wouki, Ijut much prefen-cd 
getting hom e before night should come.

T he  afternoon wancd. Somewhere, the sun went

s b X r c k i n g  j n s i d s  c a v e r n  r o c k .

down, doubtless. All tha t the children knew was 
th a t 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 m orn ing  of 
Saiurday, bu t it took him  five o r  six hours to  get 
slowly dovvn the Elbe and fairly into the N orth Sea, 
so tha t he was Just outside when the fog caught 
him. I t  was an easy m atte r to  about sail and 
anchor in the river. A nd 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.

H e  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, a t  which he wondered. The 
coast-guard boats were gone from their m oorings; 
he was surprised at that, also.

“ W h a t ’s happened h e r e ? ” he called, from 
his deck. “ A  wreck in the fo g ? ”

“ Children lost in the f o g ! ” carne back the 
response,

“  T hcir  ñames ? ” h e  dcmanded.
“  W ilster Elspeet’s boy a nd  girl.”
“ How, man ? quick ! ”
“ W en t to haui in for lobsters, it is supposed.”

“  Tcll W ilster E lspeet’s wife h e ’s gone to sea 
for them ,” he cried, and immediately he put oui 
into the deep.

H e  sailed to and  fro for hours, keep ing  a sharp 
Outlook across the moon-wny, searching, scavcliiag 
on every side the leagues of wave his boat surged 
through. H e  stood on deck and listened, until it 
seemed to him that his ears could hear the verv 
breath ing of his children should thc ir little boa’i 
pass near.

H e thought of his three brave boys, whose lives 
hnd been taken by the s e a ; he thought of his 
wife on the island, left beh ind  am id  the waves ; oí 
his home and neighbors; of the church, whcrc he 
him self was baptized and married. As h e  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 th a t held Briel and  Rhena.

T hen  h e  seemed to see again th e  oíd church up 
the cliff and the little ships, under full sail, lwn_;;n 
from its h igh ceiling, and  lo rem em ber th a t cach 
one of thcm  had been placed there b y  some one 
who, in tim e of great peri), h ad  vowed to God that 
he would do it if saved from th e  sea.

T h en  W ilster E lspeet m ade his vow. I t  was that, 
if  perm itted to  fold his arm s about his living chil­
d ren again, h e  would offer to the L ord the bcst gift 
h e  knew to  give,— even a  model o f  his bravest sliip, 
— “ T h e H e r th a .”  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 h ad  passed a  chcerful night, for 
m ight not this fate fall next on any one of them ?

A t day-break, on Sunday morning, th e  long pier 
was crowded with anxious souls. T h e  govevnor 
was there  with the people, for the governor, too, 
had  childrcn. T h e  coast-guard boats, out ali night, 
carne :n, with no news, tobreakfast their crewsand 
sail again. T he  N o rth  Peak  held its little crowd ' 
of sca-gazers.

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

T h e  boats tha t were far out on the horizon’s , 
edge seemed to  move lazily to  and fro. I t was I 
Sunday and the church-bell rang, because, on Sun­
day, it always did ring. T here  were flowers in the 
church for the coming baptism. T he  congregation 
gathered slowly. T h e  sad faces in  the governor’s 
pew looked out through the curtained W indow s 

across th e  communion-table a t the sad faces in the 
ininister’s curtained box opposite. T h e  women 
and little children filed in slowly, and  sat in the 
pews bearing  on the ir doors the ir family ñames. 
T he  m en  entered  the galleries, a round  which, very
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long ago, some artist pain ted  scenos suggested in 
Bible sloiy, the ir eyes wandering, as they always 
(¡a, iip to the ceiling, where hung  the ships, each 
one of which had  its own glad or sad story, well 
bno'vn to the islanders. As the Service began, the 
clcrgyman reading from beside the comitiunion- 
lable, there was unwontcd movement in the church, 
—n)cn went out, and m en cam c in and went again ; 
iliey could not rest. T h e  two children in the little 
opon boat, drifting on the great deep, without 
footl, were earnestiy prayed for, and  when of God 
iheir safe re tu rn  was asked, every lip and  heart 
answered, “ A m en .”

The rainister climbed into ihc little box above 
the communion-table and  preached his sermón. 
Bu! no one seemed to h ear a  word of it, for it con- 
Inined no news from the boat a t  sea.

At its cióse, the  doors opened, and  in carne the 
throng of little ones, each bearing a small m ug  of 
w.iter, which he or she pourcd into the curious font 
whose supports a ie  so very oíd tha t nobody knows 
by «Tiom, o r í n  what age of the world, thcy were 
made. T he  governoris baby received on ils brow 
ihe mystic drops tha t sealed him  a child o f  the 
Cluirch of C hiist, and  as the solemn ñam es of 
“ Father, Son and  Holy G h o s t” were spoken by 
tbc Ltitheran ¡lastor, and  d ied away am id 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 s ea ts ; 

the wümen below looked around in wondering sur- 
prise ; the children in the aísles whispcred together. 
Soon the strange sound was heard again.

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

The entire congregation, white-robed children

and all, filed down the g rea t cliff stair-way, hended 
by the governor and  th e  minister, and  stood, a  solid 
mass of hum anity , on the pier, to watch the oystcr- 
kctch, with its message ofw oe 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 n igh t and ail day, and  now had 
coiné to m cet the cncl.

Some one onboardcould  be sccn raoving toand  fro 
as the sail drew n earand  nearer. Presently, ihc cap- 
tain leaned out to  look. H e  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.

W hile they iookcd 
and listened, he dis- 
appearcd, and rose 
again, a  boy in one 
aim , a girl by his 
side. T he  boy waved 
his r igh t arm  ; the 
father stirred ihe arm 
of th e  rescucd g i r l ; 
and up from Ilcliogo- 
land pier a  g ladshout 
struck against the cliff,
— a shout tha t echoes 
cvcn here.

A  G L A D  S H O U T  W E N T  U P  F R O M  H E L I O C O L A N D  P I E R .
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B y  M a r g a r e t  V a n d e g r i f t .

Jn  tlie frozen ivy, where the ice hung  glittering,
Forty h tt le sp a rm w s were pcrching, swinging. tw ittering;
In  his giidcd pnson, like a  palace for a  fairy,
Singm g his blithe heart out, was a pretty, tam e canary.

But his song grew silent as lie watched the sparrows playing 
_ A h, you Jiitlc free birds ! ” I could fancy he was saying,

You can use your Iight wings, you can play together,
Y ou are  not afraid of cats, ñor of the ivinter weather.

“  ' " " 1̂  f ’e weather, if  they ’d b u t let m e out,
burely I could warm inysclf in  fiying all ab ou t;
A l l  t h o s e  l o v e l y  c r u m b s ,  t o o ,  t h a t  i h c  p e o p l e  t l i r o w , -  

M u b t  I  c n t  n a u g h t  b u t  I ñ r d - s e c d ,  I  s h o u l d  l i k e  t o  k n o w  ? ”

T hen  a little sparrow liopped upon the sill 
W ha t a lucky fe llow !” p iped he, loud and shrill;
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‘ Oh, my senses ! Crinkle-toes, Feather-head, ju s t look,
T here  ’s his d inner set for him , as if he kept a  cook!

‘ Blcss my h e a r t ! a  bath-tub, and some silgar, to o !
No one thinks of building a house for me or y o u ;
N o,— they th ink t h e y ’re  very k ind if  they b u t throw us crum bs,— 
W ell, some folks’s puddings really seem all pluins ! ”

Yellow-feathers’ mistress, in  her haste, ncxt day,
Left the  cage-door open, and he got aw ay ;
Through  the open window joyfully he flcw,

’ Now,” h e  sang, “  for once I ’ve had a  drcam  that ’s coming true 1 ”

A h, 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 h e  fell down,— dead !

Little Master Tom m y set a  trap  tha t nonn,
W hen  he carne froin school, and caught three sparrows very sqpn';' 

“  T here  ! ” h e  said to Polly, “  did n’t I cngage ^
T h a t if  you ’d stop a-crying, I would fill the cage

Polly danced for pleasiiie, and forgot her tea rs ; /
T hen  the little sparrows, quaking with new fears, ,
Ruffling up their feathers in their tiny rage,
All a t once discovcred they were in the gilded cage.

Crinkle-toes, and Feather-hcad, and little Mr. Pert,
T here  they were in safety, not a  feather hurt,
But the warm air stifled them, and the cage was small.
A nd they thought the bird-seed was not good at all.

W h en  the bright spring weather carne, each pretty head 
Drooped in such a  piteous way that gentle Polly sa id :

“  These are  little wild birds, and  can’t belong to me.
As my dear canary did, so I will set them free ! ”

Open flew the window, open flew the door, /
O ut the sparrows darted, and were seen no more ¡ /
But Polly has a  fancy tha t they whistled as they weqt,

“ Never g ru m b k , darling ! Always be content 1 ”
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W O N D E R I N G  T O M .

B y  M a r y  M a r e s  D o d g e .

hy -O u r  Y m m g F c tk .;' r .ith  iU u,tralio ,u  by Frtd>rick D ü h m u .)

LON-C, long ago, in a  great city whose ñam e is 
|for»oilcn, situated on a  river th a t ran dry in  the 
Idays of Cinderella, there lived a certain boy, the 
lonlv son of a  poor widow. H e  had such a  fine 
Ifonn and pleasant face tha t one day, as he loitered 
L  his mother’s door-step, th e  K ing stopped 011 the
¡S tre e t  to look a t hira.

“ Who is tha t b o y ? ” asked his Majesty of his

Iprimc Minister.
This qiicstion b rought the entirc royal procession

Itoasland-
The Prime Minister did not know, so he asked 

llhe Lord of the Exchequer. T h e  Lord of the 
I Exchequer asked the H igh C ham berla in ; the H igh 
Ichanibcrlain asked the Master of the Horse ; the 
¡Master of the Horse asked the C ourt Physician; 
¡the Court Physician asked the Royal Rat-catcber; 
¡ihe Royal Rat-catcher asked th e  Chief-Cook-and- 
iBotile-iVasher; and  th e  Chief-Cook-and-Borile- 
Iwashcr asked a  little girl nam cd Wisk. Little 
Iwisk told him  the boy’s ñam e was W ondering

I  Tom.
“ So, h o ! ” said the Chief-Cook-and-Bottle- 

IWasher, telling th e  R oyal Rat-catcher. “ So, 
Iho!" said the R oyal Rat-catcher, passing on the 
I news; and it  traveled in th a t way until, finally, the 
I Prime Minister, bowing low to the King, s a id :

“ May it picase your m ost tremendous Majesty,
I it ’s Wondering Tom . ”

“ Tell him to come here ! ” said the K ing  to  the 
1 Prime Minister. “  T ell h im  to come here I ’’ was 

lepeated to the next in  r a n k ; and  again his words 
1 traveled through the Lord of the Lxcheqiier, the 

High Chamberlain, the Master of the Horse, the 
Couit Physician, the Royal R at-catcher, and  the 

I Chief-Cook-and-Bottle-Washer, until they reaehed 

I little Wisk, who called o u t ;
•' O, Tom ! the K ing wants to speak with you .”
■ With m e l ” exclaimed T om , never budging.

I “ W hy?”
■' I don’t know,” re turned  little W isk, “  b u t  you 

I must go at once.”
“ W h y?’’ cried Tom.

I ' ' 0 .  T o m ! T o m !  th e y ’re going lo kill you,”

I she cried, in an agony.
“ Wh y ? ” screamed Tom , sU ring  in th e  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-

regarded the K ing’s slightest wish was instantly

put to death.
T he  m an approached Tom . A nother seeond, 

and th e  bow-string would have done its work ; but 
the K ing held up his royal hand  in  token of par- 
don, and beckoned T om  to draw near.

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

“  Well, sir ! ” said his Majesty, scowling. “  So 
you are here  at la s t ! W hy do they cali you W on ­
dering  T o m ? ”

“ M e , your M ajesty?” faltered Tom . “ I— I— 

don’t know.”
“ You don’t know ? (Most rcm arkable boy, 

th is !)  A nd what were you doing, sir, when we

sent for you ? ”
“  Nothing, your Majesty. I  was only wondering

whether
“  A h  I see. You take your life out in  wonder- 

ing. A  fine, strong fellow like you has no right to 
be idling in his m other’s door-way. A  pretty  king- 
dom  we should have if all our subjects were like

this ! You m ay go.”
“  H e has a  good face,” continued the K ing, turn- 

ing to his Prim e Minister, “  b u t h e ’ll never amount 

to anything.” ,
“ Ah, exactly so,” said the Prim e Minister.

“  Exactly so,” echoed the Lord of the Exchequer, 
and “ exactly so,” sighed the Chief-Cook-and-Bot- 
tlc-W asher a t  last, as th e  royal procession passed on. 

T o m  heard it all.
“  Now, how do they know  th a t? ” he muttered, 

scratching his head as he lounged back to the door- 
step. “  W hy  in the world do they th ink  I ’ll never 
am uunt to a n y th in g ?”

In  the door-way he fell to  th inking of httlc Wisk. 
“  W h a t  a  very nice girl she is 1 I wonder if she ’d 

play with rae if I  asked her,— b u t I can’t ask her.
1 do wonder w hat makcs m e so afraid to ta lk  to

W isk  1 ” . ,
Meantime, little W isk, who Iived in the next 

house, watched hira slyl)-.
“  T o m  ! ” she callee! out a t last, swaying herself 

lithely round and  round h e r  wooden door-post, 
“  the blackberries are ripe.”

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

I do. And, Tom , there are  bushels of 
them  in the woods ju s t outside of the city gates ! ”
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“  O h I ”  answered Tom , “ I wonder if  there 
are  ¡ ”

“ I / w w  it ,” said little Wisk, decidedly, “ and 
I ’m  going to get som e.”

“  D ear m e 1 ” thought Tom , “  I wonder if  she ’d 
like to have m e go with her. W isk ! ”

“ W hat, T o m ? ”
“ Oh, nothing,” said the frightened fellow, sud- 

dcnly changing  his m ind, “  I was only wondering 
w hether it  is going to rain or no t.”

“ R a in ?  Of course no t,” laughed üttle Wisk, 
runn ing  off to join a  group of children going toward 
the north  c ity -gate ; “ but even if it should rain, 
what m a tte r?  ”

“ O h,”  thought Tom , “  s h e ’s really gone for 
blackberries ! I wondered what she had th a t little 
kettle on he r  a rm  for. Pshaw ! W h y  did n’t 1 tell 
he r  th a t 1 ’d  like to go too ? ”

Just then h is m other carne to the door, ciapping 
a wet ruffie between her hands. She was a ciear- 
starcher.

“ Toin, T o m I w hy d o n 't you set about some­
th in g?  T h ere  ’s  plenty to do, in doors and  out, if 
you ’d only th ink so.”

“ Yes, m a’ara ,” said Tom , w ondering whether 
or not he was going to have a  scolding.

“  B u t you look palé, my p e t ; go and play, do. 
One don’t often have such a  perfect day as this 
(and such splendid drying, too !). I f  1 were you, 
I ’d make the most of i t ; ” and the m other went 
back into he r  bare  entry, stiil ciapping the 
ruffle.

“  I do wonder how I can make th e  most of it,” 
asked T om  o f  himself, over and  over again, as he 
sauntcrcd off.

H e  did n’t daré to  go toward the north gate of 
th e  city, because h e  could n ’t decide what he should 
say if  he should m eet little W isk ; so he turned 
toward the south.

“ Shall I  go back, ! wonder, or keep o n ? ” 
thought T om , as he found him selfgoingfartherfrom  
th e  door-step and  nearer to  the great dty-wall, until 
a t last th e  Southern gate was reached. Following 
the dusty highway leading from the city, he carne 
to pleasant fields. T hen , after wading a while 
th rough  th e  sunlit grain, he followcd a  shady 
brook and  entered  the wood.

“ I t ’s  pleasant h e re ,” h e  thought. “ I wonder 
why m other did n ’t get a  cottage out here in  the 
country instead of living in th e  iioisy city.”

“  Could n ’t ,” croakcd a  voice near by.
T o m  siarled. T here  was nobody near b u t 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.”

“  I t certainly did sound so. May be she could n’t,

after all,” thou gh t T o m ; “  b u t lu ky  could n't she 
I w onder?”

“  N o-one-to-help,” said something, as it jumped 
with a spiash into the water.

“  I do wonder what tha t w a s ! ” exclaimed Torn I 
aloud; “  t h e r e ’s nobody here, t h a t ’s certain. Oh 
it m ust have been  a  toad ! Queer, though, houl 
very m uch  it sounded like ‘ no-one-to-help ! ’ Poor 
m o th e r ! I don’t help he r  m uch, I kno*.' 
Pshaw ! w hat if  I do love her, I  ’m  not the Icast bii | 
o f  use, for I never know w hat to  start about doing. 
W h a i  in all botheration  makes me so lazy ! Heigh-1 
ho I ”  and Tom threw him self upon the grass, an 1 
im age of despair. “  I  sha’ n ’t ever am ount to ary 
thing, the K ing  said. Now, w hat d id  he mean bv | 
th a t ? ”

“ Dilly, dally ! ” said another mysterious voice, 
speaking far up am ong the branches overhcacl.

T om  was ge tling  used to it. H e  ju s t lifted his I 
cyebrows a  little and  wondered what b ird  that iras. 
In  a  m om ent he found him self puzzling over the 
strange words.

“  ‘ DiOy, dally,’ it said, I  declare. O h d e a r l  I i’s 
too bad to have to  hear such things all the time. 
A nd then, there  ’s  the K ing’s ugly sp eech ; a fellow 
ain t agoing to stand ev ery th in g ! ”

H e  was crying at last. Yes, his tears wcrc drop- 
p ing one by on e  upon the green turf. H erested  upon 
his elbows, holding his face between his hands; 
and , a lthough he felt very wretched, he could ii’i 
help w ondering whether the grass in his sliaclow 
would n ’t th ink it  was n igh t and  tha t his tears were 
dew-drops.

Suddenly his hat, which had tumbled from his 
head and now lay n ear h im , began  to tvitch 
strangely,

“  Pshaw ! ” sobbed T om , “  w hat ’s  coming now,
I wonder? ”

“  1 am ,” said a p iping voice.
“  W h ere  are  you ? ”  he asked, trembling.
“  Here. U nd er  your hat. L iñ  it off.”
W hile T o m  was w ondering w hether to  obeyor 

not, the  h a t fell over, and  out carne a fairy, all 
shining with green and  gold,— a funny little creai- 
ure  with a  wide m outh , b u t h e r  eyes were like 
diamonds.

“  W h a t are you crying for, M aster T om  ? ” asked 
the fairy.

“  So she knows m y  ñam e ! ” thought the puzzled 
y o u th ; “  well, t h a t ’s  queerer than  an y th in g ! I ’ve 
always heard  tha t these woods were ful! of fairies; 
b u t I never saw one before. I wonder why I ’m not 
more frightened.”

“  D id you hear me ? ”  piped the little visitor.
“ D id you speak? O —yes— m a'am — certainl)'.

I  heard plain enough.”
“  W ell, what troubles you ? ”
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He looked sharply at the little lady. Yes, she 
j  a kind face. He would tell he r  all.
' 1 wonder what your ñam e is ? ” he said, by way 

Ifabeginning.
• I t ’s Kum toothepoynt,” said th e  fairy. “ Be 

baick! I can’t stay long .”
' Why ? ” asked Tom , quite astonished.
“ Because I cannot. T h a t ’s enough. I f  you 

Ivish rae to help you, you m ust be quick and  tell 
me your trouble.”

“ Ob I ” said T ora , wondering where to begin.
’ A r e  you lam e ? A rey o u s ick ?  A re you blind, 

Laf, or dumb ? ” she asked, briskly.
[  “ Oh no,” he replied, “  no th ing  like that. Only 
Jl don’t know what to make o f  things. Everything 
tn this world puzzles me so, and  I can’t ever make 
¡up my mind w hat to  do. ”

“ Well,” said Kum toothepoynt, kindly, “ per- 
|haps 1 can help you a  little.”

"Can y o u ? ” he exclaimed. “ Now I wonder
Ihow in the world such a  little mite as you e v e r  ”

‘‘Don’t wonder so m uch,” squeaked the fairy, 
limpaiiently, “ b u t  ask me prom ptiy what I can do.” 

“ 1 ’m going to ,” said Tom.
“ Going t o ! ” she echoed. “ W h a t  miserable 

Icrcaiiircs these m ortals are ! How could we ever 
Igei our gossamei-s spun if  we always were going to
¡do a thing, and never doing i t ! Now listen. I ’m  
| a  very wise fairy, if  I am  sm a ll ; I can tell you how 
¡lo accomplish anyth ing  you please. D on’t  you 
¡want to be good, famous, and r ic h ? ”

“ Certainly I do ,” answered Tom , with a  start.
“ Very wcll,” she responded, quite pleased. “ If

¡you always knew  your own m ind  as decidedly as 
¡that, they would n’t cali you ‘ W ondering  T o m .’ 
| l t  ’s an iigly ñam e, Master Mortal. I f  I were you 
¡(may Titania pardon  the dreadful supposition I)— if 
| i  líete you I ’d  wonder less and  work m ore.”

“ I wonder if  1 could n ’t ! ” said T om , h a l f  con- 
Ih n c e d .

“ There you go again 1 ” screeched the fairy, 
Istamping h e r  tiny foot. “  Y ou ’re  not worth talk- 

glo. I shall leave you.”
" S h e ’s fading away,” cried Tom . “ O fairy, 

fairy, please come b ack !  You promised to 
iiell me how to  become good and famous and rich 1 ” 

Once more she stood before h im , looking b righ ter 
ffld írcsher than  ever.

■'You’re a  noisy m ortal,” she said, nodding 
pleasantly to Tom . “  I thought for an instant tha t 
iiwas thundering, b u t  it  was only you, calling. 
I 've a very little while to  stay, b u t  you shall have 
“oe more chance of obtaining everything you wish. 
Now, sir, be ca re fu l! I ’ll answer you any three 
quesiioiis you m ay choose to  p u t  to  m e ; ” and 
Korntoothepoynt sat down on a  toadstool, and 
looked very profound.

“  Only three ? ” asked T om , anxiously.
“ Only three.”
“  W h y  can’t you give me a  dozen ? T here  ’s so 

much that one wishcs to know in this world.” 
“ Because 1 cannot,” said the fairy, firmly.
“ B ut i t ’s so hard  to p u t everything into such a 

few questions 1 I don’t know what in the woiid to 
decide upon. W h a t  do yo u  th ink  I ought to 
a s k ? ”

“  Coiisult the dearest wishes of your hea rt ,” said 
K um toothepoynt, “ for there  is the truest wisdom."

“ A h, well. Let me th ink ,” pursued T om , with 
great deliberation. “  I want to be wise, of couvse, 
and good, and very rich,— and I want m other to 
be the sam e,— and, good fairy, if  you would n’t 
m ind  it, little W isk to be the sam e too. A nd dear 
me !— it ’s so hard  to p u t  everything in such a few 
questions— let m e see. First, I suppose I ought to 
learn how to  become immensely rich, right off, and 
then I can give m other and W isk  everything they 
w a n t ; so, good K um toothepoynt, here  ’s my first 
question, How can I grow rich, very  rich, in—in one 
week ? ”

T he  fairy shook he r  head.
“ I wouíd answer you, Master Tom , with great 

pleasurc,” she said, “ b u t this is inunber FOUR. 
You have already asked your three questions; ” 
and  she tu rned  into a green frog and  jum ped  away, 
chuckling.

T om  rublsed his eyes and sat up straight. Had 
he been d ream ing  ?

“  ! ’m a foo l! " he cried.
All the trees nodded, and  their b ranchcs seemed 

to be having great fun am ong themselves.
“  A  b ig  fo o l! ” he insisted.
T h e  leaves fairly tittercd.
“  Did n ’t  oíd Katy, th e  apple-woman, cali m e a  

goose only this m o rn in g ? ” he continued, growing 
very angry with him self

“ Katy d id ,” asscnted a voice from am ong the 
bushes.

“  Katy d id  n ’t ! ”  contradictcd another.
“ K aty d i d ! ”
“  Katy did n’t 1 ”
T om  laughed bitterly.
“  H a  ! h a  ! F ig h t it  o u t am ong yourselves, oíd 

fellows. I m ay  have been asleep ; but, anyhow, 
I ’m  a fool 1 ”

“  Ooo—  1 ”  echoed a  solemn voice alsove him. 
T o m  looked up, and in the hoUow of an oíd tree 

he saw a  great blinkingowl.
“  Hallo ! oíd Goggle-eycs ! You ’re havingsome- 

th ing to  say, too, are you? ”
T h e  owl shifted he r  position, and starcd  at him 

an instant. T hen, as if the sight of such a  ridicu- 
lous fellow was too much for her, she shu t h e r  eyes 
with a  loud “ T ’w hitl  ”  tha t made T o m ju m p .
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All these things set Ihe poor boy to th inking in 
earnest. T h e  words of Kumtoothcpoynt were ring- 
ing  in  his cars, "  1/1 w ere yo u , I ' d w o n d er less and  
ivo}-k more." Going back th rough  the wood across 
the brook, and over the lots, he pondercd over the 
day's events, and Ihe result of all his pondering 
was that, as he entered  the city gate, he snapped his 
fingcrs, saying, “ T he  K ing's words shall never come 
true ! W ondering T om  is going to  work at l a s t ! ”

T h i ec years passed away.
“  Little W isk  ” grew to be quite a  tall g i r l ; b u t 

nobody thought of calling 
he r  Isy any  other ñame.
She was so little and  quick, 
so rosy, fresli, and  spark- 
ling, and so tender a nd  true 
withal, tha t she was Little 
W isk as a m atte r of course.

One chilly Novembcr 
aftevnoon she missed oíd 
Kaly, the applc-woman, 
from he r  accustomed place 
at the Street córner.

“ She m ust be sick,” 
thought little Wisk. “  Per­
haps she has no one to 
help h e r .”

W ith  some persons, to 
th ink  is to act. W isk step- 
ped into a  neighboring 
coljbler’s shop.

“  Mr. W acksend, do you 
know where the oíd apple- 
woman lives?”

“ N o,” said the cobbler. gruffly. “ Shu t the 
door when you go ou t.”

Little W isk  looked at him  as h e  sat upon his 
bench, pegging  away a t  h is  work.

“  Poor m an  ! ”  she said to hemelf, “  pushing the 
awl through tha t thick leather makes h im  press his 
lips tight together, and I suppose pressing h is lips 
so tigh t, day afier day, makes him  cross. I  ’ll try 
the bu tcher.”

She ran  into the next shop.
“ Mr. Butcher, do you know where the oíd apple- 

woman lives?”
“ W ell,” returned the butcher, pausing to wipe 

his clcavcr on his sleeve, “ she don’t ex a c t ly / /w  
any where. But, as the poor Ih ing has neither kith 
ñor Idn to help her, why, for the past year o r so 
I ’ve ju s t let h e r  lumblc herself in under a  shed in 
my baek-yard. S h e ’s got an  oíd chopping-bench 
for a table, and a  pile of straw for a  bcd, and  tha t ’s 
all h e r  housekeeping.”

“ A nd don’t she have anyth ing  to eat b u t apples ? ” 
asked W isk, much distressed.

“  Bless your simple h e a r t ! ”  said th e  hutchcr 
laughing, “ she can 't afford to eat he r  apples, h'ô  
no. She keeps the breath  in  he r  body mostly «-itil I 
black bread and  scraps.”

“  S c ra p s? ”
“ Yes, meat-scraps. I save ’em for her oiiiofl 

the irim m in’s. B ut w lia t’s wantin’ of berso 
particular ? D id you come to invite licr lo | 
cou rt?”

“  I ’d like to see h e r  for a m om ent,” said Wisk, I 
shrinking from his coarse laugh.

“ W ell,”  answered th e  butcher, beginning to I

W H A T  C A N  1 1X 3 F O R  Y O U ,  G O O D Y ? "

chop again, “  the surest way of seeing her is to j 
to the córner and  buy an apple .”

“ But she i s n ’t there .”
“ N o tth e re ?  T hac’s uncommon. W eU ” (point- 

ing  back over his shoulder with his clcaver), “ go 
down the alley hcrc, alongside th e  shop ; sieer 
clear of oíd Bcppo in  hís kennel, he ’s ugly some- 
times; then go past the pig-sties and  the skin-heaps, 
and  cross over í)y the cattle-stalls ; and right baclt 
of them , a little beyond, is the shed. May be she’s 
ly íng  there sick ; like enough, poor th ing  ! ”

Little W isk  followed th e  directions, as she 
picked h e r  way carefuily th rough  the great, bleak 
cattle-yard, thinking, as she went, tha t küliag 
lambs did n 't  always make a  m an so very wicked, 
after all.

She found the oíd woman, m oaning and bent 
nearly double with rheumalism.

“ W h a t  can 1 do for you, Goody ? ”
“  Bless your b righ t eyes ! Did you come to see 

poor oíd K aty ? Ougli ah-h l  the  pain ’s  killing 
me, child ! Oh, the Lord save us, otigh ah / ”
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■ q t ’s too coid and  dam p fov you in here. I ’m

lure .
Ah, yes, dearie dcar,— £>«,̂ -4 , ough  .'— coid and

T his  o íd  r u s t y  s t o v e  w o u l d  b e  n i c e  I f  y o u  h a d  a

ireinit. Goody.”
“ Oh, the stove, dearie ! T h e  good gentleman 

• the siiop put it in  h ere  for me last winter. H e  ’s 
..Dt me in meat-scraps, too. O— o—o 1 (it catches 
me that uay often, child). But, alack 1 I  have n ’t 
12 chip nor shaving to  make a Ijit o f a fire. O h . 
th !  (the w orst’s in this shoulder, dearie, a n d ’cross 
the back and into this 'ere knee). Yes, coid and 
Wt enough, so i t i s .  O u g h !  No use s’arching out 
Ithcrc, you wont find nothing- N ot a waste splmter 
oí wood left aflter m y  rak ing  and scraping till I  was 
\oo sick to stand up , I  ’ll b e  bound .” ^
I “ I do wish I h ad  money to buy you some, Goody,
¡said Wisk. “  I sha’ n’t  have another silvev-piece 

my next birthday, b u t  you shall have tha t, I

[promise you.” , u
“ Blessings on you for saying it, dearie ; b u t oíd 

■ Katy wont never last till then. W h a t  with cold 
[and hunger (the m eat on the nail there ’s no use, 
you see, if 1 can’t cook it), and  this ’ere ough—  
17*.'—this ’ere dreadful rheum atk , I  can’t  hold out 

much longer.”
Suddenly, a  tho ugh t carne to Wisk.
“Oh, Katy 1 ” she exclaimed, and  o ffsh eran , past 

'the cuttle-sheds, the skin-heaps, the pig-sties, the 
dog-keniiel, down th e  alley, up the Street, and 
round the córner till she carne to a carpenter’s 

shop—
“ Tom,” she said, hurry ing  in, quite out ol 

breath, and addressing a  great strong boy who was 
Korkiiig there, “  w ont you give me some shavings 
and chips ? ”

“ Certainly,” said T om , straightway beginning 
to scrape together a b ig  pile. “  W h a t  shall we put 

them in ? ”
"Into my apron. T h e y ’re for poor Katy, the 

apple-woman. She lives in an oíd shed in  S lorter’s 
cattle-yard. S b e ’s sick. Toro, and  she has n’t a 
ihing to make a  fire w ith .”

“ Oh, if th a t ’s i t ,” said Tom , “  we m ust get he r  up 
|Scart-load of waste stuff, if the boss is willing.”

The boss spoke up.
“ Help yourself, Tom . You ’re  the steadiest lad 

in the shop, and  you ’ve never asked me a  favor b e ­
fore. Help yourself. T a k e  alo n g ad  thoseodds and 
tnds in the córner yonder. Chips and  shavings 
soon burn up .”

“ Much obliged to you, sir,” said T om  ; and  he 
added in a lower tone to  W isk, “  I ’ll load up and 
take ’em ’round to h e r  as soon as I ’ve done my 
wrk. You can carry your apronful now.”

Wisk held up the corners of h e r  apron while

T om  filled it, laughing to  see how she lifted her 
pretty  chin so th a t he m ight put in a “  whole lot ” 

as she called it.
“ T h ere  1 ” he exclaimed at last, “  th a t ’s as much 

as you can m anage.”
“  T h an k  you, T o m  ! Oh, how kind you are ! ” 

and she started at once.
“ W i s k ! ”
H e had followed h e r  to  the door. W hen  she 

tu rned  back, in answer to his cal!, he tr ied  to speak 
to her, b u t coughcd inslead.

“  D id you w antm e, T o m ? ” she asked, deinurely.
“ Yes, Wisk. I— 1— wanted lo say tha t— that

I
“ W hy , what a cough you have, T o m !  I t ’s 

from working so much in  this windy shop. Oh, 
Tom , I ’ve ju s t th o u g h t ! I f  Katy had  a  door to 
he r  shed and  a  bench with a back to it, she ’d be 

i£) corafortable.”
“  She shall have b o th ,” said Tom . “ 1 ’ll do it 

this very evening. I t ’s full rooon.”
“  Oh, you dear, blessed T o m  1 Good-bye ! ” 

“ W i s k ! ”
But she was already runn ing  down the Street. 

T om  tu rn ed  back slowly. I th ink  he was wonder­
ing, though  he had  nearly conquered tha t olci 
habit. But it  is so difficult, sometimes, to say just 
what we feel to those we like very much !

“  F irs t the  shavings, then  the chips,” sang W isk’s 
happy  heart,  as she h urr ied  a lo n g ; “  first the shav­
ings, and  then the chips, and  then  a  spark from 
oíd K aly ’s tinder-box, and sha’ n ’t  we have a  beau­

tiful b laze?”
T h a t n igh t, th e  one-eycd dog in the butcher s 

yard  h ad  a h a rd  time of it. T he re  was the moon 
to  be barkcd  a t ;  th e  pigs to  be barked a t ;  the 
sheep, the oxen, and  the lam bs to be barked  al 
every time they moved in their stalls. T he  skin- 
heap , too, required a  constant bark ing  to keep it 
from stirring while the rats w ereburrow ingbeneath.
A n d  then  there  was the strangc lad to  be barked 
at, coming in twice, as h e  did, with a  hand-cart 
heaped  h igh  with chips, shavings and blocks, and 
again coming back with planks, ham m er a nd  saw. 
A n d  th e  sudden smoke from the sick woman's fire ; 
ah, how it bo thcred  oíd Beppo !

He h ad  lived long in  the yard, and  rem embered 
well how the h igh  chimney h a d  stood thcre for 
years and  years,— all th a t was left of a  bum ed- 
down factory,— and how the shed h ad  b een  built 
up around it  as if  to  keep it from tumbling. F o r 
raonths past it  h ad  been a quiet, well-behaved 
ch im ney; b u t  now to sec smoke rush ing  out of it 
a t such a  rate, bound straight for th a t  aggravating 
moon, was really loo much to  stand. So Beppo 
barked and  b a rk e d ;  and T o m  ham m ered and 
h am m ercd ; and oíd K aty, warm a t  last, curled
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herself up in the straw, saying over and over again, 
“  How nice it  will be ! How nice it will be ! ”

T im e passed on. One day. the K ing  .and his 
court carne riding down th a t sam e Street again. 
Suddc/ily his Majesty, grown oidor now, halted 
before a  carpenier’s shop and a sk ed :

“  W h o  is tha t busy fellow, y onder?”
“  W here, your most prodigious M ajesty?” asked 

tlie Prim e Minister in  return.
“  In  the shop. H e  works with a will, th a t fcllow. 

1 m ust let him  build the royal ships.”
“  T h e  royal ships ! ” echoed the Prim e Minister, 

“  your most preposterous Majesty ; why, tha t is a 
fortune for any man ! ”

“ Ik n o w it .  W h y  not ? ” said the K ing. “ W hat 
is his ñam e ? ”

T h e  Prim e Minister could not say. A nd again, 
as on that day long ago, the question traveled 
through the grandees of the court, until it reaehed 
the Chief-Cook-and-Iiotlle-Washcr, and the Chicf- 
Cook-and-Botlle-W ashcr asked a  pretty  young 
woman nam ed W isk, who chanccd to be coming 
out of the shop.

“  H c ’s a master-builder,"replied W isk,blushing.

“ B ut w h a t ’s his ñ a m e ? "  repealed the Chiet| 
Cook-and-Bottle-Washer.

“ He used to be called W ondering Toin,’'si]5| 
answered ; “  b u t now he ’s T hom as R cddy.”

“  T hom as Reddy ! "shou ted  the Chief-Cook-aná |  
Bottle-W asher. “ T hom as R e d d y ! ” cried t)ie| 
Royal Rat-catcher.

And, in fact, “ T hom as R c d d y ” was called sol 
often and  so loudly along the line before it reachedi 
th e  only officer who could venture to speak to thtl 
K ing, tha t the master-builder threw down his toolsl 
and carne out of the shop.

“ O, T om  ! the K ing  wants to speak with yoii| 
iigain ! ”  said Wisk.

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

“  Behold ! ”  said the K ing, “  wc have found thtl 
finest young workman in our realms 1 Let prepa-l 
rations be made a t  once for proclaiming him Roya! I  
Ship-builder ! W h a t do they cali you, young man! I  
I 've lost the ñam e.”

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

“ And who yo u , my pretty  one ? ”
“  Oh, 1 ’m  his wife,” said the smiling Wisk.

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



T H E  F U N N I E S T  G E N E R A L  I N  A L L  T H E  W O R L D . 191

T H E  F U N N I E S T  G E N E R A L  I N  A L L  T H E  W O R L D .

B y  H e z e k i a h  B u t t e r w o r t h .

V E R  s o  l o n g  a g o ,  t h e r e  l i v e d  

a n d  f o u g h t  i n  G e r m a n y  a  

m i g h t y  g e n e r a l ,  a n d  h e  

w a s  a w f ü l ly  f u n n y .  I  t h i n k  

h e  w a s  a b o u t  Che f u n n i e s t  

g e n e r a l  i n  a l l  t h e  w o r ld .

H e was very fat and very 
clever, and, like all fat, 
clever people, h e  loved lit- 
tle children. T h e  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 generáis go,— not much of a fighting 
general, I mean.

But wc m ust give the ñam e and date of this 
;tner.il, and so crack the histoiical nut-shell, before 

fc-e can set before our readers the swcetmeat of our 
liorv. This we will do in a single paragrapb, and 

f shall have all the rest of the space to tell you 
^bout the agreeable general, and  th e  funny things 
Jiat he did.

Procopius, o r  Procope, the famous fat general, 
^as .i Bohemian, and  became com m ander of the 
Hussiics, who weie almost an  arm y of giants, in 

114:4. He won m any victories with h is terrible 
av, and caused the princcs of Moravia, A ustria 

md Saxony, to sue for terms a t  his feet. T he  farae 
fhis great deeds and  wonderful victories filled all 

Earopc for eleven years, when h e  was killed in 
BUle in 1434. Now, the histoiical nut-shell is 

Iracked, and we will have some account of the 
lililí) fat m an  who loved th e  children.

In ihc sum m er of 1432, good-natured Procopius 
bd his tall a rm y carne m arch ing  th rough  the hot 
pnatain-passes into Saxony, and  encam ped in a 
Kw lovely valley on th e  banks of the Saale, and 
|nvestcd the oíd walled town of N aum burg. ! t was 

— a lovely tim e of year to lay siege to 
1 tough oíd town,— and  th e  valley was full of 

Ibfrry.trees, which was calculated to m ake fat 
riocopo and the tall besiegers, who were very fond 
(f Ihe good th ings in th e  world, contented  and 
“PPV- So, while a  part of the arm y besieged the 

fwn, the rest went cherrying, and  a  very comfort- 
: lime they had.

But the Saxons who were shu t up in  N aum burg 
fireresolute and  stubborn, and refused to  yiekl. 
The golden moon th a t hu n g  over the Saale on the 

'nights when J^n e  perfumed the vale with roses,

waned, and  halved, quartered  and  roundcd again ; 
b u t the Saxons gavc no signs of com ing 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. T he  roses were 
falling, and  the cherries were rotting, and  Procope 
him self was getting sour. So onc m orning h e  put 
on his high-heclcd boots, and seemed lo be un­
usually out o f sorts, and he sent a terrible message 
to the good people of N aum burg  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 oíd Saxon lords refused to  surrender the 
town.

B ut a t last the store of food in  the town was 
nearly gone, and stroiig walls grow weak when Ihe 
people have no bread. T h e  women iDcgan to be 
hungry , and  the children to  cry for food.

W h a t was to  be done ? T h ey  callcd a  council, 
b u t the  council could do nothing. T h e  besiegers 
were strong without, and  the corn was gone within, 
and  the ir lives were forfeited if  they opened the 
gates to  the enemy.

T here  carne to  the council an  oíd G erm án school- 
master, and  when the lords and  chicf m en could 
offer nothing, he begged leave to say a  few words 
to them.

“ Procope,” said he, bowing very low, so tha t 
his queue stuck out like a  ho rn  behind, “ is very 
fat.”

“  T h a t  will not help our leanness,” said the 
lords.

“  F a t  men are  very clever,” said th e  spare oíd 
pedagogue.

“ All the more inglorious to  die a t  the  h ands o f 
a  clever m an ,” said the lords.

“ A nd clever, fat m en  love children,” said the 
pedagogue, looking very wise.

“  T h a t  does n o t help our case,” said th e  lords.
“ A  m an who loves a  child will not harm  the 

paren t,” said the oíd pedagogue.
“  B ut the Hussites do not love our children.”
“ Every m an has a tender place in  his h eart ,” 

said the wise pedagogue. “  G et a t  tha t, and  one 
is safe,”

“ But how does tha t apply lo u s ? ” asked the 
lords.
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“  Listen," said the pcdagoguc, looking still more 
wise, and bring ing  th e  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 o f  N aum burg .”

• T h a t  quiet sum m er afternoon, the gates of 
N aum burg  swung open, and  a  long procession of 

-little bo.ys and  girls issued forth, and wended their 
way th rough  the astonished Hussites to th e  gay 
paviiion ofProcopius. W e fancy we can see them  
now, and an oíd G erm án picture we have seen 
helps our fancy. T h is  odd picture represents the 
oíd pedagogue following behind with a  bundle of 
books under one arm , and a  brisk switch in  the 
other hand , with which la tte r im plem ent he was 
refrcshing the mcmories of some of the little boys 
in tlie rear, by a wise application in the usual way.

W hen  Procope saw them  coming he seemed 
m ighty  pleased, and with large eyes and  puffing 
lips he waddled out to m eet them. T he  little girls 
seized him  around  his funny legs, and  hugged 
h im  tight, and the little boys all began to s a y ;

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

W h a t could Procopius do? H e  tried to  be hard, 
b u t  i t  was impossible. So he sat down under a big 
cherry-tree near by, and the boys and  girls in a  few 
m inutes « e re  running  all over him  like goaís over 
a  mountain. His heart was besieged, and  a breach 
was soon made in its weakest place.

H e  p u t his hand  on one little boy’s hair aní 
kissed another little gir), who looked so pretty anj 
innocent tha t he could not help ¡E. A nd his grcai 
arms clasped a  haif-a-dozen children a t  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;

“  I t ’s no use. 1 can’t see the children sufTerJ 
you know. I guess I shall have to surrender."

T h en  h e  ordered the Hussites to  bring liim 
baskets o f  cherries, and he and th e  children hada 
cherry feast, and  great was the happiness on tliJ 
Ijanks of the Saale, near the foodless town d i  
N aum burg.

T h e  children returned to  the city a t night, andl 
each one hugged  and  kissed Procopius as tlievi 
parted, and said in  a  low, sweet vo ice ;

“  Spare, for our sakes, ihe  town of Naumburg.']
T he  m oon hu n g  over the Saale in  the goldcn air,I 

and in the late hours d ipped behind the fannouni-l 
ains. T h e  sun rose fair, and  thew atchm en lüokecl 
down from the grim walls of N aum burg  on the longf 
valley ; b u t Procopius a nd  the Hussites were goneJ 
and a  happier day never was seen in the town.

F o r four hundred  years the Saxons have lovcdiol 
recaO this delightful event o f  history, and liaul 
celebrated it by  th e  “  K inderfest,”  or “ ChiUlren'J 
F éte ,” or, as it is often called, “  T h e  Cherry Feasil 
of N aum burg .’’ T h is  festival corresponds to outi 
F ourth  of July, and occurs on the 28th of July, acdl 
a  r igh t glad day it is to th e  children of SaxonvT 
A nd, would you see how long the happy  influcncti 
of a  single good deed m ay last ? why then, wlieol 
you go to G erm any, drop down to  the Saale mi 
sum m er time, and  eat some cherries with the cliil-l 
dren at the Children’s Féte , in honor of the fuiiniesi| 
general in all the world.

G O L D  L O C K S  A N D  S I L V E R  L O C K S .

B y  C e l i a  T h a x t e r .

PUPIL and m aster together, 
T he  wise m an and  the child, 

Merrily ta lking and  laughing 
U nd er the lamp-light mikl.

“ W ell, little girl, did you practice 
On the violín to-day?

W h a t is the air I gave you ? 
Have you forgotten, p ra y ? ”

Pupil and m aster together,
A  fair sight to behold,

W ith  his th rong ing  locks of silver, 
A nd he r  tresses of ruddy gold.

A nd he síngs a few notes and pauses, 
H a lf  frowning to see h e r  stand 

Perplexed, with he r  white brows knittcd, 
A nd he r  chin upon h e r  hand.
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Far off in the S t re e t  of a sudden 
Comes the sound of a  ivandering bancl, 

And the blare of brass rings faintly,
Too d is tant to understand.

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

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

   .
V"'

I thought, if  one h ad  the power, 
W h a t  a  beautiful th ing  ’t  would be, 

H caring  Life’s manifold music,
T o  strikc in one's self the k e y ;

W h e th e r  joyful or son \’, to answer. 
A s winci-harps answer the air,

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

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

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

And sw ift  as Steel to magnct,
T he  far tones and  the near 

Unite and are blended together 
Smoothly upon the ear.

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

As she stole again to h e r  teacher,
A nd lifted h e r  merry eyes.

And neithcr dreamcd what a  picture 
T h ey  made, the young and  the old,- 

W ith  his thronging locks of silver,
A nd her trcsses of ruddy gold.

V o v  V I .— 1 4 -
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O N E  C H R I S T M A S  F l R E S I D E .

T E N  D O L L A R S

B y  O l i v e  T h o r n e .

r E F S O N S  O F  T H E  F L A  Y .
M r . C eiuierotu— A  c lergym an .
M r s . C arne ro n .— H ís  wife.
C raudm (> ther.^ \V \%  moiher.

C h ild ren  o f M r. f  J a n e l .^ k  Schoo l-tcacher. G ir a r á .-K  C lcrk. 
a n d  M rs . C a n ie ro n , )  M u s ic - tc a c h c r  iW ///> .-A S c h o o l» p r l .

5 C £ A ^£ .

A  cotnfortalile, Ihoutjh  hom ely , siic íng .roore , u 'jth  a  sM vc, a  rag - 
c a ^ e t ,  a  ceiuer*iRb1e, w ith  tw o  cand lcs  a n d  snuíTers on  it- 

J a n e t  in  g r a y  clres«, h a ír  p la in , s icd n g  ¡n a s t r a íg h t  cbalr, sett-mg, 
M a b ei, ih e  m usícia ti, jn  b r íg h t  d n » s ,  w ith  ribbons a n d  ciiris, lo u n g ln g  

in  a n  e a sy  chaír, reading .
G ira rá , s tu d y in g  b o o k .k ee p in g .
N sU ie, w ith  h a ir  in  b ra id s , s ti id y ín g  h e r  a n ih m e ü c  w ¡th  slale, etc.
A ll  th ese  a ro u n d  th e  tab le , w ith  p la c e  Ic f t fb r  M o lh c r ,  w h o se  w ork- 

b a sk e l ,  full o f  s to ck in g s , s ta n d s  on  th e  table. H e r  low  sew ing- 
c h a lr  aw a its  h e r  bes íd e  th e  t ib ie .

C ra n á n iQ ih er, ín  b íg  ro ck ín g -ch a ír  b y  stove, k n ítd n g .

G randmother. Nellie, 1 don’t th ink  you were 
polite to yoiiv frieiid when she carne horac with 
you. I was surprised you did n ’t invite h e r  to tea.

N ellie. W ell, G randma, 1 did want to — aw- 
fully, b u t you see [hesi/a/iug] I was ashamed.

C randm other. A sham ed! O fwhat, pray? 
f i in g  her k n ittin g  in  am asem cnt], I  hope I liave n’t 
lived to see a Caincron stcop to the low standard 
of the present day. which cstimatcs a m an by the 
num bcr of dollars he has hcapcd together, hon- 
estly or dishoncstly!

Ja n e í [sm iling]. No, Grandma. I t h in k w e a rc  
all truc Camerons in pvide of famiiy, and it kecps 
us contented under some triáis, too, b u t 1 suppose 
Nellie refers to the state of our “  family china,”— 
if th e  relies tha t adorn our table can be called so.

G randm other [w ith  sp ir it] . As if  tha t made 
any difference with the spirit of hospita lity!

Janet. O f course it  m akes no difference really; 
b u t you m ust admit, G randma, it is a  little 
mortifying to offcr your friend a cracked píate 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.

N ellie  [ruefully]. A nd  not a  whole pitcher in 
the house 1

Janet. T h e  tru th  is, we m ust manage some 
way to buy a  few decent dishes. O ur table is a 
disgrace.

M abel [looking up f o r  the J irs f tim e]. So it is, 
J a n e y ; 1 do wish we could have som ething really 
ai tistic 1 I  saw such a cholee set of Wedgwood 
to-day, as I passed O rton’s !

Ja n e t [laughing]. W edgwood and dinner-sets 
are not for us, Sis. W c  shall have to contcnt 
ourscives with a  few ciips and saucers, and platcs; 
and I  don’t scc exactly where thosc are to come 
from, either.

Mabel. But it ’s just as easy to buy even a 
few things tha t show some taste for art and ilie 
beau tifu l; and a bit of piivc color here  and there 
gives a plain table such an  air.

G irará  [looking n p  f o r  the f i r s t  tim e]. Aits at 
a  Cameron table ! T ’m amazed! A s for “  bits of
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Icolor.” Be!, a  good steak  is as nice a b it of color as 
| l « n t  to see.

.l/rtfe/. How gross, G ira rd !
S d lú  {oagerly]. But about the dishes; l e t ’s 

|a!lhelp to get them.
Oimrd [m ockingly]. Pass around the h a t ! 

iHciiv iTiuch do you start with, Nell? M abcl can 
Lniribute h e r  “  cultchah you, your en thusiasm ;
| l  py good wishes; and Janey m ust do the rest.

SÁHe {meekly, a n d  re in m in g  to her sla te\. 1 
lliaven’t any money, I  know, b u t I  could do with- 
1 out something, I  suppose, and take tha t money.

h n e t { la y in g  dow n her w ork in  h er in teresí\.
I That’s w hat I  thought of. W e  all shall have to 
Ipach somewhere to do it. 1 thought for one 
I  thing, we m ight give up bu tter  a t  the  table—we 
1 children, I m ean ; th a t would save som ething from 
I ihe house bilis.

Girard [tragically]. Oh, Jan e t!  “ the most 
I unhindest cut of all 1 " — tha t was aimcd at me, I 
Itnow. W h a t  are  buckwheats without bu tter?

Janet [w ith  pretended  severity \. Very good 
land «’holesome eating, Mr. Girard. Y ou are  far 
1 loo tender of tha t exacting stomach o f yours ! It ’s 
I lime it was denied.

Girard [ ju m p in g  up, a n d  s trik ing  a n  a tlitu d e \.
I Denied! Don’t I cheat it  with codfish and 
comed b e e f ! and raock it with dandelion coffee ! 
and have n ’t  I punished it  with oatmeal, and 
trnslicd wheat, and other horsc-feed ? “  Oh, tha t
wy niadness lies 1 ” W ha t would you have a fel- 

I Imv do—live on b ran  ?
Janet [severely virtuous'\. Yes, if  he could not

I pay for better. Benjarain F ia n k ------
Girard [in terrupting]. T here, don’t  fling Ben 

I Fpnkiin a t  me again ! He did n ’t care what he 
1 ; he paraded the streets of Philadelphia, eating 

Une loaf of bread, and  ho ld ing  another under 
I his ni in. i saw him  do it— in a  picture, I  mean. 

Grandmother. T h a t  was no th ing  to  be ashamed
I of'

Girard [sittin gd o w ti]. Ñ or to  b ra g  of, neithcr.
Jíinet. W ell, never mind Den F ra n k l in ; the 

I t|uestion now Inefore the house, i s : How can each 
I oíus save a  little money?

Girard. Let ’s  appoint a  committec of ways 
I and mcans—tha t ’s such a  nice easy way I I nom- 
iwe Miss Jane t Cam eron for the committec. Let 
her make som ething out of nothing, and in the 
wrds of tbe im mortal— (ahora)—somebody, “ show 

I uihnw divine a th ing  a  woman may becom e.”
Janet. Now, Girard, stop your nonsense, and 

I devote yourself to this “ account o f  stock,” while 
I *'t girls ta lk  th ings ovcr.

Girard. By the way, tha t rem inds me tha t 1 

bck a letter from the post-office for fa ther to-day. 
I  hliere is he?

Janet. In  the study, I  believe.
(G ira rd  g o e s  OüC.J

Grandmother. I ’U hclp, Janet. I  can do with­
out the cap you were going to m ake me.

Janet. Ño, indeed, G ra n d m a ! You shall 
have a  new cap if  we have to eat off of leaves. W e 
young folks are the ones to  do without things.

[G irard  re tu rn s ,  snufls  th e  cand les ,  a n d  ic s u m e í  h is  scai.]

Ja ne t [continues'\. I  have a  little of my quar- 
te r’s salary left, which I will give.

Mabcl. B u t ------
Ja n e t [hastily^. N o  “ bu ts ,” Mabcl. Ofcourse, 

it  is only by some self-clenial tha t we can do it. 
W e  have no superfluous luxuries.

M abel [sigking'\. I  think not, indeed! Well, 
of course, I  ’ll give up butter, too, and— and [hesi- 
iatiñg] I  wont buy th a t new piece of music.

NelHe. T h a t you’vebeen  wanting for six months! 
M abel I don’t  need it  more than  Jane t needs 

shoes.
N ellie  [p u sh in g  h er books back on the table]. 

D ear m e !  w hat can I do without, I  wonder? 
[rejlecting]— !  suppose 1 m ight wear m y o ld  hat as 
it  is, without the íiowcr m other said 1 m ight gel.
I can’t th ink  of anything else.

Janet. But, Nellie, tha t will be too bad. !t 
really needs it.

N ellie. No m ore than you and Mabcl need 
things. I can tie my veil over it. I  wonder how 
it will look, any way?

[ t í c c s  to  a  cu p h o a rd  o r d raw cr, a n d  h r i t ig s  o u t  a n  n!d has, pnlls 

th e  c rim niing  th is  v .ay  a n d  t h a t  10 g iv e  i t  a  f r ts l ie r  look, while 

tlic  talk  g o e s  o n , n o  o n e  ob sc rv in g  her. ]

G irard. ‘ ‘Advctsity’s sweet milk—philosophy! ” 
Ja n e t [ iu m ii/g  to G irard, now  apparently  

absorbed in  h is books]. Now, G irard, it ’s your 
turn. Show us some of the philosophy you men- 
tioned.

G ira rd  [apparentlysurprised]. E h?  W hat?  
Janet. Have n’t you some pet th ing  to  sacrifice ? 
G irard. I  can’t sacrifice my p e t ;  you ’ve, 

done th a t  yourself a t  one fell stroke— th a t ’s but- 
ter. But [seriausly] ! suppose I m ust crucify my 
pritle, like the rest— though it  is Cameron pride, 
G randm a. I ’ll have ray shoes patchcd, and  wait 
till next quarter for new ones [holding ou t a  some- 
w h a t d ilap ida ted  sitoe, a n d  looking a t i t  on every 
side w ith  com ical look o f  dism ay]. “  I f  you have 
tcais, prepare to shed them  now ! ”

Ja ne t [w annly]- A n d  you so ha te  a p a tc h ! 
G irard, your pride is of the right so r t;  y o u ’re 
ahead of us al!.

G irard  [thealrically]. “ W ho  is h ere  so base
th a t would be a  b o n d m a n ? ” to a pair o f shoes

‘ I f  any, speak ! ” How much will all these

sacrifices nct ?
Ja n e t [in  business-lilce w a y]. T he  sum  total
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o f  these several sacrifices of the Cameron family,
net, ahora ! cxaclly [s¿ovf/y] if we do with-
out b u ttc r  for a m o n th  nine dollars and
sevcnty-five c e n ts !

N ellie  [eagerly ll in m in g  down the hot], !s 
th a t enough ?

Janct. Yes, I  th ink so, uscd with discrction.
C irard. W ell, then, shell out \ofiening a 

th in  poeket-book. Soltloquism g']. “ I d o  rem em ­
b er  a  lonely”  tsvo-dollar n o te  “ and here-
abouts he livcs. H as he not a  lean and  hungry  look? ” 
W ho  'II be trcasurcr of this great financial scheme ?
Janet, o f  course. “ ’T  was ever t h u s "  s h e ’s
always everything in this house-------“  wisest.virtuos-
est, discreetcst, b e s t”  H ere, Miss F actó tum !
[tenderin^ the b ilí w ith  m ock cereinony\.

(M ab e i  slow ly d m w s  o u t  a  sh a b b y  po ite in o n n aíc , n n d  carefu lly  

lak es  o u t  severa! p ieces  o f  c h a n g e ,  sp re o d ln g  ib em  o n  iho 
Ciblc< a n d  c o u n tín g  them , j

Mabel. T w e n t y - f i v e — fif ty— s c v e n t y - f i v e — o n e  

d o l l a r  t w e n t y - f i v c — t h i r t y — f o r t y — f o r ty - f iv e — fo r ty -  

n i n e — o n e  d o l l a r  a n d  f o r t y - n i n e - c e n l s .

[ T h e  d o o r  opens, M o th e r  en tc rs  a n d  s e a ts  lic rsc lf  b y  table , hold- 
i n g  u p  a  ten -do lla r  bill.]

M other. Children, wc ’ve h ad  a windfall.
Ckonis. Have wc ! O h !  Q\\ no t th a t f
M other. Yes, this ten-dollar bilí. Your father’s 

le tte r was from Mr. James, inclosing the ten dol­
lars he owed him , which we had given up long 
ago.

G ira rá  \aside']. “ Now is the winter of our 
discontent, m ade glorious sum m er by this son 
o f ” greenbacks !

Janet. W h a t  will h e  do with it, M other ?
M other. H e  has given it  to m e to p u t where 

it  is m ost needed. H e  has no bilis o u t ; coal is in 
and  paid for, and  we have a  barrel o f flour. In 
fact— thanks to  your all doing so wel), we are 
comfortable for the winter. Now, where is it most 
needed abou t the house ? I thought, myself, tha t 
fathcr ought to have a new study-chalr. His is 
rcally unsafc.

[A  p a u s e  o f  severa l m inu tes. E a c h  o n e  in  a  b ro w n  a tudy. 

b ío th e r  d raw s  u p  h e r  b ask e l ,  a n d  tak es  o u t  h e r  w o rk .]

N ellie  [suddenly, very  ear/iesíty]. O M other! 
I do wish you ’d get m e  some new ribbons and  a 
pair of gloves ! they wont cost much, and mine are 
really too shabby to be d e c e n t!

M other [surprised, a n d  dropping  h er w ork\. 
W hy , I thought your blue ribbons looked very 
nice yet, Nellie ; and  your gloves, I  ’m  sure, can’t 
be worn out.

N ellie. T h ey  're  not really in holcs, b u t worn 
white and s i iabb y ; and my blue ribbons [scom- 
fu U y \  have been washed, you know, and they do 
seem so sliinsy and mean. I wish you could see 
Bello Nelson’s ------

J a n e t [in terrup ting \. Bello Nclson, iiideeci! 
T he  idea of your dream ing of rivaling her 1 If yoa 
ta lk  about needs, I th ink  I  need a  neiv dress about as 
much as you need ribbons and  gloves. I ’ra hardlf 
respectable in my oíd brown serge, cleancd and 
turned upside down, inside out, hind-side before, 
flounced to hide piecing, and bow edto hide darns!

M other [perfectly aghast a t th is  savage speeck, 
a n d  nervously tw is tin g  the b illa s  she talks^. Why, 
Janet, I  tho ug h t your dress looked so n ice! and 
you wcrc so co n tcn ted !

Janet. W cll, I expected, of coursc, to wear it, and 
I had  to be con ten ted ; b u t it makes me fiirious, 
after all the  trouble I ’ve liad with Nellie’s clothes, 
to have he r  talk about Beile Nelson.

C ira rd  [starting  u p  a n d  w a lk in g  across ike 
room, r e tu m in g  a n d  snu ffing  the candles again], 
Now, Mother, see here  ! I t  ’s all stuff to talk 
about ribbons and frocks! Girls always utini a 
cart-load of such truck 1 I  say, H erc, let ’s have a 
h igh oíd Christm as-dinncr I One of the real oíd 
sort, tha t all can enjoy a nd  rem em ber through sub 
sequent scrimped dinners.

Ja n e t [ironically]. T h a t ’s ju s t like a boyl 
I ’ve always heard  tha t the way to a man's heart 
was th rough  his s to m ach ; b u t  I  did n ’t think it 
cropped o u t so young in  life.

G irará  [offended by the ta u n íin g  reflection oa 
h is age]. Y o u n g ! 1 ’d like to  know ------

M other [eam esily, in ierrupting , andforgelfuUj 
le tting  the bilí, now  tw isled  into a  w isp , f a l l  into her 
lap]. C h ild ren ! C hildren! I am  extremely 
pained to see such a  sp i r i t! I f  you cannot talk it 
over pleasantly, I shall be sorry we ever saw the ten 
dollars.

[ Ja n e e  a n d  G irard  look  a ^ a m e d ,  a n d  a re  sileni. GlrardaB 

d o w n .]

M abel [m ildly]. Mother, don’t you think it 
would be well to p u t this unexpected money to the 
use of a  little culture ? O ur lives are  so bate and 
devoid of beauty 1 W e surely shall grow gross 
and earthly-minded if we ncvcr lift ourselves 
above our material nccds, ñor cultívate our 
msthetic tastes.

G irará  [w ickedly, sollo voce]. Ahem ! “ And 
still the  wonder grew,

T h a t  one small head could carry all she 
knew .’’

M abel [not hearing  h im ]. How would it do 
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 a n d ------

G ira rá  [p itch in g  h is book across the room, mah- 
in g  G randm other start, a n d  drop h er ball]. Yos,
to y o u  !  But nobody else cares a fig for your oíd
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Iconcerts, and your choice photographs! [5 cfj 
Grandma's ball, p icks i t  up a n d  returns it  io her.\

lU jW siaHs up, in c l ig n a i i la t  ü i r a r d 's  w ords, Ih en  á i s  an d  b u r ie s lie r  

”  " feceinao®'’''-!
Girard [coniinuing]. I think, the best way, after 

all is to put the money into silver dollars and divide 
¡t átound, so th a t each onc may get exactly what 

suiis him.
Mother [ka tiin g  fn w a r d ,  p a in e d  a n d  distressed, 

tke bilí drops io the floor]. But, children, 1 am 
amazed to see this dreadful discontent 1 I never 
suspecied that you felt like this.

Seltie [ in tem ip tin g  hoüy]. 1 suppose 1 am  
horrid ! But when one has been to scliool all her 
life, dresscd meaner than  the washerwoman’s ctaugh- 
ter, I  don’t th ink it ’s wondei-ful tha t she should 
want a new th ing  once in a while. It ’s  no worse 
I b a n  to stuff it  down the th raa t, as Girard would 

libe!
Mabel [laying dow n the book she took u p  when  

Girard interrupted]. N either eating  ñor dress- 
ing is more than  a  vulgar necessity. O ur spiritual 
nature craves h igher pleasures, and I do th ink  wc 
ouglit to try to rise above th a t low plañe.

Girard [energetically]. “ S tu f f !”
Janet [tossiug her head w ith  d ig n ity] . Well,

I allof youmay say what you like about it, b u t /  can
lell you th is ------

¡At ihis m o m en t, G irard  ju m p s i ip  to  sm iíT ihe  can tiles  a g a in ,  a n d  

in his b a s te ,  sn u fis  o n c  o f th em  ouc.J

.yellie [crossly]. Now you ’ve done i t !

[C ita rd sn a tch es  u p  th e  o th e r  c.m dle  to  r c l ig h t  th e  first.}

Mother [seizing h is h a n d ] . No, no !  Y o u ’ll 
spill the grease ! T ake a paper ! [turn ing  to look 
for one in  h er  basket].

[Giiard looks a ro u n d , sees  th e  bilí in  a  w isp  o n  th e  floor, p icks  

it up.]

G irard. H ere ’s  one, M other !
f U g h t s  i t  a t  o n e  cand ic , re - l ig h ts  ih c  o ihcr, a n d  tiirns lo  the 

s to v e  w ith  th e  b u m in g  b i l í ; o p cn s  th e  stove-door, th row s i t  in , 
ca relcssly  lo o k in g  a t  i t  w h en  in  ; su d d e n ly  looks ag h asi .

G ira rá  [anxiously]. My goodness! Mother, 
where ’s th a t bilí ?

[D o o r  o p e n s ;  M r. C am ero n  p iits  in  h is  h e a d  to  see  w h a t ’s  th e  

m a t te r .]

M other. W hy , I have i t ; i t ’s right here 
[looking in  her lap a n d  on Ihe table]. I had it 
in m y  hands a m inute ago—I was twisting it in 
my fingers, 1 believe.

[L o o k s  on  t h e  floor. T h e  rcs l jo in  in  ih e s e a rc h  u n d e r  th e  t a b l e : 
J a n e t  looks  íii w o rk -b a sk e t ; M o ll ic r  s ta n d s  u p  a n d  shakes  

h e r  d ress .]

G ira rd  [standing  s till, panic-strickeii]. Girls, 
you need n’t look any more. Mother, I—I— lighted 
the candle with it. I thought it was a wisp of 
paper.

M other [distressed]. I twisted it up, as I do 
everything, I  suppose, and laid it down carelessly.

M abel [ in term p tin g ]. N o ; Girard took tha t 
paper from the floor ; I saw him.

G irard. T h en  it clropped, for I saw it as it 
burned in the stove.

C honts [o /d ism ay]. B urnccl!
G randm other [ ferven íly , la y in g  dow n her k n it­

tin g  a n d  p u sh in g  h er spectaclcs up to h er forehead]. 
Bless tho Lord ! let us re turn  to contented povertyl

[All s c c  th e  poÍn(, l&ok OAliaoied, a n d  subsíde  ú u o  s e á is  Íi> 

silcncc.]

F ather [after looking sharp ly  a t each discon- 
íen ted face]. Mother, do you regret the  money ?

M other [serenely, ta k in g  n p  her darning-basket]. 
No, W illiam ! I t has boiight us a  useful lesson ! 
I t  is well bestowed.

G randm other. A n d  no one even once thought 
of the china we need so badly !

[A ll b e n d  o v e r  b o o k s  a n d  w ork , a s  a t  b e g in n in g .]
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R U M P T Y - D U D G E T ’ S  T O W E R .
( A  F a i iy  T a lt .)

R y  J u l i á n  H a w t h o r n e .

L O O K I N G  T H K O t f G H  T H E  R O U N D  W I N D O W .

L on g  ago, before the sun caught fire, before the 
m oon froze up, and before you were born, a  Queen 
had three children, whose ñames were Princess 
Hilda, Prince F rank, and  Prince H enry. Princess 
Hilda, who was the eidest, had blue eyes and 
golden hair; Prince H cnry , who was the youngest, 
had  black eyes and  black h a ir ;  and  Prince Frank[ 
who was neither the youngest ñor the eidest, had 
hazel eyes and brown hair. T hey  were the best 
cliiidren in the world, and the prettiest, and the 
cieverest o f  the ir a g e : they lived in  the most beau­
tiful palace ever built, and the garden they played 
in was the loveliest tha t ever was seen.

This castie stood on the borders of a  great forest 
on the other side o f  which was Fairy  Land. But 
there was only one window in the palace tha t 
looked out upon the forest, and  tha t was the round 
window of tlie room in which Princess Hilda, Prince 
F rank, and  Prince H enry  slept, A n d  since this 
window was never open cxcept a t night, after the 
three children liad been p u t 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 A e  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 
ñ am es ; bu t the children knew them  to be Ihe 
torches carried by the elves, as they ran hither and 
th ither abou t their affairs. T hey  often wished 
tha t one of these elves would come through the 
round window of the ir cham ber, and make them 
a visit ¡ b u t if  this ever happened, it  was not until 
after the children had  fallen asleep, and could 
know nothing of it.

T h e  garden was on the opposite side of the 
palace to the forest, and  was full o f  flowers, and 
birds, and  fountains, in the basins of which gold- 
fishes swam. In  the center of th e  garden, was a 
broad g reen lawn for th e  children to play o n ; and 
on the further edge of this lawn was a  high hedge, 
vdth only o ne  round  openm g in the middle of il. 
B ut throi gh this openiiig \no one was allowcd to
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Ipass; for the land on the o ther side belonged to  a 
Idrarf, whose ñam e svas R unipty-D udget, and 
Iwhose onb' pleasure was in doing mischief. He 
Inas an ugly little dwarf, abou t as h igh  as your 
lltnce, and all gray  from head  to  foot. H e  wore a 
Ibroad-brimmed gray hat, and a  gray bcard, and a 
Jgiay cloak, tha t was so m uch  too long for him  that 
|it dragged on the ground  as he walked; and on 
lilis back was a small gray luirap, th a t  made him 
(look even shorter than  he was. H e  lived in a  gray 
|tower, ivhose battlem ents could b e  seen írom the 
[palace W i n d o w s .  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, T hey  were children 
I that Riiinpty-Dudgot h ad  caught tiespassing 011 
his groLinds, and  h ad  carried off with him to his 
sower. In  this way he had  filled up one córner 
aficr another, until only one córner was left un- 
filled; and if  h e  could catch a child to put in tha t 
córner, tlicn R um pty-D udget would become master 
of the whole country, and  the beautiful palace 
Hould disappear, and  the lovely garden would be 

j changed into a  desert, covered over with gray 
I stones and brambles. You may be sure, therefore, 

ihat Rum pty-Dudget tried very hard  to  get hold 
' of a child to p u t in the thousand and first c ó rn e r ; 

but all the mothers were s o  careful, and  all the 
I children so obedient, th a t for a  long time that 
thousand a nd  first córner h ad  rem ained empty.

I I . — T o m , T H E  F a i t h f u l  G u a r d i .a n .

W h e n  Princess H ilda  and  he r  two little brothers, 
Princc F rank  and P rince H enry , were still very 
iittle, indeed, the Q ueen, the ir mother, was obliged 
lo make a  long journey  to a  d is tant country, and to 
Icave the children behind her. T h ey  were not 
entirely alone, how ever; for there was the ir fairy 
auni to keep guard over them  at n igh t, and  a large 
cal, with yellow eyes and  a thick tail, to see tha t no 
harm carne to them  during  th e  day. T h e  cat was 
namcd Tom, and  was with them  from th e  time 
they got up in the m orning 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. T he  children had  never seen their 
fairy aunt except in dream s, because she only carne 
aftc'' sleep h ad  fastened down their cyelids for the 
night. T hen  she would fly in th rough  the round 
''iiidoiv, and sit on th e  edge of the ir bed, and 
nhispcr in the ir ears aO m anner of chann ing  stories 
about Fairy L and, and  the wonderful things that 
*ere seen and  done there. T hen, ju s t before they 
awokc, she would kiss the ir eyelids and  fly out of 
ibe round window ag a in ; and the cat, with his 
S'ellow eyes and  his thick tail, would come purring  
ii> at the door.

One day, the unluckiest day in the whole year, 
Princess H ilda, Prince F rank  and  Prince Henry 
were playing together on the broad lawn in  the 
center of the garden. I t  was Rum pty-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. A s ill-íortune 
would have it, moreover, the  cat was forced to be 
away on tliis day from sunrise to s u n se t ; so that 
during  all th a t time the three children had  no one 
to  take care of them. B ut they did not know there 
was any danger, for they had never yet heard of 
R u m p ty -D u dg e t; and they went on playing to­
gether very affectionately, for up to this time they 
had  never qiiarreled. T he  only th ing  th a t troubled 
them  was that Tom , the cat, was not there to play 
with th e m ; he had  been away ever since sunrise, 
and  they all longed to see his yellow eyes and his 
th ick  tail, and to  stroke his smooth back, and to 
hear his comfortable purr, However, it was now 
very near sunset, so h e  m ust soon be back. The 
sun, like a great red  ball, h u n g  a little way above 
th e  edge of the world, and  was taking a parting 
look a t  the children before b idding them  good- 
night.

All a t  once, Princess Hilda looked up and saw a 
strange little dwarf standing cióse beside her, all 
gray from head to foot. H e  wore a  gray hat and 
beard, and  a  long gray cloak tha t dragged on the 
ground, and  on his back was a  little gray hum p 
that made h im  seem even shorter than  he was, 
though, after all, he was no taller than your knee. 
Princess H ilda was not frightened, for nobody had 
ever done her any h a r m ; and  besides, this strange 
little gray m an, though  he was very ugly, smiled at 
he r  from car to ear, and  seemed to lie the most 
good-natured dwarf in th e  world. So she called to 
Prince F ran k  and  Prince H enry, and they looked 
up too, and were no more frightened than Hilda j 
and  as the dwarf kept on smiling from ear to  ear, 
th e  three children smiled back at him . Mean- 
while, the  g reat red ball of the sun was slowly going 
down, and  now his lower edge was ju s t resting on 
the edge of the world.

Now, you have heard of Rum pty-D udget before, 
and  therefore you know th a t this strange little 
gray dw arf was none other than  he, and  that, 
although he smiled so good-naturedly from ear to 
ear, h e  was really wishing to do the children harm , 
and even to carry one of them  off to his tower, to 
s tand  in the thousand and first córner. But he had 
no power to do this so long as the children staid 
on the ir side of the hedge ¡ he m ust first tempt 
them  to  creep through the round opening, and then 
h e  coul^ carry them  whither he pleased. So he 
held out h is h an d  and sa id :

“ Come with me, Princess Hilda, Prince Frank
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and  Prince Henry. I  am 
very fond of little ch ild ren ; 
and  if you will crecp through 
tha t round opening in  the 
hedge, Iwill show yousom e- 
th ing you never saw before.” 

T he  three children thought

But from the othcr side of the hedge he thrc» 
a handfiil of black m u d  at the  three childrcn ■ a 
drop of it fell upon the forehead of Prin-cess 
Hilda, and another upon Prince F ran k ’s nose, and 
a  third upon  little Prince H enry’s chin ; and cach 
drop m ade a  little black spot, which all the wasliing 
and  scrubbing in the world would not take away,

it  would be very pleasant to see something 
they  never saw before ; for if  tha t p a r t of 
the world which they had  already seen was 
so beautiful, it was likely tha t the part they 
had not seen would be more beautiful 
still. So they stood up , and Rum pty- 
D udget took Prince F ra n k  by onc hand, 
and  Prince H cnry  by the other, and 
Princess H ilda followed behind, and  thus they 
all se t off across the lawn toward the round 
opening  in the hedge. But they could not go 
very fast, bccause the childrcn were hardly  oíd 
enough to  walk y e t ; and, meanwhilc, the great 
red  ball of the sun kept going down slowly, and 
now his lower ha lf  was out of sight beneath  the 
edge of tlie world. However, a t last they carne to 
the round opening, and R um pty-D udget took hold 
of P rince H enry  to lift h im  through it-

Dut ju s t a t th a t m om ent the last bit of tb e  sim 
disappeared beneath the edge of the world, and 
instantly there was a  great sound of m iauing and 
spitting, and  Tom , the cat, carne springing across 
the lawn, his g ieat yellow eyes flashing, and  his 
back bristling, and every hair upon his tail standing 
straight out, until it was as b ig round  as your leg. 
A nd h e  flew at R um pty-D udget, and jum ped  upon 
his hum p, and bit and  scratched h im  soundly. At 
tha t R um pty-D udget screamed with pain, and 
dropped little Prince H enry, and  vanished through 
the opening of the hedge in the twinkling of an eye.

c

T H E  C A T  D S I V R S  R U M P T V - u y i K J B T  A W A Y .
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And itnmediately Princesa H ilda, who had  till then 
I  been llie best little girl in  the world, began  to wish 
1 lo ordcr everybody about, and  make them  do what 
Isbc pieased, w hether thcy liked it or n o t ;  and 
1 prince Frank, who tül then  h ad  been one of Ihe 
I  «vo best little boys in  the world, began  to  want all 
tbe good and pretty  th ings tha t belonged to  other 
people, in addition to  what already belonged to 
him; and Prince H enry , wbo till then  h ad  been 

I  tbe olhcr nf the two bes t little boys in  th e  world, 
I  began to wish to do what he was to ld  n o t to do, 
1 and not to do w hat he was told to  do. Such was 
I  ¡he effcct of the three black drops of mud.

I I I . — T h e  W a y s  o f  t h e  W i n d .

A l t h o u g h  the Princess H ilda and  h e r  two little 
Ibroiherswere no longer the best children in  the 
1 iforid, they were pretty  good children as the world 
Igoes, and got along tolerably well toge ther on 
Ithe whole. B u t whenever the w ind blew from the 
I  north, where R um pty-D udget’s tower stood, Prin- 
Icess Hilda ordered he r  brothers about, and  tried 
Itomake them do w hat she pieased, w hether they 
I  liked It  or n o t ; and  Priiice F ra n k  wanted some of 
Ithe good and pretty  things tha t belonged to  his 
I  broihcr and síster, in addition to w hat were already 
Ibis; and Prince H enry  would n o t do w hat h e  was 
liold to do, and  would do w hat he was told 
Inot to do. A n d  then , too, the spot on Prin- 
I  cess Kilda’s forehead, and  on P rince F ran k ’s nose, 
[and on Prince H enry’s chin, becam e blacker and 
Iblacker, and ho tte r  and  ho tter, until a t  last the 
I  children were ready  to cry  from pain and  vexation. 
I  But as soon as th e  wind blew from the south, where 
iFaity Land was, th e  spots began to grow dira, and 
liheheat to lessen, until a t  last the children hardiy 
Ifelt or noticed them  any  more. Y et they never 
I  disappeared a ltogether; and  neither th e  cat ñor 
libe fairy aunt could do anyth ing  to drive them 
laway, But the cat used to  warn Princess Hilda 
[and her two brothers th a t  unless they  could make 
jthe wind blow always from the south, tlie thousand 
[and first com er in R um pty-D udge t’s tower would 

filled at last. A n d  when, a t  night, the ir fairy 
jaunt flew in th rough  th e  lound  window and sat on 
[their bedside, and  whispered stories about Fairy 
[Land into their ears, and  they  would ask h e r  in 
[ibtir sleep to take them  all three in  h e r  arm s and 
Jcany them over the tops of the forest-trccs to her 
Ibcaiitiful hom e far away on the other side, she 
l'oald shake her head and  say ;

"As long as thosc spots are  on your faces, 1 

[annot carry you lo my home, for a  pa rt of each 
[of'oubclongs to  R um pty-D udget, and  he will hold 
|w  to it in spite of all I can do. But when Hilda 
[becomes a  horse, and  F ran k  a  stick of fire-wood, 
[and Henry a violín, then  R um pty-D udget will lose

his power over you, and the spots will vanish, and 
I will take you all three in my arms, and fly with

" N E A R E R  A N D  N E A R E R  T O  T H K  H E D G E - ’ ’ ( F A G E  Í O » . ]

you over the tops of the trees to Fairy  Land, 
where we tvill live happily forcver after,”

W h en  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 o f fiic-wood and a  violin ? But tha t the ir fairy 
aun t would n o t tell them.

“  I t  can only happen when the wind blows always 
from the south, as the cat told you,” said she.

“ B ut how can we make the wind blow always 
from the so u th ?” asked they,

A t that, th e  fairy aun t touched each of them on 
the heart, and  smiied, and shook he r  head ; and 
no other answer would she give ; so they were no 
wiser than before.

T h u s  time went steadily on, to-moiTow going 
before to-day, and yesterday following behind, until 
a  year was past, and  R um pty-D udget’s brrthday 
carne round  once inore.

“ I m ust leave you alone to-morrow,” said the 
cat the day before, “  from sunrise to s u n sc t ; but 
if  you a re  careful to do as I tell you, all will be well. 
Do not go into the g a rd e n ; do not touch the 
black ball th a t lies on the table in the nursery ¡ 
and  do not ju m p  against the north  w ind.”

Just as he finished saying these things, h e  sprang 
o u t of the room  and  disappearcd.

All the next m orn ing  the children rem embered 
w hat Tom , the cat, h ad  told th e m ; they played 
quietly in  the palace, and  d id not touch the black
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ball th a t lay on the nursery table. But when the 
afternoon carne, Princess H ilda began to be tired 
of staying shut up so long, when out in the garden 
it  was warm  and pleasant, and  the wind blew írom 
the South. A nd Prince F ra n k  bogan to b e  tired 
o f  his own playthings, and  to  wish th a t he might 
have the pretty, black hall, to  toss up in the air and 
catch again. And Prince H enry  began to be tired 
of doing what he was told, and  wished the wind 
would blow from the north , so tha t he m ight junip  
against it. A t  last they could bear it no longer ; 
so Princess H ilda stood up an d  s a id ;

“ F ran k  and  H enry, I  ordcr you to  come out 
with m e into the g a rd e n !” A nd out they  w ent; 
and  as they passed through the nursery, Prince 
H enry  knocked the black ball off the table, and 
Prince F ra n k  picked it u p  and  p u t it in his pocket. 
But by th e  time they got to  the broad lawn in the 
center of th e  garden, the three spots on their faces 
were blacker than ink  and  ho tter  th a n  pepper; 
and, strange to  saj-, the wind, which h itherto  had 
blown from the soulh, now changed about and

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 tha t every time it  fell to ihe 
ground, it struck a little nearer the hedge wliich 
divided R um pty-D udget’s land from the Queen’s 
garden. A t last Prince F ran k  got the ball, and 
kept tossing it up in the air, and catching it again 
all by  himself, w ithout le tting  th e  others take their 
turns. But they ran  after h im  to get it  away, and 
all three raced to and  fro, without noticing that ai 
every tu rn  they were nearer and n earer to the ihgh 
hedge, and  to the round opening th a t led into 
R um pty-D udget’s ground. After a long chase, 
Princess H ilda and Prince H enry  caught up witlí 
Prince F rank , and would have taken  the black ball 
away from h im ; b u t he gave it a  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.

( T o  ¿>é co n tin u ed .)
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P E T E ' S  C H R I S T M A S - T R E E .

B y  J .  H .  A n d r e w s .

T h e r e  "'as a  boy whose ñam e was P e te ,—
(I hope he i s n ’t here, because 

i woiildn’t  daré  to  tell this if h e  was.)
I think y o u ’d  bette r  guess the Street 

He lived in, and  the village too as well,—
For I s h a ’n’t tell.

And this boy Pete  feit very sad one d a y ;
He could n ’t play ;

He left the house and  wandered fat aw ay ;
H e  left his kite and ball;

He did n’t feed his rocking-horse a t a ll;
He did n’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 m eans ’t  would take too long 

10 S ta te . )

So—not to keep you in suspense—
He reaehed a  spot where trees grew tall and 

dense,
And dam bering upon an  oíd rail-fence,

He sat him  down to medítate.

T was in Septem ber,— apples every one 
W ere  ripcning in th e  sun ;

And bobolinks h ad  hardly yet begun 
To th ink  of leaving hom e ;

The íields were still in b lo o m ;
The hutterflies and  bees and  all such things 

W ere  practicing their wings;
And every breeze 

Startled tlie squirrels, who, with m erry pranks, 
Were playing hide-and-seek am ong  the trees. 

N ature was gay !
(As grown-up people say.)

But Peter seemed to  feel the o the r w a y :
Poor Ind 1 

He did n’t mind the beauty o f  the day;
And nothing made him  glad.

With fingers in his hair h e  sat alone,—
A nd if y o u ’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 Christm as comes b u t once a  year?
N'ow, look at Sundays,— th e re ’s no end to them ,—■ 

1 don't know who ’s to  blame,—
Tlicy keep a-coining every little w h ile ;—
I got my rocking-horse the other day \

To take a drive;
And,—sure as I ’m  alive !—

I ’d h.irdly traveled half a  mile

W hen  m other called out : ' Say,
Petcr, just put tha t hobby-horse away ;
I t ’s Sunday now, you know you m u s tn ’t play.’

“ H E  S A T  H I M  D O W N  T O  M E D I T A T E . "

Y e s ! Sunday every day or two.
B ut Chvistmases,— M y ! ain t they few ! 
H ere I ’ve been waiting,
A nd calculating 
W h a t  I would do 

Next C hristm as-tim e; and  now I ’ve found 
It ’s  three m onths ’fore it  comes around !

T hree  m o n th s!—oh, de a r!—
W h y  d on 't they have it  more than  once a  y e a r ! ”

T hus Pcter did soliloquize,—

His hands upon his eyes,—
Meanwhile, he tries 
(W ith  such a  frown !)

To kick the oíd fence d o w n :—
B ut fails,—

KHcking his boot-heel off against tlic ralis.
T herc  is no doubt 

But Pe te r fd t  uncommonly p u t out.
H e  sat down on a  stone—
W h en  som ething brought 

A  smile apon  his face,— the frown was gone,— 
A nd up he qtartcd. “ W ell, i 'v e  got it  now,”
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He said. “ I thought, somehow,
I m ight arrange
To have a chango
A bout these Christmas days.”

“ A nd now,” he says,
“  I ’Jl do this th in g : Because 
I do not wonder tha t oíd S an ta  Claus 
Comes only once a  ycar. I t ’s  plain to m e ;

F o r,— can’t I see 
H e  d o e sn ’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 
I ’ll tcach them  som ething when I  grow.)

Rut I wont wait till t l ie n ;
These grown-up men 

May have their Christmas once a  j’caj- ;  but I , —  
1 ’ll have a  dozen if  I  wish. 1 ’ll try 
A  Christmas-ti ec to-m orrow ; if  they wont 
H elp me, I ’Il have it on my own account!

T o-m orrow ’s just the day!
T he  oíd folks will be gone away 
T o  visit Unele E phra im  on the hill;
1 ’ll have a  tree to-morrow,— that I will.

T h ink  of the boys 
Next m orning when I carry out the toys :— 

W o n t their eyes open w id e !
A nd then, beside,

T o  fool oíd Santa Claus,— oh, what a j o k e ! ” 
Thus Pe te r spoke,

Full h a lf  the  n igh t awake he lay, 
A nd waited for tbe day ;
T lien  fcll asleep to dream 
A bout his wondrous sclieme.
W h en  the bell sounded 

F o r breakfast, out o f  bed h e  bounded.
H e  laughed, o f  course,

T o  see his b ro ther harnessing the horse;
A nd to him self he said :

“  I ’ll hide the toys well underneath  the bed,” 
W h en  he was dressed.

He found his parents in the ir Sunday best. 
Beside the table.

Pete , who was hardly ablc 
To eat a t al! th a t day,
Soon slipped away,—
W e n t out-of-doors.—

Drove up  the g ig ,_o ffe red  to hold  ihe liorse; 
A nd when he saw the oíd folks safely in,

H ow Pete  did grin  !
How he rolled over on the ground 
Till his head  whirled around 

W ith  dizz’ness.
“ And now,” said Pete, “  to b u s in e ss !”

’T i s  sad, b u t I  m ust tell it.
Pete  soon secured the ax,
A nd mafcing sundry tacks 
A bout the yard, he carne upon a tree 

(As fine a spruce as people ever see),

I n

/ ■

T o e  

U p o n  h

' A n d  s t o  

í |  W i t h  w h

T H E  O L D  i i l ( j  S T A R T S ,

And, tu rn ing  on his one hcel, homcward sped, 
W ishm g ’tw ere  night, and  he were safe in bed

Well, n igh t d id come at l a s t ; he ran upstairs. 
(I fear he ra ther hurried  th rough  his prayers.)

A nd with most vigorous hacks 
H e  tried to fell it. 1

Pete never worked so hard  before ¡
A nd I  ’li not darc to say....... I

How soon tliat Christm as-tree was bn its way

I T h r  

H e  

H a l l  

Sof tly ,—  

M a k in g

' A n d  l e a \

For p r e t l
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Toward tlie fiont hall door. 
More tim e was spent 

In getting the long branches bent

“ a n d  t u c c e d  t i l l  i n  i t  W e N T - “

Between the cas in g ;
T he  tree, in passing,

Tore off long  strips of paint,
But Pe te r was intent 

Upon hís work, and  tugged, till in it  went.
H e dragged it  through the hall,
T hen  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 (m ust I  tell 
W h a t then  befell?)

Throughout and  'round the house 
He darted like a  mouse.
Half laughing, h a lf  afraid,

Softiy,—yet swiftly as a  well-played jig ;
Making a careful and  all-searching raid 

T ha t Christmas-tree to rig  1 

“  For,” said he, as he ran,
“  I ’ll fix it  as I can ¡

I ’ll do my best,
And leave oíd S an ta  Claus to do the res t.”

H e ravaged all the house.
A nd tum bled drawers about,
Turned  closets insicie out,

For pretty ornam ents to  deck th e  boughs.

H e took the vases,
A nd all the  jewelry from out tho  cases.

Bottles of sweet perfume,
Took pictures from their places,
A nd hurricd  to his room.
I can’t ñam e ail the  things 

W hich up the stairs he brings,
Laughing so m errily;

Ñor how he hangs them  up upon the tree,
A nd fastcns them  with strings;

Ñ or how h e  handles 
T he  tallow candies,

A nd dccks the tree in  genuine Christmas state—  
All ready to  illuminate 1

A t last the oíd folks carne home tired ; 
P e te ’s m other anxiously inquircd :

“ Well, Peter, been a t  work? You ’re  tired, 
to o ? ”

“ Oh, som e,” he said ; “ I ’m  very glad I  ’m 
through .”

“ T h a t ’s right, my boy ,” the father made reply, 
“  You ’ll be the m an to m ake your parents proud ; 
T he  good time ’s coming, Peter, by and by .”

* ' H E  R A V A G E D  A L L  T H E  H O U S E . ”

“ Yes, so is Christm as,” m urm ured Pete ,— not 
loud.

It was n’t long before h e  sa id :
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[Jakiu,,

“  I  guess I  ’ll go to 13011.”
A nd with a  licart which beat 

W ith  glorious anticipations, Pete 
Leapcd up íhc stairs, th inking what lay ahead. 

He finds liis room, and  listens long, until 
T he  house is s t i l l ;
T hen  crccps along the floor,
A nd  fceis the door;
H e  strikes a  match,
A nd fastcns down the ca tch ;

So P e te  kept guard, in silencc crouchine 
T h e  d^rk  hole in  the flrc-place watching. 
W hile ever and  again h is heart beat fastcr 
A t some slight cracking o f  the plaster,

O r scratching o f  a  ra t ,—
A n d  all was stillness after that.

’T  was very hard  to  keep from chokinír 
I h e  candles, soraehow, took to smokim. 

W h en  suddenly Pete  heard 
A sort o f  fluttering.

“ a  H O S T  o r  T H I N G S  W I T H  W I N G S  I

T hen, carefully the bolt he draws,—
T he fire-board ’s down in silence most amazing. 

H e  sets the candles blazing 
“ T here  now,” he says, “  we ’ll lay for Santa 

Claus t ”

I don 't propose to say 
How long he lay;

Ñ or can I tell precisely w hat occurred 
P o r  som ething like an  hour or more 
Stretched out upon the bcdroom floor,

Pete  kept awake b u t  never stirred.
Anxious for what should come 

Like a  starvcd cat, tha t long  has waitcd 
With eager ears and  eyes dilated

Before some mouse’s home.

“  H i s t ! ” said he, m u tte r in v ;
“  T h a t ’s  he.

A nd now I ’ll see
T he  load o f  toys he brings.”

T h en  down th e  chimney th e  soot carne dropping, 
A nd into the room  w ithout any stopping 

T h ere  burst a  host of things 
W ith  wings!

Pete’s eye with terror the visión follows,—
A great black brood o f  chimney swailows!

A nd the rapid  rate 
A t which they whírled about P e te ’s pate 

I could n ’t  begin to  calcúlate.

W hew  !-
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How they flew !
Iviule e v e r y  c a n d l e - f l a m e  b u r n e d  b l u e .

How Pete  did stare,
A n d  how his hair 
B e g a n  to rise,—
And how his eyes 

Btood out from his head in m ute  surprise ; 
knil how, ’mid the terrible candle fiare, 
dod the swallows whizzing th rough  the air. 

He jum ped , when his father cried. 
As he battered  th e  door outside, 

‘U'hr. Pete ! w hat are you doin’ ?”

W ltat a  crash ! 
fcvhcii ilie luekless youngster m ade a  dash 
For the door, and  stum bling over a  chair, 
[rbai Cliristraas-tree r igh t tlien and  there, 

Carne down in a  fearful ru in  !

1 think I ’il drop the story h e r e ;
JBui, if you ’d likc to drop a tear,
Bi Houid n’t be difficult, could you see 

How Peter's fa ther tenderly 
Lifted his son upon his knee,

And used a  iwig from tha t grccn trcc.
He used. it in  such a  generous way 

friiút Peter rem em bered his Christmas day, 
And sometime after was heard to say 

That h e  ’d  b e  a  dunce 
[If he wanted that Christm as m ore than once.

Since tha t famous night, 
iHc ncvcr has taken a pa ten t right

' •  »  T V V l ü  P B O M  T H A T  G R E E N  T R E E . "

F o r the Christmas he then  invented. 
A nd even now th a t he ’s grown a man 
H e  keeps his Christmas, and seems contentad 

To foliow the good oíd plan.

“ S I X T Y  M I N U T E S  M A K E  A N  H O U R . ’ 

By M a e g a r e t  E y t in g e .

'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 he r  small
rocking-chair,— a gift from 

| ,  Santa Claus,— beating her
peasi w,th h e r  little fist as though  to  b ea t tlie 
■ttsson so firmiy in  th a t it  never could get out again
I») an\' chance (I th ink  it would have been far more
■«risible to have poundecl on he r  head  for tha t pur- 

p s c )— “ sixty seconds m ake a m inute ,—sixty min-

the
imiWish voice grew fainter a nd  fainter, and  the last 

Hour” never got farther than “ ou.”

T h en  Nellie ceased rocking, and  h e r  head fcll 
b a c k a g a m s t  the pretty  scarlet and  green “ t id y ” 
whicli she had found on her Christm as Tree, and 
the dark-bi-own curls fell over the dark-brown eyes. 
and she began  to th ink of nothing a t  all. And 
while she was quietly thinking of no th ing  at all, 
she suddenly heard, to he r  great amazemcnt, a  tiny 
voice— as d e a r  and sweet as the tinkiing o f  the silver 
bell tha t h u n g  from the neckiace of “  Snow-and- 
cream ,” h e r  favorite cat—repeat th e  words, “  Sixty 
minutes make an  h ou r,” and  pecp ing  th rough  the 
cloud o f  hair tha t veiled he r  eyes, she saw a wee 
figure stand ing  before her, dressed in  white, with a 
daisy in  its bosom, and  a  snowdrop clinging to its 
palé, golden curis.

I t  h ad  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  is only a few weeks oíd.

D a n c i n g  i n  a t  a h o l c  i n  o n e  o f  t h e  w i n d o w - p a n e s ,  

a n d  th e n c G  t o  t h e  f l o o r  o n  a  l o n g ,  s i a n t i n g  s u n -  

b e a m ,  c a r n e  o t h e r  w e e  f i g u r e s ,  f o l l o w e d  b y  s t i l l  

s m a l l e r  o n e s ,  a n d  t h e  s m a l l e r  o n e s  f o l l o w e d  a g a i n  

b y  c o m i c a l  m i t e s  n o  h i g h e r  t h a n  N c l l i e ’s  n e w  s i l v e r  

t h i m b l e .

“  O h, you darlings ! ” cried Nellie, ciapping her 
h an d s ; “ how glad I am  to see you 1 A re you 
fairies ? ”

“ No, dear,” replied the baby-faccd one, with 
a  bright smile. “ W e are Hours, Minutes, and 
Scconcls, and we bclong to the year tha t is almost 
gone. I don’t suppose you can rem em bcr the 
Minutes and Seconds, your acquaintance with them  
was so very s l ig h t; they stay such a short time, no 
one can becomc well acquainted with them , sixCy 
minutes and  three thousand and  six hundred 
scconds com ing and  going during the visit o f  one 
h o u r;  b u t 1 am  sure you can rcm em ber m e and 
my sisiers and  cousins,— th a t is, some of us. It 
would be impossible for you to rcm em ber us all, 
o f  course.”

“  W hy , how m any sisters and cousins have you, 
you cunning to t ? ” asked Nellie.

“  T w e n t y - t h r e e  s i s t e r s ,  a n d  e i g h t  t h o u s a n d  s e v e n  

h u n d r e d  a n d  t h i r t y - s i x  c o u s i n s , ”  a n s w e r e d  t h e  

t o t .

“ Good gracious! and  m y  s ta rs !”  exclaimed 
Nellie. “ W h a t a awful,— a very awful large 
family ! I nei-er heard  of such a  thing. I t  stands 
to  reason”—Nellie borrowed this expression from 
he r  papa— “  th a t I  could n ’t rem em ber— such a 
young memory as I  have— only six, going on seven 
— the ha lf  or quarter ofso m any hundreds and  thou­
sands, even if  I ’d  m e t them  all, which I don’t 
believe I  have .”

“  T h a t ’s ju s t what I  was about to say ,” said the 
Hour, sbak ing  its light curls softly, “  we don't 
expect you to  rem em ber very m any o f  us, and  
you ’re r igh t in thinking you have not known us 
all. In  fact, b u t half of our num ber have been 
introduced to  you. T h e  other half glided silently 
by, while you were sleepíng, and  some of us were 
so much alike tha t you could n ’t tell us apart, and 
a few o f ou r  relations have yet to visit you,— th a t is, 
if  you stay up long enough  to receive them. T he  
last will fly away as the d o c k  strikes twelve, and 
the m idnight bells r ing  merrily to wclcome the 
birth  of the New Y ear.”

“  Oh dear, no,”  said N ellie; “ I  sha’ n ’t  see tha t 
one. I  go to bed zackly eight, 'less on p a r- t ic -u -  
la r ’casions, and  then nine ; b u t I  don’t th ink  this 
is a  p a r- t ic -u - la r  ’casion for me. But you have n ’t 
told me who you are, y e t? ”

“  I am  the H our tha t was with you the morning,

nearly  a  year ago, when your baby-brother broktl 
the beautiful wax dolí S an ta  Claus h ad  brougbl 
you, and  you forccd back the teavs'when yousa»! 
his rosebud mouth begin to trcmble, and lakinJ 
him in your arm s told hira ‘ Baa, baa, black shccp,j 
until he fell asleep.”

“ I rem em ber,” said Nellie, h e r  face all agio»! 
“  and  m am ina kissed m e as she took baby \Vil|ie| 
from me, and called m e h e r  ‘ own brave ¡itilt| 
daughter.’ ”

“  A nd I am  the H our,” said a small, grave boilJ 
in a plain, dull, gray dress th a t h a d  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 be ing  punished for tcllinjl

“  D on’t m en tio n it,  please,” interrupted a  brighi-l 
faced, pleasant-looking H our, in a  sky-blue robel 
with a wreath o f  the tiniest chrysanthemums arouinil 
its head. “ W h a t ’s th e  use of talking abcut itil 
I t  is n ’t  a  cheerful subject, and  I ’ve no doubil 
Nellie always to ld  the tru th  after that. I  heard herí 
sobs of repentance, and  h e r  vows ‘ never—neveri 
— n ev er’ to  do so again, and saw the smiles comel 
back and  chase away the clouds, when all was joil 
and peace once m ore.”

“ I danced with h e r  in  the meadow;” s.ing al 
graceful elf stand ing  on the tips of its toes, añil 
holding its arm s above its head as though ít werel 
about to  fly, “ one sum m er day ,—the day shel 
gathered daisies and dandelions,—and  sang a siveal 
and  joyous song in  answer to  the bird tha t had i |  
nest in  the apple-tree. In  th a t  nest were four baby-| 
birds, and  they peeped out and  twittered wheii| 
they heard Nellie sing.”

“ Yes, yes, in d e e d !” cried Nellie, “ and what| 
b ig  m ouths they had  !”

“  And I, Nellie dear,” said a  queer spritc withal 
pointed cap, and on the point a  jolly little bell, [ 
“  fell into the brook with you one A ugust afternooii| 
when you were try ing to  catch a  frog. Kerchunk! 
how scared the frog-folks were when you tumbled 
in  am ong them  ! ” and the sprite laughed, and the 
jolly little bell laughed, and  Nellie laughed loüdest | 
of all.

“ A nd I , ” cried another, tossing its head and try-1  

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 I ,” lisped a roly-poly, cunning  wee thing. I 
“ when you said ‘ Please— please— please,' andi 
g randm a gave you a  slice of bread-and-butter, but) 
you could n’t see the biitter for the apple-jclly.”

“ I rem ember, I  rem em ber,” said Nellie; " l l  
wish I had some now.”

“  I  was with you, dear one ,” m urm ured án Hour, 
with kind, gentle eycsh and low, pitying voict.
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■•«lien yoiii- poor head ached with a terrible pain, brothers just before you h u n g  up your stocking on 
j„ci between your moans, you made a praycr to  Christmas E ve.”
,he good God for help .” “ A nd I saw you take it  down the next morning

I ,  l a m  t h e  H o u r , ”  s a id  a  m e r r y ,  t w in k l in g ,  b i r d -  fi lled a l m o s t  to  b u r s t i n g  w i th  g o o d  t h i k g s ' t o

I I  like spiril with hollyberries hanging  all over it, ea t ,” said another, with a face like a  doll’s  plum-” W/W * I i W  --J - -(

“that looked on when you played gamos with your pudding,

Voi., V I .— 15
i /

and little black cuirants for eyes.

I ■
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A nd I bu t a t  tha t mom ent Nellie’s
arithmetic fell from h e r  lap with a  b a n g ! and away 
fled the Seconds, and Minutes, and Hours, up the 
long, sianting sunbcam , and  out of the window.

A nd when Nellie in a  great hurry  leaned out lo 
look after them, she saw nothing but the snow, and 
two street-sparrows picking up crumbs, and chai. | 
te ring  noisily to cach other.

A  J O L L Y  F E L L O W S H I P .

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

C h a p t e r  V .  

S t o r m i n g  S a n  M a r c o .

; s tarted out on our storm­
ing expcdition on a Tues- 
day night, about 
o’clock; we had  a 
key, so we could 
hom e when we pieased. 
Rcctus carricd the rope, 
and I  had the gi-apnel, 
wtappcd in its cotton wool. 
W e  put newspapersaround 
these things, and  made 
pretty respectable packages 
of them. W e 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. W e  were not going to do anything 
wrong, but we had  no idea what the U nited States 
G overnm ent would th ink about it. W e  carne down 
to the fort on ils landward side, b u t our attack was 
to be made upon the watcr-front, and so we went 
round th a t way, on the side farthcst from Ihc 
town. T here  were several people about yet, and 
we had to wait. W e  dropped  our packages into 
the moat, and  walked about on the water-battery, 
which is between the harbor and the m oat, and is 
used as a sort of plcasure-grouncl by the people of 
the town. I t was a pretty dark  night, although 
the stars were out, and  the last of the promenadcrs 
soon went hom e ; and  then , after giving them  
about ten minutes to get entirely out o f  sight and 
bearing, we ju m p ed  down into th e  m oat, which is 
only five or six feet below the water-battery, and.

taking ou r  packages, went over to tha t pavt oí | 
the  wall which we had tixed upon for our assauli.

W e fastened the rope to th e  grapnel, and then I 
Rcctus stood back while 1 made ready fcu tlie 
throw. It was a pretty big throw, almost straigbt 
up in the air, b u t I was strong, and was uscil to 
pitching, and all th a t sort of thing. I coiled the 
rope on the ground, took tbe loose end of it fiimly I 
in my left liancl, and then, le iting the grapnel hang I 
from my right hand  until it nearly touched the, 
ground, I swung it round and round, pcrpciidicu- 
larly, and  when it h ad  gone round three or fourl 
times, I gave it a  treincndous hu rí upward.

It rose bcautifully, like a rocket, and fell iiisidel 
o f the ram parts, m aking  only a  little thud o f i |  
sound.

“  First-rate ! ” said Rectus, softly; and I felt | 
pretty proud myself.

I pulled on the rope, and  found the grapnel had 
caught. I h u n g  with my whole weight on it, bul | 
it held spiendidly.

“  Ni)w, th en ,” said I to Rectus, “  you can clirob I 
up. Go slosvly and  be very careful. There S no 
hurry. A nd m ind you take a  good hold when )ou | 
get 10 the top .”

W e had arrangcd th a t R ectas  was to go first I 
T his did not look very brave on my part, biit I fell 
tha t I wanted to  be under him , while he was climli- 
ing, so th a t I could break his fall if  he should slip 
down. I t  would not be exactly a  perpcmlicuhr 
fall, for the wall slanted a  little, b u t it woiild be 
bad enough. However, I had  climbed up 'vorse| 
places than that, and  Rectus was very nimblc ; so.
I felt there  was no great clanger.

U p  he went, hand  over hand, and  puttingbisi 
toes into nicks every now and then, thereby lKlping| 
himself very much. He took it  slowly and casil;'. 
and I felt sure he would be all right. As I looked | 
a t him , climbing up there  in the darkness, «hile I 
was standing below holding the rope so that i' I 
should not swing, I could not help thinking that I 
was a pretty  curious kind of a tu to r for a hoy 
However, I was taking all the care of him thatl
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and if he carne down, h e ’d probably hurt 
L j^ o r se th a n  he would hu rt hiraself. Besides, I 
I  had no reason to suppose tha t oíd Mr. Colbert ob- 
jtcied to a  little fun. T hen  I began to th ink of 

h iis  Colbert, and while 1 was thinking o fh e r ,  and 
I  looking up ai Rectus, I was amazed to see him 
Igoing up quite rapidly, while the end of the rope 
Llippecl through my fingers. U p  he went, and 
Lhen I ran back, I could see a dark figure on the 
ImII, above him. Somebody was pulling him  up !

In a very few m om ents he disappeared over the 

|top. rupe and a l l !
Now, 1 was truly frightened. W h a t  m ight hap- 

Ipen to the boy?
I  I «as about to  shout, b u t on seeond thoughts, 
I d e c i d c d  to keep qu ie t;  yet I instantly made up 
I m y n i i n d ,  tha t if I did n ’t see ñor hear from him 
Ipreítysoon, 1 would run around to the gate and 
¡tang up the people inside. However, it was not 
Inecessary for me to trouble myself, for, in a  minute, 
¡ilieropc carne down again, and  I took hold  of it. 

I p i i l l c d  on it, and  found it all firm, and  then I 
|« n í  up. 1 climbed up pretty fast, and two or 
Idirce times I felt a  tug, as if  somebody above was 
[ t q i n g  to pulí me up. B u t it was o f  no use, for I 
«as a great deal stouter and heavicr than  Rectus, 
«howas a  light, slim boy. B ut as I neared the 
Itip, a hand carne down, and clutched me bv the 
colhr, and some one, with a  powevful arni and 
grip, helped m e over the top of the wall. r h e r e  
s t o o d  Rectus. all right, and the fellow w h a h a d  

I klpet! US up was the big Indian, “  Maiden’sH e^ r t .”
1 looked at Rectus, and he w hispered;
■'He says ihcrc  ’s a sentinel down there in / th e  

I s i j u a r e  ”
At lilis, M aidcn’s H eart  bobbed his head 

itiree times, and, m otioning to us to crouch 
I  becrept quietly over to tlie inner wall of th 
I parís, and looked down.

“ What shall we say we carne fo r?” Iwhispered,
I quickly ,

“ I don’t know,” said Rectus.
"Wcll, wc m ust think of som ething,” I said,

I “ orwe shall look like fools.”
Bíit before we h a d  time to  think, M aiden’s H eart 

Icrept back. H e  p u t 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 
>11 three slipped into the narrow entrancc to  the 
loiver, the Indian motioning us to go first. W hen  
vetno stood inside of the little round  tower, oíd 
MaideiVs H eart  planted himself before us in the 

I PíSMge, and waited to hear what we h ad  to say.
Bill wc could n’t th ink of anything to say. Di- 

I  recily, hosvcver, I  thought I  must do something, so 
I Ltispered to the Indian.

“  Does the sentry ever come up here ? ”
H e  seemed to  catch my meaning.
“ I go watch,”  he s.aid. “ Come back. Tell 

you.” A nd off ho stole, m aking  no more noise 
than a  cat.

“ B othcr o n h iin  ! ” said Rectus. “ I f  I ’d  known 
he was up here, I would never have com e.”

“ I reckon no t,"sa id  I. “  B u tn o w th a tw e  have 
come, what are  we going to do or say. T ha t 
fellow evidently thinks we have soinc b ig project 
on hand , and h e ’s ready to  help u s ;  we nuist 
be careful, or he ’ll rush down and m urder the 
sentinel.”

“  I ’in sure I don 't know w hat to say to h im ,” 
said Rectus. “  W e ought to have thought of this 
before. I suppose it would be of no use to men- 
tion my postor to him.”

“ No, indeed,” said I, “ h e ’d  never understand 
that. A nd, besides. therc ’s a man down there. 
L et ’s peep out and  see what he ’s  doing.”

So wc crept to the entrance o f  the passagc, and 
saw Maiclen’s Heart, croiiched near the top of the 
inclined plañe which serves as a  stair-way from the 
square lo the ram pai ts, and looking over the low 
wall, evidently watching the sentry.

“ I ’ll tell you what I c t ’s do,”  said Rectus. 
“  L et ’s make a rush for our rope, and get out 
of this.”

“ No, s i f ! ” said I. “ W e ’d break our necks, 
if we tried to hurry  down th a t rope. D on’t think 
of anything of tha t kind. A nd besides, we could 
n’t both get down before he ’d  see us.”

In  a  few minutes, M aiden’s H eart  crcpt quickly 
^back to us, and seemed surprised that we had  left 
our hidiiig-place. H e  inotioned us farther back 
into the passage, and slipped in himself.

W e  did not have time to ask any questions before 
we heard the sentry com ing up  the stair-way, which 
was near our córner, W hen he reaclied the top, 
he walked away from us over toward the Indian bar- 
racks, which were on the ram parts, a t  th e  other 
end of the fort. As soon as he reaehed the bar- 
racks, M aiden’s H eart took me by  the a rm  and 
Rectus by the collar, and  hurricd us to the stair- 
way, and  then down as fast as we could go. He 
m ade no noise himself, b u t Rectus and I clumped 
a  good deal. W e h ad  to wear our shoes, for the 
place was pavcd with rough  concrete and oyster- 
shells.

T he  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.

“ E ugb I ” said he, for he was an Ind ian ; and 
he ran in fiont of us, and held h is m usket hori- 
zontally before us. O f course we stopped. A nd 
then, as there was nothing else th a t seemed proper 
to d o ,  we held out our hands and  said, “ H o w ? ”
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T h e  sentinel took his gun in  his left hand , and 
shook hands with us. T hen  Maiden's Heart, who 
probably rem em bered tha t he had omitted this 
ceremony, also shook hands with us and s a id : 
“  H o w ? ”

T he  two Indians now began to jabber to cach 
other, in a  low voice ; b u t we could not, nf course, 
make out what they said, and I don’t th ink  they 
were able to im agine what we intended to do. 
W e were standing near th e  inner door of the great 
entrance-way, and  into this they now m archcd us. 
T here  was a  lamp burn ing  on a  table.

Said Rcctus : “  I guess tbey ’rc going to put us 
out of the f r o n t 'd o o r ; ”  b u t he was mistaken. 
T hey  walked us into a  dark  room, on one side of 
the hall, and Maiden’s H eart said tous : “ Stay here, 
H im  mad. I come back. Keep still,” and then 
he went out, probably to discuss with th e  sentinel 
the nature  of our conspiracy. I t  was very dark in 
this room, and, a t first, we could n’t see anything 
at a l l ; bu t we soon found, from the 
smell of the bread, tha t we were in 
the kicchen or bakery. W c had 
been here before, and had seen the 
head-cook, a  ferocious Indian squnw, 
who h ad  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. W’e hoped she 
was n 't  in here  now.

“ I did n ’t know they had  Indian 
sentinels,” said Rectus. “ T ha t 
seems a  little curious to me. I sup­
pose they set the innocent ones to 
watch the guilty .”

“ I don’t believe tha t would work,” 
said 1 ; “  for the innocent chaps
would w ant to  get away, just as much 
as the others. 1 guess they make 
’em  take turns to stand guard. There 
has  to be a  sentinel in a fort, you 
know, and  I suppose these fellows 
are  learn ing  the busincss.”

W e  did  n ’t settle this question, 
ñor the more im portant one of our 
reason for this vis it; for, a t  this mo­
m ent, M aiden’s H eart carne back, 
carrying tho lamp. H e  looked at us in  a curious 
■way, and then he said :

“  W h a t you w an t?”
I could n ’t th ink  of any good answer to  this ques­

tion, but Rectus whispcred to me :
“  G ot any money with you ?”
“  Yes,” said I.
“  Let ’s buy some sea-beans,’i said Rectus.

\I1 r igh t,”/1 answered. /

“ S ea-bcans?” said M aiden’s H eart, who hai 
caught the w ord ; “  you want sea-beans?”

“ Yes,” said Rectus, “  if you have any good 
ones.”

At this, the Indian conducted us into the luiil. 
put the lam p on the table, and took three or four 
sea-beans from his pocket. Thcy were very nice 
ones, and beautifully polished.

“ Good,”  said I ;  “  w e ’ll take these. ílow 
much, M aiden’s H eart ?”

“  Fifty cents,” said the Indian.
“  F o r a l l?” I asked.
“ No. No. F o r one. Four beans two dolían” 
W e  b o th  exclaimed at this, for it was double tlie 

regular price of the beans.
“ All r igh t,” said Maiden’s Heart. “ Twciiiy- 

five cents, day-time. Fifty cents, n igh t.”
W e looked a t  each other, and concluded to pay 

the price and depnrt. 1 gave him  two dolíais, and 
asked him to open th e  gate and let us out.

” A N 0T H B R  B £ A N  ?

He grinncd.
“ No. No. W e got no key. Captain got key. 

Come up wall. Go down wall,”
A t this, we walked out into ihe square, and «'crc I 

about to ascend the inclined plañe when tlic sen-1 
tinel carne up and stopped us. Thcreupon a lo’' I 

conversation cnsued between h im  and Maidens I 

Heart, a t the end of which the scntry put his hand I 

into his pockct and pulled out three beans, which he |

/
Ayuntamiento de Madrid



A J O L L Y  F E L L O W S H I P . 2 1 3

|li(kl out to US. I clid not hcsitatc, b u t gave him 
j  d o lla r  and a half for them. He took the moncy

Ijnd let US pass on,— M aiden’s H eart a t niy side. 
•You want more b e a n ? ” said he.
' Oh n o !"  I answered. “  N o, indeed,” said 

iRectus.
When we reaehed the place where we had  left 

l o u r  apparatus, I swung the rope over the wall, and 
Ibooking tbe giapnel firmly on the inside, prepared 
jio go down, for, as before, I wished to  be under 
iReclus, if he should slip. But Maiden’s H eart put 
Ihis hand on my shoulder.

‘Hold u p ! ” h e  said. “ I got ’nother bean. 

[Buy Ihis.”
‘ Don’t want it,” said I.
"Yes. Yes,” said Maiden’s H eart, and he 

Icoolly unhooked the giapncl from the wall.
1 saw that it was of no use to contend with a big 

Iftllow like that, as strong as two common men, 
|ami I 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 
I looked around, and saw the sentinel. H e  held out 
Ito me another bean. It was too dark  to see the 
Iqualiiy of it, b u t I thought it was very small.
I However, I bo ug h t it. One o f  these fellows must 
I  le treatcd as well as th e  other.

Maiden’s H eart and the sentry svere now feeling 
I nerrously in their pockets.

I shook my head vigorously, and  saying, “ No 
I more! no more ! ” threw myself over th e  wall, and 
scited the rope, Rectus holding the grapnel in its 
place as I did so. As I let myself down from knot 
to knot, a tho ug h t crossed my m in d : “  How are 

Ke going to get th a t grapnel after we both are 
Idown?”

It was a frightening thought. I f  the  two Indians 
Ishonld choose, they could keep the rope and grap- 
Lel, and, before morning, the whole posse of red- 

I skins mightbe off and away ! I did not th ink  about 
lleir being so far from hom e and all that. I only 

I thought tha t they ’d  be glad to get out, and that 
I tliey would all come down our rope.

These rcflcctions, which ran th rough  my mind in 
I no tiine a t all, wcre in terrupted  by  Rectus, ivho 

called down from the top of the wall, in a  voice 
1 that was a  little too loud to be p ru d e n t:

' Hurry 1 I th ink  he ’s found another bean ! ”
1 W.15 on the ground in a few m oments, and  then 

Rectus tam e clo'vn. I called to him  to come slowly 
I snd be \ery  careful, bu t 1 can’t tell how relieved I 
Ms when I saw him  fairly over the wall a nd  on his 

I 'wy down.
When we both stood on the ground, I took liolcl 

I of the rope and shook it. I  am not generally 
I ncrvuus, but I ivas a liftle nervous then. I diijl not

shake the grapnel loose. T hen  I let the rope go 
slack, for a foot or two, and gave it a  big sweep to 
one side. T o  my great delight, over cante the 
grapnel, nearly falling on our heads. I th ink  I 
saw M aiden’s H eart make a  grab  at it as it carne 
over, b u t  I am  not sure. However, he poked his 
head Over the wall and  sa id :

“  Good-bye ! Come again .”
W e  answered, “  Good-bye,” b u t did n ’t say any­

th ing about coming again.
As we hurried along hoineward, Rectus sa id :
“  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 ,"  I said. “  F o r  I had n ’t 
much more change with rae. A nd if 1 h ad  had it,
1 would n ’t have given them  any more. 1 ’d  have 
called up the captain first. T h e  th ing was getting 
too expcnsive.”

“ Well, I ’m glad I ’m  out of i t ,” said Rectus. 
“  A nd I don’t believe much in any of those Indians 
being very innocent. 1 thought Maiden’s H eart 
was one of the best of them, b u t h e  ’s a  regular 
rascal, He knew we wanted to  back out of that 
affair, and he ju s t fleeced us.”

“  I  believe he would ra ther have had  our scalps 
than our inoney, if  he h ad  had  us out in his 
country,” I said.

“  T h a t ’s so,” said Rectus. “  A  funny kind of a 
m aiden’s heart he ’s got.”

W e  were both  out of conceit with the noble red 
man. Rectus took his proclamation out of his 
pocket as we walked along the sea-wall, and  tearing 
it  in to  little pieces, threw it into the water. W hen  
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 th ing fly far out into the harbor. I t was a 
sheer wastc o f  a  good strong rope, bu t we should 
have had a  d reary time getting the knots out of it.

After we got hom e I settled up our accounts, 
and chargcd half the sea-l)eans to R ectus and  half 
to myself.

C h a p t e r  VI,

T h e  G i r i ,  ü n  t h e  B e a c h .

I  W A S  not very wcll 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 th a t I had been carrying out 
my conlract with Mr. Colbert in exactly the right 
sp i r i t ; for although he had said nothing about my 
dutics, 1 knew that he expccted me to take care of 
his son, and  paid me for that. A nd  1 fclt pretty 
sure th a t helping a fellow climb up a knottcd rope
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into a n  oíd fort by n igh t was not the iDest way of 
taking care of hini. T he  third th ing that troubled 
me in  regard lo this m atte r was the feeling I had 
tha t Rectus had led me into i t ; tha t he had been 
the leader and  not I. Now, I did not intend 
tha t any th ing  o f  tha t 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 
tha l he would ever try to make people follow him. 
He never showed at school tha t such a th ing  was in 
him. So, for these three reasons, I determined 
tha t there  were to be no more scrapes of tha t sort, 
which gcnerally carne to nothing, after all.

F o r  the next two or three days we roved around 
the oíd 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,

T h e  sailing here is just spiendid, and, one morn- 
ing, we thougbc w c ’d hire a boat for ourseives and 
go out fishing somewhere. So wc went down to 
the yacht-club w harf to see about the boat tha t 
belonged to oíd Menendez,— Rectus’s Minorcan. 
T here  were lots of sail-boats there  as well as row- 
boats, b u t we Inmted up the craft we were after. 
and, by good luck, found Menendez in her, bailing 
he r  out.

So we engaged lier, and he said h e  ’d  take us 
over to the N orth Beach to fish for bass. T ha t 
suited US,— any beach and  any kind of fish,— pro- 
vided he ’d hurry up  and  get his boat ready. W hile 
h e  was scooping away, and we were standing on 
the wharf watcliing him, along carne Crowded Owl, 
the young Indian we h ad  always liked,— that is, 
ever since we had known any of them. He carne 
up, said “ H o w ? ” and shook hands, and then 
pullcd out some sea-beans. T he  sight of these 
things seeined to make me sick, and as for Rectus, 
he sung o u t ;

“ Do’ wan” e m ! ” so suddenly, tha t it seemed 
like one word, and a  pretty  savage one a t  that.

Crowded Owl looked at me. but I shook my 
head, and  said, “  No, no, no ! ” T hen  he drew 
himself up and ju s t stood there. He seemed struck 
dum b ; bu t th a t did n’t matter, as lie could n ’t talk 
to  US, anyway- But he did n ’t go away. W hen 
wc walked farther up the wharf, he followed us, and 
again offcrcd us some bcans- I began to get 
angry, and said “  No 1 ”  pretty violentiy. A t this, 
he left US, b u t as we turned at the end  of thé 
wharf, wc saw him  n ear the club-housc, standing 
and ta lking with M aiden’s Heart-

“  I think it ’s a  shame to  let those Indians wan­
der about Itere in tha t way,” said Rectus. “  T hey
ought to 

I could

... ...    ..
>e kept within b o u id s .’ 
n ’t  help ia u g li in g s t  this change of tune.

but said tha t 1 supposed only a  few of thcm 
leave of absence at a  time,

“  W ell,"  said Rectus, “  there  are some of ihem | 
th a t ought never to come ou t.”

“  Helio 1 ” said oíd Menendez, sticking his licaj I 
up above the edge of the wharf, “  w e ’re ready 
now. G ita b o a rd .”

A nd so we scrambled down into the sail-boaq I  
and Menendez pushed off, while the two Indians 
stood and  watched us as we slowly moved ana\.

W hen we got fairly out, our sail filled. and «-e 
went scudding away on a  good wind. Then said 
oíd Menendez, as he sat a t the tiller:

“ W h at were you hollerin’ a t them  Injunsl 
about ? ”

“  I did n 't know tha t we were hollerin',” said I, 
“ but they were bothcring us to buy their sea- 
beans.”

“  T h a t  ’s  curious,” he said. “  They aint mudr | 
given to tha t sort of thing, But there ’s no tellin' 
nuthin about an Injun, I f  I liad iny way, I 'd hanj 
every one of ’e in .”

“  R ather a  blood-thirsty seniim ent,” said 1,
“  Perhaps some of them  don’t deserve hanging,"

“  Well, I  ’ve never seen one o’ tha t kind,” said 
he, “ and I ’ve seen lots of Injuns. I was in the 
Seminóle war, in this State, and was fightin' injuns I 
from the beginnin’ to the end of it. A nd  I 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, tha t dwelt in the heart of 
young Rectus, and h e  exclaimed:

‘ ‘ T h a t would be m u rd e r ! T here  are  always ito | 
kinds of every sort of people— all are not bad. It 
is wrong to condemn aw hole  división of the human 
l-ace th a t way.”

“  You ’re  right about there bein’ two kinds of 
Injuns,” said the oid fellow. “  T here  ’s bad ones 
and there ’s  wuss ones. I know what I ’vc seen 
for myself. I ’d  h a n g ’era all.”

W e debated this m atter some time longer, but I 

we could make no impression on the oíd Minorcan. 
F o r  some reason or othcr, probably on account oí 
his sufferings or hardship in the war, ho ws 
extremely bitter against all Indians. “ Youcan’i 
tell m e ,” he replied to all of our argumcnts, and I 
th ink lie completely destroyed all the  sympathi' 
which R ectus had had  for tlie once down-trodden , 
and deceivcd Minorcans, by this animosity toward I 

mcmbers of anotlicr race who were yet in captivity 
and bondage. T o  be sure, there was a good deal 
of diffcrénce in the two cases, b u t  Rectus ivas n’t I 

in the habit of turning up every question to look at 
the  bottoin o f  it.

T he  Northf Beach is the scaward side of one oí
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lihe islands tha t indose  the harbor, or the Matanzas 
iRivci', as it is called. W c landcd on the inland 
Iside. and then walked over to the beach, which is 
Iveiv "ide and smooth. H ere we set to work to 
Iñsli. 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 
I  shailo"' water. W e each had a long line, one end 
(of wiiicir we tied around our waists. Menendez 

h a d  liis tied to  a button-hole of his coat, bu t he 
thought he had bette r  make our lines very safe, as 

I t h e ;  belonged to him. T h crc  was a b ig hook and 
aheavv Icad to the o ther end of the line, with a 
piecc of fish for bait, and  we sw ung tbc lead around 
our hcads, and  threw it  out into the surf, as far as 

live could. I  thought I was p re tty  good on the 
I throw, but I could n ’t begin to send m y  line out as 
ínr r.s Menendez threw his. A s for Rectus, he did 

I rii prctcnd to do m uch  in the throwing buslness.
I He wliirled his line around in such a  curious way,
, thal I was very much afraid he would hook him- 
I selfin tbc ear. But Menendez put his linc out for 

him. He did n 't want m e 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. T here  was n’t much 
biting. Menendez said tha t the tide was too low, 
but 1 ’ve noticed tha t som ething is always too some­
thing, every time any one takcs me out fishing, so 
I did n’t mind that.

Menendez d id  hook one fellow, I think, for he 
g a v c  a tremendbus je rk  a t his line, and began to 
skip in-shore as if he were b u t ten years o íd ; but 
il >vas of no use. T h e  fish changed his mind.

Then wc stood a nd  waited a while longcr, until, 
all ofa sudden, R ectus m ade a skip. But he went 
ihe wrong way. Instead of skipping out of the 
«ater, he skipped in. He went in so far th a t he 
gol iris trousers dripping wet.

’■ Helio ! ” I  shouted, “  what ’s up ? ”
He did n’t say anything, b u t  began to pulí back, 

and dig his hecls into th e  sand. Oíd Menendez 
and 1 saw, a t  the  same m om ent, w hat was the mat- 
te¡. and we made a rush for him. I was neavest, 
and got there first. I  seized Rectus by Ihc 
dioulder, and pulled him  back a  little.

'■ Whcw-w ! ”  said he ; “  how this twine ciits! ”
Tlicn I took hold  of the line in  front of him , and 

ihete w.os no niistaking the fact,—he h ad  a  b ig fish 
nn the other end nf it.

“ Run ou t,” cried Menendez, who thought there 
ws no good of three fellows hauling on the l in e ; 
and out we ran.

When we had  gone up the beach a  good way, I 
looked back and saw a rousing b ig fish flopping 
about furiously in ihe shallow water.

“  Go on ! ” shouted M enendez; and we ran on 
until we had  pulled it high and  dry up on the 
sand.

T hen  Menendez fell afoul of it  to take out the 
hook, and we hurried  back to  see il. I t was a 
whopping b ig  bass, and  by the powerful way it 
threw itsclf around on th e  sand, I did n’t wonder 
th a t Rectus ran  into the water when he got the first 
jerk.

Now, this was som ething like sport, and we all 
felt encouraged, and went to work again with a 
will, only Menendez untied Ule line from R ectus’s 
waist and fastened it to his biuton-hole.

“  I t may pulí ou t,” h e  said ; “  but, on the whole, 
i t  ’s  better to lose a fishin’-line than a  boy.”

W e fished quietly and steadily for some lime, 
b u t got no more ijites, when suddenly 1 heard some 
one say behind rae ;

“  T hey  don 't ever pulí in 1 ”
I turned around, and  it was a girl. She was 

standing there with a  gcn tiem an,—her father, I 
soon found out,— and 1 don’t know how long they 
h ad  been watching us. She was about thirleen 
years oíd, and carne over with h e r  father in a sail- 
boat- I  rem em bered seeing them  cruising around 
as we were sailing over.

“ Thcy have n ’t got hites,” said her fa ther; 
“  th a t ’s the reason they don’t puH in."

I t  was very disagreeable to me, and I  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 oíd Minorcan, 
I don’t suppose he cared a t  ail. I  began to think 
it was time to stop.

“ As the tide ’s  getting lower and lower,” I said 
to Menendez, “ I  suppose our chances are getting 
less and less.”

“ Y es,” said he, “ I rcckon w e ’d better shut 
up shop before long.”

“ O h ! ” cried out the girl, “ just look at tha t 
fish! F a th e r !  F a th e r !  just look at it. Did any 
of you catch it ? I did n ’t see it till this minute. I 
thought you bad  n ’t caught any. I f l o n l y h a d a  
fishing-iinc, now, I would like to catch ju s t one 
fish. Oh, father ! why did n ’t you bring  a  fishing- 
line ?”

“  1 did n ’t th ink  of :t, niy dear,” said he. “  In- 
deed, 1 did n ’t know tha t there were any fish 
here .”

Oíd Menendez tu rned  around and grinned, at 
this, and  I thought tha t here  was a  good chance to 
stop fishing ; so 1 offered to let the girl try my line 
for a  while if she wanted to.

I t was certain enough that she wanted lo, for she 
was going.to run r igh t into the water to get it. But 
I carne out, and as h e r  father saM she m ight fish
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if  she did n 't  have to walk into the water, oíd 
Menendez took a  spare piecc o f  line írom 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. T hen  he put the o ther end 
around the girl and tied it. 1 suppose he thought 
tha t it  did n ’t m atter if  a  giri should be lost, but he 
may have considered tha t her father was there to 
seize he r  if  shc got je rked  in.

She look hüld o f  the line and stood on the edge 
of th e  dry sand, ready to pulí in the biggest kind 
of a  fish tha t m ight come along. I put on my 
shoes and  stockings, and  Rectus h i s ; he ’d  had 
enough glory for one day. Oíd Menendez wound 
up his line too, but th a t girl saw nothing of all 
this. She ju s t kep t he r  eyes and her whole 
m ind ceiitered on he r  line. A t first, she talked 
right s tra ight ahead, asking what she should do 
when it b i t ; how big  we thought it would be ; why 
we did n 't  have a  cork, and fifty other things, but 
all without tu n i in g  her head to the r igh t o r the left. 
T hen  said he r  fa ther:

“  My dear, you m u s tn ’t ta lk ;  you will frightcn 
the fish, W h en  persons fish, they aUvays kccp 
perfectly quiet. You never heard m e talking while 
I was fishing. I  fish a good deal when I am  at 
hom e,” said he, tu rn ing  to us, “ and  I always 
remain perfectly quiet.”

Menendez laughed a  little a t this, and said that 
he did n ’t believe the fish out there in the surf 
would mind a  little quiet c h a t ; b u t the gcnileman 
said tha t he had always found it  best to be ju s t as 
still as possible. T he  girl now sh u t he r  mouth 
tight, and  held herself more ready, if possible, than 
ever, and I  believe tha t if she had got a Ijite, she 
would have jerked the fish’s head  off. W e  all 
stood round her, and  her father watched h e r  as 
earnestly as if  she was about to gradúate at a  nor­
mal school.

W e stood and waited and waited, and she did n ’t 
move, and neither did the line. Menendez now 
said h e  thought she m íghr 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, “ not ju s t yet. I feel sure 
I  '11 get a  bite in a  m inute o r  lwo now, Just wait a  
liulo longer.”

A nd so it went on, every few minutes, until we 
had waited about half an hour, and then Menendez 
said he m ust go, but if  the gentlem an wanted to 
buy the line, and stay there until Ihe tidc carne in 
again, he ’d scll it lo him. A t this, the girl’s fathcr 
told her tha t 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 “  I f íh c y  had only waited a few m in iles

longer ! ” A nd then she ran  up to Rectus and me 
and sa id :

“  W hen are you coming out here  again? Do 
you think you will come to-morrow, or next dav?"

“ I don’t know,” said I. “  W e  have n’t setiled 
our plans for to-morrow.”

“  Oh, father ! fa th e r! ” 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. ' 

W e did n ’t stay to hear what he r  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. T h e  gentleman and che 

girl carne cióse after us, as if  they were afraid lo be 
left alone on the island. T heir  boatwas hauled up 
near ours, and we set off a t pi-etty much the same 
time.

W e went ahead a  little, and  Menendez turned 
around and  called out to the gentlem an that lie 'd 
better follow us, for there were some bad slioals in 
this p a r to f  the harbor, a nd  the tide was pretty low.

“ A ll right, my hearty ! ”  called out the gcntle- 
man. “  This is n ’t the first time I ’ve sailed ¡ii this 
harbor. I  guess I know where the shoals are,” and 
ju s t a t tha t minute he ran  bis boat hard  and fast on 
one of them.

He jum ped  up, and took an  oar and  pushed 
and  p u sh e d ; b u t it  was of no good,— he was stiick 
fast. By this time we had  left him  pretty fnr 
behind ¡ b u t we all had  been watching, and Rectus 
asked if we could n’t go liack and  help hira.

“  W ell, 1 s’pose so,” said Menendez ; “  but it ’s 
a sham e to keep three decent people out of their 
d inner for the sake o f  a  man like that, who has n’t 
got sense enough to  take good advice when it ’s 
give to h im .”

“ W e ’d better go,” said I, and Menendez, in 
no good humor, put his boat about. W e found tlic 
other boat aground, in the very worst way. The 
oíd Minorcan said that he could see tha t sand-b.nr 
through the water, and  th a t tliey m ight as well 
have run up on dry land. Better, for tha t matter, 
because then we could have pushed her off.

“ T here  aint nuthin to be done,” he said, after 
we h ad  worked a t  the  th ing  for a  while, “ but to 
jist wait here till the tide turns. I t  ’s  pretty near 
dead low now, an’ you ’ll float off in an hour or two.'

This was coid comfort for the gentleman, ospc- 
ciaüy as il was beginn ing  to rain ; but he did n't 
seem a bit cast down. He laughed, and sa id : 

“ W ell, I  suppose it can’t be helped ; but I am 
uscd to being out in all wcathers. I can w.aii, just 
as well as not. B ut I  don’t want my daugliter 
here  to get wet, and  she has no uinbreila. Wmild 
you mind tak ing  h e r  on your boat?  W hen you 
get lo the town, she can run up to our hotel by 
herself. She knows th e  <^a.y.”
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Of course wc h ad  no objection to this, and the 
L |„3 s liclped aboard. T h en  we sailed off, and 
L  genileman waved his h a t to us. If I had been 

«n hfs  ̂ should have felt much
Ikew avingm yhat.

.Menendez now said tha t he h ad  an oil-skm coat 
tioived away forward, and I go ti t  and put il around

she d id  n ’t want m e to go; but 1 went, and he 
stuck fast coming back, bccause he never will listen 
to anything anybody tells him , as m other and  I 
found out long ago. A nd hcrc  sve ai-e, almost a t the 
wharf! I did n ’t th ink  we were anywhcre near it.” 

“  W ell, you see, sis, sich a  stcady gale o’ talkin’, 
right behind tho sail, is bound  to hurry the boat

‘ R E A D Y  T O  P U L L  IN  T H E  D IG G E S T  F IS H  T H A T  M IG H T  C O M E  A L O N G ."

the girl. She snuffgled herseif up in it  as corofort- 
ably as she could, and began to talk.

"The way of ic was tliis.” she said. “  Father, 
hesaid we’d go out sailing, a nd  m other and I went 
"itli him, and when we got down to  the wharf, 
ihere «ore a  lot of boats, b u t  they all had  men to 
them, and so father, he said he w anted to sail tlie 
hoai himself. and mother, she said tha t if lie did 
she iiould n’t go ; b u t he said pooh ! h e  could do 
has well as anybody, and was n 't  going to  have any 
ttian. So he got a  boat, without a mqn, and mother,

along- A nd now, s’pose you tcll us your ñam e,” - 

said Menendez.
“  My ñam e ’s Cornelia ; but father, he calis inc 

Corny, which m other hatcs to hear the very sound 
of,” said s h e ; “  and  the rest of it is Mary Cliipper- 
ton. Father, h e  carne down here bccause lie had 
a wcak lung, and I ’in sure I don’t see what good 
it  ’s going to  do him to sit out there  in tlic rain. 
W c  ’ll take a  m an next time. A nd father and I ’ll 
be sure to be licre early to-morrow to  go out fishing 
with you. G ood-bye!”
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A n d  with this, having m oantcd the steps to the 
pier, off ran Miss Corny.

“ I would n’t like to be the ole m an  o’ tha t fam­
ily,” said Mr. Menendez.

T h a t  night, after we h ad  gone to bcd, Rectus 
began  to lalk. W e  generally went to sleep in pretty 
short o rd c r ; b u t 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 úp the room, every minute or 
two. I t 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 b ro ad h a t ,  svhich hung  on the svall right 
opposite the windoss'. I t seemed exactly as if  this 
h a t svas a  sort of portable sun o f  a very mild power, 
which warmecl up, every nosv and then, and  lighted 
the l oom.

Bul Rectus did not ta lk  long about this.
“ I th in k ,” said he, “  tha t sve have had about 

enough of St. Augustine. T here  are  too many 
Indians and  girls h e re .”

“ An d  sea-beans, loo, perhaps,” said I. “ But  
1 don’t think th e re ’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 
agai n .”

“  D o n 't  you believe th a t ,” said Rcctus very sol- 
eninly, a nd  he turnee! over, either to pender on the 
matter, or to  go to sleep. H is remarks made me 
imagine tha t perhaps he svas one of those fellosvs 
ss hosoon get tired o f a place and  svant to be moving 
on. B ut tha t was n’t my way, and I did n ’i intend 
to let him hurry me. I think the Indians worricd 
him a good deal. H e  was afraid they svouid keep 
on troiibling us. But, as I h ad  said, I had made 
up my mind to settle the Indians. As for Corny, I 
know h e  hated  her. I don’t believe he spoke a 
svord to her all the  tim e sve svere with her.

T h e  next morning, sve talked over the Indian 
question, a nd  then svent dosvn to the fort. W e  had 
n ’t been there  for three or four daj s, but nosv we 
h ad  decided not to stand nagging by a  couple of 
rcd-skinned savages, b u t to go and see the captain 
and tell him all about it. All exccpt the prociama- 
tion— Rectus woiikl n ’t agree to have ihat b rought 
in a t 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 oíd fort, he laughed 
and  said he svondered we did n’t break our necks, 
and  that the next time sve did it he ’d  p u t us in the 
guard-house, sure.

“  T h a l 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 tha t they let^ us alone. H e  did n 't  th ink  tha t

Maiden’s H eart would ever harm  us, for he 
more of a blower than anyth ing  e lse ; butlicsíU 
th a t Crosvdecl Owl was really one of the worst-temj

T H E  C E N T L S M A N  SS’A V S O  H I S  H A T  T O  U S . "  [P A C .E  S i J . )

pcred Indians in the fort, and he adviscd us to have 
nothing m ore to do svith him , in any svay.

All of this svas very good of the captain, and sve I 
svere very glad sve h ad  gone to see him.

“  I tell you what it is,” said Rectus, as sve svere I 
coming asvay, “ I don’t believe tha t 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 o ther, I  seldom felt sorry svhen I 
Rectus changed his mind. I thought, indeed, iliai 
he ought to  changc it  as much as he could. And 
yet, as I have said, he svas a thoroughly good íel- 
losv. T h e  trouble svith him  was tliat he svas n'i 
used to  m aking  up his mi nd about things, and 
d id n ’t make a very good beginning at it. I

T he  next day, sve set out to explore Anastasia I 
Island, right opposite the town. I t is a  b ig island, 
but we took ou r  lunch and determ ined to do svhat I 

sve could. W c  liired a boat and rowed over to iht I

m outh of a crcck in the island. W e svcnt up dii>
creek, quite a long way, and  landed at a  littlo p i «  I 

svhete sve made the boat fast. T h e  man "lio |
osvned the boat told us ju s t hosv to go. Wc first
made a  flying cali a t the coquina quarries, 'vhw 
they d ig the curious stuff of svhich the tosvn is I 

built. This is formed of small shells, all conglom-
erated into one ^ l i d  mass tha t becomes as h a r d  a s
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„„e after it  is exposcd to the air. I t  m ust have 
Z  thousands of years for so many hu le  shell 
ki o Püe themselves up into a  quarry.ng-ground 
t  Z  went over to the light-housc and chmbed 

he top of it, where we had a view that made 
lZ >  lecl even be tte r  than he felt in the cemetery

'\vhéT w e’ carne down, wc startcd  for the beach 

,„d stopped a little whilc a t th e  oíd Spanish light- 
isc which looked more like a  crackei-b.tkcry 

thjn anything else, b u t I  suppose it was good 
for all the ships the S p a n i a r d s  had  to Ught 

We would have cared more for the oíd light- 
, ; , . . i f i t  had not h a d a n  inscription on tt tha t 
„d il had been dcstroyed, and rebuilt by some 
.menean. After that, wc considered it racrely m

helieht of a.chromo. , .  j
We had a good time on the island, and  stayed 
„rlv all day, T ow ard th e  end of the afternomi, 
.tsiatted b ack  for the creck and  our boat. W e 
U  a long walk, for we h ad  been explormg the 
ibiitl pretty well, and  when, a t last, we reaehed 
he creek, we saw that our boat was gone !
Tliiswas astounding. W e could not out

how the th ing could llave happened. T he  boat- 
man, írom whom we liad hired it, had said th a t it 
.wld be perfectly safe for us to leavc tbe boat at 
il,c kinding if we tied he r  up well and litd the oars.
1 hatl tied her up very well and we had h idden the 
oars 50 carefully, under some bushes, tha t we found 
them there when wc went to look for tl'cm.

“ Could the oíd th ing have floated off of itselí.

said Rectus. , „ ,  . .  ,
That could n’t  have happened, I said.

tied her hard  and  fast.”
"But how could any onc have taken h e r  away

íitliout oars ? ” asked Rectus- 
•• Rectus,” said I, “  don’t let us have any moro 

riddks. Some one may have cut a  pole and  polcd

k r  luvav, up or down the creek, o r------
“ 1 '11 tell you,” in terrupted  Rectus. Crowde

1 did n’t  feel m uch  like laughing, b u t I did laugh 

12 little.

“  Yes,” 1 said- “  He probably swam over with 
a pair of oars on purposc to steal our boat. But, 
whether he did it  or not, it ’s very ccrU .n that 
somebody has taken the boat, and there ts n  t  any 
way, tha t 1 see, of getting off this place to-mgh - 
T h e re ’ll be nobody going over so late m the 
afternoon; except, to be suvc, those m en we saw 
at the other end  of th e  island wiih a flat-boat.

“  B u t tha t’s away over a t the  upper end of the 

island.” said Rectus. .
“ T h a t ’s  not so very far,” said I. “ I wo i i c e r i f

they have gone back yet ? I f  one of us could n in 
over there and ask them  to send a  boatm an fiom 
the town after us, we m ight get back by supper-

“  W h y  not both  of U S ?  ” asked Rectus.
“  One of us should stay bere to see if our boat 

does come back. I t  m ust have been some one 
from th e  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. T h e  winner stays.”

I pitched up a  cent.
“  H eads,” said Rectus.
“  T ails,” said 1 . ,
Tails it was, and R ectus started off like a  good

^^'i°sat down and waited. I  waited a long, long 
time, and then I got up and walked up and down. 
i n  about an hour 1  began lo get anxious. I t " a s  
more than time for Rectus to return. T h e  walk to 
the end of the island and back was not much ovec 
a mile— at least 1  supposed it  was iiot. Could any­
th ing have happened to the boy? U  was not yet 
sunset and I could n’t im agine w hat there was to

After waiting about h a lf  an hour longei, I 
heard  a distant sound of oars. 1 van to the land- 
ing and  looked down the creck. A  boat witli a  
man in it was approacbing. W h en  it  carne nearer 
1  saw platnly th a t it was our boat. W hen  it bad 
almost reaehed the landing, th e  m an turned 
ancl I was very much surprised, indeed, to see tha t 

he was Mr. c'hipperton.

( T í t  be c o n tin u e d .)
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T H E  L I T T L E  G I R L  W H O  W A N T E D  T O  G O  T O

T H E  M O O N .

Once there w a s  a  little  girl, n am ed  M ay, w h o  w a n ted  to g o  to th e  

Imoon.

“ It is b r ight and pretty  up th ere ,” sh e  said, as  sh e  s to o d  on a  ch a ir  

|W the w in dow  and lo o k ed  up into th e  sky, w h ere  th e  m oon floated  

hbout like a  ball o f  p a lé  fire; “ and d o w n  h ere it is b ed -t im e and dark, and  

lyou jerk m e so  w h en  y o u  untie  m y  apron and tak e  off  m y  sh o e s .”

“ P o o h ! ” said th e  nurse, “ w h a t  a foolish  little g ir l— w hy, it ’s  cold  

|ss ice in  the sky, and, besides, w h o  w ould  ev e r  undress y o u  up t h e r e ? ’" 

“ T h a t  ’s  ju st  it,” said  th e  child  ; “ I never should  have  to b e  u nd ressed .  

should b e  a  dear little m oon -fa iry .”

“ A  dear little m o o n -g o o se ,  you  m ean ,” .said nurse, crossiy. “ N o w ,

Ayuntamiento de Madrid



2 2 2 F O R  V E R Y  L I T T L E  F O L K . [JanuhJ

M iss May, stop 

you r nonsense: 

sit  r igh t down on 

that chair and leí 

m e tak e  off your 

sh o e s .”

“ Oh, I don’t] 

w ant to, please," 

said M ay, holding 

fast to  the win- 

d ow -b en ch  and| 

try in g  not to cr)-,

“ Y o u  must," 

sa id  nurse,— herí 

ñ a m e Avas Ann, I 
—  “ com e, now, I 

you  naughtylittle 

t h i n g ! ”

“ I  ’m  not a I 

n a u g h t y  littlel  

t h i n g , ” sobbed I 
M ay ; “ it i.s n't' 

n a u g h ty  one bit' 

to  w a n t to go to‘ M O O N  t  P R E T T Y  M O O N  ! H O W  C A N  I  G O  T O  Y O U ? "

th e  m oon, w h ere  th ere  aint an y  nurses ñor n oth in g .”

“ F id d le  for th e  m o o n ! ” sn a p p ed  nurse, as sh e  jerk ed  little M ay from 

th e  Avindow. “ C om e, I m ust put you  to b ed .”

J u s t  th e n ,  M am m a Avalked in.

“ W h a t !  n< t u ndressed  yet, and  crying, m y  p e t ;  Avhat d o es  this 

m e a n  ? ”

“ It m eans, m a’am, s h e ’s g o t  m e  near kilt w ith  her foolishness, so she 

h as,” said j^/in.

M am m a to o k  M ay  in her arm s and  soon  learn ed  th e  w h o le  story. 

T h en , s a y in g  g e n t ly :  “ Y o u  m ay g o  dow n-sta irs, nur.se, I ’ll s tay  here,” 

.she u ndressed  M ay, put a  soft w rapper o v er  the little o n e ’s night-dress, 

a n d  sat d o w n  w ith h er  c ióse  b y  th e  o p en  window .

M ay  felt better.

“ N o w , M ay,” said th e  m other. “ let  us p lay  g b in g  to the m oon .”

“ Oh, oh, h o w  n i c e ! ” cried M ay, c iap p in g  her little hands.
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■ Play y o u  w ere  s tan d in g  d ow n  th ere  b y  th e  brook ,” said  M am ma.

• V e s ! y e s  ! ” cried M ay. delighted .
• And y o u  raised  you r hands and called  o u t : ‘ M o o n  ! p retty  m oon  !

how can I g o  to you  ? ’
■ Then th e  m oon  w ould  cali b a c k : ‘ C o m e  b y  th e  bird-path, m y  d e a r ;

Ld yuu ’d s a y : ‘ B ut I can ’t. 1 ’m  not a  bird.’
Then th e  m oon  w ou ld  c a l i : ‘ C o m e b y  th e  butterfly path  ! ’

' But I ca n ’t, dear m o o n ,’ you  w o u ld  say. ‘ 1 m not a  butterfly.

■ Then th e  m oon  w ould  cali o u t : ‘ D o w n  in th e  m ea d o w  is a  funny  

Ltlc fcllow ca lled  W Íll-o ’-the-W Ísp . H e  carries a  light. H e  w ill bring  

ron up to m y  

|ky, little M a y .’ ”

At this, M ay  

¡dung very tightly  

Ito her mother.

ü h , no, no,”

Isaid she ; “ I ’d be  

lalmosc afraid.”

Then Mamma,

Iraising her voice,

Icalleii o u t : “ S he  

Iwouldn’t l ik e th a t ,  

jgood moon. Is 

jtherc any o th e r  

|way, please ? ”

" O h ,  o h , ” 

l la u g h ed  l i t t l e  

lMay,“how  funny!

I N o w , tell m e  w hat  

|íhe moon s a y s !”

Mamma lean-  

led a little ou t o f  

Ithe bright w in -  

|do\v, and sh e  and  

[May played th ey

Iwere listening. ,
" T h e  m oon  sa y s ,” said M am m a a t  last, “ that you  m ust a sk  W i l l - o -  

the-Wisp to catch you  so m e  butterflies, and th ey  will bring  y o u  up to her;  

—or perhaps Puck, th e  fun-fairy, w ill catch so m e  for you.

W I1 ,L -0 '* T H B -W I5 P . '
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“ Oh, oh ! ” la u g h ed  M ay, “ I ’m afraid, again. T h e  butterflies could n’t| 

carry me, M am m a. A s k  her, p lease, to  tell m e  m ore ab out the fun-fairy," 

T h e n  th e y  l is ten ed  again, and  soon  M am m a sa id  th e  m oon wishedl 

M ay to k n o w  that Puck, the fun-fairy, w as a  charm in g  little fellow, up to 

all sorts o f  mischief, but that lie  d id n’t k n o w  an y  better. H e  liked tol 

tease, som etim es. In th e  m iddie o f  th e  n ig h t  h e  w ou ld  w h isper  into the| 

oíd  rooster’s e a r ;  “ W h a t ’s the m atter  w ith  y o u ?  W h y  don't you crow i' 

D o n ’t y o u  k n o w  it ’s  m o r n in g  ? ” T h e n  th e  cock  Avould ju m p  to his feetl 

and se t  up a  g re a t  “ C o c k - a - d o o d l e - d o o - o o !” and all the s leep y  peoplel 

w ou ld  turn in their b ed s  and w on d er  w h a t could b e  the matter.

Som etim es , th e  fun-fairy w ou ld  g o  into dairies and turn th e  milk sour,'

and  som etim eshe|  

w ould  coax Jackl 

F ro st  to  crack 

dish es  and pitch- 

ers, and some­

tim es  he would I 
trip up the fairies! 

w h o  carne out tol 

d a n c e  i n thej 

m o o n l i g h t ,  andl 

s o m e t i m e s  he| 

w ould  h ide thingsl 

a w a y  w here nol 

o n e  could findi 

them . But mosti 

o f  the time he 

w a s ju st  flittingi 

about am on g  thel 

flowers, teasingl 

th e  roses  because I  

th ey  w ere  not 

lilies, and  laugh­

in g  at th e  lilies 
b eca u se  theywere| 

not roses.

“ H o w  q u e e r ! ” said M ay. “ Tel l  th e  m oon, p le a se  M am m a, that I like 

th e  fun-fairy v ery  much, but I ’m  really  ’m o st  afraid to let h im  take mel 

up  to her. H e  m ig h t p la y  so m e  trick on  me, m a y  b e .”

W l L L - t )  - T M B - W I S P  C H A S I N G  B U T T E R F L I E S .
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So M a m m a  

UJ the m oon  

|,i,l5at M ay said, 

rt-ord for -word,

[and th ey  both  

L a d c - b eliev e  to 

¡listen again.
It seem ed quite  

real to little M ay  

|b)- this time.

Soon M am m a  

[said the m oon  w as  

I t r u l y  sorry that  

May was so  very  

íimid, but there  

ivas no other w a y  

left. e.xcepting th e  

dream-path.

‘ T h e  dream -  

path!” cried M ay;

O h ,  w o n t that 

be nice ! P u t m e  

in bed quick,

Mamma, as  soon

las I Ve said m y  prayer, and  I ’ll d ream  that I am g o in g  r ig h t up to  the  

p o o i i ! ”

Then M ay  sa id  her little  prayer, and  M am m a k issed  h er  and  put her  

linto her pretty  w h ite  crib.

The little g irl sh ut her b lu e  e y e s  ju s t  as t ig h t  as sh e  could, and m ade  

|up her m ind sh e  w ou ld  d ream  ev er  so  m uch.— First, that Puck, th e  fun- 

jhiry, cau gh t butterflies for her, and  then  th at h e  b ro u g h t  her a  beautiful 

Ipair, and then  th at  th e y  carried h er  r ig h t s tra igh t up to th e  m oon, and

Itiien-------

“ s H f i  W O U L O  D R E A M  T H A T  PÜ C K  B R O V G H T  H E R  A  B E A U T IF U L  P A IR .’

But no, th e  dream  d id  n’t g o  in th a t  w a y  at all. S h e  d ream ed  so m eth in g  

labout A nn, the nurse, and  s o m e th in g  about her little India  rubber dolí, 

land so m eth in g  ab out h er  little  dog , F lorrie ,— all m ix ed  up  to g e th e r  as  

Iqueerly as could  be. A n d  there w a s  not a  s in g le  (so  sh e  to ld  her  

Imother)— not a  s in g le  sm itch  o f  a n y th in g  about th e  m oon.

VoL. V I .— 16.
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D id  it ever occur to you, my youngsters, that, 
under Providence, each one of vou is a  sort of edi- 
•°'Vi to begin a new voluine
m the book of your life,— a book issued in twelve 
monthly parts, too, like St . N ic h o l a s . A  book 
full of pictures, full o f mcidents, with riddle-box,— 
ah, how m any riddles!— and  Ictter-box, com plete’ 
a  book nam ed “  1879,”

Be careful, my h e a r t ie s ! K eep your pages 
s tra ight and even; fill them  carefully; don’t let 
your num bers be too heavy, too duli, too lea rn ed ! 
No, ñor even too awfully, awfully g o o d ! D on’t let 
them  be too Jolly, neither, too entertaining, ñor too 
sensationa . Rem em ber, the angels will see them, 
and  tha t all on earth who love you are your sub- 
scnCiers; so are other hum an beings, in truth, for 
it s a  strange, mysterious fact tha t in on'e way or 
ano ther we, earthly children, all read one another’s 
books sooner or Inter.

M ake sure now o f  a  good January  number.

JAPANESE "O-HÍ-O !"

f  V J  . Cunous facts t^iac I  ivas  e la d  to  tret Imlri 
11,0 c h a n c e  o f  f io d in g  m o r !  ^  

i h e  first t h in ?  rh a t  ________  A .

• ‘ TV-  -•'.X / o u  mu.M oj c o u rs e  a o  me&an 
m can s  so m e ih io g  bcside o n e  o f  th e  U n i te d  Sta tes

"ROUND THE WORLD IN A YACHT."

W h a t  do you th ink of that, my young folks? 
•,'k^i 1 children took this jou rney  reccnily

with their fether and  mother, Captain and Mrs. 
Brassey. T hey  sailed away across the broad

A tlantic to South America, and  then up on ik, 
o the r side to Valparaíso, and  then over ihe n» 
Pacific to the Society and Sandwich Iskinds th« 
to Ja ^ in ,  China, and India, through the won’derfiil 
ouez C anal and the Mediterranean Sea, past íhJ 
great rock of G ibraltar, and  so hom e to England 

W h a t a  voyage for those little people ' Anii 
wnat curious sights they saw in the couniries ihn 
t‘!Ü- 'earn ing  onc’s geograohv
i  think. T hey  will not have lo be told that “ tíí
earth  is round like a  ball or orange,” because thet 
have found it out for themselves. A  good maiú 
lessons in  natural history carne, too, in the cur¡o« 
birds and butterflies and  beasts which they sa« 
T h in k o fh a v in g a m o n g o n e ’sp e ts  a  green inónkei 
p apo ts  o f  every hue and  size, a  cardinal-bird.'s 1 
pair of armadiiloes, a  gazelle, a  puma, and a liiife 
p ig  who followed them  all about the ship like a 
dog 1 A n d  th ink o f  looking dotvn ever so far into 
the clear wmers o f  a  lagoon, and seeing slidls 
more beautiful than any ivhich you have seen ¡n 
coilections, actually moving about 011 the backs of 
their fishy ovvners !

A nd then  th ink of hav ing  for dinner a great I 
goid fish, and  for supper a flying fish, which fiev I  
on  board the yacht and  entangled itself in Mrs 
Brassey’s lace scarf 1 You see, the T.írtie .‘IHiool. I 
raa’am has dcscribed to me the book Mrs, Brassey I 
has written about the journey. I

T he  editors of S t .  N ic h o l a s ,  I ’ra  told, liavs 1

been promised a  lively and true account of jim
such a  voyage around the worid, b u t the Captain 
and his boys who made the piomise are away in 
tlieir light little craft, far out o f  sight and sound,' 
and so you m ust wait for advices.

But the seas are  wide and generous, and so are I 
boys’ and girls’ hearts. T here  is plenty of room 
for these two brave little yachts, and jack  ahvays 
is glad to h ear o f  a good account of travel written I 
especially for boys and  girls. '

AN AMUSING GAME,

D e a r  L i t t l e  S c i io o l m a 'a m ;  P ic a s e  IcI m e  tell y o u r  other b «  1 
a n d  g irls  a b o u t  a  liyely g a m o  t lia t som e o f u s  p la y  a t  o u r  homesoa 
l e n e  evenuigs. I t  is  v e ry  sim ple, b u t  th ere  is  g o o d  fun  iii ir.

A  m ak es  t i ,  C . D ,  a n d  E s i t  dow n iii a  row  w ith  ih c i r  back t towaií 
nim . I h e n ,  s ta n d in g  b e h in d  B ’s  ch a ir ,  h e  w a g s  h is  head , orscoík 
an d  llirca tens  a n  u u sc en  foe w ith  h is  fisc, o r  m ak es  some comical i 

5 “ ' “ '? ! .  V r H th is  question  : "  W hat asi 1 I 
d o m e ?  l I B s a n s w e ^ r i s  r ig h t ,  A  leaves  h im  an d  irics  C, andsooa, 
aji a lo n g  tn e  line. R u i w lu icver g u e s se s  w ro n g  m u st  im iulc jca I 
w ftat A  w as d o m a  w h e n  p u iu n g  th e  quesriun ,— o n íy ii i  perfecl silente 
U f r ^ u r s e ,  v e ry  few  g iv e  th e  r ig h t  an sw crs. a n d  It  is  lu n n y  to s «  1 i 

A ° / ° ® y s a n d  g iris  b iis ily  m a k in g  al! Ic in d so f  quecrmimcm 
a n d  Odd g r im aces ,.  o r  p o scd  l ik e  s ta iu e s  in  sub lim e a n d  ridiciilcius I 
ppsiüons. F iv e  m in u tes  is  lo n g  en o u g h  fo r th e  p en a lty  to lasr- 
I n i l y  y o u i  fn en d , j g n ,*  y. B.

TREMBLINQ LANDS.

I KNOW of some in N orthern Illinois. They are 
immcnse fl.nts of turf, miles in  cxtent, six or tweiví 
inchcs in thickness, resting upon water or bcdsof 
quicksand- T h e  passing of b u t onc horscnian uvei 
them  causes an  undulating or quivering motiou, 
and so people cali them  “  T h e  T rem bling Lands." 
T he  surface is quite dry, b u t by cutting a hole in 
the turf, One can have plenty  of water. On the 
th inncr portions, a  horse’s foot will sometimcs cut 
through, and down the animal will go to the
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ilioiilderor h am ; yet the uppcr surfacc is tough, 
thal he can be rescued casily.
I n s o i n e  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 
durface, forms a  m ound. T hen , 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.

B U T T E R F L IE S  O N  A S E A  V O Y A G E .

Pea r  J  a c k * in - th  e - P u l p i t  : M y  fath e r ts  w h a t  I  cali a  ‘ ‘ buggist»”  
l ( , f  he seems to  kn o w  aU a b o u t b u g s ,  a n d  h a n d le s  th e m  so  de licate l^  
libnt ihey dnn’i seem  10 m in d  í l  W h e n  h e  w n n ts  to  p u t  o n e  in  his 
Ic^iie ti he first sets i t  u n d e r  a  g la s s  w iili a  tu f t  o f  ch loroform ed cot- 
Injo: 9DÜ Mi it üies w iih o u i p a in .  A n d  now , 1 w anc  to  tell y o u  som e 
Itlnags that he lo Id m e  a lx iu t  biiUerdies.
I  A nMuntlist, w hen ten  m iles from lan d , fo u n d  th e  sh íp  su n o u n d e d  
Ib r  buiterfiie», as  far  a s  co u ld  b e  seen  w ith  a  teicscopc. T h e r e  were 
IpiiTiadsoíihein, so th a t  th e  sa ilo ts  s a id  í iw a s  h n o w ln g b u tte rf l ie s ."  
Ipo r i«*' d.iys the w e a lh e r  h a d  b e e n  fine a n d  calm , so th a t  th ey  
IctNiJd n't has-c been b lo w n  o u t  th e re  from  th e  shore.
I  .Another na turalíst s tn tes  t h a t  a  la rg e  d rag o n -f ly  flew o n  bo a rd  his 
l{^ip «lieii five h u n d re d  mílea from land.
I  .\r.o-hcr .saw a  la r^ e  b u tte rfiy  f ly in g  a rn u n d  th e  s b lp  w h en , in  o n e  
IdímtKin, laúd ivas d ista  n t  s íx  h u n d re d  miles, a n d  in  an o ther,  a  thou* 

isrd.
Fjihcr ssys th a t  th e  s p c e d  o f  th ese  ínsec ts  m u s t  h a v e  b een  v e ry

r ll, as it Is k n o w n  th a t  o n c  o f  th e  sp ec lc s  found will Uve o n ly  a  
days il unable to  obtn in  íts  l iv in g  food ; a n d  ih n t  th ese  ín sian ces  

IsecBiioiirwe ihaC th e  a m o u n t o f  m u sc u la r  po w er  req u irc d  in  f ligh t 
1 1> oucli Ivss th a n  h a s  been  u su a lly  su p p o sed . S. W .  K .

A C R O S S  (N  A G E O D E .

Here is a  Christm as ciiriosity for you, my 
youngsters. I t  is copied from a photograph which 
«as taken direct from the geode itsclf, ju s t as it 
appcarcd when broken in  two by the m an who 
bund it.

"Wliat is a  geod e?”
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

who knows his busincss wül say the same. B ut 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, I '11 tell you th a t this particular geode was 
picked up n ear Keokuk, in lowa, on the bank  of 
the Mississippi River. I t  was a ro un d , plain-looking 
stone en ough ; b u t the findcr, knowing something 
of geodes, and  how apt they are to b e  hollow and 
beautifully lined with crystals, broke this one right 
in two. T h ink  o fh is  amazement and  deiight when 
he found inside a  beautiful sparkling cross of puré 
white crystals. Ah, how proud h e  w a s ! Many 
admired it, and  one learned bishop wished to buy 
the wonderful stone. But no, h e  would n’t sell it. 
A nd  then, one day, the S t .  N i c h o l a s  artist per- 
suaded this sensible person, the  geodist, not the 
bishop, to  iet him  have a photograph of it for your 
own Jack. A nd ü ia t is how you can now have a 
look at its picture.

W h a t  do you th ink Deacon Green said about it ? 
T h a t it was quartz ? T h a t  it  was curious ? N ot 
he. He just looked quietly into the dear Little 
Schooima’am ’s eyes, and says he :

“  I like to think, my child,” says he, “ tha t this 
rough little ball, with its beautiful image of the 
cross a t its heart, is, in the m ain, a  miniature copy 
of our own carth ,—a  brown, bum py ball on the 
outside,hard to travcl over, and often rough enough, 
G od knows, to the touch,— yet holding deep in  its 
heart, straigbt and strong, ready to sparkle forth 
on the last day, when all shall be riven, the beauti­
ful Symbol of the cross. A nd I love to think, also, 
tha t h um an  life, rough as we often see it, may at 
last, under God’s mighty working, disciose perfect 
goodness, purity  and  peace.”

I like the Deacon. H e  ’s plain-spoken andb lun t 
sometimes, b u t h e  ’s  an  earnest, good deacon as 
ever was.

A  S T R A N G E  P A S S E N G E R .

“  T o w e d  by rail,” ind eed ! Jack can fancy the 
surprise of car horscs when tha t news about San 
Francisco street-cars, in the November St . N ic h o - 
LAS, comes to  their ears. In  fact, judging  from this 
iiewspaper paragram  sent by a  W ashington corre- 
spondent, to a Baltimore paper, it seems as if  the 
noble brutes, finding tha t their Services in the 
street-car line are likely to be dispensad with, have 
decided to  try  the ir hand  at being passengers. 
H ear this:

W a slju ig lo n ,  D ls ír ic to í*  C olum bia .

A  v e ry  p ecu lia r  acc id c n t  occurred  e n  L o u ís ia iia  av en u e , n e a r  F our-  
a n d -a -h a lf  S treet, th is  evcn ing . I l  a p p e a rs  th a t  o n e  o f  ih e  hill horses 
o f  th e  M e tro p o li tan  Street ra i lw a y  w as s e n t  o n  h ís  w a y  to  che scables 
a t  O co rg e to w n  w ith o u t  a n y  driver. T h e  hill h o ise s  a re  accu sto m ed  
to  cc tu m  to  ih e  s tab le s  alone, a n d  luaia lly  follow  o r p reced e  a  car. 
T h i s  ho rse , o n e  c v e n in c ,  foUowed a  car, m o st o f  th e  lim e  b e in g  som e 
d is tan ce  beh in d . A s  to e  c a r  ncaxcd th e  C i ty  H a l l  h e  g o t  n e a re r  an d  
nea re r ,  t ro trin g  a t  a  v e ry  llvely g a it ,  w h ü e  th e  h orse  a tcach ed  to  the 
c a r  w a s  g o in g  a lo n g  Quite slow ly . T b e  híU bo rse , a s  h e  reach ed  th e  
ca r ,  ran  r ig h t  in to  i t  th ro u g h  th e  rca r  do o r^an d  it w a s  n o t  lo n g  before 
h e  w as o n c  o f (he p assengers .  H e  g o t  h is  en tire  b o d y  In to  th e  car, 
g rea ily  f r ig h te n in g  th e  o th e r  p assengers .  A fte r  g o in g  a b c u t  forty*flve 
feec th e  c a r  w as s to p p e d  a n d  th e  h o rse  w a s  b ack ed  ou t. A lth o u g h  
all th e  se a ts  w ere  occup ied , n o t  o n e  o f  th e  p a s se n g e rs  w as i n j u m .  
T h e  horse  a lso  c scap cd  injury.
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Y O U N G  C O N T R I B U T O R S ’ D E P A R T M E N T .

P I C T O R I A L  C A L E N D A R .
(Ucawli by  a  YouQg CQQtiibutarJ

T E B f t U A f t r  . M a r c h .

\ \  I  ^  -A U S U J T

1

^ ■ E P T E A e B K .  OlC T O B E  A- J V ^ O v E M S S F - -  D r c e  l i B S A .

T H E  L E T T E R - B O X .

O u r  fro n tisp icco  Qiis m o n th  ¡s tak « n  from a  p ic iu re  p a ln ie d  !ong 
a g o  b y  'W iniajn  l ’a g e ,  la te  p res id en  t  o f  th e  N .  Y. N a u o n a l  A cad em y  
o f  D es tg n . I n  o n e  se n se  M r. P a g e  h a s  n o t  s tood  still ín  h ís  art. 

S ioce  p a in t in g  th e  th re e  lit tle  s is te rs , h e  h a s  a d c p ie d  new  th eo d es  
a n d  ch a n g e d  h i s  s ty le  o f  u c a tm e n t  m o re  th a n  on ce . S o  w c  n o w  m ay  

se c  io  th e  sa m e  collection a  v e ry  g ray . io o k in g  p ic tu re  b y  W illb m  
P a g e ;  th e n  a  r ich , su p e rb ly  co lo red  o n e  b y  th e  sa m e  a rü s t ;  a n d , 

a g a in ,  o ih crs  w h ich  a p p e a r  a lm o s t  a s i t  th e y  w ere  se en  ih ro ü g li olive* 
g ree n  g auze . B u t  m a n y  p e rso n a  w h o  y e o is a g o  b ecam e  acquain icd  
w ith  th is  artLst's wocks Uke th e  ea r ly  on e s  b y  far  th e  b est,— th o se  th a t  

g lo w w ic h  b eau tifu l  c o lo r  a n d  y e t  a re  so  h a rm o n ío u s  t h a t  th e y  are 
n c v c r  g a y  o r  g la r in g .  I n  th o se  da y s ,  p c o p ic s a íd  t h a t  P a g e 's  p ic tu res  

w ere  T iu a o e s q u c  ín  co lo r, b c c a u se  th e y  resem b led  in  t h a t  q u a li ty  

th e  w o rk s  o f  th e  g r e a t  m as te r .  'H ó a n .  In d e e d ,  h is  copies o f  T itinn  

w ere  so  rem ark ab ly  like th e  o r ig in á is  th a t ,  o nce  w h en  h e  w a s  ín  I ta ly , 
o n c  o f  th e m  w a s  s to p p e d  b y  ih e  a u ih o r i iie s  o f  F lo ren ce  u n d e r  the 
b e lie f  t h a t  i t  w a s  th e  o r ig in a l  p a in t in g ,  a n d  n o t  a  c o p y , t h a t  was 
b e in g  c a m c d  o u t  o f  ih c  c lty . T h e  p ic tu re  from  w h ic h  o u r  frontis* 

p iece  is  ta k e n  d e riv es  a  g r e a t  ch a rm  from  ¡ ts  b eau tifu l  c o lo r in g ;  this 
ca n n o t,  o f c o u r s e ,  b e s h o w n  ín th e  c o g ra v in g ,  w h ícb , h ow ever, m ay

h a v e  a n  a d d e d  i n t e r e s t  t o  o u r  y o u n g  r c a d c r s  b c cau se  í t  r c p r e s e n h  a 
g c o u p  o f  rea l  c h i l d r c n  w h o  s a t  f o r  i h e í r  p í c t u x c s  i n  j u s t  t h a t  way ycais I  

a g o ,  a n d  w h o  d i d  n o t  h a p p e n  to  k n o w  a t  t h e  t i m e  t h a t  o n c  of tb e |  

i h t c e  s h o u l d  s o m e  d a y  h a v e  tb e  j o y  o f  e d l t i n g  S t .  N i c k o l a s .

M r. P a g e .  w ho w as b o m  ín A lb a n y  in  i  S t t , is  siíll livin g , an d  ihe ütde I  

g irl  in  tho  p ícru re  w h n  ho lds  th e  d o lly  so  t ig h tly ,— ^ e  onc whooi y «  I  
k n o w  th e  b est,— sa w  h im  la s t  y e a r ,  a  lall, w h íte-h a ired , hand8uineg«« I  
llem an , w h o  rem em b ered  well th e  ih re c  Uttlc g irls  on  th e  sofá who sai I  

a s  “ still a s  m ic c ”  fo r  h im — p o o r  lí t t ie  th in g s  1— e v e r  so long ago.

D e a r  S t .  N i c h o l a s :  A i  th is  specia l t im e, w h e n  plura-puddirj? I  
an<l m íncc*pies se em  to  g ro w  n a tu ra l  ly  oi^t o f  th e  g o o d  c h « r  of I  
ho liday  season , y o u r  y o u n g  folk m ay  U ke to  h e a r  someching avM I  

ra isins, w h ich , as  ih e  ju v cn ile  w orld  k n o w s so o n e r  o r  la te r ,  are sinipiy I

d ried  g rap es . . . i.  I
T h e  b e s t  g ra p e s  o f  th e  w orld  a re  fo u n d  n e a r  M a la c a ,  a  city in U« I  

so u rh  ú f  S p a in , o n  ih e  s h o rc  o f  th e  M e d i te m n e a n  Sea.  ̂ T h e v íK l  
unU ke th o se  fo u n d  ín  A m erica  o r  a n y  o lh e r  c o u n try ,  having  a |  
t ra n s p a re n t  sk ín ;  a n d  t h e  p u lp  is  o f  a  m o st dclic íous flavor. I W  I 
a r e  ca lled  M u sca le l  g ra p e s .  a o d  a re  c h a n g e d  in  a  curious w ayir»  I  

th e  r a b in s  o f  com rncrce. T h e  v in ey a rd s  o f  M a la g a  a re  v e ^  latg^ I  
a n d ,  in  som e ín stan ces , th e i r  ex irc m c  a g e  is p ro v ed  b y  llic fact u® I
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L - , . l s  of sOTie o f  Iheir v inos  a r e  as  tS ick  a s  a  m an  s  w n s t . . T h e  
, uliivaicd w iih  g r e a t  ca re , a n d  n ic  i ra in e d  o u t  sidew ise  on 

“’Í t í s  ü u t i n g  th e  la te r  s ta g c s  o f  th e  r ip e n in g  o f  th e  ftuit, 
T s l l  ihc leaves a re  p lu ck e d  o f f  so  t h a l  ih e  s u n 's  t a y s  m ay  m ore 

j,  reach an d  perfec l th e  g rap e s . N e a r  th e  v in ey a rd s  a r e  e recied  
Tjteás o fu»' f u 'í  f '» " “ g ro u n d , w ith  n e a rly  Hat ro o fs : a n d  on 

LoS ore sp iead  lay e rs  o f  sm all p eb b lc  sio n es , c le a n  a n d  round . 
* ta o .  Ihe sca-shore  n e a r  b y .  T h e s e  s io n e s  a re  u se d  because  

¿ n ih c  h e a t o f t h e  su n  w h ile  th e  g ra p e s  a r e  p laced  o n  i h m  10 
t  ‘ Soniclimes on e  finds a  fcsv o f  these  p eb b les  a m o n g s t  ih c  raism s. 

f .i ib e i in c  the f ru il,  a  la rg e  w o oden  t ra y  is  iised,
■  ¿  íro ri iis b ran c h  w ith  sh ears .  W h e n  ih e  t ra y  is  filled. i t  is  M r- 
Id o lb c s l io d .  a n d  th e  cllis le rs  a re  s p re a d  u p o n  th e  I  
L * h v c is  A fte r  severa l d a y s  th e y  a re  tu rn e d  over, so  t h a t  6 o m  
T i s a v  be perfectly  dricd , tb e  g rap es  t h u s c h a n g in g  >n'o 

»  . ¿ d e n  p a c k in g -b o x es  a r e  c a m e d  to  th e  sh ed s, a n d  Ihe c lu ^  
f u e  p o c k e r o n e  b y  One. T h e  boyes a r e  th e n  w e ig h ed , an d  

d 10 every q u a r te r  o f  che w o rld .— Y o u rs  U uly , M . -A. S.

C h o ru s ”  o f  H a n d e l ,  w h ic h  n e v e r  so u n d s  g ra n d e r  ih a n  w h en  su n g  
forth  in  pcrfec i lioie b y  five  th o u sa n d  s w e e t  y o u n g  voiccs, f i l l e d  o u t w ith  
th e  d e e p  renes  o f  th e  g r e a t  o rg a n ,— a  rosy  s e a  o f  írash  f a c e s ,  a n  ocean  

o fsw e il in g  m u d e ,  a n  ov e rw h e lm in g  tide o f  feeling, s w e e p  th e  o n looker 
in to  a  n e w  w orld. W h e n  th e  S e r v i c e s  in  th e  ca th e d ra l  a r e  ovcr, th e  
c h ild ren  file  o u t  to  th e i r  o w n  p a tísh e s ,  w here , g en e ra l ly , a  h e a riy  mcal 

is p ro v id e d  fo r  t h e m ; —a n d  th e y  e a t  iL

A n o t h e r  L i t t l i !  H o u s e h o l o e r .

Sto ck to n , Cal.
D e a r  St . N i c h o l a s  : Som e m o n th s  a g o  y o u  p r i n t ^  th e  p i c i u r e  

o f a  l it tle  g i r l 'sp la y -h o u s e ,  a n d  I  w ish  y o u t o  p r in t  th e  m c iu re  o f  m ine, 
if  y o u  p icase . I  s e n d  th e  p ic tu res  fo r  y o u  to  c o p y . P a p a  b u ilt  the

S a n t a  C lal-s  G a s ib .

I  Hese is -r carne w h ich  th e  y o u n g s le rs  w ill l ik e  v e ry  m u c h .  11 is 

k d  lu Ihe C liristm as sc aso n  o f  gift-g iv ing .
Ig ii lío ld  a  g ro w n -u p  g en tlem an , d rcss  h im  to te p re s e n t  S a n ia  

e , - a  long d u s te r-co a l ,  a n d  w hite  h a ir  a n d  b e a id  o f  w o o l o r  co t- 
ataidns will be a ll  t lie  d isg u ise  n e ed cd ,— a n d  s e t  h im  a m o n g  th e  
o m , ,  i.< ih e  m id d le  o f  Ihe room , h o ld in g  in  h is  h a n d s a i r a y f u l l  o f  

t  b ss’n id  liltle  p rcsen ts.  T h e s e  g ifls  m ay  b e  ve ry  s im p ica n d  ine.v- 

»¡iir, some o f  th e m  for fun’s  s a k e  m a y  b e  ch c a p  to y s , p e n n y  tn im - 
Bi,ric., and ev e ry  n rtic le  . 'h o u id  b e  carefu lly  w m p p e d  in  p a p e r  co 

Uwihc interest. N o w  le t  h im  inv ite  th e  y o u n g s te rs  to  co m e  u p  

Kbi .'M, an d  cho o se  a n d  taUe o n c  o f  ih e  gifts from  th e  t ra y ,  re lu m -  
^ ¿ r n l s l i y  s a y in g  “ T h a n k  you , S a n ta  C lau s .”  
f í l ih e  blindfoldcd “ S a n ta  C la u s ”  c a n n o t  d c te c t  n n d  ñ am o  che 
l iK ie í ih c  voice, th e  g i f t  wlU bc lo n g  re  tho  t a k e n  b u t ,  i f  h e  ñam es  

»ri;hlpcr»Mi, th o  presen t m u s t  h e  p u t  ba c k  in  llie  tray . M a n y  b e ­
rso r le rc a tc d  in  c lio o sin g  th e  g if t  a n d  in  w o n d er in g  a t  th e  easy  

,< on » liich i t  m a y  b e  h a d , t h a t  t h e y  la k e  n o  c a re  to  a lto r  their 
las .Iten  rc tu rn in g  th a n k s .  T h e y  m u s t  s p e a k  p lain ly , a n d  S a m a  

ral oiutht to b e  p re t ty  fam iliar w ith  th e  voiccs. I t  is woll to  ch a n g e  
pira occasionally- S a n m  C laus , led b y  a n  a ss is tan i ,  m a y  h a n d  the 

L  ueund 10 c a c h  iu  tu rn ,  i f  prcfcrrod-

CoNCERNlNO C h ILDREN’s  D aV AT S t . P-AL'L'S.

I Ws think there  is p e c u lia r  a tt r a c i io n in  ih e s to ry  w o  p r in t th i s  m onth  

.teminj; “ C h ild rcn ’s  D a y  a t  S t.  P a u l 's ” ; n c t  on ly  b e c a u se  i t  is  a  
k iboeí English  b o y s  a n d  girls , b u l  a lso  o n  a c c o u n t  o f  ih e  b r ig h t  
dkrely ¡liciujcs M iss  K a le  G ree iia iv ay , o f  L o n d o n ,  h a s  d raw n  re 

X̂pACVV ic
la Fngland, n e a r  th e  e n d  o f  th e  scv en leen lh  c e n iu ry ,  a  few 

catepccreus s ia rccd  “  Sociccies for th e  R e fo n n a tio n  o f M n n n e rs .”  
esodclics, a m o n g  o th c r  g o o d  w o rk s , b e g a n  a n d  k o p lu p  schools 

h ibch ilie  ch ild ren  o f  th e  p o o re r  classes  w ere  t a u g h t  th e  ca ie c h b m  
d h o .  10 read , w ri te  a n d  cipher,— all w i th o u t  d ire c t  c o s t  re  p a re n ts  

Bpih.b , \ s  tím e w e n t  o n , tradcs , sew ing , n n d  o th c r  b read -w in n in g  
li.erc taugh t in  a  few  o f th e s e  sch o o ls :  a n d , b y  so m o  o f  ihera, 

ojiing scholars w ere  fu rn ish ed  w i th  too ls  a n d  sicuations. K ind- 

mcd people nll o v e r  E n g b n d ,  a o d  p a n ic u la r ly  in  L o n d o n , g ave  
nei' 10 help th e  w o r k ; a n d  it g r e w  a n d  prospcrcd .

I Ih t 6151 cc lebradon o f th e  csLablishm ent o f  th ese  charity-schools, 

a ik y  .e r e  ca lled . to o k  p b c e  o n  H o ly  T h u c s tb y ,  J u n e  8, 1704, in 

f t  Antlre.'s ch u rc h ,  H o lb o m , L o n d o n ,  w h e n  a b o u t  tw o th o u sa n d  
■Uhmmet. T h e  n u m b crs  k e p t  g ro w in g  an n u a lly ,  un til, in  1782, 
amst space u n d e r  ih c  d o m e  o f  S t.  P a u l ’s  ca th e d ra l  w as g iv en  up  

easicmbly on  th e  f iis t  “  C h ild ren ’s  d a y  a t  S t .  P a u l 's . ”  T h e re  

I h é i ld rc n  h a v e  m ee e v e ry  H o ly  T h u r s d a y  s in c e : a n d  n o w  th ey  
mbcr fivL th o u san d , w hile  th e  sp c c ia to rs  a ro  a t  lea s t  sev cn  ih o u san d  

a m s iu o re ,

I  Bsibfe ílic ch ild ren  m arch  lo  S t .  T a u r s  o n  ih e  g re a t  doy , they  

c cibout th c i r  o w n  p a rlsh c s , h a n d  Ín h a n d ,  tw o b y  iwo, i)ie 
o ngcolum n, th e  b o y s  Ín a n o th e r ;  b r ig h t  a n d  b c a m ín g  a n d  

ing ovcr w iih  U u g h te r ,  th e y  flow th ro u g h  ih e  d u n  Street» o f  the 
|» i ly o ld  city, B u t  th e y  a p p e a r  b e s t  w h e n  in  i lie ír  p laces  in  iho 
Iro tcaihcü  ral, w h c re  th e y  a re  r a n g e d  on  s e a ts  s n p p o rie d  b y  scaffold- 

lógiind running, tic r  ab iivc  tíer , h ig h  u p ,  nll a ro u n d  u n d e r  th e  dome, 

|t9d away inio th e  b ro a d  a rc h -w a y s  o f  th e  nav e , t ra n sc p ts  a n d  chancel.

I Services ín  th e  b u í ld ln g  co n s is t  o f  p ta y c r ,  c h a n ü n g  b y  th e
tót,  in  th e  g r c a te r  p a r t  o f  w h ich  th e  ch ild ren  jo ín ,— a

Iffln»  suited to  y o u n g  folks, a n d  th e n  ih c  g lo rious  “ H aD elujah

k í l l l i e ’s  f l a y . h o u s b .

>mhl8 
.  a / .

H» »•••■ fiWtLM
i •! 1‘A'<h * -’h

U—1. '  1 1
mT*«<

Fíctrt»4

T H B  G R O U N D  PL A N .

h o u s e  f o r  m e  l a s t  y c a r ,  a n d  W l l s  m e  lo  s a y  i h a t  i l  »  f i n i s h e d ,  b o t h  

i n s i d e  a n d  o u t ,  in  a s  g o o d  s l y l e  a a  t h a t  o f o r d m a ry  d w e l l m g - b o u s c s  tn  
California I  h a v e  f o u r  r o o m s :  b c d r o o m ,  p a r l o r ,  d i n i n g - r f M i D ,  a n d

p a p e r  in  m y  p a r lo r  la p r in te d  w ith  b r ig h l  red  : .  ,  .  ,
br.-ickcts o n  th e  wnll. T h e re  a r e  a  lab le , cha irs , a n d  a  l it tle  p la y  
p iano . I n  th e  d in in g -ro o m  1 h ave  a  lab le  covercd  w iih  a  s in p c d  d o in ,  
chaira , a n d  a  d a rl in g  ü tile  cu p b o a rd  w h e re  I  k e e p  m y  a ish e s . i  have 
a  d o c k  in  ih e  d in ing-room , . ind  a  hcilc fiot o í  C h ín ese  d ishes, M y  
k i tc h e n  is  8 fcc t  b y  t e  feel, a n d  1 l ik c  i t  b e s t  o f  a ll  th e  rooma. I t  has  
a d e a r l l t i l e  s io v c  w ith  a n  o v en , a n d  j t  cooks m cely- W h e n  i  n ave  
co m p a n y , w c  g e t  su p p c r  on  5t  n n d  h a v e  a  g o o d  lim e. I  h a v e  a  s ink  
w h ere  w a te r  co m es  m  a n d  g o e s  o u t  I  h a v e  a  h i t l e  le i-dow n table 
b e rid e  m y  s in k .  y ih c tc  1 can  m a k e  p ies . 1 h a v e  a  h l i lc  ro lle r  towel 
by  m y  b a c k  door. T h e r e  is a n  a rb o r ,  o v e r  m y  k i tc h e n  w indow ,
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c o v e red  w íih  M ^ d e ira  v in e  a n d  ho n cy su ck ie . I  h a v e  a  litd c  c lo thcs '-  
reel ro h a n g  m y  doÜs’ c lo ihcs  o n . T h e r e  is a  ü t t le  g a rd e n  th a i  1 
in y sc lf  ta k e  c a re  of. I  h a v e  a n  orange*tree  t h a t  h a d  som e blossom s 
00  it,  a n d  th e n  g ree n  o r a n g e s ; b u t  th e y  all d ro p p ed  off. I  a m  eleven 
y e a rs  oíd, a n d  1 w a s  b o ro  m  S to c k to n .— Y o u r  h t t lc  frieod,

N e l l i e  L i t t l e h a l e .

C in c in n a ti,  Ohio.
D e a r  St . N ic h o i.a s i  M y  little  d a u g h ie r  n ever tires  o f  h ea rin g  

th is  p o c in , a n d  o f ten  b e g s  to  h a v e  í t  retid  to  her,  g a th e r in g  in  the 
neighbor*chÍldren  th a t  ih c y  m a y  h e a r  it, a n d  all o í th em  lis ten  w íth  
in ten se  in ie re s t  a n d  saosfac tion . l l i i n k i n g  th a t  o th e r  c h ild ren  m ay 
i ik e  10 r e a d  i t  in  th e  m erry  h o lid a y  seaso n , I  v e n tu re  to  a s k  y o u  to 
c o p y  i t :  V e ry  respecCfally, X . F ,  A.

S a k t a  C l a u s . "

" H e  com es jn  th e  n i g h t í  H e  co m e s  In th e  n ig h t!
H e  softiy , s ilen tly  co m es;

W h ile  th e  H ide b ro w n  h e a d s  o n  th e  píllows so  w hite  
A re  d re a m in g  o f  b u g lc s  a n d  druois.

H e  c u s  th ro u g h  th e  sn o w  b k e  a  s h ip  th ro u g h  tb e  foam, 
W h ile  th e  w h ite  f lakes a ro u n d  h iin  w h ir l;

W h o  tells  h im  1 k n o w  no t, b u t  h e  h n d e th  th e  hom e 
O f  e a c h  g o o d  lit tle  b o y  a n d  g ú L

"  H is  s ie ig h  i t  is  lo n g , a n d  deep , a n d  w id e ;
I t  w ill c a rry  a  h o s t  o f  things,

W h ile  dozen s  o f  d ru m s  h a n g  ro u n d  o n  th e  sídes,
W ith  th e  sú c k s  s i íc k ín e  u n d e r  th e  siring.s.

A n d  y e t  n o t  th e  so u n d  o í  a  d ru m  i s  heard ,
N o t  a  b u g le  b la s t  is  blowo,

A s  h e  n io u n is  to  Che c h im n e y  to p  l ik e  a  bíid,
A n d  d ro p s  to  th e  h  e a r th  l ik e  a  stone.

“  T h e  little  r e d  s to ck in g s  h e  s ü e n d y  hlls ,
T i l l  th e  S tockings will h o ld  n o  m o re ;

T h e  b r ig h t  little  sÍed.<̂  fo r  th e  g r e a t  snow  hílls 
A r e  q u ick ly  s e t  d o w n  o n  th e  floor.

T h e n  S a n ta  C la u s  m o u n ts  th e  r o o f l ík e  a  bírd,
A n d  g lid es  to  h is  se a i  In  th e  s ie ig h ;

N o t  th e  s o u n d  o f  a  b u g le  o r  d ru m  is bea rd  
A s  h e  nolselessiy  galTops aw ay.

'  H e  r íd e s  to  che casi, h e  r ides  to  th e  w est, 
o r  h is  g o o d ies  h e  to u ch e s  n o t  o n c ;

H e  eace th  th e  c ru m b s  o í  th e  C h ris tm as  feast 
W h e n  th e  d e a r  Uitlc folks a r e  d o n e ..

O íd  S a n ta  C lau s  d o c th  a ll  t h a t  h e  c a n ;
T h is  beau tifu l m isston is h i i ;

T h e n ,  ch ü d re n , b e  g o o d  to  che H ule  o íd  m an  
W h e n  y o u  find w h o  th e  U tde m a n  ís .”

B U O K S  R F X E I V E D .

P r i n c e  B i s m a r c k ’s  L e t t e r s .  C h a r le s  Scribner'.i Sons, 

Y ork . T h is  Uttie b o o k  co n ta ln s  th ír ty -n in e  le t te rs  from 0 «o i 
B ism arck  to  h is  s ls te r ,  h i s  w ife, a n d  o thers , wrítcen during  ilic 

o f  his p u b lic  b fe  u n til  th e  F ran co * G en n an  w a i,  a n d  Ínclu<ks oik~I 

to  h b  wife—w h ic h  w as c a p ti ire d  b y  th e  F rc n ch  d u r in g  that wju, aall 

describes  B ism aro k 's  in te rv iew  w iih  th e  fallen E m p ero r Napokcal 
I I I .  T h e  le tte rs  a re  ín tc re s t ln g  a n d  p lea sa n t  read lng , for th e m ^ l  
p a r t  su c h  a s  o ider b o y s  an d  g irls  will u n d e rs ta n d  ; b u t  while they tr)l 

a  good dea l a b o u t  B is in a rck ’s  pR vaio  Ufe a n d  tlioiighis, when fe I 
t rave led , w h a t  b e  sa w  on  th e  w a y , a n d  so  o n , th e y  s a y  compamíitlyl 

l ittle  a b o u t  h ísp u b l íc  d o ings, a n d  in  th U  w a y  p ique  onc’s cutiosity n i  
k n o w  m ore  o f  th e ir  w ti ie r .  T h e y  rcvca l g i e a t  k indness  o í  heart, 

a  la rg e  a n d  genclv n a tu re ,  careful, ev en  in  th e  busics t days  orpcrbpil 
i h e b u s i e s t  an d — b y  som e po lidc ians— th e  m o st cordially haied mafil 
in  E u ro p e , to  w rite  cheerftil le t te r s  h o n ie , a n d  pcovide Christmas I 
p resen ts  for those  h e  lovcd.

P a k b o t s  AND M o n k e v s - R .  W o rth in g to n ,  N cw  York. T v « t ) . |  

s ix  illustra iions. T h i s  b o o k  n o t  o n ly  describ es  a n d  pictures Úxl 
a n ím aU  n a m e d  in  i t s  title , b u t  a iso  te)ls m a n y  n c w  a n d  curious lalnl 
a b o u t  th e s e  q u e e r  c reature^ . T h i s  ic o n e o f  tbn«;e b rg e .p r in i  srrabkl 

b ooks t h a t  icll th e  y o u n g  folks th in g s  th e y  w ish  to  kn o w  and in a ira] I 
th e y  like . I

B o o k s  f o r  B r ic k t  E v c s .  A m erican  T r a c t  S o d cry , New V a l í  
T h e s e  a re  fonr lit tle  clo tb*bound books, i l lu s tm te d  w ith  colured pá»! 
ures ,  p a c k e d  in  a  c a rd  box , a n d  d e s ig n e d  for v e iy  y o u n g  rcader».

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

A N A G I L I M  P R O V J 3R B  E N I G . 1I A .

W i T K  t h e l e i i e r s o f  t h e  s c n t c n c c  " s H A L L  w e  m a k e  t o y s ? ”  
sp e ll  a  co m m o n  p r o v e r b  c o m p o s e d  q f  t h r e e  w o r d s .

T ] 1K £ E  A S S O C I A T E D  S Q U A R E - W O I I D S .

T h e  base*w ords o f  th e  th re e  sq uares , r e a d i n g m  th e  o rd e r  g ivcn , 
fo rm  a  tim e ly  express íon  o f  good-will.

h l r s t  s q u a r e ; i .  DelíghccíT a. T o b c o f  o n e  m índ . 3, T l ie  p lural 
fo n o  o f  che ñ a m e  o f  a  lo n g  n a rro w  saíl-canoc  u se d  a b o u t  th e  L ad ru n c  
Islnnds. 4^ L ív e ly , b r i s k ; a n  oíd  E n g lísh  w ord  in  com m on u s e  am ong 
A m erican s  o f  th e  W e st .  5. F ro ih y .  S e e o n d  s q u a re ;  x. F re sh . a. 
A  S c r ip tu re  n a m c  o f  a  w om an . 3. A  tex tu re .  T h i r d  s q u a re :  i .  A 
p « o d  o f  tim e . 2. A  S c r ip tu re  n a n ie  o f  a  m an .  3. H a n d ic m fts .  4. 
To r u b  ha rsh iy .

E A S T  M E L A N G E .

1. B e h e a d  a  usefu l p lan t ,  a n d  leave  a  fram e o r  rack . 2. C urta ll  
th e  p la n t ,  a n d  g iv e  to  v e x  o r p la g u e .  3. B e h e a d  a n d  tm n sp o sc  th e  
p lan t ,  a n d  find  to  le t  fo r  h ire . 4. S y n c o p a te  a n d  iran sp o se  tn e  p lan t ,  
a n d  g e t  th e  m o s t  insignificant. 5. T ra n sp o se  th e  m o s t  in sign incan t, 
a n d  R a v e  a  k in d  o f  s tone . 6. B e h e a d  a n d  cunaÜ  th e  p la n i ,  a n d  gÍvo 
fácility. j .  B e h e a d  a n d  t ra n sp o se  th e  f ram e  o r  rack , a n d  find  a  
ra a n n e  an im a l.  8. A g a in ,  b e h e a d  a n d  t ra n sp o se  th e  fra m e  o r  rack , 
a n d  g e t  a t ransfer .  9. S y n c o p a te  a n d  tran sp o se  th e  m o s t  ínsignifí- 
c a n i ,  a n d  lea v e  a  watcr*fowl. xo. A g a in ,  ^ n c o p a i e  a n d  transpose  
th e  m o st insign ifican t, a n d  g ív c  a  s tra ig h t  f^at p ic c c  o f  w ood . n .  
A g a in , sy n c o p a te  a n d  t ran sp o so  th e  m o st in sign ifican t,  a n d  find 
t ^ y .  IS. A g a in , ^ n c u p a t c  a n d  t ia n s p o s e  m e  m o s t  insígnifi- 
cnm , a n d  g e t  a  ñ a m e  fó r a  saílor. 13. A g a in ,  sy n c o p a te  a n d  irans ­
pose  th e  m o st in sign ifican t, a n d  lea v c  a  C h ín ese  m ca su re  o f  w eight. 
14. A g a in ,  s y n c o p a te  a n d  t n n s p o s e  th e  m o st  in sign ifican t, an d  g ive 
an  en u m cra iio n . 15. C urta il  a n d  tran sp o se  a  k in d  o f  s tone , a n d  find 
a f ^ r a l l  th e  rcst. 16. C u rc a íla n d  cranspose  to  v e x  o r p lag u e , a n d  g e t  
a  site  o r  ab o d e . 17. A g a in ,  c u rta il  a n d  t ra n sp o se  to  v e x  o r  p lague , 
a n d  leave  th e  O rico t .  18. A g o ln , c u rta il  a n d  f fan sp o se  to  vex o r 
p la g u e ,  a n d  g iv e  to  surfeiL  29. S y n c o p a te  a n d  O an sp o se  th e  fram e 
o r  rac k , a n d  find  s e d ü n e n t  so. A g a in ,  s y n c o p a te  a n d  i ra n sp o se  th e

fram e o r  rack , a n d  g e t  to  re n d c r  a  h n w k  b lin d  b y  closíng Its eyes. 1
21. B e h e a d  a n d  iran sp o se  th e  w aler-fow l, a n d  leavc a fiddl
22. A g a in ,  behcnd  a n d  tran sp o se  th e  water*fowl, a n d  give abwciagt |  
23 ' C u r ta i l  a n d  tran sp o se  th e  C b in e se  m eas itre  o f  w eight, snü Hbdi I 
u seful p lan i .  24. A g a in ,  cu rta íl  a n d  iranspose  ilxe Chínese measun I 
o f  w e ig h t,  a n d  g e t  lo  co rrode. 25. C urta il  a n d  tran sp o se  the thieot, I 
a n d  lea v e  .1 v a s t  e x p a n s e o f  w ater. 96. B e h e a d  a n d  reverse sedíiwtt, I 
a n d  g iv e  9 diocese. sy. C u rta i l  a n d  rev e rse  secUment, and 6rd x l  
fish. 28. B e h e a d  a n d  reverse  lo  rc n d e r  a  h a w k  b lin d  b y  cloang ía I 
eyes, a n d  g e t  th e  shc lte red  side. 29. S y n c o p a te  an d  transpone ao I 
en u m era tio n , a n d  leave  co p e rm lt.  c

C I T A R A D E .

T h o u g h  q u i te  dev o id  o f  h ea rt,
M y  y f r r í  does  n o t  w ithho ld  

F ro m  him  w h o  seek s , a  d ra u g h t  
O f  w a te r ,  p u rc  a n d  coid.

A l th o u g h  m y  u c o n d  m ay  
T o  y o u  b e  v e ry  near,

I t  does  n o t  follow th a t  
I t  is b o th  n e a r  a n d  dear.

W lien  p u rp ic d  is th e  g rap e ,
A n d  leaves  g ro w  sece a n d  oíd,

I n  b ro w n  in g  fields m y  w hoU  
D isp la y s  lis  sp h e re  o f  gold . t .  v/. 1

E A » Y  D E C A P I T A T I O N S .

T. B b h e a s  a  c.ascadc, a n d  leavc  e v e ry th in g .  2. Behead 
a n d  lea v e  a  m ark e l-p lace . 3. B e h e a d  to  b rea k  w ith  noise AJid ^  I 
lence, a n d  leave  an  eru p tío n . 4. B eh ead  a  p a r t  o f  th e  body, a»d ka« I 
tall. 5. B e h e a d  a  h e a d -c o v e n n g , a n d  lea v e  a  bird. 6. B c h ^ M  
vessel, a n d  leave  p a r t  o f  th e  b o d y . 7- B eh ead  a  securicy, and I 
a  shelf. 8. B eh ead  a  d u ty ,  a n d  leave  to  in q u íre .  f*- °  ^
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I2A S Y  P l l E F I X  P U Z Z L E .

Ihe  •■nme sy llab lc  t o ;— i .  P a r t  o f  a  poem , a n d  m a k e  l y b g  
I  N al eariy , a n d  m a k e  to  in ie rp reL  3. A  h a ro o r ,  a n d  m ak e  

''''^vfreni one p lac e  lo  a iiotlicr. 4- A  pconoun, a n d  m a k e  a  pass-
5. P a n  o f  a p b y ,  a n d  raa k e  10 do.^ S. A  p e rso n  w ho 

..m saeaki a n d  m a k e  tu  c h a n c e  o n e  s u b s u n c e  m ío  a n o ih c t .  7. A  
itli ot inolher, a n d  m a k e  easily  se en  th ro u g h .  8, A  position  o f  
Icprioo, and m a k e  lo  c h a n g o  th e  o td e r  o f  th in g s . c  s .  K.

D I A G O N A L ,  F O M .  ( » L D E Í l  P Ü Z Z L K U S .

E a c h  w ord  h a s  tw elve  letters . D iag o n a l,  from  left lo  r ig h t  do w n ­
w a rd , a  g rc e t iu c  o f  th e  seasen . r .  A n  a n c ie n l  w ritten  ch a rac ic r .  2. 
S r in g y . 3. A  d e e p y  ch a rac te r .  4. Cond itions . 5. T h e  scien lific  ñam e  
fo r th ic k .sk ín n e d  anim áis . 6. P c r ta in in g  to  ñ a m e s  d crived  from an- 
cestors. 7. A  d isbc liever in  sp ir itu a l bcings. 8. W a te s  m a d e o f  clay, 
q .  T h e  scientific ñ am e  fo r  s lender-toed  anim áis , ro . V e ry  lalkadve. 
r r .  F ig u ra t iv e .  12. A  m ak cr . J .  P .  u-

P I C T O E I A L  í l l i l N T D P L E  A C R O H T I C .

vdacn b cd  b v  ih c  five wortls. e a c h  o f  nm e  ^ t f c rs ,  w h ich  fo n n  th e  P c rp en d ic u la rs  o f  th e  A crostic . O n e  o f  ih e  P e i^ e n d ic a la rs  is nrndc Irom 
iSet/,irúils of  l í e  horisontAl Unes, a n d  a  seco n d  b y  th e i r  finá is: ih e  th ie e  o th e r  u p r ig h t  words_are fo tm cd from th e  m te rv cn m g  le ttcrs  o f  th e  
:r and th e s e  l e i t m .  w hile  o ccurring  in  p ro p e r  succession rea d in g  d o w n w a rd , will b e  fo u n d  s c a t t e r ^  a n y  w here , c a c h  in  i is  particu la r
a«.linc, T h u s , su p p o s in e  th e  fourch w ord  to  b e  "  L íin d scap e” : i lien  "  L "  wil) b e  so m ew h erc  b e tw e e n  th e  initial a n d  final o f  tíie  to p  cross- 
-DcSct nol neccssarjly  n e x t  to  ih c  ín i l la l : “ a ”  wíll b e  ín  th e  scco n d  honzonUnI Im e . b u t  ,ii m a y  b e  a n y  o n e  o f  th e  le t te rs  be tw een  th e  tw o 
e á í f  ihe Une; a n d  so o n ,— n o  o n e  Ic ite r  o f  ih c  h o r izo n ta l Unes b c in g  u se d  t m c e  in  fo rn u n g  th e  P e rp e n d ic u la r  words.

nOI.IDAY ANAGK^VM.
Fr<p suilable w o rd s  to  fiU th e  b la n k s  in  th e  fo llow ing verse, a n d  

D3»6ix« the le tters o f  th ese  w o rd s  ín to  a  famíUar g r e e t in g :

As —  a n d  ¡ncense o nce  w ere  b ro u g n t,
—  e a c h  y e a r  w íth  treasu rcs  f rau g h t,
(fiad raemorle* o f  ih c  ■ a n d  ,
Dood w o rd s for c a c h ,  a n d  gifts for all. d .

S K lK X - I ^ E T T i C l l  K l í A M K l )  í i l l E E K  C R O í ^ S .

Tbp icicanings o f  th e  w o rd s  fo rm ing  th is  puzz le  a r e :  
iÍMÍiontal o f  c ro s s :  B ase. P e rp e n d ic u la r  o f  c ro s s :  A cco u n is  

l^^bÍDEs, ¡icrsons o r  c v e n is  d cc in ed  n o ie w o n h y .  T o p  o f  fr.'imc:I  F oot o f  f ra m e : A  yo u n  c  p e rso n  c n g n g e d  I n  se) Un g  som e
ncccssaries n f  iiio d em  Hfe. L e f t  p o s t  o f  f ra m e :  A  b iro  w ith  

bilí, K ic h t  Dost o f  f ra in o : T ) ic  c h a n n c l  in  w h ich  th e  tíde
A c .  c .

Nir.>IERlCAl4 EM U 3 IA.
! tu  composed o f  tw elve  le t te rs ,  a n d  a m  a  m o tto  a b o u t  w h ic h  m u ch  

said o f  la te  in  th e  U n i te d  Siates,
‘ 3, JO , t t ,  12 is  a  su d d en  f l a i v  or f lurry . a .  M y  6, i ,  a , 5 Is

hnd, K  on a  b o b b in . 3. M y  9 , 4 ,  8, 7  ¿s a  w a y  in  w h i c h  lesson  s 
Bgt to b e  learned . a*

C O N C E A L E D  n . \ L P - S < i r A K E .

T u r  w o rd s  a n d  le t te rs  fo rm in g  a  ha lf isq u a re , w h ích  h a s  for b a se  a  
w o rd  o f  s ev en  letters , w íll b e  fo u n d  co n cea led  l u  l lie  following sen* 
le u c e s :

”  Y o u  k n o w  i tw a s  y o u  w h o  h a d  m y  w h lp  las t, E rn e s i ,  so  d o n  tp re -  
ten d  i t  w a s  n 't .  Y o u  refused  lo  Icnd  It  lo  W ill,— a s T c d ^  to ld  m e,—  
a n d  a ftcrw anJ v o u  falsely a c cu scd  W íll  o f  t a k in g  th e  w h lp  a n d  h  Id Ing 
¡ t  In .a c a sk  Tvdward had* throw n in to  th e  q u a rry .  N o  w o n d e r  W ill 's  
te m p e r  rose w h e n  h e  l ica rd  o f  y o u r  a c c u sa t lo n :  a n d  il w a s  lu ck y  for 
y o u  h e  s ta n e d  fo r  h o m e  a n d  coo led  ofTbefore see in g  you . S h am e  on  
y o u ! CUve u p  th e  w lu p  a i  once , o r  1 'II d u s t  y o u r  j a c k e t  fo r  y o u ) ' '

T h e  m e a n in g s  o f  th e  Unes o f  th e  h a lf-sq u arc  a re  as  foliows:^ 1. 
C o a t in g  o f a  wall. a . E n d u rc d .  3 .  Soliclicd. 4. F o r c p a r t o f a  sh íp 's  
fm m e. 5. A  n lck o a m c  o f  a  boy. 6. A n  aflix. 7. P h o n e lic a lly ,  a  
F rc n c li  m ea su re  o f  su iface . v .  e .

C E N T R A L  A C I C O S T I C .

T u s  centráis , r e a d in g  d o w n w a rd , ñ a m e  a  v e ry  usefu l m em b e r  o f  
th e  com m uiiity . T h e  w o rd s  a t e  o í  o n e  Icngih .

1. A  g rad e  o fso c le ly .  2. A  volatiie  fluid. 5. A  p a r t  o f  a  whce). 
4. P la in . s. A  w ord  ih.Tt impUes ñ m . d . A  p tece  o f  m o n ey . 7. A  
p e rso n  w ho , ac c o m n a n icd  b y  h is  w ifc, exp lo red  a  p a n  o f  A frica. 8. A  
m an u faccured  rocial. 9 .  A  victo rious  Y a n k e e  com m odore. g ,  u ,

D O V B L K  A 3I P Ü T A T I 0 N S .

1. B r u e a d  n n d  curial) sn ap p ish , a n d  lea v e  lo  c o r r o d e : b e h c a d  an d  
cu rta il  lo  co rrn d e  a n d  leave  a  prcm oun. «. B e h c a d  a n d  cu n a ji  
m sp e d ,  a n d  lea v e  1 0  v a lu é ;  b e h c a d  a n d  c u rm ü  to  v a lu é  a n d  leave  a 
p rep o sitio n . 3. B e h e a d  a n d  cu rta il  a  p o n lo n  o f  tim e, a n d  Icavo a 
s ig n :  b e h c a d  a n d  cu rta il  a  r ig n  a n d  lea v e  a  p ro n o u n . 4. B eh cad  a n d  
cu rta il  lo  b o w  w ith  se rv ilhy , a n d  leave  a n  o m a m e n i ;  b e h c a d  a n d  
cu rta il  a n  o m n m e n t  an d  lea v e  w ith in . cvRiivE d e á n .
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T H E  R I D D L E - B O X .

C onccoled  in  th e  following q iio tarions find a n  a n c ie n t  Chiisinn 
g ree t in g  o f  scven w o r d s :

I. L ix  now  is  com e o u r  joyfiil feast,
L e t  e v e ry  m a n  b e  j o l l y ;

F a c h e  room e w ith  y v lc  lev es  ís d re«t 
A n d  ev e ry  p o s i  w ith  ho lly . o l d  so n g .

3 B h t  peacefu l w as th e  night, 
W h ere ín  th e  P r in c e  o f  LIcht 
H i s  re ig n  •  •  upoQ th e  carth befa*.

UiLtU.

4. C o m e  a n d  g a th e r  a s  t h e y  fall, 
S h in in g  g ifts  for g r e a t  a n d  s m a l l ; 
^ n t a  C lau s  rem em bers  all 
W h e n  h e  com ea wí t h  good Íes píled. LO  L IS A  M. ALCOTT

p A s  w k h  g lad n e ss  m en  o f  oíd 
D id  th e  ^ i d í n g  s ta r  behold ,
A s  w ith  loyful s to p s  th e y  sp e d  
'I o t h a t  low ly  m a n g c r  b e d ;
^  m a y  w e  w ith  w illing  feet 
L v e r  se ek  th y  oiercy-soaL a n ó n .

O jj. J o y  sha ll re ig n  w h en  narions cea» 
J h c  s p e a r  a n d  sw n rd  lo  w ídd ' 

I h e n ,  n e a th  th e  b ro o d in g  «¡n '* 
P e a c e ,

T h e  e a r th  h e r  f ru its  sha ll  yteld, 
A n d  grold a n d  p u rp lc  harvesis  coBie 

T o  w a r-d y ed  h i ll  a n d  field, akox

7. So. “ W in te r,  com e n ig h  ! “
S a y  w e, s a y  I,

A n d  ^ o d  lu ck  lo  ih e  C h r is tm as - trc c ;  
M a y  th e  ev e rg reen  holly  
F in d  US g ra te fu l  a n d  jo íly ,

A n d  b n n g  presen  ts  for y o u  a n d  fo r m e '  "

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

E a s v  E N i n H A . — “  a  r o l l i n g  s to n c  g a t h e i a  n o  m o s s . "  
M o l r . G l a ? ' . — I.  B rA id ;  2. A R a :  3. R ;  4 . T O e -  í  S aW cri 
E a s y  P ic - i -o r .a l  P u z z L i t . - B e a c o n s í c k l ;  G ladston¿.

4 . U n T ^ s ^ I 3- G a S :
C o n n r c t e d D i a m o n d s . —  i  t

t N T E R  —  T W I N  
N S W  E N D

SQüAnB.— j .  2. H o n o r ;  3. I n c u r :  4. M o u s e ;  ?. E rrcd

H u f h Á * 2  P ? P U I= r . p o p la r ;  2. R cV el, m o l;  3.
n o e .  h e ,  4. C o L o n , coon ; 5. b p A m , sp m . C e n trá is :  U vula .

P ' ” o r i a l C o n c e a l e d . W o r d  P ü 2 2 l e . - . .  F IO w eR . 3. CHclf 
N .  Í-- ' ' í * " -  5- S lo C k in g s. 6 . d O M E S . 7. liUsT. i

n  ^  C o iiE . 10. dA isY . t i .  rE A p c R .

4. BnÍl’“ ’s ° S f  =• S am h. 3. CaU

N e w - D o l l a r  PL'Z2L E . - I n l i n t .  C h o rn .  C h a in ,  L eap , Fio.» 

H . í r f  D G .  LeavesrM onl» ,
w o rd .  m  ’i I n i c i a ,  R e p u le ,  S traw s. T h e  leticrs In ib¿
P^nr h e  iransfo rm ed  meo th e  follow i.ig  tw en ty -s ix  wonfi ■ ’
¡ h e  r!oo ’ '= P '® j® "'i"g  w « n ty - s ix  Ih in g s  seen  when v.iri 
M  r l -  '  " 1“  C oin , Y ea r ,  D n ie , Head, í :.

' - 'P * 'B r a w .J P 'v l r  N e c * .  H a ir ,  L o c k ,  Ci.rl, Band.lVod, 
b ta r ,  S to p ,  L e ^ .  V e m , S le m , E a rs ,  F o ld ,  N ic k ,  D e iit  

F ^ í v ' M R . r  ENIGHA.-Ptarmlgar-
W lt*  6  I .  S w itc h ;  2. W itc h ;  3. W h i t :  Wilh; :

A P r o v ¿ r b ’ C i p . , e r . _ “  T w o  h e a d s  a r e  b e tte r  t h a n  o n e . "  
E a s y  C r o s s - W o i i d  E n i g m a . — P o s t - O f R c e .

C . B n g g ^ n n i e  S o iilhw ick , M a r y H .  -Rnidley “ F r i l t e r s "  N e llie  F m e í o n  A  C S  l'" G la n c y  J o n e s ,  “ D . N .  B .,"  S™*
M a l  lew son , F rcd . A . C nnklin , S u s a n n a  Hell, B. í  E m e rv  M  r  B r ln l^ rh o f? ’ h F  v '  5 '- .? ^ ' '% '’ " T w  W lll 's ,”  Annn Fr»i«

b Í  ® H  ' ' I '® " '  Io>'" L .  H a n n % L .  B ^ a l l a c e "  ThoinnL ?n ’, ^  r -  S '  P=datlly , E. B. CW.
E e ss .e  H a r d ,  E e r .h a  P o t ts ,  F lavel S. M in e r .  ■ '  S ^ r a n d  ? d d ie '* R  ^
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