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A STORY OF

By Prof.

Once on a time, a great many years ago, SO
lwny, iiiany ycars tliat if your fatlier should givc
|)Ki Lchillar for every ycar you coulcl buy up the
Irtole towii you live in and have enoitgh lefl to pay
luic Naiionnl Debt; in thosc oid days vvhen the
Ipeai -\unh-wost consistecl oniy of a fcw hills,
Irajscd .ind barren, and fiill of copper and quartz;
luitlie cl.iys when ihc Northern Occan washed ihe
leresi (i Mount Washington and urote its flame
lipoiiilic Piciured Rocks, and the tide of the Pacific
Is*rpt over Plymouth Rock and surged np against
iBunkei Ilill; whcn the Giilf of México rolled its
Intin and shallow waters as far north as Escanaba
lilidEaiiClairc; infact, an iminensclylong time ago,
I-iliere livedsomewhere in Oconto County, Wiscon-
Isin. a hule jelly-fish. It was a cnrious crcatiiie,
|si»ui the shape of half an npple, and the size of a
l«i-thimbic, and it floatcd aroimd in the water

ate iittle things and opened and sluit its
|«mhalla, prctty miich as jclly-fishes do in the
|Kcan now.

Ith.id a grcat many littie feclcrs that hung down
lillaroiiiid like so many mites of snakes, and so it
I*>s naiiicd Medusa, after that lady in the oid times
jrto'iorc snakes instead of hair, and svho felt so

‘il- because she couidn’t do thcm up. Wecll,
I<*rlittlc Medusa floatcd arouud and opened and
Isimilicr umbrclla for a long time,—a nionth, or a

pcrhaps,—u-e don’t know how long. Thecn,
lowmorning, down among the sca-weeds, she laid
reliole lotuftiny eggs, transpavent as crab-applc
iJ'Ik' tilid much smalier than a dcw-drop on the end
| “ spinc-leaf. Now she Icaves the sceiie, and our
hcnceforth concerns only one of these cggs.

one day, the sun shone down into the
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water,—the same sun that shines ihvotigh your Win-
dows now,—and a littie feilow whom we will cali
Favosites, because that was his natne, woke up inside
of the egg and carne out into the great world. He
was only a wee bit of floatiiig jelly, shapcd like a
eartridge poiuted at both cnds. He haa at his
sides an immense number of littie paddies that
went fiapping, flapping all the time, keeping him
cons-antly in motion, whether the littie fellowwantcd
to £-0 or not. So he kept scudding aloiig in the
water, dodging from right to left, to avoid the
iingainly cveatures that wantcd to eat him. There
wcre crabs and clams, ofa fashion that ncither you
fior I will ever see alive. Thcre were luige animals
«eith grcat eyes, savagc jaw's and long feelers, that
sat in the end of a long, round shell and glowered
at him, and smallcr ones of the same kind that
lookcd like lobsters in a dinner-horn.

But none of these got the littie fellow, else |
should not have any story lo tcll.

At last, having paddlicd about long enough, he
thoughtof setiling in lifc. So he looked around
lintil he fotind a fiat bit of shell that just suitcd
him, when he sat down upon it, and grcw fast, like
ofd Holgor Danske in the Danish myth, Only,
unlike Holger, he did n’t go to sleep, but procecded
to make hiniselfat home. So he made an opening
in his uppcr side, and rigged for himself a mouth
and a stomach, and piu a wholc row of feelers out,
and bcgan catching littie woims and floating eggs
and bits of jelly and bits of lime,—everything he
coiild gct,—and cramming them into his littie
stomach.

He had a great many cuvious ways, but the fun-
niest of all was what he did with the bits of lime.
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He kept taking thcm in and triecl to wall liimself
up insicle witb thcm, as a person would stone a well,
01 as though a man should swalloiv pebbles and
stow them away in bis fcct and all around under
ibc skin. till be had filled bimsclf fiill.

But little Favosites became lonesomc all alone
011 the b'ottora of tbat oid ocean, among so many
oiitlandisb neiglibors; and so, one night, « hen he
was fast aslcep, and dreaniing as only a coral animal
can dreain, thcre sprouted out of bis sido, wbcre
bis sixtb rib woiild have been if he had had so
many, another littlc Favosites, wbo vcry soon
began to cat worms and to wall bimsclfiip as if for
dear life. Then, from tbcse lwo another and
another little bud carne out, and another and
another little Favosites was formed, and they all
kept growing iip higher and bighcr, and cramming
themselvcs ftiller and fttlicr of limcstone, till at last
there werc so many of them, and ihey tvere so
crowded together, that thcre was n’t rooin for them
to grow round; so they liad to grow six-sided, like
Ihe cells in a lioneycomb.

Once in a while, somc one in thc company woiild
gct mad bccausc the others got all of the lime, or
would feel uneasy at siiting still so long and swal-
lowing stones, and would secedc from the little
unién, without as much as saying '‘Good-bye,”
and would sail around like the oici Medusa, and
would lay more eggs, which would hatch out into
more Favosites.

Well, thc oid ones died or swam away or were
wallcd up, and ncw ones tilled their places, and the
colony thrivcd for a long time, and had accumu-
laied quite a stock of lime. But, one day, there
carne a freshet in the Mcnoraonce River, and piles
of clirt and sand and ground-up iron ore were
brotight down, and all the little Favosites’ mouths
were fillcd with it. They did n’t like the taste of
iron, so they all died; but wc know that their
house was not spoiled, for we havc it herc.

So Che rock-house they were making was tumblcd
about in the dirt, and thc rolling pebbles knockcd
the corncrs oif, and the inud svorked its way jnto
the cracks and dcstroyed its beauiiful whiteness.

There it lay for ages, lili thc earth gave a great,
long heave, that raised Wisconsin out of the ocean,
and the mud around our Favosites’ house packed
and dricd into hard rock and closed it in; and so
it became part of the dry jand. There it lay,
imbedded in the rock for centuries and centuries.

Then, the time of the first fishes carne, and thc
(ther animals looked on them in awe and wonder,
as thc Indians eyed Columbus. They were like the
gar-pike inour Western rivers, only inuch largor,__
as big as a stovc-pipe, and with a crust as hard as
a turtle’s shell. Then there carne sharks, of strangc
forms, savage a,nd fcrocious, with tceth like bowic-
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knives. But the time of the oid fishes caine.
went, and many more times carne and nent
still Favosites lay in the groitnd.

Then carne the long, hot, wet stimmcr. «hejl
the mists bung over the earth so thick that u,!
might almost have cut them into chunks withJ
knife, like a loaf of gingcrbread; and gro.it feri-J
and i'ushcs, big as an oak and tali as a sicoplel
greiv over the land. Huge reptiles «ath jaws liktl
a frontdoor, and teeth like cross-cut saws, and liuiel
reptiles, with wings like bats, crawled and swaal
and flew, |

But the ferns died, and the reptiles died, ao
the rush-trces feli into the swamps, and tho Misiis-|
sippi, now bccome quite a liver, covcred tliom up[
and they werc packed away under great luersofL
clay and sand, till at last they were turnvd inijl
coal, and wept bitter tears of petroleum. Uutallf
this while Favosites lay in ihc rock at Ocorto,

Then the mists cleared up and the sunshoncaruil
the grass began to grow, and strange aniiralsl
began to come and feccl upon it. There were fiinn7l
little zebra horses, no bigger than a Newfoundl.ini |
dog, and great hairy clcpliants, and hogs wiilinosesj
so long that they could sit on their hind logsand
root, and lots of still sirangcr creatures that no mar

ever saw alive. But still Favosites lay iii ik
ground.
So the long, long summer passcd by, and ik

autiimn, and thc Indian summer; and at bst tk

great wintercarne, and il snowcd and snoweil. ardil

was so coid that thc snow wasn’t offvy thc Fourih
of July; and then it snowed and snowed dll ik
snow never wcnt of T at all; and then it got so cod

that it snowed all che time, till the snow covorcd dl

the animals, and then the trees, .and tlun ik

mouiuains.  Then it would thaw a little. and |
streams of water would niii over the sno'v; 'lienii

would freeze again, and pack it into solid ice. Sill

it went on snowing and thawing and frcezing. fill

tlie jce was a mile decp over Wisconsin, and the
wholc United States was onc great skating-rink.

So it kept on for about a niillion ycars, untilonct
wlien the spring carne and the south winds hlev,
it began to thaw up. Then the ice carne sliding
down from the mountains and hills, tcaring np
rocks littlc and big. from thc sizc of a chip to tk
size of a mccting-housc, crushing forests as \«i
would crush an egg-shell, and wiping out rivers is
yon would wipc out a chalk-maik. So itcarne push
ing, thundering, grinding along, slowlycnoughjbni
with tremendous forcé, this mile-dcep glacicr, lik
an immense plow drawn by a million oxen.

So the ice plowcd acrossOconto Counly, and litle
Favosites was rooted out from thc quiet place whert
he had lain so long; but, by good fortune, he hap-
pencd to siip into a crevice in thc ice, whoe he
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rasii'l '««ch crowded, elsc he would have becn
d 10powder, as mostof his relatives were, and
1"0iild n’t have had this slory to tell.

\Vell,ihe ice slidalong, melting all the while, and
moking gieat torrents of water which, as they
Qptonward, covercd the land with day and pch-
Jj-- till at iast it carne to a great swarap, over-
|p(i,,n with tamarac and cedfir. Here it stopped
ind melted, and all the rocks and stones and dirt

THE SHINING

By H.

iT hung in the sun, the little house,
h liung in the sun, and shone;

And ilirougli the walls 1 could hear his voice
Who had it all for his own.

I tw «alls wecrc of wire, as bright as gold,

I WrmiglU in a prctty dcsign;

Ixiie spaccs between for Windows scrved,
And the floor was 'clean and fine.

[ihcrc was plenty, too, to cat and drink,
Ir ihis little house that shone;
| a lucky thing, to be sure, you 'd
say,
A house like
own!

this for one’s

|But the door was shiit, and
If)cked all tight,
The kcy was on the outsidc;
i The onc who was in could not
get nut.
No iiiaiter liow much he tried.

‘T was only a prison afier all,

This bright little house that shone;

All, we would not want a house like that.
No matter if 't were our own 1

LITTLE

plowing up his clover field,
wheat, picked up acuriousbitof “ petrified honey-
comb,” and gave it to the school-boys to take to
their teacher, to hear what he would say about it.
And now you have read what he said.
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it had carried with it, little Favosites and all, were
dumped into onc great hcap.

Ages after, a fariner in Grand Chute, Michigan,
to sow for winter
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And yet, tlirough the walls 1 heard the voice,
Of the one who lived inside:

To warble a sweeter soiig cach day,
It did seem as if he tried.

To open the door, he never sought, ,
Nor fluttered in idle strife;

He ate, and he drnnk, and slept, and sang.
And made the best of his lifc.

And I, to myself, said every day,
As his cheery song | heard,
Thcre ’s a lesson for us in
every note
Of that little prisoned bird.

We all of US live a life like
his,
We are walled on every side;
We all long to do a hundrcd
things,
Which we could not if we
tried.

We can spend our strength all foolishly
In a discontented strife;

Or we can be wise, and laugh and sing.
And make the best of our life.
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Chapter i,
LADV jane and LORD GUILDFORD.
minutes to twelve in Miss
* shoieH general restlessness
lact

showed that her scholars were aware of the
Some ofthe g.ris had closed their books, and were
puttmg their desks to rights, with a good dea 6
unnecessary fuss, keeping an eye on the ciock
eaiuchilc. The boys wore the air of dogs who
sec then mastcr coming to untie thcm; theyjumped
and quivered. making the bcnchessqucak and rattlc
and sh.fted thc.r feet about on the uncarpeted floor’
producing sounds of the kind most trying to &
nervous teacher. A general expectation prevailcd,
Luckdy, M.ss Fitch was not nervous. She ha
that bese of all gifts for teaching,_cal.nness! S

she imderstood her pupils and their ways, and Iwd
sympathy with them. She knew how hard itis
for feet with the dance of youth in thcm to keep
still for three long hours on a June morning; and
there was a pleasant, roguish look in her faceas
she laid her hand on the bell, and, meeting tiie
twenty-two pairs of expectant eyes which were fixed
on hers, rang it-dear Miss Fitch-actually aminute
and a haifbefore the time.

At the first tinkle. like arrows clismisscd from ihe
bow-string, two girls belonging to the oidcr chss
jumped from their seats and flew, ahead of all tiie
rest into the entry, whcre hung tlie hats and cips
oftheschool, and Ihcirdinncr-baskets. Oneseized
a pmk sun-bonnet from its nail, the othcr a Sli.iker-
scoop wiih a deep green cape ; cach possesscdlier-
self of a small tin pail, and just as the littie croivd
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Lfarmcci into the passage, they hurried out on the
Igreea, in ibe middle of which the school-housc
Islood. It A "®*T small green, shapcd like a
linangie» witli half a dozcn trees growing upon it;

“Littlc things are great to litele mcn,"

Ivouknow, and to Miss Fitch’s liitle men and women
['eilie grcen” had ail the importancc and excitemcnt
| ofapark- Each one of the trees which sCood 1lpon
| ithad a naine of its own. Every crotch andbranch
inilieni was known to the Isoys and tlie ijiost daring
jirong thc girls ; each had been the scene of games
and adventiires without nuniber. “ The Castle,”
aloivspieading oak wuath wide, horizontal branchcs,
Ihad lieen the favorite trce for fights. Half tlic
bors would garrison the boughs, the other half,
I scrambiiiig from below and clutching and tugging,
«Dtild Ukc tlie part of besiegers, and it had been
grent fun all round. 1sut alas, for that “ had
been1" Ever since one unlucky day, when Luther
Bradlcy, .is King Charles, had been captured five
boughs up by Cromwecll and bis soldicrs, and his
ankie hadly sprained in thc process, Miss Fitch had
raled that “ The Castle ” should be used for fight-
ing purposes no longer. The boys might climb it,
but ihoy must not cali themselves a garrison, fior
pullniir struggle wiih cach other. So the poor oak
«l5shorii of its inilitary glories, and forccd to com-
fort iiself by bearing a larger crop of acorns than
had bcen possible during the stirring and warlike
times, now forcver cndcd.

Then there was “ The Dovc-cote,” an casily
dimbcd beech, on which rows of girls might be
seen at noon-times roosting Hke fowls in the sun.
And thcre was “ The Falcon’s Ncst,” which pro-
duceci every year a fcw smail, sour apples, and
which Is.nbella Bright had adopted for her trec.
She knew every inch of the way to the top: to
climb it was like going up a well-known staircase,
and the sensacion of sitting there aloft, high in air,
onabough which curved and swung, with another
boiigli exactly fitting her back to lean agaiAst, was
full ofdelight and fascinacién. It was like moving
and bcing at rest all at once; like flying, like
escape. The wind seemcd to smell differently and
more sweetly up there than in lower places. Two
or ihrce times lost in fancies as deep as sleep. Isa-
bella liad forgotten all about recess andbell, and
rcmaincd on her perch, swinging and drcaming,
till soiiie one was sent to icll her that tliearithmctic
chssh.nd begun. And once, direful day | markcd
wilh cverlasting black in thc calendar of her con-
sciencc, bcing possesscd suddcnly, as it werc, by
tomeidlcand tricksy denion, she stayed on aftcr she
wes called, and called again, she still stayed ; and
*ben, at last, Miss Fitch herself carne out and
stood beneath tire tree, and in her pleasant, mild
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volee told her to come down, still The naughty girl,
sccure in her fastncssjistayed. And when, at last,
Miss Fitch, growing angry, spokc aeverely and
ordered her to descend, lIsabella shnok the boughs,
and sent a shower of hard little apples down on her
kind teacher's hcad. That was dreadful, indeed,
and dreadfully did she repent it aftenvard, for she
loved Miss Fitch dearly, and, except for being
under thc influence of the demon, could never have
trcatcd her so. Miss Fitch did not kiss her for
a wholc month aftcrs\'ard,—that was Isabella’s
punishment,—and it was many months bcfore
she could speak of the affair without feeling her
eyes fill swiftly with tears, for Isabella’s conscience
was tender and her feclings vcry quick in those
days.

This, however, was eighieen months ago, when
she was only ten and a half. She was nearly twelve
now, and a good deal taller and wiser. | have
introduced her as lIsabella, because that was her
real fiame, but the children and everybody always
called herEyebright. “1. Bright” it had been writ-
ten in the report of her first week at Miss Fitch’s
scliool, when she was a little thing not more than six
years oid. The droll nanie struck someone’s fancy,
and from that day she was always called Eyebright
because of that, and because her eyes were bright.
They were gray eyes, large and clear, set in a wide,
low forehead, from which a thick mop of hazel-
brown hair with a wavy kink all through it, was

combed back,
and tied be-
hind with a
brown ribbon.
Her noseturn-
cd up a little ;
her mouth was rather wide, but it was a smiling,
good-tempered mouth; lhe cheeks were pink and
wholesome, and altogether, though not particularly
pretty, Eyebright was a pleasant-looking little girl
in the eyes of the people who loved her, and they
were a good many,

The companion with whom she was walking was
Bessie Mather, her most intimate friend just then.
Bessie was the daughter of a portrnit-palnter, who

EYUbRIOHT IN THE TECE,
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didn't have many portraits to paint, so he was apt
to be discouraged, and hisifamily to feel rathei-
poor, Eyebright was not oid cnough to perceive
the inconveniences of being poor. To her therc
was a great charm in all that gocs to the making
of pictures. She loved the shining paint-tubes,
the paictte set with its ring of many-colorcd dots,
and even the white canvascs; the sinell of oil was
plcasant to her, and she oftcn wished ihat her
fathcr, too, had been a painter. Whcn, as once in
a great while liappened, Bcssie asked her to tea,
she wciu with a sort of awe ovcr her mind, and
rcturned in a raptiire, lo tcll her mother that they
had had biscuits and appie-sauce for siipper, and
had n’t done anything in particular; biit she
had enjoycd it so niuch, and it had bccn so intcr-
esting! Mrs- Bright never could understand ivhy
biscuits and apple-sauce, which never created any
enthusiasra in Eyebright at homc, shouid be so
delightful at Bcssie Mather’s, neithcr could Eye-
bright explain it, but so it was. This portrait-
painting fathcr was one of Bessic’s chicfattractions
in Eyebright’s eyes, but apart froin that, she was
sweet-tempered, pliablc, and aiTcctionate, and—a
strong bond in friendship sometimes—she liked
tofollowand Eyebright to Icad; she preferred to
listen and Eyebright to talk; so thcv suited each
olher exactiy. Bcssie’s hair was dark; she was
not quite so tali as Eyebright; but their heights
inatched \cry well, as, with arms round each other’s
waist, they paced up and clown 's the green,”
stopping now and then to take a cookie, or a bit
of bread-and-butter, froni the diniier-pails which
they had set under one of the trees.

Not the least atcention did they pay to the rcst
of tlic scholarSj but Eyebright bcgan at once, as if
reading from sonie book which had been laid aside
only a moment bcfore:

“At that moment Lady Jane heard a tap at the
door.

“ “Sce who it is, Margaret,”” she said.

“ Margaret opened the door, and there stood
befoi-e her astonished eycs a knight ciad in shining
armor.

‘Who are you, Sir Knight, and wherefore do
you come ?’she cried, in amazc.

“ *1 am come to see the Lady Jane Cray,’ he
replied; ‘I have a messagc for her from Lord
Guildford Dudlcy.’

“ From my noble Guildford,” shriekcd Lady
Jane, rushing fonvard.

‘Even so, niadain,’replied the knight, bowing
profoundly."

Here Eyebright paused for a large bite of Ijrcad
and butter.

“ Go on—picase go on,” plcaded Bcssie, whose
inouth happened to be enipty just then.

EYEBRIGHT.
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Mumble, mumble,—*“ the Lady Jane sank bacil
on hercouch”-rcsumed Eyebright, speaking raiht,
ihickly by reason of the bread and butter. "Siifl
was very palc, and one tear ran slowly dona btr
pcai'ly check.

“ “What says my lord ?” she faintly uttcred.

“‘He bids me to tell you to hope on, hope evct'
cned the knight; ‘the jailor’s daughter has prom’
ised to stcal her father’s keys to-night, iinliar lib!
door, and let him escape.’

“ “Can this be true?’ cried Margaret—thats
you know, Bessie—be ready to catch ne

0

you,
‘Help ! my lady is about to faint with joy.

Here Eyebright sank on the grass, while Bcssie
made a dash, and raised her head.

“ “Is it? Can it be—truc 2"’ murmured the Lady
Jane,”—her languid hand iiieanwhile stealiiig into
the dinnev-pail, and produciiig therefrom a bk
red apple.

‘It is truc—the blessed news is indeed truc,
cried the true-heaited Margaret.

‘01 fecl new life in my veins;’ and the Lady
Jane sprang to her feet.” Here Eyebright scinm.
bled to hers.

Come, Margaret,”she cried, ‘we must decide
m what garb wc sliall greet my dearest lord when
Ize comes from prison, Don’t you think tlie
cram—cram—cramberry velvct, with a nct-wnrk of
pearis, and,—what else did they wear, Bessie? ’

“ Girdles?” ventured Bessie.

“ *And a girdlc of gems,”” wcnt on Eyclmight,
easily, and quite legardless of expense. ' “{'on't
you think that will be best, girl ?*”

“ Oh, Eyebright, would she say ‘girl?’” liroke
in Bcssie ; mit docs n’t sound polite cnough for tlie
Lady Jane,”

“ They all do,—1 assure you they do. | can
show you the place in Shakspeare. It don’t sound
so nice, becausc wlien peoplc say ‘girl,” now, it
always means servant-giri, you know; but it »as
difiercnt then; and Lady Jane did say ‘my gid.’
And yon musi n’t interrupt so, Bessie, or m
sha’n’t get to the exccution this rccess, and afier
school I want to piay the Little Princcs in the
Tower.”

“ | wont interrupt any more,” said Bessie; “go
on.”

i n

is m.y choicc,
acccpt my

“ “Yes, the cramberry velvct
resumed Eyebright. “ “Sir Knight,
grateful thanks.”

“ He bcnt low and kissed her fair hand.

“ “May naught but good tidings await you evcr-
morel” he murmured. ‘Sorrow shouid ncvcr liglii
on so fair a being,”’

“ ‘Ah,” she said, ‘sorrow scems my portion.
W hat is rank or riches or ducality to a halipy
hcart?’”
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nVhat clici you say? What was that word,

['sPKcality Lady Jane’s father was a duke, you

r'fbe kiiight sighed decply, and withdrew,

I ..ly, dGuildford,” murnfured the Lady Jane,
her heacl on the shoulder of her beloved

In>°rci, ‘shall | indeed see you once more? It
Lviastoogoodtobetrue.””

Eccliii-ht paused, and bit into her appie with an
Lfco'tbud wpressioii. She was meditating the next
lacne in her romance.
| «Sotiie next day and the next went by, and still
Itk Ladv Jane prayed and waited. Night carne at
I,e ai<d now Lord Guildford might appear at any
Imoincnt.  Margaret dressed her lovcly mistress in
I,hc vdvct rol>c, twincd the pearls m her golden
lhair and clasped tho jecveled girdlc
Lendcr waist. One snow-whitc rose was pinned m
lhorbosoui. Nevcr had she looked so wildly beau-
liid. Bul still Lord Guildford carne not. At last
laiap at ihe door was heard,

«1tishe !’ cried the Lady Jane, and flew lo

Imcetlnin. -

1 “ucalas’ it was not he. A stern and gigantic
loii! tilled the doov-way, and cntcring, looked at
krwith fiery eyes. No, his helmet was shut tight.

| wmild n i that be belter, Bessie ?”

Oh yes, much bettcr. Do have it shut,
|i|icob|iging Bessie. , 1 1.
eeHis lincamcnts were hidden by his helmet,
resiimctl Eyebright, correcting herself; “ but there
ras stiinething in his aspcct wluch made her hcait

IMb'iih terror.

eeYou are looking to scc if | am one who wi |
lacvor cross your path again,” he saM, in a barsh
looc. eLady Jane Gray—no ! Guildford Dudky
111Sthis day explLatcd his crimcs on Tower Hill. His
hcaclless trunk is already butied bcneath the pave-
| raent wilwre traitors lie-’

*«‘Oh no, no; in mevcy misay tho word.
I shricked the Lady Jane, and with onc quick sob
slic sank lifeless lo the earth, while Margaret sank
beade her. W <c wont veally sink, | think, Bcssie,
beciiise the grass stains our clothcs so, and they

I gctso mussed up.  Weakhy says she can’t imagine
HE 1 do to my things ; thcre was so much grass-
ireeii in thcm that it greened all the water m the
lub last wash, she told mother; that was when we
pl;n'«l the Coramantic Captive. you know, and 1
had 10 kecp fainting all the lime.
makc-hcUeve wc sank, 1 gncss.

«-Rousc yoiu-sclf. Lady,- wenton the stern war-

rior, ‘1 have more to comniunicate.
prisoner.

round her

said

We 1 just

You ave my
Hcre is the warrant to arrest you, and

tbesnkliers wait oiilsidc.'
" One di-zzy momecnt, and Lady Jane ralhed the
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spirit of her race. Her face was deadly palé, but
she had ncver looked more lovely.

“ ‘1 am ready,’” she said, with calm dignity;
‘only give me time to bveathe one prayer,’ and,
sinking at the foot of her crucifix, she brcathed an
Ave Maria in such melodious tones that all present
reftained from tears.

“ “Lcad on,’she mnrmured.

“ We now pass to the scene of execution,” pro-
cceded Eyebright, whose greatest gift as a story-
teller was her power of getting over difficuk parts
of the nan-ative in a sort of inspired, rapid way.
“1 gucss we wont have any trial, Bessie, because
tridis are so hard, and I don’t know exactly how to
do them- It ivas a chill morning in early spring.
The sun had hid his face from the awful spectacle.
The bcll was tolling, the crowd assembled, and the
executioner stood Icaning on the handle of his
dreadful ax. The block was ready !

Oh, Eyebright, it is awful!” intcrposcd Bessie,
on the point of tcars.

“ At lastthe door ofthe Towcr opened,” wenton
the relentless Eyebright, “ and the slender formof
the Lady Jane appeared, led by the captain of the
c'iiard, and followed by a long procession oi nionks
mid soldicrs. Her faithful Margaret was by her
side drowned in tears. snhe was so young, so fair
and so sweet that all hcarts pided her. and when
she turned to the priest and said, ‘ Fa-ther, do not
we-cp’ ”

Eyebright berc broke down and begao to cry.
As for Bessie, she had becn sobbing hard, with
her handkerchief over her eyes for
minutes. . C

“ ‘1l am go-ing to hca—ven,”” faliered Eyebright,
overe6me with emotion. “ ‘Thank my cousin, .
Bloody Mary, for sending me th-ere.””

“ ci\n you tellmc the way to Mr. Bright’s house?”
said a voice just bchind them.

The givls jumped and look round. In the excite-
ment of the execution, thcy had wandercd, without
knowing it, to the far edgo of the green, which
bovdercd on the public road. A gcntleman on
horseback nad stopped cidse beside them, and was
looking at them with an amused exprcssion, which
changed to one of pitj’, as the two tcar-stained faces
raet his eye.

“ Is anything the mattcr ?
ble?” heasked, anxiously.

“ Oh no, sir; not a bit. We are only playing;
we are having a spicndid timo,” explained Eye-
bright. .

And thcn, anxious to chango the sunject, and
also to get back to Lady Jane and her woes, she
made hastc with Ilie dircction for which the stranger
had askcd- .

“ Just down there, sir; Curn the first slreet, and

nearly two

Are you in any trou-
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Fl'ﬂln,—which is u, Bessie?” No, the
i . pre . counting 0,11,
fingeis. Mvs. Clapp's, Mr. Poiter’s, Mr "Whee
wr,ght’s,-u s the fourih, Eyebright ~

er
I

school-house

foor

H, “1 °>‘| pell. | cion’t lieheve it’s
rorwa™?”

snriA*'7’ had done nothingof the
S afe town-dock,
r., K knew, kept the best of time

Jieighborhood were set, "«>tches inThe
“ Pshaw, jtreally is i cried Eyebright.
Not longer tha,i°a minute.”

“ How
short recess seems !

Bessif 'X e k
to go in.” ~7-Ay®"AN'gM i asroolovely!

in
| hate
The cheeks and eyelids of the almost exccug
weie”a

but Atartd 'he schooi-rnam,
particular notice of thenn

Mi s S
pearaMces,

hoa d

Wother f)oys and girls, W% brlg%rt] ansg
———

- ahnost

die ganie which they

83”88 : acg'ing stonef."

IihnH "1

I’ N

Ch.pter Il

AFTER SCHUOL.

"®"*=d siow in Corning; but it
‘3it long

inoufh
’ dismissed the school afte?

X1S

R R e°°d for them to

"""d some of the boys waitecl
It hiH u

feeT {1 ti'™
rt i

Ji
kiss m iss Fitch for good”niirht

a fauit-mark ofany kind; nothinghad g iewroS

and the children departed, with a general bright
sense that such days do not often come and S
what remamed of this ought to be madc the mostof
""Ate st.ll ihrce hours and a half of nS
aous daylight. What should be done with them i

» .C w hosehli

nl'en?

noon, w.th sunshine of that delidous sort which

eyebright.

only June knows how to brew,—warm |I,, |
burmng; bright, but not dazzling. It ia,’ H
w-alk in bread golden patches, liroken bS'T
purple-blue shadows from thc elms, which Inri

pur out their hght leaves and looked like

of green spray tossed* high in air, Thcre «a |
sweet smell of hyacinths and growing grass 1 |
cherry-blossoms, and altogether it wasnofa ai”

tIiL b Tsntnddren kk\

1 don’t want to go home yct,
Pleasant all toge.i," |

7 saiii \t.,, 1

instead " “
“ | wish my swing was ready, and we ’d a1 in,,I

aswmgm,t,” said Laura Wheelwright. “ Ton '
he would put it up to-day, but mothcr begw |l 1

m , T nndwetmvfcet |

sce US and want to come too, and then we sin’ni
-ve any fun. Lct’s all go into our barn; Hieres
lots of hay up ,n the loft, and ive ’ll open the |,i.

e ” té 4 ut-doors, and.no
one now w ere we are or come to |ntcrn|p|
Lauri’ «'"'i

“ Delicious! Come along, giris,” answcrcd
Laura crumplmg her soft sun-bonnet into a henp,

und throw.ng ,t up mto the air, as if it had been ¢

andS;y”Bu'ry™

S Z L n 7 n .
fnghtened, and all sorts of things. Y'ou *d bener
run right hoiiie by yourselves.”
3&§0Ls|y ayEyebrlght ‘hey looked
™ight come, Kitty.” she said,
in If ’s ootiung
in the loft to hurtthem. Yes; they can come.”
| M sure’l Gon t fnind," replicd Kitty. of them.
naii' The eiglit
paiis of double soled bodisclatiered on the stairs
Brindleand

hke a sudden hail-storm on a roof,
oicl Charley and a strange lio«e who scemed to
all ihree muncliing their even-

inVv , ® tliem,

Mrridr’ ' T =*N'ooj=hed, while a

furtive rustle fromsome dim corner in the loft
Cochin-China,

showed that Mrs. Top-knot or Mrs.



EYEBRIGHT.

Oh, isn't this lovely!” cried Kitty Bury,
iiddn;,' the fine hay before her till it rose in cloiuls.

Bnrns are so nice, | think.”

*Yes, but don't kick that way,” said Roniaine
Smith, choking and sncezing. “ Oh clear, 1 shall
siioiher.  Eyebriglit, picase open the window.
nhck. 1am strangling.”
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grasses; it was as good as being out-doors, as Eye-
Ijright had said.

The girls pullcd little heaps of hay togeiher for
seais, and ranged themsclvcs in a half-circle round

the window, with Mr. Bright’s orchard, pink and
white with fruit blossoins, undcrncath them; and

beyond that, between Mr. Bury’shouse and barn, a

EYESmiiHT AND BUSSIS IN TIIB STC.DIO.

Eyebright, who was sncezing too, made haste
toumlo the rusty hook, and swing the big wooden
simtterback against the outside wall of the barn.
hmadc an enovmous square opening, which sccmed
k lefin all out-doors at once. Dark places grew
%tt, ihe soft puré alr, glad of the chance, flcsv in
Wmix with the swect heavy smell of the dried

glimpse of valley and bluc river, and the long range
of wooded hills on the opposite bank. It was a
charming look-out, .and Iliough the childi‘cn could
not have putinto words what picascd them, they all
liked it, and were the happier for its being thcrc.

“Now we’re ready.« Who will tell the first
story?” asked Molly Prime, briskly.
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“ | wMI,” cricd Eyebright, always ready to tako
the lead. “ It’s a truc story, too, every bit of it.
My graudma knew the lady it liappciied to. It was
ever and ever so long ago, when the coimtry was
all over woods and Indians, you know, and this
lady went to the West to live with her husband. He
was a pio-nary,—no, pioneer,—no, missionary,—
that was what he was. Missionarics tcach poor
people and preach, and this one was awfully poor
himself, for all the money he had was just a littie
bit which a church at the East gave him.

“ Well, afterthcy had lived at the West for a ycar,
the missionary had to come back, because some of
the people said he was n’t orthodox. I don’t
know what that mcans. | asked falhcr once,
and he said it mcant so many things that he
did n’t think he could explain them all; but
Wealthy, she said, it means ‘agreeing with the
neighbors.” Anyhow,.the missionary had to come
back to tell the folks that he tuas orthodox, and his

wife and children had to stay behiiid, in the
woods, with wolves and bears and Indians ciése
by.

“The veryday after he slarted, his wife was sitting
by the fire with her babyin her.lap, whcn the door
opened, and a great, enormous Indian walked in
and slraight up to her.

‘1 guess she was frightcned; don’t you ?

“ ‘“He gone?’ asked the Indian in brokcn Eu-
glish.

“ “Yes,” she said.

“ Then the Indian held out his hands and said;
‘Pappoose. Give.””

“Oh my!” cried Molly Prime.
scrcamcd right out.”

“ Well, the lady did n’t,” continued Eyebright;
“ what was the use? Thcre was n't any onc to
scrcam to, you know. Beside, she thoaght perhaps
the Indian was trying her to see if she trusted him.
So she let him take the child, and he niarchcd
away ivith it, not saying another word.

“ All that night, and all next day, she watchedand
waited, but he did not come back. She began to
think all sorts of dreadful things,—that pyiiaps'Tie
had killed the chiid. But just at sjj*sStnc carne
with the baby in his arms, agiUiKclittle fellow was
dressed like a chief, in A-sflitof doe-skins which the
squaws had made, with cunning littie moccasins on
his feet and a feathcr stuck in his hair. The Indian
put him in his mother’s lap, and said;

“'"Now red man know white squaw friend, for
she not afraid give child.’

“ And after that, all the time her husband was
gone, the Indians brought venison and game, and
were real kind to the lady. Wasn't it nice ?”

The children drew long breaths of relief.

“ 1don’t think I could,” declared Molly Prime.

m

“1°d have

EYEBRI1GI-IT.

“ Now I Il teil you a story which | niadc |,
myself,” said Romaine, who was of a sentlinenu'vI
turn.  “ It’s called the Lady and the Barbcrrd
Bush.

“ Once upon a time long, long ago, theio wjsa
lady who lovecl a barberry bush, because its betrics
were so pretty, and tasted so nice and sour. She
used to water it, and come at evening tu lay lia
snow-white hand upon its leaves.”

“Didn’tthcy prick?” iuquired Molly, who was
as praciical as Romaine was sentimental.

“ No, of coursc thcy did n’t prick, because tlic
barberry bush was cnchantcd, you know, Xuliddv
elsc cared for barberry bushes cxccpt the l-id,
All the rest liked roses and honeysuckles bcst, am)
the poor barijcrry was very glad wlien it s.uv jhe
lady coming. At last onc night, when she wes
watering it, it spokc, and it said: ‘The lruiir of
deliverance has arrivecl. Lady, bchold in mej
Princc and your lover,” and itchanged into a ljcar
tiful knight with barberries in his helmet, and knelt
at her feet, and they were very happy forever
after.”

“ Oh, how shortl” complained the rest.
bright’s was a great deal longer.”

“ Yes, but some one told hers to her, you know.
I made mine up, all myself.”

“ 1’1l tell you a 'tory now,” broke in littie Pnsy.

" By

“It’s a nice’tory,—a real nice one. Once ilinc
was a littie girl, and she wantcd some pie, Sht
wanted some weal wich pie. And her niniticr

whipped her because she wanted the wcal widi pit.
Thcn she kied. And her mother whippnl her.
Then she kied again. And her mother wliippL'd
her again. And the wich pie made her sick. Anii
she died- She could n’t dct wcll, ’cause the <iuuor
he did ntcome. Hecould n’t come. Thcre wasnt
any clottor. He was eated up by tigers! Isn't
that a nice 'tory?”

The girls laughcd so hard over Posy’s story tliM
much abashed, she hid her face in Khty’s tap. and
would n’t raise it for a long time. Eyebright tritd
i&-soinfort her.

“ It ’s a real nice story,” she said.
of all. 1’'m so glad ¢'ou carne,
would n’t have told it to iis.”

“ Did you hear me tell how the doitor was eated
up by tigers ?” asked Posy, peeping with one eye
from out of the protection of Kitly’s apron.

“ Yes, indeed. That was splendid.”

“1 made that up!” said Posy, triumphantly
revealing her whole face, joyful again, and btighi
as a fuil raoon.

“Who’ll be next?” asked Eyebright.

“ 1 will,” said Laura, *“ Listen now, for it
going to be perfecily awful, I can icll you. |II's
about robbers.”

“ The niccst
Posy, else \oo



EYEBRIGHT.

| Asslie spokc these words, Laura lowered licr

with a sort of lialf-frown, half-whispcr.

»7licrc was once a girl who lived all alone by

If, with just onc Newfoundiand dog for com-

'jiewas n’t a big Newfoundiand,—he was

small. One night, when it was all dark and
le «is just going to sleep, she heard a rustle
Inderncnth her bed.”

The children had drawn closcr together since

aurabegan, and at this point Roraaiue gave a

tud slirick.

"What was that? ” she asked.

an held their brcaths.  The loft was getting a

little dusky now, and sure enough, an unmistaka-
blemstlcwas heard among the hay in a distant

Tier 1

1‘Tliis luft would be a very bad place for a rob-

ber'said Eyebright, in a voice which tvenibled
ifrr nmch, though slic tried to keep it stcady.
“Arobber would n't have niuch chance with all our

len tiown below.
ISuiraicUind John.”
| .ves._and Benjamin and Charles," chimcd m
lhc quick-witted Molly; “ and your father, Eye-
Ibil;tu, and Henry,—all down there in the barn.”
| \While they rccited this formidable list, the
[litilc "cese were staring with wide-opcn affrightccl
leyes into the cdrner where the rustle had bccn
Ikurd.

..And,—" continuecl Eyebright, her votcc trem-
Ibling mure than ever, “ they have all got pitch-
[forks, viu know, and guns, and—oh, racrcy 1what
Ira tlau? The hay moved, girls, it did movc, |
Isiwitl"

All scrambled to their feet prepared to fly, but
Ibefore any one could start, the hay in the corner
Iparted.add, cackling and scieaming, out flew Mrs.
| Topkiu.t, tired of her hidden nest, or of the s.tory-
liellilig. and resolved on escape. Eyebright ran
lifier, and shoo-ecl her down-staivs. Then she
| ame bati; Uuighing, and said;

“How silly we were ! Go on, Laura.”

Bul the ncrves of tlic party were too shaky still
ltoenjoy robber-stovies, and Eyebriglit pcrceiving
1this, made a diversion.

"i know what we all want,"” she said; “ somc
| applcs.  Stay here all of you, and I ’ll vun in and

James, you know, girls, and

Igcitlicm. | wont be but a minute.”
1 Mayn’t | come too ?” asked the inseparable
| Bessie.

1“Ves, do, and you can help me cavry ’em.
Don't tell any stories while we ’re gone, girls.
Conme along, Bess.”

Wealthy happened to be in the buttery, skim-
wing crcam, so no one spicd them as they ran
ikroHgli the kitchen and down the cellar stairs.

Thecellar was a very large one. In fact, thcre were
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half a dozen cellars opening onc into the other,
like the rooms of a house. Wood and coal were
kept in some of them, in others vegetables, and
there was a swinging shelf where stood Wealthy’s
coid meat, and odds and ends of food. .All the
cellars were dark at this hour of the afternoon,
very dark, and Bessie hcld Eyebriglu’s hand tight,
as with the case of onc who knew the way per-
fectly, she sped toward the apple-room.

In the blackcst comer of all, Eyebright paused,
fumbled a little ,011 an almost invisible shelf with a
jar which had a lid and clatlered, and then handcd
to her fricnd a dark something ivhose smell and
tastc showed it to be a picklcd butternut.

“ Wealthy keeps her pickles here,” she said,
“ and she lets me take one now and then, because
| helped to pick the butternuts when she made
‘tm. | got my fingers awfully stained too. It
did n’t come off for airoosta month.  Are n’t they
good?”

“ Pcrfectly splendid 1” replierl Bessie, as her teeth
met in the spicy acicl oval, “ I do think butternut
pickles are just too lovely 1”7

The applc-room had a small window in it, so it
was not so dark as the other cellars- Eyebright
went straight to a particular barrel.

“ These ave the best oncs that are Icft,” she said.

“ They are ihose spotty nissets which you said you
liked, Bessie. Now, you take four and I ’ll take
four.” That’ll make just onc apiece for cach of
us.”
“ How horrid it would be,” said Bessie, as the
two went npslaii-s again with the applcs in their
aproiis,— “how horrid it would be if a hand shouid
suddcnly come thvoiigh the steps and catch liold
of our ankles.”

“ Good gracious, Bessie Mathcr!” cried Eye-
bright. whose vivid imagination represented to her
at once precisely how the hand on her anklc would
feel “ 1 'vish you would n’t say siich things,—at
least till ive re safely iip,” she added.

Another moment, and they were safely up and
in the kitchen. Alas, Wealthy caught sight of
them.

“ Eyebright,” she called aftcr them, “ tea wiil
be ready in ten minutes. Come in and have your
hair brushed and your face washed.”

“ Why, Wealthy Judson, what an idea!
only twenty minutes past five.”

“ Therc ’s a genlleman to tea lo-night, and your
pa wants it early, so’s he can get off by six,”
replied Wealthy. “ 1’m just wetting the tea now.
Don’t arglie, Eyebright, but come at once.”

“1’ve got to go out to the barn for one rninute,
anyhow,” cried Eyebright, irapatiently, and she
and Bessie flashed out of the door and ncrdU the
yai-d bcfore Wealthy could say another ivord.

It's
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“It’s too bad,” she said, rushing upstairs into
the loft and beginning to distribute the apples.
“ That oid tea of ours is early to-night, and
Wealthy says | must come in. 1°’m so sorry now
that | went for the apples at all, because if | had n't,
| should n’t have known that tea was e.irly, and
then | need n’t have gone! We were having such

a nice time ! Can’t you all stay til! | 've done tea ?
1’ hurry.”
But the loft, with its rustles and dark corners,

was not to be thought of for a monient without
Eyebright’s presence and protection.

MAN OF THE NILE.’ [Feoruij A

“ Oh no, we couldn’t possibly; we must |o|
homc,” the children said, and down the siairs ilikl
all rushcd. I

Brindle and oid Charley and the strange horsti
raised their heads and stared as the littie cavalcaiJel
trooped by their stalls. Perhaps they were won-l
dering that there was so much less laughing anl
talking than when it went up. They ihd ncti
know, you see, about the “ perfectly awfur’ rot j
bcr story, or the mysterious rustle, or how diead.l
fully Mrs. Top-knot in the dark cdrner liad|
frightcned the merry littie crowd.

ATo bi continued.y

W

HERE was an oid man of the Nile,
Who had a benevolent smile,

When thcy said,
He replied,

“ Smile again,”
“1’m not vain,

But | think I do know how to smile.”
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How many birthdays now have you tried?

How
How
How
How
How

many
many
many
many
many
many
many
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How
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boys takc a base-ball side?
days docs a wonder last?
muses throve in the past?
tais has a navy “cat”?
Uves the foe of the rat?
syllables has this Une?
Unes has this poem fine?
W hat can the answer be but

PETERKINS".

Bv Lucretia P. Hale.

ACAMF.MNON felt that it became necessary for
kim 10 choose a profession. It was important on
liccouiu of the little boys. If he should make a
luial of several different professions, he could find
‘outdiich would be the most likcly to be succcss-
;id, and it would then be easy to bring up thc little
jboisin thc right direction.
| Efcilicih EUza agrced with this. She thought
liie fainily occasionally made mistakes, and had
Urae ncar clisgracing themselves. Now was their
chance to avoid this in futurc, by giving the little
bov'sa |iroper cducation.

Soliiinon John was almost deterinined to become

adoctor. From earliest childhood he liad practicecl
*Ming recipes on little slips of paper. Mrs.
Pcierkiii, to be sure, was afraicl of infection. She

owild lint bear the idea of his bringing onc disease
aficr the other into the family circle. Solomon
)din too, did not like sick pcople. He thought
I liemight inanagc it, if he should not have to see
hispaticnts while they were sick. 1f he could only
the danger of infection was over, lie would really
endv muking calis.
He should have a comfovtable doctor’s chaise,
ad lake one of thc littlc boys to holcl his liorse
he went in, and he thought lie could get
thraugli thc convcrsational part very well, and
I kding ihc pulse, perliaps looking at the tonguc
Heslioiild take and read all the newspapers, and
sobe thoroughly acquaintcd with tlie news of the

day. But he should not like to be waked up at
night to visit. Mr. Peterkin thought that would
not be necessary. He had seen signs on doors of

“ Night Doctor,” and certainly it would be as
convenient

to have a sign of “ Not a Night
Doctor.”
Solomon John thought he might write his

advice to those of his patients who were danger-
ously ill, from whoin there was danger of infection.
And then Elizabeth EUza agreed that his prescrip-
tions would probably be so satisfactory that they
would kcep his patients well, not too well to do
without a doctor, but iieeding bis recipes.

Agamemnoii was dclayed, however, in his clioice
of a profession, by a desirc he liad to become a
faiiious inventor. If he could only invcnt soinc-
thing important, and gct out a patent, he would
make liimself known all over the country. Ifbe
could get out a patent, he would be set up for Ufe,
or at lcast as long as thc patent lasted, and it
would be well to be sure to arrange it to
through his natural Ufe.

Indecd, he had gone so lar as to make his
invencion. It had been suggested by their tiouble
with a key, in their late movingto their ncw house.
He had studied tlie niatter over a great deal. He
looked it up in ihc Encyclopedia, and had spent a
clay or Iwo in thc public llbrary, in reading about
Cliubb’s Lock, and otlicr patent locks.

But his plan was more simple. It was this, that
all kcys should be made alikc! He wonclcrecl

last
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it had not been thought of before, but so it was,
Solomon John said, with all invcntions, with
Christopher Columbus, and everybody. Nobody
knew the invention till it was invcnted, and then it
iookcd very simple. With Agamemiion’s plan,
you nced have but one key, that should fit every-
thing ! It should be a medium-sized key, not too
large to carry, It ought to answer for a house
door, but yon might opcn a portmantcau with it.
How much less danger there would lje of losing
one’s keys, if there were only one to lose!

Mrs. Pcterkin thought it would be inconvenient
if their father «'ere out. and she wanted to open
the jam closet for the littie boys. But Agamemnon
explained that he did not mean there should be
but onc key in the faniily, or in a town,—you
might have as many as you pleased,—only they
should all be alike.

Eiizabetli Eliza felt it would be a great con-
venience—they could keep the fiont door always
locked, yet she could opcn it with the key of her
uppcr drawer, that she was surc to have with her.
And Mrs. Peterkin feltit might be a convenience
if they had one on each story, so that they necd
not go up and down for it.

Mr. Peterkin studied all the papcrs and advertise-
ments, to decide about the lawycr whom thcj-
should consult, and at last, one morning, they went
into town to visit a patent agent.

Elizabeth Eliza took the occasion to make a cali
upon the lady from Philadelphia, but she carne
back hurriedly to her mothei'.

“ lhavc had a dclightful cali,” she said, “ but,
perhaps | «'as «Tong, | could not help in convcr-
saiion speaking of Agamemnon’s proposed patent,
| ought not to have mentioned it, as such things
are kept profound secrets; they say women always
do tell things, | suppose that is the rcason.”

“ But what is the harni ?” asked Mrs. Peterkin,
“1’m sure you can trust the lady from Phila-
delphia !”

Elizabeth Eliza thcn explained that the lady from
Philadelphia liad questioned the plan a littie, whcn
it was told her, and had siiggesied that “ if every-
body had the same key there would be UOparticular
use in a iock,”

“ Did you explain to her,” said Mrs. Pctcr-
kin, “ that wc were not all to have the samo
keys?”

“ 1 could n’t quite, understancl her,” said Eiiza-
beth Eliza, “ but she sccmed to think that burgiars
and othei- people might come in, if the keys wcre
the sume.”

“ Agamemnon would not seil his patent lo
burgiars !” said Mrs. Peterkin, indignantly,

“ Talk about other people,” said Elizabeth Eliza;
“ there is my uppei drawer; the littie boys miglit
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open it at Christmas time,—and their presonJ
init!”

“ And | am not sure that | could trust Amanda,
said Mrs. Peterkin, considering.

Both she and Elizabeth Eliza felt that Mt
Peterkin ought to know what the lady from Phiijj
delphia had suggcsted. Elizabeth Eliza thcn proll
posed going into town, but it would tako sow |
she might not rcach them in time. A tcicgraijl
would be better, and she ventured to suggest usiml
the Telegraph Alarm. ° *

For, on moving into their new house, theyl,,,
diseovered it was provided with all the modenl
improvements. This had becn a disappoititmenil
to Mrs. Peterkin, for she was afraid of tliem, sincal
tlicir e.xperience the last winter, whcn their waier.f
pipes wcre froze up. She had been originallt
attracted to the house by an oid pump at the side].
which had Icd her to believe there were no modeml
improvements. It had pleased the iittle boys too
They liked to pump the handle up and down, ad
agreed to pump all the water needed, and bringii
into the house.

Theie was also an oid well, with a picturesquel
well-sweep, in a cérner by the barn.  Mrs. I'oterkiii |
was fi'ightencd by this, at first. Slic was afraid
the little boys would be falling in every day. Andl
they showed grcat fondness for piilling the hiickei
up and down. It provcd, however, that tlic «dl
was dry. Theré was no «’ater in it, so she liad
some moss tlirown down, and an okl feathcr-bcd.
for safety, and the oid well was a favoritc place of
amuscmeiit.

The liouse, ithad proved, was well ftiniishod «iib |
bath-rooms, and “ set-waters” everyvvhere. Water*
pipes and gas-pipes all over the house, and a liack
and a telegraph, and firc-alarm, with a little kiiob|
for each. '

Mrs. Peterkin was very anxious. She fearcdiiie
littie boys would be summoning somebody all Ihci
time, and it was decidcd to conceal from tiiem llit
use of the knobs, and the card of directioiis at tlic
side «'as destroycd. Agamemnon had made one
of his first inventions to help this. He had
arranged a number of similar knobs lo he put in
rows in cliffcrent parts of the house, to appear asif
they wcre intended for ovnament, and had added
some to the original knobs. Mrs. Peterkin fdt
more secure, and Agamemnon thought of taking
out a patent for this invention.

It was, thcreforo, with some doubt, that Elizabeth
Eliza proposed sending a telegram to hei failier.
M is. Peterkin, however, was pleased with the idea
Solomon John was out, and the little boys «ere a
school, and she, herself, would touch tho knob,
while Elizabeth Eliza should writc the telegram.

“ I think it is the fourth knob from the bcgin-
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slie said, looking at one of the rows of

Iknobs.

Elizabeih Eliza was sure of this. Agamemnon,
Isiichclicved, liad put three extra knobs at each end.

‘Bill "hich is ihe end, and which is the begin-
Ininv-ihc top or the bottom?” Mrs. Peterkin
laskfil, lifipelessly.

Still she bravely selected a knob, and Eliznbeth
IElGa liaslcned with her to look out for the mes-
Isfn?en  How soon shouid they see the telegraph
Iboy?

They secmed to have scarcely reached the win-
|[dew, «hcn a terrible noise was heard, and down
| the sliady Street the white horscs of the fire bvigade
| cere sccii rushing at fatal speed !

It ivas a terrific moment !

« 1 llave touched the fire-alarm,"
lexcl.iinicd-

Botb vushed to open the front door in agony.
i Bylbis time, the firc-engines were approaching.

1*Do not be alarmed,” said the chief engineer,
rihe furniture shall be carefiilly covered, and wc
|«ill more all that is necessary.”

‘IMove again!” exclaimed Mrs.
igony.

Elizahcih Eliza strovc to explain that she was
lonlyscnding a telogram to her father, who was in
1 Boston.

"It is not iniportant,” said the head engineer,
‘llie firc will all be out bcfore it could reach him.”

And lie ran upstaivs, for the engines were begin-
I nin®to ])lay upon tbc roof.

.Ms. Peterkin rushed to the knobs again,
lhirricdlv; thcrc was more necessity for summon-
liagMr. Peterkin borne.

Wriie i telegram to your fathcr,” she said to
[Elizabcili Eliza, “ lo ‘come home directiy.””

"That 'vill take but three words,” said Elizabeth
| Elba, with presencc of mind, “ and wc necd ten.
I Uasju.it trying lo make them out.”

" Wliat has come now ?” exclaimed Mrs. Peter-
I kin, and they hurricd again to the window, to see
lanw of ciirriagcs Corning down the Street.

I “1must have touched the carriage-knob,” cried
I Ms. Peterkin, “ and | pushed it half a dozen
| tots, 1feit so anxious!”

Sixiiacks stood bcfore the door. All the village
I boys «ere assembling.  Even their own little boys
Ibed rcturned from school, and were showing ihc
larcmen ihe way to the svell.

Ag.rin Mrs. Peterkin rushed to the knobs, and
la icarful sound arose. Slie liad touched the
" burjlar alarin !

The former owncr of the house, who had a great
itar of hurglars, had inventcd a machine of his

which he had conncctcd with a knob. A
*ire,itiachcd to the knob moved aspring that could

Mrs. Peterkin

Peterkin, in
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put in inotion a luimber of watchmen’s rattlcs,
hidden under the caves of the piazza.

All these were now set a-going, and their len'ible

din rouscd those of the neighborhood who had
not before asseinbled around the house. At this
moment, Elizabeth Eliza met the chief engineer.
“ You necd not send for more help,” be said;
we have all the engines in town here, and have
stirrcd up all the townsintho neighborhood; there s
no use in springing any more alarms. | can’t
find the firc yet, but we have water pouring all
ovcr the house.”

Elizalieth Eliza waved her telegram in the air.

“ We are only trying to send a telegram to my
father and brothcr, who are in town,” she endeav-
ored to explain.

“ If it is necessary,” said the chief engineer,
“ you might send it down in one of the hackney
carriages. | see a ntimber standing before the
door. We ’d better begin lo move the lieavier
furniture, and some of you women might fill the
carriages with smallcr things.”

Mrs. Peterkin was ready to fall into hysterics.
She controlled hersclf with a suprcrac power, and
hastened 10 touch another knob.

Elizabeth Eliza corrected her telegram, and
decidcd to take the advice of the chief engineer,
and went to the door to give her message to one
of the hackmcn, when she saw a telegraph boy
appear. Hei mothcr had touched the right knob.
It was the fourth from the beginning, but the
bcginning was at the other end !

Siie went out to mect the boy, when, to her joy,
she san' behind him her fathcr and Agamemnon.
She clutched her telegram,and hurried toward them.

Mr. Peterkin was bcwildered. Was the house
on firc? If so, where were the flames?

He saw the row of carria,ges. Was there a
funeral, or a wcdding? Who was dead? Who
was to be inarricd ?

He scized the telegram that
reachcd to him. and rcad it aloud.

“ Come to USdirectiy—ihe house iSNOT on fire!”

The chicfengineer was standing on tlie steps.

“ Tho house noton firc!” he exclaimed. “ What
are wo all sumnioned for?”

“ It is a mistake,” cried Elizabeth Eliza, wring-
ing her liands. “ Wc touched the wrong knob;
wc wanted the telegraph boy !”

“ We touched all the wrong knobs,” exclaimed
Mrs. Peterkin, from the liousc.

The chief engineer turncd directiy to give
coniitcr-dircctions. with a few exclamations of dis-
gust, as the bells of distant fire-engines were heard
approaching-

Soiomon John appeared at this moment, and
proposed taUing one of the carriages, and going

Elizabeth Eliza
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for a doctor for his mother, for she was really now
ready to fall into hysterics, and Agamemnon
thought to send a telegram down by the boy, for
me evening papers to announce that the Pcterkins’
house liad not been on firc.

The crisis of the coiiiinotion had reaclied its
heigiit, The bcds of flowers bordered with dark-
colored leaves were trodden down by the feet of the
crowcl that had asscmbled.

riie chief engineer grew more and more indig-
nant, as he sent his men to ordcr back the fire-
engines from the neighboring towns. The col-
lection of boys followed the procession as it went
away. The firc brigade hastily removed covers
irom some of the furniture, restored the rest to
their places, and look away their ladders, Many
neighbors remained, but Mr, Peterkin hastened
mto the house to atcencl to Mrs. Peterkin,

BESIEGED

BE.SIEGED BY A

RHINOCEROS. o
(Feiiu,,

Ehzabcth Eliza took an opportunity to giicsii»,
herfather, before he went in, as to the success*
their \dsit to town.

“ We saw ail of the patent agents,” aiisiverej
Mr. Peterkin, jn a hollow whisper, Not onedi
them wuUlI touch the patent, or havc anytliing lod,

Elizabeth Eliza looked at Agamemnon as |,
waiked siiently jnto the house. She would n«
now speak tohim of the patent; butslierocay
some words of Soiomon John. When they «ere
discussing the patent, he had said that manvM
inventor had grown gray before his dlsc(.very«ii"
acknowledged by the public. Others might «ap
the hai-vest, but it carne, perhaps, only whcti he'
was going to his grave.

Elizabeth Eliza looked at Agamemnon rovcrently
and followed him siiently into the liouse.

RY A RHINOCEROS.

M Sonih‘A/rie(iti Vartt.)

By D aviii

“ Baas, baas! spoor groed one-horn skeilum !~
Such was the, to me, rather unintclliMble an-
nouncemcnt with which my friend M ’s busli-boy
carne rushing in just about sunrise one mornino, as
we were sittmg over ourbreakfastatthe door of thc
house,—one of those regular oid Dutcli-built farm-
houscs, that one hardiy ever sees nowadays, except
in South Africa. But he meant by it was, “ Boss,
boss ! the trail of a big rhinoceros rascal!!” !
“ Where?” cricd M Jumping up; for he
was a kecn sportsman, and never lost an opportu-
nity of “ potting” something.
“ Qut by Hollow .Spring, baas;—spoor good !”
“ There s a chance for you, my boy,” said
> turning to me. “ Now you ’ll be able to
see how these elcphant-guns of mine do their

work; | thmk you ‘11 find them thc right sort.”
“ Let me try the job by mysclf,” cided I,
engerly; for, hke al! “ greenhorns,” I was frantic

to do somc unhcard-of fcat, and win my laureis at

once. “ | ’ve never shot a rhinoceros yei you
knowv*.”

“ Can’t, really, my dear bov,” said M in

“ wiicn

the most e.xasperatingly indulgent tone;
you ’re a little bettcr uscci to thc African bush, you
can do what you like; but if I werc to Ict you go
alone now, the Icast | could expect would be a lifc-

Ker,

long rcmorse for having connived at a siiicide,
No, we ’li make a party of three to visit our rriend
and he ' liardly give the slip to us all, I fancv.”
we siarted out that very iiiglir,

Accordingly,
Swart, tlic busli-bo\, making tlic tliirci of om
party; but | suppose the rhinoceros was im

inodest to face so many visitors at once, for

aithough we kept watch till sunrise, there wis 1D
sign of hiin.  The next night it was just thc s.iiiit:
and at last | got so mad at the idea of losingrn)-
chance,—ibc first | li.ad ever liad with tlie bj|
game,—that, in spite of what M had s.ild, 1
made up my mind to try my luck single-liamleri

| should have told you that thc Hollow Spnng
frcquented by my four-footccl friend, jay about
eight miles from the house, in a deep gully, oe
sidc of which went up into a stccp hog-backed
lidgc, topped by a big knuckle of rock that orcr-
lookcd tlie s|)iing at a range of fifty )ards-3s
pretty a “stand” as any sportsm’an could «isli.
So, when night carne, 1 stole out of tlie house wiin
one of M 'svaunted “ clephant-gims,”—a picce
carrymg a five-ouncc “ explosivo hall,” sieel-tipped.
and Holding enough fulininailng powder to blow
out the spinc of a megatherium. To guard agaiasi
the recoil of such a chargc, thc stock was litied

with a thick pad; so, with gun and aminuiiiii
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‘ 1 liad quite ciiougli 10 cariy for an

Lkira'n

| daré say

ciglu-

Ibero are ugly ihiekets South
1 j, ;].dCentral Asia; but Africa beals them

wh Imagine a forest of fish-hooks,

m

relieved by

“U'urrasional patch of penknivcs, and you have it

ilv. There ’s one horrid spiky thing, callcd
hv'ihc Dntch * Wache-cm-betje,” which the
English have corrupted into “ wait-a-bit,” and it

AN ADVCNTURE

does make you wait a bit, if it once gets hold of
you, | 'vt known a fellow be laid up for a fort-
night with a gash from one. So you may think
that with masses of this nice stuff all around
me, 1had to pick my way gingeily enough.

When | got to the place, lo! and behold, the
pad of my gun had fallen offt To goback and
look for it would have beca like hunting for a
leedle in a hay-stack; so I filled my handkerchicf
"niihivild grass, and tuckcd it in under the shoulder
of my jacket as a subscitute, and thcn | took my
post heliind the rock, and waited.

, VoL, VI,—18.
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The full moon was just rising over the trccs (a
glorious sight, I can tell you), when 1 hcard a
distant trampling, like ihe trcad of an elcphant,
onlyquickcr; for a full-grown rhinoceros, cltimsy
as he looks, can be active enough at times, as you’d
soon find if ycu stood a chargc from him when
his tcmper’s up. So | had not long to wait before
there carne a thick snort, and the great brown
barrel of a body loomed out in the streak of

AT LA5T-

moonlight, just over the spring. | hardly stop-
ped to takc aim, before 1 pulled triggcr,

Tlic next few seconds were a blank ; and then |
awoke to the consciousncss that my shoulder was
aching as if il were broken, and that something
was griinling savagcly a few yards off; and then |
saw the hiige snout and great white tiisks coming
right at me ! | don’t think any acrobat could
have bcen quicker than | was in chitching a pro-
jecting bough, and swinging up into the tree
overhcad; and | 'd hardly got there when the
brute camc bang against the trunk, almost shak-
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ing me off again. For a minute or two, my
heart was in my mouth, for he thumped against
the tree till I really thought he would have it down;
and when he found he could n’t, he stamped the
earth in a fiiry, and tore it up with his hornin a
horribly suggestive way that made my flesh crcep.
Here ! was, then, in the crisis of a regular
“adventure,” such as | had always longecl for;
but somehow, now that | was in it, it did n’t seem
so very delightful. 1t’s one thing toread of advent-
ures in an easy-chair after dinncr, and another
to act them for yourself all night on a hard bough,
with thousands of mosquitos pitching into you, and
a mad rhinoceros galloping about undcrneath.
The likeness betwcen my siluation and some
of those recorded by Captain Mayne Rcid set rae
overhauling my recollections of that veracious
author, in the hope of an idea; but the more |
thought, the more the Captain failcd me. Basil,
when foiloived up a trec by a bear, got his brothers
to throwhim up arope, and slid down-, but 1 had
no brothers, and no rope. Ben Brace, when
“ treed ” by the lion, lassoed his dropped musket,
and slew thc king of beasts Llieruwiih ; but | had
no lasso, and could n’t have used it if | had.
Somebody etse, blockadcd by a “ grizzly,” waitcd

ABOUT

By M.

No One can say jitst when violins werc invcnted,
but it js certain that, though the principie of this
instrument—strings set iii vibration upon a sound-
ing-board—was known in the earliest times, the
world still wenton harping and druraining, playing
on pipes, tabors, lutes, dulcimers and other instru-
ments, of which wc have no patterns, for more than
five thousand years.

Stringed Instruments werc in use as far back as
the ninth century. Then musicians were conteni
with the rudc instrument called a Rebek, shown in
Fig. 1, next page. By the eleveiith century they
advanced to the Crouth, Fig. 2. In the thirteemh
century we find thc guiiar-shaped fiddle (Fig. 3,
page 252), from which it seems easy to trace the
development of the modcrn violin (Fig. 4). But
strong as thc family likeness may be, and slightas the
changes seem to our glance, it took just three hun-
dred years of men’s Uves and work and brains to
effect these changes, and to m.ike our violin the
instrument with which we are all familiar.

The first violin is said to have como from the

D.
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till Bruin fell aslcep, and then slippcd away; i

my rhinoceros sccmed distressingly widc-aiv-a®
and even if he had dozed, the experiment «il
not have comraended itseif to my fancy. Inshj _
ilie 'most masterly stratagem | could devise

to stay still where | was, and | did su.

That night was thc loiigcst | ever spcm, arjj
mistakc. Townrdmorning, Mastei Rhinofrtxjuenilil
touk a brief leave of absence into the bush, asj
to tempt me down ; but I hcard him tnmiplingJ
the distance, and was n't to be caught. Bayirsl
just dawning, and | was bcginning to wiiictcrljwl
much longer | could stand the thirst tliat «5I
parching mu up, when suddenly | heard adwl
among the bushes, so ciése that it mndo me siaal
Then the boughs pavted. and | saw M ‘sjolltl
face looking up at me, with a grin from ear 10M.l

“ Fairly treed, ch, my boy ? Well, I\ c «jsdl
the siege for you, and youder lies the cneiiy.l
Your bullct’s run down his side, under ilie skis,!
without exploding; so | suppose you nnisi haitl
hit him slantwise. Betler luck next time. Anyho».|
I ’in glad to find you alive; but | fancy you «xni|
go out alone again in a hurry !”

And, to tell the truth, I did n’t, for a pretiv
while after that day.

VIOLINS.

Rufr

workshop of a studious oid instrumcm inaket.

Gasparo di Salo, who lived in the village ol llrescii. |
ia northern Italy, townrcl the last of the sixieciuli |
century. He gave the violin its prcsent simpe and'
sizc and its fiame, which signifies e little vial.”

After him, in the spme town, caine maiiy other |
inakers whom we need not rccall, till wc tome D
the famous iame of Amati.

Andreas Amati lived in tlie neighboring ton
of Cremona, and spent his time making viols after
the fashion of the day. But it was a poor fashion,
he thought; and when he heard that Gasparod
Salo had made great improveinents and changes it
the instrument, he journeyed to Brescia, cniercd
Gasparo’s workshop, learncd all that was Uiight
there, and then, burning with new ide.is, he Mit
home and cstablished in his native village the ceb
brated school of Cremona violins. His sons were
brought up to lheir fathcr's trade, and they harded
thc secrets of it to their sons, who, in turn, altcred
and shapcd and invented, sceking perfectioii.

About a hundrcd years aftcr Gasparo di Salo liad
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fy; | Ihis violin into the world, a young man namcd
ra« li“ius Siradivarius was among the pupiis at the
schoo!l. He was a slow, silent youtli, not
ahic for anything excepting his cidse atten-
, 10hiswork and hiscarcful study ofhis master's
gments-  Even after his apprenticeship was
and he had started his own workshop, he
I"'Tkal
lj*
‘avkH
-1
Vjafcl
[toex.!
rLX(l rie. KsneR.
adg lo the ofd patterns, copying them in every
lirshi.1  dciail lioili faults and incrits, and oftcn signing
M Itttl 1»-iih the fiame of his master, Nicholas Amati.
I'nhw.f 8l one day he scems to have waked suddenly to
[u Stul Yrrrsiht, and he said to himself:
1IThire's more music in wood and strings and
14" okl «-hair than has ever yet been btought ouL
|Aeten!’j'. that is your work to do.”

Sn he set about this newly rcvcaled task with
lik.ii giiiet zeal and .infinite patience which we
jdnofihc by the single word “ genius." For twent)’
ljfars he ihut himself up in a lonely workshop. All
UK long lime between early manhood and middic
laje he >i>ent before a work-bench, with compass or
liool in hand, experimenting with his matcrials,
Ittsing. studying, and applying their properties and

. lilsouree.. He was fifty-six ycars oid before he was
Imiktr, I s4isfiea that he had reachcd the best results of his
KMeAT \cwiics, and then, fiill of knowledge and

I Iprn-er, he bcgan, in 1690, to make violins
lpca@ I |jlh «underful rapidity, sending them
\TOl-j Iditoughdut the musical world, where their
olbrr 1 jiiiipastiing inerits made thern and the fiame
meu | ot sttailivarius famous forever.
Bul, nhilc his biographers can tcll us of
lo«n bisgreat iame, they know little of the man
:'Ihalfer hinself. One but repeats after the oiher
ihka,

ilui he ivas tall and thin. He wore a cap
of white wool in the winter, a cotton one in
sammecr. At his work he put on a white
talhem apron, and, as he was always work-
ioj. his costume never varied. He finished
hisiastviolin in his nincty-second ycar, and he died
Irichand honored at the ripe age. of ninety-three
rncs. But, with these diill, mcagcr points, a liitle
~cy filis up the piciure of this man, who was suc-
tRsful bccause he had full failh in the worth ofhis
*nrk, and in his own power to do it. Stradivarius
hsdmany students,some of whom became famous;
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but they could not improve upon his methods, fior
has any one done better since.

When we think of the slow growth of tltc violin,
advancing only by centuries, we can scarcely under-
stand why a thing so slight, so apparently simple,
shouid have requireti six thousand yearsfor its per-
fection. But what was the probiem whicli the
makers of the violin had set themsclvcs ?  Siniply
this: to creaie a human voice. The air was filled
with music; sweetest of all were the voices of
women. No instrument expressed the shriil, clear
vibrant qualiiy of a soprano voice. Beside it, the
tones of harps, lutcs, guitars and spinets were hol-
low and vexing. Each violin-makcr then sought,
with his bits of wood and strings, to pue the air in
motion, to gather the sound-waves and confine
them in the wooden shcll, and to send them back
to us in iones which shouid be brilliant, flexible,
true and mellow as the lovelicst singing-voice,—a
voice wichout a human body, and yet one which
shouid thrill us asif it started from a human soul.

This was an immensc probiem, only to be solved
by countless practical experiments. The iheory
ofacoustics, which our lattcr-day philosophers have
made so plain, had not then been formulated, and
these ofd workmen groped in the dark, sure of
nothing till they tested it. The least alteration in
the curve of the linos, or thickness of the wood, or
in the proportions of one partto another, cost years
of study, with daily coniparisons and failurcs, The
mnterials were few; but a thousand v.irintions of
sound, volunte .and quality of tone could be pro-
duced from them.

It would be foolisb to say that Stradivarius and
his fellows tvorked witliout nicthod in a hap-hazard
way ; but they certainly made laws for thcmselves,

FIS. —THS CROUTH.

and these laws are based upon sdenfific principies
80 cxact that Professor Tyndall himself can use
nothing which proves and illustrates his lectureson
sound so thoroughly as a Cremona violin. As to
creating a human voice, that isdone so exactiy with
every shade and tum of exprcssion that singing-
raasters say no voice can be perfectly true which
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lias not I>een tratncd by the violin, instead of the
jangling piano-forte.

| have not space to explain the principies upon
which the violin is constructed. I should like
inerely to give an idea of the skill, labor and

PIU. >~:tJTAII-SHAPKO FIDDLB

ingenuity requircd to sclect and prepare the mate-
rials used in a good violin.

When complete, the violin is made up of fifty-
eight different pieccs, not adding the elabérate
carving and scroll-work which adorns many of the
early instruments. The body of the violin alone
has a head or scroll, a long slim neck, a thin belly,
back and sides. The wood used in the belly, or
soimding-board, must be of soft red fir,—a kind
which grows only upon the Tyrolese niountains.
This wood is light and strong. but very porous,—
of looser grain, we say, than any other wood, —and
thereforc gives freer passage lo the waves of sound,
which travel through it as rapidly as through glass
or Steel. The wood should be cut during certain
winter monchs, when the sap has ceased to flow.
It is then dried, eithcr in ovens or by exposure to
the sun. The strength and brilliance of tone de-
pcntl chicfly upon the ihorough seasoning of the
wood. No moKture or foreign matter can be loft in
thepores to interfere with ilie perfcct sonority of

the wood. Age is the best scasoner, however, and
dcal which has
been in long
use for othcr

'Iii
1
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purposes, is eagerly sought by violin-makers. The

bcnches from oid mountain churchcs have been
used ; and there is a story of an emhusiast who
ransacked Swiuerland, went into the mcanest hov-
els, and bought up ihe pine tables and chairs,
bargained for the «ood-work of tho chalets, and
finally bought from the carate of a small patish the

ABOUT VIOLINS.

[fe

whole ceiling of his sitting-room because it\tu|
just ihe right condition for his sounding-boards,

Swiss sycamore is used for the neck, hackj
sides of the violin. Bcing denser than deal, si
vibrales more slowly and yields a note of diJ
piich, which differcnce has been proved n.ces«t|
for ihe harmony. The wood is cut into lengt!»!
and widths, fixed by mathematical calcuLiiirtfi<
hollowed into laycrs no thicker than a sixpenctl
and then shaped and wrought, with extreme pi*|
cision, into those graccful wavy oullincs, whickx.|
not chosen because they are graceful, bul liccaMl
tbey combine the greatest strength and imwer 1
convenience and bcauty. These shapings arei |
done by strict rule and measuremenls. bul thcnil
less accidental variations in the cur\'es.give nst it|
cndiess difTcrenccs of tone in the finislicd inv[?|
nients, and henee we never find two violins i>r<-CBd
alike in tone, just as we ncver hear two voices(i|
exactly the same qu.-ility.

The belly, back and sides, are glued tognke,|
and a slim sounding-post
ofdc.al connvcts Ihc belly
and back still more in-
timaicly. A clear, trans-
parcnt varnish is put over
tbcsurfacc; ihetaii-piecc,
finger-board, and string-
screws of fine ebony are
addcd; the tiny instrument isstrung withiis !bui|
strings, and ihe violin is ready.

Bul in yiciding its niarvelous volumc oi sonll
the violin bears a nionstrous strain. It wcigksMil
more than iwenty ounces, and whcen it is luncd if |
to concert-pitch, the tensién on each of ilie iéml
strings is about eighty pounds. As if. for cxamplr.
two mcn should takc the oppositc cnds of a siriij
and puliagainst cach other tvith ull their might Al
woodcn shell, so thin and frail that you mifhl
spiinier it across your knec, has rcsistcd a pressutc
of hundred-weiglUs for cciUuries. W hy does it rol

collapsc ? So it would, like a sheei of
wcre it not as wonderfully built inside .is o«l
and strcngthencd by such cunning coiitriiaii®
that the vast vibration is not marred by cluins; |
thickness. Inside of the litilc body si\ biocfc!
of light wood are glued,—w*
- - - at the top whcre llie ned
joins the body, one al ik
bottom, one at each of ik
four roundcd corners. Two sets of thin lininiis, |
about a quartcr of an inch deep, nm arnund
inside to conncct the blocks and to distribute ik
rcsisiance.  On the outsidc is the bridge. whick
tliough most necdfut in giving strength and pcxv
to ihe sound, serves also to relieve the sides of ik |
tension by throwing the strain upon the hcH~

s—Me ««mct
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i:505s;ipportccl in its turn by a small block of

J| cailcd tiie bass-bar, glucd under onc foot of

.irigce, These are all Che helps which the violin
~to'vAtlistand the dragging ofthe strings, which
K atii5 frail liody n>gl”-

Ilatliis little machine, so simple and complex,
j fiiiislictl and harmonious in every part, all acci-
¢£0(5 sceni to have bccn provided for, and it is
tnost imkstructiblc. If it is broken, and worn,
1,1 baiicrcd, it can be rcstoved and mended;
Lhin® but being burnt to ashes, or ground to
Ldch ".an put it beyond the skill of the repairer
C liis niagical glue-pot, and it comes
Li itoi'i every fray as good as new.

Licr than new, in tvuth, for age and

Joog use can only improve the tone of a
Ick~anlin. It grows sweeter, and purer,

Imi melluwer with every year.

| Tlie tnimpeter, Hans, followed his gen.

Lnil, Bliicher, into Paris, after the victory

jof Waierlilo. Hans was a burly, smoky,

thecrv fellow ; honest too ; but he ineant

|noi id cross the Rliine horaeward without

lairoph;-. He stalked through the splen-

Iditl pabccs tvith liis hands in his pockcts,

landliis spurs clanking.

| "Ach kiein! something | must have to show
lio moiii wifcs, and little Hansies, and to the cob-
Ibler.anrl lailor, and school-mastev, or they neverwill
Ihmc belicf that | have bccn in Kaiser Napoleon’s
IpoLicc. Dis ieetle f.ddlcs, he will do, if when dcy
Isay 1 will show dein hisvoice and say ‘Ja !'”
1 Hans sounded his trtimpet, mounted his horse
landrodc away; but the little fiddle went with him
l.rappcd up in his buttony great-coat and packed
I iway oH bis saddle. Of coiirse, when he got home
he foiiml the pretty thing broken to pieces. Hans
didnot know much about fiddics, and his wife was
abitof a shrew ; but he could not bear 10 throw
Isway'ilic only tokcn of his marcial glory, so he
| jook tlic fragments and stuffcd them out of sight
beliind an oid looking-glass. Aftcr a while, simple
Hatis died and his wife married again. At the
| firsi hmisc-clcaning the oid giass was moved, and
tliesciv.ps Uf dusty wood and broken strings carne
1rattling down.

"Qii, ho!” said Mr.
liddic!' An oid fiddle!
Cremona fiddle.”

He ciirried the pieces to a repaircr of violins,
rto oponed his eyes wide at the prize, and offercd
Hansa sum for it which made his head whirl.

| have oflcn seen this violin and heard it played
upon. The varnish is rubbed off in spots, and tho
back and bclly aro seamcd and picced like patcli-
‘ork; but the lovely tone is there, still puré and
dear as an angel's voice.

Hans ihe second. “ A
Donner nnd blitzetia
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These oid instruments, many of which have stood
the wear and tcar of two centuries, are very pre-
cious to their owners, and are worth many times
their weight in gold. Mcn who fasliion violins
now strive in vain lo imitate the perfect curves and
proportions ofthe oid models, their ethareal, ring-
ing voices, and Che lovely hues of the varnishes,
just as modern painters study the secrets of color
and the baffling charm ofthe okl Venetian pictures.
Like these pictures, too, many early violins are
carcfully kept in museums. The violin of Paga-
nini, the great violinist, who was said to have sold

“as good as NEW."

himself to the devil for his marvclous cxecution, is
locked up in Genoa: its strings never stnick.
Others belong to ilie nobility; for in the palmy
days of violin manufacture a Cremona fiddle was
considercd a voyal gift.

But wherevcr these instruments may be, they are
well known to musicians, and they are spoken of
by individual flames as theBlood-red Knight Guar-
nerius, the Bass of Spain. the Great Yellow Stradi-
varius, the General Fridd Stradivarius, and other
such high-sounding tilles. If one of them shouid
change its owncr by gift or sale, thcrc would be
more stir ovcr it, in the musical world at least,
than if Queen Victoria shouid give the Koh-i-noor
to the Pope. Fortunately, these rare and costly
violins are sometimes owncd by thc great violinists,
who alone can make them eloquent lo us. Ole
Bull, the Norwegian, well known lo Americans,
has a violin, known by the regal titic of the King
Joscph Guarncrius, for which the sum of four thou-
sand doliais was paid,—a very high price for a
violin, but not the very highest.

A pretty story is told of this same violin. When
Ole Bull was in America he had to go from one
litUe town to another to give a conccit. Perhaps
tired of railway traveling,—perhaps the better to
see the country,—he took passage on an Ohio River
stcamboat. Inn little while the boiler burst, aftcr the
W estern fashion, tcaring away the forc part of the
boat, and setiing the cabins on fire. Ole Bull
found himself choked, deafened, blinded, in the
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midst of struggling, shrieking women and children,
shattered timbers, sniokc, flamc, and noisy watcrs.
W hat did he do ? swim for his hfe ? lend a liand to
any woman or little chiid? No. He did neither.
I douljt if he remembered that around him werc
human bekigs in danger. He rushed to his violin-
case, took from it the prccious instrument, put it
between his strong, white tceth, leaped over the
blazing guards into the black water, and struck out
manfully for the shore, which he gained in triumph,
and thcre stood gazing at his fiddle, dripping, and
proud as the Newfoundiand dog who saves a drown-
ing child. Ole Bull was nothing lo Ole Bull in

THE SAD STORY OF

By Laura E.

THE DANDY CAT.

that moment. His belovcd and preciotis irsito-
ment was all in all The only “ King
Guarncrius ” might have been lost!

This story but shows the ci6se affection, cui-iousij
human, 'vhich lives betwcen the master and hj
violin. | think each player on the violin is iislorctl
too. He seems to give a part of his own soul toiil
and then to find in it a friend that grows scnsiiiitl
and alive under his varying touch. A voicc ponnl
from the tiny bosom, and becomes the dearcsi andl
sweetest in all the world to him, uttering his dcep-j
est feelings, and whispering to him the secretst
his own soul.

THE DANDY CAT.

Richards.

To Sir Green-eyes Griraalkin de Tabby de Sly

His mistress remarkecl
I 'm tormented, my cat,

Come rid me of them,

one clay,
both by mouse and by rat.

1 pray.

For though you re a cat of renowncd dcscent,

And your kittenhood days have fiown,

Yet never a trace of the
In battle or siege you

blood of your race
've shown.”

Sir Green-eyes Grimalkin de Tabby de Sly

Arése from his downy

bed,

He washcd liimself o’er, from his knightly paw
To the crown of his knightly hcad.

And he curlecl his 'vhiskers and combcd his hair,
And put on his pcrfumed gloves;

And his sword he girt on, which he never had done
Savc to dazzle thc eyes of his loves.

Ancl when he had cast an admiring glance
On the looking-glass tall and fair,

To thc pantry he passed; but he stood aghast,
For lo ! tlie pantry was bare.

The picklcs, thc cookies,

And naught remained

the pies, were gone;
on the shclf

Save thc bone of a ham, which lay colcl and calm,
The ghost of its. former self.
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Sir Green-eyes Griinalkin stood sore amazcd,
And he looked for the mice and rais;

But they. every one. had been long since gone
Far, far from the reach of cats.

For while he was donning his satin pclisse
And his ribbons and laces gay,

They had finished their feast, without hurry the least.
And had iranquiHy trotted away.

The mistress of Grecn-eyes Grimalkin de Sly,
A woman full stern was she,

Slie carne to the door, and she rated him sore,
And punished him over her knee.

She grasped him, spite of his knightly blood,
Bv the tip of his knightly tail.

His adoi-nmcnls she stiipped, and Ins body she dlppcd
Thrcc times in the watev-pail.

She plunged him thvice ’'ncath the icy flood,
Then drove him outsidc to dry.

And terror and coid on his feelings so told,
That he rcally was like to die.

And now in this «orld 't would Idc hard to find,
Although you looked low and high,

A cat who cares less for the beaiitjcs of dress
Than Sir Green-eyes Grimalkin de bly-
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Bv Charles Barnard.

*PiiTTKRING done here with a spring-cart.”
This was painted on a liitle sign-board fastened
ihe side of her father’s house. He pottered,
did small jobs in moving goods and furniture with
priug-cart and a poor oid horse. And now,
horse was dead and the cart broken.--run into
bvan 6mnibus on Market Street m busy Manchcs-
I Mari’s fatlicr brought home a piece of the
hifi * The pélice had takcn away the rest, and
She
uas sitting in bcr mother’s dismal chambei, just
beicre it happened, and leaning out of the window
she looked into the Street. A queer, dark Street,
iih five brick houses on one side and fivc rnore on
,he other; and so very narrow that the httle boys

olaving there said they could “ jump

it m four
jump, ”

She looked up at the sky, but thcre was
othing to be sccn, for the little two-story house
stood under a huge brick arch that sprang over
house, Street and all, and landed on the opposite
sidewalk, and made a brick sky over her head.
The Street itself sccmed half lost in the bottom of a
vell fora great mili rose high over the arch, and
ihretv its black shadow over the whole place.
Another arch sprang over the next row of houses.
andon top of these the engines and cars flew along
every fciv minutes high over the tops of the chim-

"'just as she looked out, she saw her father enter
the little place with the piece of brokcn shaft m h.s
hand  The children playing on the sidewalks
laiighcd at him and tried lo catch the piece of
liroken harness tliat trailed along the ground
bchmd the poor okl man. Mary knew m a moment
«hat it all meant. Sometliing had happened to
lliespring-cart and the horsc. Thcy could ncver

another cart, and as for a horse it was quite
out of the qucstion, and that wns the end of the
pottering business. The ho'rsc had brought them
nenrly twenty shillings a week (about five dollars
in our money), and on that they three, Mary and
her father and mother, had contnved to live.

And the horee was dead. She heard her father
sayso as he eniercd the house. She looked up at
the brick sky and wondered what would bccorne of
ihem now. But the sky only dripped black drops
of water, that fell with a splash in a pool m the
Street. A traiii rolled over the top of the sky, and
ilseemed to thunder.

Suddenly a bell began to ring high up
somewhere above the brick sky.

e u .
m the avr,
Mary looked to

the left and saw a man open a gate in a fence that
stretched across the Streetjustbeyond the arch-way.
Then a number of women, dressed m long white
aprons and with small red shawls tied over their
heads, carne up the Street and passed under the
arch and entcred the gate. Mary knew they were
the spinnere in the mili, and she at once slippe”
down from her seat, and with soft footsteps stole
down-stairs and out-of-doors. She crossed the
Street and then stood under the brick arch-way near
the gate. Presently a woman approached,
siepping up to her, Mary said, boldly:

“ Do’ wantme in your mili?”

The woman stopped and looked at the child® A
small, thin-faced creature, with bace arms and feet,
clothed in a black woolen frock, much worn, and
far too small for her. Palé, blue eyes, yellow hair

small mouth, and with an anxious and fnghtened
cxpression on her face.

“ What be yer fiame, lass?”

and

“ Mary My father lives yon,—he potters,—
but the horse isdead,-1 'm 'most ten.”

“Sure?”

“ Yes.

Ten come Michaelmas.

“ Does your father know?”

“ No. | have n’'t asked him. He’ll be willin ;
for the horse is dead and the cart is broken,”

“ Come on. One o’my lasses is sick. Ye can
scavenger for her, and then | ’ll see yore folks.

“W hat’ll 'e give me?”

“ Two-and-sixpence the week.”

In siicnce the child took the woman’s hand, and
they both entcred the gate. The man standmg
there looked at Mary sharply, but the woman said
it was all right, and then they carne to a strange
place that seemed like a pit sunk m the ground.
The real sky could be seen overhead, but it was
brown with smoke. On one side stood the tall
mili, full of staring Windows. Mary thought they
looked like great white eyes bhnking at her ina
dreadful manner. On the other side there was
another great wall, but with no eyes A
looking even more dreadful. At the end of the
yard swod a row of iron boilers, with glow.ng fiies
under them, like red eyes looking out of the black-
ness, and with jets of white steam hissmg every-
where, as if warningher away.

There was no time to look at these dreadful
things, and Mary gladly fotiowea the woman, and
turned to the left, past a comer of the mili. The
railway arches seemed to nearly cover them, and
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the mili .nppeared to run up into thc brown sky
somewherc. Then they turned another cerner and
carne to a smaller yard, with vast brick walis full
of Windows on every side. Here there was a stone
basin in one cérner and a jet of water coming out
ofthc wall. Some boys were drawing water there,
but Mary had no time to look at anything, for the
woman led her to the foot ofa great brick tower as
high as the mili. Herc they entered a door, and
the woman lod the way round and round, up and
up a long flight of stone steps. They passed a
number of black doors in the ivhitewashed wall,
and a number of little Windows looking out on the
yard, and then the woman pushed open one of
the doors, and they entered a large room full of
macliinery.

The woman led thc way past the rows of shining
machines quite to the eiid of thc room, near the
Windows. Mary glanced out of one window and
found that she was at thc top of the mili, and high
above thc railway that sprang over the top of her
house under the arches- Bcyond she could see
whole rows of chimneys, and here and there a mili
towering far above the houses and strcets. She
looked about the room an4 saw a number of men
and women standing as if waiting for something,
and with them she saw a number of boys and girls
very like herself. Thcre was littlc time to notice
them, for the woman put a bunclle of grcasy rags
in her haiid, and bade her wipe the dust from the
m.achinery. A long iron frame, higher than her
hcad, stretched from side to side of thc room. On
the front of thc frame stood a rotv of iron spindies,
each wound with a white thrcad tliat strelclied
backward to a \voodcn spool on top of the frame.

“ Now mind yourself; it s going to start.”

Suddenly, with a loud roar, the whole row of
spindles began to spin swiftly round, and at the
same time they rolled quite away from her.

“ Now ’er ’ll come back '” shouted the woman
in Mary’s car.

Then the great frame, spindles and all, rollcd
forward again. Mary thought it would crush her
against the wall, and she startecl back in alarm.

“ Follow ’er! Follow ’cr!” screamed the woman.
By this Mary understood that she was to keep with
the machinery, walking aftcr it as it rollcd back,
and stepping backward as it advanced again. For-
n-ard and backward, forward and backward rollcd
thc machinery, and Mary followed it, and wiping
the dust and lint from the shining steel at every
stcp. The woman also waiked forward and back-
ward, watching the thrcads, and paticntly knotting
thcm together with a twist of her fingcrs as fast as
they happened to break.

W ith bare feet Mary pattercd over the stone floor,
carefully stepping over the jron tracks where lhe
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wheels of the machinery rolled backward and fer

ward, and steadily wiping away the dust tliai con

tinually settled on the machinery. She looked wi
and down the i-oom, and saw two little looys and!
three mites of girls, just like herself, all mai diinc. |
forward and back with the men and women, and
keeping pace with the busy machinery. The room
became very warm and ciése. The perspiration

dropped fi-om her chin, and trickled down licr bare
avms. And the noise. It was dreadful I Ho»
could she ever do this all the day long, and everv
day, in the long, long weeks. Then she rcmeir.

bered the broken cart, and she stepped out the
giiicker to kccp up with thc roaring machinery.

Some one touched her shoulder, and turnin"
round she found a small boy walking besido hei.
He had a stone pitcherin his hand, and he stepped
backward and forward loeside her, and keeping
dear of thc machinery as it ran in and out.

“ Have some?”

Mary gladly took the pitcher in her wect and
blackencd hands, and retreated to the wall and took
a long drink of the water, for she was very warra
and thirsty.

“ Thank ’ee.”

The boy took the pitcher, and then shouted in
her ear:

“ You ’re too young.
in’ for ’ec.”

“ The ’spcctor? ”

“ Yes. He’sthe perlece.
yon now.”

The boy waiked quickly away, and Mary gare
one terrificd glance round the room. At the door
stood a gentleman with a cafie in his hand. Slic
knew he could n’t be one of thc woik-pcoplr, for
he had a silk hat and his hands were clean. He
must be the inspector. With a bcaiing heart she
went back to her work, and began lo pace back-
ward and forward after the rolling machinery. She
looked at the woman mending the thrcads. and
wished she could speak to licr. She would lell
fibout the broken cart and tlie poor horsc. Some
one touched her arm. She was startlcd, aiul for
an instant stood still; but the machinery carne
against her, and she was obliged to spring back-
«nrd to escape it. It was the rvonian, and before
Mary could speak, she said :

“ He ’s wantin’ye. Go yonder, and mind "bal
ye say to him.”

Hardly knowing what to do or s,iy, Mary stepped
into the aisle and wcnt toward the inspector wiih
trembling steps. He took her hand, and led her
away out into the round tower. Closing the door
to keep out the noise, he said:

“ You are not ten years oid ?”

“ No, sir. 1’m ten come Michaelmas.”

The ’spcctorwill be look-

Oh (—There !-lle’s
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, »R,tthe government does not allow little girls to
I . ihe milis before they are ten. *

.m" sir!" burst out mary, beginnmg to cry.
isdead-and | had to-father-hc cant

I'’"iDnnrevy!

Tm not going to hnrt you. |’'m
| r.rif>r

and the governrnent scnds me to
Do,o.,taow *

‘No sir; | never seen one.”
The gentleman smiled, and began to stroke her

says that you must not go to
Iwkin the milis till you are ten.”

.Yes sir.  1°ll be ten very soon.

1 And even then you can work only half the time,
I~ hali-timer, you know. You can come at m
lihemorning and work till half past Then

hev must give you halfan hour for
].niaevou can begin again, and work till one. 1hen

Imusl go to school in the afternoon at two
Lkriwt 1iid slav till half past four.

1 hut | must work all day,” said Mary, “ for the
horse is dead.” ,

“liat the goverument docs not allow it.

Marv paused a moment, and lhen said :

1Who ’s the govcniment ?”

nWhv—ihe Qucen.”

«0li" The Queen. | 've heard o her.

4 \nd on Saturday the work must stop at twelve.
Tlicu ihc ncxt wcek you must go to school in the
mornin®, and can come to the nuil m the after-

noon al two o’clock and stay til! half past five. Do
wvou understand?”
1 1Yes. sir.  I'H be a half-timev ?”

m\>s. You ’ll be a little lialf-timer girl.  See.

| Here's a bit of paper with all this printcd on it,
ind you can show it to your fallier.

1,.\ncl iimy | go back and workjn the nuil now
Tlic horse is dead, you know, sir.”

51K children roam the fields and liills,
aknd others work in noisy milis;

Somc drcss in silks and dance and play,
While others drudge their hfc away;

Some glow with health and bound with son,,
And sorac must suffer all day long.
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“ It is against the law, but as your birthday is

so near, | will excuse it, See! Here’s s.xpence

to take to mother.” .,

Mary looked up witb wide-open eyes, and w.th
the back of ber grimy hand she brushed away the
tears to see the clearer. Sixpence from a pohce-
man ! And he would n’t take her away to ja.L
W hat a good and handsome man he was . She
NaSsed and looked earnesiy in his face, and then
said, slowly:

“ Did you ever see yon Queen.

“ And dM she tell ’ee to say this to half-timer
lasses like 0" me ?” . . -a

The inspector hesitated, and then he said .

“Yes. She sent me to look after the httle ones
in the Manchcster milis.”

‘“She be good,—bean’t she ?” said Mary. Then

after a little pause, she added that she

must ha
know.

the cart was broke and the horse was dead,
you see. yon woman’s going to givc me ha f-a-
Lwn,&i.lthat’shalftherent. Oh! maynt | go

"Th~lspéctor smiled and pnt a piece
her hand. She took it, and opeumg the uen
back once more into the roarmg mili, confideut
that the good Queen was looking aftcr her welfare,
and would save her from more work than her young
U I” ouid be». Half. da, cnl, She coa d
do that She had thought it was to be all day, ani
had thought she certainly could never do so much,
even if she never earned anything.

Months and months have passcd away,aid M. y

under the railway arch !

Which is your lot, my girl and boy?
Is it a life of ease and joy ?

Ah, if it is. glo"’ing

The poorer life shouid shme upon,-
Make glad one little lieart to-day,

And help one burdened child to play.
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TKDDY'’S

By Amalie

The other day, to my great surprisc, my broiher
Ditk «<nlked in with liis little flock of three.—Ted,
bir\ and Eva,—and, giving me a hasty Kkiss,
ttquesicd me to keep them fbra week. He and
bis wife were going to stay at John’s, in Boston ;
bt thcre were severa! cases of mcasles in the Street.
»ad they did not want to run lhc risk ofinfeclion
fer ihcir little ones.  They had lived in St. Louis
anee Teddy was a ycar ofid ; so, though Dick had
pad me flying visiis, I had never seen the two
lounger children. They, however, scemcd quite
xilling to stay with me, and so the arrangcment
«asniade. Eva soon fell asleep in my arms, and
Finny carried her up lo bed. Larrysoon followed,
P'ing me a very slecpy good-night kiss as | tucked
e bhnkets round him. Teddy, however, was
»ide awakc, and announced that “ since he had
ro»n such a big boy he never wcnt to bed with
'be children.”

” How oid are you, Teddy ?” | asked.

‘Most eighL  Soon be a man. Unele Ned says.”
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“ Who is Unele Ned ?”

“Oh! mamma’s brother, an’he liveswith us, an’
he tells me stories 'most every evening 'bout heroes.
Unele Ned ’s very fond of beroes, an’so’'m 1.”

Teddy spoke as if heroes were some particularly
nicc kind of cake.

“ What heroes docs he tell you about, Teddy ?”
1 asked, suppressing a huigh.

“ Oh!’Lexandcr, an' 'Poleon, aud Casar, an’oh!
lots; but 1'll tcll you what ! like best, auntic,—
‘bout the man who went to look for something
where it’s so awful coid, you know, and did n't
come back, an’ his wife got awful anxious ’bout him,
an’she got more mcn to go and look for him, an’
some of them did n't come back eilher, and Unele
Ned says they was all héroes, ‘cause they knew the
danger, an’yet lhcy went.  What was his fiame,
auntie, he went to look for somc way to get somc-
where an’ the ice was too thick?”

“ Sir John Ftanklin ?” I suggcslcd.

“That’s it, auntie. T always forgct it 'most.
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TEDDy'’s
Unele Ned thinks there is a way, he says, an’|
mean to go an’ look for jt when | get big.”

“ Heaven forbid,” | thought to myself, as |
looked mto the deep, earnest eyes.

“ | ’ve tried bein’a hero,” Tcddy went on, in a
slow, meditative tone, “but’tisn'tany use; some-
thmg always happens. Now, one day | 'mcmbered
the Roméan man who was going to be burned for
something he’d done, an’ they thought hc’d be
scared, but he wasn’ta bit; he held hishand right
in the fire an’ burnt it hissclf, ‘cause it had done
wrong, he said; an’one day | thought I d try, an
1 put my hand on the stove, 'cause | °d pulled the
cat’s tail, when mamraa told me not to, an’ it burnt
awful, an' | cried, an’ | burnt a hoie in my sleeve
too, an’mamma said | mustn’t ever do so again ¢
an’then another time | tried to make my pony go
down the steps in the garden, like Putnam, you
know, an' he threw me right offin a rose-bush, an’
papa said | was a goose,”—and Tecldy looked up
mdignantly. “ But Unele Ned says | ’ll may be
be a hero yet, an’ I said | would just the chance
1 got, but it would have to be when there s nobodv
round to bother.”

We had quite a fall of snow that night, but in the
afternoon the sun carne out brightiy, and my littlc
nephews pleaded to go out with a sled, once belong-
mg to their father, which they had found in tlie
garrct, Dick had told me they were used to being
out all day at home, so I Ict thcm go. Tedciy
informed me as they passed the window that he
and Larry were “ splorers;” so, ivarning them not
to “spiore” mto any snow-drift and gct their
ciothes wect, | went back to the fire and a book
which | was anxious to finisli. Eva was out in the
kitchen with Dinah and Fanny, and fi-equcntly
when a door opened, ] could hear her happy little
laugh. For a time | forgot about the bovs, and it
was only when | found by the faiiing light how
rapidly the short «'inter day was dying, that | went
mto the kitchen to see if the boys had come in |
could see nothing of them from the front Windows.
Eva was perched on a high chair, sticking her little
hands together with dough.

“he matin tookies,”% he cried, as | entered,
showmg her littlc pearls of teeth in a laugh.

“ Laus me, miss, aint she amusin’>" said Dinah
her black face shining with delight; “ she ’s for all
the world like you, missy."

“ Like me a good while ago, Dinah,” | answered,
with a smile.

“ Now, missy, there aint no sense in your taikin'
as if you was oki. Lau, chile 1 I lived wid your
mother.”

This was Dinah’s unanswerable argument against
my sense of growing years.

“ Dinah, | 'm worried aboutthe boys, they ought
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tobe home; see, it’s bcginning to snow again"
and | looked anxiously out of the window ’

“ Now, missy, don’t you «-orrit yessclf: | s
'em only a iitile while ago; next time tlwvn,
the winder I ’il cali 'em in.”

So | went back to my sitting-room, but notm
read. | stood by the fire wondering if I would noi i
better go and look for my little nephews, fu-th,
snow was falling fast. | liad just determincd to.5
for my wraps when | heard a rattle at thcdm
little unstcady footsteps in the hall, and Teddi'
half staggered into the room, saying faintly :

“ | spects we's found him, nuntie.”

“Foundwhaom? W here’s Larry ?” | asked_liur.
rying towaid him, ’

“Oh! Larry’s all right; but I don’t think Sr
John Frankiin feels very well,”
| asked, in amazemcnt.

“Whot"
“ Wh)’, the man that was lost, auntie, | 'mera-
bered his flame as soon as | saw him. Larn ail

me found him in the snow.”

Too much bewildered to ask any furthci ques-
tions of m)' eccentric nephcw, | hurried to thc door
There stood Larry beside the sled, on which sal, or
rather crouched, a small oid man, wrcidicdl)'
clothed, and almost insensible from thc coid.

“ Run for Dinah, quick, Teddy,” 1 said.

At my sudden cxciamation, the biindle ol ra's
stirred, and a faint voice mumbled something ahout
“ the darlints,” and his “ feet bein’ frozc." The
poor creature was really almost helpless from the
coid ; but, with the hclp of Dinah and Fanny, he
managed to hobble into the kitchen, where I efi
hini, sure of his receiving wise and tender ireat-
ment, for Dmali was born nurse as weli as cook.
and my little nephews needed my solc care. Fann)'
hurried au’ay for dry clolhes and a warm bath for
Larry, who was bcginning to shivcr; Eva «as
hungry, and demanded her “ tookies ” for supper;
and altogether for about an hour confusion reigned
m my quiet domicile, Teddy looked on with a
sort of sober gladncss. He had said to me at (list:

“ 1 thmk 1’1l wak to tell you ’bout it till niher
folks get done. Unele Ned says 't isn’t ple.isant
when everybody talks.”

And in the constant stir going on about me, |
blesscd “ Unele Ned ” for his lessons.

Once only after that, Teddy broke out with ;

“Wont she be glad !~

“ Who, dear?” | questioned.

“ His wife, you know,—Sir John Franklin’s."

Then, indeed, | ventured to hint that our Hiber-
nian friend in the kitchen was not certain to be Sir
John, mereiy because he had been lostin the snow;
but of the impossibility of ever finding him row, 1
said nothing ; let Unele Ned tell it in his own time
and way.
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Aficr a timci Eva and Larry were botli tucked
j00 beel, and ihen | wrapped Tcddy in a warm
shaiv, and. sitting down before the fire in my
siiting-rotiin, 1 held him on m\- lap while he told
me tlic strily in his own quaint way.

1Vou see, aimtie,” he commenccd, “ when
Larrv an’ me went oiit to splore, you said we
iiiustn'! get into any snow-diifts, an’ there was
iiodiin’ but snow-drifts 'round here, so we went out
intotlie road, an’ we splored a good while an’ we
didn't find nothin.” An’ then, by an’ by, we

TFDDY AND LARRY

cimeto a littie narrow road that went up a hill,
an’»e went up there, an’ it was awful coid, an’
iliere | saw somcthin’ lyin’by the fence, and Larry
aid it was a bear, an’ he did n’t care to splore any
more; but | told him if we was real splorers we
cught to splore everything. So | went up an’
splored it, an’ it was a man. So | told Larry |
'spected we °d foimd him now, an’ we must gct him
Itéircto you; but the man was awful sleepy, and
«den | poked him up he talkcd dreadful funny,
just like our Patsy; but | told him ifhe 'd only try
towlk a littie, I ’cl take him to my auntie’s house,
"0 then he said, so funny, ‘Will ye’s, darlint?
Thensure |l be afther tryin’.””

Tcddy’s unconsciotis imitation of the brogue was
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perfect, but he ga\'e me no time for laughtcr,—his
whole heart was in bis story.

“ Well, he 'd only got on a littie, an’ 1 had hold
of his hand, too, when he fell down, an’ he said:
‘Oh ! it’s a widdy Bridget ’ll be this night, an’ the
children starvin'." Then Larry began to cry, an’
he wanted to come homc ; but | told him 1°d ride
him all day to-morrow if he ’d help me get Sir John
Franklin to your house; so we got him on the
slcd, and it was down hitl, so it wasn’t so awful
hard; but by an’ by Larry got tired, so | asked the

man would n’t he walk a littie bit,
’causc my poor littie brother was 'most
worn out. So he said he ’d tvy, and |
ridcd Larry a while lo rest him; ljut
I could n’t go very fast, 'cause my
breath wcnt so funny, auntie, and
something kept singing in my head,
and thenitbegan to snow, an’the man

DISCOVER SIB JOHN-

fell down again, an’he said: “Ye ’s ’ll have to Icave
me, darlints; 1 can’t go iver another step.” So we
got liim on the slcd again, an’ | gave Larry my
mittens to put over his, 'cause his hands was coid;
but he was awful heavy coniin’ up from the gate,
an’Larry could n’t puli much you know, an’ | saw
you by the fire, an’ | could n’t make you hear, my
throat was so dry.” And a brai'dy suppressed sob
finished the sentence. “ An’ now, auntie, after
we ’d splored such a long time it isn’t him,” he
said, presently.

“ Thatis true, dear,” 1said, quictly ; “ butit will
do you good all your Ufe long to reinember that you
have saved this poor man’s life, my brave littie
Teddy ; for do you know, dear, ihc lafie you went
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on is a very lonely one; hardly a person goes over
that road nll winter long, the snow drifts so there,
I only wonder how my poor little boys found their
way back.”

“ Oh! we stuck brancliesin the snow, where we
were spioring, case any survivors shouid come along.
1 could n’t have found the way only for that.”

These two had had a narrow escape after all,
and involuntarily | drew him closer to me.

“ Please don’t holcl my hand so tight, Aunt

Kittic,” he said, apologetically ; “ something
hurts.”
“ Let me see. Why, Teddy !”

All across both little liands there was a row of
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cruel blisters. Teddy looked at them with eqiij||
wonder.

“ Why, it must have been when | gave mv.mii 1
tens to Lairy; the rope did feel awful hard.”

| stoopcd and bound the buvning little fingers.

“ Unele Ned was right, Teddy; you have bea|
a hcro after au.”

Teddy opened his eyes wide.

“ Have 1? Wont he be glad! Why, Auniél
Kittic, isn’t it funny?—When 1 tried, some(hin|
always nappened wrong. and now, wlicn | wasn't
thinkin’ "bout it, it all just carne itsclf,”

“ Bless yourdearchild-heart!” I thought: “ihai |
is gencraily the way it comes.”

ON WHEELS,

(A Trui Slorjt.)

By C. B.

.HEY were married early one

fine Apvii morning at the

irailroadstation. Her fatherhad

a homc on the top of a rafter,

ciése under the eavcs, and his

parcnts lived in a niche of the cornice that ran

round the ladies’ waiting-room. They had been

born and brought up under the shelter of the great

iron roof that spanned the tracks, and, now thev

were married, the proper thing for them to do was

to start out in the world and buiid a new home for
themselves.

He had looked about the neighborhood and had

found an excellent place for their new house, and

as soon as the ccrcmony was over,
see it,

There were no cards sent out for the wedding.
but they were not needcd, as every one knew them
as Mr. and Mrs. Citysparrow.

The moment the bride saw the loeation ihe
groom had selected she said slic was chariued. i
was out-of-doors in the top of a long yellow build-1
ing that stood near the railroad station. Thert
w.is a platform for the passengcrs, and a little ivav
off, there was an engine ; but he as.sured licr that
they had nothing to fear from these things.

“ And it is so nuich pleasantcr than living iii tlie
station. The air is delightful and.there isa heau
tiful vicw ofthe town.”

“ I am glad you are pleased, my dear,”-sajd he
“ And now let us go ovcr into IUat field and lool:
for siraws.”

Never did young couple have such a channieg
time in gathering materials for a house. They
looked here and they looked therc, and at lasi, tliey
found just the right thing, and retuvncd with llieir
bilis laden to the site of their new homc.

W as there ever anything more surprising? The 1
site had disappeared ! The long yellow building
on which they had intcnded to build had flown
away. Therc was nothing left but the plaiforra
and the ralis.

The young people were greatly perplcxcd .it this
remarkable cvent, and sat down 011 the fence W
talk it over.

“ Never

he took hcrto |

mind, my dear, these men do very
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noilif 19 your mother's, and to-morrow, | am
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and asvay he flew to find them. He looked at
several cholee bits, but did not find exactly the
right thing, and he went on mto the next field

THE HOUSE CROSSES A RIVER.

sure, we can find a better spot.
\ery good place, aftcr all.”
| Sothcy put the straws in a safe place and starled
Lton a prospecting tour. They went up and they
Leni down; they flew here and they flew there.
Some places sccmced too windy and exposcd, and
1others too shady, and others too sunny. At last,
thevbctainc very tired from the long scarch, and
ithe brille said;

lain sure thcre is jtothing so nice as thc place
lyousclecicd. It is nearly Juncheon time. L«t us
goback lo tlic station and tell mother about it, and
hcav what she says.”

So they set out for thc station by thc way they
,had come, and past thc spot thc groom had chosen
Ifor their home. As they camc in siglu of thc place,
Uieywere astonishcd to see the long yellow build-
ingju-t where it stood in the morning.

" Thesc incn are truly remarkablc creatures, my
dear. They do the strangcst things in thc ivorld.
I(lon't prctencl to imderstand them. No sensible
pcisoi! eier did.”

".Never mind,” replicd she. “ There’s the vcry
spat yuit sclectcd for our house. We have not seen
anything so nice, and perhaps, ifwc hurry, we can
build enough of thc house to live in before dark,
andwe enn finish it to-morrow.”

So iliev set to work at once to bring sticks and
araiis for the new house. How swiftly the hours
fifv aiva\’while they werc both busy ! He brought
die things and she put them in place, arranging
C'trytliiug in the most solid and substantial man-

for thc house was to last as long as they lived.
Already it began to assume a shapely appearance,
and he inountcd thc fencc to admire the truly
shgant slructutc. It needed just a fewmoi-e pieces,
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This was not a

hoping to see something better. At last, he found
a beautiful piece, just the thing for the floor of the
house. Picking it up, he went slowly back to thc
house, taking the straw with him. As he carne to
the fence and was about to cry out joyfully to his
wife to see the nice straw he had found, he suddenly
dropped it and uttered a cry of despair.

Oh! oh! This was terrible! The long, yellow
buildinghad again flown away. Home and wife
were gone. Poor, poor little bridegroom ! On his
wedcling day, Just as ihe sun was going down, to
lose all,—wife, house, evcrything !

Suddenly he heard a cry, and looking off in thc
distance he saw her coming toward him as fast ns
she could fly. He was so overjoyed to see her that
he thought no more of thc imfinished house that
had again so strangely disappcared.

“ Oh !” cried she, as soon as she carne up, “ I
had such an cxperiencc! Those men pulled the
yellow building away while | was in the house. |
did not notice it at first, and before | knew it they
were taking me away from you.”

“ And what did you do ?”

| sprang out at once and flew back as fast as |
could. | was dreadfully afraid you would return
and find me gone. Ah ! what! is it not a pity to
lose that fine site for our house?”

“ Never mind that, my dear; 1 am so glad to
see you safe again that | don’t care for the house.
Come! it is gctting dark; we must go to your
mother's, and to-morrow we will find another and
a better place.”

Of course, the oid folks were glad to give thc
young peoplc a shelter for the night, and listencd
with thc greatcst intcrcst to their occount of the
wondcrful expcrienccs of the day. Early thc next
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morning, the bride and groom set oiitonce more to
find a place fora home. On the way, they passed
the spot they had chosen the day before, and, to
their surprisc, there stood the long yellow buildiiig
and their unfinishcd house, safe and sound. Not
a straw or feather had been disturbed, and the bride
joyfully went inside to see how it iookcd.

“ Do you think it safe to try this place again?”
asked he. “ Something mighthappen, you know.”

“Oh! my dear,"” said she, “ itissuch a pity to
lose all our labor. Perhaps it will not happen
again.”

* Oh ! you can never tell.
peculiar crcatures.”

“ Well, let UStry it once again. Look ! Ifl had
one straw about so iong itwould fit in there nicely.”

‘1 found just the thing yesterday. Let us go
to get it, and let us keep together all the time, for
there is nothing those stupid men may not do.”

She readity consented to this, and they both
went to work in good earncst to finish the house.
W hile thus engaged, a numbcr of men and women
gathered on the long platform, but the young
couple had been accustomed to see crowds of pco-
ple all their lives, and they paid no attcntion to

Thcsc men are such

them, They found a largo straw for the house,
and, as it was heavy, they wcnt off together to
bring it back. As they were returning, they were

astonished to find the site of their house, and ihe
house itself, had again flown away,

“ This is certainly vexatious,” said he.

“ 1 declare 1 am almost discouraged,” cried she.
“Thcsc men are perfectly unbearable.”

“It is rather disheavtening. But you must
reraember it carne back yesterday. Perhaps it will
return at the same hour to-day. These men do
the strangest things; yet we must give them the
credit of being very regular. Nobody can remem-
her when they ever changed their habits.”

It was a serious matter to have two days’labor
thrown away, and in her heart the poor little bride
was very sad. Perhaps she was never to have a
home, after all? However, she did not say so to
her hushand, and cheerfully agreed with him in his
plan of waiting to seo if their liouse would come
back again.

Wonderful to tell, in about three liours, it
actually carne back. They were sitting on ihe fence
and saw it avrivc. There was some noise and con-
fusion among the peoplé when tlie long yellow
builcling stopped. But there wasnothing alarming
in that, and they wcnt at once to examine their
runaway home. Everything was in perfect order,
and they felt they could now settle in earnest.
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“ Suppose we finish the house and sleep isj(
to-night ?”

* Oh, certainly,” said she ; “ we shall have jm
time to move in before dark.”

So they worked with a will and finished the housej
and moved injust as the sun went down. [tKjjJ
charming homc; the most comfortable ever seeni
and never were two young hearts more happy tha
these as they entered their nqgw house.

They retired rather early, for they wcrc wi
tirod, and slept soundly till past eight o’dockiiij
the evening, when the bride awoke with a siart.

W hat had happened ? The house was shakin]
and trembling in the strangest manncn

“Itisnothing, mylove. These drcadful menart
doing something; but the house seems giiiic wic,”!

‘' Oh ! do look out and see what has happened.’

He went to the door and looked out, and fuund,!
to his surprisc, that all the world was flying araji
like mad. The trees were vacing along in furiousi
haste. The hills and woods were spinuing pasti
like birds, and all the buildings were perforimiig al
kifid of fancy dance. Really, itwas very siiigular;[
butthe house was safe, though it sliook drcadiully.l

He was vastly astonished and somewhat aliirniail
at thisperformance. Buthe resolved not to tell hisi
wife anything about it. She would only be frisht-l
cncd. Sohecrcptback to herside and said, bravely;l

“ Oh | these mcn are doing something. Thbcfl
are strange creatures. | presume itis all right, and|
we inay as well go to sleep again.”

The next morning they awoke and found ilicro-l
sclves just where they wcrc the night before. Thisl
secmed to be perfectly natural, and they begani
their housckecping, and fclt glad they had builil
their house in such a delightful neighborhood, cveni
if the place did have occasional fits of runningl
away. As they stood at their door in the bright1
morning sunshine, they saw a little girl stop hcfore
their house and look up at them.

“Oh!” said she, “ how funny ! Those birds]|
h.ive built their nest on top of the car.”

And so they had ; and there they lived, spring, |
surnmer and winter. Thcre was even a wliole
brood of little Citysparrows born in that nest o,
whcels, and the cntire family rodé free ten miles lo
ihe city and back twice every day, once in the
morning and once in the night. At first, it«asa
trifle awkward for Mr. Citysparrow to have liis «ie
and little ones carried away at 11.30 A. M.; bul he
waited about the station or sat comfortably nn ihe
fence till they returnecl at 2.45 i". M. At night, o
course, he went with them, and then their neston|
whcels was really and truly a sleeping-car.
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IroME «ith me to the park this fuir day, for T

to show you a certain carriage and its occu-

Lis and tell you a story.
hn pleasant weather, the scene is gay and grand
(hh multitudes hieing thither
L,trv si-hts, odors and suvroundings. The nch
L the poor of all ages and classes, afoot, on horsc-
Tct and in carriages, make a living panorama of
Lshaded walks and gradee! dnvcs.
rYoncler rolls the grand cquipagc of a millionaire,

. locs the buxom family of a grocerymaii, as
linov in their market-wagon as CrcESus in his
llded ch.iriot. Heve files a pair of gai’young mcn

«fancy gig, driving like Jehu t” and followmg
Itsober pace a phacton containmg a sad-eied
fidoiv in weeds, with her auburn-tressed lude
taiditcr by her side. There gallops, 0.1 h>gv
red°stced, a young and handsome officcr of the

S A.; here liinps along a forlorn wrcck oi a
fcn, once as splrited as the officcr, but now rag-
wl. «c.iry and hopcless.

- "hut here comes the “ turn-out” for which wc
Iliarcbcen w.iiling; a magnificent span of dapplc-
1i\ far the most powerful team we have seen;
11 Cimiigc to match, roomy and costly, but not
Ipralv; a driver not in livery, as many are, but
[bokin- just the man for hiswork; and such aload
Lirc tluaking mcriy Within.-tzvery one of them a
Itancliback 1 Yes, from the cvooked gentlernan on
luie back seat to the littie fellows up by the dnvcr,
|J are Imnchbacks; well dressed, happy-secming,
|ta «iih a wistful look,—and, as they roll by, you
I»;inthem the introduction to my littie story.

Something like twenty years ago, a miserable
Ikick house In a back alley was the home of Archi-
lbaWw Ramsey, a Scotch carpcnter. He workcd

IWtown In a shop, making cornices, moldmgs,
licaMcl», and a variety of the more elab6rate parts
|imployed In finishing houses. Every evcnmg he
liook lidme pocketfuls, and oftcn handfuls also, of
| tosand eiids from the shop-

I Theso oddly shaped fragments of soft, sweet-
Ismelling pine furnishcd ainusemcnt for poor htlle
lalcc, Mr. Ramscy's hunchback boy; and when
bey had served this purpose, thcy were used as
1hui|lines in the kitchcn stovce.

There was a houseful of little Ramscys, of whom
Alce was the oldcst, and when he was amused
Hte Ihc olhcrs, thus giving the

| Bioiher time for olhcr dutics.

Alce was sixtcen years oid, and not taller than

S0
ovcvwoikod

Beman.

an average bov of ten. He was very much dc-
formed, and had he lived in an age and country
of kings seeking dwarfs and human oddities fot
“court fools” or “jesters,” he would have been a
prize to some iron-handed tyrant. His shoulders
were almost as high as his head. his arms hung
out loose and dangling, and the rest of h.s body
was shrunken and slender to a most pitiable degree.
But whoevcr, with a tender heart, looked into his
great, questioning eyes and noicd his broad, fair
forehead and his deéan, dclicate hands, would soon
forget the sad shape in the nobility of the face.

1 necd not linger to speak of his studies, which,
all unaidcd, he pushed along with succcss; for ol
his constancy in the Sunday-school. wherc he w”" a
universal favoviie. It is about his play w.th the bits
of pine from the shop | wish to tell you.

Many a droll pile he built on the kitchen-fioor;
many a funny thing he whittled out to amuse the
little ones ; many a comical toy he made and gave
away to neighlioring children, Often he said, and
oftencr thought, “ What can 1 whittle that w.ll
selU” For only money seemed likely to brmg him
the changed life for which he longed. Once, whcn
he sold for a few pennies a queer littie pine trinket,
his father stvokcd his silken hair and said;

“ Ah, me puir bairnie, 1 dinna ken but ye may
mak’ your fortoon wi’ your knife.”

How that littie piece of encouragement rang m
his ears and stimulatcd him to think and whittle,
whittle and think!

Onc genial aflcrnoon in May, Alee crept out lo
cnioy the balmy air, and. hy the noise ofa crowd
of urchins on a vacant lot at a httle distance was
drawn in that dircction. Here be saw a colored
boy, namcd Jack, attcmpting, for the amusement
of the party, all sorts of pranks in imitation of c.rcus
performers. Bareheadcd and clothed in striped
ved and yelloiv garmcnts of coarse quality, the negro
lad almost seemed made of India rubbcr.

Alee watched his capers in amnzement, Nevcr
ijefore had he seen sucli antics, or even thought
thcm possible. It was no w-onder that the frail,
suff-jointed littie hunchback drcamed it all over
again, as he did that night.

The next morning his whittling genius took shape
from this event, and before noon he had producccl
a rude pine image of the negro,-head, arms and
leus looscly hung with bits of broom-wire, and the
whole curiously arranged, so ihat by working a
stving, it would jump, nod, turn somersaulls, and
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go through quite a series of contortions.  With
colorecl penciis, of which he had somc cheap speci-
mens, he blacked its head, neck, hauds.and feet.
rcddened its lips, whitened its eyes, and rudely
stnped in yellow and red the body, all in imitation
o the Imle negro gymnast. Before it was com-
pletcd, his younger brother, who had been with
hirn the day before, named it “ Jumping-Jack.”
And in the afternoon, when he ivent to thec vacant
Jot and exh.bited it to the youngsters there, it was
not only universally but boisterously hailed by the
same fiame. When he returned home, hebrought
mstead of the Jumping-Jack, a silver half-dollar, for
which he liad soid the toy to an eager, well-dressed
iad of liis own age. And not only this, but he had
orders from the boys for halfa dozen more, to be
made as soon as possible.

Oh, what a proud, glad lieart beac within that
deformed little body of Alec's! How his temples
throbbed ! How elastic his step! What flashing
eyes. What a skein of wild and hopeful talk he
unwound to his mother! So much money for his
whittimg, and a chance for more and more! Castics
sky-high and star-biight!

Never a great hero felt a victory more than Alee
telt his success. To you who are not deformed,
who are not wretchedly poor, who never longed for
advantages and comforts utterly bcyond vyour
reach, it rnay seem absurd that a Jumping-Jack,
pld for halfa dollar, should cause so much rejoic-
jng. But you cannotjudge of the case. Alee was
loving, brave, ambitious and capable, and yet a
mere weakling, He was the eldest child; his
parents were poor and growing oid; there were
several younger children, and these points he had
often thought over' and over, weeping bitterly at
his helpless state. He longed
fiercely to help in some way, to
do something useful, to earn even
a small part of his own living. To
his eager desire, money was every-
thing, because it would buy every-
thing. Money meant enough to
eat, a soft bed and an easy chair
for his crookcd, pain-full shoulders,

a better house and easy circum-
stances for the family, Money
meant comfort, cducation, good
ciothes, an honorable position and
the means to do good to others.
But, above all, thc silver half-
dollar he had earncd seemed like
a key to unloek the gatcs of depen-
dencc bchind wliich lie chafed so
constantly. Besidcs, it was the first

THE
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Jumping.Jack ever made, and a voice seemed.l
whisper dreamily that in some wav it would !l
him thereafter, instead of his being icftto creeri
weanly around. And the boys had hailed itiij
such uproanous delight that he could not helnfJ F
ing he had whittled out a triumph, WIio si rl
wonder, then, at his elation.’

But | have not told you all.

That evening he whittled, and the next dar h1
whittled, and before mght liad added to his cauiuil
three more shining half-doiiars.  The next dayhj
doubled liis money. Tlie demand for J,,npL.|
Jacles increased. Boys carne to the door, silveri
hand, to get what he had not time to make.

His grave Scotch parents began to lioid scriou
counsel over the matter. If Alee could lindsuci
sale for these pme images in that neighbr,h,,,j
why, the whole City would require thousands' ar«il
what would sell to deiighted children in onediv
wou d sell elsewhere also. If they could supply
market, a fortune might readily be made.

Scotch blood, once aroused and chailenged
sanguuie and venturesomc.

Bul 1t would be uninteresting to rcpcat all iliel
details ; so thc rest of my story shall be brief,

Alec's Sunday-school teacher, wlio «'as a huryer i
procured for him a patent on Jmnping-Jacks of
every description; a rich oid imcle of Alec’s mother
built him a factory and started him in budii»;
and, within a year from the afternoon «lien the
poor lad wondered at the pranks of tlic colo.d
boy, Jumpmg.Jacks from the Ramsey factori’ «ere
selling in great numbcrs all over America

Truly Alee did “ mak’a fortoon wi’his kiiife.”

To school he went; into a better house, all their
own, the family moved; easiercircumstances,better

health, lcss weariness, and ampie
means for doing good, carne to Ibt
Rumseys,

But the bcst point in my storyis
that a fine asyluin and scliunl for
hunchbacks, frce to the poo)-, isonc
of Ihe noble cmerprises to «iiich
Alee lias been chief coiitributor.

Those deformed lads in thc car-
riage yonder are from tlie '-Ram-
sey Asylum for Hunchbacks.”

That was Alec’s carriage, and that
“ crookcd gentleman on thc back
seat ” was Alee liimself. Evcr\- foir
afternoon he is out in this wav, tak-
ing a load of “ his boys,” as be calis
them, and thus, as often as oncea
fortniglit, he gives every inniaie of
the asylum a turn in the park.

)i\



KUMPTY-DUDGET S TOWER.

TTA

269

LA A AT s A

Tva«rfar, n

NS

WKEX MY SHIP COMKS IN

RUMPTY-DUDGET’S TOWER.

(A Fairy Tale.J

By Juliax H.-wv-ihorniv.

V.

The ihrce children were a good dcal frightcned
ivhen they saw where the ball had gone, and well
they might be; for it was Rurapty-Dudget’s ball,
and Riimpty-Dudget himself was hiding on the
other sido of the hedge.

« It is your fault,” said Princess Hilda to Princc
Fraiik; “ you thrcw it over.”

"Nojit’s your fault," answercd Princc Frank;
¢1shmildn’t have thrown it over if youand Henry
had nnt chascd me,”

“Vou will be punishcd when Tom the cat comes
home, ' said Princess Hilda, “ and that will be in
Qe minute, when the sun sets.” For they had
Sjent one minute in being frightcned, and another
minuto in disputing.

Xo«-, all this time, Princc Henry had bccn stand-
ing directiy in front of the round opening in the
hedge, looking through it to the other side, where
he thought he could see the black ball lying beside
abiisli. The north wind blcw so strongly as ahnost
totake liis brcath away, and the spot on his chin
bumt hitn so that lie was ready to cry with pain
3tidvexation.  Still for all that, he longed so much
todo what he had been told not to do, that by and

by he could stand itnolonger; but, justas the last
bit of the sun sank out of sight beneatli the edge
of tlie world, he jumped through the round opening
against the north wind, and ran to pick up the b.ill.
At the same moment, Toin the cat carne springing
across the lawn, his yellow eyes flashing, his back
bristling, and the liairs sticking straight out on his
tail until it was as big round as your leg. But this
time he carne too late. For, as soon as Prince
Henry jumped through the hedge against thc north
wind and ran to pick up ihe black bal!, out rushed
Rumpty-Dudget frombehindthc bush, and caught
him by the chin, and carried him away to the
thousand and firstcomer in the gray ton‘er. As soon
as the comer was filled, the north wind rose to a
hurricane and biew away the beautiful palace and
the lovely garden, and nothingwasicftbuta descrt
covered with gray stones and bramblcs. The mis-
chievous Rumpty-Dudget was now master of the
whole country.

Meanwhilc, Princess Hilda and Prince Frank
were sitting on a hcap of rubbish, crying as if their
hearts would break, and the cat stood beside them
wiping its great yellow eycs with its paw and look-
ing very sonowfu!.
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at said the cat
at last. we must try to get poor littie Henry back
h "“afairyaunt?” cried Princess
rmiw - “ Shewillteiiushowto

“ You wili not see your fairy aunt,” replied
Tom, until you have taken Henry outofthe ~Tav

tower, where he ,s standing jn the thousand°and
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ng Brlnce Erank beglnnlngtocry again, “WIHhOU%
our fairy aunt to help us?”
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le-borders of the great forest; there we can lav

our plans without being disturbcd ”
Witli these words, Tom arése and held liis taii
s ra.ght out like the handle of a saucepan - ti e two
C. dren « k i
ess time than it takes to tell it, they were on the
mel'? ? ioi-
g Bnnce Em nf(' sitdown on themossthatcovE'r'eI a

tan curlcd round his toes.
tim he, “ is to get
the Golden Ivy-seed and the Diamond W atw
drop. After that, the rest is easy ”

“ But lyhere are the Golden Ivy-seed and the

choren ~e found ?” asked the two

Ve ‘he King-
38&? cI)Fthe Gnomes, ni the center of the eaerthm%o
find out where the Golden lvy-seedis "r e S 'K

«r -«cl ,p ,, ,ke kingdo» .1'.'n S S tS '
“ogpoxo" R |

“ But how are we to gct up to the Air-Spirits or
solLTel Ahe children, discon-
tne cat, But while one of you is gone, the other

must stay here and mind the magic fire «dhch i

«rfinn™ "P3ll the dried sticks you

In a very fcw minutes, a large hcap of fagots had
been gathered together, as high L the too S
Pnncess Hilda-s head. Meanwhile, the c¢7 had
drawn a large c.rcle on the ground wiih the tlp of

tower. .
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and in the center ofthe circle was thr K 1

his tail,
o "agots, It had now become quite dark bi,ai
cats eyes burned as briglitly as if two yeliéivbm

had been set in his head.

“ Come inside the circle
““-hile I light the touch-wood 7
In they carne accordingly, and the cat iw, ,i
touch-wood on tile ground and sat down i, fL"' j
t with his nose resting against it, and s.arcd ,j
-ith liis flammg yellow eyes; and by and b' |
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file and burned famousiy.

“ That will do nicely,” said the cat; “ nown,,l
some sticks upon it.” So this was done, and S

'o be fost,” said ,ht
P'mc'iErank, you will stay beside this fi-f
,t burmng until 1 come b.ack ivih
an7“"% I1"mgdoms of the Cnome
and Air-Spirits. Remembecr that, if you lctil
out, all w.Il be lostj nevertheless, you must o
account go outside tlie circle to gather moref:!
ots, if those that are already here get used ud
You #ray, perhaps, be tempted to do otlimnse
‘'emptation, all will go woT,?

cat"

cat
and keep

and 7§° “ v,

wm f7 be .nd

oMhe Hgo”sT

ofS r.ifft'" ‘be idea
h wa for h " ‘«bt, still, since
t was for his brother’ sake, he consented ; but he
the faz “P
Prin H M 'be ring. S
S7I1 bid him fareivcll,
hii v f ‘A"1n""bed out his tail as stniighias
wd 7 a Princess Hilda took
hold of ,t and away 1 right up tlie tail pine-iree

they went, and wert out of sight in the twi.iklinj

V.

r7 cUmbing upward for a long timo, thev
carne at last to the tip-top of the pinc-tree, which
was on a level w.th the douds, The cat waited
until a large cloud sailed along p.etty near them
and then biddmg Princess Hilda hold on tighl,
they made a spnng together, and alighted ven
cleverly on the cloud’s edge. Off sailed tlio cloud
with them on its back, and soon brought tl.cn, to
the k.ngdom ofthe Air-Spirits,

““Now, Princess Hilda,” said the cat, “ yoinnus.
go tlie rest of the way alone. Ask the first Spirit
you meet to show you the way to the place where
the Qucen sits; and when you have found her, ask
her where the Diamond Water-drop is. But ke
careful notto sit down, however much you may ke

began to smokc and smolder, and at last it caulj |
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Itmpwd'o do so ; forif you do, your brolher Heiiry
tti-etcan be savcd.”

Thougli Priiicess Hilda did not much like the
jdcJ of goi'ig on alone, still, since it was for hei
frothei's sake, she consented; only she made up
Ibtr mind on no account to sit down, no matter
lithat happened. So she bid the cat farewell, and
Inalked off. Pretty soon, she met an Air-Spirit,
[carging its nose in the air, as all Air-Spirits do.

'Can)'ou tell me the way to the place where the
iQuccen sils ?” asked Princess Hilda.

*What doyou wantofher?” asked the Air-Spirit.

lw.mtto ask her where the Diamond Water-
Idropis,” answered Princess Hilda.

‘She sils on the top of that large star up yon-
Ider," said the Air-Spirit; “but unicss you can
jcarrvyonr nose more inthc airthan you do, | don’t
Ihclieve you will get her to tell you anything.”

Princess Hilda, however, did not feel so much
llikecarrying her nose in the airas she had feltatany
time since the black spot carne upon her forehead;
andsheset out to climb toward the Queen’s star very
Isorrowfully; and all the Spirits who met her said;

“ Scc how she hangs her liead I  She will never
[conic to anything.”

Bul at last she arrived at the gatos of the star,
1andwaikod in; and there was the Queen of the Air-
| Spiiits sitting in the midst of it. As soon as she
sax Princess Hilda, she said ;

“You have come a long way, and you look very
iirrd Come here and sit down beside me.”

' No, your Majcsty,” rcplied Princess Hilda,
thougli she was really so tired that she could hardly
stand, ““thcre is no time lo be lost; where is the
Diamond W ater-drop?”

1'Tliat is a foolish thing to come after,” said the
Queci). “ However, sit down here and let us talk
about it. | have been expecting you.”

But Princess Hilda shook her hcad.

“Listen to me,” said the.Qucen. “ | know that
you hke to ordcr pcople about, and to make them
do «hat you picase, whcther they like it or not.
-Noiv, if you will sit down here, I will let you be
Quecn of the Air-Spirits instead of me ; you shall
Kirry your nose in the air, and everybody shall do
wiat you picase, whetlier they like it or not.”

When Princess Hilda hcard this, she felt for a
momciit very much tcmpted to do as thc Qucen
asked her. But the next moment she remembered
lier poor little brother Henry, standing in the thou-
siikl and first corner of Runipty-Dudget’s tower,
"itli his face to the wall and his hands behind his
lock. So she cried, and said ;

Oh, Queen ofthe Air-Spirits, | am so sorry for
t)' little brother that | do not care any longer to
C3ry my nose in the air, or to make people mind

whether they like it or not; | only want the
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Diamond Water-drop, so that Hcnry may be saved
from Rumpty-Dudgct’s tower. Can you tell me
where it is?”

Then the Queen smiled upon her, and said :

“ 1t is on your own chcek !”

Princess Hilda was so astonishcd that she could
only look at the Queen without speaking.

“ Yes,” continued the Queen, kindiy, “ you
might have searchcd throughoiit all the kingdoins
of the earth and air, and yet never have found that
precious Drop, had you not loved your little brother
Henry more than to be Queen. That tear upon
your cheek, which yott shed for love of him, is the
Diamond Water-drop, Hilda; kcep itin this little
crystal bottle ; be prudent and resolute, and sooner
or later Henry will be free again.”

As she spoke, she held out a little crystal bottle,
and the tear fiom Princess Hilda’s cheek fell into it,
and the Queen hung it about her neck by a coral
Chain, and kissed her, and bid lier farewell. And as
Princess Hilda went away, she fancied she had
somewherc heard a voice like this Queen’s before;
but where or when she could not tell.

It was not long before she arrived at the cioud
which had brought her to the kingdom of the Air-
Spitits, and there she found Tom the cat awaiting
her. He got up and stretched liimself as she
approached, and when he saw the littlc crystal
bottle hanging round her neck by its coral chain,
he said:

“ So far, all has gone well; but we have still to
find the Golden Ivy-seed. There isno time to be
lost, so catcli hold of my tail and let us be off.”

W ith that, he stretched out his tail as straight as
thc handle of a saucepan. Princess Hilda took hold
of it; they sprang off the cloud and away | down
they went till itseemed toberas ifthey never would
bé done falling. At last, however, they alighted
softiy on the top of a hay-mow, and in another
moment were safe on the earth again.

Glose beside the hay-mow was a field-mouse’s
hole, and the cat began scratching at it with his
two fore-paws, tlirowing up the dirt in a great heap
behind, till in a few minutes a great passage was
made through to the center of the earth.

“ Keep hold of my tail,” said the cat, and into
the passage they went.

It svas quite dark inside, and if it had not been
for the cat’s eyes, which shonc like two yellow
lamps, they might have misscd their wa)'. As it
was, however, they got along famously, and pretty
soon arrived at the center of the earth, where was
the kingdom of thc Gnomes.

“ Now, Princess Hilda,” said the cat, “ you must
go thc rest of the way alone. Ask the first Gnome
you mect to show you the place where the King
Works; and when you have found him, ask him
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But be eareful to

where the Golden lvj-.secd is.
no matter how

do everytlnng that he bids you,
httle you may hkc it; for, jfyou do not, your brother
Mcnry never can be saved.”

Though Princess Hiida did not much iikc the
Idea of gomg on alone, still, since it was for her
brothers sake, she consented; only she made up
her mmd to do everything the King bade her, what-
ever happened. Pretty soon she met a Gnome
who was nmning along on all-foui-s.

Can you show me the place where the Kinc
Works?” asked Princess Hilda.

“What do you want with him?” asked

Gnome.

the

F.IINCESS HII.DA nSFORE THE
QUEEN OP THE «IR-SPIRITS.

,“1 want to ask him where the Golden Ivv-seed

s, ~ansiverecl Princess Hilda.
“ He Works in that great'field over yonder,” said

£Etterr'"
an~hing.™ ' “'»y -

nce the black spot carne on her forehcad - so she
fviko mek Rer saidl: 1’

“ See how upright she walks!
come to anything.”

But at last she arrivecl at the gato of the field
and walked in; and there was the King on all-

She will never

“ Get down on ail-fours this instant! How daré
you come into my kingdom walking upright >«

a 'houghshewas
good deal fnghtened at the way the King spoke.

rumpty-duduet's

tower

[Fsfiifsn]

“there isno timeto belosi
where is the Gokicr Iw
seed?”

“ The Golden Iw-secdis
not given to peoplv «ith
~iffnecks,” replied tlie King.

Get down on all-fours at once, oreisc
go about your busincss !”

Then Princess Hilda renicnilicred
what the cat had told her, a.ul gnt down
on all-louis without a word.

“ Now listen to me,” said the Kiiv 1
shall harness you to that plow in tlie pincc
ofmy horse, and you mustdraw itup.md
down over this field until the whole is
plowed, while | follow behind with tlie Wliip.
Come ! There is no time to lose.”

When Princess Hilda heard this, she felt tempted
for a moment to refuse ; but the next moment sht
remembered her poor little brother Henry stniuliiw
m the thousand and first corner of Rumptv-Dud-
get s tower, with his face to the wall and his hands
behmd his back; so she said :

“ O King of the Gnomes ! I am so sorry for my
ittle brother that | will do as you bid me, .andall

ask m return is that you will give me the Golden
lvy-seed, sothatHenry may be saved from Ruinpiv-
Dudgct’s tower.”

The King said nothing, but harnessec! Hilda to
the plow, and she clrcw it up and down ovcrtiio licid
uiuil the wholewas plowed, wliile he followed bd.ii.d
with the whip. Then he freed her from her irap.
pmgs, and lold her to go about her business,

. But where is the Golden lvy-seed ?” asked she,
piteously.

“ 1have no Golden lvy-seed,” aiiswcred the King;

ask yourselfwhere itis!”

]
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Then poor Princess Hilcla’s heart was liroken, and
Isbesaih down on the ground and sobbed out, quite
lai despair:

mOh, «'hat shall I do to save my little hrother !”

Rut at that the King smiled upon her and
Iszid:

-‘put your hand over your heart. Hilela, and see
Ifhatyou find there."”
| Princess Hilda was so surprised that she could say
Inoihingt but she put her hand over her heart, and
[fatsoniething fall into the palm of her hand, and
Itlicn she looked at it, behold 1 it was the Golden
1 Iv)-sec(l.

I "Yes,” said the King, kindly; “ you might have
| searched through all the kingdoms of the earth and
|air, and yct never h.ave found that prccious seed,
|mdyon not loved your larother so much as to Ict
Iroureelfbe drivcn like a horse in the plow for his
dke. Keep the Golden lvy-seed in this littie peavl
|box; be Inimble, gentle and paticnt, and sooncr or
| latct your brother will be free.”
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As he spoke, he fastened a liltlc pcarl box to her
girdle with a jcweled clasp, and kissed her, and
hade her farewell. And as Princess Hilda went
away, she fancied she had somewhere heard a voice
like this King’s before; but where or when she
could not tell, .

It was not long before she arrivecl at the mouth
of the passage by which she had descended to the
kingdom ofthe Gnomes, and there she found Tom
the cat awaiting her. He got up and stretched
himself as she approached, and whcn he saw the
pearl box at her girdle, he said ;

“ So far, all goes well; but now we must see
whether or not Prince Frank has kept the fire
going; there is no time to be lost, so catch hold of
my tail and Ict us be off.”

With that, he stretched out his tail as straight
as the handle of a saucepan ; Princess Hilda took
hold of it, and away they went back through the
passage again, and were out at the other end in the
twinkling of an eye.

(To be confinued.)
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AND HOW HE BECAME A GREAT MUSICIAN.

By James H.

The violinisa wonderful instrumentin thc hands
ofa master. in its power of expvession, its purity
and fineness of tone, it ranks next to thc cultivated
luiman voice. There have ljeen many famous per-
formors on this instrument, but Paganini stands
alone the most wonderful violinist the world has
ever heard. And he had won this faine before lie
was sixteen years oid.

Nicholas Paganini was born at Genoa, ltaly,
February i8, 1784. When Nicholas was four ycars
oid he had the incasles. But this usually inikl
disease took, in his case, a very violcnt form, so
that the poor little fellow was thought to be dying,
and even, at.one time, dcad. For a whole day he
lay motionless, and to all appearance lifeless. But
the world was not to be deprived of his wonderful
genius; aithough, if he had died then, he would
have I*een spared a life of great suffering.

Before he was well over this sickness, and before
he could speak plainly, his father—who was vcry
severc with him—put a violin into his tiny hands,
and madc him practice upon it from morning tiil

night. Sitting at his parent’s fcct on a little stool.
Paganini obedicntly scraped away, learning his
scales and intervals. He entered into the work

cheerfully, and took great interést in his studics,
but this did not lessen his fathcr’s rigor. The
slightest fauk was punished severely. Sometimes,
food was dcnicd the littlc fellow, in punishment for
a mistakc which any learncr might have made.
The delicate, sensitive cbnstitution of the child was
injured bcyond repair by such trcatment.

Flint.

His mother, also ambitious for her son, workcdl
upon his imagination and excitcd him to everl
rcnewed exertions by telling him that an angelhaill
appcared to her in a vision, and liad assured twl
that he should outstrip all competition as ;i per-[
former on the violin.

Even at this early age the bent of Pagaiiini's|
mind was toward the marvelous and extraotdiuary,
—that is, he did not inerely imitate those «hol
before his time had played the violin, but stnickl
out new ways for himself, making his instrumenta]
greater puzzle to the unleprned than ever it had
been before; and he astonishcd his parents, andl
received their hearty plaudits when, in departing
from the common methods, he produced ciiiirelvl
new effects. His musical instinct seemed to have
been only sharpened and strengthencd by the ciése
applieatlon imposed upon him.

Soon, the musical knowledge of the eider Paga-1
nini became insufficient for the growing abiliticsof
his son, and other teachers were procured.

At eight yeai-s of age the little Nicholas per-'
formed in the churchcs, and at private musical
parties, “ upon a violin that looked nearly as large
as himself.” He also composed, at this time, his
first “ Violin Sonata.” A year nfterward he made
what was considcred his first public appearance, or
debut, in the great tUeater of Genoa, at Ihe requesi
oftwo notcd singers,—Marches! and Albertinoili.

Paganini's father took him, about this time, to
see the celebrated composcr, Rolla, who lived at
Parma, hoping to obtain for the boy thc Ijencfit of
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Biinsiruction for a little while. But the com-
iwas sick, and could not sce his visitors. The
~in which they were scated was next to the
rt rtrank bed-chamber, and it so happened that
Tiuii left his violin there, together with the copy
tjne« «'orkhehad just finished. Little Nicholas,
te feiher’s requcst, took up the violin to see
«l ihe music was like. He bcgan at the begin-
~eand oxecuted the cntire work at sight without
Itegle mistake, and so well that the sick composer
(from his bed that he might see what master-

i had given him soagreeable asurprise. Rolla,

lee hc.iring the object of their visit, assured the
faher that he could add nothing to the young
«isi's acquirements, and recommcnded other
sotcd teachers.

Kicholas and his father then went about the
Civntry through the principal cities of Lombardy,
after which they rcturned to Genoa, where the
jwiihful performer was again subjected to those
aaily (oils which had been forccd upon him before
tmh such heartless rigor; but this bondage was
w to be proiongcd.

Al fourteen he was allowcd to go on a short tour

BECAME A GREAT MUSICIAN.
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with an eider brother, and at fifteen he ran away
and began to travel on his own account. Relieved
from the control of his too-exacting father, his mind
reacted from its long slavery, and he fcU into bad
ways of living. But after a while his affection for
his fatlier Icd him to return home. Having savcci
a sum of money equal to about fifteen hundred
dollars, he now offered a portion of it to his parents.
But his cxacting father demanded the whole, and
Paganini, to keep peace, gave up the greater part
of the hard-earned money.

The young man now began another lour, visiting

inany paris of Italy, and everywherc meeting with
unbounded success. But | am very sorry to say
that he allowed his great popularity to tum his
head, so that he became very arrogant, head-strong,
and, in various ways, led an unworthy life. Intem-
perance soon was added to his infirmities, and he
was even imprisoned for a time on account of
troubics causcd by his wild cxcesses.

Paganini possessed a generous and sympathetic
naturc, as the following anecdote plainly proves:
Onc day, while walking in the streels of Vienna,
Paganini saw a poor boy playing upon a violin.
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| nd on ontering into convcrsation with him,
|[l«ned thn' raaintained his mother and a num-
Iberofliti'cbrolhers and sisters by what he picked
| nasa traveling musician. Paganini at once gave
money lie had about him; and then,
Lkitug lhe violin, began to play, and, when a great
Icroivd bad gathered and becomc spell-bound by
lhis ivondcrful playing, he pullcd off his hat and
Kjde a collection, which he gave to the poor boy
Lmid thbc acclamations of the multitude.
| Thberc are four strings on a violin, as every one
lkows, and ordinary players find it necessary to
Juse them all; but Paganini astonished tbc world
Iby bisperformanceson only one string,— the fourth,
lorlargest- Upon this he could produce three per-
Ifeet octaves, including all the harmonic sounds,
i fromithe brought forth the sweetest mclodies.
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After traveling through many countries, creating
the greatest wonder and admivation wherever he
went, he rcturned to his native land. He suffcred
all his Ufe from ill health, and although he liad
become a very wealthy man, his iast days were sad
enough ; for he was greatly troubled with law-suits
and ill-health.

As one of his biographers says; the precious
flame of life was too dearly expended on a pcrfcc-
tion that allowed nothing elsc to be perfcctcd. In
becoming the absolute master ofhis instrument, he
became its slave. But the success of his life's pul-
pése was complete. He accomplished his one
object, and history declares him to have been the
greatestof all violinists, past or present. He died at
Nice on the ayth of May, 1840, leaviog a fortune
equal to nearly three-quarters ofa milliori‘dollars.

HEIMDALL.

By Augusta Larned.

1 FThe Flder Edda is acolleclion of ancient ballads containing an account of the gods of Scandinavian and

Guna,i myiliology.
lhe icmli «nlurv.
dief of lhe gods.
kinmmer.

It was made by the native pricsts of Iceland. who emhraced Chnstiamty about the end of
Asenheim was the country of tlie gods, and Asgard was its principal city.
Thor was the stroiigest of all the gods, and fought and conquered ihe”~ants with his great
Baldur was the beautiful god of light and siimmer who was slain by the mahce of Loki, an evil spint.

Odin was the

Hinir was sometimes the companion of Odin and Loki on their clandestine visits to the earth.]

I\ the Eider Edda | read it,
That volume of wonder lorc

How Heimdall, a god of credit,
Was watchman at Heaven’s door.

Tho sight of his eye was keenest
Gf all in Asgard’s towers,

For he saw, when earth was greenest,
Palé Autumn amid the flowcrs.

His car was the best at hearing
Of all above or below ;

When the Spring-timc’s stcp was nearinj
lio heard the grasses grow.

He heard the talk of the fishcs
Deep down in the silent sea,
Aml even the unbreathed wishes
Of chick in its sliell heard he.

He heard the feathers growing,
And wool 011 the oid sheep’s back,
And even the light cloud snowing 1
Far off on the sunbeam’s irack.
He knew what birds are thinking
That brood o’er the crowdcd nest.
Ere their flcdgeling’s eyes are blinking.
And the song is warm in the breast.

And why svcre his senses keciier
Tlian all in that raagic clime,
Than Odin, and Thor, and Htenir,

And Baldur of Asenheim ?

I think—it is only guessing—
Heimdall was loving as wisc.
And Nature who bent in bk'ssing
Anointcd his ears and eyes.

And shouid we but love undoubting,

Percliancc,

ah 1 who can tcll,

We might hear ihc coni-blade sprouting™'"
And the tiny leaf-bud sweil.
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By M.argaret H, Eckerson.

ARGY sat beside the
west window of her
room, a large atlas

upon her lap, and on
it a book made of
twenty-foiir sheets of
iettcr-paperscwed to-
getlicr, On the oiitcr
page «7as wi-itten,
“MylJournal,i86—
and opening it, page
after page of closely
written.crampedlines
could be seen, in
which Margy had de-
taiJed various scencs
and incidents of her
dady hfe and chronicled sundry impressions.
Little Miss Margy, aged twelve, was not an un-
pleasing objcct as she sat there with her bonny
rown hair and pink cheeks, and her room was
neat and inviting after a fashion, aithough thc
carpet was only rag, the chairs were canc-seatcd.
and the wash-stand was old-fashloned, with just
enough spaceonitforbowiandpitcher,soap-dish and
watcr-mug. Thcu there were an ancient rockino--
chair, and two whitc-counterpaned beds,—one for
Uie occupancy of Margy and her year-oldcr sister,
Bib; the other, the nest where Flaxie and
Fnzzlc, the two smaller children, slept
nightly; and a red-covered tablc, strewod

wuth books and papers, stood in the center
Margy, who liad a fondness

of the room.
or scnbbling, used oftentimcs to sit up
here and write, She could express her

ihoughK quite fluently with the pcn, for a
imie girl, and therefore cherished the idea
that she was Jiterary, and confidently cx-
pccted to write a ljook, or a dozen of them
some day.

Mcamvliile, she composed rhyming Unes,
which she called poetry, about “ trees and
bees, doiids and shrouds, blows and snows
phmies and fiumes,” and so on, whicli
ciTusions she read and re-read witli great
satisfaction, and then locked i:p in herdrawer
Other times,dcsccndingto plainerprose, she
tj)rme(gftogetherajprofusir')n 9|f adjectivcs, gﬁg

ing cjaracts; r:istri:wh”iefrg”he

p.ctedcharactersquitedifferentrromanyinreallife.

Bib, who knotted her forehead, and frettcd mtr
her school compositions, listened with ieaW
admiration to Margy’s stories, and tendor-hcarifrf
Flaxie wept sorcly as she listened eagerly to th
pathetic adventurcs of some of the characters

However, for the past couple of months, .Mars,
had takcn toivntmg something which she conceaW
determmedly from Bib’s pnung eyes, and «hidi
she grandly told Flaxie “ she could not read aloiid
for it washcrjournal.” ’

She had read several memoirs, the fairsul.jens
of which had keptJournals, and these diarios nfitr
their dcaths, had fallen into the hands nf thei,
friends, and had been read and wept over, the lovdv
characters of the lost ones so shining forih from
every page that, too late, it was known that tliev
had never been truly jippreciatcd.

Well, probably, Margery would die young -she
sometimes felt as if she would,—and in that «se
ivhat a precious legacy her family would considci
herjournal 1

Therefore, with such ideas in her eurlv palo ii
is no wonder she wrote as if for survivori to read
and mstead of keeping a sensible diary, good for
reference, if she needed it, scribbled aw;u- in 3
boinbastical, adjective-y manr.er, and never made
lierself on paper the real faulty Margy she actiiallv
was. ‘

hvsh! 'whisperkd marov, w.th a wasninc cktvrb:”
over her shoulder, we can see what she

The

istiinA

“Junfdth.-O, what a love,y, balmydayl
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aris fi'll of t'io fragrant sceiit of roses; the oriole
cli.ints chilcct strains in the inaples; fleecy clouds
Qoll in the ccrulean blue; the whole world is a
poem | btive half a mind to write a litlie poem
hete, but, dear Journal, it would only blot your
snowv pages- | wrote a poem on Baby Pearl yes-
terday. Mother liked it so much that she put it
aivayand snkl ‘she meant to kccp it'; and father
patied mv liead and said ‘1 wasa rhymer.'

‘li’s jingic-dingle, is n’t it, Peggy?’ he
said But who could help being inspired
by Baby Pearl? She is such a cherub !

Such ticlicate tints and charming curves,
such violct, long-lashedeyes 1 Such inno-
cenceand tender trustfulness !”

Just horc the pen, traveling from the
iolj-stand, remained suspended, for
rroiher's voice was heaid at the foot of
the stair c.illing “ Margy !” and, sad to
tdl, M.irgy’s answering “ Ma’am!” was
snappt'd out in a very cross way.

| «aiit you to come down for a while
and lock Pearl to sleep.”

“2'uh, dear,” said Margy, vexedly, “ it

ahvays ‘’tend that baby,”” and putting
ct joiirtial in the atlas, and the atlas
under the fcalhev-bed,—for Bib would,
hen chance offered, prowl around to
find ihe mystcrious Journal,—she un-
gtacioLisly obeyed the summons.

Aftcr all, the June morning was n’t so
delightful as she had imagined.

It n-as the weekly wash-day, and Mrs.
Finniganwasrubbingaway in the kitchen,
ftoMwhich carne the penetrating odor of
soap-suds. Motherwas hurried and tired,
and Pearl lay wide-awake in her eradle,
undecidod whether to break out into a
rebelliotis wall, or resiga hcrself to the
course of events.

| «'oukl not have called you down, dear,” said
mother, “ but [ must get tite dinncr, and Pearl has
be put to sleep.”

“ hy could n't Bib rock her, or Flaxie ?” asked
Margy.

“Bib is practicing,” dear.

Margy rocked the eradle very discontentedly.
She quite failed to be inspired by Pearl’s long
jashes or clelicate tints and charming curves, now.
Pearl «as only a painfully w-ide-awake baby, who
complaincdin unintelligible murmurs ofthe numer-
o irials of infant life, and amused hersclf by
siretching forth fat fists and dimpicd arms, and
vainly trying to reach the cradle-top.

itseemed a long, long time before she showed
e sliglitest inclination to cidse her eyes on
"uter scenes, and just as she did, who shouki
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but three-year-old

come trotting heedlessiy in
Frizzle.

“ Husit!” whispeved Margy, with a warning
gestuie; but Frizzle always failed to hced admoni-
tions. “ Ba-bye! ba-bye!" she called, lovingly,
and Baby, just on the vcrge of dream-land, heard
the cali, and opened sudden, bright eyes to the

little sistcr's face.

.AND CALLEO DIB.’

Margy wanted to cry, out of sheer annoyance.

“ You are a naughty, bad girl 1” she cried, hotly.
“ Mother, here’s Frizzle, who carne in and woke
Pearl on purpose. | wish you would.punish her.”

“ Me never waked Ba-bye on purpose,” protested
the indignant Frizzle. “ Margy ’s cross, ugly girl,
Baby is so glad | come, and | just called her
pretty.”

Mother, seeing how matters stood, made pcace
by coming in and Icading away Frizzle, who trotted
contentedly off, williiig to go off anywhere with
“ her good, nice niamma,” and Margy was left lo
brood ovcr the new annoyance.

“ Oh, dear !” she sighed, pcttilantly; “ that hate-
ful Frizzle! And now 1 °ll have to begin all over
again. Shut your eves, Baby. Bv-low, Baby;
by-low!”
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Oh, how disagreealile that soap suds odor was !
How faded and worn the carpet looked now that
ihe sun shone fullupon it! And the burean had not
been dusted this morning, and some one had
dragged the table-cloth all to one side ! It was too
bad that mother never made Bib tidy up things.

“ Everything of that sort is left for me to do,"”
complained Margy, finding fresh cause for ill-fccl-
ing, and then, looking down at Baby, she saw to
her reliefthat she was actualiy aslecp. Therefore,
fastcning the gauze netting carefully over her, she
stole softly away up to her sanctum, as she was fond
of calling her room. Once there, she took her
Journal from its repose under the bed, and again
began her jottings,

“ Dear Journal, that dash stands for half
an hoiir’s abscnce, during which time I have bccn
down rocking Pearl to sleep. Mother thinks | have
more patience than Bib to ’tend her, and always
calis me to do it. And, of course, one must ’'tend
to duty. Pcarl wasn’t one bit sleepy, but was Just
in the mood for a grand frolic. She must have
thought ita hardship to be aliowed no will of her
own in the matter. However, sleep at last con-
quercd the citadel, the blue-veined lids closed and
their long lashcs swept the downy cheeks, and she
lay a sweet picture of unconscious innocence. Dar-
ling Pearl!

“ | cannot keep my eyes from wandering from
this page, the sunshine rests so brightly on the
hilis. Tliere are spots, however, on the mountains,
shadows of clouds.

“ Alas! everything has itsshadows. ‘Into each
life some rain must fall.” Mrs, Finnigan is down
in the yard, hanging out the clothes. Poor woman,
her husband is very unkind to her, and her boys
are wild, dissolute creatures! | do pity her. |
feel so sorry for any one whose life is checkered.
It must be terrible to be unkindly treatcd, Love
ought to be the ruling spirit of our lives. Kindness
should mark our deeds to all about us, unselfish-
ness Crown with its garlands our acts.”

Just here, the door carne opcn with a bang, and
Bib carne flying in like a small whirlwind.

“ 0, Margy, 1 am going to Mrs. Tozzic’s with
Pa, and | must change my dress, and put on a
ciean collar1 Dear me ! Whcre 's my other dress
and clean skirt? Hurry, and hook me up; Pa's
'most ready!” Bib was looking in the top burean
draivcr, now, and energetically tossing things about.

“ Dear me, | haven’t one clean collar here!
W hat’s bccorne of mine ?  Oh, | know, | nevcr put
my soiled ones in the wash last week! Lend me
one, Marge. Here, | *j1take this onc with lace on !”

Margy, standing at Bib’s shoulder, looked vexed
enough.

" You do muss things up so,” she said, sharply.

rENS[/S DOINGS.
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“You are too careless to live, and you miglit
your own collars. You have more than | havt
but you never know where to find your things” '

Above all things Bib hated reproof, especially
from her younger sistcr, and the flavor of trutli In
the speech touched her.

“ Don’t trouble yourself to find fault, missie”!
she said, tossing her curiyhead; “ we all kno;
who thinks herself a paragon and gives ‘piecesol
her mind’ away every chance she can get. if
there ’s one thing | hate, tliough, it is mean stingi-
ness. Keep your oid collar! If Pa asks ivhyl
wcar a dirty one, | ’ll tell him why.”

Margy’s face flushed hotly as she tossed licrthe
collar. “ Thcre, take it!” |

“ Give a dog a bone," chanted Bib, pinning it
on with alacrity. “ Where ’s my gloves? There, |
| forgot, my parasol is broken! Will you leime”
take \ours?”

“No," snappcd Margy,

Bib did not insist.

“ Sit and hold it over your own head in the|
room,” she called as she ran down the stairs.

Margy walked slowly over to the closet, and took
from behind a pile of shcets on the shelf a blue-silk |
parasol. Then, as if going to her own execution,
went out into the hall, and leaning over the banis-
ters, called “ Bib!”

But no answer carne, and, a moment after, she
heard the rattle of wheels down the road.

“ Very well,” she said; “ like as not she would
have broken it, and faded it all out.”

Mother had bought thcm each a new onc onlya
fortnighc before, and Bib had carelessly leftheison
a chair where it had been sat upon and broken,
since xvhich accident Margy had been in a State of
chronic expectation that she would ask for the loan
of hers. Well, she had asked it and been rcfiised;
but Margy did not fcel exactly comfortahle as she
put it away. Hot tears fell from her eyes as she
tidied up I>oth her own and Bib’s half of the draiver.

“ Bib musses up everything so,” shesaid. “It%s
Just carelessness that makes her lose and hicak her
things. Ifl lend once, 1 might a dozen times. Lef
her calime mean and stingy, and tell Pa, too!—
Flaxie, what do you want?”—six-year-old Flaxie,
with her sunny hair and sweet blue eyes, had come
in and was looking contentedly into the drawer.

“ Fixing your things?” said Flaxie, mildly.
“ Will you picase give me a picture ?” pointiiigw
a pasteijoard box, fillcd with cngravings and ah
sorts of pictures that Margy had cidt out and «as
hoarding up.

She meant to decdrate a table with thcm some
day after a fancy of her own. Sheintended to paste
them on it and varnish thcm over, and thoughtshe
wouid then possess a workofartequal to a mosaic.
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‘No, | tan’t give you onc, Flaxie, for I want

*"|"Vcll, justlct me look at them, pisase, Margy,”
Ipleatieel patient Flaxie; “ I ’ll be vcry careful; |
luonttco” them !~

“ No, not now,” ansivercd Margy, wbo hated to
llini-c them disturbed.  “ Why can'/ you run down-
1siaire and play with Frizzle, like a good girl!”
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this morning. Another mortal gone ! Outunder
thc grasscs and the daisies and the bliic sky they
will soon lay her to rest. The winds will chanta
réquiem over her grave ; the stars will kee)) nightly
watch above her.

“ How sweet to be thus atrest | When | die,
and my palé hands are folded calmly over a pulsc-
less heart, | want tliein lo bury me in a sunny spot,

NOT IN THB JOURNAL.

The disappointcd child turned mcekly away, and
fjain M.rrgy was free to take up licr journal.
“Dear, dear!” she wrote; “ it is all interrup-
lisnthis morning ! Bib just rusbed in to fix to go
father to Mrs. Tozzle’s1 | do wish Bib was
norc ordcrly. | lent her a collar, and | would
lu'c loanccl her my parasol, but she was gone
*lien | called her. But these things are too unini-
Piinant 11 write about. There goes Mr, Morrell,
tileundcrtaker, to Mrs. Riggs’s. Her mother died

VoL. VI,—20.

where the birds trill sweet melodies and green
branches wavc. Over my head 1 want thcm to
plant stainless roses, and on the niarble head-stone
| want graven thc simple words, ‘At Rest!’”

“ Ding-dong!” sounded the dinner-bell, and
Margy, not iinplcased to hear its siimmons, sprang
up with alacrity, laid her journ.i! on the table, ss
Bil> was not thcre to peep within it, and started
hastily for the stairs. But, somehow or other, she
never knew how, her foot slippcd on the top stcp,
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and she went rolling and bumping down the long,
narrow flight, and then lay, a little, giiict heap at
the bottom !

“ Oh,” cried her affrighted mother,
with eolorless face into the hall, “ what
matter?”

Flaxie and Frizzle, filled with consternation, ap-
peared on the sccne and lifted up wailing voices,
and Mrs. Finnigan, all soap-suds and alarm, picked
up the still form.

" Margy is kilicd !'” sobbed Flaxie.

“ Gone deaded !” scrcamed Frizzle.

“ Hush, hush !” said mother, as she helped Mrs.
Finnigan bear the hurt child to the iounge.

A few moments after, Margy opened bewildered
eyes on the fiightened group. The pungent smeli
of the camphor with which her mother was bathing
her head, the chiklrcn’s cries, the palé faces of the
women, terrified her, and a sudden, woful thought
smote her like a dagger !

“ Oh, mother,” she cried, wiidly, « 1 fell!l Did 1
kill myself? Willldie? Oh, I don’t want to die !
| can’t die, niltther !”

The dear mother-arms pressed her closcly ; tho

hastening
is the

mother-voice, hopeful and cheery, re-assuied her. —

“ No, Margy dear, you are not badly hurt, only
stunned somewhat, thank the Lord.”

“ Yes, yees may well say ‘thank the Lord,””
said Mrs. Finnigan, wiping her eyes. “Ef it
hadent bin for his mcrcy, the swate darlin” might
have been Kkilt entirely,” and the good-hearted
woman went thankfuliy back to her toil.

After this, Flaxie and Frizzle ccascd their out-
cries; mother bathed Margy’s swollen shoulder,
and in a short time she felt able to eat her dinner,
and reply in the negative to the children’s solicit-
ous remark, “ Is she hurted very much now ?”

She limped stiffly up to her routn a while latcr,
intent on finishing a sack for Baby Pearl, and,
going to the table for her work-basket, couid not
fail to sec the open Journal, lying beside it. She
read her last sentimental effusion with a burning
blush and an impaticiit ejaculaiion. She remem-
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beved now that in her moment of agoiiizing fe,.|
she had had no thoughts of green grasses w.ivinj
over a sunny hillock, or stainless roses pressiturJ
white hcad-stone, or being “ at rest!” She°s/|
membered only the awful pang that smote li;!
when she thought she must go away from fail--!
and mother, from Flaxie and Frizzle and Pearl~I
go away all alone out of her warm, breathingbl
into the prcsence of her Maker !

“1 have n't written the real truih abom am.l
thing,” she said, leaning over the pagos, aiidl
glancing contcmptuously over her “dear journal. |
“ Now, to-day, | never said I was mad about pu;.|
ting Pearl to sleep. Didn’t want to lcnd Hibanol
thing; was selfisli to Flaxie, and—that stiiff aboatl
dying ! 1know one thing, 1sha’n’t keep ajounull
any more,—not such a onc, anyway,—and l)ibui|
hunt around for this now until she is tired 1”

“ What is burning?” asked the mother, a littltl
anxiousiy, as she carne upstairs a while later lo« |
how Margy fared.

“ Nothing; | 've oijly been making a boiifireofi
my Journal,” answered Margy, looking with
blush toward some charred remnants in the wesli-i
bowl.

“ 1 was sorry to-day whcn Margy told meshol
had burned her journal,” said the minister’s wife" |
him as they sat alone that evening, all the children, j
from liib down, being tucked securely into Ixl.
“ She once or twice rcad me some prett\ extracu
from it, onc especially, about a sunset. | awg-s
thought if anything happened to her | shouid lite|
to keep the book as a memento.”

The minister smiled a queer little sinilc. Per-1
haps he might have kepta journal once, buiofthai |
we are not presumed to know.

“ Margy's burntsuirnal is no loss to her, dear”
he said, inildly, “ for sometimes there is a vastdif-
ference between”ottings and doings.”

The mother aaually looked puzzled a? shf|
touched the cradle-rocker with her foot; bul 1,
think that Margy, had she heard, would have iindci-1
stood. Don’t vou?
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By Frank R. Stockton.

Chapter VII.
MR. CHIPPERTON.

1l TOOK hold of the boat, and pulled the how up
lon ihe beach. Mr. Chipperton looked around at
|mc.

«Why, how do you do ?” said he.

Foran instant 1 could not answer him, | was so
langry, and then | said:

‘What did you ?
Itde our boat away ?”

*Your boat!” he exclaimed, “ Is this your
Iboat: I did n’t know that. But where is my
lboat? Did you see a sail-boat leave here! It is
\er- strange ! remarkably strange ! 1 don’t know
| «hat to make of it.”

T know nothing about a sail-boat,” said |I.
1“1f wec had seen onc leave here, we should have
lgoichomc in her. W hy clicl you take our boat ?”

Mr. Chipperton had now landed.

*‘1carne over here,” he said, “
land daiightcr. We were
men to inanage it. My wife would not come
jothcrwisc. W e carne to seo the light-house, but |

Inot care for light-houscs,— | have seen a grcat
Imanyof them. 1 am passionately fond of the
*Mer. Seeing a small boat here which no one was
using, | let the man conduct my wife and Corny—
tnv d.iughter—up to the light-housc, while | took
h littie row. | know the man. He is very trust-
‘orihy. He would let no harm come to them.
There ivas a pair of oars in the sail-boat, and | took
them, and rowed down the cveek, and thcn went
| the river, below the town ; and, | assui'e
I'yon,sir, | svent a great cleal farther than 1 intended,
| lorthe tide was with me. But it was n’t with me

How did you come to

with my wife
in a sail-boat, with a

coming back, of course, and | had a very hard
lime of it. | thought I ncver should get back.
This boat of yours, sir, seems to be an uncom-
monly hard boat to row.”

“ Against a strong tide, | suppose it is,” said I;
“but | wish you had n’t laken it. Here | have
becn waiting, ever so long, and my friend ”

“Oh! I 'm sorry', too,” interrupted Mr. Chip-
perton, who had been looking about, as if he
cxpccted to see his sail-boat somewhere under the
trees. “ 1can’t imagine what could have become
of my boat, my wife and my child. If | had staid
here, they could not have sailed away without my
knowing it. It would even have bccn better to
go with them, although, as | said before, | don’t
carc for light-houses.”

“ Well,” said I, not quite as civilly as | generally
speak to people older than myself, “ your boat has
gone, that is plain enough. 1suppose, when your
family carne from the light-housc, they thought
you had gone homc, and so went themselves.”

“ That ’s very likely,” said he,—“ very likely,
indeed. Or, it may he that Corny would n’t wait.
She is not good at waiting. She pcrsuaded her
mother to sail away, no doubt. But now, | sup-
pose you will takc me home in your boat, and the
sooner we get off the better, for it is growing late.”

“You need n’t be in a hurry, said I, “ for | am
not going off until my friend comes back. You
gave him a good long walk to the other end of the
island.”

“ Indeed 1"
that?”

Then | told him all about it.

“ Do you think that the flat-boat is likely to be
there yet?” he asked.

said Mr. Chipperton. *“ How was
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“It’s gone long ago !” said 1 ; “ and | 'm afraid
Rectus has lost his way, either going there, or
coming back.”

i said this as much to myself as to my com-
panion, for | had waiked back a littlc, to look up
the path. 1 could not see far, for it was growing
dark. | was terribly worried about Rectus, and
would have gone to look for him, but | was afraid
that if I Icft Mr. Chippcrton, he would go off with
the boat.

Directly Mr. Chipperton setup a yell.

“ Hil hi! hi!” he cried.

I ran down to the pier, and saw a row-boat
approaching.

“Hi!” cried Mr. Chipperton,
Come here! Boatahoy!”

“ We re coming,” shouted a man from the boat.
“Ye nced n’t holler for us.”

And in a few more strokcs the boat touched
land. There were two men in it

“ Did you come for me? ” cried Mr. Chipperton.

“ No,” said the man who had spoken, *“ we
carne for this other party, but | reckon you can
come along.”

“ For me? ” said 1. “ Who sentyou?”

“ Your pardner,” said the man. “ He carne
over in a flat-boat, and he said you was stuck here,
for somebody had stole your boat, and so he sent
us for yon.”

‘““And he ’s over there, is he !'” said I.

“ Yes, he ’s all right, eatin’his supper, | reckon.
Butis n’t this here your boat ?”

“ Yes, it is,” | said, “ and | 'm going home in
it.  You can takc the other man.”

And without saying another word, | pickcd up
my oars, which 1 had brought from thc bushes,
jumped into my boat, and pushed off.

“ 1 reckon you ’re a little riled, aint ye?” said
the man, but | made him no answer, and left him
to explain to Mr. Cliipperton his remark about
stealing thc boat. They set off soon after me,
and we had a race down the creek. “a
little riled,” and | pulled so hard that the other
boat did not catch up to me until we got out into
thc river. Then it passed me, but it did n’t gct to
town much before I did.

The first person | met on the pier was Rectus.
He had had his supper, and had come down to
watch for me. | was so angr)’, that | would not
speak to him. He kept by my side, though, as |
waiked up to the house, excusing himself for going
off and Icaving me.

“ You see, it was n’t any use for me to take that
long walk back there to the creek. | told thc men
of the fix we were in, and they said they’d send
somebody for us, but they thought | ’d better come
along with them, as | was thcre.”

“ come this way !

| ivas
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I had a great mind to say something licrc bcj
I did n’t.

“ It would n’t have done you any good for meigl
come back through the woods, in the dark, TI*I
boat would n’t get over to you any fasicr. Ytn|
see, if there 'd been any good at all in it, livorij
have come back—but there was n’t.”

All this might have been very true, but I rcmera.l
bered how | had sat and waiked and thought andi
worried about Rectus, and his explanation did mtl
no good.

When | reachcd the house, | found that ourl
landlady, who was one of the very best women inl
all Florida, had saved me a splendid supper—hoil
and smoking. 1 was hungry enough, and I
enjoycd this meal, until there did n’t seem to bea|
thing lcft. | felt in a better humor thcu. and |
hunted up Rectus, and wc talkcd along as ifl
nothing had happened. It was n’t easy lo keepl
mad with Rectus, because he did n’t gct mad liim-l
self. And, besides, he had a good deal of rcasoii|
on his side.

It was a lovely evening, and pretty nearly nll iliel
people of IThe town werc out-of-doors. Rectus andi
1took a walk around thc “ Plaza,”—a public squartl
planted thick with live-oak and pride-of-Indial
trees, and with a moniiment in the center «iiti al
Spanish inscription on it, stating how the king oi|
Spain once gave a very satisfactory chartcr lo ltiel
town. Rectus and | agreed, however, that «e|
would rather have a pride-of-India tree, lliau a|
charter, as far as we were concerned. These tretsl
have on them long bunches of blossoms, nliiclil
smell deliciously.

“ Now, then,” said I, “ 1 think it ’s about time]
for USto be moving along. 1’m beginniug to feel ]
about that Corny family as you do.”

“ Oh, I only objected to the girl,” said Rectus |
in an off-hand way.

“ Well, | object to the father,” said I. “ 1 think]
we 've had enough, anyway, of fatheis and daugh-
ters. i hope the next couple we fall in with will]
be a mother and a son.”

“ W hat’s thc next placo on the bili?” asked]
Rectus.

“ Well,” said I, “ we ought to take a tripup]
the Oclawaha River. That s one of the things D
do. It will take us two or three days, and we can |
leave our baggage here and come hack again.
Then if we want to stay, we can, and if we dont, |
we need n’t.”

“ All right,” said Rectus.
morrow.”

The next morning, | went to buy the Oclawalia
tickets, while Rectus staid home to pack up our
hand-bags, and, 1 believe, to sew some butlons dfi
his ciothes. He could sew buttons on so strongly |

“Lct s be office|
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[hey would never come off again,
hrndn? the piece out with them.

The licket-office was in a small store, where you

»|d ect any kind of alligator or sea-bean com-
kMtion that the mind could dream of. We had
rtnin there before to look at the things. | found

Il .asinluck, for the store-keeper told me that it
I not ofien that people could get berths on the
|;.,JeOclawaha steamboats without engaging them
L,.e dais ahead; but he had a couple of state-
IL,as left, for the boat that left Pilatlca the next
I"v | took one room as quick as lightning, and
libad just paid for the ticketswhen Mr. Chipperton
land Corny walked in.

-Howd’ye do?” said he, as cheerfully as it he
tol nevor gone off with another fellow’s boat.
"Biiring tickets for the Oclawaha?”

| liad to say yes, and then he wanted to know

|.hcn wc were going. | wasn’t very qu.ck to
Imivcre but the store-keeper said:
'He’s just laken the last room but one in the
Iboal that Icavces Pilatka to-morrow morning.”
And when do you leave here lo catch that
Iboat,” said Mr. Chipperton.
“Tiliaafternoon,—and stay all night at Pilatka.
“Oh fatherl father!” cried Corny, who liad
|bcen swnding «ith her eyes and cars wide open,
lillthiitime, “ let'sgo! Ict’sgo!”
believe 1 will,” said Mr. Chipperton,— |
believe | will.  You say you have one more room.
Alright. | ’ll take it. This will be very pleas.mt,
|indeed,” said he, turning to me. “ It will be quite
lapariy. It’s ever so much better to go to such
pliccsin a party. We *ve been thinking of going
forsome time, and | ’m so glad 1 happened in here
1w Good-bye. Wc ’ll sce you this afternoon at
Idicdepot,” o1

Ididn’t say anything about being particularly
-lad, but just as 1 left the door, Corny ran out

| after nio.

«Do you think it would be any good to take a
fishing-linc?” sbe cried.

* Giicss you 'd better,” I shoiited back, and then
Iraa home, laugliing.

Here are the tickets!” ! cried out 10 Rectus,
«=and we 've got to be at the stdtion by four o’clocli
| hsafternoon. There ’s no backing out, now.”

’AVho wants to back out ?” said Rectus, looking
npfrom his trunk, into which he had been diviiig:
scan’t say,” | answered. “ But | know one

| pcnon who wont back out.”

“Who's that?”
1'Corny,” said I.

Rectus stood up.

“Cor 1” he exclaimed.

Ny,” said 1, “ and fathcr and mother. They took
ik oniy room left,—engaged it while | was there.”

without
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“ Can’t we sell our tickets ?” asked Rectus.

“ Don’t know,” said I. “ But what s the good?
Who ’s going to be afraid of a girl,—or a whole
family, for that matter. We ’re in for it now.”

Rectus didn’t say anything, but his expression
saddened.

Wc had studied out this trip the night before,
and knew just what we had to do. We first went
from St. Aiigustine, on the sea-coast, to Tocoi, on
lhe St. John’s River, by a railroad fifteen miles
long. Then we took a stcamboat up the St. John’s
to Pilatka, and the ncxt morning left for the Ocla-
waha, which nms into the St. John’s about twcnty-
five miles above, on the other side of the river.

We found the Corny family at the station, all
right, and Corny immediately informed me that
she had a fishing-line, but did n’t bring a pole,
because her father said he could cut her one, if it
was needed. He didn’t know whether
“ throw-out ” fishing or not, on that river.

There used to be a wooden railroad here, and the
cars were pulled by mules. It was probably more
fon to travcl that way, but it took loiiger. Now
they have Steel rails and everything that a regular
groivn-up railroad has. We knew the engineer,
for Mr. Cholott had iiitroduced ns to him one day,
on the club-house wliarf. He was a first-rate fellow,
and let us ride on the engine. | didn’t believe, at
first, that Rectiiswoiild do this; but there was only
onc passenger car, and after the Corny family got
into that, he did n’t hesitate a minute about the
engine.

We had a splendid ride. We wecnt slashing
along through the woods the whole way, and as
neither of us had ever ridden on an engine before,
we made the best of our time. Wc found out what
every crank and liandle was for and kept a sharp
look-out ahead, through tho little wiiulows in the
cab. If we liad caught an alligator on the cow-
catcbei, the thing would have lieen complete. The
engineer said therc used to be alligators along by
the road, in the swampy places, but he guesscd the
engine had frightcned most of ihcin away.

The trip didn’t take foriy minutes, so we liad
scarcely time to Icarn the wbolc art of engine-
driving, but we were very glad to have liad the
ride.

W e found the steamboat waiting for us at Tocoi,
which is such a little place that I don’t believe
eilher of us noliced it, as we hurried aboard. The
St. Jolin’s is a splendid river, as wide as a young
lakc; but we did not have much time lo scc it, as
it grew dark pretty soon, and the supper-bcll rang.

We rcached Pilatka pretty early in the evening,
and there we had to stay all night. Mr. Chipper-
lon told me, confidentially, that he thought this
whole arrangement was a scheme to make money

it was
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out of travelers. The boat >w were iii ought to
have kepton and laken us up the Oclawaha; “ but,”
said he, “ | suppose that would n’t suit the hotel-
keepers- | expect they divide the protits with the
boats.”

By good luck, I thought, the Corny family and
ourselves svcnt to different Hotels to spcnd the
night. When 1 congratulated Reetus on this fact,
he only said;

“ It don't matter foronc night.
all bad enough to-morrow.”

And he was right. W lien wc went down to the
wharfthe next morning to find the Oclawaha boat,
the first persons we saw were Mr. Chipperton, with
his wife and daughtcr. They were standing, gazing
at the steainboat which was to take us on our trip.

“Is n’t this a funny boat ?” said Corny, as soon
as she saw us. It luas a very funny boat, It was
not much longer than an ordinary tug, and quite
narrow, but was built up as high as a two-story
house, and the wheel was in the stern. Rectus
compared her to a river wheelbarrow.

Soon after we were on board, she started off. and
thecn we had a goocl chance to see the St. John’s.
W e had been down to look at the river before, for
we got up very early and walked about the town.
Il is a pretty sort of a new place, with wide streets
and some handsome houses. The people have
orange groves in their gardens instead of potato-
patches,—as we have up north. Before we started,
we hired a rifle.  Wc had bcen told that thcre was
plenty of game on the river, and that most gentle-
men who took the trip carried guns. Rectus wanted
to get two rifles, but | thought one was enough.
Wc could take turns, and | knew | ’d feel safer if
| had nothing to do but to keep my eye on Rectus
while he had the gun.

Thcre wcre not many passengers on board, and
indeed theie was not room for more ihan twenty-
five or thirty. Most of them who could fInd places
sat out on a littie upper deck, in front of tho main
cabin, which was in tho top story. Mrs. Chipper-
ton, however, staid in the saloon, or dining-room,
and looked out of the Windows. She was a quict
woraan, and had an air as if she had to act as shaft-
horse for the team, and was pretty well used to
Holding back. And I reckon she had a good deal
of it 10 do.

Onc party attracted our attention as soon as we
wcnt aboard. It was made up of a lady and two
gcnticmen-liunters.  The lady was n’t a hunter,
but she was dressed in a suitable costiime to go
about with fellows who had on hunting-clothes.
The men wore long jellow ljoots that carne ever so
far up their legs, and they had on all che bells and
hunting fixings that the law allows. The lady wore
yellow glovcs to match the men’s boots. As we

We il calch ’em
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were going up the St. John’s, the two mcn stroils
aljout, in an easy kind of a way, as if thc)- wanted
US to undei-stand that this sortof tiiing «-as noailiin«
to them. They wcre uscd to it, and could weat
that style of boots every day if they wanted Ig
Rectus called thcm “ the yellow-legged pariy,"
wiiich was n’t a bad namc.

After stcaming about twenty-five miles up de
St. John’s River, we went in cidése to the western
shoie, and then made a sharp turn into a narroiv
opening ljetween the tail trees, and saikd tight
into the forest.

Chapter VIII.

THE STEAMBOAT IN THE FOREST.

W e were in a narrow river, where the tall trees
met overhead, while their lower branchcs and the
smalier trees bvushcd against the littie boat asit
steamed along. This was che Oclawaha Rii ci, and
Rectus and | thought it was as good as fairy-land.
W e stood on the bow of the boat, which wasn't
two feet alaove the water, and took in every thing
there ivas to see.

The river wound around in among the great
trees, so that we seldom could scc rnore thau a fe«
liuiidred yards ahead, and every turn we made
showed us some new picture of green trees and
hanging moss and glimpses into the heart of the
forest, while everything was reflectcd in the river,
svhich was as quiet as a looking-glass.

“ Talk of theaters !” said Rectus.

“ No, don’t !” said I.

At this moment we both gave a littie jump, fora
gun went off just bchind us. We turned .iroimd
quickly and saw that the tall yellow-legs had just
fired at a big bird. He did n't hit it.

“ Helio i” said Rectus, “ we’d better gct our
gun. The game isbeginning to show itself.” And
off he ran for the rifle.

I did n’t know that Rectus had such a blooa-
thirsty style of mind ; but there were a good muny
things about him that | did n’t know. Whcn lie
carne back, he loaded the rifle, which was a iutle
breech-loador, and began cagcrly looking about
for game.

Corny had been on Che upper deck; bul ina
minute or two she carne tunning out to us.

“Oh! do you know,” she called out,
there are alligators in this river?
they could crawl up into the boat ?
near shoi-e sometimes.
hope 1’1l see one soon.”

“ Well, keep a sharp lookout, and perhaps you
may,” said 1

She sat down on a box near the edge of the dock
and peered into the water and along the shorc &

“ that
Do you think
W c go awfiiHy
Thcy sleep on shorc. Ido
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1 ( « lad bcen sent there to watch for breakevs
1 Fvcry now and tlien she screamed out:
Tl.»e! Ther. ! Therei"

¢ ...t .was generally a log, or a reflect.on, or
Jdiiugelse that was not anM I~ ator.

h mrt Oithe channel flowed so near one shore

1t WnrdUCCK, o 1 ' ,
IErginv to the yellow-legged ,oarty, crouch and
herMiii as if some wood-demon had stuck a hand
Into lite boat and madc a grab for their bonnets.

Tliis commotion every now and then, aiid ihe
Umost continua! reports from the guns on board,
3 Cornv's screams when she thought she saw an
Llligaior, madc the scenc quite,lively.

lectus and | took a turn every half-hour a t,
I rifle It was really a great deal more agreeable tu
jookoutat the beautiful pictures that carne up beféte
Bevery few minutes ; but as we had thc gun, we
coddn’thelp keeping up a watch for game, besides

“Thcte'” | whispered to Rectus; see tha
(Ebird ! on that limb ! Take a crack at him !

It was a rvater-turkey, and he sat placidly on a
lirab closc to the vvater’s edge, and about a boats
Icneih aliead of US.

Rectus took a good aim. He slowly turned as
thc boat approached the bircl, keeping his aim upon
him, and then he fired.

The walcr-turkey stuck out hts long, snake-like
neckand said :

“Qtiee 1 Qiiee ! Quee!”

vl Ilieu he van along tbe limb quite gayly.

“Baiig' Bang !” went the guns of the yellow-
legs, and the turkey actually stopped and looked
back. Then he said:

“Queo! Queet” again, and ran in among tlie
thick Ica\es.

| bdicve | could havc hit him with a stone.

‘Tt don’t seem to be any use,” said Mr. Chip-
nenon, who was standing behind us, “ to fire at
thc birds along this river. They know just what
todo. 1'm almost sure | saw that bird wink. U
vouldn't surprise me if the fellows that own the
rifles are in conspiracy with these birds. They let
out rifles that wont hit, and the birds know it, and
sitthcre and laugh at the passengers. Why, 1telt
vou, sir, if the people who travcl up and down this
river were all regular shooters, there would nt be a
bird kft in six months.”

At this moment Corny saw an alhgator,-a real
one. It was lying on a log, near shore, and just
abead of the boat. She set up such a yell that it
made every one of usJurap, and her mother carne
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rushing out of the saloon tq scc if she was dcad.
Tlie alligalor. which was a good-sized fello«', was
so scared that he just slid off his log without takmg

time to get dccently awake, and before any one but
Rectus and myself had a chance to seeit. lhe

cfic:™ -:ffe;eV ee.hehco,a he.ee
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Corny now went up on the upper deck, because
she thought that she might seo alligatovs farther
aheacl if she got up higher. In five minutes, she
had her hat taken off by a branch ofa trce which
swept upon her, as she was leaning over the rai .
She called to the pilot to stop thc boat and go back
for her hat, but the captain, who was up m the

rcckoned
she ’cPRg\S/c’t% wait until they camc back, The hat
would hang there for a day or two. Corny madc
no answer to this, but disappearecl mto thc saloon.

In a little while, she carne out on the lower cleck
wearing a scal-skin hat.  She brought a “too w,th
her and put it near the bow of the boat, a Intlc in
front and on one side of the box on which Rectus
and | were sitting. Then she sat quietly down and
vased out ahead. The seal-skin cap was rather too
warm for the day, perhaps, but she looked vcry
pretty in it

Directly, she looked around at us.

“ Where do you shoot alligators?” said she.

“ Anywhere, where you may happen to see them,
said 1, laughing, “ On the land, in the water, or
whcrevertheymaybe.”

“ | mean in what partof theivbodies .

“Oh!in thc eye,” ! answered.

“ Either eye?” she asked.

“Yes; itdon’t matter which.
going to hit thcm?”

“ | ’ve got a revolver,” said she.

And she turned around like the turrct of an iron-
clad, until the muzzle of a big sevcn-shootcr poinled

said she.

But how are you

m i Snsciencc !” | exclaimed, “ where did you
eet that? Don’t point it this way i”
“Oh" it’s father’s. He let me have it.

I am
eoing to shoot the first alligator | see. You neednt

be afraid of my scrcaming this time,” and she re-
volved back to her former position.

“ One good thing,” said Rectus to me in a low
voice, “ her pistol isn’t cocked,”

| had noticed this, and | lioped also tltat it wasnt

Which eye do you shut?” said Corny, turning
suddenly upon us.
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“ Both!” said Rectus.

She did not answcr, but looked at me, and | told
her to shut her lefteyc, but to be very particular not
to turn around again without lowering her pistol.

Sheresumed her former position, and we breathcd
a little easier, although I thought that it might be
well for USto go to some other part of the boat until
she had finished her sport.

| was about to suggest this to Rectus, when siid-

“DANiG) ISAXC ( HAN'G)

dcnly Corny sprang lo her feet, and began blazing
away at something ahead. Bang! bang! bang!
she went, sevcn times,

“ Why, she dicl n’t stop once to cock it1” cried
Rectus, and | was amazed to see hotv slie had fired
so rapidly. But as soon as t had coiinted sevcn, |
stepped up toherand took her pistol. She cxpinined
to me how it worked. It was one of those pistols
in which the same puli of the trigger jerks up the
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hammer and lets it down,—the most unsafe thin»l
that any one can cany.

“ Too bpd!” she exclaimed, *“ 1believe it
only a log ! But wont you picase load itiipagjjJ
forme? Here are some cartridges.” |

“ Corny !” said I, “ how would you like- lo lu®
our rifle ? It will be better than a pistol for you."

She agreed, instantly, to this exchange,aiid 11
showed her how to hold and manage the gun. i\

SBVEN TJMBS."

did n’t think it was a very good thing for a girl lo
have, but it was a great dcal safer than the pisiol
for the people on board. The iatter | put iii my
pocket.

Corny made one shot, but did no execution.
The other gunners on buard had bccn firing away,
for some lime, at two little birds that kept ahead of
us, skiinming along over the water, just out nfreach
of the shot that was sent scattcring after them
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Llihink it’s a shame,” said Corny, *
L iittle birds as that. They can’t eat 'em.”
J,if,'o"said I; “and they can’t hit’em either,
ihichisagrea' deal belter.”
i But very soon after this, the shorter yellow-
|,,ed man did hit a bird. It was a water-turkey,
Uriiad been sitting on a tree, just as we turned a
The big bird spread out itswings, made a
Leiul flultcr, and fell into the underbrush )y the

to shoot

“Wont they stop to gct him?” askcd Corny,
Lihl'or eyes open as wide as they would go.
| One of the hands was standing by, and lie

“Stop the boat when a man shoots a ]b'u]ds h
stoti not. And there is n’t anybody that would
nnio all that underbrush and water only fora
dlike that, anyway.”

*Well, 1 think it ’s murder,” cncd Corny. 1
lhouiht they ate ’em. Here! Take your gun.
J'mmuchobliged; but I don’t want to Kkill things
ioatosec them fall down and die.”

1took the gun very willingly,—although 1 did
Lolthink that Corny would injure any birds with

| asked her what she thought about alliga-
los. She certainiy liad not supposed that they
icie killed for flod.

"Alligators are wild beasts/’ she saicl.
ne mv pistol. 1 am going to take

‘ Give
it back to
blher.”

And away slic weut. Rectus and 1 did not keep

lup our rifle practice much longer. We could n’t
I k aiwthing, and the thought that if we should
rround 01 kill a bird, it would beofno earthly good
Ito B or anybody else, made us follow Corny’s
itninple, and we put away our gun- But the othcr
Ifuiiners did not stop. As long as daylight lasted
liceaseless banging was kept up.
I we wore sitting on the forward deck looking out
litihcbciuitiful scenes through which we were pass-
lin;. and occasionally turning back to see that none
i(fitie gunners postecl themselves where they might
Imake our positions uncomfortable, when Corny
|ame back to us.

"Can eithcr of you speak French ?” she asked.

Rectus could n’t; but I told her that | under-
Isusxl the languagc tolcrably well, and asked her
|«bvshe wished to know.

1ITt’sjust this,” she said. “ You see those two
Imtn with yellow boots and ihc lady with thcm?
I ~e's one of their wivcs.”

I "How many wLves have they got?” interrupted
Rectus, speaking to Corny almost for the first lime.

"I mean she is the wife of one of them, of

course,” she answered, a liltlc sharply, and then

Voy,.-vo,. cet homu.
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she turned herself somewhat more toward me.
“ And the whole set try to make out they're
French, for they talk it nearly all the time. But
they 're not French, for 1 heard thcm talk a good
deal better English than they can talk French ;
and every time a branch nearly hits her, that lady
sings out in regular English. And, bcsides, | know
that their French isn’t French French, because |
can understand a great deal of it, and if it was, |
couid n’t do it. | can talk French a good deal
better than | can understand it, anyway. The
French people jumble everything upso, that I can’t
make head or tail of it. Father says he don’t
wonder they have had so many revolutions when
they can’t speak their own language more distinctly.
He tried to learn it, but did n’t keep it up long,
and so | took lessons. For when we go to France,
one of us ought to know how to talk, or we shall
be cheated dreadfully. Well, you see over on the
titde dock, up there, is that gentlernan wilh his
wife and a voung lady, and they’re a!l traveling
together, and these raake-believc French people
have been jabbering about them ever so long,
thinking that nobody else nn board undei-stands
French. But I listcned to them. | could n’t make
out all they said, but 1 could tell that they were
saying all sorts of things about those other people,
and trying to settle which lady the gentlernan was
married to, and tliey made a big mistakc, too, for
they said the small lady was the one.”

“ How do you know they were wrong ?” | said.

“Why, | wentto the gentlernan and asked him.
| guess he ought to know. And now, if you’l
come up there, |1 d just like to show those people
that they can’t talk outloud about the other passen-
gers, and have nobody know what they ’re saying.”

“You want to go there and talk French, so as
to show them that you understand it?” said I.

“Yes,” answered Corny; “that’sjustit.”

“ All right; come along,” said 1. “ They may
be glad to lind out that you know what they’re
talking about.”

And so we all went to the upper deck, Rectus as
willing as anybody to see the fun.

Corny seatcd herself on a littie stool near the
vellow-legged party. the mcn of which had put
down their guns for a time. Rectus and | sat on
the forward railing near her. Directly she cleared
her throat, and then, after looking about her on
each side, said to me, in very clislinct tones ;

“ Voy-ege vfiws ceU homniy elises ducksfemmys
seelahf" o,

| carne near roaring out laughing, but 1managea
to keep my face slraight, and said : “ oid.

“Wecll, then,—I donk

mean Beau lah peetit

you .ho. r'wu. «nd .1ioso iwo « .ce., .l.ero?
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Jentmy nestpah lakfemmy due hommy. Lah oter
fem my este sahfcm my."*

At this, thirc was no Holding in any longer. |
burst out laughing, so that | carne near falling off
therailingi Rectus laughed because | did; thc
gentleman with the wife and thc young lady laughed
madly, and Mr. Chipperton, who carne out of the
saloon on hcaring the uproar, laughed quite cheer-
fuliy, and asked what it was all about. But Corny
did n’t laugh. She turned around short to see
what effect her speech had had on the vyellow-
legged party. It had a good deal of effect. They

FELL’o WSIIIP.

she knew. Her motherheld her back a goed cel,
no doubt; but her father seemed more like a boy. \
companion than anything clse, and if Coniy h4ji
n’t been a very smart girl, she would have liecnj |
pretty bad kind of a girl by this time. Bul g
was n’t anything of thc sort, aithough she didi
and say cvcrything that carne into her head tosav |
or do. Rectusdid notagree with me about Cornv
He did n’t like her.

When it grew dark, I thought we should sit"
somewherc for the night, for it was hard enough
for the boa”to twist and squeeze herself alongthe

‘VOV-E22 VOWS CGTT HOMMY HTT SRS DUCKS rEHKYS

reddened and looked at us. Then they drew their
chairs closer together and turned their backs to us.
W hat they thought, we never knew; but Corny
declared to me afterward that they talkcd no more
French,—at least when she wns about.

The gentleman who had been the subject of
Corny's French discourse called her over tohim,
and the four had a gay talk together. | heard
Corny tell them that she never could pronounce
French in the French way. She pronounced it just
as it was spelt, and her father said that ought to be
the rule with every langiiagc. She had never had
a regular teacher; but if people laughed so much
al the way she talked, perhaps her father ought to
get her onc.

1likcd Corny better the more | knew of her. It
was easy to see that she had taught herself all that

*"BUn ricHE. la/etH M C n'estﬁas jalentrnc du homim.
wjfe of the man. 'ihe olher woman b

g La anire/emntettisa/em m e ." IN
iswlUe. [Of course, the French in ihis, and ihe prcceding, foounoic is Comy”s,—F nb AiTHOR-I

river in broad daylight. She bumped against hig
trees that stood on the edgc of the streain, ad
swashed through bushes that stuck out too fa
from the banks ; butshe was built for buinping ad
scratching, and did n’t mind it. Sometimes, %
would turn around a cérner, and make a shortcut
through a whole piantation of lily-pads and spaltet-
docks,—or things like them,—and she would
scrape over a sunken log as casily as a wagon
wheel rolis over a stone. She drew only two fed
of watei-, and was flat-liottomed. When she made
a very short turn, the men had to piish hersicm
around with polcs. Indeed, there was a man wiii
a polc at thc bow a good deal of the time, ad
sometimes he had more pushing off to do than ke
could manage by himself.

When Mr. Chipperton saw what tight places«

ihen, the Iltlle woman Isrici



A JOLLY

i <10sqvieeze through, he admitted that it was
t proper not to try to bring tlic big steamboats

Ip hete.

‘Lut’thc boat.did n’t stop. She kept right on.

Lhe hall to go a hundred and forty miles up that
Urow river, and if she made tho whole trip from
bilaika and back in two days, sbe had no time to
So, ivlien it was dark, a big iron box was set

I on top of the pilot-house, and a firc was built
in ii Gipino-kiiots and bits of fat pine. This blazed
Tfirely, and lighted up the river and the trees on

«h side, and sometimes thrcw out such a light
Itiiai «0 could see quite a distance ahead.

,dvcanic out to see the wonderful sight. It was

more like fniry-land than ever. W hen the fire died
toa a little, the distant scenery seemcd to fadc
X*av and hccome indistinct and shadowy, and the
1;TMi trees slood up like their own ghosts all around
|us: nnd then, when frcsh knots were thrown in,
lihc firc ivould blaze up, and the whole scene would
Ibeligliicd tip again, and every tree and bush, and
lalmost eiery leaf, along the water’s edge would be
lipiKd iviih light, while everything was reflected in
lihe smiiotli, glittering water.

Rectus and | could hardly go in to siipper, and
luc got through the meal in short order. We
1501/out on dock until after eleven o’clock, and
|Corn> staid with us a good part of the time. At
Ilisi. iicr father carne down after her, for they were
lall going to bed.

«This is a grand sight,” said Mr. Chipperton.

Mneversaw anything toequal itin any transforma-
ilion sceiicat a thcater. Someofour theater-pcoplc
lought to come down here and study it up, so as to

tup something of the kind for exhiloition in the
| cities."

just Ix-fore we went into bed, our steam-whistle
Ibegan lo .sound, and away off in the depths of the
liorcst we could hear every now and then another
livistlc.  The captain told us that thcrc was a boat
| Corning down the river, and that she would soon
Ipass W& The river did not look wide enough for
| ikoboats; but when the other whistle sounded as
lifitwere quite near, we ran our boat ciése into
Ishore among the spatterclocks in a little cove, and
I'vaited there, leaving the channel for the other

1 boat.

Directiy, it carne around a curve just ahead of us,

Every-
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and truly it was a splendid sight. The lower part
of the boat was all lighted up, and the fire was
blazing away graiidly in its iron box, high up in
the air.

To see such a glowing, sparkling apparition as
this come sailing out of the depths of the dark for-
est, was grand ! Rectus said he felt like bursting
into poetry ; but he did n’t. He was n't much on
rhymes. He had opportunity eiiotigh, though, to
get up a pretty good sized poem, for we were kept
awake a long time after we went to bed by the
boughs of the trees on sliore scratching and tap-
ping against lhe outsidc of our slate-room.

When we wcnt out on deck next morning the
first person we saw was Corny holding on to the
flag-staff at the bow and looking over the edge of
the deck into the water.

“ What are you looking at?” said I, as we wcnt
up to her.

“ See there 1” she cried. “ Seethat turtle! And
those two fishes1 Look 1 look !”
Wec did n’t iieed to be told twice to look. The

water was just as clear as crystal, and you could see
the bottom everywherc, even in the deepost places,
with the great rocks covered with some glittering
green substance that looked like enierakl slabs,
and the fish and turtles swiniming about as if they
thought thcre was no one looking at them.

1could n’t understand how the water had become
so clear ; but I was told that we had left the river
proper and were now in a strcam that flowed from
Silver Spring, which was the end of our voyage into
the cypress woods. The water in the spring and
in this streain was almost tiansparent,— very diffcr-
ent from the regular water of the river.

About ten o'clock, we reached Silver Spring,
which is like a little lakc, with some hoiises on the
bank. We made fast at a.wharf, and, as we were
to stop here some hours, everybody got ready lo
go ashore.

Corny was the first one leacly. Her mother
thought she ought not to go, but her father said
thcre was no harm in it

“ If she does,” said Mrs. Chipperton, “she'1t
get lierself into some sort of a predicamcnt before
she comes back.”

| found that in such a case as this Mrs. Chipper-
ton was generally right.

(Ti* ~ coHiinueii.)
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By Mariana

No more the birds, ¢es oiseaux, sing;
N The trees, ¢es arbres, tlieir leaves have lost;
See snow, ca neige, o’er every thing,
And feel 1a gele'e, or the frost.
L'Hiver, the Winter, now has come,
Bringing us Noel, Christmas day.
Les i-uisseaux, brooks, with ice are dumb,
And in the snow ¢es enfants play.

POL1lY HER

By Wm. .M.

It was Polly’s,—whatevcr anybody may say, for
she baited the trap and set it, and caught the httle
fellow, and fed him nftenvard, and named him lohn
Henry.

He was a young rat, not much bigger than—
well, not much bigger than a goose's egg, which
everybody knows the size of, of course. He was
soft and silky, delicate shades of slate color losing
themselves in the tcnderest shades of gray, and a
tail about the size of a bran, span, new slate-pen-
cil,—and such ears ! Tliey looked like littie brown
shells, in which was the daintiest shade of pink, and
they were so thin that Polly coukl see the light
shming through them. As for John Henrv’s eyes
they were no better iooking than two jet black-no,
black jet be.tds, and they twinkicd, and twinlded,
and twinklcd. Such liands as John Henry had!
Delicate littie fingers, about as big around as tifie
zephyr needles, and about as long as Poliy’s eve-
lashes. r

I have drawn John Henry’s portrait carefully,
because he was for some time quite an important
ineiiiber of our family, and Polly’s chief pet. He
was a baby rat wlien she caught him in the cage-
like trap, but he grew wonderfuily, and became
very tame. He must have been in the trap for
some time when Polly diseovered him, for he was
nearly starved; liis lumger made him lose all
fear and takc food directly from Polly’s hand, and
Polly ied him with all soits of nice things,—bits of
cakc, pieces of meat, sciaps of cheese, and finally
toppcd off the fine meal with a thiinble-full of milk,

)

POLLY HERSEy’s

L’HIVER:

PET.

WINTER SONG,

Slade.

).

Décembre, Decembei-, Janvier,
Or Januavy, these are two
Of Winter’s moiuhs, then Février,
The short month, and our Winter 's iitohel
So let the ieaves, les/einlles, fly; f*
Southward, au Suel, the birdiings go;
They 'll back again come, by and by,
Wlicn Spring, le Printeinps, melts tlic sno«.

SEY’S PET.

f. Round.

wliich he dranic so greedily that we could see hioil

sweihng wisibly before our wery eyes.” f

And from that day—when sitting up on liis hind-L
legs and wasli.ng his dainty littie hands ivith vs\
pmk httle tongue, he looked into Poily’ face aiidi
saw the goodness thcre—he and she became fas
friends, Polly was n’t afraid of him,—not a hit
She would put her hands into the trap and stroks
his ratship’s back, and even ticklc his eais «itl
his taii, without remonstrance. John Henry giow
mmer and tamer. He would run and find Polk
m any part of the house if she called him. and Ii
would search Polly’s pockets for swcetineats, jad
sometimes he would crawl into the deptiis of iio
cioak pockets, nestle down thcre among tliu glora
and the handkerchief, and take a nap. Vouw
Polly’s cloak lumg just over the hall rcgisier, ad
was always wann and comfortahle.

One Sunday morning, just as Polly was sl.trting |
for Sunday-school in all the glory of her new sa-
skin cioak, it began lo rain, and as a nettingb
rather bad for fur, Aunt Elinor was forccd lo in1
sist on Polly's changing her new cloak for her oV
one.

The idea,” said Polly, “of anybody Wcaritij|
an every-day cloak to Sunday-school!  Xobodv
ever hcard of such a thing. 1shall be ashamedall
the time.”

But Aunt Neil insisted, and so Polly made the|
best of it, and off she went, brushing a grcat teat-
drop from her eye as she shut the door.

It was late when Polly reached the Sunday-
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and the Services had begun.
Istsinging. Polly took her place in her class as
jiickly as could, and got settled just in time
r we Snpcrintendent’s prayer. The school was
-Vquiet; it was a very good school, and you
jiglii havc hcard a pin drop wliile M r.----------- was
tnin". Polly had bowed her head with the
Slandwas trying to understand every word of the
fver, when the little girl next to her shrieked,
L'tiien another little girl shrieked, and then all
te little girls of Polly’s class jumped up on the

They were
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they were after, and what it ail was about; and
she opened her cycs very wide at such a confusion
in Sunday-school. She had just made up her
mind that it must be a rat, when he jumped right
out from behind thc book-case. Polly saw him,
and gave a littlc cry.

“ My, my,” she said, “ itis john Henry !”

And sure enough it was, and Polly caught him
easily enough, poor little fellow, all I>ruised and
bleeding, and frightened almost to death. And
Polly rolled him up in her pockct handkcrchief,

"SUCH CONFUSION IN SUNDAY-SCHOOL!

lenchcs, and then the teacher screamed, and then
flie boys in the next class began to say : “ There
7' goes. Heve he is—under this bench. No, he
piit; he’s out in the aislé,”—all speaking right
m in .Sunday-school, and flinging Sunday-school
woks and hats and anything else they could lay
lliands on, at something on the floor. They made
I®cli ariimpus that nobody knew when thc Super-
lintcndent said “ Amen;” but presently he was
Ismong thcm with a cafie, jabbing it under settecs
*Md under the book-cases, and anywhere else that
jbs could jab it under. Then thc sexton carne
Imib a poker, and he and the Supcrintendent rat-
jtitdand banged away like cvcrything.

Polly was bewildered,—she did n’t know what

and waiked out of school, with a sense of personal
injury on her face such as 1 never saw before.

“The idea,” she said, “ ofbeing afraid of John
Henry 17

And poor John Henry was sick for a long time
afteru’'ard. He never wanted to go to Sunday-
school again, you may be sure. And you may be
equally sure that the Superintcnclent did n’t want
him thcre. Polly bandaged him, and bathcd his
biuiscd nose, and fcd him on spoon-food for some
days, and to the delight of her dear little heart,
John Henry recovered. He isnow a very dignified
and gray oid rat, and Polly says he winks know-
ingly, as much as to say “ Rather not,” whenever
he hears Sunday-school mcntioned.
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By Arlo

HE game of déminos has
never had very greatpop-

° iilarity in America, and,
indeed, has not received
the attention that it de-
serves. Less laborious

than chess, and less exdting than cards, it still has

a very pleasant mingling of the skill and chance of
both. In Prussia, grave oid gentleraen will sit for
hours over a game ofdomines, playing each piece
with as much deliberation as if they were handling
chess-men.

Happening to be boarding, through a long con-
valescence, with somc friends who had somewhcrc
learncd the game of “ Bid,” we invented two others,
and all three ofthe gantes we played are descrilaecl
below, AIll are founded upon the principies of
difierent gantes at cards, and vary considerably from

the oid “ Muggins,” “ Bergen Game,” etc.

"B id.”

This game may be played by not less than two
or more than five persons. The domines are
reckoned in siiits from the doubiet downward.
Thus, in the suit of sixes, the double-six is the high-
est, the six-fivc next, the six-four, six-three, etc., to
the six-blank. In fives, the double-five, five-six,
five-four, etc. In blanks the double-blank, blank-
six, blank-five, etc. Observe that all the pieces
excepting the doublets count in two suits.

The game is thirty-two,—one being counteci for
each trick taken when a Itid is successful,—and five
tricks make a hand.

The déminos having been propcrly shufflcd, five
are dealt to each player. The one at the dcalcr’s
left then “ bids” for tricks. That is, out of the five
tricks which make tlie hand he ofiers to take a cer-
tain numbcr. If he bids for less than five, the
player on his lefi has the privilege of overbidcling
him. Wlioeverbidsforthe highest number of tricks
chooses the trumps, and Icads. All déminos cxccpt-
ing trumps cali suitto the end having most spots, all
trumps being played and called in the suit oftrumps
instoad of their own. A player is obliged to follow
smt svhen he has it.  Doublets, being the highest
in their respective suits, if led, can only be takcn by
trunips, If played, however, they do not take a
trick, unless in suit to the larger end of the picce
led. Trumps and domines led are taken by a picce
higher in their respective suits.

The person making trumps must take all the

DOMINO
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tricks for which he bids, and can count no rrorc;!
if he fails to take them, his score is to be sel badl
as much as he has bid; except when the gaincnl
bctsveen two persons only, in which case ihe nunvi
ber bidden for by the loser shouid be added lol
the score of his opponent. Thus, if a player biikl
for four tricks, he can count bul four alihoughbtl
take all the hand. Ifhc fail to take four, liisscorel
is diminished by that number; or, if two play, hbl
adversary’s is increased by four,

The policy of the game is only to be learnal bt
cxperience, but a few suggestions to bcginnen. umi
not be amiss. In dcciding how many tricks toi
for, it is iisually safo to count all the doniinos inihel
same suit (that suit to be made trumps), and ibel
doublets held. Care must, however, be taken notl
to depend too much on trumps which aro loivinl
their suits; though the smaller the number oil
players, the greater the risks one may run. Itsi
an advantage to have the lead, so that it is usuatlvj
best in bidding for any less than five, while pLitinjl
trumps or doublets first, to relain a triiinp ttiii[
which to recover tho lead, if lost.

As illustration, suppose two persons, A and B]|
to be playing. A dcals, and in his own luind lindsl
the six-four, five-one, six-blank, five-blank aniil
clouble-blank. B has the six-five, four-two, three-
one, three-blank and double-two. It is B's iini|
“ bid,” and he says, “ | will bid for three tricks."

“ 1 will bid for four,” A rcplies,” “ aml 1 maljt|
blanks trumps.”

He then plays the double-blank. B folb'vsviiili |
the thi-ee-blank, as he must match a tnimp'vitha
trump if possible. A leads the six-blank. .and B
having no trump, puts down his lowest piccc, ire
three-onc. A plays the six-four, to which B msi
give his six-five as “ suit ” to the larger end. This
wins the trick for B svho leads double-two, hislssi
domino. Fortunately for A he has no two. andso
is at liberty lo take the doubiet with liis trump.
five-blank. He then lays down his five-one, «ich
B cannot take as he has no suit, Thus A winshit
four tricksand scorcs four points. 1f8 haci notheen
over-bid he would have nameci twosas trumps, phy-1
ing double-two, six-five and four-two in siiccessiou-

‘*Draw Bid?”
diffcrs from the plain game only in allowing l)ids» |
run above ihc five tricks which make the orig
hand. A player may bid for as many tricks as s
chooses, his only limit being that there must ht
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oranos dcalt to each player to equal the bid.
, two play, the bids cannot run above
jurtcen; “'hen four play, not above seven. The
¢i above five must loe made blindly—ihat is,
"|.~r5ijlic extra déminos for that bid are dealt.
nus holding tivc in hand, a player bids seven,
ndihen two déminos are dealt to each player. If
Icen another player bids eight, another piece is
lealttocacli, and so 011

“W estphalian Game.”

Plaved by two or three players. The suits count

before, cxcept that the doubie-blank is always

le highcst trump, no matter what suit is turned
fortrumps- The douhlct next below the doublct

Jinimps is third in the game, but is called and
olaved in its own suit. After this, domines of the
stit of tnmips come in order. Thus, if fives are
rumps, the double-blank is highest, then doiible-
ive, doiible-four, five-six, five-four, etc. If ones
jrt'tnimps, double-blank, double-one, doiible-six,
ine-sh;, onc-five, etc.

The counts are as follows, the gante being thirty-
Lxi: The first trick played counts one; the last
L0 tncks count one each; one is scored for any
(bree tricks takcn without the introduction of a
trump- [Thcre is one exception to this,—if the
doiibict tielow trumps which is the third iii the
game takes a trick by its power as iliird in the
jijHZ, the trick is not to be counted as onc of the
Ithree by suit.] At the end ofa hand, the exccss
lofdoubiets held by any player is added to his score.
| Five dominos are dealt as in “ Bid,” the dealer
lending by turning up a domino, the larger end of
L'hich indicatcs the suit of trumps. If the double-
Iblank is turned, sixes are trumps. The player on
jthe left of the dealer hasthe liberty of rcjecting any
ptic of his own domines, and taking the turned
tramp in its siead. If he passes, the next player
bas ihe same right. If it comes to the dealer and
be passes also, he must turn it down, and turn a
fresh trump, which, however, must not be in the
suit rejeccicd, The choice of discarding for the new
trumpbclongs as before to the player at the dealcr’s
kft; and the person taking up the trump has the
kad. As fastas a player plays a piecc, he draws
wetroni the pool, keeping five constantly in hand
uttil all the déminos are distributed.

295

As in “ Bid,” suit must be followed. The main
points are to sccure as many doublets as possible,
securing the first and last two points, and while, if
possible, getting “ three by suit” yourself, to pre-
vent this in your opponent. Use small trumps if
you can in taking doublets and tliird tricks.

*St. Georce’s Game.”

Tliis game, which is somewhat more complicated
than the two fornier, is played by two or four per-
sons. The blank-one, the blank-two, the blank-
four, and ihc double-one, are not used in the game.
The one-two, blank-thrce, and double-blank, are
all counted in the suit of trumps, whaCevcr it hap-
pens to be. The double-three is always highest in
the game, but is played and called in its own suit;
it will, however, take either the double-blank or
doublét of trumps if played to them. The order
of valué is double-three, double-blank, doulMet of
trumps, the suit of trumps in order, the blank-
three, the one-two.

Fivc are dealt and pieces drawn as in “ West-
phaiian.” The dealer tuvns the trump, which must
be taken by the player on his left, who rejecis one
piece of his own. The double-blank or a double-
three turned makes sixes trumps.

A “hand” is all the play between one dcal and
the next. The tricks of each hand are divided into
sets of three each. A “ set” consists of three tricks
in succession, beginning with the first, fourth,
scventh, etc. Thus the first set would be the first,
second and third tricks; the next, the fourth, fiflh
and sixth. With two players, a hand will consistof
fourseis; with four ofbuttwo. Each setscores one.
If the side that takes the firsttrick ofa set takes also
the two rcmaining tricks, it scores one. If it fails to
take the whole set, one point is scored for lhe other
side, The double-three, the double-blank, and the
doublet of tnimps, scorc onc cach for the side hold-
ing them at the end of a hand. It follows that, with
two players, seven points will be scored for every
hand, and with four players five points.

The main objects in the game are to forcé the
first point of cach set upon your opponent, and
aftcrward secure the second or third. If a player
is fovced 10 take the firstof a set, he must use every
cndeavor to secure the two others. The game is
twenty-seven.
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c ouUNTETRS,

13Y AUNT SUE.

ittle lady, very nicely ches%(

frightened
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s Six littie piggies, running
like fun.

7.— Seven pretty swal-
ows, Crossing the sky.

s- -Eight nice apples,
hanging up high.

N ine Itt € sparrows,
picking up crumbs.

10— 1 en littie fingers, but
two of them are thumbs. - ¥ - -

VoL. VI,—21.
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JACK-IN-THE-PULPIT.

Somehow, your Jack never says to himself as
thc months come aroiind: “ What shall | talk to
myyoungstersabout.thistime?' No, indeed. It’s
aUvays “ W hat can | bear to withhold of all that |
wish to tell them?” And thc St. Nicholas echo
mvariably answers:

“ Confine yourself to two pages, by the dock !”

Think of that, now, for a pulpit speaker! Two
pages, indeed! Why, it doesn’t even give you
time to fall aslcep !

Did youhave a merry Christmas, my holiday-kcep-
ers? Were your stockings full, your trees loaded ?

Oho ! Taiking of “ loaded " icrainds me to pass
over to you something fvoin

SILAS GREEN, ON PISTOLS.

Deacon Green has sent me a few remarks
about boys who carry loaded pistols,—none of my
boys, of course.

Here are somc of thcm,—the remarks, not the
boys,—.and I ’ll leave all sensible fellows to draw
their own concliisions thcrcfrom.

“ 1 never could understand,” the Deacon says,
“ why a boy should carry a pistol. A pistol isa
vcry peculiar fire-arm ; it is made for a vcry pecu-
liar purposc, It is quite natural for some boys to
want rifles or shot-guns, with which they may Kill
game ; buta pistol is intoiuiecl to kill human beings,
and this is about all it is good for. There are vcry
few boys in this country who could .shoot a bird ora
rabbit with a pistol, and any onc who should go out
huiiting with a pistol would be laughed at. This
being the case, why should a boy want a pistol ?
W hat human beings would he like to kill?

It is uselcss to say ihat he may need his pistol
lor purposesofdefcnse, Notone boy in a thousand
is ever placed in such a position that he need dcfcnd
Inmself with a pistol. But it often lias happened
that boys ivlio carricd loaded pistols tUougln that

JACK-IN-TIIE-TULPIT.

fRiiHCk, |

it would be a manly thing, imdov certain drl
cumstanccs, to use tliem, and yet, nhen tlic-timé
caine and they Icilled somebody, they only brousin

down miscry on themselves and their famiiL

And this, too, in many a case where, if no oe
prescnt had liad a pistol, the affair would haw pasad |
off harmiessiy, and been soon forgotten. '

“ But the way in which boys generally takc Iniinan
life with pistols is some accidental w.ay. Tiicvdo
not kill highwaymen and robbcrs, jiut they’kll
their school-mates, or their brothers, or their sistets
or, in many cases, themselves, Thcre isno sdliod
where boys are taught toproperly handle and cara
loaded pistols, so they usually have to learn thcsé
tliings by long practice. And, while they are loim.
ing, it is very likely that some one will be riiot. 1
saw in a newspaper, not long ago, accounlsofl
three fatal accidents, all of which happened nn tht
same day, from carcless liscof fire-arms. Andont 1
of these dreadful mishaps was occasioned by a Ind
who carricd a loaded pistol in his overcoat jiockci
and ivho carelessly threw down the eoat,

“ And then, again, a boy ought to be nsli.imed |
to carry a pistol, especially a loaded onc. Tht,
possession of such a thing is a proofthat he cxpecis |
to go among vicious people. If he goes into goad |
socicty, and has honcst, manly fellows for his com1
pamons, he will not need a pistol. A loaded pistol'
in a boy’s pockct is not only useless and dangcrous,
but also it almost always stamps him ns a bad boy,
or one who wishes to associate with bad boys an
vicious men.”

A HINT CONCERNING OLD SKATES.

Bovs! whicli of you has a pair of oid skatcs |
lying around, besides the new ones given loyoo
this last Christmas ?

Lots of you, of course.

But, may be, some of you have n’t any skatcs &
ail, Poor fellows! you’ll be standing aroiind,
shivcring, or stamping about to keep your toes
warm, all the time the other fellows are skiilimin| |
and cutting over tbe ice on their new skates, feeling |
as happy and warm as birds on the wing | |

And the oid skates ? |

Well, it cloesn’t seem Just right to havc iliem |
lying idie at home, does it? |

ECCENTRIC RIVERS. |

A FRIEND, named Sarah Kellogg, writes mea
curious thing about two of our Western rivers. On
Wisconsin’s northern line, a river—the Wisconsin—
starts 011 its longjournev. Hundrcds of inilesaivay
to the south-east, thc Fox has its rise. The oc
sweeps with broad direct current to the south; ilie
other, deep and narrow, hastens to the north-irest
widr sceming intent ofemptying itseif to swcll tic
Wisconsin’s flood, Through hundrcds of miles
they draw toward cacli otlicr till an eye on thc site
of oid Fort Winnebago could scc betwcen iliem
scarce earth enough, as it were, for a wagon Irack
At lhe real divide of three miles, the streams, a
in petulance, or sudden chaiige of plan, turn from
each other, onc to thc south-west to give iis
stained and bitter flood to the tropic Culf, te
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|other£®
Ithc

sweet and limpid waters through
lakes, the terrific cataract, and the
Perhaps in
lile coral groves about the feet of the «-ading
ljloiver State,—Florida.—the waters, so nearly
luniteii, so widely partecl, may finally niinglc.

| At liigh water, the divide bctwceen tlie rivers is
loverfloved, and a wisp of straw thrown where the
lino CUrreNts meet is parted, one portion to he
IftBied o the northern sea, the other to the Southern.

GABRIELLE’S VALENTINE.

SO.MEBODY, with the romantic iame of “ Gabri-
Jle,” sends this beautiful littie picture to your Jack,
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butterflics don’t go around shooting among the
flowers in February.

THE *“ UNFATHOMABLE” LAKE.

Drar Jack: | think u’hen | have toli yoit what our young
“Columbus™ d:d, you will ihlixk he was pcrseveting as wecll as
bravc. Sbc miles from our home in South Walcs, hjgli up or tho

mountains, xvusa dark, gloomy-looking lake, about 1u'0 miles around.
Ilwas Called Lake "Van H 1" from ihc muiinlain ihat overshadows
it, and che people living near boheved that It had no bottom

"W hy, it liad beey soiinded with miles and mtlcs of Une without
findnig any D>UMNT  sAid these country>folk

But our Columbus did n't believe everything the W clshmcn lold
him, even if thev did add. " Indeed, indeed, it LAtrue,” So )jc mude
up his mind tubnild a boal and carefully try the depth of ihe lake in
every paji.
than done.

Tnris was easier said The ncarest point at which a

boat O1 boat-builder could be found was iwenty-two miles oH*! liuc

'SO APPROPRIATE FOR VALENTINES DAV !

ffid snys: Be sure to show it to the children in
iheFcliruary St. Nicholas, as itis s>approprialc
IlorV.ilcmine’s D ay!”

Koiv, why is it nppropviatc, | shoukl like to know ?
znd wlio ever heard of a boy with wings,—that is.
o this earth 2 And, if il is suitcd to February,
fly is be dressed so coolly, or not dressed at all ?
And why are the flowers growing around him in
dial ridiculous way for the scason ? And what is
Itoshooting? And if he hits, what is he going to
lioalwit it? And, if he doesn’t hit, what is tlie
liwof his shooting at all?

I Your Jack does n’t know what jn the world to do
I fith ihis picture ; but perliaps some of you smart
1)Dung folk will understand it.

I 1it were only a bird, now, or a kind of buttcr-
| ®thcre woftld be no trouble ; butthcn, birds and

connccicd wich our nat*building& were a carpencer*s <ihop, blacksmith’s
iorge, etc., and there was plenty of lamber lying about So our

tung explorer begau, and, single.handed, buill a trlm, sca*worChy

tot, large enough to carry twelve men, Jitting her witli anchor,
chain and all- But she had 10 be carried on the shoulders of mcn slx
miles to the lake! Then she was launchcd, and all but oneof the men
got in, wilh at least an assumed confideiice in ihcir Columbus, Rtnv-
itig olong sn<l across tlie lake in every dircction, ihc greatest depth
was found to be foriy-ninc fcci, with a botioin of sofi brown mud!
Fceling pretty safo now, ihc crew gave vcnt to their feclings In song
and the drinking of much \Vclsli ale, so that a jolUer set of advent-
ureis surely never was afloal!

Their work accompushed, the ciew—knowing thai ihe supersliifous
mnuntaineers would notallowthc boot lo remain afloat>—oaded her
«iih sienes and sank her ir, the dccpest part of the lake. But ihe
nativos, not long aftcrward, buill outnj'-'hy hshcd herup. Then
they' knucked her into spiintcrs, but dared not cairy ihcm away;
“fot,” said thcy, "Mother Fhlpton foretoid that thero would be a
ship on Proll V.an Hil. and then the world would comelo an end)”

So these brave natives thought, I suppose, that by destroying the
" ship,” which had fuliilled the first part of ihc propiiecy, thcy could
Eut olT the ovil dav a whllc longer.  Anyhow, 1 gucss the boat our

ravc Columbus builtwas the first that ever floatcd 00 che “unfaihnm>
able"l.ake. B, P,
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YOUNG CONTRIBUTORS’ DEPARTMENT.
UuR magazinc for Novcmber, page sU, contained a plciuro— “ The Young Huntcr“—to which, in the “ Lc«er*Bo.x" ofihesaiR!

issue, we invited our young ivadcrs lo wrUe stories, proniising to pesni the picture agam in our “ Young Concribulocs' Department” wiiHiJnl
best onc of all the stories thai shouid be sentlo. The Icngth of the story was Itnaied to five hundred words.

Very many contributions carne, to our gratificaiion, somc good, some poor, bul all showtng interest and palnstaking, though a fe*!
finally, aficr lalring tKc ages of the wriccrs and all olher p«nisi*>|
li was, however, verydl’HIokl

were too tnappropriale to the piciure lo cnicr inio competiljun.
consideration, the examtning commiiice united in givmg the place of first mcril to the story printcd below.

lo decide, for many of ihc conlilbulions were very ncariy cqual lo F. VI T's, especially one from M. A. L., alUde gjrl tifSouihl’mpmi,l

England, and another from E. P- D., a BuJTaloboy only nine ycars ofage.

Therefore, thanking all ofthe children fortheir eiFnris, andfvr 1

many dulightful notes thataccompanicd the h1SS., we printa list ofall ihe boysani girlswho sent in stories deserving mcniion;

THE YOUNG HUNTER.

DC/RVING HIS NOSe

K aj?1 lived in the far West near the mounuiins. Onc Novcmber
day, he sat by ihc firc, watching his grandmother mix tbc bread,
when a rap carne al the door of ihe liitlc cabin.

“ Those tramps! " sni<l the oid lady. “ Karl. you go.”

Kari obeyed; and, as he opened tiie door, siarted back much sur-
pnsed, for thcrc slood Ihe tall figure ofan oid Indian.

He wore a dark leaihern jacket, with irousers lo the knees, orna-
rnenled with bcads and feather.e; moccasins on his feetand rings tn
his ears, Although his nrms were filled with bows and arxuws, he
had not coiné for war, for he held one out, saj ing plensantly,

“ Wantee shoot? Wantee buy ?”

“ Uh, Grandmoihor,” soid Karl, look al these!”

“But you have iio money, Knri,” said the grandmoiher.— “ How
much are ihey

Kari's face fell as the Indinn answercd:

“Onc dolia*, bow and arrow.”

“1 have no money/’ said Kurl.

“Is ihere nothing else you wou'd uke for onc?” asked the oid
lady.

The Indian replied: “ Me hnngry, me want dinncc.”

The oid Indian went in and sal down by ihc log firc and warmced
himself, while the giaixlinother placed npon ihe lable some bread,
nrilkand voni<on. When he had finished, he gave Karl a fine bow
Gfash, and three orrows, and then Icft.

Kaii*s eyes sparkied as he asked his grandmotherto lethtin go out
10 slioot

“ 1 *llbring homc a dccr,*” said he.

He ihcn leftthe houac, and called lo liis dog Snyder.

He shotai «veral birds, but they nll cscapcd him; and it became
cvjdentthatit would take a gre.it cleat of practico fot him to become
a skillfiil nrcher. He was tired of shooting wiih such poor success,
and so tlecidcd lo p» home, when he heard Snyder barktng loudly.

Un turning, he saw hiin burying lij**nose in ihe ground near an oid
stump. He ran liasiily to it, looking eagerly lo see whatthedog was

IN THE GKOIND NP.AK AS OLD STI MH."

barking au 11was a ponr liule bird which liad not flown south tiHf
enough, and seeined froren. He took ii up and carried it cjitlul;'
homec, wiappcd itin coiton and putitbeside the fire, losccifit
revive. He tlicn sat down lo watch it, but soon, geiiing liicd, bcfeH
Rileep.

He had not slept long whecn he heard a chirp, and Irx'ktng up he
saw ilie bird hopping about Ilie iloor. Karl spent the re>i oithe
afternoon in kecping Snyderaway from ihe bird, forthe dog wafj very
anxious foril.

That night, Karl loid his fathcr the whole siory, and he wasvcrr
much plea.xed. Karl then cook Ihe bird and opened a window so that
it might be free again. i flew out in the moonlight, over ihosi; coU
bleak mouniains rowaid the sunny south.

So, guod cume ofthe young himier's Airsi irial afier all.

FLOitENCE E. TyNC. (Age, 13

BOY8 AND O lias WHOSR SrOUtES DESERVI MENTIOS.

Loiifse P. Russell—Mary Crosby White— Margaret Anuis Lic*
field— Mary niTigerald—Jessie Deanc Brooks—Ebcn Pearson
Kaiie 5. Jacquelin— M aiife Hering— Grace Johnson—Clara Snwilp
F Mam ice Thompson—Cornic May Hcnton—Kate Kolin—Vieil

lodaeti—W. A. King—Frank H. and Josle M. Nichols-fienlia
Fleming—(fet.rge R. 'lAoins— Nellie Stiveis— Eintna M. Keni—(.»*
ric Cruin—Picrson Durbrow—Myrta Howc—*“ Chiib*'—Kate" "k
Ugdcn— Hiiie Chiuenden— Gcorge W. Pepper—Gorinide Medito'®
Ml.cnnic March lewiit— laabelfa s. Baldwin—Frcd HetisWnzhi-
Janc Thumith—Thomas Hunl—Mary Howellfr—Mary H. Ililae*—
Willie Curtis—Lou M. Andrews—Mary F. Child—May 'Vichi-
Eleanor Ctixc— Mary S. Holi—M aiy Anna Winsion— Harric
phreys—loe? Hiton—Bcrtha Rohiinficvcreux—Carne John.«o"~"3*
ric E. Bcach— Krank G. Myers— Floreiice Rcnd—Eddy H.
Gecertie C. liusby— Fannie Mannierc—Clara Sinilh— Béssic C. Bonic)'




THE

L M Mnrtin—Louise P. Wiiisor—Chariie I'racic—James W.
iiB « I-.J E. Scuifc—Liicy L. Cooke—Annie Hale Jones
[l«iP°", 5,0, ,._Atinie L. Eailey—Clara L. Kellogg—Roben L.
1 u.rif IViichell—Harrie tiumphreys—Loiiise Holloway—
‘* i,,.,_Honeii5: Keables—f ranees H. Catl Daisy Dug-
‘lilisn- Hough—Pansy Murtay— Mary Graham Hanks—Loiiise
P 'Hitehcock— Forriyce Aimée Wardcn—Henry

L. Smich—Claro Glynn-Ernesi Thursion Capen—

TiSlon Herrks— Kate E. Hebart—Henry M. Hob"l—Willie

y VvicrW . Rice—Ruth R.Wheelei— Courienay H. Fenn—
;"7 ramen>ii Jt.—Jnlian A. Hallock— Violei teach— Lucy D.
r'jfn —Marv C. Hall—1I"aulinc Phillips—Jessie Forsyth-
i’ Inwnsend—Adelc M. Fonda— Sadie G. Camngioii—
S~iih-Nellie Emerson—Mainie Belk Taylor—Harold B.

THE

THE STORY OF A CHEESE.
BV M aud Chbistiani.

\] [Mp onoi below, by requesi, the original “ Story of a Cheese,"
Lnrn by Mrs. Maud Christiani. Mr. J. T. Trowbridge's versién
xvillbe found in St. Nicholas for Augti&l, *878, under

umic "Kin5 Cheese."}

FfiiR.AsTVTWENTY Rurghcrs fat
In ja*lcnin convocation sai,
And wag’cd their hcods, and talkcd and planned,
In ilic lown-hall of Buhl, in Sv/lItrerland.
‘I heir inlentons were thcsc,
To send a big clieese,
To Uic great Exposiifon in Paris.

Tliey nnist bulld a large vai,
Aj)d a picss, for nll ihat,
The like as had never been madc before,
Fw Chcshire or Stliton. Dutch or Rochefort;
For the prime idea
Oi ihe Bui~hers, 'twas dear,
Was ihe dhueufions in which they prided.

'Twas a great underiakInR,
lint well worth thc making.
And iwould ticklc thc ~dc of iho peoplc there
To asionlsh thc world wiih their big *nyire
So they bolhercd iheir heads,
And scarce saw their bcds,
Uotll the matter was quite dccided.

The farmers, highly picased with the plan,
Obdiy consented. every man
Tu scC'ind the vicws of lhe Corporation,
-livd g:tve in their votes of co-operacion
So rosy nilllc-inaids,
In caps and long braids,
Milkcd iQ bonnlest cows ui tlie helds.

In ihAr nice pcasant dress,
Thiw stood al the press,
And, ilimigh they gol up wiih the rising stm,
Tbey ncvcr stopped lill their task was done;
But every day
Pressed out tne whcy,
IlInj<iying the pleasurc Induscry yielda.

When thc work was done,
Then commenced the fun.
And thc mayor of the place madc a procuunation
Whsch went the length and breadth of thc natton,
That arrangements werc madc
For a grand parado
Of the cheese, through thc strcets of the town.

Sa w'hen the day carne,
A magnjficent train,

‘fhc Mayor at its head, with keys nnd mace,
Silk sitK”ings, cocked hat, and lots of gold lace,
Passed wUh pompous gait

And an air of siaic
‘Fhrough crowds of pfiople, In hoHday gown.
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Smilh—Sadie B. Ptilcheti—Carita Presion—K. G. R.—L. Clenients
—Wm A. Buckland—Lizzle Harria— SherdicMaginnis—KaiicHam -
ilton—Roben Henry Gay— Hattie Jacobs—Kitty Armstroiig—Clar-
cnce Mciiill Humes—1'nda C. Hedell—Willie F. 'lI'hirpe-Jack
Bennett Carrol Squicr—Halvo Jacohsen—Annic A. Schall—A. L.
Rrorkway— H arlan Wellman— Heamy Johnson—Flavcl S. Mines—
Belle G Rtone— Ina Boynton—Horacc F. Walker—Floro Melendy
— Augustine McClear—Charles P. Kellogg— liddie A. Perkins—H.
C.wniiams-Lena—Lilv Bean—ClaraF. Hydc— AdaM Stephcns—
Groce Crmn—Harry Kctley—Geo. S. Broivn-Faidie Morfisoii-Ber-
liam L. Wenman—Geo- D. Finnin—Groce P. Tainior Augusta
Wicker AdeliaG. McNamee—Daisy B- Hodgsdon—Jtilia Abb"—
Kaie M. Cariington-Grace Farr—Jacob b. Robcson—Amos Kcnt
Amaclier—Fanme A. Mathcwa.

LETTER-BOX.

And there was such a noisc
With the shouis of the boys.

The playing of bands and rolling of driuns !
The hurrahs of the crowd and booming of guns,
Made such an uproar,

As never before
W as heard In ihat quaint littlc town oi*Buh!.
After parading the sireets all day,
The clicese, ai evening, went on its way,
The train puffcd on and madc no long larrlcs
Bul carried lis burden safcly to I7ris.
It reachcd fii good time
Tltat city 50 fine
W'herc nothing but pleasure relgns as a rule.

The Patisians. sprightly and all alive,
Were waiting lo see lite cheche arrive.
Besides a fine team of six Nonnandy horses
Acctistomcd to puli with all their fotces,
It took al least ten
Strong portcrs and men
lo got il ofi safe to the great E*positlon.

‘They rolled it Into a promlneni place,
W here it 5iarcd the visliors straight In the face;
And all thc world wondered and talked of ihc Swiss,
For scnding so wondroiis a presen! as this
The o6ct/ff/lei was prime
And shed, all thc lime,
A pcrfuine, that sure, was a great acquisition.

Now it happened onc nlghi
W'hen thc moon shonc bright
And the Seine was rippUng In silver shecn,
That sminterInii along lis quays nUghi be seen
A fine French ral,
All glossy and fac,
Bewhiskered and jaunly as he could be,
Oui seeking advcntiires was Monsiear Raitii.

He sniffed llic fresh air,
Saw the shimmer and glore
Of thousands of lamps, in thc trees suspended,
O fcvcty shade and color blended,
Still shining bright.
Though past midnight.
And thc P.'irisians bad talkcd and grlm.-ice<l themselves weary,
WUh their shrugs and Mon DieusJ" and manner? so airy.

He straUed abonl lo the left and the right,
W hen, all of .i sudden, there burst un his sighl
The largcst and strangcst congloniemiion
O f buildings and temples of cvcry uaimn.
And thcre jn thc iniddlc.
Like "Hididdie dlddlc, ’
Siood the great Fucposition of sixly*MVQn,
Coniaining 'most evcrylhing uoder ilic heaven.

This MJns an adventure,

And well wonh thc venture,
So he Rought for a crevice through which he could squeese,
And view all thc wonderful things at his easc.
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Iuch bewildcrcd was he
Hy all he did see,
And wandcred on, quiie lost fiud ama2ed,
His head in a whirl and his sensea dazed.

At lcngth »c was morning,
For tixc day was dawning,
And ihc Sun was sheddin” his golden bcams
in ihc cily of Paris, sifll iti its dreanis.
So he iooked round ahoul
For a liolc to crcep our,
And began to feel hangry, when, lo! he smelt chccesc,
The thing of all things, that uiost him did picase.

50 he followed his nosc,—
A niemher, that shows
A vast deal ofkeenncHs and pcnetration,
lu dcleciable tithits for mastica(ion—
Nor did it mislead,
Diii broughl him, indeed,
To the realm of chcescs of cvery size,
In tlie midst of which stood the grcat Swiss prize.

No Arabian drcam
Could cqual the scene,
For il rarely occurs in the lifc of a rat
To sec such a t/isily collecifon as that.
W ithout loss of lime
He sought the most prime,
Town-bred as he was, i will not amazc
To find he selectcd ihc great Schvjeitzer Kas".

And now my young fricnds
Our story soon cnds,
The last of all things comes sooner or late,
And the French Fxposition sharcd the Uke fate.
Kor Septeniber*s last days
Saw the suit's indiow lays
dance palé and obliqucly on the Rotunda
Which, so many monchs. had made ihc world wonder,

We will add, if yon please,
W ith recard t:ii the cliei.*se,
That it won great renown, nnd you 11 easily surroise,
Rcccived, as us duc, tho first French prizc.
And ihc pride of ilie Swiss
W as so flatiered by this,
That thcy voted the cheese in their gracificatioii
‘Jo the poor of Paris, by way of donation.

Thcn cominis«ioners four,

In behnif of the poor,
And Normnndy horses, harnessed and slrong,
Carne trotting the banks of the Seine along.

And the same burly men,

Not fewer ihan ten,
PiiDcd ofT thcii' jackcts to push with more easc.
And lcnt iheir best shoulder to move the big cheese.

*I'h~ shoulcd, “ Now ready!”
“ lyoot out thcre 1 Sicody!”

And pushed with a wi'l (being all in their places],
W hen, lo! with a thud they fell fiat on their faces!
Dumhfounded they were,

To see che gruyh'o
Most lightiy and glngerly spin
While thcy were

itself round,
Icfl sprawling about on che ground.

Oh! sad ridiculo,
On ihc Burehers of Ruhl!
No wonder the cheese rolled so ti~hily about,
For the rats had quite caten (he inside out
The World xvhen it heard
‘i'hle tiénouenieut absurd,
Smiled at the gifl of the Hurghers, so kind,
Por the rats gol Ilie cheese and ihc poor got the rind.

“ USSATUKAL Hlstory™ PICTCRICS.

Did any t»f you ever sec any lho.se curimis creatures shown in
the “ Unnalunil History ” pictures, by our funny arlist, on pagos 260
and s6t ?

Did you ever meet with ihu " Jliig>6et;icus MiedhirilosiSf’* wlio ha<
the b idy of a turilc and the head uf o rabblt,—u head with which t»
wish he could run and jump, and a body ihat can only crnwl and
swim ? He looksas jfhe wcre ihccclcbrated liare and Tortoisc, and
were olways running a roce wilh himself.

Then there is ihc “ Eniomologlcal Humbug,”
indeed, U'ith a chicken's bili and a buetic's hudy.
him crawling around?

a vcrysirangc btig,
Did you ever .scc

LETTER-EOX.

The “ Greal American Takeiteezee " appears to be a veryrtaiil
able animal. He is harnessed to a curious kind of sirwt.car.b*»!
he seems to be part ox and part snail, the car does noi go verf(|||
The next time you are in a slreei-car which is rolling akeii”|
slowly, look otil of the front window, and see if one of ihcseTii."1
eezees U drawing il.

Now, ofcourse, you would notcare to have the “ Wch-footcdH ("l
pergrass” in yourgarden. If hisheadisas large asan c!c[)liAnt'sh,Al
ought to be, his leg« musi be so longthathccould jufnpovcfaii«”l
As his feetare weh-footcd, he must swim, someifines, but he M s* 1|
ifwading would suit htm better.

As for ihe “JuUjab Dird,” with the rhinoceros head, he laujhibl
think how ridiculous he is. If you wcre lo meet liim and laB5kkl
would n't mind.

The “ Cat'fish " is a regular wolcr-pussy. Look niherhead! h|
be surc, she has a fish's body and fins, but then she conld no<si«l
under water with a cac's body. The baiten the hook whid» ~ i |
looking ai mustbe a monse. Thztis about the only thing she wo?jl
bitc at, Unless, Indeed, yon could bait a hook with null..

As fonhe “ Submarinc Diver,” with his duck's heacl, hj>kkal
claws and his fisll's tail, he seems to requirc a good deal othd*Kipl
himself down lo ihc bottom.
aboutenough to sink him. He isnot much ofa divcr, Almostaj.l
body could go lu ibc bottom ofthe very deepest river, with tix li*]
ofa hundrcd'pound weighu

But perhaps none of you ever studied Uiunatural Hisior™! v j
feel quite sure of it, and are ceriain that these animah, which W.|
Hopkins has drawn, aic notto he found m any of oiir mciiagehRe |
agiiaria, and examined, Wcanjhil
ofthe Opinién that none of ihem aro to be seen running x%ld. 1691
are the kind of crcaturcs which might be made, if peaplc witch pl
into the business of Inveniiug animais. Thcy are veiy «loetf.ojl
*8carcely one oi them ¢ juld manage to Uve comfortably.
probably give up Uving, in dcspnlr.

And yet ihcrc have bcen creatures in this wotid, almori aisnajtl
and curfoits as ihese. («et some pictures of the beasts, hquql
fishes, which exisicd in the times before Noah's fiood, and seeL'*nl
donot ilUnk so.

A hundrcd«pound weiglii leenujul

whecrc they mighv be seen

rhey v

Dear St. Nichoias: | send a curious and intcrcsiinj iieahl
the “ l.eiter-Box.” It was told me as bcing truc, and 1 lijichl
reason to doubt iu 1 have neverseen it in print. I
In ihc town of Yreka, California, there f(*rmerly liieu a baliei, |
S. Gilligs by fiame. His shop boro the following sigii; ’
“S fliLLins' Ykeka Rakeky.”
Nothinfr very cnrious about thai, is there ? Butone davanin”|
tive individual thought of rcoding it backward, and mado asinpfcl
discovery. Try it A's Oid Bov.

M any ofourreadcrswill rcmcmbecerthe becauiifulliltic poen». |
of Koscs,” wriitcn by Elaine Goodale, at ihirleen ycar>ofagi,”|
piintedin 5t. Nicholas for Deccrabcr, 1677- aficrluj
cation, iherc appeared in T/ie l.ouisvtlU Canr/cr-J. iiriurf rMei
verses enticled “ Altar of Roses,” which closely rcscmbkd Qsimil
prcity Jines. The lesemblance was imentional, however, a‘1|
was explained In a hcading. The Journals pocm was sid
copicd, but,in going the ruundsofthe prcss, the headiu” niusi I
bcen overlooked ur omitted by some of lhe papcrs, since a coirpafl® |
of the Iwo pocius was recenily published in a promincm to |
daily, wilh an editorial item crcditing “ A Mar of RosC' 'to d«~ |
glish poet, F, W. Bourdillon, and condemning Klainc'ii verso a |
*‘precoclous plagiarism,"
and extrnci, which, wc
Hule Elaine;

W e therefore prini Ihc fillinwiog »
ihink, c/Tcctually refuto tlils chatjc a?ai |

Louisville. I>cc, I
EdiiorofSr Nicholas: The " Altar of Rosea ' publiiliM I
Courier-Jourunl was writlen by a nicmberoi ihc .sialT of " 1
‘I'ne verses never iippcarcd in tlie Ci>?<'7TW-//»«<'««fwiili 1l
nnme, and ihcy werc wrliten a/Ur the prcUy poem frnm litik I
(«oodalc had bcen published in St, Nicholas. An
wasprinlcd In ihc Conrier-Journal and scnt to Sr. Niciioi.’»,* |
that cxplan.-ulon, whicli was stricily truc, has Intely becn gn”n ajw 1
in the Sp'ingjtcld ih-pnlUkan. (Signed) 1)- P ,
for CoHrvtrJevT?
Here is the cxplanation nlluded to in ihc above leticr:
“In answer lo a note from ihe Editor of St. Nicholas, iCA*r |
said thm the poem ‘Atiarof Rosc«,'published In the
nal, was vvnitcn after the appcamncc of Htilc F.lamc 0 » ~ |
‘Ashes of Rwes." |i wns merely n bit of pltsaniry whitn»|
hcading explainod.— Couj'icr’Jaumal.”
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1 (--nse's Mki-0OIES. published by Houghton, Osgooda

of " Wothor Ger«e’s Melodi«" is so findy

J oiiotcd otid so «xquisiKly illustcated, that tt will bo sure
C7 y Mrvbody, young and oid. who sces it. It contains the
«"“TlInlric coilcciion of tile famous Nursery Songs that wc ever
i alo. an inieiesting account of Mother Goosc and hct
7 3 -real numbcr of “ Motes" telling all that is known
““lk. blttarv of the dear oid rhymes we Wg and little children
n and justwhere che real Jnok Sprats and Bobby Shaf-
Coles tved, and who they were, and what they did-
meaorfor the oider mcrabem of the family as well as for clic
».iih its handsume covcr and supeib coloicd iUuslra-

r
X 4

THE RID

BASY BEMEADtNGS.

I RruEADa tille of honor, and leavchoursofdnrkness. a. Behcad
I'i.kv and leave a small island. 3. Behead to twist, and lIcavc a

X.5Vraso 4. Behcad a partof the face, and leave a plcasant ouu
Kescrcise s. Behead thoroughly searchcd, and leave dressed 6.
Kead 10sirip,nnd leave a fish.

7. (iehead a shoe, and leave a felled
t: 6 Behead anieles used in games of chance, and Ictive a ihiiig
r.liiclibovsdeliEht. y. Behcad a punctuaiioii_ mark, and leave a
I. 10 lidtadan insect, and leave amclalhc pin ofa ccrtain kind.
ruekejd ci.ngealed vapor, and leavc aii advcrb. ra. Behcad onc
bnrein cvumry, and leave another. 13. Behcad a he.met, and
i.escoosicUaifon. 14. Beheadakmd ofsloih, and leave a persona!
wiooa. 13. Behead an adjective, and leave a way.

NEW DOMINO PrZZLE.

| At«scE the dominos of a full set of twenry-ciglitin the oulline of
piairani.and in such a way thateach half.dominoshall appearas

ihe giiartcrs of a square containing three other half-dommos
pnog eachthe same numbcrofspots as itself,—just like the four ¢r/s
*e % diagiam,—and, alao, so that, in the completed arrangement,

RIDDLE-BOX.
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tionsby Mr. Kappes, jsreally a fine addition to the libcaty tahle, and
a beautiful houschoid book.

Prakg’s Naturau History Series for C hiliirtumis a coHcction
of bright, entcclaining laiks about Animais and Birds, by Professor
Norman A. Calkii.s and Mrs. Abby Morton Diaz, issued in pamphlet
form, but with briUinntly colored pictures. and bound in softeovers

of heauiiful colors and dcsigns. Bach book is devolcd to some one

famiiy or otdcrofNatural History,—*“ The Cow Family,” " The Cat
Family,” “ The Birds of Prey,"
simple, clear and

etc ,-and ihc reading matter is 50

inieresting, and the pictures are so niimerous and
striking, that we can comniend the books hcarlily to di our young
friends who wish to learn about cotnmon aiiimals and birds.

DLE-BOX.

thero shall be two such squates, each containing four half-dominos
markcd'alike. Of course, to accocd with this lase condition, two
squares of M s shouid have been shown in the diagram ; but that
would have made the solution loo easjr, so the second square was
omilted. Still, the domines actually given are part of an arrangc-
mentsuch as is required, and the way te lay ihc remainmg twenty.
four pieces ofthe sel j5indicalcd,—whether up.and-down or across;
but there are other anangcmecnls beside this.

If, huwcver, ihc given outline is prcscrved in the Solutions sent in,
they will be accepied as correci, provided they show the two sew of
squares; and the number ofeach pcrson’ssuccessful Solutions will be
mentioned with the fiame.

EAIGUT ACItOSTIC.

My first is in "Scribner,”
“ Times," bulnotin "
in " Observen "
my fiftli is in “
in " Harper,”

but not in “Harper;” my second in
Ledeer; " my ihird is in " Nation,” but nqi
my fourth isin “ Indepcndent,” biitnoE in “ Post;
“* Churchman,” bulnotin " Prcsbyierian: ™ my sixih is
bul notin “ Scribner;" my sevcnih is ui “ Observecr,
bulnutin “ Times;" my cighth isin “ Ledgcr,” bul notin "Nation;

my nimh isin “ Agriculturist,” bul not in “ Tribuno; ray tcnlh is
in “ Standard,” but not in “ Cliurchmari; > my whole was a well-
known light of his times and a lover of cliildren. u.c. H.

KIDDI.E.

O WHO can wonder al tho sadness of my eyes,

Or who can wonder at my moumful, piteous enes,

For chains are ever most familiar things 10 me,—
And, tho' to leiters given, | 'm made to swim the sea?

EASY SIJEAIIE RESIAINDEJIS.

T he square is of three Ictters; so, of course, the foundalion words
have five leiters each.

, v
Kc.sdiiig Across; i. Puré and easily seen through. a. Dreads.

Reading Diwn; i. Gather. a. Rends 3. Portions. NN

avokd-s» aii

It makes no difiercnco
Under the sun,

W hether you count me twclvce
Or only one.

3. Thecsc shouid be grandiy liigh
For heart or brain.
“T is uot by looking low,
That Heaven we gain.

This is the pretty flame
Ofa fair lakc,

On which you would delight
A sail to take.

4. The last a blcssing is
To weary one;
To US may it reinain

When life is done. L.w. H

NUMEItrCAL EMGMA.

The whole, composed of ihirty-four lelter», is ,n well-known

line

nuoted from a poem written by Tilomas Gray ,
| The 1, 26, 34, is sport or mernnieni. 2. The 3,.i6, 25, 8, is a
beautiful flower 3. The .0, 6, 13. 3°. 1:

The 15, 23, 27, 33, I* » fragrant iTower.

cake 6. The 20, 20, i7. 32 artifiw. 7. The 24, 19, 12,
21 isa citlor livor. 8. The 28,9, 4. n, 's a large pubhcroom. 9
The 31, 22, 14, 5, is the sialk ofa plant.

s-.lbc 18, 2, 7. is a small

isoi.a.
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PICTOUIAL PUZZLE.

tm im

TiiF. answer-a maxim ofien heard””onlains six words. The piciure in the upper lefi-hand comer is a rebus; and ihe r«sf oTii
puszlc IS m lhe lorm of an 'g/r]aCTam‘ Kjfh numeralpenleallh the n{]agrgm-alcmes denoies a letter in that word of ihe maxim v\ii

wilh *e words dFthe answer. Sel do»n ihe solut.on of the robus-pieture under figure 4, and ihen, for Ihe reti.ainder of the probknti
a word, leueri,oraleiter, su.tably dcscnplive of each piciiire, using as many letters fot eaeh description as ihcce are numerais beaeakij

Jlr ? °®“" tof d'fowd by lhe numeral . in Ae numbering benoaih ihe piclurea. There wiH thus be &).
Rene tosre ® ‘e bcesc letiers, when set m the right order, will spcll the TOid is
Kepcal thls process in flmllng the rsmallllng words and all the words when read ofT in due order, will be Ihe answer.

ANSWERS TU PUZZLES IN JANUARA' NUMBER.

Thrp.p. Associated S<5l:JARn"woRDS.—I, X. Happy; 2. Acree; glyphic; 2. I'*Axsimonjous; R.P an.W.inkle; StiPiibilce
3 \P{roas;;.;eart;a S‘AYE?'); K”. 1. New; 2. F.ve; 3. Web. Il 5. PachYdermata: 6. Patroiiymical; 7. CorporEalist; 8 lahk
B ear: . sra; 3. Arts: 4. Ka.sp. L W arc”: 9. LepodnciVles; ro. MultiloqguEnt; ix. Metapbomitj

F.\sv Msi.AK(:e.—t. Tcascl, Easel; 2. Tcascl, Tease: 3. Teac<iei, 12. M~nufaccureR. L
laea«e; 4. Tcascl, Least; 5. l.casc, slate; 6. Teascl, Kasc; 7. Easel, Central AcRosTic.-Shoe-mnker: 1. CaSte; 7. F.tHcr: 5. o0b

Mal: 8. Fascl, Sale; 5. Lean, Teat:10. Least, slat; xi. Least,
Late: 12. l.east, Sii)i; 13, Least, Tacl: 14, Least,Tale; 15. Shile,
Liisi: x6. Teasc.Seat; 17. Tease, Easi: x8. Teasc,Sale; 10.Easol,
Lees: 20. Eascl, Sccl; 2x. Teal, Le--»; 22. Tcal, Ale; s?. Tael, Tea;
34« Tael, Eat; 25- luist, Sea; 26. Lees, Sea; 27. Lees, iicl; 28 Scel
Lee; 39. Tale, Let

4, ClEar; 5. CoMic; 6. FrAnc; 7. DaKer; 8, StEel; 9 ?2cRtT'
Dol iskr: Ampitations.—i. Cnisly, rusi, us, 2. (iratd, raw.alll
3. Moment, onien, me; 4. Cringc, ring, in.
PiCTOi IAL QItni'UPLe Acrostic.—Perpendicular?: t'oasl-rr»!
Fibhcrmei; Schooners; M*Oilight; NichMIme. |
X CufrS McN; 2, OCUII: 3. AsS, HO G : 4 SOuiH.Nwifll

Kasy D rcapitations,—2. Fall, All. 2. Smart, Mart. 3. Crash, P B - . .
Rash. 4. Thigh, High. 5. Cowl, uwl. 6. Ship, Illlp, /. Pledce, ;'HTECZ.ML-“; ’W?]'eTVS'CFZ?\"S'a Snake-rooT: 7. IhlaGEL: hf
Ledgc. 8. Uask. Ask, © » . N :

Kg b ix Pui Thi ST *yate: 3. T H oi.iday Anagram.— M jirh, | come. Star, Siall: McrryOia

asy Tk“'x.t_ ‘;'ZT”"_ x. tf“gs'T"e’“'(_s rans¥jate; 3. Trans- s o all. Anagrasi Proverb.— Make baste slowly |
poAn, a ransl—l s rans—oaﬁ Yearvth ra'(::cpelme}‘d’ I toward cn ScvBn-LetterFrambd Greek Cross,—1. Ignobic; 2. Mcpca

ccidenta p awi w men: 3 Paymept; 4. Newsboy; 5. Pelican: 6. Sideway.
;’bLTIV\::V;)',eés' F;E?Zro(\;vAee.wi;H PeacnUil 4. Cufies. 5. N ameri ;\l Enigma.—1In God we triist. Ciiahadh.—P n*lpI*H
: ! : CONCSALP.uH aln.Rquare.—|. PlaAter; a. Lasicd: s t-|

Diautsal,pok OlderP u2zirj?s. Happy New Y car.”i Hicro- Stem: 5, Ted; 6. Ed; 7.





